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Dedication
 
I want to offer a special thanks to all my wonderful supporters on Patreon, especially Andreas, Jimmie, Timothy, David, Kallnar, Kevin, Haethos, Griffon, Michael M., Alan, Jonathan, Douglas, Michael B., John, Sam, and Brandon. Thanks to your support, all of my books will finally have unique covers!
 
 



A Note to my Readers
 
As some of you have undoubtedly realized, many of my fantasy books take place in the same shared “Highwind Universe.” I generally try to keep the storylines independent from one another so that folks can enjoy them on their own, but some characters obviously cross over between them. 
 
Because of that, I have included a brief timeline in this book (and all future Highwind Universe books) that shows the order in which the stories take place and offers my opinion on whether or not they are “essential” reading, kind of like my own curated Marvel movies list. I hope you find it useful!
 
Enjoy!
 
-Sarah
 



The Highwind Universe Timeline
 
The Dragon Bride: The series in the same universe but on a different continent. The story does not impact any other books aside from a few minor cultural references. 
 
The Spider Queen Series: The plot is self-contained, but one of the many characters returns in The Amazon’s Pledge. In a way, this series acts like her “origin story”
 
Huntress: Origins: the prequel to The Amazon’s Pledge, this is an “origin story” for the relationship between Valuri and Jorem. 
 
Dirty, Filthy Fantasies #1: The Priestess’s Gratitude: The plot is self-contained and only has minor references in other books. However, Khalina will probably get another story in the near future. 
 
Dirty, Filthy Fantasies #2: The Headmistress’s Punishment: The plot is self-contained, though Headmistress Telanya is an important player in The Amazon’s Pledge series. 
 
The Ranger-General’s Submission #1: The plot is self-contained, but Ranger-General Serrane appears a few times in The Amazon’s Pledge

 
The Amazon’s Pledge: This entire series is vital and carries the main plot of the universe. 
The Amazon’s Pledge #2: Mark of the Huntress
The Amazon’s Pledge #3: The Black Mistress
The Amazon’s Pledge #4: Daughter of Destiny
The Amazon’s Pledge #5: Legacy of Winter
 
The Ranger-General’s Submission: Knightfall: The plot relates to the first Ranger-General installment (obviously) and deals with the aftermath of the big battle in Legacy of Winter. 
 
The Amazon’s Pledge #6: Wrath of the Inquisitrix
 
TBD!
 



Content Warning
 
This erotic novella contains explicit sexual content. If you are offended by adult language, rough sex, or copious bodily fluids sprayed over sexy females you probably shouldn’t be reading this! Consider yourself warned! 
 
And perhaps intrigued…
 
 
 
 




 
  
  



The Priestess’s Gratitude
 
 
 
 



Act One: The Rescue
 
As usual, the orcish war band provided little challenge for a Knight of the Silver Fist. Sir Tirian Dravis hadn’t even bothered calling in backup from the garrison in Riverbend. He’d followed the trail north from the broken caravan and carved his way through the monsters’ entire lair by himself. 
“Do you think there are any more of them, sir?” Corwin blubbered as he peered into another section of the dark cave.
Dravis sighed in disgust. Well, he hadn’t done this all by himself—his idiot squire was technically here with him. But frankly, the feckless idiot was more of a danger to himself than any orc.  
“Orcs don’t hide, fool. If they were here, they would have already tried to kill us.” Dravis rolled his eyes and wiped the blood from his blade. The magical jewel in the hilt was bright enough to illuminate the entire cavern—and temporarily blind all the orcs who’d been stupid enough to challenge him head-on. “Every orc in the bloody mountains probably heard your girlish screams.”
“I…I never screamed, sir,” he protested. “You told me to wait in the back so I—”
“Cowered like a woman? Believe me, I know.” Dravis shook his head in annoyance. All his triumphs, all his achievements, and the Highlord had still saddled him with a simpering idiot who could barely lift his own sword. “Look around. The prisoners must be around here somewhere.”
“W-what if the orcs already ate them, sir?”
“Those tracks were barely an hour old,” Dravis said, repressing an impatient sigh. “There’s no way in the abyss they managed to…”
He trailed off when he aimed the light from his sword into another passage. He spotted several empty cages along the far wall, though they didn’t look like they had seen use in some time. But next to them, her brilliant green eyes reflecting in the light, was a young human woman.  
“Never mind, Corwin,” Dravis said, smiling. “I found what we’re looking for.”
Her mouth was gagged by a thick strip of leather, and her wrists and ankles were shackled together behind her. Miraculously, she didn’t appear wounded at all—her pale skin was clean and unblemished, and other than a bit of dirt her thick mane of red hair was similarly undisturbed. She was, without a doubt, one of the most beautiful women Dravis had ever seen…but it wasn’t until he got close enough to examine her clothing that he realized why the monsters had left her alone. 
“An Eternal Priestess,” he whispered. “You must be from one of those monasteries in the hills.”
Her green eyes fastened upon him, but she didn’t try to speak. She didn’t struggle, either, which probably meant she was so scared she couldn’t think straight. 
“It’s all right, I’m here to rescue you,” Dravis said, setting his sword down on the ground in front of him and raising his hands. “I won’t hurt you, I promise.”
He waited a moment to make certain she was calm before he leaned forward to unfasten her restraints. He had only seen an Eternal Priestess once, but plenty of the older knights had told him stories about their bizarre, cultish religion. They worshipped some kind of ancient fertility goddess, and they dressed like they held their services at a whorehouse. In addition to her leather thong and the thigh-high boots encasing her long, slender legs, the woman wore a tight, cropped bodice that squeezed her ample breasts and left her taught stomach bare. Her “robe” was made of the same dark leather, though it hung open wide more like a jacket or cloak.
The orcs must have recognized the silver holy symbol dangling between her breasts. It was difficult to miss, and they had probably feared the wraith of her goddess enough to leave her alone. Dravis didn’t know if the Eternal Priestesses wielded any real magic or not, but right now he was far more interested in finding out if all the other rumors about their “religion” were accurate. 
Specifically, the part where their goddess commanded them to mate with as many strong males as possible. 
“There you go,” he said as he cut loose her gag. “Are you all right, sweetheart?”
“Yes, thank you,” she replied. He couldn’t decide what was more alluring—her thick accent or her dark, husky voice. 
“My name is Sir Tirian Dravis. I’m a Knight of the Silver Fist.” He smiled. “You’re lucky I stumbled by your caravan when I did.”
“The Goddess herself must have sent you,” she said, smiling. Her teeth were so clean and perfect she must have possessed some real magic. “My name is Khalina.”
“I’m pleased to meet you, Priestess,” Dravis said with a half bow. “Here, let me free your hands…”
He leaned in closer and fiddled with the shackles behind her back. It was genuinely difficult to concentrate while he was this close to her; his eyes couldn’t help flicking down to her glistening breasts, and his nose couldn’t help breathing in her intoxicating perfume. Dravis had rescued plenty of lovely women from mortal danger over the years, but his cock had never stiffened so quickly in anticipation of their gratitude. 
One way or another, he thought to himself, I am going to fuck the living hell out of this slut tonight. 
“The shackles require a key,” Khalina told him. “I saw one of the green monsters carry it away.”
“That shouldn’t be necessary,” Dravis told her as he leaned back and retrieved his sword. “My blade can cut through almost anything.”
Her eyes studied the glowing steel. “It is quite impressive—and large. I doubt I could even lift it.”
Dravis grinned. “Don’t worry. A revered priestess like yourself shouldn’t have to defend herself anyway. I’m surprised you didn’t bring a retinue of guards with you.”
“My sisters and I are forbidden from traveling with males. Unless we are actively mating with them, of course.”
“Of course,” Dravis whispered. “Do you, uh…do you mate with males often?”
She shook her head. “I have never mated with a male before. I had hoped to find a worthy companion in Riverbend, but sadly none of the men I encountered were sufficiently virile.”
His cock pressed so hard again his codpiece he had to adjust his stance. Gods, she’s a virgin, too. Could this possibly be any better?
Dravis lifted his blade above the chains and prepared to chop. He almost didn’t want to—she looked so beautiful tied up that freeing her seemed like a waste. He consoled himself with the mental image of his cock thrusting between her magnificent tits later this evening.
“Just hold still one moment, sweetheart,” he said. 
His blade easily sliced through the crude iron, and it only took him a few moments to unbind her wrists and ankles. Once again, he marveled at how the restraints hadn’t left a single blemish on her skin. It seemed impossible. 
“I didn’t find any other prisoners, sir,” Corwin said from the doorway. “I didn’t find any stolen supplies, either.”
“Then you obviously didn’t look hard enough,” Dravis grumbled. “Khalina here is an Eternal Priestess. She must have brought—”
“I was not traveling with any supplies,” she interrupted. “I already sold my goods in the nearby village, and I was heading back home to my sisters.”
“Ah, of course,” Dravis said. “Here, let me help you up…”
Her eyes sized up Corwin as she stood. “I did not realize you were accompanied by another strong male.”
 “That’s my squire—and trust me, he’s not that strong,” Dravis said. “In fact, he was just about to leave and tend to the horses, isn’t that right?”
“Erm,” the young man blubbered as he stared at Khalina. “Y-yes, of course, sir.”
Dravis sighed. Of all the missions to get saddled with a useless assistant… “He means well, but he’s not particularly bright.”
“I am not interested in his intellect.”
“That’s good because—”
“I am only curious about his virility.”
Dravis blinked. At first, he’d wondered if he was simply misunderstanding her strange accent, but she looked completely serious. “He’s, uh, he’s not particularly virile, either.”
“A pity,” Khalina said, shifting her green eyes back to him. “I suppose you will have to suffice.”
He cocked a curious eyebrow. “Meaning what?”
“You are obviously a powerful warrior, Sir Knight. I have been attempting to acquire the seed of a worthy male for some time.”
Dravis blinked again, trying to decide whether or not she was being serious. He’d bedded plenty of foreign women before, of course—just last week he’d spent the better part of two days on top of a brunette from Thaniskar—but even they weren’t usually so direct. Or so…strange. 
“Well, I guess you’re in luck,” he said, forcing another smile. “Why don’t we get out of here and head back to the horses? Riverbend is just up the road, and they have a nice—”
“There’s no need to leave until I have tested your seed,” Khalina said matter-of-factly. “If it is as fertile as I assume, I can escort you back to our monastery in the mountains. My sisters will be eager for you to inseminate them.”
Dravis paused. Is she really this insane or am I just the luckiest son of a bitch in the world at the moment? “Your sisters will want to play too, huh?”
Her eyebrows lifted in confusion. “I would never dream of keeping a hearty male to myself.”
Of course you wouldn’t, you slut. “Well, then,” Dravis said, clearing his throat. “I, uh, I really thought you’d at least make me buy you some wine first.”
Khalina’s red eyebrows lifted quizzically. “You do not need to buy me anything, Sir Knight. I merely wish to test your seed.”
He smiled despite himself. “What exactly is this ‘test’ you’re talking about?”
“I need to taste your semen,” Khalina said. She glanced down at his waist and cupped her hand over his codpiece. “Please, remove your armor so I can begin extraction.”
“Wait, here?” he asked. “We should at least go outside.”
Her eyes narrowed curiously. “Will you spill faster in the sunlight?”
“I, uh…” Dravis grunted and glanced around the cave. “I mean, it’s a little dank in here, don’t you think?”
“If the setting will delay your ejaculation, we can move,” she said. “Come.”
She strode out of the room as if nothing strange had happened, and it took Dravis a moment to gather his wits. So yeah, she’s definitely crazy—but so what? She’s practically begging to suck my cock, and from the sound of it her sisters will want a piece of the action, too.  Who cares if she’s a few arrows short of a quiver? 
Grinning, Dravis quickly dashed out of the room and followed Khalina through the cave. Watching her casually stroll past a bunch of dead orcs was one of the most surreal things he had ever witnessed—her swaying hips and confident stride were more than enough to pull his eyes from the carnage. Every time her robe swooshed, he caught a glimpse of her bare upper thighs and buttocks, and all he could think about was how good it was going to feel to fuck that tight little ass of hers…
By the time they saw sunlight, Dravis’s cock was bulging against his armor so hard he was having trouble walking straight. He spotted Corwin down at the bottom of the knoll with their horses, far enough away that he wouldn’t be able to hear them but close enough that he would get a good show. 
“You know, I think you’re right,” Dravis said as they stepped outside. “Maybe waiting until Riverbend is a bad idea…”
Khalina turned around and smiled pleasantly. “Will this area suffice?”
“It’s fine with me, sweetheart, but I figured you’d want to…”
He trailed off when she abruptly sank down to her knees and pushed her long hair back over her shoulders. “There is no need for further delay. I am ready to taste your seed now, Sir Knight.”
Dravis grunted as he quickly worked at the straps of his armor. Women had been throwing themselves at him ever since he’d joined the Silver Fist, but never like this. The sluttiest, most desperate tavern girls in Riverbend would still butter him up with wine or a meal before they spread their legs for him. Hells, even the priestesses of the love goddess back in Highwind expected a kiss or two before they choked on his cock. 
Don’t complain, you idiot. She’s obviously not a nymph or succubus. She probably just grew up without a father and joined a cult instead of getting a job at the local brothel. What’s the big deal?
His cock practically sprouted out of his trousers the instant he cast aside his codpiece. Khalina’s smile widened as she shuffled forward on her knees. 
“Like what you see, honey?” Dravis asked. 
“Yes. Your stem is quite impressive.”
“Well, he’s all yours if you treat him right.”
She scuttled forward until her lips were less than an inch from the cockhead. He could feel the heat from her breath on his shaft, and he was half-tempted to just grab the base of her skull and force himself down her throat. He had bedded plenty of women who would have wanted him to do exactly that…but then again, he was reasonably certain he had never met anyone else like her before. 
She studied his cock like it was some kind of rare, priceless sculpture on display at the Highwind Museum. He could only assume that she had never seen an eight-inch member before. Still, the delay gave him another chance to appreciate her body up close and in the light. Her taught stomach, her perky tits, her long, shapely legs…
Finding a woman with one of those features was easy enough. But all three at once? Well, that was something special.
“I’m not sure what you’re waiting for, sweetheart,” he said eventually, “but all that seed you want to test isn’t going to come out by itself.”
“I am thankful,” Khalina said. “I have always enjoyed the extraction process.”
Before he could frown and process that strange sentiment, she wrapped her delicate fingers around the shaft and began stroking him. Dravis’s knees weakened, and he suddenly wished he had a wall to lean against. 
“That’s it,” he cooed. “And don’t worry—I promise there’ll be enough left for your sisters, too. If they want a taste, all they’ll need to do is ask.”
“They will require more than a taste.”
Dravis chuckled again. “That’s what I like to hear. Now why don’t you give him a kiss? I mean, he did save you from those awful monsters.”
Khalina leaned forward and kissed the head of his cock. When a tiny bit of pre-cum oozed out from the tip, she quickly licked it off her lips and rolled it around her mouth like it was some kind of rare vintage. “This is not a sufficient sample.”
“There’s plenty more where that came from, believe me,” he said. “But you’ll have to—oh, shit!”
He expected her to stroke his shaft a bit faster or perhaps even lick the tip some more to get him going, but apparently she wasn’t interested in foreplay. After removing her hand, she promptly opened her ruby lips, looked him in the eye, and swallowed his cock all the way to the hilt.  
His knees trembled, and he might have lost his balance completely if she didn’t brace her hands on the back of his legs. Her long fingernails dug into his flesh, but he barely even noticed the pain. All he could feel was the warm, wetness of her throat and tongue. 
“Fuck, sweetheart. Now that’s gratitude.”
He ran his fingers through her hair and held her tightly against him. Khalina didn’t choke or gag or even gasp for breath; she remained completely still as if she could gorge on him like this forever. That mental image, plus the feel of her tongue cradling his shaft, was almost enough to make him spill right then and there. But Dravis resisted the urge and held back. This bitch might have been s virgin, but she obviously knew how to worship a cock. He was going to savor this as long as possible. 
Just before he completely lost control, he tugged on her hair and pulled her back. She glanced up at him curiously when his cock sprang free from her lips, several strands of spittle dangling from her chin. 
“You were prepared to spill,” she said, confused. “I do not understand.”
“I just wanted to make sure you had enough air, sweetheart,” Dravis said, grinning and touching her cheek. 
“I appreciate your concern, but you do not need to worry about me,” she insisted. “Now please, finish quickly.”
She opened her mouth and leaned forward to swallow him again, but Dravis clenched her hair and held her in place. Fuck! I need a least a few more seconds or I’m going to flood her throat the instant she touches me.
“What’s the rush?” he asked, stalling. “I thought you said you enjoyed this kind of thing.”
“I do, very much,” Khalina said. “I am merely eager to determine whether or not you are sufficiently fertile for my sisters.”
“I am, don’t worry. Now why don’t you do me a favor and open up that robe of yours? There’s no reason to hide such a lovely pair of tits.”
“If you believe it will help…”
She slowly pulled her bodice down until her breasts sprang free. They were even more perfect than he’d hoped. If she weren’t so weird and obsessed with his cock, he would have gladly leaned down and played with them for hours. 
You’ll get your chance later. Just be patient and give the slut what she wants.
“Better?” Khalina asked. 
“Definitely.”
“Good.” She placed her lips back on his cock, but before she inhaled him again she abruptly stopped and leaned back “If you wish to guide my movements, you may be as rough as you like. Strike me, spit on me, choke me—males often require additional visual stimulation, I am far more durable than I appear.”
Dravis blinked. Is she serious? What in the bloody abyss is going on?
“Prepare yourself,” she warned. “I shall make you spill now.”
She slammed his cock back down her throat so hard he couldn’t believe she didn’t gag. He stood there stiffly for a moment, paralyzed, before he finally placed his hands on her head. Her green eyes looked up at him expectantly. 
What are you waiting for? Give it to her! 
Dravis grabbed two handfuls of her thick red hair and began face-fucking her in earnest. He almost lost it every time his shaft disappeared back between her ruby lips. She didn’t appear to have a gag reflex at all—no matter how hard he pushed, she didn’t choke or gasp or complain in the slightest. She didn’t even seem to blink. Her eyes remained locked onto him like two glimmering emeralds while she eagerly awaited her reward…
He gave it to her. His cock erupted deep in her throat, but when he tried to hold her in place she squirmed back until the tip was just inside her lips. He splattered her tongue until it was completely white, and he couldn’t believe nothing leaked out the sides of her mouth. Dravis closed his eyes after the fifth and final spurt, but when he reopened them a few seconds later he could scarcely believe what he was seeing. 
Her mouth remained open, and she was sloshing his cum around her mouth while her eyes rolled back into her head. When she eventually swallowed, a wide smile pulled at her lips. 
“That’s a good girl,” Dravis said, touching her chin. “Did you enjoy your present?”
“Your seed is as fertile as I’d hoped,” Khalina told him. “My sisters will be overjoyed.”
He grinned and patted her cheek. “If they’re as pretty as you, sweetheart, I’d be happy to share.”
“Excellent.” She abruptly stood and readjusted her bodice. “We should make haste to the shrine. If we leave now, we should arrive before nightfall.”
“What’s the hurry?” he asked, grabbing her slender waist and pulling her in close. “I could start a fire, and I’d love to share some of the wine I bought in Riverbend.”
“That sounds enjoyable, but we should really leave as soon as possible. My sisters will worry if I do not return shortly.”
“Well, I’d hate for that to happen.” Dravis gently dragged his fingertips across her bare stomach down to top of her leather thong. “It just seems like a shame. I’d love to return the favor.”
“Your desire to reciprocate pleasure is commendable but misplaced,” Khalina said. “While I am looking forward to prolonged coitus, my enjoyment is not necessary. Yours is paramount.”
“You really are the perfect woman…”
She cocked an eyebrow. “That is objectively untrue.”
“Just a bad joke, forget it,” he said, shaking his head. He had never been a particularly religious man, but the gods must have been rewarding him for something. “You’re sure your sisters will like me?”
“Absolutely. They will insist upon mating with you immediately.”
Dravis whispered a prayer of thanks. “All at once, or…?”
“All of us shall observe, if that’s what you mean, but Sister Basyle will insist upon being the first.”
“That hardly seems fair. What about you?”
“She is the senior priestess,” Khalina said. She paused a moment in thought. “Though I suppose you could request to inseminate me first.”
“I could just ‘inseminate’ you right now,” Dravis said, squeezing her waist. “He’s ready to go again.”
Her eyes dropped down to his throbbing cock, and her left hand curled around the shaft. “I wish we had time, but I suspect you will resist the urge to spill inside me for as long as possible.”
Dravis grinned. “I plan to enjoy myself, if that’s what you mean. But I promise you’ll enjoy it to.”
Khalina smiled up at him. “You are a curious male specimen, Sir Knight.”
“You’re a curious specimen yourself,” he said, dragging his fingers through her hair again. “So what do you say? You want to start a fire and have some fun?”
“Yes, but we must go.” She glanced down at his cock almost mournfully as she removed her hand. “The faster we ride, the faster you can begin insemination.”
Dravis jabbed his tongue hard into his cheek when she began striding down the hill towards the horses. This was, without a doubt, the weirdest rescue he had ever been a part of. But like the boys at the garrison always said, the crazier the slut, the better the fuck. If that was even partially true, then tonight was shaping up to be one of the best nights of his life. 
 
 



Act Two: The Eternal Sisters
 
As it turned out, the shrine was only about five miles north of the orc cavern, much closer than Dravis had anticipated. He and Khalina rode calmly across the rocky ground, ostensibly out of concern for the horses but actually because he enjoyed holding her against him. She rode directly in front of him, and he spent most of the trip fondling her breasts and nibbling at her neck. She didn’t resist; if anything, she went out of her way to accommodate him by loosening the straps of her bodice so his hands could easily slip inside. His cock was hard again in record time, and every few minutes he seriously considering stopping, bending her over a rock, and fucking her right then and there. 
But if his years of training in the Silver Fist had taught him anything, it was that patience was a virtue. Besides, he had an endless source of entertainment watching Corwin squirm uncomfortably in his own saddle. The kid probably would have exploded in his trousers if Khalina had looked at him for more than a few seconds straight. 
The shrine itself was larger and more impressive than Dravis had expected. It was built into the edge of the mountain, and the enormous doorway was flanked on either side by a pair of female statues dressed almost identically to Khalina. Perhaps the woman who had founded their silly religion had just wanted to sell a lot of the same boots. If so, Dravis wasn’t complaining. 
“Do we need to knock or anything?” he asked as they approached the stone door. It was getting dark quickly, but the magical brazier outside provided more than enough light to see. 
“They know we’re here,” Khalina said. 
He cocked an eyebrow at her. “How?”
“We share a magical bond thanks to our faith in the Goddess. I can communicate with my sisters across great distances.” She smiled. “They are eager to meet you.”
“Well, I’m eager to meet them, too,” Dravis said as the door began to slowly slide open. As long as they’re not old crones, anyway. If some eighty year-old High Priestess struts out here in the same outfit, I’ll take back every good thought I had about those boots and that thong…
Two women were standing there when the door finally opened, and to Dravis’s delight neither of them were crones. On the contrary, they were just as young, beautiful, and supple as Khalina. 
Because they looked exactly like her. 
“Escar’s mercy,” Dravis breathed. “Triplets?”
“You seem surprised,” Khalina said. “I informed you that they were my sisters.”
“I didn’t know you meant it literally. But believe me, I’m not complaining.”
“Welcome to the Shrine of the Eternal Lady,” one of the women said. “It has been many years since a virile male visited our home.”
“I’m happy to make up for lost time,” he said, smiling. “I am Sir Tirian Dravis, Knight of the Silver Fist. Your sister here is lucky I happened by the wreckage of her caravan when I did.”
“The will of the Goddess is not mere luck,” the same woman said. “She guided you to Sister Khalina in her time of need, and now Khalina has guided you back to us.”
“Right…” Dravis murmured. So they didn’t just look identical—apparently they talked the same way, too. This whole thing would have been creepy as hell if his cock weren’t actively trying to burst out of his armor.  
“My name is Sister Basyle, and this is Sister Selenya,” the woman said, smiling pleasantly. “Who is this other male that has accompanied you?”
“Huh? Oh, that’s just my squire, Corwin. He’s here to…observe.”
Selenya stepped in front of the younger man and eyed him up and down. “He is young and strong. Did you sample his seed as well?”
“No,” Khalina said. “Sir Dravis questioned his virility.”
“His virility and his skill,” Dravis said. “The kid’s still a virgin. He’ll explode the instant you touch him.”
The faces of all three women lit up almost immediately. “You never mentioned this before,” Khalina said.
“It’s not a good thing, believe me,” Dravis added hastily. “You ladies do want to enjoy yourselves, right?”
“The Goddess does not require our enjoyment,” Selenya replied matter-of-factly.
Dravis had to grab his jaw to keep it from falling open. What kind of women actually wanted a man to finish quickly? That might have been the most insane thing they’d said yet.  
“She may not require it, but she doesn’t forbid it either, right?” he asked. 
“No,” Khalina said. “In fact, the Third Chronicle of Sister Valera states that coital extraction is often more successful when a priestess is properly stimulated.”
“Exactly,” he muttered, playing along. “And believe me: Corwin here isn’t going to ‘stimulate’ anything.”
The young man turned and glared at him. “Sir, I—”
“Shut up, squire,” Dravis said, flashing the idiot a stern glare. “Just set up a camp and wait out here with the horses. I’ll let you know when I’m finished with the, uh…negotiations.”
For a moment it seemed like the kid might actually grow a spine and protest, but then he nodded and backed down as usual. “Of course, sir. I’ll just, uh…I’ll stay right here.”
Dravis grunted and turned back to the priestesses. “Since that’s settled, perhaps we should head inside? It’s getting dark, after all.”
Khalina glanced back and forth between Dravis and Corwin for a moment before she finally shrugged. “This way, Sir Knight.”
The interior of the shrine was surprisingly austere, especially compared to the grandiose temples in Highwind. Even the smaller shrines in Riverbend had more furniture and decorations. Aside from a few paintings and sculptures on the walls, nothing in here suggested that this was even a place of worship. There was no central altar or seating for a congregation; there was no furniture at all aside from a single armless, backless divan situated directly in the middle of the main chamber. 
“You girls aren’t exactly living a life of luxury out here,” Dravis commented. 
“We have all that we need to survive,” Basyle said. “The Goddess relieves us of most mortal hungers. We want for nothing.”
“Other than a strong male,” Khalina added. “You are the first man to have looked upon this statue in almost three years, Sir Knight.”
“Please, call me Tirian, sweetheart,” Dravis told her. “I can’t tell you how honored I am that you’ve chosen me to…well….”
“Sister Khalina explained to you why you are here, yes?” Basyle asked. 
“More or less,” Dravis said. “She said you’d all be eager to meet me.”
“We are,” Selenya said, touching his arm. “You are handsome and strong. My sister couldn’t have chosen a better specimen.” 
He smiled back at her. She was wearing the tiniest bit more eyeshadow than her sisters, and he thought the extra color looked good on her. Still, he had a feeling it would look even better smeared down her cheeks after he throated her. It wasn’t the most gentlemanly sentiment for an honorable knight, but for whatever reason he desperately wanted to degrade these silly sluts. 
By the gods, this is like a dream come true…
“The Goddess commands all Eternal Priestesses to give birth to a daughter once every three years,” Basyle said. “Our coven’s cycle has just begun, and Sister Khalina was searching for a proper donor. Now that she has found one, you will inseminate each of us.”
Dravis frowned. “Wait a second: you want me to get all three of you pregnant?”
“Of course,” Khalina said as if it were obvious. “Why else would I have tested the virility of your seed?”
“I thought you were just, you know, playing some kind of game.” He grunted and paused for a minute. “Look, I’d love to entertain you ladies, but I’m not really the fatherhood type.”
“We do not need your assistance raising our daughters,” Basyle told him. “Once your seed takes root inside of us, we will have no further need of you.”
“Uh…I see,” Dravis murmured. Warning bells started ringing in the back of his head. He’d heard similar promises before. After he’d bedded Duke Marchale’s daughter, she had shown up two months later with a swollen belly and demanded that he return and marry her. He’d been forced to request a transfer halfway across the continent just to get away from her, but that wouldn’t work a second time. 
Still, these priestesses seemed genuine enough, and there was no way in hell he was going to walk out of here without fucking at least one of them. 
“If this poses a problem, Sir Knight, please inform us now,” Selenya told him. “We will need to begin our search for another donor immediately.”
“Oh, it’s no problem,” Dravis assured them. “I just wanted to make sure you knew where I stand.”
Basyle smiled. “Excellent. Then let us begin.”
She lifted her robe off her shoulders and tossed it to the floor, then immediately began unfastening the straps of her bodice. Before Dravis could say anything, Khalina and Selenya practically pounced on him from either side. While one unbuckled his breastplate, the other fiddled with his greaves. 
“No wine, no music…I guess I shouldn’t be surprised,” he said. “Oh well.”
They stripped off his armor with impressive speed, and Selenya’s eyes lit up when his cock finally sprung free. Her long fingers cradled the shaft, and she slowly sank down to a knee like she had been ensorcelled by a charm spell. 
“I never should have doubted you, sister,” she breathed. “It’s magnificent.”
“And it’s all yours, sweetheart,” Dravis said. “He’s ready and willing to serve.”
Khalina touched his arm and nodded towards the divan. “You should start with Sister Basyle.”
Dravis turned and studied the senior priestess. She was already topless, and he was delighted to see that her tits were every bit as round and wonderful as Khalina’s. His cock twinged at the thought of sliding into her, but he had another plan first. 
“Sister Khalina informed me that she was a virgin,” he said, sliding his hand around her trim waist and pulling her in close. “How about the rest of you ladies?”
“This will be my fourth birthing cycle,” Basyle said. “It will be Sister Selenya’s third.”
Dravis whistled between his teeth. “So wait—you’re already mothers?”
“Of course,” Selenya said. “This surprises you?”
“Well, you sure as hell don’t look like it,” he size, looking them up and down again. “And I thought you were all sisters.”
“We are all born of the Eternal Mother and share her face.”
He shook his head. “You know what? I don’t even want to know. But the point is that I’d like to start with Khalina here.”
He knew there was a chance he might offend them, but he didn’t really care. After five hours of riding in the saddle pressed up against this girl, his cock was desperate for release. 
“If that is your wish,” Basyle said, shrugging. “You may proceed.”
Khalina’s eyes widened in shock. “You really wish to have me first? I don’t know what to say…”
“You don’t need to say anything, sweetheart,” Dravis said, pulling her in close enough to kiss her. Her lips mixed the awkwardness of a virginal farm girl with the raw intensity of a seasoned slut. It was a surprisingly enticing combination. He would have gladly stood there kissing here for a long time, but from the way her hands were clawing at his cock he knew he wouldn’t have the chance.
Dravis gently plucked Khalina robe off her shoulders and tossed it on top of Basyle’s. His hands worked their way down her back and tugged at the straps of her bodice, but he was too late—Basyle had already rushed in behind her and started untying the laces. Selenya, apparently not wanting to be left out, knelt down and removed her sister’s thong. 
“Normally I’d rather unwrap a present myself,” he said with an amused snort, “but I guess this will do.”
Dravis took a step back and studied her again. Somehow she was even more perfect than he remembered. Her face, her tits, her bald, sopping cunt…he had never wanted to fuck anyone as much in his life. It took all of his willpower to resist the urge to tackle her onto the divan and slam his cock into her as hard and fast as possible. 
“Leave the boots,” he said when Khalina began to remove them. “They won’t get in the way.”
She shrugged. “As you wish. How shall we—oof!”
She yelped as he pushed her back onto the divan. Rather than climbing on top of her, however, he spread her thighs and leaned down to kiss her quim. Her juices rolled over his tongue as he lashed her precious little clit, and her entire body convulsed like she had just been struck by lightning. 
“What are you doing, male?” Basyle asked, leaning down next to the couch. “You cannot inseminate her with your mouth.”
Dravis snorted. “I’m aware of that, sweetheart. But there’s more to sex than a hard cock and a wet cunt. Besides, I owe her one for earlier.”
“You don’t owe me anything, Sir Knight,” Khalina breathed. “My pleasure is irrele…irrele….oh!”
She cried out and seized up when he dragged his tongue across her slit and eased his right thumb inside her. He had always enjoyed tasting women, especially the young and naïve ones. Quim-licking was more powerful than a charm spell, in his experience—once his tongue brought a woman to climax, she would gladly drop her knickers for him at the drop of a hat.
“Are you all right, sister?” Selenya asked when Khalina’s eyes rolled back into her head. 
“She’s fine,” Dravis said. “And she’s about to get even better.”
While Khalina was still half paralyzed by her climax, he licked his way up her stomach to her breasts. He sucked her nipples into his mouth one after the other, all while carefully positioning his cock at her smoldering entrance. 
“Please…Sir Knight…” she breathed as her fingers clawed at his hair. “Please…”
Dravis smiled and kissed his way up to her mouth. “I told you before, you can call me Tirian.”
“Tirian,” Khalina rasped, locking her ankles behind his back “Please…please take me.”
He grinned. There was nothing quite like watching a woman beg for your cock as if it was the only thing in the whole world she cared about. She would be screaming and delirious in seconds. 
He eased the tip inside her. She was so tight it was unbelievable, even for a virgin, but thankfully she was also so wet it almost didn’t matter. Dravis was happier than ever that he’d spilled in her mouth earlier today, otherwise he would have exploded in ten seconds flat. Her cunt was a smoldering vise around his cock, and by the time he’d slipped in all the way he had to bite down on his lip and pause just to catch his breath. 
“By the Goddess!” Khalina gasped into his ear. Her nails clawed into his back, and her thighs squeezed harder than seemed possible for a woman her size. “It’s even more wonderful than I imagined!”
“We’re just getting started, sweetheart,” Dravis told her, swallowing and forcing himself to relax. He hadn’t felt this volatile since he was a fifteen year-old boy sticking his cock into the stable master’s daughter for the first time.  
He squeezed at her hips and settled into a slow, methodical rhythm. It was still nearly too much for him; the walls of her quim were like a stone fire oven baking his cock. If he didn’t know better, he would have assumed he’d slipped into the wrong hole.
“Fuck…” he breathed. “You are so god damn tight.”
Khalina shifted her fingers to the back of his neck. She looked so happy and content it was almost disturbing. “You can take me rougher if you like,” she told him. “You won’t hurt me, I promise. You can do anything you want to me. Anything at all.”
Dravis smiled down at her. What he wanted more than anything was to fuck her until she screamed, then promptly pull out and ruin her perfect pale face with his cum. He wasn’t sure why. Maybe it was because she seemed too beautiful to be real, or maybe it was because he knew how badly she wanted him to spill inside her. 
Would you just fuck her already? What in the hells are you waiting for?
Dravis clutched onto her hips and started fucking her in earnest. She moaned at each and every thrust—not the fake, overwrought moans of a cheap tavern whore, but the desperate yelps of a woman whose body was quivering with delight for the first time. He knew he wasn’t going to last long no matter how hard he tried, so he focused all his efforts on giving her exactly what she wanted before he lost control…
Khalina’s thighs clamped his waist, her nails clawed into his flesh, and her green eyes rolled back into her head. Dravis grinned in satisfaction. He had always enjoyed making a woman cum for the first time, from the desperate farm girls of Riverbend to the demure debutantes at the Winter Gala in Highwind. There was something special about knowing they’d never forget his face no matter how many other men they spread their legs for afterwards.  
And of course, it also ensured that his bed was never empty whenever he was on the road. He had fucked and forgotten plenty of girls, but there was something special about seeing the twinkle in the eye of an old lover across the tavern, knowing that in a few minutes you’d have her face buried in a pillow and your cock stuffed up her ass…
“By the goddess!” Khalina gasped when she finally came down. She looked up at him and dug her nails into his flesh so hard he was certain she drew blood. “I never knew…”
“You are wasting time, sister,” Selenya said impatiently from next to him. “Allow him to spill already.”
“There’s no need to be jealous,” Dravis said between pants. “The night is young, and I promise there’s more than enough of me to go around.”
“Sister Selenya is right,” Khalina said, cupping her hands around his cheeks. “Please, Travian…please, spill inside me.”
He grabbed ahold of her boot-sheathed calves and pushed them down until her knees were touching her chest and her feet were above her head. “You want it?”
“Yes!”
“Then beg for it.”
“Please, fuck me!” Khalina almost screamed. “Give me your seed!”
Dravis slammed into her so hard he was surprised the divan didn’t break. She insisted there was no way he could hurt her, and so he decided to put that theory to the test. His cock pounded into her like a hammer golem. The slapping sound of their skin echoed off the walls of the shrine, and he couldn’t believe she didn’t ask him to stop. On the contrary, the harder he thrust the more she seemed to enjoy it. He suddenly wished they had more time…
“Oh, fuck!”
He exploded inside her. Her quim squeezed with every spurt, almost like her body was reflexively milking as much cum out of him as possible. When his cock finally fell silent, it took all his remaining strength not to collapse on top of her and crush her into the cushions. 
“Shauveena’s merciful tits,” he breathed. “So wet, so tight…it’s been a long time since I spilled that much, sweetheart.”
Dravis leaned up just far enough that he could see her face. Her eyes were closed, and she looked like she was in some kind of trance. He grinned and chuckled softly. 
“I’d ask if you liked it, but I think I already know the answer,” he said. 
“It was wonderful,” Khalina whispered. She smiled up at him as her green eyes slowly fluttered open. “Thank you, Tirian.”
“You’re more than welcome,” he said, brushing a long strand of red hair from her forehead. “Anytime you—what the hell?” 
He pulled back when he realized that Basyle and Selenya were crouched down on either side of him right beside their sister’s splayed hips. Selenya reached out and gently cupped his testicles.
“Careful there, darling,” Dravis warned. “What are you doing?”
“Confirming that the insemination was successful,” she told him. “Please, withdraw your stem so we can complete the ritual.”
He grunted and shook his head. Every time I start to think these sluts aren’t completely insane…
“She’s inseminated, trust me,” he assured them. “I gave her all she could handle.”
“Be that as it may, we still need confirmation.”
Dravis threw up his hands. “Sure, why not.”
He slowly eased his wilted cock of out Khalina, and he wasn’t surprised in the least when a thick white glob gushed out of her quim. Basyle and Selenya pounced into his place and gently folded their sister’s knees into her chest as if to make sure nothing else was lost…
“It worked!” Khalina exclaimed after a moment. “A daughter grows within me!”
“Uh…” Dravis mumbled. “You’re sure about that?”
“There is no mistaking the truth,” Selenya said, smiling for perhaps the first time since he’d met her. “The Goddess has blessed us with another child!”
“Right…” Dravis murmured as he slumped back onto the edge of the divan. The longer he stayed here, the more convinced he became that this “religion” of theirs was just another whacky cult. Still, if they were all as wet and tight as Khalina, he would gladly stay here as long as they wanted. 
After all, they were a bunch of helpless priestesses, and he was an honorable knight. Duty demanded nothing less. 
 
 



Act Three: The Sacrifice
 
“So does your temple make wine or anything?” Dravis asked as he stood from the couch and stretched out his arms. “I could use a bit of refreshment here while I recover.”
“Food and spirits are distractions,” Basyle said. “We are able to sustain ourselves on the Eternal Lady’s power alone.”
He cocked an eyebrow and glanced around the chamber. There didn’t seem to be a kitchen or larder anywhere. “That’s one hell of a trick,” he murmured. “A little boring, but I guess it explains how you keep those slender figures.”
“Please, lie down,” Basyle said, gesturing to the nearby rug. “I shall retrieve some holy oil.”
“All right,” he replied. The rug was thicker and softer than it looked, and he casually leaned back on his elbows while Basyle stepped over to a nearby shelf and picked up a glass vial. She poured a few drops the liquid into her palm then swiftly rubbed her hands together like it was some kind of lotion. 
“The magic will rejuvenate your stem,” she said as she leaned down next to him.   
“What is…oh!” Dravis gasped as she began smearing the oil onto his cock. Somehow, the liquid felt cool and hot at the same time, and he closed his eyes and moaned as she stroked him back to life. 
“Your stamina is impressive, Sir Knight. I suspect you still have much seed to offer.”
“As much as you can handle, sweetheart,” he said. His eyes fluttered back open, and he found himself mesmerized by the slow, rhythmic movements of her long fingers on his shaft. “If you give him a little kiss, he’ll recuperate even faster.”
Basyle arched a curious red eyebrow at him. “A kiss? Does that mean you wish me to fellate you?”
Dravis snorted softly. He should have known that subtlety was a waste of time. “Hey—it couldn’t hurt, right?”
She pondered his words for a minute then shrugged. “I suppose not.”
“Then perhaps both of us should help, sister,” Selenya suggested, kneeling down on the opposite side of him. “Anything to expedite his recovery.”
Dravis grinned as the two women took turns resuscitating his cock. While one licked the shaft, the other would slide the tip between her warm lips; while one took him all the way into her throat, the other would gently fondle his testicles. It had been a long time since two women had worshipped his cock like this, and their coordination and enthusiasm was borderline supernatural.  
A part of him still couldn’t believe this was happening. Given time, he was reasonably sure he could convince these sluts to do just about anything he wanted. 
“You know, you ladies should really build a shrine to your goddess in town somewhere,” he said. “I bet you’d get plenty of recruits. I’d be happy to help you, uh, test them out.”
 “We do not recruit acolytes,” Selenya said, licking a strand of saliva from her lips. “Our daughters will serve the goddess and create more daughters of their own.”
Dravis frowned. “How does that work, exactly? I mean, what if you have a son?”
“We cannot have sons,” Basyle told him as if it were obvious. “The goddess would not allow it.”
 “Ah,” he murmured, shaking his head. At some point, he really needed to stop asking questions. The answers were just getting weirder and weirder. “Well, less competition for me, I suppose.”
“Your stem appears to be fully rejuvenated, Sir Knight,” Selenya said, clutching her hands around the shaft. “Which of us do you wish to inseminate next?”
Dravis glanced between the two nearly identical women. “That’s a tough choice. I wouldn’t want either of you to feel left out…”
They shared a quick glance. “If you are worried about offending us, don’t be,” Basyle said. “Our feelings are irrelevant. As the male, yours are paramount.”
“Every time one of you says that my cock starts to throb…”
She raised her eyebrows. “Shall I say it again?”
Dravis chuckled softly. “How about you two ladies just undress for me, hmm? All that leather looks…uncomfortable.”
“Our clothing is not designed for comfort,” Selenya said. “It is meant to enhance our features and stimulate virile males who look upon us.”
“Consider me stimulated,” he murmured, slowly stroking himself while she unstrapped her corset and revealed her wonderful tits. They were the largest of all three sisters, if only by a hair. He mouth watered just imagining those nipples between his lips....
“Shall we leave our boots on as well?” Basyle asked.  
Dravis nodded. “Yeah…yeah, I think that’s a good idea.”
“Very well.”
He had to wet his lips while they stepped out of their leather thongs and revealed their bald, matching cunts. They kept their armbands on as well as their boots, which made him grin in appreciation. These girls might have been completely oblivious and naïve in some ways, but they knew how to get a man hard and keep him that way. 
“Why don’t you both sit down here for a moment?” he asked, leaning up. “I’d like to take a closer look at you.”
The two women knelt in front of him. His eyes flicked between their naked breasts, and he reached out and gently cupped one of Selenya’s in each hand. They were just as soft and supple as he’d imagined. 
“Have you made a decision?” she asked. 
Dravis shook his head, still mesmerizing by her pale pillows. Gods, what I wouldn’t give to fuck these wonderful tits right about now…
“We barely even know each other, sweetheart,” he said. “How about we take our time and get better acquainted first?
Selenya eyed him curiously. “I do not understand what personal knowledge has to do with our arrangement. I merely wish to acquire your seed in the most efficient manner possible.”
“Yeah, well, efficiency is overrated,” Dravis said. “And to be honest, it would be a gods-damned crime to let these babies go to waste.”
He leaned down and lashed his tongue across her right breast. Her entire body seized up, and he was worried she might actually push him away. But once he sucked her nipple into his mouth, her lips parted and a soft moan escaped her lips. 
Gods, I almost feel bad for these sluts. They’ve obviously never had a man show them what it means to be a real woman. The things I could do to them, the things I could show them…maybe I’ll just spend the whole damn week here fucking them until they can barely walk.
As he licked and sucked from nipple to nipple, Selenya’s moans became longer and more breathless. She placed her hand on the back of his head, lightly at the first but more desperate with each passing moment. Grinning, Dravis traced his fingers down her side and between her thighs until he reached her quim. He could smell her wetness before he touched her, and his fingertip slipped inside without the slightest resistance. 
“See?” he whispered. “Sometimes it’s worth slowing down and enjoying yourself.”
“This is not…necessary….” Selenya cooed into his ear even as her fingers clawed at his hair. “All I need...is your…”
“Seed, yes, I heard you the first nine-hundred times. By the gods, I’ve never met women so averse to enjoying themselves before.” He shook his head and turned towards Basyle. “Scootch a bit closer, sweetheart. I don’t want you to feel left out.”
She scuttled forward on her knees a few inches until he could easily reach both of them at the same time. While he continued nibbling at Selenya’s breasts and fingering her quim, he reached out to see if Basyle was as wet as her sisters. She was, of course, and he grinned as he slipped a finger inside her as well. 
“You girls make me wish I had two cocks,” he said. “Or four hands…”
Dravis was so focused upon the women in front of him he didn’t even notice when Khalina crept behind him. She had apparently recovered from her weird trance, and she placed her chin on his shoulder and slowly curled her fingers around his cock. 
“I shall keep you stiff while you pleasure them,” she said into his ear. 
“That’s very thoughtful of you.”
“It is the least I can do for you, Tirian. You have given me a daughter.”
“Right,” he mumbled. Selenya and Basyle were still enjoying themselves, but perhaps it was time to see just how far he would let them go. “Why don’t you lean back on the couch for me, hmm?”
Selenya blinked out of her euphoria and nodded. “You wish to inseminate me, then?”
“Not quite yet. But trust me, you’ll enjoy it just as much.”
He slipped his fingers out of her quim and helped her crawl back up onto the divan. She reflexively spread her long, boot-encased legs for him, but Dravis smiled and pushed her knees back down. He crawled up onto the couch and straddled her waist, then gently eased himself down until his cock was resting between her heaving tits. 
“There’s more than one way to make a man spill,” he said, taking hold of her breasts and creating a makeshift vise around his cock. “I’d hate to see these magnificent pillows of yours go to waste.”
 “I do not understand,” Selenya murmured when he started thrusting. “This seems incredibly inefficient.”
“Again, it’s not always about efficiency. But if you want me to cook up another load for you, you’re going to have to play along.”
Khalina pressed up against his back again. “I have heard of this technique. While I was visiting Riverbend, a boorish man approached me in the tavern and said he wanted to ‘fuck my tits and decorate my pretty face.’ Is this what he meant?”
Dravis grunted. “Yep. I assume you didn’t let him.”
“I did not. I tested his seed, but he was not as virile as I’d hoped.”
The mental image of her sucking off some dolt in a bar was almost enough to make him spill right then and there, but he managed to contain himself. “Honey, you need me more than you think. There’s a lot I need to teach you.”
“I’ve no doubt,” Khalina said. “Sister, you should squeeze your breasts together for him. It will create additional friction and drive him towards climax.”
“Ah, of course,” Selenya said, removing his hands and replacing them with her own. She then opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. “Is this better?”
“Much,” Dravis said, pumping more fiercely. “But don’t worry—I won’t waste a single drop of seed. When I feel it coming, I’ll ram him inside you and give you what you want.”
“That won’t be necessary,” Khalina said. “If you spill upon her skin, Sister Basyle can still perform a spell to fertilize her egg before your seed becomes inert.”
Dravis blinked. “What?”
“Khalina is right,” Basyle said, standing and strolling around just behind Selenya’s head. “You may ejaculate externally if that is your preference.”
Khalina leaned in closer to his ear and wrapped her arms around his chest. “What she is means is that you’re free to decorate Selenya’s pretty face if that is what you wish.”
“Well fuck, it is now…”
His cock throbbed in delight. Every time it neared Selenya’s mouth, she licked at the tip with her tongue. Dravis was half tempted to jam it down her throat, if only for a moment, but then he glanced back down at her flopping tits and thrust even harder. A part of him wanted to ask how in the hell they thought they could get pregnant like this, but he kept his mouth shut. They were the ones obsessed with insemination—if this didn’t work, it was really their problem and not his. Just the thought of Selenya’s high cheekbones and ruby red lips splattered with his seed was almost enough to push him over the edge…
“Please, I want to see you spill on my sister,” Khalina cooed into his ear as her fingernails dug into his chest. “Cover her with your seed!”
“Anything for you, sweetheart…”  
Dravis exploded with a scream and a shudder. His first jet blasted off Selenya’s upper lip and onto her nose; his second was even more powerful somehow, arching all the way up to her forehead and landing right between her sparkling green eyes. His third and fourth covered the rest of her lips and chin, while his fifth left glistening trails up her pale neck. 
To Selenya’s credit, she didn’t wince or turn away or even shut her eyes. She just laid there in place, panting breathlessly and smiling so wide he couldn’t help but grin back. 
“I had a feeling you’d enjoy that,” Dravis said, staring down at his handiwork with pride. For his third offering of the day, he’d still produced an impressive amount.
“I can feel its energy, its power…” Selenya rasped. “Thank you, male.”
“Anytime, sweetheart,” he said with a chuckle. These sluts might have been crazy, but at least they were the right kind of crazy. The hero worship, the naivety, the willingness to try new things…a man could get used to this.
Dravis slumped off of her and sank into Khalina’s waiting arms. She gently ran the fingers of her left hand through his short hair while her right crawled back down to his wilting cock. She scooped the last few residual strands of semen from the tip and promptly shoveled them into her mouth. 
“It remains potent,” she said. “Hurry, sister, before its strength wanes!”
 Basyle leaned up onto the couch and squatted down over Selenya’s head. For a moment, Dravis couldn’t actually believe what he was seeing, but then it happened—Basyle slid her hands down to her quim, held open the folds with her fingertips, and then slowly straddled her sister’s splattered face. 
Exhausted or not, the site was enough to make his cock twinge yet again. But then Basyle’s eyes began to glow softly as she whispered the words to a spell, and a moment later she began scrubbing her cunt across Selenya’s face like it was a broom. 
“What in the bloody hell?” Dravis breathed. 
It was ludicrous and tantalizing at the same time. After about twenty seconds, Basyle abruptly stood. She clamped her hand over her quim and closed her eyes like she had just entered some kind of trance. 
“I pray we were fast enough,” Selenya said, leaning up. Her cheeks and lips were wet with her sister’s juices, but all of his semen was gone aside from a few glistening pearls on her neck. 
“You girls really need to take this act to Highwind,” Dravis muttered. “You could make a bloody fortune…”
None of the priestesses even looked at him; Khalina and Selenya were both staring intently at Basyle. Eventually the senior priestess reopened her eyes and smiled. 
“It worked,” she declared. “The goddess has blessed us with another daughter!”
The other two women gasped in delight, and Selenya rushed forward to embrace her sister. Dravsis watched them for a moment, still perplexed, before he slumped back even deeper into Khalina’s arms. He felt like he had fought fifty orcs this morning rather than five. His body hadn’t been this weary in as long as he could remember, possibly ever, which was strange considering he’d definitely spilled more than three times in a day before. Just a few months ago he’d pumped four separate loads into the Knight-Commander’s daughter before he’d finally snuck out of her chamber in the middle of the night.
Perhaps the magic in that oil of theirs was responsible. Whatever the case, he honestly wasn’t sure if he could fuck them again right now…
Khalina continued stroking his hair. “You are everything I hoped for and more, Tirian.”
“Just doing my duty,” Dravis said, reaching up to touch her cheek. “Protecting the fair damsels of the realm and all.”
Her smile was so bright and innocent he almost forgot she was a crazy cultist who had practically begged him to fuck her throat thirty seconds after they’d met. “I do regret that I wasted time and energy testing your virility, though. I should have trusted my instincts and brought you the temple right away.”
He frowned. “It wasn’t a waste of time or energy, believe me. And I know you enjoyed it, too.”
“I did, very much. But if you hadn’t spilled so much seed in my mouth, perhaps you’d be less fatigued.”
“I’ll be fine, don’t worry,” Dravis assured her. “I just need to relax a bit.”
 “Let me get the oil again,” Khalina said. “Once you’ve recuperated, you can inseminate Selenya.”
“I’d love to, sweetheart,” he said, grabbing her wrist before she could turn away, “but I’m not convinced your little potion will be enough this time. You ladies are taking everything out of me!”
Selenya turned away from Basyle and raced over to his side, her face creased in concern. “There must be enough left,” she said, touching his cock again. “Is there anything we can do to stimulate you?”
“Oh, I can think about a thousand things,” Dravis murmured. Before his imagination could run completely wild, however, he just smiled and patted both women on their arms. “At this point, I think maybe it is just time you ladies did a bit of the work yourselves. You know, just to be fair.”
Khalina and Selenya shared a confused glance. “What do you mean?”
He grinned. “Let’s start by helping me lie down properly on this thing.”
He shifted around on the divan until he was lying flat on his back. He was embarrassed at how much he needed to rely on them to move, but every muscle in his body had turned to mush. Thankfully they were stronger than they looked.
“There we go,” he said, leaning his head back on the pillow. “I hate to say it, but I might just need a nap before we continue…”
“That would not be wise,” Selenya warned.
Dravis frowned. “What, are you planning on knifing me in my sleep?”
“No.”
He frowned up at the two women as they shared a look. He needed to stop forgetting who he was dealing with—he shouldn’t put anything past religious fanatics. Plenty of normal women had tried to stab him before, after all, though ironically that was usually because he’d spilled inside them…

Still, he wasn’t actually worried. They were way too frisky and desperate to try anything, though he did have a feeling they were going to try and guilt him into sticking around and raising their “daughters” at some point, no matter how much they denied it. That was the exact moment when he was going to sprint for his horse and not look back. Hopefully Corwin was doing his job and keeping them ready. 
“Just relax and allow the oil to work,” Khalina soothed. She ran her fingernails across his chest while Selenya began smearing more of the liquid across his cock. As before, it was strangely hot and cold at the same time, and he closed his eyes and let her fingers work their magic. 
“I believe he still possesses sufficient seed to inseminate me,” Selenya said after a moment as she gently cupped his balls. “He will need to spill directly inside me, however.”
“I hope that’s all right,” Khalina said, kneeling in close enough he could taste her breath. “I was actually looking forward to you decorating my face as well.”
Dravis’s cock throbbed again. This time it almost hurt. “Another day, sweetheart,” he said, brushing the back of her cheek with his hand. “I promise I’ll make you look even more beautiful.”
She smiled and leaned down to kiss him. Basyle and Selenya audibly gasped, which was strange as hell but easy to ignore when Khalina’s tongue entwined with his. Her lips were so warm and soft it was no surprise how good it had felt to slide his cock between them. She was so passionate, so loving, that he knew he’d been right with his prediction earlier: women never forgot the first man who made them cum. If he walked into this temple five years from now, she would probably tear off her thong and drop to her knees without a moment’s hesitation. 
“Sister Khalina…” Basyle scolded. 
Khalina finally pulled away. “I apologize. But he….are you certain we cannot keep him?”
“You know the rules, sister. The Goddess commands us to do what needs to be done.”
Dravis licked at his lips and frowned again. “What is all this about?”
“I am not supposed to kiss you,” Khalina said solemnly. “We are forbidden to build an emotional connection with the fathers of our children.”
“That’s…kind of fucked up, don’t you think?” he asked. “All the girls working at the Temple of the Love Goddess in Highwind would disagree.”
 “The Eternal Lady is not concerned with ‘love,’ only procreation,” Selenya said. “This does not normally concern our male donors. Are you different?”
“Is that a trick question?” When all three women offered him a blank stare, he scoffed and shook his head. “What am I saying? Of course it wasn’t…”
“Please, just focus on the task at hand,” Basyle said, finally shifting out of her weird trance and stepping back over to the divan. “Sister Selenya is not yet fertilized.”
Dravis grunted and glanced back down to his half-wilted cock. “Well, I’m afraid that oil of yours might not be enough this time. You girls are going to have to get creative.”
Selenya leaned down over his waist and began softly licking the tip. Basyle joined her a moment later, and Dravis felt a rush of blood flow back into his tired member. It wasn’t enough, however, and he didn’t understand why. The sight of two gorgeous red-heads worshipping his cock should have been more than sufficient to get him hard. How he could possibly be this exhausted already…
Khalina stroked his hair and brought her lips down to his ear. “When I visited your city, I spent a great deal of time watching the women you call ‘whores’ coax the seed from their patrons. It was a fascinating experience.”
“I’ll bet,” Dravis murmured. 
“On occasional, physical stimulation proved insufficient. In these cases, the whore would often revert to speaking softly into the ear of her male, describing actions she had taken or was about to take with him.” 
He grinned. “You mean dirty talk?”
“A curious phrase, but yes. I have noticed that this technique appears to work on you as well.”
“Well, there’s something special about a pretty girl whispering into your ear and describing all the ways you’re about to fuck her.”
“I believe I understand,” Khalina said. “Truth be told, a part of me wishes that your seed had not taken root just yet. I would have enjoyed feeling you inside me again.”
“I’d like that too, sweetheart.”
“Even now I can still feel the echoes of your phallus twinging deep inside me,” she went on. “I wonder what it would feel like if you took me in a different position. Or to have you spill deep inside my bowels.”
“We’ll just have to find out someday,” Dravis said, chuckling. Khalina was obviously the adventurous one in the group. He really needed to come up with a way to keep her around for a while. She wouldn’t start showing for weeks, after all. He could have a lot of fun with her in that time…
“Many of the men I met in Highwind seemed obsessed with my ass,” she said. “Slapping it, groping it, constantly saying how much they wanted to fuck it…it was all very curious. The other women seemed bothered by their behavior, but I didn’t mind.”
“Another reason you’re special, sweetheart. You’re…ahhh…” Dravis bit down on his lip and moaned as Selenya swallowed his cock all the way to the hilt. Apparently none of these sluts had a gag reflex. 
“I imagine the other knights in your order must be quite virile as well,” Khalina said. “Do you think they would wish to fuck me?”
“Honey, any man worth a damn would want to fuck you the moment he laid eyes on you,” Dravis said. His cock was finally hard again, but Selenya and Basyle didn’t seem interested in stopping. They bobbed down on him one after the other. The only thing that would have been more arousing is they had started kissing each other afterwards.  
“When this is over, maybe I’ll take you back to Highwind,” Dravis said. “I have some friends in the order…they’d love to join in.”
“That sounds wonderful,” Khalina replied. She appeared to be rubbing furiously at her quim, which almost made him cum right then and there. “You could take turns spilling upon me…or inside me. Either way, I believe I would enjoy it immensely.”
“I’d make sure of it,” Dravis said, touching her chin. “But if your sister still wants some tonight, she had better mount me quick.”
Selenya abruptly pulled her lips from his cock and smiled. Her mouth was dripping with spit, oil, and semen in roughly equal measure. “You are ready, male?”
“Ready and willing.”
She swung her long, slender leg over the divan and straddled him. Basyle helpfully guided his swollen cockhead to her sister’s waiting quim, and he slipped inside without the slightest resistance. 
“Gods have mercy,” Dravis breathed. “How in the hell are you all so damn tight?”
He still lacked the strength to thrust on his own, but thankfully he didn’t need to. Selenya took full control, bouncing atop his lap and churning her hips. The movement of her taught abdomen was mesmerizing, and no woman had ever rode him with such single-minded fervor. 
Khalina nibbled on his earlobe and caressed his cheek. “Give my sister what she wants,” she cooed. “Fill her cunt with your seed!”
“Fuck!” he gasped, clutching meekly at Selenya’s slender waist. “Take it, baby! Take everything I’ve got left!”
Dravis grabbed frantically at the sides of the couch as his cock injected her with salvo after salvo of his seed. By the time he stopped spurting, his limbs were so weak they slid down Selenya’s legs and flopped onto the floor. 
“Escar’s mercy,” he rasped. “You girls are killing me…” 
Basyle and Selenya weren’t even paying attention. The former helped the latter off of him, cupping her quim as if to hold in his offering and then laying her back on the floor with her legs held high in the air. Strangely, Khalina didn’t move to help. Instead she swung her own leg over his chest and promptly leaned down to kiss him. 
“Thank you,” she breathed. “Thank you so much…”
If he weren’t so damn tired, he would have gladly flipped her over and fucked her again while her sisters did…whatever they were doing. But he could barely keep his eyes open, let alone get his cock hard again. 
“I promise you’ll never forget us,” Khalina said, smiling down at him and brushing sweaty strands of hair from his forehead. “I’ve woven a spell to ensure your memory of this day remains strong and vivid. I don’t want you to regret your sacrifice.”
Dravis licked at his dry lips. “Sacrifice? Honey, I didn’t sacrifice anything. Just give me a few hours rest and I promise I’ll be ready to go again.”
Her green eyes turned mournful. “I’m afraid that is not true.”
He grunted. “I know you’re young and naïve, but trust me: I have plenty of experience with this.”
“No, you do not,” she said. “The fertility ritual siphons a great deal of energy from the male donor.”
Dravis frowned. “What?”
“In time, you will regain your physical strength. You will remain a powerful warrior and stalwart champion of your people.” Khalina touched his face again. “Your stem will not recover so easily, however. I’m afraid you have spilled for the last time.”
“What are you…you can’t be…” He studied her face on the off chance she had suddenly developed a sense of humor, but she looked more solemn than when she’d been a prisoner in that cave. “What the hell did you do to me?”
“The Goddess commands us to claim the seed of the most powerful males in the realm,” Khalina said. “Only then can we give birth to a new generation of daughters that are even stronger and wiser than us. When the cycle is complete and we have achieved perfection, the Eternal Lady will finally be reborn.”
“Look, I don’t give a shit about your crazy dogma,” Dravis said, trying and failing to lean up. “This isn’t funny anymore—if you put some kind of spell on me, you need to reverse it. Now!”
“I wish that were possible,” she lamented. “But you should take solace in the fact that you have aided the Eternal Lady. She will remember your sacrifice and reward you in the Beyond.”
“You crazy cunt!” Dravis licked his lips and panted as his strength failed him. “I swear to the gods, I’ll…I’ll…”
“Rest now, Tirian,” Khalina soothed. “And know that a part of you will live on inside me forever.”
Dravis tried to reach out and touch her, but darkness overwhelmed him. He had no concept of how long he was unconscious, but he gradually became aware of a voice calling out to him from somewhere nearby. 
“Sir? Sir, can you hear me?”
Dravis’s eyes slowly fluttered open. The rocky ceiling above him was the same as before, albeit dimmer, and the air was musty and cold. It took him a moment to realize that he was still lying prone and naked atop the same couch. When he turned his head he spotted his squire, Corwin, leaning over him. 
“What?” Dravis stammered. 
“Oh, thank the gods you’re all right, sir!” Corwin said. “When you didn’t return to camp I started to get worried. I knew those witches weren’t to be trusted.”
Dravis propped himself up on an elbow and glanced about the shrine. Khalina and her sisters were gone, and they appeared to have taken absolutely everything aside from this couch on their way out. Even the enormous statue of their goddess had been removed somehow. 
“How long…?” he rasped. “How long was I in here?”
“Almost three days, sir,” Corwin said. “When you didn’t come back the first night I wasn’t worried, but after the second…”
“Three days? You idiot! They could have killed me!”
“You made it quite clear that you didn’t wish to be disturbed, sir. Or share their affections.” The smallest hint of a smile touched his squire’s lips. “Thankfully, they didn’t steal your sword or armor.”
Dravis leaned all the way up and tried to ignore the sudden wave of dizziness. His armor was indeed lying on the floor just where he’d left it. “Where did they go? Did you see them leave?”
“No, sir. There are horseshoe prints in the sand outside the shrine, but there’s no way to track them across the rocky plains. I’m afraid the women are gone.”
“No,” Dravis growled under his breath. “No, we need to find them! We need to force them to undo this curse!”
“Curse, sir?” Corwin asked. “You seem unharmed.”
Dravis glanced down at his cock—his shriveled, wilted cock. When he touched it, he couldn’t feel anything. It was like it wasn’t even there…
He dropped down to a knee and clamped down on his lip. Khalina had been right about his memory. When he closed his eyes, he could relive every moment in the shrine. The shape of her body, the softness of her tongue, the warmth of her cunt…it was all there in perfect detail.
Perfect, horrible, haunting detail. 
“Get the horses,” Dravis croaked, trying and failing to swallow the fear bubbling inside him. Khalina’s words echoed through his mind: I’m afraid you have spilled for the last time.
Corwin frowned. “I don’t understand, sir. Are you wounded?”
“Just get them, you twit!” Dravis growled, cradling his dead cock in his hand. “I need to get to the healers in Riverbend as soon as possible.”
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Act One: Caught on Crystal
 
“My parents are going to disown me,” Liam muttered into the silence. “When they hear I’ve been expelled from the Academy, they’ll toss me out on the street. I don’t know what I’ll do. I don’t know where I’ll go!”
“You won’t have to go anywhere,” Keldrys replied bitterly. “You’re the firstborn son of a wealthy family, and more importantly you’re human. Someone will give you a job, and eventually your parents will come around.” He scoffed. “If I get expelled, the Archmage himself will kick me out of Highwind. No one in this city will take pity on a dark elf!”
“Can the two of you stop whining for one bloody second?” Sadira growled at them. “I told you, everything will be fine after tonight. We just need to sit here and be patient.”
She shook her head and brushed a wayward lock of brown hair out of her eyes. The three apprentices were perched on the third floor of the library here at the Highwind Academy, just high enough that they could stare down at the lower level without being spotted themselves. If her instincts were right, the Academy Headmistress—a haughty high elf named Telanya—would be arriving at any moment. Sadira and her friends would then be able to confront their teacher in private and beg for a chance to retake their final trials. Telanya wouldn’t listen, of course—she was, without a doubt, the biggest cunt Sadira had ever met—but hopefully they wouldn’t have to rely upon the Headmistress’s mercy. Liam had brought along a memory crystal to record the conversation, and with a little luck and lot of cleverness the three of them might be able to trick Telanya into saying something embarrassing. Afterwards, they could threaten to show the crystal to the Archmage or the city council if the Headmistress still refused to give them a passing grade. 
It was a longshot, to say the least. But it was also the only chance they had left. 
Sadira repressed an anxious sigh. She and her friends were all fourth-year students, but none of them were particularly skilled with magic. Liam was the son of a city councilor, and his continued mediocrity was an unending source of shame for an otherwise well-respected family. Keldrys was a dark elf, a rare sight in Highwind or anywhere else on the surface, but the Archmage had taken pity on him and allowed him to enroll in the Academy. If he didn’t pass his trials, however, the more racist members of the city council—which was to say, virtually all of them—would demand he be banished back into the underworld. 
Then there was Sadira herself. She had an easier time than Keldrys, but not by much—half-elves were as scorned in this city as any other “hybrid.” She had been forced to pay her own way into the Academy, largely by spreading her legs for drunken sailors at the brothel. If she couldn’t figure out a way to get her official mage certification, she would back on her knees by the end of the week. 
“Even if she does show up, this isn’t going to work,” Keldrys said after a moment. His red eyes were narrowed into thin slits, and his arms were folded defiantly across his chest. “Do you honestly believe anyone on the city council will care what she calls us?”
“No, but the Archmage will,” Sadira said, shifting in place and eventually crossing her legs. Her Academy uniform—a sleeveless blue blouse and matching skirt—were remarkably uncomfortable, even compared to the suffocating corsets and high heels she’d worn day in and day out at the brothel. “He gave you a chance when no one else would. Do you really think he’ll approve of his wife calling you a ‘gray dog?’ Or calling me a ‘half-breed whore?’”
Keldrys shrugged. “I think she’ll have to say a lot worse for him to give a damn. I mean, he did just marry her. He must know what she’s like.”
“He knows that he’s a sixty year-old human man with a wilting pecker, and she’s a beautiful high elf who’s apparently willing to fuck him anyway.” Sadira grunted. “Look, he still has to care about her public image, especially if she’s going to take his job when he retires. Giving a few students a passing grade seems like a small tradeoff.”
“I hope you’re right,” Liam said. “And I really hope she doesn’t just turn us into toads the moment we suggest—”
“Quiet,” Keldrys warned, his long gray ears perking up. “Someone’s coming.”
A few seconds later, Sadira heard the unmistakable clicks of the Headmistress’s heels on the stone floor. Telanya appeared beneath them a few minutes later, still wrapped in the same hip-hugging light blue dress she had worn to class earlier in the day. Liam and Keldrys both gasped softly when they saw her, and their cocks probably stiffened beneath their robes. Not that Sadira could blame them. Telanya might have been an arrogant, frosty bitch, but she was also one of the most gorgeous and elegant women in Highwind. 
Like most high elves, she was taller and slimmer than the average human female with high, stately cheekbones and flawless white skin. She tucked her long golden hair back in a tightly-braided ponytail that dangled halfway down her back, though her movements were so graceful and measured it barely even swished back and forth when she walked. Her blue eyes glowed ever-so-faintly, and her pouty lips were the perfect shade of red without a single trace of lipstick. The most arresting thing about her—in Sadira’s mind, at least—were her long, slender legs and the high heels encasing her feet. The shoes were probably worth more than most laborers made in six months, and thanks to her natural elven dexterity Telanya could effortlessly balance on the five-inch heels even while descending steps. 
Every male student at the academy had been desperate to fuck her since she’d moved to Highwind last year. Sadira wanted to fuck her too, if for entirely different reasons. The thought of such a powerful, regal woman quivering beneath a lowborn half-elf was enough to slicken Sadira’s quim. 
“All right,” she whispered. “We might as well get this over with.”
Keldrys frowned. “Someone else is coming now. A man, I think.”
Sadira shared a confused glance with Liam. They hadn’t expected anyone else to be here. Most of the students were already in bed, and the whole reason Telanya had come to the library this late was so she could quietly work on her research…
A few heartbeats later, the second figure stepped into view. Sadira instantly recognized him as Boldruk, a half-orc who worked as one of the Academy’s night watchmen. He was yet another mongrel the Archmage had taken pity on—the only reason the brutish thug even had a job was thanks to his natural ability to see in the dark. 
“Is he going to scold her for breaking in after hours?” Liam asked softly.  
Sadira leaned in closer to the railing as Telanya pivoted around to face the half-orc, her lips curling in a rare smile. She whispered something unintelligible, and Boldruk grinned in return. 
“Is she being nice to him?” Keldrys asked. “She’s never nice to anyone!”
Sadira gestured for silence and continued watching, genuinely intrigued. Telanya treated everyone with contempt, especially half-breeds and lowborn. What could they possibly be saying to each other? Boldruk took another step forward until he was looming over her, but Telanya didn’t seem scared and he didn’t seem angry. It didn’t make any sense. 
“What are they…?”
Before Sadira could finish the sentence, the burly half-orc abruptly lunged forward, grabbed Telanya in his arms…and kissed her. 
“Escar’s mercy,” Liam breathed, his mouth falling open. 
Sadira couldn’t even bring herself to gasp. For several long, dizzying seconds, she refused to believe what she was seeing. It was impossible. It was unthinkable. 
The haughty Headmistress of the Highwind Academy, wife of the Archmage and one of the most esteemed women in the city, was having an affair with a half-orc mongrel. 
“Record this,” she breathed.
Liam did a double take. “What?”
“Get your crystal!” Sadira snapped. “Record this. Now!”
He hesitated for a moment, still in shock, before he dug into his pouch and retrieved the memory crystal. It activated soundlessly, and Sadira glanced back down to the show below just as it was getting more interesting. The Headmistress hadn’t wasted any time—she had already squatted down in front of Boldruk, and her hands expertly reached into his trousers and freed his enormous green cock. 
“Nau’shevi,” Keldrys muttered. 
Sadira had no idea what he said, but she nodded anyway. Watching their teacher kiss an orc was strange enough, but watching her give his cock a tongue-bath was downright surreal. Telanya lathered the tip and the shaft with the skill and vigor of a high-priced whore, and a few minutes later she started easing him between her lips. Boldruk grinned, his tusks glinting in the dim light as he grabbed a handful of her blonde hair and took control. 
Telanya’s highborn throat wasn’t large enough to take in his full length, but that didn’t stop her from trying. Her blue eyes widened with lust every time he thrust deeper, and whenever he pulled out to give her a respite she smiled up at him with the unbridled joy of a child playing with a new toy. If Sadira didn’t know better, she would have assumed the Headmistress had been replaced by a doppelganger. Every move she made was more out of character than the last. 
Sadira eventually pulled her eyes away long enough to glance back at her friends. Unsurprisingly, the boys were barely able to contain their lust. They had both shifted position as their cocks grew inside their trousers, and Liam was clenching the railing so tightly his knuckles had gone white. If she weren’t around, she had no doubt that they would already be stroking their cocks. 
She grinned at the thought. A part of her was tempted to help them out, especially Liam. The poor kid had been clumsily trying to get beneath her skirt ever since their first class together.  His parents didn’t even want him to be friends with a “half-elf gutter whore,” but he had always been sweet to her. While he wasn’t technically a virgin—Sadira knew for a fact that he’d fucked a few debutantes at the various noble balls—he was still painfully inexperienced. The look on his face when she’d told him she liked fucking men and women had been priceless. 
Keldrys was a different story entirely. He’d spent the better part of the last century in the underworld being beaten and humiliated by the priestesses of the Spider Queen. While he was still a young man by elven standards, he probably had more sexual experience than everyone else in this city combined. His fantasies about Telanya were probably more about seeing her as a stand-in for all the other domineering women who had controlled his life. 
“Please tell me the crystal is working,” Sadira whispered. 
“It’s on,” Liam assured her. He still couldn’t tear his eyes away from the sight of his teacher gorging herself on orc cock.   
“You boys can tug yourselves if you want, I don’t care,” Sadira said, grinning. “This is so fucking hot…”
She made a show of reaching beneath her skirt and sliding her panties down to her knees. Grinning again, she gradually slipped a finger into her quim and shifted her attention back to the show down below. 
“I always knew she was a slut—any woman who is that much of a cunt always loves taking it up the ass,” Sadira said. “Now come on, you dumb orc. Choke her with your—”
“Quiet,” Keldrys scolded. “Her ears can hear better than ours.”
“Not over the sound of her own gagging.”
He glanced back down as Boldruk began slamming his cock in Telanya’s mouth more forcefully. They all watched intently, fully expecting the brutish orc to unload down her throat at any minute, before he unexpectedly released his grip on her head and let her sink back on her haunches. Telanya smiled, her perfect ruby lips glistening with spittle, before he abruptly grabbed her by the sides and flung her up onto the nearby desk. 
The half-orc didn’t waste any time unwrapping his prize. He unfastened the lone halter strap behind her neck and allowed the top of her dress to fall off her shoulders, exposing her modestly-sized but deliciously perky elven tits. He sucked them into his mouth one after the other, all while simultaneously pushing up her skirt and positioning his spit-sodden cock at her smoldering quim. Telanya’s delighted moans echoed across the library while her impossibly long legs wrapped around Boldruk’s waist. Her heels looked even sexier dangling helplessly in the air…
 “What are you waiting for?” Sadira whispered as she furiously rubbed her clit. “Fuck her already!”
He did. Boldruk slammed into Telanya with a bestial grunt, knocking several books off the desk. She leaned backwards and closed her eyes, her braided blonde ponytail hanging down to the floor. The orc fucked her so roughly, so brutally, that if not for her cries of ecstasy, a random observer would have assumed he was raping her. His thick hands eventually clamped around her throat and squeezed, all while her long, painted nails dug into the green flesh on his back. 
Sadira braced one of her hands against the railing as a climax shuddered through her. She felt the eyes of her friends watching her, and the thought only made her cum harder. Shortly after she came down, Boldruk unleashed a feral roar and pulled his cock free mid spurt. He blasted Telanya’s stomach and tits with his searing hot seed, and once he was finished she promptly leaned forward to clean the head with her mouth. 
“That should be more than enough,” Sadira said, leaning back from the railing and signaling for the boys to do the same. She felt even worse for them now—a stiff breeze probably would have made both of them explode in their trousers. It took an enormous amount of willpower for her to resist the urge to help them out. She hadn’t felt a cock throbbing in her hands for over a year, and apparently she missed it more than she realized.
“By the gods,” Liam breathed, shuffling uncomfortably as he retrieved the memory crystal. “If the Archmage sees this…I can’t imagine what he’ll do.”
“The Archmage, the city council…either way, she’ll be ruined,” Sadira said, smiling. “They may not care about casual racism, but I guarantee they’ll care about this.”
Keldrys grinned darkly. “Then finally have what we need, then, don’t we? Passing a few mediocre students seems like a small price to pay for saving your marriage and career.”
“Too small—you need to think bigger,” Sadira said, smiling back. “Something as damning as this deserves a better payment. We already know she’s having an affair with the night watchman. Maybe she’ll enjoy having an affair with a few of her students, too.”
Liam blinked. “You don’t mean…”
“Why not? We all have needs. Passing our trials is important, but the two of you also need to drain those cocks of yours.”
Keldrys’s red eyes glimmered. “And what about you, abbil? What do you need?”
“I just want to see that haughty bitch get the punishment she deserves,” Sadira said, chuckling softly and twirling the crystal in front of her eyes. “And she will, as long as you both do exactly what I say…”
 
 
 



Act Two: Blackmail 
 
“Are we absolutely sure we want to go through with this?”
Sadira sighed. “That’s the third time you’ve asked in the past ten minutes. What in the abyss is wrong with you?”
“Nothing, it’s just…” Liam swallowed anxiously as he peered around the corner again. “Do you have any idea how much trouble we’ll be in if this doesn’t work? What if she doesn’t care what’s on the crystal? What if she just turns us in to the city watch?”
“You honestly believe she’s going to show this to anyone willingly?” Keldrys asked, mouth agape. “Pull yourself together, rivvil. Weren’t you paying attention last night?”
 “He was definitely paying attention,” Sadira said with an amused snicker. “How many times did you tug yourself when you got back to your quarters?”
“I didn’t...that’s not the…” Liam sighed and shook his head. His cheeks were as red and puffy as tomatoes. Sadira almost felt bad for him—he’d probably jerked off a half dozen times last night while watching the recording on the crystal. Not that she’d acted any differently; she’d spent half the night fingering herself in anticipation of Telanya’s “punishment.” If it hadn’t been so late, she would have stumbled into the closest tavern and fucked the best-looking person she could find. A part of her still wanted to. 
She grunted and leaned back against the wall. The three of them were waiting inside an empty classroom for Telanya to walk by. It wasn’t the most private place in the world, but it was the best they could come up with. They didn’t really have access to her anywhere else, and Sadira wanted to get their plan moving as soon as possible. Their end-of-semester review was only a few days away, so they needed Telanya to change their grades before then. 
“We’ll be fine—trust me,” she soothed, placing her hand on Liam’s arm. “There’s way in the abyss she’ll be able to ignore what’s on that crystal.”
“I know, but…” he paused and licked at his lips. “All I’m saying is that we could get in a lot of trouble. What if she turns all of us into toads or something? She’s one of the most powerful mages in the whole city!”
“That’s why we made a copy of the crystal,” Sadira reminded him. “The courier is going to deliver it to the Archmage tonight if he doesn’t hear from us. Were you asleep when we were planning this or what?”
“Are you surprised?” Keldrys asked. “Liam is human. He’s the only one Telanya doesn’t call a mongrel every day.”
“I hate her just as much as you do,” Liam insisted. “I just…I don’t know, forget it.”
“We’ll be fine,” Sadira repeated, squeezing his arm and flashing him her warmest smile. “In a few hours, she’ll be on her knees with her pretty lips wrapped around your cock. Just imagine that if you’re getting cold feet.”
Liam grinned. “You think so?”
“I’m sure of it,” Sadira promised. And maybe, just maybe, I’ll finally let you fuck me afterwards...
“Here she comes,” Keldrys warned. “Let’s do this.”
Sadira stepped around the corner and signaled for the two men to follow her. The hallway was almost empty at this point—most of the other apprentices had already headed for the commissary or the dormitories. She nudged Liam with her elbow to remind him to take the lead. 
“Excuse me, Headmistress?” he asked. “If you don’t mind, my friends and I would like to have—”
“Class let out thirty minutes ago,” Telanya interrupted. She glanced up from her book and eyed the three students with barely concealed disdain. “If you have questions, they can wait for tomorrow.”
“I...uh….” Liam stammered. He froze in place when she continued walking past them…
“This can’t wait,” Sadira said. “Not unless you want your husband to know what you were up to last night.”
Telanya stopped mid-stride, the last click of her heels echoing down the empty corridor for at least ten seconds. “What did you say?”
“Maybe it’s not that big of a deal. He might be impressed at how your far you can spread those long legs of yours, or maybe he’ll be disgusted when he sees Boldruk’s green orc cock sliding down your throat.” Sadira shrugged. “I don’t know him that well. It’s hard to say how he’ll react.”
Slowly but surely, Telanya’s face drained of color. She pivoted back around, her blue eyes gaping wide. “I have no idea what you’re talking about. How dare you—”
“You’ll have to do better than that,” Keldrys said, taking Sadira’s lead. “We recorded the whole thing on a memory crystal—a crystal that will be delivered to your husband in a few hours if you don’t do exactly as we say. Liam?”
Clearing his throat, Liam reached into his spell component pouch and pulled out the tiny stone. He activated the memory matrix, and a moment later a small, translucent projection materialized just above his palm. In this particular scene, Telanya was flat on her back with her legs wrapped around Boldruk’s waist…”
“Put that away,” Telanya growled. She glanced back over her shoulder to make certain none of the other students had seen anything. 
“There’s a lot more, and remember that this is just a copy,” Sadira said. “If you try to destroy it, your husband will still get the original.”
A dozen emotions flickered across the Headmistress’s face, starting with disgust and embarrassment but quickly moving on to rage and terror. But eventually the only thing left was resignation. 
“What do you want?” she asked, her voice a brittle whisper. 
“To pass our trials, for starters,” Sadira said. “We don’t need top marks, but we need better scores in order to graduate.”
Telanya’s brow furrowed. “You louts can’t even remember Alwen’s Third Law of Transmutation! I can’t possibly—”
“You’re the Headmistress,” Keldrys cut in. “You can write down whatever grades you want.”
“Impossible. The people of Highwind trust that every mage who graduates from this academy understands the basics of spellcraft!”
“You’re right, it would be a huge breach of trust,” Sadira said. “Kind of like fucking the night watchmen in the library while your naïve, trusting husband sits at home.”
Telanya’s lip twisted in contempt. She waged another internal war with herself before she finally swore under her breath. “Fine, you’ll get your grades. Now give me that crystal!”
Sadira waggled her finger. “Not quite yet. My friends want something else, too.”
“What? Gold? Jewelry?”
“You.”
Telanya blinked. “I beg your pardon?”
“We want you to give us a private lesson,” Keldrys said, grinning. “Tonight.”
“A lesson? On what subject?”
“The same one you taught Boldruk,” Sadira said. 
Telanya’s blue eyes widened in horror. “You can’t be serious…”
Sadira chuckled. “It’s not much to ask, given the circumstances. Just a few extra hours getting to know your students in a more intimate setting.”
“Absolutely not! I won’t be touched by you filthy mongrels!”
“Is that what you told Boldruk after he sprayed his seed across your tits?”
“Keep your voice down!” Telanya hissed, glancing back over her shoulder again. 
“No one will know what you did,” Keldrys soothed. “Not unless we tell them, anyway. So what’s going to be?”
The Headmistress swallowed and muttered a string of elven curses. “You won’t get away with this.”
“There’s no need to throw a fit,” Sadira said. “Look, it’s pretty simple. You give us passing grades, and you help each of my friends here have a little fun. That’s it!” 
Telanya scowled. “You’re revolting.”
“I’m not the one who smiles while she chokes on orc cock,” Sadira countered. “This could be a lot worse, Headmistress. Who knows? Maybe you’ll even enjoy it…” 
The high elf’s face twisted in revulsion. For a moment, Sadira thought the woman might actually turn away and call their bluff. It was a terrifying prospect—the three of them would be completely screwed whether or not Telanya’s reputation ended up ruined. Liam would be disowned, Keldrys would be cast out of the city, and Sadira would be back on her knees at the brothel…
“Fine,” Telanya whispered, glancing away folding her arms across her chest. “I’ll give you what you want.”
“See, that wasn’t so hard, was it?” Sadira asked. “I’ll even make it easy for you: all you need to do is drain each of their cocks once and the crystal is yours.”
The Headmistress closed her eyes and swore again. “Just once.”
“That’s right, nothing fancy. We saw you in action—you’re pretty good. Show enough enthusiasm and I bet they’ll be blasting that pretty face of yours in no time flat.”
“You’re disgusting,” Telanya hissed. 
Keldrys snorted. “You didn’t act disgusted last night. In fact, you seemed to love every minute of it!”
The high elf’s face twisted again. “What’s in this for you, mongrel?”
“The pleasure of watching you squirm,” Sadira said. “You’re also going to lick my cunt until your face is glistening. I hope that doesn’t disgust you, too.” She paused and grunted. “Actually, I hope it does.”
 Telanya closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “Where?”
“Tonight, at this address,” Keldrys said, handing her a scrap of paper. “Come alone or we’ll send the crystal to your husband. Call the city watch and we’ll send the crystal to your husband. Do you understand?”
“You’ll pay for this,” the Headmistress warned. “All of you. I swear it.”
“Maybe, but not tonight,” Sadira said. “Oh, and make sure you wear something nice. Maybe that white dress of yours with the matching shoes.”
Telanya swallowed and buried the scrap of paper in her purse. “You had better bring the crystal—all of them, including the copies.”
“We will, don’t worry,” Keldrys assured her. “A deal is a deal.”
She scowled at them all for several more seconds before she finally turned and stormed off. Her heels clicked so loudly on the floor it was like she was walking on tiny daggers. 
Liam let out a deep breath and slumped back into the empty classroom. “By the gods, this is actually going to happen. It’s actually going to happen!”
 “Keep your cock in your pants,” Sadira scolded, though she was still smiling. “That bitch may still try to worm her way out of this. We should check on the courier and postpone the delivery until midnight. If he doesn’t hear from us by then, he still delivers the crystal.”
Liam nodded. “I’ll take care of it. I’m still not sure we should ever give her all the crystals, though. Once she has them all, we won’t have any leverage.”
“He’s right,” Keldrys said. “The Headmistress is far too proud to simply let this go.”
“That’s why we’re going to make a third copy this afternoon and keep it just in case,” Sadira told them. “Who knows? Maybe it will come in handy in the future.”
Keldrys grinned wickedly. “I admit, I’ve never seen this side of you before, abbil. You’d fit right in with the drow females in the underworld.”
“I can’t tell if that’s a compliment or not.”
He shrugged. “They’re cunts, but they always get what they want in the end.”
Sadira laughed. “Definitely a compliment, then. Come on, boys—we have to work to do before our big night.”
 
***
 
“Why do I feel like half the city watch is going to barge through that door at any moment?” Liam whispered. “Maybe we should—”
“All we need to do is wait,” Sadira assured him. “And you need to stand still and stop pacing.”
He sighed and nodded. “Sorry, I just…I don’t know, I don’t trust her.”
“This has nothing to do with trust and everything to do with leverage,” Keldrys said from his perch near the warehouse door. His drow night vision made him the perfect lookout. “We’re the ones in charge here, rivvil. Try not to soil yourself and ruin everything for the rest of us.”
“What he means is that you just need to relax,” Sadira said, smiling and squeezing Liam’s arm. “I’d hate to see you get so nervous that you can’t get your cock hard.”
The kid grunted. “That won’t be a problem, trust me.”
“Good, because the way I see you owe me one.”
“How do you mean?”
“You’ve seen mine but I haven’t seen yours.” Sadira grinned seductively. “I’m looking forward to evening the scales.”
Liam smiled back awkwardly. His anxiety had been getting worse every minute they spent in this warehouse. She’d found it cute at first, but he really did need to pull himself together. If she were a man, she had no doubt that her cock would have already been stiff in anticipation. Her quim was sopping as it was, and she’d had to perch herself atop a crate and cross her legs just to stay comfortable. 
The boys hadn’t really dressed for the occasion, but she had. In addition to her short red skirt and matching low-cut blouse, she’d thrown on her own pair of heels. They weren’t quite as high as Telanya’s, but the four inch stilettos had always served her well back when she had been earning a living on her knees. Liam seemed to like them—she caught him sneaking a glance at her dangling legs every minute or so. 
Wait until he sees the surprise you’ve prepared for Telanya…
“She’s here,” Keldrys announced. “And she’s alone.”
“I knew it,” Sadira said, grinning and hopping down from the crate. She hadn’t been this excited in as long as she could remember. It was so surreal she almost couldn’t believe it was happening. The Headmistress of the Highwind Academy, one of the most powerful people in the whole city, had officially been outsmarted by a trio of apprentices who had failed their trials…
A loud creak echoed down the stairs as Telanya cracked opened the door and slipped inside. She quickly shut it behind her, clearly terrified that someone on the streets might see her. 
“Right on time,” Sadira said. “I never expected anything less.”
Telanya grimaced as her eyes flicked between them. She had worn her white dress just like they had ordered. The midriff-baring elven design was especially elegant thanks to the expensive gemstone in her navel ring, and the heels of her matching shoes were as ludicrously high as ever. She had even touched up her makeup since this afternoon. The extra dark eyeshadow looked good on her—she struck a perfect balance between “elegant” and “whore” that so many women struggled with. 
“I’m sure this is a little rustic compared to what you’re used to,” Keldrys said, gesturing to the mostly empty building behind them, “but we figured you would appreciate someplace private and…discreet.”
“Do you have the crystals?” Telanya asked. 
“Right here,” Sadira said, opening her blouse just enough to reveal the thin piece of stone dangling between her breasts. “Before you ask, the second one is still set to be delivered to your husband first thing tomorrow morning. Once you live up to your end of the bargain, I’ll have it delivered to you instead.”
The Headmistress scoffed. “You really expect me to trust you?”
“I expect you’re smart enough to recognize you don’t have a choice,” Keldrys put in. “But don’t worry, we’re not ‘savage little mongrels’ despite what you think. Once we have our fun, this will all be over.”
Telanya’s lips twisted, and her hands clenched at her side. But she knew she was beaten, and so she eventually swallowed and nodded. “Fine. Let’s get this over with.”
“Oh, there’s no reason to pout,” Sadira said. “Any elf woman depraved enough to fuck an orc is surely depraved enough to have some fun with her students.”
“How dare you!” Telanya hissed. “You’re revolting!”
“Not as revolting as that fat orc cock you were sucking down like it was your last meal,” Keldrys teased as he gently traced his fingers over her pointed ear. “If you have a fetish for green skin, I promise you’ll enjoy gray, too.”
“Get away from me, you lowborn wretch!” Telanya growled. 
“Now, now, you’d better play nice or the deal is off,” Sadira warned. “You don’t want the poor old Archmage to have a heart attack when he sees his blonde beauty flat on her back screaming another man’s name, do you?”
 Telanya’s lip twisted again, but she remained silent. 
“Glare all you want, I know you like it,” Sadira said. “I bet you’re already soaked just thinking about what my friends are going to do to you. In fact, I’ll make you a deal: if you’re still dry by the time Liam here gets you out of that dress, I’ll give you both crystals and end this right here.”
Keldrys turned. “Sadira—”
She silenced him with a gesture. “If you’re as wet as I think, then we get a bonus: you’ll have to drain their cocks twice each. What do you think?”
“I think you’re a despicable lowborn whore who doesn’t deserve to call herself a mage,” Telanya hissed. 
Sadira shrugged. “Then I guess I’m right. You are wet already, but you don’t want to admit it.”
“No! The idea that I would ever be interested in something so…filthy…is absurd!”
“So you’ll take my bet, then?” 
Telanya’s cheek twitched almost imperceptibly. “Yes.”
“Perfect,” Sadira said. She stood in front of the taller woman for a second, snickering devilishly, before she glanced over to Keldrys. “Hold her in place. Liam…why don’t you unwrap our present?”
Liam glanced between his friends for a moment, confused, before he finally grinned. “With pleasure.”
While Keldrys stood in front of Telanya and held onto her wrists, Liam shuffled behind her and unfastened the lone halter strap around her neck. The white fabric fell from her shoulders and promptly sank all the way to the floor. To everyone’s surprise, she wasn’t wearing a bra or panties underneath. Liam and Keldrys both gasped, and Sadira could almost see their cocks twinging beneath their robes. Telanya’s body really was unspoiled perfection, from her long legs to her taught stomach to her perky breasts. The way her heels stretched her calves and arched her back was icing on the proverbial cake. 
“Time to settle our bargain,” Sadira said. She chuckled softly as she traced a single finger between the high elf’s breasts and then continued down her taught stomach. She only paused when her fingers approached Telanya’s quim. 
The men stopped breathing—they were terrified that they were about to lose everything—but Sadira knew better. Years in the brothel had taught her exactly what to look for in both men and women. This slut wanted to be here whether she could admit it to herself or not. 
“The moment of truth…” Sadira said. She slowly pushed her finger across Telanya’s clit and into her folds…and found a sopping wet paradise waiting for her. “Looks like I win.”
She chuckled giddily and held her glistening finger up in the dim light. Once the boys had taken a good, long look, she sucked the tip into her mouth and cleaned it off with her tongue. High elves had a very distinctive taste, and Telanya was even sweeter than most. 
“I knew it,” Sadira taunted. “You can’t hide the truth from me. You’re not even here for the crystals, are you? You’re here because you want this.”
“You lowborn cunt!” Telanya growled. “How dare you!”
Sadira chuckled again. “It’s not as uncommon as you might think. The bored noblewomen of this city are always looking for ways to amuse themselves. They pay good money to fuck handsome gladiators and soldiers. No one should be the least bit surprised that their haughty Headmistress is obsessed with orc cock.”
Telanya’s brow creased in impotent rage, but she didn’t reply. Her quim really was glistening even in the room’s dim light. Sadira was tempted to kneel down and feast right now, but somehow she managed to contain herself. 
“All right, boys, you heard the deal: two drains each,” she announced. “You can thank me later.”
“I never should have doubted you, abbil,” Keldrys said, smacking his hand against Telanya’s naked ass. “You really do have the cunning of a drow matron.”
“Any woman who’s wound that tightly in public is always a slut in private,” Sadira said. “But enough talk: it’s time we get her properly dressed and ready again. Kel?”
The dark elf grinned and brushed the back of his hand across Telanya’s pale cheek. “I might have failed your class, but you’ll be pleased to know I’ve always been a natural with conjuration. Here, let me demonstrate…”
He whispered the words to a spell, and an instant later a set of faintly-glowing manacles appeared in his hand. Telanya’s brow furrowed in surprise, but before she could move he clamped her wrists together behind her back. He pulled them so tight her shoulders reflexively rolled backwards, further puffing out her perky tits. 
“What is this?” Telanya hissed. “Who taught you such a spell?”
“No one here in Highwind,” Keldrys said, “but I brought a few dark elf tomes with me before I escaped to the surface. I couldn’t make any sense of them at first, but thanks your help I’m now considerably more…literate.”
“Honestly, he’s doing you a favor,” Sadira said, crossing her arms and admiring his spellcraft. “You won’t even need to get your hands dirty. Your lips, on the other hand…”
Keldrys laughed and slapped Telanya’s ass again. She winced, but a trail of goosebumps rippled across her skin.
She’s enjoying every moment of this. If only she knew what else I had planned. 
“Don’t forget the leash,” Sadira said. “And secure those ankles, too. Just in case.”
Nodding, Keldrys conjured a glimmering magical collar that fit snugly around the high elf’s neck. Snickering at her discomfort, he knelt down and conjured a last set of restraints for her ankles. He latched them together so snugly that even an elf wouldn’t be able to walk without losing her balance, especially in her ludicrously high heels. 
“Perfect,” Sadira said, nodding. “We should have hired a painter to capture the moment. I bet Boldruk would love to see you like this. I doubt anything can get an orc’s cock hard faster than a bound, helpless elf woman. You’re just missing one last piece. Liam?”
The kid was shuffling back and forth to try and hide his erection. When she spoke his name, he abruptly froze and frowned. “Uh….what?”
“I need your help with something,” Sadira said. “Don’t you think those red lips of hers would look even better wrapped around something?”
“Um,” he stuttered. “Yes, absolutely.”
She giggled at his discomfort. Teasing him was just too much fun. “I don’t mean your cock,” Sadira told him. “At least, not yet. How about we start with a gag instead?”
The kid nervously licked at his lips. “Yeah, good idea. But I, uh…I don’t know how to conjure one.”
“You don’t need to—I brought one with me. I just need your help getting it out.”
Smiling seductively, Sadira lifted her right leg and braced the heel of her shoe against one of the nearby storage crates. Liam watched her, mesmerized and confused, until she lifted her skirt and revealed that she wasn’t wearing any panties. Instead she had plugged her bald quim with an enormous black phallus. 
“Be a dear and take it out, would you?” she asked. 
For the first several seconds, Liam struggled to pull his eyes from her quim, and when he finally did he glanced up at her like he’d only just realized she was speaking to him. His knees wobbled, and his fingers were trembling the entire time they reached towards the thin metal ring dangling from the plug. 
“It’s all right,” she soothed, placing her hand on his shoulder. “Just pull gently.”
He cleared his throat and nodded, then slowly pushed his finger through the ring and tugged. A shiver of delight cascaded through Sadira as the phallus slid out of her, and she gasped in delight when the thick head popped free. Liam stared at her glistening juices in disbelief. 
He’s so hard I bet it actually hurts. Just the way it should be.  
“It should fit nicely, don’t you think?” Sadira asked. “Here, I’ll make sure it goes in all the way.”
She gingerly took the phallus from him, then turned back towards Telanya. The woman’s blue eyes gaped wide when she saw how long and thick it was. 
“This wasn’t part of our deal!” she protested. 
“Don’t worry, they’ll empty their cocks on you soon enough,” Sadira said. “Now open wide and make sure you relax that sensitive highborn throat of yours.”
“You can’t be—mrph!” Telanya protested as the phallus slipped between her red lips. When she tried to wriggle away, Keldrys tugged on her ponytail and held her firmly in place. 
“Go on,” the dark elf said. “Make her choke on it!”
Sadira didn’t need any extra encouragement. Her quim tingled every time she eased the phallus in another inch. “If you’re going to taste the boys, you might as well taste me, too,” she taunted. “You didn’t really think I’d let them have all the fun, did you?”
Having seen Telanya gorge herself on Boldruk’s cock, Sadira knew the other woman could take the phallus in all the way…and she did. Her nostrils flared as she frantically sucked in air, and small beads of sweat had appeared on her forehead. Her quim, notably, was wetter than ever.
“I think she’s finally ready, gentlemen,” Sadira said, nodding and placing her hands on her hips. “Let’s show her those cocks of yours.”
Keldrys untied his breeches and freed his long, gray member. He was already hard and ready—the head was so swollen it looked like it might burst at any instant. He curled his fingers around the shaft and began slowly stroking himself in anticipation. 
Telanya eyes widened at the sight of him, and Keldrys snickered in amusement. “What’s wrong, highborn? We all know how much you like green cock. There’s nothing wrong with adding a little gray into your diet.”
The Headmistress muttered something intelligible into her gag, which only made the dark elf chuckle louder. This role-reversal must have been immensely satisfying for him; in the underworld, he would have been the one tied up while cruel, capacious drow priestesses had their way with him. The way he told it, they rarely even allowed him to finish, and when they did it was usually on the floor or into his hand. “Drow women don’t swallow,” he’d said, “and unless they’re trying to conceive, they rarely give males the satisfaction of spilling inside them.”
Sadira enjoyed the idea of being in power, but those women didn’t know what they were missing. On the rare occasion she fucked a man these days, she considered his climax her reward for a job well done. There was nothing quite like the feeling of a cock flooding your mouth with its searing hot gratitude. She had always enjoyed the taste, but more importantly she enjoyed knowing that it had been her tongue and lips and quim that had coaxed it out of her partner in the first place…
She shook away the thought and glanced back towards Liam. “Your turn, honey. Let’s see what you have.”
Liam nervously licked at his lips and fiddled with his own belt. She could tell that he remained flustered from her performance a few moments ago, and humans—especially rich ones—still had a great deal of taboos around nudity.  Plus, he was also probably worried that he’d wilt and lose his only chance to impress her. 
Thankfully, that didn’t turn out to be a problem. His member was as hard and impressive as she’d hoped. Her first instinct was to dive onto her knees and examine it up close, but she managed to restrain herself. 
“Not bad,” she said, her smile widening. “Not bad at all.”
He grinned awkwardly. “I, uh, I…”
“Don’t ruin it, honey. Come here.”
Liam shuffled forward even as his brow furrowed in confusion. “I don’t…oh!”
He yelped when she reached out and curled her fingers around the shaft. She was afraid he might start spurting uncontrollably right then and there, but mercifully he wasn’t quite as much of a neophyte as she’d feared. 
“Just relax and enjoy,” she soothed before she turned to Keldrys and beckoned him over. He smiled and shuffled over so she could stroke his member with her other hand. “There we go. I want our Headmistress to get a nice, long look at the cocks that are about to paint her from head to toe.”
With her throat completely filled, Telanya was breathing as hard as she could through her nostrils. Her eyes had fully dilated, and they flicked rapidly between the two throbbing members. 
“Before we go any further, I think it’s important to remind you of your place,” Sadira said. “That’s what you always tell us ‘lowborn,’ isn’t it? We need to be put in our place?” She scoffed. “I also don’t trust them not to explode in two seconds and ruin my fun. So we might as well get the first volley out of the way, hmm?”
Sadira squatted down on her heels between the two men until their cocks were at eye level. Neither of them could believe what she was doing, but they didn’t protest. They just stared down at her expectantly, genuinely wondering what their friend was going to do next—and probably realizing for the first time that they didn’t know her as well as they’d thought. 
“I thought I should give you both a little warmup to tide you over,” she said. “You’ll have to wait a while for the main event.”
Grinning impishly, Sadira leaned forward and licked Keldrys’s gray member. When his red eyes rolled back into his head, she took the tip into her mouth while her fingers continued stroking the shaft. She had sucked a lot of cocks during her years as a whore, and she’d learned that every man tasted a bit different. But she had never swallowed a dark elf’s seed before, and she was almost curious enough to coax him into spilling right here and now. 
Don’t get ahead of yourself and ruin this. Just be patient and stick with the original plan. Besides, you can always blow him later if you’re really desperate.
She worked Keldrys until he was almost ready to spill before she abruptly pulled back and turned her attention on Liam. She hadn’t been stroking him hard, but his shaft was throbbing in her fingertips. She could have made him explode in five seconds flat if she wanted. 
“You better not cum and ruin my fun,” Sadira warned. “Just stay focused.”
He continued nodding like an idiot even when she took him into her mouth. She closed her eyes, fully expecting him to flood her throat with his seed, but apparently he had more discipline than she thought. She was half tempted to cast an enchantment spell to read his mind—he was probably trying to imagine the least sexy thing in the world just to keep his cock from firing. 
She lathered him up for most of a minute before she finally leaned away and glanced back to Telanya. “I thought about giving you a lesson, but after seeing you work those lips last night you obviously know how to suck a cock already,” she teased. “A lesson in humility, on the other hand…well, my friends will be happy to give you one of those.”
Sadira aimed both men’s cocks at the high elf’s face and began stroking more intently. Neither of them would last long; the only question was which one would pop first and how far he would shoot. 
“Go ahead and let loose,” she told them. “Don’t worry—before we’re done, I promise you’ll have your fill of her cunt. But she needs to be reminded why she’s here first. Tonight, she’s nothing more than target practice.”
Sadira couldn’t wait to see how much they had saved up, and the thought of Telanya’s pretty face plastered with their seed was almost enough to make the half-elf climax right then and there. But what really had her hot was the power—not just over her friends, but also over such a powerful, elegant woman. Controlling men was easy, after all; a pair of tits and a sufficiently short skirt were all it took to wrap them around your finger. But the thought of dominating another woman—the thought of humiliating another woman…
A wave of pleasure shuddered through Sadira. Her toes curled in her shoes, and she nearly lost her balance. Gritting her teeth, she started stroking the men as hard as she could and stared straight at Telanya. The high elf tried to flinch away, but thanks to the magical restraints she couldn’t actually move. Instead she just closed her eyes and waited for her searing hot bath…
Keldrys exploded first. His opening salvo splattered diagonally across the bridge of Telanya’s nose, while his second struck her chin and neck. His third—still impressively strong—landed directly between her tits, and before he fired a fourth Liam erupted as well. 
Sadira actually gasped at the size volume of his first blast. It almost completely covered Telanya’s eyes and forehead on its own, and the second doused her nose and lips. By the time the two men finished, the Headmistress looked like she had been showered by half a dozen drunken sailors. The sight of the seed dripping from her lips, nose, and tits was too much for Sadira. She fell forward onto her knees as a climax shuddered through her. 
“That’s more like it,” Sadira whispered once she finally came down. The men were so weary they could barely stand. “Take a quick break. I’ll go ahead and clean her up so we can really get started.”
While the two men stumbled backwards and leaned against the crates, Sadira scooted forward on her knees until she was barely an inch from Telanya’s face. Up this close, the high elf’s perfume mingled with the musky scent of the semen spackling her face and chest. Sadira gathered several globules from the other woman’s eyelids and shoveled them into her mouth. The heat alone almost made her climax again. 
“I hope you enjoyed my first lesson,” she said. “Just remember our new deal: you have to drain them both twice. And since I’m the one who did all the work here…well, technically you’re still at zero.”
Telanya growled into her gag, but Sadira just laughed as she continued licking the spatter from the other woman’s nose and lips. It had been so long since she’d tasted seed that she almost felt like a lotus addict smoking powder after trying to quit. She wanted to clean every single inch of this slut’s perfect body…
Just be patient and pace yourself. The boys are getting a good enough show that they’ll be hard again in no time. This slut’s punishment has only just begun. 
“You look beautiful,” Sadira teased. “I’m sure your husband would think so, too. Who knows, maybe his old pecker would get stiff at the thought of his lovely wife getting a cum bath from her students.”
Telanya didn’t even bother muttering into her gag. She looked completely resigned and defeated…and her quim was swollen and sopping because of it. 
 Sadira grinned as she lapped up one final glob from the high elf’s chin. As much as she wanted to keep going, forcing the Headmistress to wear her student’s seed until it dried was ultimately far more humiliating. 
And in the end, that’s what all of this was really about. 
 
 



Act Three: Punishment
 
“If you boys are feeling up to it, I think it’s time to get her ready for the main event.” Sadira glanced back over her shoulder to Keldrys. “Ready to work some more drow magic?”
“Absolutely,” he said, leaning back up. He traced a pattern in the air and whispered several words of power in his native tongue. The magical restraints binding Telanya’s limbs began to glow, and she yelped in surprise when several long, rope-like tendrils materialized in the air above her. They stretched down and ensnared her arms and legs, then abruptly lifted her off the ground.
“This spell was a favorite of my former mistress,” he said. “She would keep her slaves suspended for days at a time.”
Sadira nodded in approval as he continued his incantation. After a few more seconds, Telanya was hanging parallel to the ground with her wrists and ankles pinned together like a bound hog. 
“Most of the girls at the brothel loved braids like this,” Sadira said, grabbing onto Telanya’s long blonde ponytail. “It gives the men something to grab onto so they feel like they have even more control.”
She pulled the braid as taught as she could before tying it the magical manacles. By the time she finished, Telanya could barely even move her neck. She had to look forward rather than down, and the pose had the additional side effect of forcing her to thrust her tits out even more. Some of the remaining seed on her breasts trickled down to her nipples before dripping to the floor, but thankfully the remaining splotches on her face were sticky enough to stay in place. 
Keldrys circled around behind her to inspect his handiwork. He spread her knees apart a bit further to ensure they had unrestricted access to her cunt and ass, but otherwise his spell was perfect. Telanya was completely and utterly helpless, and her occasional thrashing struggles just made Sadira’s even wetter. 
“I think she’s finally ready,” Keldrys said, positioning himself behind her. “I’ll go first.”
“Not just yet,” Sadira said. “Fucking her is too easy. I’m going to make her beg for it first.”
He cocked a black eyebrow. “You’re serious?”
“It will be all the sweeter when you finally take her, trust me,” Sadira promised. 
Keldrys grunted and started stroking his cock again. “You haven’t let us down yet, abbil. She’s all yours.”
Sadira smiled and squeezed his shoulder. Once he backed away, she took a slow lap around Telanya and dragged a fingernail along the other woman’s legs and back. A trail of goosebumps followed swiftly in its wake. For several minutes, the only sound in the warehouse was the echo of her heels hitting the floor. 
“I know how much you want this, but I’m willing to bet you’re still living in denial,” she said when she finally squatted back down in front of Telanya’s face. “That’s all right. By the time I’m finished, I promise you’ll be begging for dark elf cock.”
Sadira reached out with her palms and cradled Telanya’s breasts. She fondled them gently took a few moments to appreciate their firmness before she finally pinched the nipples and let go.
“I bet your husband loves nibbling on these. Boldruk sure did.” Sadira giggled devilishly. “I have something else in mind.”
Drawing in a deep breath, the half-elf whispered the words to a spell. Tiny sparks of electricity crackled along her fingertips, and Telanya’s long ears perked up at the sound. 
“I know you can’t see it, but that’s all right,” Sadira said. “You’re the one who taught us how to manipulate energy, remember? Don’t you trust your own lessons?”
She touched Telanya’s breasts again, and the high elf’s entire body twitched and writhed in place as the electric current buzzed through her. It wasn’t enough to harm her, of course—not even close—but it terrified her enough that she started yelling into her gag. 
“Oh, don’t be such a baby,” Sadira scolded. “I thought you highborn were supposed to be poised and proper all the time?”
She shocked Telanya a second time and giggled sadistically at the other woman’s discomfort. Sadira knew how good it felt from personal experience—she and a fourth-year friend had gotten drunk one night and practiced the spells on one another. Sadira hadn’t climaxed that hard in a long time…at least, not before today. 
“Be a dear and come over here, Liam,” she beckoned. “I need you to check and see how she’s doing.”
He nodded and stepped over to her. Emptying his balls on Telanya’s face had apparently dispelled the worst of his anxiety; he didn’t hesitate in the slightest, and his wonderful cock was hard and ready to go. That was good—Sadira still had plans for him later. 
At her direction, he shuffled around behind Telanya and dragged his fingers across her slit. He grinned and showed them all his glistening fingers. 
“She’s gushing,” he said. 
Sadira grinned. “Of course she is.”
She grabbed the high elf’s nipples again and watched in delight as Telanya thrashed in place. Her eyes rolled back into her head, and she muttered into her gag so hard that spittle began leaking from the sides. Between her increasingly smeared mascara, the semen on her nose and cheeks, and now the saliva dripping from her lips, the Headmistress was a complete mess. And she loved every minute of it, no matter how much she protested. 
“I’ll shock her cunt next, unless she’s finally willing to admit the truth,” Sadira said. “Let’s find out, shall we?”
She unstrapped the gag and slipped her finger back inside the ring. Before pulling it out, she gently dragged the fingers of her free hand across Telanya’s soft, pale neck. With her hair pulled back so tightly, the outline of the phallus was actually visible in her throat. 
“Boldruk’s orc cock isn’t the first oversized member you’ve inhaled, is it?” Sadira asked. “No, you’re a lot more experienced than you look. You’re what, a hundred and twenty? How many cocks have you swallowed in that time? How many men have filled this wonderful throat of yours, hmm?”
Sadira tugged on the ring and began to withdraw the phallus. She made sure to take her time; she stopped inch or so and paused just to make Telanya sweat in anticipation. When the phallus finally popped free of her lips, the high elf coughed and gasped for air. 
“You bitch!” she hissed between pants. “You dare use magic on me?”
“I know it’s technically forbidden without a guild license, but I’m sure I’ll have one soon enough,” Sadira said. “Especially once you fix our grades.”
Telanya’s face twisted. “I will never—urmph!”
Sadira shoved the tip of the phallus back through the woman’s lips. “Now, now, you need to behave,” she scolded. “Remember, there’s only way to end this: all you need to do is admit to me how much you want these fine gentlemen to fuck you.”
When Telanya tried to mutter a nasty reply, Sadira promptly conjured another spark of electricity and pinched the high elf’s nipples. The Headmistress didn’t stop thrashing for several seconds after the shock spell had worn off 
“She might need a bit more incentive,” Sadira said, glancing back to Liam. “Why don’t you give her a taste of what she’s missing?”
He paused for a heartbeat while he tried to figure out what she meant, but then his eyes sparkled in delayed recognition. “Right,” he said, taking a knee. She was suspended the perfect height for his mouth; all he had to do was lean forward to feast on her quim. He dragged his tongue across the full length of her slit, then gently pressed a pair of fingers inside. 
Maybe this kid does have some skill. One of those rich debutantes must have taught him something after all. 
Sadira withdrew the phallus again. Telanya gasped for breath the instant her mouth was empty, and her forehead creased with strain as Liam fingered her more vigorously. When his tongue returned to her slit, she had to bite down on her lip to stop whimpering. 
“Why fight it?” Sadira asked, gently tracing the tip of the phallus across the high elf’s neck. “Just say the magic words and these fine gentlemen will show you what you’ve been missing.”
“Never,” Telanya hissed. “You can shock me all you want, you twisted mongrel bitch.”
“That’s true. I can.”
Sadira gestured with her chin for Liam to lean back, and once he’d removed his fingers she pinched Telanya’s nipples and jolted them with another burst of electricity. The Headmistress yelped and moaned even while she thrashed—her body’s betrayal was nearly complete as she approached another climax. 
“I think she just needs one final push,” Sadira said, glancing back at Liam. “Do you remember the spell?”
He grinned, his lips still wet with her juices. “I do now.”
He whispered the proper words of power, and energy sparked at his fingertips as they returned to Telanya’s quim. Her long ears perked up when they heard the unmistakable buzz of electricity, and she opened her mouth to protest—
At which point she cried out in climax the instant he touched her clit. Sadira grinned in delight. She’s all yours now.
 Telanya had been a mess before she’d come down, but she was a downright disaster now. She panted breathlessly after Liam released his spell, her face covered in a mix of sweat, seed, and mascara. Her blonde braid had started to fray thanks to all the thrashing, and beads of perspiration had pooled on her back and stomach. 
“He can bring you again,” Sadira said. “All you have to do is ask.”
Telanya glanced back over to her. The last glimmers of resistance in her blue eyes had faded. She looked tired. She looked broken. She looked dominated. 
“Just say the words,” Sadira prompted. “Beg for your student to fuck you.”
The high elf swallowed. “Fuck me,” she muttered. 
“Louder.”
“Fuck me!” she screamed. “Fuck me now. Please!”
Sadira smiled. “You heard her.”
In a single smooth motion, Liam sprang to his feet, grabbed ahold of his cock, and nudged the swollen tip up to Telanya’s quim. But before he eased it inside, he glanced back to Sadira for confirmation. 
You’re their mistress too, now. By the end of the day, he’ll do anything you ask.
She nodded. “Take her.”
Liam thrust inside without the slightest resistance. Telanya cried out again, and her entire body trembled as if she had been shocked. She wouldn’t last long—Sadira wouldn’t have been surprised if the other woman climaxed two or three times before Liam erupted. Now that the dam had been broken, all bets were off. 
“If only the rest of our class could see you like this,” Sadira said. “Your face dripping with seed, your quim stuffed by your own student’s cock…imagine how many of the other boys would want to take their turn. I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you? One young, stiff member after another…” 
Telanya gasped as Liam started pounding her in earnest. The slapping of their skin echoed through the warehouse along with her increasingly pathetic, mewling whimpers. Sadira watched in delight, her quim tingling and her toes curling. She eventually reached her right hand down and starting massaging her clit. 
“She’s ready for you too, Kel. Why don’t you teach her what a dark elf tastes like?”
“A lesson that’s long overdue,” he said, shuffling up beside her again. He gave his gray cock another few strokes before he grabbed a loose patch of Telanya’s blonde hair and held her head in place.
“Open up, highborn slut,” he ordered. 
At first, it seemed like she might actually try to resist, but we pressed the gray tip against her lips she opened wide and let him thrust inside. Her stunted moans and whimpers were soon replaced by desperate gags and gurgles as Keldrys took full control. He fucked her mouth like a quim, assuming that the phallus/gag had already properly softened her throat. 
That, or he simply didn’t care. Sadira wasn’t sure which one she founder hotter. 
“This is what we need on crystal,” she murmured. “Imagine showing this to the whole class. Imaging showing this to the city council!”
Telanya couldn’t even mumble anything with his cock ravaging her throat. Her eyes rolled back into her head, and from the way her body started twitching she was probably climaxing again. Liam wasn’t far behind.
“Oh, gods!” he blurted out. “Here it comes!”
“On her back,” Sadria told him. “Cover her!”
He barely withdrew in time. His first salvo sprayed all the way up to Telanya’s hair, with half of it splattering across her bound ankles and wrists. The rest pooled on her buttocks and lower back. Sadira was just about to scuttle under the high elf and clean Liam’s cock for him when Keldrys also erupted. He didn’t pull out, unfortunately, but he must have unleashed an enormous load considering how quickly thick white strands began seeping out of Telanya’s lips. His cock eventually slipped out with an audible pop, and Sadira grabbed the high elf’s chin and forced her to keep her mouth closed. 
“Swallow,” Sadira ordered. 
When Telanya hesitated, Keldrys helpfully pinched her nose shut. She glanced up at him, confused and desperate, before she gulped down his offering and gasped for breath. 
“I bet you never thought you’d have drow seed in your belly, did you?” Keldrys taunted as he released her nose and gently smacked her cheek. “It’s a once in a lifetime opportunity. The next batch is going straight into that highborn cunt.”
He chuckled as he examined Liam’s handiwork. A steady trickle of the kid’s semen was dribbling off her ankle and down her slender calves. Sadira barely resisted the urge to clean it off. She needed to move on to the final stage of her plan. So far, the boys had all but monopolized the fun, but they would need a while to recover after draining themselves again so soon. It was time for her to get what she really wanted…and teach Telanya one last lesson in submission. 
 
 



Act 4: Release
 
“Go ahead and rest up for a few minutes,” Sadira told the boys once they had come down all the way. “But first let’s get her back on her knees where she belongs.”
Keldrys nodded and whispered the words to another drow incantation. He reassumed control of the magical restraints suspending Telanya in the air, and he gradually lowered her back down to the cold warehouse floor. A moment later she was upright on her knees again, and Sadira reached behind and untied her braid so she could actually look forward. 
“It’s time for the two of us to have a bit of fun while the boys reload,” Sadira said. “You’re obviously an experienced cock-sucker, but what about slit-licking? Did you have a lot of practice back home?”
Telanya looked up at her, another internal battle raging on her face about whether or not she should cooperate. A part of her obviously still felt betrayed by how much she was enjoying all of this.  
“I know you highborn are supposed to train for decades before your people consider you a real wizard. That’s a lot of time spent hanging around a bunch of other young elves.” Sadira gently lifted the other woman’s chin so she couldn’t look away. “How many of your fellow students did you fuck?”
Telanya looked up but remained silent. 
“I bet it was dozens,” Sadira said. “Maybe even hundreds. We’re always told that your people are carefree and open, but ever since you arrived in Highwind you’ve been acting like a priestess—and not one of the good ones like at the Love Goddess temple or those crazy Eternal Priestesses. It must be hard for you to keep your legs shut after all those carefree years at home.”
“That’s probably why she likes that disgusting half-orc so much,” Keldrys commented. 
“I bet you’re right,” Sadira agreed. “Our poor little highborn slut has been trapped in a boring shell. You should thank us for letting you out.”
Telanys’s eyes fixated on the crystal dangling between Sadira’s breasts. “You’ve had your fun,” she said. “Now give me the memory crystal and let me go.”
“Now, now, you still have to drain their cocks one more time each,” Sadira scolded. “And you will. But first, it’s my turn.”
Grinning, she reached down to her waist and slowly pushed her skirt down off her hips. It fell to the floor, and she stepped out of it one heel at a time. She could feel the boys watching her intently, which was the point—her quim tingled at the thought of them hardening. She might not have been a statuesque high elf like Telanya, but her human blood gave her a fuller figure and larger tits. 
“Liam, be a dear and help me with my straps, would you?” she asked. 
He eagerly stepped up behind her and fiddled with the strings of her blouse. His hands were trembling like a teenager trying to unfasten a bra for the first time. On impulse, she curled her fingers around the shaft of his cock and idly stroked him while he worked. 
“Thanks, sweetheart,” she said, flashing him a sultry smile when he finished. She held onto his cock for another few seconds before she winked and tossed her blouse to the floor. 
His gorgeous teacher is tied up in front of him, and all he’s thinking about is how much he wants to fuck me. I can see it in his eyes. 
Sadira turned slowly enough to give the boys a good look before she stepped in front of Telanya. “I hope you didn’t fill up on Keldrys. There’s still more food on the table.”
Sadira pressed her quim into Telanya’s face. Thanks to her heels, she was at the perfect height, and the instant the high elf opened her mouth Sadira lifted her left leg and draped it over the other woman’s shoulder. 
“Eat, slut.”
Telanya plunged her tongue into Sadira’s slit with surprising force, and she quickly proved that she was, in fact, just as good at cunt-licking as she was at cock-sucking. 
Fuck, she’s even better than I’d hoped. But the best part is that I can feel the men watching me. Their hungry eyes, their rigid cocks…they want to fuck me almost as much as her now. 
A small climax shuddered through Sadira, and she grabbed the back of Telanya’s skull and held her firmly in place as she dragged her sopping slit back and forth across the high elf’s lips. Once her face was properly glistening, Sadira stepped away and caught her breath. 
“Not bad,” she breathed. “If I trusted the boys to hold back any longer, I’d keep you down there for a few hours. But I have something even more fun in mind.”
Sadira squatted down and retrieved her phallus/gag from the floor. She attached it to the harness she’d brought along and created her own strap-on. Once it was securely in place, she curled her fingers around the shaft and glanced over to Keldrys.
“You ready to fill her highborn cunt with drow seed?”
“I’ve been ready for months,” he said, his glowing red eyes glinting with lust. 
 “Good,” Sadira said. “Lie down on the floor for me and I’ll get her ready.”
While he reclined on the floor, his gray cock sticking straight up into the air, Sadira cast a spell to manipulate the magical restraints. She unfastened Telanya’s wrists from her ankles but didn’t set them free; instead Sadira tucked them upwards along the other woman’s upper back. A human would have been in tremendous pain, but Telanya’s elven dexterity made her limbs more flexible. Still, the Headmistress had to thrust out her chest even farther to compensate, and the pose was clearly uncomfortable. 
“That’s better,” Sadira cooed approvingly. “You’re so much lovelier tied up, did you know that? If I were your husband, I’d have you bound and gagged the instant you came home every night.”
“Get over here,” Keldrys beckoned. “It’s time to earn that crystal.”
With her ankles finally freed, Telanya shuffled forward on her knees until she was straddling him. Keldrys nudged the tip of his cock into her slit, and his eyes rolled back into his head as she sank down onto him. Her hips started to buck, but before she could settle into a rhythm Sadira pushed her forward. 
“All the way down,” Sadira ordered. “I want your tits in his face.”
Telanya did as she was told. Soon was parallel to the floor, and Keldrys reached up and squeezed her breasts while his tongue lashed her nipples. Sadira let him enjoy himself for about a minute before she took hold of her phallus and positioned herself behind Telanya. It was finally time to claim the prize she had been waiting for all day. 
“Brace yourself, highborn,” Sadira warned. “This is going to hurt.”
While Keldrys’s cock remained stuffed inside Telanya’s quim, Sadira eased the phallus up to her nether entrance. If she weren’t concerned about reducing her friend’s enjoyment, she would have been tempted to take the elf’s ass raw. But instead she cast a simple grease spell upon the tip of the phallus before she slowly eased it inside. 
“Take it all, you slut!” Sadira taunted. She grabbed onto Telanya’s braid and tugged, jerking her head back even as her tits rubbed in Keldrys’s face. “You’re ours now!”
She thrust with the phallus in unison with Keldrys as much as possible, stuffing Telanya’s bowels and cunt at the same time. She was tight but not impenetrable; she’d obviously had plenty of cocks up her ass before, probably including Boldruk’s. The thought made Sadira thrust even harder until the high elf’s whimpers transformed into pleading grunts. 
Liam stepped forward a few minutes later, eager to feed Telanya his cock so he could explode down her throat rather than on his own hand, but before he penetrated her lips, Sadira reached out and grabbed his arm. 
“She doesn’t deserve to taste you,” Sadira said, smiling seductively. “Get behind me.”
He looked at her for a moment, confused, before he belatedly realized what she wanted. He skipped around behind her so quickly he almost tripped, but thankfully he regained his pose the instant he squatted down and nestled his cock up against her quim. 
Sadira glanced back over her shoulder and smiled. “Fuck me.”
Liam’s cock slipped inside her easily and completely, and she closed her eyes and bit down on her lip as he synchronized his thrusting with hers. Every time his cock plunged into her quim, her phallus burrowed deeper into Telanya’s ass. And every time her phallus burrowed deeper into Telanya’s ass, Keldrys’s cock thrust deeper into the Headmistress’s cunt.
It was harmony. It was bliss. It was the lesson Sadira had wanted to teach Telanya all day.
“Fuck!” 
Everything she’d been holding back—every moment of deprivation—came rushing to the surface in a single, full-body climax. Her toes curled in her shoes, her fingers dug into Telanya’s waist, and the walls of her quim squeezed Liam like a vise. The entire world seemed to vanish into a cloud of pure bliss, and she was only vaguely aware of Liam’s cries as he spilled deep inside her. 
When she finally recovered, she slumped into his lap and let the phallus slip out of Telanya. She leaned back over her shoulder and kissed him. He really was a lot better at this than she’d expected. 
“I see you still had plenty left for me,” Sadira said, glancing down to her quim as his seed began trickling out of her. She caught a glob on her fingers and placed it on the tip of her tongue, mostly for his benefit, before she swallowed and grinned. “Pretty good endurance for a rich kid.”
He smiled back. “There’s a lot you don’t know about me.”
“I guess so.” She held her eyes on him for a few more seconds before she glanced back to Keldrys. “Looks like you had plenty to spare, too.”
The dark elf grunted tiredly as he leaned up. “There’s still more where that came from. Who knows? Maybe she’ll acquire a taste for drow that she’s been filled up.”
Sadira laughed and stood. Telanya still hadn’t moved; she remained flat on her back with her legs spread and Keldrys’s seed dripping down her quim and legs. She looked completely spent and defeated…but she wasn’t technically done just yet. 
“Well, here’s the thing,” Sadira said. “She promised you both two drains each, but Liam here still has one left. Think you can finish her off?”
“That won’t be necessary,” Telanya said, her eyes fluttering open. “My husband will be more than happy with what he’s seen already.”
Sadira shared a confused glance with the men. “What?”
“He’ll have enough material to last for several weeks, I imagine,” the Headmistress replied calmly as she leaned back up onto her knees. “Especially once you provide him with the Boldruk recording.”
“Wait,” Liam muttered, shaking his head. “What are you talking about?”
Telanya scoffed. “Silly child. You didn’t really think this was for my benefit, did you?”
She breathed a word of power, and a surge of magical energy washed over the warehouse, unraveling Keldrys’s binding spell and liberating her from her restraints. She stood straight up for the first time since she arrived, an amused smile on her ruby lips. 
“Impossible,” Sadira gasped. “How could you—?”
Her voice cut off when Telanya flicked her right hand and cast another spell. A pair of faintly glowing magical manacles materialized in the air and clasped around Sadira’s wrists before she could move. They jerked upwards a second later, pulling her arms over her head and hoisting her off her feet. She screeched in surprise when her toes were suddenly dangling six inches off the ground, but no matter how hard she struggled she couldn’t pull her hands free. 
“You honestly thought you could overpower me so easily?” Telanya asked. “I’ve been studying magic longer than you have been alive.”
Liam and Keldrys were still stunned in place, and the Headmistress didn’t give them a chance to recover. Her hands crackled with magic and her lips whispered more incantations. Another set of bindings clamped around Keldrys’s ankles and launched up towards the ceiling until he was hanging upside down. When he tried to trace a spell in the air with his hands, she promptly immobilized them with another set of manacles.
“So much for dark elf magic,” she scoffed. “It’s no wonder your females dominate you.”
 Liam, finally snapping out of his shock-induced stasis, leapt to his feet and conjured a glimmering mantle of energy to shield himself from her magic. In their abjuration classes, such spell armor could thwart all but the most powerful offensive spells. 
Telanya took one look at him and laughed before she whispered a word of power. Liam crumpled to the floor like an empty sack, trapped in a magically-induced slumber. 
“Pitiful,” she said. “And from such an influential family, too. Thankfully for him, he’s more physically adept than I would have expected. I’m sure I can find some use for him.”
“Release us!” Sadira demanded. 
Telanya cocked a blonde eyebrow. “Or what? You’ll give my husband that memory crystal?” She snorted. “You silly half-breed cunt. I don’t care if he sees it—he already asks me to record every encounter with Boldruk. He’ll love watching me perform from a different angle.”
Sadira’s mouth dropped open. She couldn’t believe it. She refused to believe it. The Archmage was a powerful and kindly man. How could he also be a cuckold?
“Without magic, I’m afraid his cock is rather listless these days,” Telanya lamented. “Even with it, he often needs something extra special to help him out. He knows he’s too old to please me, but he enjoys watching me work.” She reached down and tapped the small gemstone on her navel ring. “That’s why I recorded everything here today, you see. He’ll absolutely love the way you treated me. I couldn’t have asked for a better performance.”
  Sadira shook her head and glanced down to Keldrys. He looked similarly speechless—and terrified. 
“You won’t be graduating from the Academy, I’m afraid,” Telanya said. “And when the city watch learns that you tried to blackmail me, they’ll want to toss you in the dungeon.” She sauntered forward in front of Sadira and squeezed the half-elf’s cheeks. “I doubt you’d last long in there, my dear. How many cocks do you think you could service in a day, hmm? Twenty? Thirty? A hundred?”
Sadira swallowed heavily. “You can’t do this…”
“I can…but I won’t,” Telanya said. “You may be terrible mages, but I suspect you’ll be amusing enough pets. With the proper charm spell, I’m sure I can convince the guards to release the three of you into my care while you serve your sentence. My husband will be absolutely thrilled to watch these virile young men ravage you over and over.”
She snickered as she sauntered forward and dragged a pair of fingers across Sadira’s slit. She coated them in Liam’s seed, then flicked the glob across the half-elf’s cheek. 
“Don’t worry, my dears—just because you’re failing out of the Academy doesn’t mean you have to stop learning,” Telanya said, a dark smile tugging at her lips. “I promise: your Headmistress still has plenty left to teach you.”
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Prologue
 
I sometimes have trouble remembering what my life was like before I became a cunt.
The transformation hadn’t happened all at once, of course. It wasn’t as if one night I’d sank to my knees and thought “Serrane, you’re going to inhale as many thick, throbbing cocks as you can handle. They are going to dump their loads down your throat and on your face, and you are going to love every second of it.” My gradual descent into submission had just kind of happened bit by bit, day by day, delicious swollen member by delicious swollen member. And all those intermediate steps had led me inexorably towards the moment I found myself in right now. 
“Give it to me!” I begged, a heady mix of slobber and seed dangling from my chin. “Fuck my mouth like it’s just another cunt!”
The tan, muscle-bound farm boy didn’t need any further encouragement. He rammed his thick member between my lips and down into my throat. I had no trouble taking him in all the way, thanks in no small part to the fact I was currently lying on my back with my head dangling off the table and my long, straight hair spilling out over the floor. A second farm boy, every bit as bronze and brawny as the first, had crawled between my splayed legs and started fucking my ass almost a minute ago. I doubted he would last much longer, given how hard he was panting and how frequently his cock was throbbing. He would be the third man to flood my bowels this evening, which was actually fewer than I’d anticipated. The other ten had decided to inject their seed straight into my quim or down my throat. 
Frankly, I didn’t have a preference. Only two things mattered to me on a night like this: one, that every man in the room left the party drained and contented; and two, that more of them saw fit to empty their balls on me than the woman splayed out on the table next to me.  
I couldn’t actually turn my head to look at her with the farm boy’s cock thrusting past my tonsils, but I knew that Aluriel was enjoying herself every bit as much as I was. The last time I’d seen her, she’d had so much seed splattered on her face and tits that she had almost been unrecognizable. Something about her taut, athletic wood elf body just screamed “spill all over me,” which had actually been the driving impetus for tonight’s special rules: every man who wanted to finish inside an elf whore had to choose me, while everyone who wanted to finish on one had to choose Aluriel. 
The men were allowed to spill more than once, of course, which so far had meant that most of them had deposited their first load on her before they had shifted over to fuck me. The arrangement suited me just fine. They lasted much longer on their second and third go-arounds, and I enjoyed the added benefit of knowing that it had been the heat of my body that had brought them over the edge. Besides, when all was said and done I would have the chance to lick Aluriel clean anyway. The men would pay double to see that. 
“Oh, fuck!” the farm boy buried in my ass cried out. He pumped his seed deep into my bowels, and my empty quim burned with another climax as his friend shot a simultaneous load straight into my gullet. When he pulled out, a single searing strand of seed dribbled across my nose and forehead. 
“Escar’s mercy!” the second kid gasped. “I should have moved to the city years ago. Are all elf girls sluts like this?”
“I wish!” another of the men blurted out to a raucous round of chuckles. Most of them were long since spent at this point, but a few of the younger ones were still willing to go another round. I barely had time to catch my breath before yet another hard cock was dangling in front of my eyes. 
“More,” I begged, licking the last bit of seed from the tip of my nose. “Please!”
By the time the new cockhead plunged into my throat, another filled my quim as well. I was so wet and well-used at this point that he slid right in, and I clamped my thighs around his waist and squeezed to make certain he knew he was welcome. 
Tonight had vastly exceeded my expectations so far, and I could scarcely believe there had been a time in my life when the very idea of this “party” would have horrified me. For the last five years I had served as the Ranger-General of Highwind, the most populous city-state in the Northern Reaches. I was a proud warrior, a lethal archer, and the respected commander of over a thousand loyal scouts and rangers. I loved my work and took it very seriously. 
It just so happened that I also enjoyed being tied up and used like a disposable fuck-toy whenever possible. 
For many years I hadn’t been able to reconcile those two seemingly incompatible identities. After all, how anyone possibly be a fearsome elven ranger during the day and transform into a submissive, cock-hungry slut at night? It had seemed ludicrous. It had seemed downright impossible. 
Thank the gods I had finally found a way. 
“Open up, bitch! Here it comes…”
As yet another man’s seed coated my tongue and drizzled over my lips, I realized just how much I owed Aluriel. Without her guidance, none of this would have been possible. She was the one who had first opened my mind—she was the one who had first shown me the existential joy of submission.
“Hey, I think you missed a spot!”
With my mouth finally free of cock, I tilted my head towards her and swallowed the last man’s bountiful offering. I could barely even see her face or tits through all the seed, but one last farm boy was currently jerking himself to climax over her belly. She was already looking at me, her lips spread wide and her green eyes sparkling with delight. 
Tomorrow morning we’d be back at work protecting the city of Highwind from gnolls and orcs and other monsters of the wildlands beyond the walls. We would be warriors. We would be rangers. We would be two of the deadliest women in the region, let alone the city. 
But not right now. For the rest of the night, we were nothing more than warm holes for male amusement and eager sponges for their seed.  
We were cunts. And we wouldn’t have had it any other way. 
 
 
 



Chapter One: Revelations
 
The arrow soared across the grassy field, the soft whistle of its flight completely drowned out by the ongoing melee. Its golden fletches glinted in the sunlight, and the magical enchantment coursing thought its shaft kept its trajectory straight despite the buffeting winds. Almost a hundred yards later, the tip struck one of the attacking gnolls directly between its oversized shoulder blades, knocking the creature face-first into the blood-sodden dirt. 
I had already fired two more shots before the first landed. The gnolls, distracted by the chaos of battle and their own frenzied bloodlust, only had a split second to react. It wasn’t enough. 
“There’s another band approaching from the north,” Aluriel warned, her keen wood elf eyes squinting off in the distance. 
“Take them,” I said. “I’ll defend our people.”
Clutching my bow tightly in my right hand, I used my left to vault myself up onto the saddle of my horse, Whisper. A single kick of the stirrup was enough to start him charging towards the ongoing fray, and I guided him with my knees while I nocked another arrow and took aim. 
“Felo’tala!”
Aetheric energy coursed through the limbs of my bow, and a moment later the arrowhead burst into flames. I released the string, hoping that the primal fear of fire would be enough to convince the rest of the gnolls to leave their victims alone. The arrow struck another of the beasts through the chest, piercing his heart and immolating his fur in a radiant orange burst.  
His friends, regrettably, didn’t seem to care. 
I grimaced and kicked Whisper into his fastest gait. My scout patrol was only about a hundred yards ahead at this point, but all of my soldiers were already wounded or unconscious aside from Lieutenant Vander. As skilled as he was with a blade, he wouldn’t be able to fend off the last three gnolls by himself. And if Aluriel couldn’t distract or delay the reinforcements pouring out of the forest…
She will get the job done—she always does. Just focus on the problem in front of you. 
Reaching out to the Aether, I conjured and loosed another flaming arrow. I didn’t hit any of the three gnolls, but I wasn’t trying to. The arrowhead detonated when it struck the ground, blanketing the area in a billowing cloud of gray smoke. Vander used the distraction well, spinning into the choking mist and hacking down one of the gnolls before it could track his movements. The other two beasts turned and braced themselves for a charge by the incoming rider. 
Unfortunately for them, I had no intention of engaging them in melee. Nocking another arrow, I vaulted sideways off my horse and fired in mid-air. The shot struck one of the gnolls in the neck, and he roared and flailed backwards as a fountain of blood erupted from his throat. His partner, rightly horrified, hunkered down behind his battered shield just in case the rolling elf woman tried to shoot him, too. 
At which point Vander’s sword erupted from inside the creature’s chest, skewering him from behind. The gnoll slumped over, dead, just as I hopped back to my feet. 
“Brace yourself,” I warned, whirling about into a crouch. “More are on the…”
I trailed off when I glanced back towards the forest’s edge. The gnolls were already retreating, though Aluriel continued firing from horseback and picking off as many of the beasts as she could. She had racked up an astonishing body count in a short period of time. I knew I shouldn’t have been so surprised—my adjutant was easily the second best archer in Highwind, and probably the best from horseback. What Aluriel lacked in sorcerous ability she made up for sheer athleticism. 
While she finished chasing off the rest of the gnolls, I signaled for Vander to help me check on our wounded. Miraculously, all of our scouts had survived. A few had suffered serious wounds, but thankfully even my limited healing magic was able to stanch the bleeding and stabilize them until they could return to the city. 
“I doubt the gnolls will be back for a while,” Aluriel said once she’d returned and dismounted. “We blooded their noses badly enough that they’ll probably hide in the forest until winter.”
 “We got lucky,” I said, turning and glaring at Vander. “Especially you, Lieutenant. What in the abyss were you thinking? I specifically ordered you not to pursue anyone past the ridgeline!”
Vander swallowed and visibly braced himself. “I’m sorry, General. I just…I really thought we could take them out before they reported back to the main group.”
“And instead you walked right into a trap. Unbelievable. Unacceptable.”
The young man nodded and lowered his eyes. He was a normally a good kid, all things considered—he was a skilled fighter and scout, and he usually had a cool head on his shoulders. But like so many human males his age, his ego occasionally got the better of him. He had probably spotted the gnolls over a hill and started daydreaming about the prospect of regaling some bawdy tavern slut with stories of his “glorious triumph.” 
Monster-hunting was apparently a potent aphrodisiac in human-dominated cities. There were times when I was convinced the only reason any young males ever signed up to become a ranger or paladin was so they could bluster their way beneath the skirts of as many women as possible. 
 “You are a Duskwatch Ranger, Lieutenant, not a glory-seeking Knight of the Silver Fist,” I chastised him. “We don’t recklessly charge into battle and put our fellow soldiers at risk. We calmly evaluate all our options, and then we strike when and if the time is right. Do you understand?”
“Yes, General,” he assured me. “I’m sorry, General.”
I grunted but continued glaring at him. He was a good-looking kid, despite his idiocy. Tall and whipcord lean, he had the body of a runner and the reach of a swordsman. He kept his brown hair short—a rarity amongst the male rangers—and he always had just enough scruff on his square jaw to add about five years to his twenty-something face. 
“I’ll remind him of his place, General,” Aluriel offered, grabbing Vander’s shoulder and dragging him away. She didn’t stop until they were well out of earshot, but I still watched her silhouette as she dressed the kid down. 
Unlike Vander and his squad, Aluriel was completely reliable. She always obeyed orders, and she never let her ego get in the way of the mission.  There was a reason I had made her my second-in-command long before I had taken her my lover. 
Short, supple, and slender, Aluriel was a physical paragon of her people. Her brown hair dangled just below her ears, and her almond-shaped eyes were a piercing shade of green. Back home in Nelu’Thalas, our people were often rivals; highborn like myself saw wood elves as little more than savages. I had treated her like one myself when she had arrived in the city last year, and I’d regretted it the instant her soft tongue had first slipped between my lips. 
“Round up the horses and get the wounded in their saddles,” I ordered, turning away from the shouting match and facing the rest of my men. “I want to be back in Highwind before nightfall.”
We met my deadline with at least half an hour to spare, and I made certain the injured received the attention they needed in the temple infirmary. As annoyed as I was with Vander for putting his men in such a difficult position, they were still my rangers. Their safety was ultimately my responsibility, and I had no interest in seeing them suffer. We could discuss their performance later, after they had all recovered. 
Aluriel wasn’t so generous. She used the extra time to further scold and discipline Vander and the other mostly healthy men. I knew how much they all despised her, but that only made me respect her more. Like any good adjutant, she was willing to take the heat in her general’s place. In the long run, it was better for morale. 
 After a short meeting with Highlord Kastrius, the commander of the Silver Fist, I finally returned to my office in Duskwatch Tower. Aluriel followed and locked the door behind her. 
“It could be worse, all things considered,” she said, tossing her bow and quiver onto the nearby couch. “We didn’t suffer any permanent casualties, and we won’t have to deal with the gnolls for months.”
“Maybe not, but we still can’t afford to get soft,” I said. “Vander and his men need to be punished.”
Aluriel grinned slyly, dispelling the aura of grim determination that always surrounded her when we were on duty. “You’re unbelievably sexy when you’re angry, did you know that?”
I snorted and sighed. “I’m being serious. With all the new recruits coming in, it’s more important than ever to enforce discipline.”
“I know that. It doesn’t change how much I love that wicked twinkle in your eye.” She sauntered forward until she was standing barely an inch in front of me. “It makes me want to hold you down and fuck you all night.”
Aluriel leaned in and kissed me. Her lips were so soft and warm they melted my lingering annoyance in a heartbeat. As our tongues embraced, she placed her hands around my bare midriff and pulled us closer together.
“You really are insatiable,” I whispered when she finally leaned away. 
“We survived a battle, and every one of our men made out alive,” Aluriel said. “Seems like as good a reason as any to celebrate.”
I grunted softly. “I could summon one of the servants and have them bring us up some food.”
“Why? I have all I can eat right here.”
She shifted her hands down to my thighs and promptly lifted me up onto the edge of my desk. I leaned back on my palms and let her get to work, knowing full well how dangerous it was to get between Aluriel and her meal. Her slender fingers dexterously pushed up my leather skirt, and before long she had stripped off the silken thong beneath. My bald quim tingled in anticipation as she gently pushed apart my thighs and dove in for the kill. 
All the day’s strains and worries evaporated on the tip of her tongue. I propped my leather boots up her shoulders as she ate, marveling once again at her voracity and skill. We had only been lovers for a few months now, but she already knew exactly how to make my spine tingle and my toes curl. I bit down on my lip as a climax shuddered through me, thankful as always for the sound-proofing spell Headmistress Telanya had woven into the walls at my request. 
 Aluriel was smiling up at me when I finally came down, her lips glistening and her face smushed between my slender thighs. “I wish the men could see you like this. They think you’re stern and serious all the time. They don’t know the real you at all.”
“And I plan to keep it that way,” I told her, still breathless. “I need their respect, not their friendship.”
“There’s no reason you can’t have both. Look what happened when you reached out to me.”
“You’re a rare exception. You’re also not a man, which makes all the difference.”
Aluriel grinned as she slipped a finger inside me. My thighs clamped even harder around her cheeks. “You should give men a chance again sometime,” she said. “Not many of them know to properly eat cunt, but there’s no substitute for a nice, hard cock now and then.”
“I’ll pass, thanks.”
“You can’t tell me you don’t miss it every once in a while. You said you had plenty of lovers back in Nelu’Thalas.”
“I did, but that was a long time ago,” I said, biting down on my lip as she eased another finger inside me. There were times when I genuinely wondered if she was just concealing her sorcerous powers; her ability to know what I wanted was downright supernatural. 
“Well, I still think you should try getting back in the saddle at some point,” Aluriel said. “Or maybe not. Once you try the real thing again, you might get sick of me.”
I smiled back. “I don’t think that’s possible.”
“Probably not,” she agreed with a wink. “Now lean back and let me finish my dessert.”
I reclined onto the desk as her tongue returned to my folds. She brought me again in less than a minute, and by the time I came down I was a sopping, exhausted mess. Ten minutes with Aluriel was more draining than a three-day excursion through the forest.
“You should come over tonight,” I breathed when she finally crawled onto the desk and straddled me. “I think I owe you at least ten favors at this point.”
“I’m not keeping score,” she replied, leaning down to kiss me. I had no idea why, but tasting myself on her lips and tongue always drove me wild. Thankfully, she wasn’t shy about sharing. 
“I’ll leave the back door open, like usual,” I breathed. “I doubt anyone will see you.”
Aluriel leaned up and brushed aside a long stand of my blonde hair. “I actually can’t tonight. I have a date.”
“A date?”
“Yeah, with a man,” she said, chuckling. “You know, one of those things you hate.”
“I like men just fine,” I protested, propping myself up on my elbows. “You should be careful, though.”
Aluriel arched one of her dark eyebrows. “I’m the best shot in this whole city, present company included. You know I can take care of myself.”
“That’s not what I meant. Everyone in Highwind knows who you work for. They might try to exploit our relationship.”
“You sound like a paranoid dwarf worried about the goblins coming after his gold,” Aluriel said, grunting and hopping off the desk. 
I sighed and leaned up. “All I mean is that people in positions of power can’t afford to live normal lives. If any of the soldiers see you out partying, they’ll—”
“Think I’m a regular woman who likes to have fun when she’s not working?” Aluriel interrupted. “It’s not a crime to actually live your life once in a while.”
“I know, but…” I sighed and shook my head. “It’s hard enough to convince a bunch of twenty year-old human males to respect a woman, let alone an elf. We can’t afford to show weakness.”
“They’re overeager boys, not a pack of feral orcs.”
“Is there any difference?”
Aluriel scoffed. “First, our soldiers smell a lot better. Second, some of them have really nice bodies…”
I groaned and rolled my eyes. “Forget I said anything.”
Aluriel placed her hand on my leg. “You are way too hard on yourself. Even the Ranger-General of Highwind is allowed to have a life outside of work. Do you really think Highlord Kastrius and his knights sit around reading their holy tomes all night? Trust me, his warriors are some of the biggest sluts in town.”
“Escar’s mercy,” I muttered, burying my face in my palm. “I can’t believe we’re seriously having this conversation.”
Aluriel snickered. “All I’m saying is that it wouldn’t kill you to let yourself go once in a while. Let your hair down, put on a nice dress, maybe suck a few cocks behind the tavern…”
I lowered my hand and glared at her. “What in the hells are you—”
“I’m just kidding,” she said, snickering and slapping my naked thighs. “You make it way too easy.”
I grunted and pushed her back far enough I could hop off the desk. “I should really demote you for insubordination.”
“You can, but we should get a pillory moved into your house first. You keep me there as a prisoner for a few days.” Aluriel winked and her impish smile grew wider than ever. “Come on, that was funny.”
“Go and enjoy your date,” I said. “Just make sure you get enough sleep. I want you to lead another patrol through the forest tomorrow and clean up any gnoll stragglers.”
“I’ll be rested and ready to go, General,” she said with a mock salute. “Don’t worry about me.”
I sighed and retrieved my thong. Aluriel and I were so different I often wondered how we were friends, let alone lovers. The fact that she was one of a handful of elves in a city with a hundred thousand humans didn’t hurt, but that wasn’t what had drawn us together. I respected her competence and martial skill—and her lean, supple body, if I was being completely honest—but we viewed the world very differently. She took her responsibilities and position seriously, of course, but the instant we were off-duty it was like she became a completely different person. 
“Let’s do something tomorrow night instead,” she said, tracing her fingers along my stomach. “I’m sure the proud Ranger-General is eager to start repaying all the favors she owes me.”
I smiled despite myself. As annoying as her frivolity could be sometimes, it was still infectious. I placed my hands on the back of her head and pulled her in for another long, deep kiss before I finally let her go. She sauntered out my office, and I sat down and behind my desk to finally get some work done. 
After half an hour of trying and failing to concentrate long enough to read through the latest reports my scouts in the north, I tossed the scrolls back on the table and sighed. I couldn’t stop thinking about Aluriel. Our relationship wasn’t exclusive by any means—I knew she spent plenty of time with her head beneath the skirts of other women in town—but for whatever reason the thought of her being with a man tonight was…different.  
I wasn’t jealous. I knew full well that an attractive high elf like myself could have basically any man she wanted, but the point was that I didn’t want them. I had sworn off men since moving here from Nelu’Thalas, not because I wasn’t interested but because relationships were far too complicated and draining. Humans were obsessed with marriage and monogamy, neither of which I found remotely appealing. I had at least a hundred prime child-bearing years left anyway—what was the rush?
Still, I couldn’t deny that her offer of a night on the town did have some appeal. It just wasn’t an option for a woman in my position, and it never would be. I had known and accepted that when I’d taken this position a few years ago. Life was filled with trade-offs, and in the grand scheme of things this was an easy one to make. 
Then why are you sitting here thinking about Aluriel flirting with someone else? Why are you getting hot imagining her slowly sinking down to her knees and wrapping her lips around a thick, throbbing cock? 
“I need to go home,” I said to no one in particular. Biting down on my lip, I slung my bow and quiver onto my back then scooped up the scrolls and bolted for the door. I had just turned the handle and started to leave when a glimmer on the floor caught my attention. Aluriel’s glittering belly jewel was lying there in front of the desk—it must have fallen off when she’d been crouched in front of the desk. 
I leaned down and picked it up with my free hand. With luck, I could probably still catch her before she went out. She considered it a good luck charm and would almost certainly want to wear it tonight.
It carries an enchantment that protects me in battle, but it’s even better in bed, she had told me the first time I’d commented on it. Here, let me show you…
I grinned at the thought. We really were different people, but perhaps that wasn’t such a bad thing after all. 
“Consider this payment for one of your favors,” I whispered, rising back to my feet and striding out of the office. 
A few of my rangers looked surprised when I left the garrison before midnight, but they all knew better than to ask where I was going. Aluriel wasn’t wrong; my soldiers really were afraid of me. It made her uncomfortable, but she couldn’t argue with the results. The Duskwatch had been an undisciplined mess before I had taken command, and in a few short years I had whipped them into an elite fighting force every bit the equal of the Knights of the Silver Fist. The people here trusted us, and the monsters of the wildlands feared us. We were everything rangers were supposed to be. 
You’re also lonely as hell, and if not for Aluriel you probably would have moved back to Nelu’Thalas already. Maybe she has a point. Maybe you do need to reach out to some of these people. 
Scowling in annoyance at myself, I mounted Whisper and kicked him into a canter once we were out on the street. Night fell a few minutes before I reached her house, but my elven eyes could see almost as well in moonlight as humans could during the day. 
Otherwise I never would have spotted Lieutenant Vander sneaking through the bushes behind her house.
 I froze in place and tugged Whisper to a halt. Aluriel lived in the Artisan District, a bustling, modest section of the city that was generally safer than the slums or the docks but nowhere near as well-patrolled as the wealthy Redwater District. Most of my rangers lived here, actually, including Vander. Though I doubted they ever saw each other—the two of them had been at each other’s throats for months now, and today’s little skirmish had almost certainly soured their relationship even further. 
Today’s skirmish—that’s what this is about, isn’t it? He must be pissed at her for dressing him down in front of his squad, and now he’s going to try and get back at her somehow.
“Le’thos,” I swore, sliding out of the saddle and leading Whisper to the edge of the road. Vander had made it up to the house by now, and he was in the process of opening one of the windows and sneaking inside. A part of me still couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Vander might have been reckless and cocksure, but I still thought he was a good man. I never would have allowed him to become a ranger otherwise. The idea that he would actually try to retaliate against one of his commanding officers was almost unbelievable. 
And yet…
“Stay here,” I said, patting Whisper’s head and removing my swords from his saddle. The twin elf-forged blades—Gwathren and Dain—thrummed in anticipation when I attached their shared scabbard to my belt. It was conceivable that Vander was just trying to pull off some kind of juvenile prank on Aluriel as a petty act of revenge, but I wasn’t about to take that risk. If he attempted to harm her, a court martial would be the least of his problems. 
Gritting my teeth, I crouched low and dashed across the street into the woods. The enchantment in my boots silenced my footfalls, and I made sure to duck beneath the branches and avoid rustling the leaves—I had trained Vander personally, after all, and he knew exactly what to look and listen for. I reached the windowsill a few seconds later, and I heard a male voice coming up from her basement. Vander wasn’t exactly shouting, but he wasn’t trying to be quiet, either. Was he talking to Aluriel? Had she discovered his intrusion already? If so, she was probably going to beat the hell out of him—unless he got the jump on her, she was more than a match for him with a sword.   
Frowning, I hopped through the window and slinked across the kitchen to the trap door covering the basement. Vander had shut it behind them, but it wasn’t locked. I lifted up the edge and slithered through the gap, then gently set it back down. 
It was that exact moment my ears decided to betray me. 
“I’m ready for you, master. Please, fuck me! Fuck my tight elven cunt!”
My breath caught in my throat at the sound of Aluriel’s voice. I froze in place, unwilling to accept what I’d just heard. 
“You have to earn my cock, bitch!” Vander practically shouted. “Kiss it. Worship it. Show me how you can’t live without it!”
A loud slap echoed up the stairs, followed by an incredibly familiar moan of pleasure from Aluriel. My brain finally snapped out of its stasis, and I dashed down the rest of the way down the stairs. My view was still obstructed by a wall when I reached the bottom, but when I carefully peered around the side my mouth dropped open and my breath froze in my lungs. 
Aluriel was stark naked on a chair in the center of the room, her ankles and wrists tied together behind her head. Her cheeks and tits were glowing red with hand marks. Vander loomed over her, his trousers open and his thick cock bulging in his right hand. If not for the words I’d heard her utter just a few seconds ago, I would have assumed he was raping her. 
“Kiss it!” Vander repeated. 
Aluriel leaned forward as far as she could with her restraints. Her lips kissed the tip of his cock, and a moment later her tongue emerged and began lathering the tip. Her green eyes, round and wide, remained locked on his face like a hound waiting patiently for her master’s next command. 
I shook my head and crouched down behind a stack of empty crates. I didn’t sense any magic, but this had to be some kind of illusion…
“Good girl,” Vander said, brushing a stray hair from her face. “Now tell me how much you want it. Tell me how much you need it.”
“Please, master,” she begged. “Please, give me your cock. Feed me with it. Choke me with it. Treat my throat like a cunt!”
I cupped my hand over my mouth to mute my horrified gasp. I couldn’t accept what I was hearing. I couldn’t cope with what I was seeing. It was literally unbelievable.
“I suppose you’ve earned a little taste,” Vander said, clasping onto her hair with both hands. “Open wide, slut!”
He practically slammed his thick member between her lips. There was no way for her to resist with her hands and feet tied up in the air behind her; all she could do was gasp and gurgle while his cock pounded her throat and his testicles slapped against her chin. 
I almost leapt out from behind my cover and tackled him. I probably would have if not for the fact I could tell how much she was enjoying it. Her toes and fingers curled in their restraints, and on the rare occasions he pulled back and allowed her to breathe she was smiling up at him like he was a god. It was disgusting. It was disturbing. 
It was…arousing?
My quim was practically on fire, and squeezing my thighs together didn’t seem to help. I didn’t understand what was happening. What in the abyss was wrong with me?
“Are you ready, cunt?” Vander asked between labored breaths. 
“Yes, master,” Aluriel gasped, her lips and mouth covered in spittle. “Please, let me taste your seed!”
“Oh, no,” he said, shaking his head while he stroked his shaft barely an inch in front of her nose. “You have to earn the right to drink my seed. After the way you acted today, I think you need to be reminded of who is in charge here. Now keep those pretty green eyes open wide!”
His cock erupted over the bridge of her nose, splattering seed all over her cheeks. She continued staring at him, visibly elated as he pumped strand after strand onto her face. It dribbled down to her lips and chin, and some even ended up smeared across her tits and belly. Her hands and feet writhed as a climax shuddered through her. 
“I own you, slut,” Vander said, stepping away to evaluate his handiwork. “Now what do you say?”
“Thank you, master,” Aluriel replied. 
“That’s a good girl.” He looked down at her approvingly as he rubbed the still swollen head of his cock against her sopping quim. “I should leave you like this, you know. I should walk away and let General Serrane find you hanging here drenched in my seed. What do you think about that?”
He slapped her face again, and she squealed in delight. I couldn’t take it anymore. I ducked back down behind my cover and tried to force myself to calm down. As hard as it was for me to accept what I was seeing, it was even harder to accept how unbelievably wet it was making me. 
You want to go over there, don’t you? You want to join in. You want to lick the seed from your best friend’s face while he fucks you in the ass.
I bit down on my lip and silently dashed back up the stairs before they spotted me. I was practically panting by the time I escaped the house and returned to Whisper, not from exertion but because I found myself unable to breathe properly. There was something wrong with me, and I had no idea how to explain it. 
I curled up into a ball on my bed the moment I returned home. My hands were shaking, my lungs were rattling, and my quim was dripping. The instant I slipped a finger inside myself, I climaxed so hard I had to bury my face in the pillow to avoid worrying my neighbors. I was embarrassed and disgusted, but I couldn’t stop. I brought myself again and again, and every single climax was more intense than the last. But no matter how hard I came, I couldn’t quench the fire between my legs.
I didn’t know if anything could. 
 
 



Chapter Two: Denial
 
“Vander’s unit didn’t find a single gnoll anywhere on their patrol. Given how badly I scolded him yesterday, I imagine he was pretty thorough. I doubt we’ll have to worry about those disgusting furballs until next year.”
I couldn’t even bring myself to look at Aluriel while she delivered her report. I just continued staring straight ahead as we slowly meandered down the dirt path leading out of the small outpost at the forest’s edge. The Duskwood sprawled out before us, its thousand year-old oaks shrouding everything below in long, ominous shadows. 
“Hey, you awake?” she pressed, nudging her hip against me. “Do you want to send out another patrol or just take his word for it?”
“We’ll take his word for it,” I said, my voice sounding hoarse to my own ears. 
“Okay,” she murmured. “I guess we can focus our efforts on the Shattered Peaks to the west. The orcs have been regrouping of late, and frankly the Knights of the Silver Fist could use our help. Their dipshit squires keep running off and getting themselves killed, and even their knights are having trouble recently. I heard that Sir Dravis was wounded a few weeks back. He’s been stuck in the temple with some kind of rare affliction.”
“Mm,” I murmured. 
I could feel her eyes on the side of my face. “Is something wrong? You’ve been quiet all morning.”
Taking a deep breath, I reached into one of my belt pouches and retrieved her navel ring. “I found this in my office last night.”
Aluriel smiled. “I was looking for that! Thank Shalassa you found it.”
“I was surprised you didn’t come back for it. I figured you’d want to wear it on your date.”
“I probably would have,” Aluriel admitted as I dropped it into her palm. “Most of the men around here seem to love belly jewels.”
“I doubt they recognize it as a wood elf symbol of fertility. They just like seeing your stomach.”
“You should talk,” she teased, gently smacking my exposed midriff with the back of her hand. “Anyway, I’m glad none of them know what it means. Trust me: the men don’t want me to be fertile.”
“Obviously.”
Aluriel stared at me for a long moment, her eyes narrowing as she slid the jewel pin back into her navel. “Is that what’s upsetting you? The fact I went out last night?”
“Why do you think I’m upset?”
“Because I’m not blind. Every time we spoke out on the plains today you choked up on your reins and squeezed your thighs around the saddle like you were about to kick Whisper into a charge.”
I sighed and brushed a blonde lock out of my eyes. I had never been one to play coy or massage the truth—I preferred that my friends and soldiers be direct whenever possible. But I had stayed up all night thinking about how I could possibly broach this topic with Aluriel, and I had never developed an answer. 
“You’re annoyed that I didn’t come home with you last night,” Aluriel said after a moment. “I promise, I’ll make it up to you tonight. I’ll bring some wine and oils…we’ll have so much fun you’ll have trouble walking straight in the morning.”
I swallowed and tried to ignore the heat rushing into my cheeks. I might have preferred directness, but I was still a private person by nature. How in the bloody abyss was I supposed to talk about—?
I froze in place when I caught a flicker of movement out of the corner of my eye. My long elven ears perked up, and I touched Aluriel’s arm in a silent warning. We’d been so distracted that we had unwittingly drifted at least a hundred yards from the outpost.
While keeping my eyes locked on the forest, I carefully plucked my bow off my back and nocked an arrow. I still couldn’t see anything, but I was convinced we were no longer alone...
The movement was so subtle I almost missed it. The leaves on one of the trees to our left rustled as if a gentle breeze had swept through the forest, but the air today was completely still. I didn’t wait to check to my target—I immediately drew my bowstring and fired. 
“Raskaaaaa!”
The gnoll scream echoed through the Duskwood as my arrow pierced his shoulder and knocked him from his perch. The fall almost certainly killed him even if my shot hadn’t, but I didn’t have time to check. A dozen other gnolls emerged from the underbrush brandishing spears and axes. They charged. 
Aluriel and I moved in unison as our instincts and training took over. We each fired off more shots as the monsters rushed towards us, killing three and crippling several others. Once the rest closed into range, however, we drew our blades and fought back-to-back just like we had practiced a hundred times before. 
The Lin’faleel remained the preferred combat style of the blade dancers, and for good reason—few could match the natural dexterity of our people, and we spent decades studying warfare while our enemies typically only spent a few short months. Individually, the gnolls were no match for us; we scythed them down one by one as we danced in near-perfect harmony. But even as my sword drank deep of gnoll flesh, I knew we still weren’t safe. The savages couldn’t have possibly sneaked up on us so easily, especially in this number. 
Not without the aid of magic. 
I had just cleaved through the muzzle of yet another monster when I spotted the shaman lurking between a pair of oaks some twenty yards away. His hands glowed with dark power, and he unleashed a brackish bolt of green energy in our direction. Falling into a crouch, I parried the wild thrust of one gnoll while retrieving one of their cracked wooden shields with the other. I hoisted it in front of us just before the bolt struck—
The explosion hurled me back at least ten yards, and I would have flown even further if I hadn’t crashed into a stump. The air rushed out of my lungs, and my vision blurred so badly I couldn’t actually see for several seconds. All I knew for certain was that the shield had disintegrated on my forearm and my sword had fallen somewhere mid-flight. 
“Le’thos!” I hissed, rolling to my side as a precaution before I bounced back up into a crouch. Most of the gnolls were dead, but I was barely paying attention to them or the shaman at this point. My eyes remained locked on Aluriel’s bloodied, unmoving body a few yards away. 
I couldn’t tell if she was alive or dead from this distance, but the sight of the blood on her forehead was enough to throw me into a frothing rage. As the shaman channeled another spell to finish us off, I rolled forward and drew the dagger in my boot, using the momentum of my tumble to hurl the weapon well beyond its practical range. The dagger whirled end-over-end at the gnoll’s muzzle…and then bounced harmlessly off the invisible magical barrier protecting him. 
I swore again. With my bow, I could channel Aetheric energy through an arrow and pierce his defenses as trivially as a suit of regular armor. Without it, I was virtually defenseless. I waited in place as he finished casting his spell, cursing myself for getting distracted by something as stupid as—
Without warning, an arrow whistled just past my ear and struck the shaman an instant before he finished his spell. His barrier dulled the impact enough to save his life, but only for a few seconds. Behind me, Vander and his men unleashed another salvo, dropping the remaining gnolls in a flurry of blood, fur, and magic. A few seconds later, it was all over. 
I dove on top of Aluriel and let out a silent prayer to the gods that she was still alive. Healing magic flowed through my fingers and into her flesh, knitting her wounds and slowly rousing her back to consciousness. 
“Have your men establish a perimeter,” I called out. “Make sure that’s the last of them!”
“Right away, General!” Vander called back. 
I should have been proud of the skill and professionalism they demonstrated, considering I was the one who had trained most of them. But the world was so strange right now I wasn’t sure what to think. About much of anything. 
I placed my hand on Aluriel’s forehead as her green eyes slowly fluttered open. “What…what happened?”
“It’s all right,” I soothed, squeezing her arm. “We’re safe.”
She licked at her lips and tried to glance past me. “You took them all yourself?”
“We…had some help,” I said, glancing back towards Vander. “Come on, let’s get you back to camp.”
 
***
 
“I guess it’s no wonder we didn’t see any sign of them in the north,” Lieutenant Vander said, his arms folded across his chest as he peered out the tent flap and into the forest. “They regrouped and swung south so they could attack our camp directly. I can’t believe it. They must have really been desperate.”
“It almost worked,” I told him. I did my best to keep the frustration out of my voice—not at him, but at myself. Aluriel and I never should have wandered so far from the camp. Everyone knew it; Vander and his men were simply too polite—or too scared—to say anything. I had barely made eye contact with him this whole time, which he had probably interpreted as wounded pride sprinkled with a touch of embarrassment. He had no way of knowing the real reason. 
Namely, that all I could see when I looked at him was the man who had spent the previous evening draining his cock all over my best friend’s eager, smiling face. 
“Well, they can’t have many able-bodied warriors left at this point,” he said after a moment. “I’ll keep my men here for a few days just in case, but I doubt they’ll test us again.”
“If they do, I have full confidence you can handle it.” I meant ever word. As much as I hated to admit it, Vander had just saved our lives. It was almost enough for me to forget all the scandalous things I’d watched him say and do to my best friend last night. 
Almost. 
“Thank you, General,” he replied, smiling. His eyes slowly drifted over to Aluriel in the corner. “Are you certain you don’t want me to send a runner back to town? I could have them fetch one of the temple healers and—”
“She’ll be fine,” I assured him. “I’ll take her back myself shortly. If any of your men find anything else, I trust you to handle it.”
He nodded crisply. “Of course, General.”
I waited until he’d been gone for almost a full minute before I returned to Aluriel’s side. She had taken off most of her bandages; my magic combined with the healing salves had already returned some of her strength. 
“One day he makes a huge mistake, the next day he is a hero,” Aluriel said with a wry smirk. “I guess that’s one way to get back in your commander’s good graces.”
“Mm,” I murmured, sitting down on the cot opposite her and crossing my legs. 
Aluriel snorted. “Please don’t tell me you’re still annoyed about last night. We almost got killed!”
I sighed and glanced behind me to make sure none of the other rangers were within earshot. “I can’t just let something like this go.”
“Are you serious?” she asked, leaning up. “Honey, we just—”
“I saw you with Vander last night.”
Her expression froze. “What?”
“I saw the way you acted. I saw the way you begged.” I swallowed and shook my head. “I didn’t want to believe it at first, but…”
The silence swelled between us, and for a moment I wondered if she might leap up and try to sprint away in embarrassment, her wounds be damned. I should have known better. Her lips curled into a smile, and she actually threw back her head and laughed. 
“Shalassa’s sparkling tits,” she said, snickering. “You followed me home and snuck into my house?”
“No,” I protested. “Well…yes, sort of.”
She laughed even harder, and I felt my cheeks flush in anger. 
“I wanted to give you your ring back before your date,” I explained, “but when I showed up I saw Vander sneaking into your house. I thought he might be trying to get back at you for the way you disciplined him.”
“Oh, gods, this is too perfect.” Aluriel clasped her hand over her mouth. “You were trying to protect me.”
“I was, right up until I saw…” I clenched my jaw and grit my teeth. “You’re not even embarrassed, are you?”
Aluriel snorted. “Embarrassed? About what? I had a great time.” 
“Unbelievable,” I breathed. “You were acting like a ten-copper harlot!”
“For one, any harlot who got him off as many times as I did would have cost a lot more than ten coppers,” Aluriel countered. “For two, it wasn’t an act. That was one of the best nights I’ve had in months.”
I turned away and struggled not to be sick. I should have known she would respond like this; it wasn’t nearly as out-of-character for her as I wanted to believe. Aluriel didn’t seem to have any shame as far as sex was concerned. She had fewer inhibitions than the priestesses of the love goddess. 
“The real question is how long you hid there watching us,” Aluriel said after a moment. “I bet you stayed for a while, didn’t you? And I bet your quim was absolutely soaked by the time you left.”
I whirled around and shot her a withering glare. “You slept with a soldier under your command!”
“We didn’t sleep, trust me. Though I’m sure you stuck around long enough to notice that, too.”
“This isn’t a joke!”
“Honey, you need to relax,”Aluriel said, touching my arm. “It was just sex. Dirty, filthy, amazing sex.”
I twisted out of her grip and grabbed onto her wrist. “You know the rules. You know why they exist. Do you really expect Vander to follow your orders after…after…?”
“After he fucked me? I’m the one who sent him out on patrol today, remember? He didn’t question my orders for a heartbeat. He knows who’s in charge.”
“He doesn’t respect you!” I growled. 
“Says who? You?” Aluriel snorted and leaned back on her palms. “Honey, just because a man calls you a cunt and shoves his cock up your ass doesn’t mean he stops respecting you. It’s a game—it’s fun. Besides, he knows the rules. If he ever steps out of line while we’re on duty, I’ll whip him into shape. Trust me.”
“I can’t trust you now—that’s the whole bloody point.” I released my grip on her arm and stood. “Can you imagine how Highlord Kastrius would react if he found out his knights were acting like this?”
“His knights are some of the biggest sluts in Highwind!” Aluriel said. “They’ll happily fuck anyone who can spread their legs and say ‘praise Escar,’ believe me.”
“I’m sure you know that first-hand.”
Aluriel shrugged. “Yeah, I do. Am I supposed to be embarrassed about that, too?”
“I’m starting to think it’s impossible for you to be embarrassed by anything.”
She stared at me for a long moment, her green eyes narrowing in thought. “You’re not actually upset, are you? You’re just jealous.”
“Jealous?” I growled. “About you acting like a whore?”
“About the fact I’m actually willing to allow myself to have fun once in a while,” Aluriel said. “That’s the real reason you sat there watching us, isn’t it?”
“You have no idea what you’re talking about,” I said through clenched teeth. “I am the Ranger-General of Highwind. I’m responsible for protecting tens of thousands of people!”
“And you’re damn good at it,” she said, gesturing to the pyre of dead gnolls. “You’re also lonely. What you need is a nice, strapping young human man to hold you down, tie you up, and fuck this frustration right out of you.”
I almost slapped her. A surge of indignant rage flooded through my veins, and I forced myself to turn and pace away to try and cool off. Striking her wouldn’t have made me feel better anyway, considering the one I was really angry with was myself. 
Because deep down, I knew she was right. 
You wanted to join them so badly last night. You wanted Vander to hold you down and tell you how worthless you were. You wanted him to slap you and spit on you while he used your body like a toy. You wanted to feel his cock pounding your quim. You wanted to feel his fresh, searing seed roll over your tongue and down your throat….
“I’m going to leave the city for a few days and scout the Peaks myself,” I said eventually, my voice hoarse. “You’re in command until I return.”
“What?” Aluriel gasped. “You can’t leave the city on your own. It’s too dangerous! If I come with we can—”
“You should get some rest and recover from your wounds.”
She blinked and leaned up. “But I’m fine! The healing magic will—”
“Even healing magic isn’t instantaneous,” I said. “Take a few days to recuperate. We’ll speak after I get back.”
I stormed out of the tent before she could protest any further. A single crisp whistle summoned Whisper from the trough, and I vaulted into the saddle and rode for Highwind. I had full confidence in her ability to lead the Duskwatch while I was gone, but even if I didn’t I still needed to get away. It was the only way I would ever find peace. 
Sighing and curling my fingers around the reins, I started planning my foray into the west. 
 



Chapter Three: Epiphany
 
The Shattered Peaks were a seemingly endless sprawl of sloping hills and rocky crags that eventually transformed into an impassable, sky-touching wall of stone. Dozens of orc clans lived in the mountains, though they warred with each other so frequently they rarely had time to organize and attack Highwind or any of the surrounding villages. When they did, the city’s primary defenders—the Duskwatch Rangers and the Knights of the Silver Fist—had always rallied together to crush the invaders.
That had been the ongoing cycle for the past hundred years or so, but things had changed since I had taken over the Duskwatch. I didn’t believe in “reactive warfare,” as the knights often called it, which was precisely why I had dedicated so many of my people to patrolling the mountains and actively sabotaging the orc clans before they could rally around a new leader. We didn’t have the numbers to actually storm through the endless caverns and wipe them out, but as long as we could keep them fighting each other we didn’t need to. None of the clans had been able to muster more than a token force over the past few years. 
Despite my successes, however, my aggressive strategies remained controversial among the Highwind elite. The people of the city may have loved me, but the Knights of the Silver Fist did not. And they enjoyed showing their displeasure at every available opportunity. 
Which is precisely why they had dispatched someone to find me the instant I had left the city on patrol. 
I sighed and glanced down the rocky hill behind me as a lone knight and his horse maneuvered up the makeshift trail towards my camp. I was only two days into my scouting excursion at this point, and I was hoping to press on for at least another three before I looped back around and returned to Highwind. I was only marginally less frustrated now than when I’d left the city behind. All the hours alone with the wind and the trees and the rocks hadn’t been nearly as soothing as I’d hoped. Whenever I allowed my mind to wander, it always drifted back to Aluriel and Vander and all the things I’d seen in her cellar…
“General!” the knight called out. “General Starwind!”
I blinked out of my reverie and slung my bow over my back. I should have tried to hide the moment I’d spotted his mount on the horizon. Diplomacy was the absolutely last thing I’d wanted on this mission. I would have rather charged head-on into an army of a thousand orcs than play politics with a bunch of petty man-children who called themselves knights. Their naïve worldview was bad enough without thinking about all the depravities Aluriel assured me they were into. 
Unfortunately, as Ranger-General I couldn’t afford to ignore politics completely, and after another minute of silence I shuffled down the hill. 
“General Starwind,” the man said, removing his helmet and nodding. “Knight-Captain Julian Cassel, at your service.”
“Captain,” I replied, eyeing him up and down. I disliked most of the knights I’d met on principle, but the fact that so many of them were objectively handsome was perhaps the most annoying thing of all. Cassel was somewhere in his mid-20s with dark blonde hair, a rugged line of stubble on his chin, and a powerful physique that made my sinewy arms look like twigs by comparison.  
“Highlord Kastrius wanted me to remind you of the Council’s recent decision to avoid sending more patrols into the mountains,” Cassel said. “The other councilors are concerned that you may antagonize the various clan-leaders and give them a reason to unite against us.”
“A reason to unite?” I growled. “They’re bloody orcs! They already want to kill us and—”
“You don’t have to convince me,” Cassel said, smiling and raising his gauntlet. “I’m just the messenger. Personally, I think you and your boys have done an amazing job out here. The Peaks are safer now than they’ve been in decades.”
I paused, my brow reflexively furrowing in confusion. I’d been bracing myself for a fight; I hadn’t expected him to agree with me.
“To be perfectly honest, the Highlord is just annoyed that you are stealing all our potential glory,” Cassel went on. “Sir Dravis put down a few orcs in the lower hills last month, but otherwise you’re not leaving much for the rest of us. Folks are getting bored.”
“Better bored than dead,” I murmured. 
“Absolutely. Like I said, I think it’s great. The others are too young or too dumb to have figured that out just yet, but they will eventually.”
I smiled back at him. Like most of his fellow knights, he projected an aura of earnestness that I found refreshing. When combined with his natural good looks, he would have been a hard man to argue with even if I had disagreed with him. 
“Well, uh, I’m glad to hear it,” I managed eventually. 
“I wanted to deliver his message myself because I thought it was important for you to know how many of us agree with you,” Cassel said. “The Duskwatch has improved tenfold since you took over.”
I felt a rush of heat in my cheeks. I had never been good at receiving compliments, especially unexpected ones. 
“Sorry, I’m blubbering,” he apologized. “Escar’s mercy, I probably sound like I’m trying to lick your boots.”
“It’s all right,” I assured him. “I appreciate the sentiment.”
Cassel’s grin widened. “Hearing about your exploits almost makes me want to turn in my shield and become a ranger.”
“You’d also have to ditch the armor and the prayers to Escar.”
“That’s all right. The metal starts to chaff after a while anyway, and honestly I’m not a particularly religious man.”
I laughed. The sound was strange to my ears, but it made his youthful face light up in response. 
“Anyway, I’m sorry for wasting your time,” he said. “I’m just glad I caught up to you before you vanished into the mountains.”
“Don’t worry about,” I said. “I’ll be sure to let the Highlord know you delivered his message at the next Council meeting.”
“As long as you don’t share my other commentary with him. Otherwise I’ll probably be on your doorstep begging to join the Duskwatch the next day.”
I smirked. “Don’t encourage me.”
He smiled back. His brown eyes surreptitiously drank in my slender elven frame, and they lingered on my breastplate and midriff just long enough for me to sense his arousal. But then an instant later he squinted away from the burning sunset on the horizon and let out a deep breath. “I, uh…I should get moving if I want to reach Riverbend before midnight. I’m supposed to train the garrison there for the next few weeks.”
“You’re welcome to stay and eat with me if you like,” I said, surprised at how quickly the offer had rolled off my tongue. “The stew is on the fire right now.”
“I can smell it,” Cassel said, licking at his lips. “But I really should get going. Thank you again, General. It really is an honor to finally meet you.”
He offered me a quick salute before he pivoted around and eased his way down the hill to his horse. My smile faded a moment later. I couldn’t explain why, exactly, but seeing him leave felt like a punch to the stomach. It didn’t make any sense—I hadn’t even known he existed until a few minutes ago. He was quite literally a stranger. But for some reason, I really wanted him to stay and chat for a while…
It’s not that complicated. You’re lonely—lonely and randy.  
I grimaced at the thought. Gods, I couldn’t have really been that desperate, could I? Aluriel probably would have been down on all fours ten minutes after meeting him, but I wasn’t that kind of woman. 
But you want to be. That’s the whole problem, isn’t it? You want to call him back, you want to flirt, you want to have him bend you over a rock and take you from behind…
I growled under my breath and stormed back to the campfire. I almost wished I had brought some of my rangers along after all, though it wasn’t as if they would have been interested in chatting. I could practically guarantee that none of them would have tried to strike up a conversation with me. It wasn’t that didn’t like me—they simply didn’t know me. I intentionally kept them all at arm’s length.
In other words, they are treating you like their commander, not their friend. You’re getting exactly what you wanted—congratulations. 
 The thought burned in my mind all through dinner and well into the night. It was still there when I finally curled up in my tent; it was still there when I slid a pair of fingers into my quim and failed to bring myself to a climax. 
It was still there four days later when I returned to Highwind and stumbled into Aluriel’s house to beg for her for help. 
 
***
 
“If I weren’t such a great friend, I’d probably hold a grudge over this kind of thing,” Aluriel teased as she snuggled into my lap. “Do you have any idea how much paperwork I had to do while you were away? Or how many times I had to tell the Council that I had no way to contact you?”
“I’m sorry,” I said. “I just…I just had to get away for a few days. I know I dumped the burden on you.”
“Well, thankfully your right-hand woman is perfectly capable of handling anything,” she replied with a smirk.
I ran my hand up the silky smooth skin of her thigh and beneath her skirt. I was seriously tempted to slide a finger into her quim and fondle her right there, but I settled for a long, sweet kiss. I should have known she wouldn’t hold a grudge. She didn’t have a petty bone in her body.   
“Look, honey, there’s only one solution to your problem and we both know it,” Aluriel said when we finally pulled apart. “You need some cock, and you need it badly.”
I sighed and pinched the bridge of my nose. “Aluriel—”
“No arguing until I’m finished,” she scolded. “Look, I get that you don’t feel like you can frolic around the city sucking off every knight that smiles at you while you’re the Ranger-General. And honestly…you’re probably right, as much as I hate to admit it. That’s why we need to approach this from a different angle.”
“Meaning…?”
“Meaning that anonymity is our friend. Meaning that if you don’t want to be Ranger-General Serrane all the time…why not act like someone else?”
I stared at her for a long moment as I tried to figure out what she was up to. “What are you getting at?”
Aluriel smiled impishly as she hopped out of my lap. “Do you remember how I told you that this belly ring holds an enchantment that protects me in battle?”
I glanced down at the glimmering jewel. “I remember. You also said it made you better in bed.”
“Yeah, well, I was a half-lying,” she admitted. “Let me show you.”
She touched the gem and whispered a word of magic. Her body shimmered briefly, almost like she had stepped into a heat mirage, at which point her physical appearance changed right before my eyes. Her nose, her lips, her ears….they all morphed just enough that she no longer looked like my best friend. When she spoke another command word, her brown hair turned jet black and shortened several inches. 
“Illusion magic,” I whispered.
“Powerful illusion magic,” Aluriel said. Even her voice was slightly different. “Very few mages in the city are capable of seeing through the disguise.”
My brow furrowed as I studied her new body. She had the same exact physique as before, though her tanned skin tone had lightened somewhat. “I thought appearance-changing items like that were illegal.”
“Oh, they are. The Archmage thinks they’re dangerous, and he’s probably right. But it’s still possible to find them if you have the right connections.”
“I’m not sure I want to know…” 
Aluriel shrugged. “Do you remember that half-elf girl that got kidnapped by the drow a few years ago? The one from the village south of Riverbend?”
“Solemi? Of course I do. I still can’t believe she managed to escape.”
“Well, it turns out that she learned a great deal about magic in the Underworld. She’s an illusionist—a really powerful one, as far as I can tell. And she has taken to hosting certain…events…that I find entertaining.”
“I definitely don’t want to know about those.”
“You may someday,” Aluriel said with a wink. “Anyway, she’s the one who made this gem. I’m fairly certain I can buy another from her, especially if it’s for a good cause.”
I swallowed and licked at my lips. “This is a terrible idea.”
“Actually, it’s an incredibly good idea.” She tapped her stomach. “This is what freedom looks like, honey. We’ll make you a costume, and you’ll finally be able to go out and enjoy yourself without worrying about your reputation. It will fun!”
I sighed reflexively as she crawled back into my lap, but I had to admit that I was intrigued. The prospect of pretending to be someone else for a night was incredibly liberating for some reason, but it still seemed…wrong.
“If either of us got caught using an illegal magic item, we would—”
“We’re not going to get caught,” Aluriel promised. “Besides, we’re rangers, not paladins—we only have to obey just laws, remember?”
I grunted. A part of me wanted to reject this insanity out of hand, but the other part—the frustrated and lonely part—saw an opportunity that might never come again. I had to try this, at least. Otherwise I was only going to get more and more miserable by the day.
“Fine,” I said. “If you can get your hands on another one, I’m willing to try it out. But I’m not sure what you expect me to do. I’m not just going to walk into a random tavern and fuck the first man I find.”
“Of course not. This isn’t about sex, honey. It’s about letting go. It’s about having fun.” Aluriel shrugged. “If some young stallion happens to bend you over something and fuck you until you can hardly walk…well, we can consider that a bonus.”
I rolled my eyes. “I don’t know how much I trust an illusion. If it breaks or someone sees through it…”
“We’ll try it out where no one will recognize you anyway. How about Riverbend? It’s only a few hours away, and I know a guy who hosts some pretty interesting events.”
“Events?”
“Parties, honey. Fun, sexy parties.”
“Okay, and then what?”
“Then,” Aluriel said, her eyes twinkling, “you can just leave everything to me.”
 
 



Chapter Four: Submission
 
Riverbend was almost thirty miles southwest of Highwind, enough that we never could have made the trip in a single night without horses and magic. Thankfully, we had both. I cast a spell on Whisper to vastly increase his speed and endurance, and even though we didn’t leave Duskwatch Tower until nightfall, we still reached town almost an hour before midnight.
Aluriel had managed to get a second gem of illusion, though this one came in the form of a jewel-studded choker rather than a navel ring. We tested it before we left, and I couldn’t believe how well it worked. I had been taught the basics of magic from the time I was a toddler, and I still couldn’t detect any flaws in the mirage. Assuming Aluriel’s story about where she bought it was true, this Solemi woman must have been an incredibly powerful illusionist. 
Still, I was happy that we weren’t pressing our luck by trying it out in Highwind. I knew very few people in Riverbend, which had helped me muster the courage to go along with Aluriel’s plan. The fact that she had refused to reveal any specifics so far had me worried, but I forced myself to roll with it. I trusted my friend not to do anything too reckless. Mostly. 
After tying up Whisper in the woods outside of town, we strolled into Riverbend wearing our disguises. Other than ogling at us as we walked by, the guards weren’t interested in harassing a pair of elven girls in riding gear, and Aluriel directed us to one of the inns were we bought a room and changed. 
“You probably haven’t worn a dress since you left Nelu’Thalas, have you?” she asked.
“I don’t think so,” I admitted. “I haven’t worn makeup, either, and I definitely haven’t worn heels.”
“They’re not so bad,” Aluriel said as she slipped into one of the shoes she had bought for us. The five inch heels were absurd by any measure, but they did look good on her. I had already tried mine on a little while ago, and I had to admit they weren’t as uncomfortable as I’d remembered. 
“Do the men you meet actually care about lipstick?”
“You don’t need it, but it will drive them wild. A touch of black around the eyes and a touch of red around the lips…when a man sees you, all he’ll be thinking about is how nice it will be when you’re staring up at him with your mouth wrapped around his cock.”
I snorted. “That’s not all men think about.”
“Believe me, honey, it actually is,” Aluriel said. “Sometimes it’s annoying, but tonight it’s perfect.”
After finishing my eye shadow, I stepped away from the mirror and appreciated my handiwork. The illusion magic in my earring could easily simulate clothing and cosmetics, but the less we asked it to conceal the better. It still felt strange to put makeup on a face that didn’t quite look like my own, but I used my blue eyes as an anchor. 
The matching black dresses Aluriel had picked out for us were incredibly light and flimsy—not to mention scandalously short—but at least they didn’t restrict movement. She had tried to convince me to eschew my thong as well, but I wasn’t willing to cross that line just yet. One step and a time and all that. There was still a good chance that this would completely backfire. 
“You look great,” Aluriel said, slinging her arm around my waist. “We look great.”
“We look like sluts.”
“Elegant isn’t the same thing as slutty.”
I pulled up the back of her skirt a few inches and slapped her naked ass. “This isn’t elegant—it’s whorish.”
“It’s fun,” Aluriel insisted. “You are here to enjoy yourself, remember?”
“I feel silly.” I shuffled on my high heels. “And helpless.”
“Being helpless is fun sometimes. Knowing he can do whatever he wants to you, knowing you’re just a collection of warm holes for his amusement…” Aluriel shivered in delight and squeezed at my waist. “But trust me, you’re more powerful than you realize right now. Once you see the way the men look at us, you’ll feel like an enchantress holding them under your spell.”
“I guess we’ll find out soon enough,” I said, taking in a deep breath. Despite my growing anxiety and lingering embarrassment, my quim tingled in anticipation. At this rate, my thong would be soaked through by the time we reached our destination.
“We need to get moving. I told my contact that we’d be there around midnight, and we’re already late.”
“I still can’t believe you found a party in a town this small,” I said. “Who is this contact of yours, anyway?” 
“You’ll find out in a minute. Come on!”
We scurried across town as fast as we could while wearing heels, though Aluriel made sure to slow down any time passed someone on the street. Not many people were up and outside at this hour, thankfully, and we eventually reached the lakeside tavern where her contact was having his “party.” 
“We’re not going in the front door, honey,” Aluriel said, grinning at my discomfort. From the noise alone I could there were a lot more people inside than I had expected, and a handful of drunken sailors were already leering and shouting at us from the porch. 
We maneuvered around the building until we reached a set of stairs leading down to the tavern’s basement. Only one person was waiting for us near the door—a tall, dark blonde human male I instantly recognized from my trip into the Shattered Peaks.
“Knight-Captain Cassel,” I murmured, freezing in place. “He is your contact here?”
“Surprise!” Aluriel said, squeezing my arm. “You said you thought he was handsome.”
“He is, but—”
“Then this is perfect,” she went on. “You can flirt with him as much as you want, and he won’t even recognize you!”
I tried and failed to swallow the anxious lump in my throat as we descended the stairs. What if he did recognize us? What if his knightly training allowed him to see through our disguises? I was quite certain that the embarrassment would literally kill me… 
 “Good evening, ladies,” he said when we reached the bottom of the stairs. The way his dark eyes hungrily drank in our half-naked bodies set my quim on fire. “You must be the sisters Aluriel was talking about.”
“Faewyn and Laryssa,” Aluriel said, offering him her hand.
He gently kissed her knuckles. “Such lovely names for even lovelier girls. Is it true you came all the way from Nelu’Thalas just to visit our sleepy little town?”
“Aluriel promised us it’s not that sleepy,” my friend replied, flashing him her most seductive smirk. “I hope she wasn’t wrong.”
Cassel grinned back. “Some of us know how to have fun. And trust me, the folks here are very welcoming to outsiders.”
“That’s good to hear,” she cooed, tapping her fingertip against his lips. “I was starting to wonder if we’d even be able to find a place to stay…”
“Oh, that won’t be a problem. The Order bought me a house on the docks not far from here. There’s, uh…there’s plenty of space for you and your sister.”
“I guess it is true what they say about the Silver Fist, then. You really are chivalrous.”
Cassel smiled and gently ran his fingers through her hair. “I live to serve, my lady.”
From the way her eyes glimmered at him, I half expected her to drop to her knees and inhale his cock right then and there. But instead she chuckled again and backed away. “Of course, I doubt we’ll be able to stay here long. Our trip was very expensive.”
“The good people of Riverbend are welcoming and generous,” he assured her. His thick hand slid down her back and squeezed her ass beneath her skirt. “Assuming you’re willing to give something back to the community.”
“My sister and I love to work, don’t worry,” Aluriel said. “What do you normally charge in this fine establishment?”
“Ten silver at the door on slow nights. Twenty if we have something special to offer.”
She nodded. “Then tonight you should charge fifty.”
Cassel grunted. “Well, you know I want to be accommodating, sweetheart, but I can’t just—”
Before he finished, Aluriel leaned up on her tiptoes and began whispering something in his ear. I couldn’t make out her words even with my keen elven hearing, though from the reaction on his face and the sudden bulge in his trousers I didn’t have any trouble imagining the context.
“Fifty it is, then,” he said, smirking. “I’ll just, uh…I’ll just need a few moments to get everything ready.”
“Of course, mellonamin,” Aluriel said. “Now how about you let us inside and show us where we can freshen up?”
Cassel nodded and placed a hand on each of our waists. “This way…”
Based on the lighting and the clouds of smoke wafting out from the doorway, I was fully prepared to walk into a den of iniquity that was every bit as dank as the sleazy as the seediest Highwind brothel. I wasn’t disappointed. 
The tavern itself was little more than a single room with a bar, a dozen tables, and an elevated stage right smack in the middle. The current performer was a twenty something human girl with a mediocre voice and enormous breasts, the latter of which were practically bursting out of her skin-tight bodice. The patrons—nearly all male and nearly all laborers, by the looks of them—were leering and jeering at her in roughly equal measure.
“Nobles have more interesting depravities, but these salt-of-the-earth types have way more enthusiasm,” Aluriel whispered into my ear. She switched to Elven so only I would understand. 
“I’m not sure what that means,” I admitted. 
“It means that your average noble won’t be able to get hard without tying you up, putting you in a mask, and then playing some perverted little game. These men won’t bother with any bullshit. They’ll just throw you down and fuck the hell of you right then and there.”
My quim tingled. “Which do you prefer?”
“Both have their place, but sometimes it’s nice to be with a simple, honest man who just wants to stuff his cock inside you as quickly as possible.”
I bit down on my lip and squeezed my legs together as we walked. My quim was so wet my knees were wobbling, and I didn’t know how far I could make it without tripping in these heels. Thankfully, Cassel gestured to an empty table near the entrance a few moments later. 
“The two of you can have a seat while I make the necessary arrangements,” he said. “Enjoy some Riverbend drinks and hospitality.”
“We will,” Aluriel said, planting a kiss on his cheek. She led me into one of the chairs against the wall so we could both face out into the bar and cross our bare legs beneath the table. “It’s important to give them a little taste whenever possible.”
 I nodded and smiled back. Almost everyone in the room had noticed our entry at this point, and they stopped paying attention to the bard almost immediately. They whispered amongst each other, and my keen ears could hear a few of them trying to figure out why a pair of nearly identical elf maidens had shown up in a small-town tavern. Their companions didn’t seem to care—all they could think about was how much they wanted to fuck us. 
“I still can’t believe a Knight of the Silver Fist would be involved in something like this,” I murmured. 
“I told you they were all sluts,” Aluriel said. “I’ve never seen anything like it. In most human cities out west the local knights at least pretend to honor their chastity vows. In this part of the world I’m pretty sure the Highlord buys every squire a whore to celebrate their knighthood.”
“You seem to know this guy well,” I said, glancing towards the back room where Cassel had vanished. “You’ve slept with him before, haven’t you?”
“No. Well, not yet.”
I shook my head and turned back towards the stage. The bard had started glaring at us the moment she finished her last song, probably assuming—rightly—that our appearance would cost her tips. A few of the nearby men stuffed coins into her purse or between her ample breasts, at which point they smacked her ass and helped shuffle her off towards the back rooms. 
“Don’t feel bad,” Aluriel said. “She’ll be helping us out soon.”
“How? By singing?”
“No, though I’m sure her mouth will be busy.”
I grunted and crossed my legs more tightly together. Until this moment I hadn’t fully appreciated just how sheltered I’d been most of my life. I was a hundred years old—three or even four times older than most of the humans in here—but I’d spent virtually all that time in the forest, in the barracks, or on the battlefield. I had learned to appreciate some aspects of city life after moving to Highwind, but I never experienced anything like this despite the fact there were probably a hundred places just like it scattered all across the city. I should have been disgusted, and yet…
It’s like the air is crackling with energy in here. All the heat, all the bodies…and every man in this room has been staring at me from the first moment I walked in. Back in the city they would all fear and respect me, but here…here they just see me as a piece of a meat. They’re thinking about my ruby lips wrapped around their thick members or my slender legs squeezing at their thrusting waists. They’re thinking about my pleading whimpers while they bend me over a table and pound their cocks into my ass…
It was all so demeaning and degrading…and yet my quim was so slick in anticipation I could barely keep my legs still. 
 “So, what did you tell him back there?” I asked eventually. 
“I promised we’d give him a good show,” Aluriel said coyly. 
“Meaning what?”
“Meaning I thought we should do something you’d be comfortable with, just to start,” she said. “You know, something we’ve done a bunch of times before.”
“Something you have done a bunch of times before, or something I have done a bunch of times before?”
“Something we have done a bunch of times before.”
“Like what? Shoot some gnolls?”
“Close,” Aluriel said, taking another sip of her drink. “We’re going to fuck.”
My jaw fell open. “What?”
“No time to explain,” she said, gesturing towards the stage with her chin. Cassel had emerged from the back room, and he was beckoning us over. 
I shook my head. “But I don’t—”
“Come on,” Aluriel said, grabbing my hand. “It will be just like we’re inside your office.”
“We’re alone when we’re inside my office!”
“Right, so this will be even better.”
She dragged me out to the center of the stage. My heart was fluttering inside my chest, and I almost tripped several times thanks to our nonsensical shoes. Thankfully, no one seemed to notice. All the men in the room had gathered around the edges, most with drinks in their hands. 
Aluriel turned towards me and gently wrapped her hands around the back of my neck. She pulled me in close until our lips were nearly touching and whispered to me in Elven. “Just pretend we’re alone for now and do what you’ve done a hundred times before. Trust me, they’ll love it.”
Before I could respond, she leaned in and kissed me. Her tongue effortlessly slipped between my lips, and I closed my eyes and kissed her back. The crowd gathered around us seemed to fade into the background just like she’d promised, and I focused on tasting her breath and lips while my arms clasped around her back. 
I wasn’t sure how much had passed when she finally leaned away, but from the rustling and murmurs in the crowd I could tell they were enjoying the show but impatient for more. Aluriel leaned back in and whispered into my ear.
“Lift up my dress,” she said. “Keep them interested.”
I trailed my hands down her back and buttocks until they reached the edges of her short skirt. Another audible gasp shuddered through the room as I lifted the fabric up to her waist and exposed her naked ass and quim. We kissed a second time, and Aluriel’s eyes twinkled in delight. 
She loves this. I swear, she’s almost more comfortable here than in the damn forest!  
“Now it’s time for a real taste,” she cooed when we separated again. She leaned backwards an inch, then slowly and seductively sank down to her knees in front of me. She pushed up my skirt and delicately removed my thong, revealing my bald quim to the audience. Once she was sure they’d gotten a good look, she leaned in and licked my sweltering folds.  
I knew I should have been horrified at the thought of exposing myself to so many leering, strange men, but I was so damn wet I couldn’t think straight. I instinctively lifted my right leg and slung it over her shoulder, leaving the high heel of my shoe dangling in mid-air. My fingers clawed through her hair as I held her more tightly against me. 
A soft moan escaped my lips, which all the men seemed to appreciate. A small climax shuddered through me, and I would have lost my balance completely if not for Aluriel’s steadying hand on my back. When I came down and opened my eyes, I noticed that men weren’t just leering anymore—at least half of them had withdrawn their cocks from their trousers and started stroking themselves. My eyes flicked between their throbbing members, and I couldn’t help but imagine how it would feel to leap off the stage and kneel before them, scuttling back and forth while I swallowed load after load until I couldn’t even breathe…
A second climax struck me even harder than the first. Aluriel actually leaned away and helped me regain my balance before I completely topped over. Her wet lips glistened with my juices even in the dim light, and she smiled as she helped me sink down onto my knees right in front of her. 
“I knew you’d love this,” she said in Elven. “But you had better pace yourself, honey. We’re just getting started…”
She kissed me again, and this time I savored the taste of my own juices on her tongue. I wanted to return the favor so badly I almost pushed her over and crawled between her thighs right then and there, but while we embraced she started unfastening the back of my dress.  Once the straps fell from my shoulders she promptly pulled the rest over my head and flung it into the crowd. I returned the favor almost immediately before diving into her chest and suckling at her perky, woof elf nipples. 
The crowd started cheering and egging us on more forcefully. Plenty of the men started shouting instructions directly, while others spouted all kinds of derogatory terms from “cunts” to “whores” and everything in between. I should have felt insulted and degraded, but for some reason I didn’t. On the contrary, the more disparaging the insults, the more my quim dripped in anticipation of another climax. 
Eventually Aluriel did push me over onto my back, but rather than crawling on top of me directly she spun around and straddled my face. Her tongue returned to my quim as she lowered hers onto my waiting lips. We began feasting upon one another in unison, and I lost myself in the heat of her folds.
It wasn’t until a few minutes later that I realized something else had changed within the crowd. The bard from earlier had returned, though she had ditched her corset and exposed her ample breasts. She was scuttling between the men on her knees, inhaling one cock while she simultaneously stroked two others just like I’d imagined myself doing a few minutes ago.
Another fire burned between my thighs, and even Aluriel’s soft tongue couldn’t quench it. If anything, her ministrations were just making me hotter. She squirmed in delight above me when I plunged my thumb into her folds, but just when I was about to bring her to climax I saw one of the men in the audience push the bard out of the way and stride onto the stage with his cock in hand. 
“Look at me, whore!” he said as he grabbed Aluriel’s hair and snapped her head back from my quim. “Look at me…ahhh!”
His cock erupted like a geyser, showering her face with sticky, steaming globs of his seed. I wondered if Aluriel might lash out at him for grabbing onto her like that, but I felt a climax shudder through her body the instant his first volley splashed across her nose. Her athletic thighs clamped around my face so hard it actually hurt, and by the time she came down and allowed me to see again Knight Cassel was dragging the man off the stage.
“N touching!” he scolded. “Not unless you have another fifty silvers!”
Most of the men complained, though a few reached for their coinpurses. I was more fixated upon my friend. I could barely see her from here, but the reflection in the mirror above the bar was enough for me to watch her eyes close in bliss as her tongue frantically lapped up the rivers of white goo trickling down over her lip. Once she had cleaned off everything she could reach, she dove back down to my quim and started licking me with twice the enthusiasm. 
Is this really happening? Am I actually doing this?
I shook my head in disbelief. These men were going to treat us like dirty, disposable targets for their seed. I should have been horrified. I should have been furious. And yet with another man lurched onto the stage with his cock in hand, I reflexively opened my mouth and stretched out my tongue when he exploded. 
Most of his offering splattered across Aluriel’s ass above me, but the last few jets spackled my cheeks and tongue. It was so hot it almost burned on my skin, and when I rolled a few beads over my tongue I remembered just how much I had missed the taste. Not the bitter, salty flavor, but the power it represented. 
It didn’t take long before the other men started to join in. They stumbled onto the stage one, two, or even three at a time, their hands frantically pumping at their swollen cocks. Some were so excited they couldn’t even make it all the way up before they exploded, though they usually still managed to land a few thin, ropey strands across our writhing bodies. The others approached close enough that they could actually aim, usually at Aluriel’s back or cheeks. A few happily unloaded across her ass and watched with glee as it seeped down her legs and onto my face. I shivered with delight when the viscous beads finally reached my tongue.
“You’re all paid up,” Cassel said. “Better hurry!”
I glanced back to the mirror just in time to watch three more men lunge onto the stage. One by one they grabbed ahold of Aluriel’s hair, jerked back her head, and blasted her face at point-blank range—all while shouting disparaging slurs like cunt, whore, and plenty of others I didn’t even recognize. I couldn’t believe how thoroughly they covered her, and I couldn’t believe how smoothly she dove back down to my quim once they’d finished. She continued fingering and licking me like nothing else was happening around her. 
I tried to return the favor but couldn’t match her concentration. My head was spinning, my quim was burning, and I had completely lost the ability to discern reality from fantasy. 
“Oh, gods,” I blubbered as another climax swelled inside me. Just before my muscles seized and my thighs clamped around Aluriel’s face, one final onlooker leapt up onto the stage and crouched directly over me. 
“Don’t worry, whore,” he said between labored breaths, “I won’t let your sister have all the fun!”
His seed blasted my face in thick, steaming volleys, and by the time he’d finished I could barely even see through the viscous strands over my eyes. A climax hit me like an electric shock. I almost choked Aluriel with my thighs, and I screamed so loudly in delight I would have been mortified if I had any inhibitions left whatsoever. I was dimly aware of the crowd cheering; they howled in disbelief and how hard I was getting off.
The next several minutes were a total blur. I remembered Aluriel helping me up, and I remembered the cheering men slapping our asses and tits while Cassel escorted us into the back room. Eventually Aluriel helped me up onto a table, and she licked the cooling strands of seed from my eyes and lips before she plunged her tongue back into my mouth. The taste of my own juices combined with the lingering seed of a dozen different men was enough to make my quim ignite yet again.  
“Escar’s mercy,” Cassel exclaimed as he shut the curtain behind us. “Aluriel was right about you girls!”
Aluriel continued kissing me for what felt like a small eternity before she finally pulled back and smiled. “So you made enough gold, then?”
Cassel grunted. “Are you kidding? We pulled in more business in one night than we usually get in weeks. And once the rumors start to spread…well, I hope you’ll be willing to come back at some point.”
“Maybe,” she said with a coy shrug as she pulled a strand of seed off her nose. 
“Do you, uh…do you want me to find a towel?”
“That won’t be necessary. We’re not quite done just yet.”
Aluriel winked at me before she spun around and sank to her knees in front of Cassel. His trousers were bulging, and she made a show of staring up at him and smiling hungrily as she unfastened his belt and worked his impressive cock free. He gasped in delight as her tongue massaged the swollen head, but before she swallowed it completely she glanced back over her shoulder and beckoned me with her eyes. 
I practically dove off the table and onto the floor next to her. I ran my tongue along the length of his shaft, savoring the taste and heat while she continued teasing the tip. After a few more seconds I couldn’t take it anymore—I nudged her aside, opened my lips wide, and swallowed him as far as I could. 
“Escar’s…something!” Cassel cried out. 
I barely paid attention to his words. All I cared about was the throbbing, aching member pressed against the back of my throat. I was woefully out of practice, but right now I didn’t care. I was determined to gorge myself on his manhood until he gave me the reward I so desperately craved. 
“I think my sister felt a little left out,” Aluriel said, gently placing her hand on the back of my head. “You should let her know how much she was appreciated.”
Cassel grinned. “Well, that sounds like the chivalrous thing to do, doesn’t it?”
He began to fuck my mouth, slowly at first but then hard enough I had to claw my fingernails into his legs for support. My eyes rolled back deeper into my head with every thrust, and I slid a pair of fingers into my quim as Aluriel egged him on. It wasn’t long before he grabbed a shock of my hair and groaned like he was about to explode, but Aluriel didn’t let him—she quickly pushed him off of me and yanked my lips from his cock. 
“Not like that,” she said, her green eyes glittering. “You need to fuck her. Right now!”
Cassel didn’t need any further encouragement. He promptly scooped me up into his arms, slammed me down onto the table, and buried his cock in my quim. 
“Oh, gods,” I blubbered. “Fuck me! Fuck me now!”
I had no doubt that every man in the tavern heard my cries of ecstasy. I wouldn’t have been surprised if everyone in the whole damn town had heard me. But for the first time in as long as I could remember, I legitimately didn’t give a damn. I surrendered to the fire in my loins and clamped my legs around his back like a vise. He pounded into me ruthlessly, relentlessly, until I begged him to finish in more languages than he had years. 
An overpowering climax shuddered through me long before he flooded my quim with his seed, and by the time my mind returned to my body Aluriel had already knelt between my thighs to lap the dribbles from my folds. Cassel collapsed backwards into the room’s only chair, his forehead covered in sweat and his face as pale as if he’d just fought a hundred orcs. 
“Shalassa’s tits,” he said, gasping for air. “You really need to come back sometime.”
“Oh, we will,” Aluriel promised, smiling in delight as she gently kissed my clit. “I guarantee it.”
 



Epilogue
 
“We’ve scoured the forest back and forth, General. There aren’t any gnolls within a week’s march of Highwind.”
“Good,” I said, nodding and sweeping my eyes over Vander and his squad. “You’ve done well, Captain. Go ahead and round up the horses and return to the city. We’ll start refocusing our efforts back to the Shattered Peaks next week.”
Vander’s brow creased. “Next week, my lady? But this week has only just begun.”
“I know. You’ve all earned a bit of time off. Organize a rotation with your squad—leave two rangers here in the outpost at all times, but the rest can stay home and relax for a few days.”
A palpable aura of joy rippled through the men and women of his squad, and he smiled and nodded appreciatively. “Thank you, General.”
“Go on and get moving,” I said. “Meet me in my office tomorrow morning with a rotation schedule.”
 His rangers practically skipped away with joy. I grunted but remained standing by the fire, my eyes lost in its flickering embers. 
“You’d better be careful or they might actually start liking you,” Aluriel teased once the others were out of earshot. “By your old logic, that means they’ll stop respecting you, too.”
“The logic is still sound. I’m their commander, not their friend.”
“I see. And here I thought you’d had some kind of epiphany after Riverbend.”
I smiled despite myself. Nearly two weeks had passed since our adventures in the tavern, and Knight-Captain Cassel had already sent Aluriel two letters begging her to have her “friends” return for a repeat performance. He had guaranteed a hundred silvers a head up front—an astonishing amount of money for a town with a few thousand people, and considerably more than the Highwind Council paid me for a day’s work. 
The fact I had quite literally whored myself out should have mortified me, but it didn’t. The coin was certainly nice, and Aluriel promised we could make a hundred times as much here in the city…but I’d barely spent a second thinking about the money. On the other hand, I had spent numerous hours every single night since our return fingering myself while remembering how good it had felt to let myself go for once. 
“Lieutenant Vander and his men are going to have a lot of time on their hands this week,” I said. “I thought you might be able to arrange something fun.”
Aluriel grinned, an impish twinkle in her eye. “I’m sure I can think of something. But you just said you want to be their commander, not their friend.”
“Ranger-General Serrane needs to be their commander,” I said, “but I hear that two raven-haired elf twins were just spotted in the city. Perhaps Faewyn and Laryssa can find a way to raise our men’s spirits somehow.”
“Perhaps. They’re pretty clever, those girls. And I hear they’re willing to try just about anything.”
“Yeah,” I said, smiling back. “I think they finally are.”
 
 



Knightfall
 
 
 



Chapter One
 
The North burned. Two days had passed since the Roskarim horde had broken upon the walls of Icewatch, but the barbarian army still hadn’t scattered the way I’d hoped. Some of the tribes had begun fighting one another over who should take the blame for their failure, and a few had dispersed into the mountains. But there were still thousands of armed, angry men out in here in the White Ridge, and I had no doubt in my mind that sooner or later they would muster the courage to attack once again. 
And when they did, every single man, woman, and child in Icewatch was going to die. 
I grimaced as I slowly nocked an arrow and peered down at the Roskarim wolf rider beneath my cliffside perch. I held my breath as I took aim, knowing full well that the other five barbarian warriors around my target would charge my position the instant I fired. I mentally mapped out my plan of attack: I would take the two on the right first, and with luck I would be able to draw my sword before the rest could maneuver up the ridge…
I was a split second from taking the shot when Aluriel placed a hand on my arm and gestured further down the path with her chin. Four more Roskarim had emerged from the snow-covered trees, and one of them was wearing the bone mask of a shaman. 
I bit my lip and lowered my bow. If the two of us had any sense, we would have already been sprinting back across the cliff towards Icewatch. We were only ten miles out from the fortress, and with the aid of a camouflage spell I was confident we could lose any pursuers with relative ease. The problem was that I didn’t want to run—I wanted to fight. We needed to keep the Roskarim off-balance, and the only way to do that was to harass their outlying patrols and convince them that our forces were stronger than they actually were.
“I will take the shaman,” I whispered in Elven. “You take the rider.”
Aluriel nodded dutifully, though I could see the concern in her almond-shaped green eyes. We were already outnumbered four to one, and for all we knew there could have been fifty more Roskarim hiding in the frozen forest nearby. But thankfully she understood the stakes of our mission, and she wasn’t the type to back down from a challenge. I never would have taken her as my lover otherwise. 
Closing my eyes, I took a deep breath and reached out to the Aether. The ancient runes etched into the limbs of my bow flared to life, and they helped me channel additional power. I didn’t even need to draw from my quiver when I pulled back the string—a glowing Aetheric arrow materialized at my fingertips, and I leaned back over the cliffside and took aim at the shaman. I could sense the faint shimmer of his protective barrier; he was cagey enough to keep his defenses up just in case enemy scouts were on the field. But while the protective spell would have saved him from Aluriel, it wouldn’t save him from me.
 “Naur!” 
We fired. My shimmering arrow pierced the shaman’s barrier and seared through his chest like a tiny stroke of lightning. He was almost certainly dead before his skull mask shattered on the ground, and I quickly shifted my aim to his companions. A second one died before he realized what was happening, but the third managed to lift his shield and drop to a knee, unaware that my Aetheric arrows could burn through metal as easily as magic. His corpse convulsed on the ground for several seconds as the lingering electrical current crackled though his iron armor.
Aluriel was just as efficient: her first shot struck the wolf rider cleanly in his throat, knocking him from his saddle and causing his mount to bolt off into the forest. She killed two more in rapid succession as the rest dove for cover behind nearby rocks and trees. 
Under normal circumstances, I would have gladly held my ground and waited for them to make their move; we had the clear advantage in elevation, weaponry, and skill. But given how many other Roskarim were in the area—and given how far voices could carry through the trees and across the tundra—we simply couldn’t afford to wait. 
“Cover me,” I said, sweeping my legs over the edge of the cliff. 
“Serrane, you can’t—”
I didn’t bother waiting for her reply. With the Aether still coursing through me, I conjured a stiff gust of wind to slow my thirty yard fall from our perch. I still rolled when I landed, mostly to keep a small profile, and one of the Roskarim was stupid enough to peek out from behind his cover with a throwing axe in hand. My arrow—a normal wooden one this time—pierced his forearm and sent him flopping to the ground and clutching at his crippled limb. I continued dashing forward, tossing aside my bow and drawing my twin elven blades from their shared scabbard on my left hip. Unsurprisingly, the surviving barbarians almost immediately rushed out to greet me. 
Their arms were huge and their weapons were even larger, but they had half my speed and a tenth of my training. The first one took a wild sweep across his body, hoping to slice my head from my shoulders, but I easily rolled beneath his swing and slashed a wicked gash in the unprotected flesh on his upper thigh. The second was more cautious; he paused and waited for me to make the first move. Unfortunately for him, I never had the chance: Aluriel shot him in the head the instant I flushed him out of his cover. 
The last barbarian should have been smart enough to flee, and if he had I would have let him go. But apparently he was too stupid or too emasculated to recognize a rout when he saw one, so he screamed and charged me with his spear instead. Bracing myself for his attack, I hopped up onto a nearby rock, bolstered my legs with a surge of Aether-enhanced strength, and vaulted up and over him. He barely had time to stop his momentum and turn before I decapitated him. 
I forced myself to breath normally and listen for reinforcements as I studied the carnage. Two of the Roskarim were still alive, and I intended to leave them that way. Their comrades needed to understand that lurking this close to Icewatch was a dangerous proposition. Fear was only possible deterrent; perhaps the sight of their maimed comrades would convince the horde to disperse altogether. 
Not bloody likely. 
After wiping my blades on the snow, I retrieved my bow and dashed towards Aluriel. Her eyes were flicking back and forth across the copse in search of movement. 
“Everyone within a mile must have heard their screams,” she said. “And that wolf is probably dragging the body back to whatever camp they came from. We need to get out of here.”
“I know,” I told her, grabbing the piece of parchment I had prepared and tying it to an arrow. I fired it into a nearby tree before sliding the bow over my back. 
“You honestly think they’ll heed your warning?” Aluriel asked. “I doubt more than a handful of them can even read.”
“Those that can will spread the message. It’s the best we can do for now.”
I turned and began jogging along the ridgeline. I would have given just about anything to be able to ride Whisper back home, but I had left him tied up in the fortress stables. Stealth had been more important than speed under the circumstances. It still was. 
We made excellent time, especially considering the rocky terrain, though I had to call upon the Aether to bolster my stamina on more than one occasion. The fact that Aluriel was able to get by without a magical crutch annoyed me more than it should have.
“I guess we didn’t kick the hornet’s nest after all,” she said once the crumbling walls of Icewatch finally rolled over the horizon. “For a while there I honestly thought they’d send a few dozen wolf riders after us.”
I leaned over and tried to catch my breath. “They’ll come,” I said. “It’s only a matter of time.”
“Yet you still want to send me back to Highwind. Are you sure it’s a good idea?”
I sighed and slouched against a rock. I didn’t really want to send her away, but it wasn’t as if I had any chance. The North had been engulfed in chaos for months, and with the death of Highlord Kastrius—leader of the Knights of the Silver Fist—that chaos would quickly spread to the city. Like me, Kastrius was a member of the Highwind Council; unlike me, he was a legendary hero of the Winter War. The public would take his death hard. Fear would set in quickly, and demagogues across the city would try to fill the vacuum of power. 
I probably should have returned to Highwind myself. I was the Ranger-General of the Duskwatch—the city depended on my rangers to protect them against the gnolls of the Duskwood and the orcs of the Shattered Peaks. My mere presence could make a tremendous difference. 
But I was a warrior long before I had become a politician, and I wasn’t about to leave the defenders of Icewatch to fend for themselves. We had barely held the line during the battle, but the mercenaries who had helped us—a sorcerer, an amazon, and a former Senosi Huntress of all people—had already left. A handful of beleaguered defenders were all that remained.  
And if Icewatch did fall to the Roskarim hordes, a few dead knights would be the least of Highwind’s problems. The barbarians could rampage across the Lastharvest Plains and drive thousands upon thousands of people from their homes. We needed to hold the line. We had to hold the line. 
And we would, even if I had to see to it myself. 
“You’ll set out first thing in the morning,” I said. “The Council needs to know exactly what’s going on here.”
Aluriel shrugged. “If the Highlord’s death doesn’t convince them to send help, I have no idea what will.”
“If they’re stubborn, you still have the authority to pull a few dozen rangers from the Duskwood. Make sure they get here as soon as possible.”
She nodded solemnly. “I’ll do what I can. But I still don’t like the idea of you staying here alone.”
I reached out and squeezed her hand. “Come on, let’s get inside the walls. It will be dark soon, and I’d rather not freeze to death.”
 
***
 
For better or worse, the people who actually lived in Icewatch were convinced that the Roskarim had been defeated, and life had already started returning to normal. Merchants had returned to the small market near the southern gate, and the servants and laborers who actually kept the “town” running were busy cleaning up the courtyard and repairing the damage. 
Least surprisingly of all, the brothel had reopened its doors, and the girls inside were offering discounts to any soldiers who had survived the battle. In a bizarre way, they were probably doing more for the fortress than the men struggling to repair the wall. Desertion rates were usually high after such a bloody battle, but I don’t think we had lost a single soldier. Morale was probably at an all-time high. 
“If you’re going to insist I head back to the city, we should do something fun tonight,” Aluriel said as we strolled across the snow-swept courtyard. “Rumor has it the Black Mistress owns the whorehouse—you know her girls will be fun.”
I grinned. “We just spent the whole day fighting barbarians and sprinting across the tundra. Don’t you want to get some rest?”
“Nothing gets the blood pumping quite like a brush with death,” she said. “Though spending a few hours with some young, strapping knights is a close second.”
I shook my head and followed her eyes over to a small group of Silver Fist knights congregating by a cooking fire. The fact they weren’t already inside the brothel was shocking. 
“I’m supposed to meet with the Watch Commander first thing in the morning,” I told her. “We’ll just have to wait until I get back to Highwind.”
“Oh, come on! That’s a terrible excuse and you know it.” Aluriel stepped in closer and dragged her finger across my chin. “You haven’t fucked me in weeks!”
“Keep your voice down,” I admonished, stepping away and glancing around. Our relationship wasn’t common knowledge, and I intended to keep it that way.  The rest of the Council was already upset with me; the last thing I needed was an inquisition about the fact I was sleeping with my second-in-command. 
“We can put on our costumes if it would make you feel better,” Aluriel said, switching to Elven. “I bet the locals would appreciate a visit from a pair of sexy, fun-loving elf sisters.”
“I’m sure they would,” I murmured, glancing back up to the brothel on the hill above us. For the last six months or so, we had been spending our nights on the town dressed up as “Faewyn” and “Laryssa,” a pair of raven-haired elf sisters who would do just about anything for a bit of coin. Aluriel had come up with the idea as a way to allow me to have fun without compromising my position on the Council or my ability to command the Duskwatch. No one could know that Ranger-General Serrane Starwind—one of the most respected and powerful women in the entire region—secretly enjoyed spending her nights out on the town being sodomized by farmers, sailors, and anyone else with coin and a stiff cock.

So far, the plan had worked perfectly.  We had “performed” in towns and cities all across the Northern Reaches, usually in seedy taverns and brothels but occasionally in more public settings. I had swallowed more seed and pleasured more cocks in the past six months than in several decades back home in Nelu’Thalas, and I couldn’t deny that the experience had been incredibly…liberating. 
But then the Roskarim threat had gotten too serious to ignore. I hadn’t donned my Faewyn costume in several weeks, and I had started to wonder if I should put the whole thing behind me. I had gotten my kicks and had my fun. Perhaps it was time to let it all go. 
“I know that look,” Aluriel said. “You’re feeling guilty again, aren’t you?”
I sighed. “No.”
“You’re a terrible liar.”
“We have more important things to worry about than sating our libidos,” I told her. 
“Tell that to our knight friends,” Aluriel said. “They’re the randiest bastards in the whole Northern Reaches, and they seem to do their jobs just fine.”
I chuckled despite myself. Aluriel was easily the most insatiable woman I had ever met. The “old” me never would have deigned to associate with someone so…free-spirited. But then she had kissed me one night while we’d been camping in the Duskwood, and after she’d spent an hour with her head between my legs I couldn’t imagine ever going on patrol without her again. She had opened my eyes to all kinds of pleasures I had denied myself. I hadn’t realized how lonely I had been since leaving Nelu’Thalas…or how well a bunch of rough, anonymous sex could fill that void. 
“Some of us don’t need a daily dose of cock to do our jobs properly,” I said. 
“I don’t need a daily dose of cock,” Aluriel protested. “Four or five times a week is plenty.”
I rolled my eyes. “This is the real reason I’m sending you back to Highwind. I don’t think you could survive a week out here.”
“Not if you’re going to be a sourpuss. I think you’re getting nervous again. You’re worried someone is going to figure out that Highwind’s ice-cold Ranger-General is actually the biggest slut in—”
I grabbed her wrist before she could finish. “I told you to keep your voice down!”
“Honey, you are hopeless,” Aluriel said. “What’s the point in all this fighting if you don’t get to fuck all the cute knights afterwards?”
 I groaned and took a step away from her before anyone saw us touching. I had worked hard to build and maintain a very particular reputation since coming to Highwind. The people of the Northern Reaches were normally quite suspicious of outsiders, but I had demonstrated my skill and competence and risen through the ranks in just a few short years. My rangers respected me, and my enemies feared me. I wasn’t willing to jeopardize that for anything.
The problem is that she isn’t wrong. You’ve had more fun in the past few months than in the past ten, and you’re doing your job better than ever. Faewyn might not really exist, but she has been a life-saver. 
“Speaking of cute knights,” Aluriel said, her eyes shifting back to the cooking fire. “You didn’t tell me your special friend had been assigned here.”
I frowned and followed her eyes back to the small cooking fire in the courtyard. Another knight had joined the group, but this one wore a captain’s crest on his tabard. His armor was clean and polished; he obviously hadn’t been here for the battle. The Silver Fist must have sent a few more soldiers to replace Sir Derec and the others who had left with the Highlord’s body…
“I didn’t know,” I whispered. The mere sight of the tall, dark blonde newcomer triggered an anxious flutter in my stomach. “I thought he was still assigned to Riverbend.”
“Evidently not,” Aluriel said, a mischievous smile on her lips. “How lucky for you.”
I nibbled at my lower lip. The Knight-Captain’s name was Julian Cassel, and he was every bit as handsome as the first time Aluriel had introduced me to him six months ago. His square jaw was pockmarked with the perfect amount of stubble, and the sight of his muscular arms sent a delighted shiver down my spine. When I closed my eyes, I swore I could actually feel his strong hands on my thighs…or even better, clasped around my throat.
“I know that look,” Aluriel teased. “You’re already soaked, aren’t you?” 
I smacked her shoulder and glared at her. I still hadn’t noticed anyone lurking nearby, and I doubted any of the humans here spoke Elven. Still, even soft voices could carry surprisingly far across the mostly empty courtyard…
Aluriel giggled impishly. “How many times have you slept with him?”
“I don’t know,” I lied. “A few.”
“Honey, I just said you’re a terrible liar.”
“I’m not like you. I don’t keep count.”
“Does that mean ten times? Twenty?”
I pressed my tongue hard into my cheek. “Probably closer to thirty.”
“Thirty times in six months!” Aluriel said. “I knew you liked him. How many times have you sneaked into his quarters in the Citadel to suck his cock in the middle of the night?”
Three times now. I wish I had done it more.
“Is there a point to this inquisition?” I asked instead.
“Only that if he knew who you were, the two of you might be able to have a real relationship,” Aluriel said. “There wouldn’t be anything scandalous about a knight and a ranger spending time together. It’s not like the public would need to know that you love it when he binds your wrists, gags your mouth, and takes you up the a—”
“Sometimes I honestly wonder how we are even friends,” I groused. 
She smirked “Because I know how to get you off in thirty seconds flat.”
“You overestimate yourself, as usual.”
Aluriel’s eyes twinkled. “Is that a challenge?”
I scoffed but smiled anyway. There was no doubt in my mind that she would eagerly push me against the wall and eat me right here if I let her. She had essentially zero inhibitions, as far as I could tell, and the fact it would cause a scandal was only a bonus in her mind. “Chasity is a human virtue,” she liked to say. Elves were polyamorous by nature; we happily fucked anyone we wanted to whenever we wanted to, and we rarely wed. 
Whenever we were in costume, Aluriel was usually overjoyed when someone called the guards on us—she was always more than happy to help them “see reason.” That exact scenario had played out the last time we were in Greygale. Three guards had been sent to arrest us for “indecency,” and they had all ended up fucking her face in the tavern basement. By the time they had finished with her, she had been so drenched in their seed I had barely recognized her…
“Look, all I’m saying is that you should go over there and talk to him,” Aluriel said. “Let him know how glad you are that he’s here.”
“No,” I insisted. 
“No? Why?”
“Because General Serrane doesn’t fraternize with her troops.”
Aluriel rolled her eyes. “Honey, I wasn’t saying you should go over there and suck his cock. Just say ‘hi’ to him.”
“Why?”
“So that he knows you’re aware of his existence. So that you can maybe start forming a relationship with the real you.” She shrugged. “So that maybe later tonight you can have your calves perched up on his shoulders while he squeezes his big, strong hands around your neck.”
I sighed and glanced away. “You know that’s never going to happen.”
“Not as long as you insist on being miserable whenever you’re not in costume,” Aluriel said. 
“I can’t afford to take the chance that he might recognize me,” I murmured. “The illusion barely disguise our voices, and I spoke to him about a week ago.”
“Escar’s mercy,” she breathed. “You’re paranoid!”
“I have to be. There’s too much at stake.”
“Only in your mind.” Aluriel placed her hand on my arm and squeezed. “You can’t live like this forever, honey. The whole point in using the magical disguises was to give you confidence so you could eventually let yourself go. This ‘Faewyn’ character can’t last forever. At some point Serrane Starwind needs to have some fun, too.”
“Maybe,” I murmured, glancing back to the gaping hole in the crumbling wall. “But not until the Roskarim threat is over.”
“The way things are going, that could be a long time. But regardless, they’re not going to attack in the next few hours. If you’re heading out into the tundra tomorrow, the least you can do is have some fun tonight.”
I sighed and brushed a stray blonde lock of hair from my face. As difficult as it was for me to admit, I really did want to go over there and speak with Cassel. He seemed like a genuinely interesting man, but I’d never had much of a chance to get to know him. For some reason, neither of us was ever in the mood to talk when I was dressed up as Faewyn…
The other hard truth was that I had never been particularly good with men. Order my rangers around was one thing, but simple concepts like flirting and small talk continued to elude me. Even growing up in Nelu’Thalas I had never been a social butterfly; I had always been too focused on my work and duty to bother with social niceties. 
Maybe that’s why you never had any friends back home. Maybe that’s why you left it all behind and came here to live among humans. 
“I’ll talk to him,” I said eventually. 
Aluriel smirked. “Good. I’ll come with so I can—”
“Alone,” I added pointedly.   
“Oh, fine,” she muttered, flicking her wrist dismissively. “I guess I’ll find some way to busy myself in the meantime.”
I grunted softly and shook my head. Here I was, an adult woman in charge of an army of scouts and soldiers, and I was still acting like a schoolgirl seeking a first kiss. It was beyond embarrassing. Sometimes I swore I was a completely different person when I was wearing my Faewyn disguise. I wouldn’t have hesitated to stride right up to Cassel and beg him and all his friends to have their way with me. 
A part of me desperately wanted to put on my costume right now. All my fears and anxieties would melt away, and I would get to spend the entire night on my back looking up into his dark eyes as he took me over and over again. My toes curled in my boots at the thought of him thrusting into me…
I bit down on my lip and shook away the reverie as Cassel said something to his men and began walking across the courtyard. If I wanted to speak to him alone, this was my chance. 
“Here goes nothing,” I whispered. Drawing in a final deep breath, I braced myself for the worst and moved to intercept him. 
“General Serrane,” he said, offering me a crisp salute. “It’s an honor, ma’am. Knight-Captain Cassel, at your service. We met once before when—”
“I remember you, Captain,” I assured him, trying my best to smile like a normal person. It felt incredibly forced, and the butterflies in my stomach refused to stop. “I wasn’t expecting reinforcements for a while yet.”
He smiled back. “I’m not sure I’d consider one man ‘reinforcements,’ but I’ll take it as a compliment.”
The butterflies fluttered so hard my knees threaten to buckle. “You’re, uh…you’re alone?”
“Unfortunately, yes,” Cassel said. “I had just been stationed in one of the villages at the edge of the Peaks, but when I heard what happened I knew I needed to be here. There’s a lot more glory to be had fighting barbarians than defending farmers.”
“This isn’t about glory, Captain. We’re here to defend the border and save as many lives as we can.”
“Er…yes, of course, General. Sorry, I, uh…I didn’t mean to suggest…”
I grit my teeth so hard it hurt. You’re here to flirt with this man, and the first thing you do is berate him? What the hell is the matter with you?
“It’s all right,” I soothed. “I’m glad you’re here—the Watch and I can use the help. These old walls have seen better days.”
“Yes, they have,” he agreed, studying the crumbling battlements. We stood there in awkward silence for what felt like a small eternity, and I balled my right into a fist in frustration. 
Why are you making this so difficult? Just say something—anything! It’s not like he’s a stranger—you’ve sucked his cock more times than you can count. You’ve worn his seed on every part of your body.
“Well, you have quite the reputation as a warrior, Captain,” I said after a moment, tilting into the long shadows so he couldn’t see my arm trembling. “I’m looking forward to seeing you in action.”
Cassel smiled again, though this time it seemed forced. “I’ll do my best not to disappoint you, General. I’m honored to be here.”
I tried to smile back, but my cheeks felt so flushed I could barely stand it. I was three times this man’s age and probably had ten times his experience—why the hell was I so anxious? Why the hell did I even care what he thought?
“Are you, um…?” I muttered as I struggled to swallow the lump in my throat. “Are you supposed to be on duty tonight, Captain?”
His eyebrow arched slightly in confusion. “Is anyone ever off-duty in Icewatch? I was planning on meeting with some of my men and touring the fort a bit, then turning in early. Unless there is something specific you need…?”
Ask him if he wants to grab a drink in the tavern. Hell, ask him if he wants to go over some troop reports in your office. Just ask him to do something.
 “Not tonight, Captain,” I said instead. My heart was pounding my ears so hard I feared I might pass out. “I’ll speak with you in the morning.”
“Of course, General,” he said, offering me a confused and stilted half-bow. “Anything you need.”
I forced another smile, then turned and dashed away as quickly as I could without making a fool of myself. I couldn’t actually breathe until I had rounded a corner where he couldn’t see me. 
“Well, that was…something,” Aluriel murmured as she materialized from the shadows. 
“Don’t,” I growled, bracing my hand against the wall. “Just don’t.”
“Sera, honey, it shouldn’t be this difficult to talk to a man you’ve slept with a few dozen times,” she said, placing her hand on my arm. 
“I haven’t slept with him,” I said. “Faewyn has.”
Aluriel blinked. “Uh, honey…”
“I know how it sounds,” I told her. “And I know it shouldn’t make such a big difference, but it does. It’s like I’m a completely different person when I’m cloaked in that illusion.”
“But you’re not. And you can’t keep leading a double life forever. Sooner or later you’re going to have to learn how to live as Serrane again.”
“Maybe,” I said. “But not tonight.”
Aluriel arched a brown eyebrow at me. “I know that look. What are you planning to do?”
“Exactly what you wanted me to,” I said. “I’m going to head to my quarters, put on my costume, and beg him to fuck me.”
“I see,” she said, smiling and pushing a tongue into her cheek. “Does Faewyn want her sister’s help on this adventure?”
“No,” I said. “Peering around the corner until I spotted Cassel heading up the hill towards the brothel. “She’ll handle this one all by herself.”
 
***
 
Five minutes later I was alone in my temporary quarters above the barracks, and a minute after that I was standing naked in front of the full-size mirror next to the dressing table. I had never been oblivious to how easily the mere sight of my sleek elven figure could arouse men. I felt their eyes upon me wherever I went, even in the Duskwatch Tower back in Highwind. My rangers were smart enough to sneak their peeks when they thought I wasn’t looking, but for a long time even their sideways glances had still annoyed me. I had wanted them to fear and respect me, not lust after me. 
That was never the case when I was Faewyn. I didn’t just appreciate their lecherous eyes—I yearned for them. I loved watching them struggle to hide their erections; I loved seeing the raw, primal hunger in their eyes. And even when they were finally buried to the hilt inside me, I loved knowing that they would dream about the impossible grip of my tight elven cunt for the rest of their short lives. 
Aluriel was right that I wouldn’t be able to keep up this charade forever. If I wasn’t careful, someone would eventually see through my disguise and ruin everything. Faewyn needed to go away soon, and I needed to figure out how Serrane could take her place. 
But not just yet. 
Grinning, I retrieved the magical choker from my pack and clasped it around my neck. When I tapped the tiny gem at its center, I could actually feel the shift in the Aetheric currents as the powerful illusion magic trapped within washed over me. In the span of a few seconds my blonde hair turned black, my blue eyes turned brown, and nose and lips shifted ever-so-slightly. I couldn’t believe how comfortable I had grown looking at the reflection of a different woman…or how much I wished I could be like her all the time. Faewyn felt as real as Serrane sometimes, as bizarre as that seemed. She lived a unique, separate life free of expectations and responsibility. And that freedom wasn’t just liberating—it was downright intoxicating. When Aluriel had originally suggested the idea, I had thought she was crazy…but now I couldn’t imagine functioning without it. 
I smiled as I dabbed on a bit of lipstick. The magical disguise didn’t include makeup, but even if it did I would have worn some anyway. There was no faster way to shatter an illusion than to skimp on important sensory details. As Aluriel liked to say, a little bit of lipstick on a man’s cock went a long way. 
I slipped into a scandalously short black dress and matching heels, then dashed over to the window and cracked it open. I couldn’t afford to be spotted strutting around the garrison like this without drawing suspicion, so I waited until the back streets were clear before I lowered myself down. The heels complicated my landing, but I still managed well enough. I’d had enough practice wearing them over the past month that I was reasonably sure I could fight a pack of gnolls in them if necessary. 
It only took me a few minutes to track the Knight-Captain into the brothel, and he was already several cups deep. He was laughing with some squires and flirting with one of the whores. She was passably attractive and probably needed their coin; it almost made me feel bad for what I was about to do. 
Almost. 
Smiling, I strode across the bar and placed my arm on Cassel’s shoulder. He turned mid-laugh, but when he saw me his face lit up in surprise. 
“Hey,” he stammered as he eyed me up and down. “I…what are you doing all the way up here in Icewatch? It isn’t safe for…”
He trailed off when I pushed a bundle of cloth into his hand. I smiled up at him, my tongue pushed seductively into my cheek, until he opened his fingers and realized he was holding my thong. 
His friends were every bit as dumbstruck as he was, but I didn’t wait for them to regather their wits. I turned and sauntered towards the stairs leading down into the cellar, my hips swaying rhythmically back and forth thanks to my heels. I could feel their eyes feasting upon me, and I wasn’t ashamed to admit how much I liked it. I spent so much of my life as a hunter that I sometimes forgot how fun it was to be prey.
I calmly descended the steps, knowing that Cassel wouldn’t be far behind. The only question was whether he would come alone or bring his friends with him. Grinning in anticipation, I scampered over to the empty wooden table between the wine racks, hopped up on the edge, and crossed my long legs. 
The Captain didn’t disappoint me; the cellar door cracked open barely ten seconds later, and I heard the sound of enough booted footfalls to know that I had indeed brought the squires with him. Apparently he was a good commander after all; a leader knew how to take care of his men. 
All three of them were deathly silent as they approached me, and I allowed my feet to dangle delicately in the air until they were standing right in front of me. At that point I smiled and locked my eyes on Cassel, then slowly uncrossed my legs and leaned back on my palms to give them a clean, unobstructed view of my quim. 
“Escar’s mercy,” the redheaded squire on the left breathed. He was having trouble standing straight, and his other young friend, a dapper black-haired squire, was having the same problem. He swallowed so hard I was surprised he didn’t choke on his tongue. 
Thankfully Cassel had enough composure for both of them. After casting aside his gauntlets, he took a knee in front of the table and placed his hands on my calves. He traced his fingers up to my knees and then halfway up my thigh, appreciating the smoothness of my skin, before he nudged my legs further apart and leaned in to kiss my quim. 
His tongue was like lightning on my clit. I clamped down on my lip and grabbed his hair, desperate to keep him from escaping. Not that he wanted to—he had demonstrated his love of slit-licking the second time we met, and I wasn’t embarrassed to admit it was one of the reasons I kept going back to him. He was even better than Aluriel, which up until recently I would have sworn was impossible. 
“Ooh!” I cried out as I leaned all the way back onto the table. I clamped my thighs around his forehead when his tongue plunged inside me, and I closed my eyes and squealed as a long overdue climax shuddered through me. Cassel didn’t pull away, though—he dutifully continued his feast, and I knew he would bring me again in just a few moments. Unfortunately, I wasn’t sure the two squires could last that long.
I beckoned them over. I had never seen two men tear off their trousers more quickly; within ten seconds I had two hard, gorgeous cocks dangling in front of my mouth. I took one in each hand and began slowly stroking their shafts. They groaned and clenched their teeth in near unison, and I half-expected to get a face full of seed for my efforts. But apparently their knightly training gave them just enough discipline to hold out—at least for now.
I leaned up and kissed the redhead’s cock. He moaned again, and I stared straight at him as I lathered the swollen tip with my tongue. I could see a lifetime’s worth of sexual fantasies dancing across his face—how many times had he stroked himself to climax imagining an elf maiden on her knees in front of him? How many times had he dreamt about her worshipping his cock and begging for his seed? The thought sent another climax shuddering through me, and I clamped my thighs even harder around Cassel’s head. 
“Fuck me!” I begged. “Fuck me now!”
The Knight-Captain eventually wriggled free, and I watched in gleeful anticipation as he stood and unbuckled his trousers. But before he could slam into me, the black-haired squire ran out of patience. He grabbed the side of my head, pulled me towards him, and shoved his cock down my throat. 
Six months ago, I would have almost certainly gagged. But after our first outing as Faewyn and Laryssa, I had begged Aluriel to teach me how to relax enough to swallow a full stem. I had used the technique countless times since—many of the men I played with enjoyed fucking my mouth almost as much as they enjoyed fucking my cunt. And I had never been more grateful for the experience than this moment.
“Take it all, slut!” he snarled as he grabbed two thick handfuls of hair. “Take it…oh, shit!”
I clenched the sides of the table as his seed flooded my throat. He obviously hadn’t spilled in a while; I struggled to keep up with the sheer volume of each spurt. But I kept my eyes locked on him anyway, knowing that he would remember the sight of a beautiful elf maiden inhaling his cock for the rest of his life…
He practically keeled over once he’d finished, and I barely had time to swallow before Cassel pushed my legs apart and nudged the tip of his cock into my quim. He looked down at me as if he were asking my permission, and in response I licked the seed from my lips, locked my ankles behind his back, and pulled him deeper inside me. 
As always, he fit so perfectly I couldn’t help but cry out in ecstasy. He fucked me slowly, rhythmically, and my whimpers were so pathetic I would have been embarrassed if I weren’t so delirious. When his strong hand squeezed my tits, I almost lost it. 
“Oh, gods,” the redhead stammered. I belatedly realized I had completely forgotten about him, and when I turned I saw him frantically stroking himself and tilting to the side so he would explode across the floor instead of me. Was he really that inexperienced, or was this some kind of misguided chivalry?
Either way, it was unacceptable. I reached out to grab his cock, and I pointed it right back where it belonged—namely, me. I knew he wouldn’t last long enough for me to swallow him, so instead I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue to give him a more tempting target…
He erupted so forcefully it nearly bowled me over. The first two volleys struck my lips and tongue, but the rest splattered wildly across my cheek, nose, and forehead. I forced myself to keep my eyes open—again, I wanted to make sure that this moment would sear into his memory for decades. 
“Escar’s…oh, gods…” 
He practically fell over when he finished, and I smirked as I licked even more seed from my lips and glanced back up at Cassel. Now that his men were out of the picture, he shifted his hands from my tits to my throat, and he squeezed harder and harder with every thrust. Tiny black specs soon filled my vision, but they only made my quim burn hotter. 
“More!” I rasped. “Give me more!”
Cassel slammed into me so hard I honestly thought the old wooden table would snap, and I had no doubt that everyone on the main floor heard his scream of triumph when he finally exploded inside me. Every one of his desperate spurts rippled through me like a tremor. My toes curled, my thighs clamped even harder around his waist, and my hips continued milking him until he collapsed atop me in exhaustion. 
I caught my breath a few moments before he did, and I dragged the fingers of my left hand through his hair while the fingers of my right gathered the thick, rapidly cooling strands of seed from my nose and cheeks. I could only imagine how whorish I looked right now; I shuddered in delight at the mental image. Yet again, Faewyn had liberated me from my own mental prison. She offered me freedom in a way nothing else ever could. And I was determined to enjoy it as long as possible.

“I hope you’re not finished yet,” I said, lifting Cassel’s chin and smiling at him as I licked my seed-covered lips. “These squires of yours still have a lot to learn.”
He smiled back. “They do indeed.”
“I’ve heard that good commanders lead by example,” I said, dragging my nails across his chest. “Why don’t you show them the way?” 
 
 
 
 



Chapter Two
 
“All of them?” Aluriel breathed. “You took all of them at once?”
I shrugged as I finished pinning my hair back behind my ears. “You’re the one who told me to enjoy myself.”
“I’m not complaining! Honestly, I’m impressed.” She smirked and wrapped her hands around my midriff from behind. “Though now I am annoyed you didn’t invite me...”
“I’m sure you found another way to entertain yourself.”
She kissed the back of my neck in the exact perfect spot to send a tingle down my spine. “I returned to my quarters and read through scouting reports until I fell asleep.”
I scoffed. “No, you didn’t.”
“Yes, I did!” Aluriel insisted. “Right after I tracked down that cute night watchman and sucked him off behind the battlements. Unfortunately, he didn’t last very long…”
I laughed and placed my hands on top of hers. The sun had already broken over the mountains to the east, and I was scheduled to meet with Watch Commander Lurkin in a few minutes. I had only slept about two hours last night, but I wasn’t the least bit tired. On the contrary, my skin was still tingling and my quim was still burning. The hot bath I’d just taken might have washed the seed from my body, but when I closed my eyes I could feel their hands on my thighs and cocks in my throat. Those young men—I didn’t even know their names!—had used me like their personal sex toy for hours, and I had loved every moment of it. 
But now it was time to get back to work. Faewyn was gone, and if I had any sense I wouldn’t bring her back for a good long while. 
“Take care of Highwind while I’m gone,” I said, pivoting around to face Aluriel. “And beware the circling vultures. With Highlord Kastrius dead, Archmage Beloran will have trouble standing his ground against the others.”
“I’ll keep the home fires burning,” Aluriel promised. “I’m more worried about you. I don’t trust anyone else here to watch your back.”
“I’ll be fine,” I promised, leaning down to give her a long, deep kiss. As much as her antics annoyed me sometimes, I really did love her. This would be the first time we had spent more than a few days apart in almost a year. 
“Just promise me you won’t go out there alone,” Aluriel said when our lips finally parted. “It’s too bad that amazon and her friends left the fort so quickly. We could still use their help.”
“Never rely on mercenaries for long,” I said. “Anyway, the garrison here is thin enough without me poaching anyone else for scouting duty.”
Aluriel sighed. “And you think I’m impossible to reason with.”
“I work better and faster alone.”
“Then I guess it is a good thing you got all the companionship you needed last night.”
“Not all of it,” I said, kissing her again. I was seriously tempted to lift her up onto the table and feast on her sweet quim one last time before she left, but I was already running late. I made a silent promise to myself that whenever I finally returned to Highwind, I was going to strap on a phallus and fuck her senseless. 
I escorted her down to the stables, and shortly thereafter she and a small convoy of travelers trotted south towards Highwind. I watched them ride until they had faded into tiny specks on the horizon before I turned and strode across the fortress to the remnants of the main gate. Watch Commander Lurkin and a few of his men were waiting for me, as was Knight-Captain Cassel. I took a deep breath and braced myself. I had never spoken to him as Serrane so soon after Faewyn had paid him a visit. I really, really hoped I wasn’t making a horrible mistake...
“Good morning, General,” Cassel said with a bow. He looked just as exhausted as I should have felt. “We were just discussing the latest reports.”
“A thousand barbarians at Donath’s Crossing and another five hundred near Velek’s Pass,” Lurkin murmured. His pale, moon-shaped face looked like it had just seen a ghost. “Escar knows how many they could have at Dawn’s Reach by now. If they attack us again, there’s no way in the abyss we can hold out.”
“We’re going to have to, at least until the Council agrees to send us more men,” I told him. “I dispatched my second-in-command to petition them in person.”
Lurkin snorted. “If they couldn’t be bothered to send soldiers before, why would you expect them to send more now?”
“I don’t, at least not for a good while—that’s precisely why it’s important for us to rebuild our defenses as quickly as possible.” I glanced off to our left where one of the Roskarim catapults had blasted a gaping hole in the wall. “I know your men are working as hard and fast as they can, but it might not be enough. That’s why we need to send out sorties to keep the enemy off-balance—and to deter them from regrouping altogether.”
“No offense, General, but you can’t honestly expect us to go on the offensive when we barley have enough soldiers left to hold the line.”
“I expect you to do whatever is necessary to hold this fortress,” I replied matter-of-factly. 
Lurkin’s cheek twitched. “Is that why you felt the need to kick the hornet’s nest yesterday?  Attacking their outlying sentries will only make them angry!”
“It will make them afraid, which is the whole bloody point,” I said, turning to glare at the balding, middle-aged man. “The longer the Roskarim survivors lurk out there in the tundra uncontested, the more confident they’ll become. And the more confident they become, the more likely they’ll be back at our doorstep. We have to convince them that coming anywhere close to Icewatch is a death sentence.”
The other watchmen looked at me like I was completely insane, and I honestly couldn’t blame them. The men and women the Council had assigned to defend Icewatch weren’t exactly knight or ranger material. The fact that any of them had survived the battle was nothing short of miraculous. But the bottom line was that sitting back and waiting for the Roskarim to return was a suicide pact, whether they wanted to admit it or not. 
“If you want to throw your rangers to the wolves, be my guest,” Lurkin said. “But I’m not about to order my men to leave their posts and charge into a horde of angry savages.”
“Your men will do whatever the General says,” Cassel said, crossing his thick arms over his chest. “She is in command here.”
Lurkin scoffed. “I am the Watch Commander here, Captain. I don’t care what the Council says, I am not about to throw away the lives of my men to sate the bloodlust of some elf who—”
Cassel grabbed the other man’s collar so quickly and so forcefully I actually hopped in my boots. “Get a hold of yourself, man,” the captain said, his eyes boring into Lurkin’s face. “General Serrane doesn’t even have to be here. With the Highlord dead, the Council is probably screaming for her to return home, but she has decided to stay with us because she knows how important this is. I suggest you listen to her.”
I had to resist the urge to smile. Maybe Aluriel was right—maybe I really would like Cassel once I got to know him better. 
Lurkin, for his part, seemed just as impressed. He swallowed heavily and cleared his throat. “I…I apologize, General,” he managed. “We appreciate your help, we really do. Escar knows that you and the Highlord are the only councilors that would ever risk your own skin like this. But if you try and order my men out into the Ridge, I can’t guarantee they’ll go…or that they won’t run off the moment they’re out of sight.”
I nodded and gestured for Cassel to put him down. “I understand your concerns, Commander. Are there any men here you would trust to get the job done?”
Lurkin shrugged. “A few, perhaps.”
“Then that will have to be enough,” I said. “I’ve already drafted several simple routes they can take. They’ll stay low, strike hard, and leave enough traps in their wake to slow down any pursuit. As for the main force…” I shielded my eyes against the morning sun to the east. “I will head to Dawn’s Reach myself.”
For a moment, I honestly wondered if both men might faint. Cassel recovered first.
“Are you certain that’s a good idea, General?” he asked. “Your own rangers spotted the highest concentration of Roskarim just beyond the Crystal Flats. If you head all the way to Dawn’s Reach, you’ll be—”
“As you just reminded the Watch Commander, I am in charge here, Captain,” I said pointedly. “We lost too many good men defending this fortress, and I don’t intend to lose any more. We must convince the clans to scatter farther beyond the Ridge.”
“Be that as it may, Highwind cannot afford to risk its Ranger-General,” he protested. “Not now, not after what happened to Highlord Kastrius.”
“I’ve been fighting orcs and gnolls and barbarians for longer than your grandparents have been alive,” I reminded him. “I will manage.”
Cassel stared right at me, and I wondered distantly how strange it would be to get into an argument with a man who had mounted me over a table just a few hours ago—and who didn’t know it. 
“Be that as it may, I would feel much better if you at least took one of my knights along with you for support and protection,” he said after a moment. 
“I’m afraid that knights and scouting do not mix, Captain,” I said. 
“I will find the one who is lightest on his feet,” he said. “And who can function without his armor weighing him down.”
I open my mouth to protest but stopped myself at the last instant. I could almost hear Alurel’s warning voice in my head. She wouldn’t want me to go alone, and she was probably right. Still, the thought of dragging some bull-headed Silver Fist recruit across the tundra was almost enough to make me hop on Whisper and ride back to Highwind. 
“As you wish,” I said. “I plan to depart in an hour. In the meantime, Commander Lurkin will pick his best people and deploy them.” 
“Of course, General,” Lurkin murmured. “I sincerely hope you’re right about this.”
“If I’m not, we’re all doomed anyway,” I replied dryly. “Now get moving. Every person in the North is counting on us.”
 
***
 
I was packed and ready an hour later, and I was seriously tempted to set out into the Ridge without waiting for Cassel to assign me a partner. I respected the Silver Fist well enough—they were excellent cavalrymen and front-line soldiers, and most of them were capable battle healers as well. But I had no doubt in my mind that the least competent of my Duskwatch Rangers would still be a better scout than any knight who was stationed here in Icewatch. 
Still, I decided to humor Cassel, if for no other reason than to make him happy. At this point, I just hoped he didn’t pick some chatty twenty year-old squire who would insist on trying to flirt with me the whole damn trip. 
“General,” the knight-captain called out as he approached the gate. “Ready to set out?”
I glanced back at him and frowned. He was clad in a suit of studded leather armor, and he had a heavy pack slung over his back along with his enormous great sword. I almost didn’t recognize him at first—to date, I had only seen him covered in plate armor…or naked. 
“I’ve been ready,” I said, leaning my head to peer behind him. “I thought you said you wanted to send one of your knights with me.”
“And I am,” he said with a faint smirk. “You’re looking at him.”
My first assumption was that he was joking—I still had almost no idea where or not he had a sense of humor. But it only took a moment to realize he was telling the truth. 
“Like you said, knights and scouting usually don’t mix,” Cassel said. “But I’m reasonably light on my feet, and as you can see I ditched my armor in the barracks. I’m ready to go whenever you are.”
If I actually took a moment and thought about it, I probably could have come up with a dozen reasons why this was a terrible idea —and that was without considering the fact that I had been sleeping with him in costume for almost six months. My stomach fluttered nervously, and my throat went so dry I had to cough and glance away. 
“Are you all right?” he asked, his brow creased in concern. 
“Yes, I just…” I closed my eyes for a fraction of a second and mentally braced myself before I glanced back up at him. “We’re the two highest-ranking officers in this fortress. One of us needs to stay here and keep an eye on Lurkin.”
“Realistically, both of us should stay here and keep our eyes on Lurkin,” Cassel corrected. “But like you told him earlier, we don’t really have much of a choice if we want to hold the line here. We need to scare the Roskarim, and the best way to do that is to hit them hard and fast.” He flashed me another lop-sided smirk. “Well, I hit hard and you’re pretty fast.”
My brain was screaming at me to say “no,” but I could hear Aluriel’s voice in my head screaming “yes!” right back. Normally I tried to avoid listening to her imaginary advice, since it was usually just as bad as the real version. But in this case I honestly didn’t know how I could refuse without upsetting him, and that was something I absolutely didn’t want to do. 
This is a terrible idea and you know it. There has to be a better way to have a first date than flitting across a barbarian-infested tundra. 
“Fine,” I said instead. “I just hope you can keep up.”
“I’ll find a way,” Cassel said. “After you.”
 
***
 
Thankfully, the first leg of our journey wasn’t nearly as harrowing as I had feared. We didn’t encounter a single Roskarim patrol before we reached the edge of the Crystal Flats, and Cassel actually held his own quite well. I was so used to scouting with Aluriel that I probably moved faster than we needed to, but the knight-captain kept my pace and never once complained. 
Still, every once in a while I caught him grimacing when he thought I wasn’t looking, and I grinned at the thought of him trying to impress me. Was he determined to defend the honor and competency of the Silver Fist, or was this just a bit of old-fashioned macho pride? 
Either way I found it charming, especially since I knew for a fact he was more sleep-deprived than I was. Elves could function much better on two hours of rest than humans, especially human males who had spilled three or four times the night before…
“We can stop here for a bit,” I called out. “That cluster of pines over there should give us plenty of cover.”
“I’m all right to keep going if you are,” Cassel said, trying and failing to conceal how hard he was breathing. 
Well, that answers that. This is definitely macho pride. 
“We might as well eat something before we try and cross the Flats,” I said. “Once we start, we won’t be able to stop until we’re all the way across—there’s very little cover.”
Cassel nodded. He furrowed his brow like he was disappointed, but I could see the relief in his eyes. “You’re the expert, General.”
I led him over to the trees, and once we were safely in cover we retrieved some rations from our packs. I stood the vast majority of the time while we ate, mostly so I could pretend I was keeping a lookout. In truth, I was just terrified to say anything. I didn’t even know where to begin. 
You should be embarrassed by how bad you are at this. Ask him about his family. Ask him about the knights. For the love of Shalassa, ask him about something.
“I’m surprised you weren’t called back to Highwind,” I said. “The rest of the Council seems intent on leaving as few people in Icewatch as possible.” 
“I wouldn’t be surprised if I get a recall order soon,” Cassel replied as he gnawed at a piece of dried meat. “Everyone down south seems convinced that the threat has passed.”
“It’s not,” I said, glancing back out to the Flats. “Only nobles who spend their entire lives behind the city walls could jump to that conclusion.”
He nodded solemnly. “For what it’s worth, the Highlord believed you. I know that the two of you didn’t always get along, but he respected you.”
“And I respected him,” I murmured. “He was a good man. I’m concerned about who might replace him.”
When Cassel didn’t respond for several seconds, I turned back around to face him. He had paused mid-bite, and I could see the shroud of sorrow darkening his features. 
Nice job again, Sera. For all you know, he was one of the Highlord’s best friends. What a great way to break the ice and make this little foray even more awkward…
“The Silver Fist will call a conclave soon,” Cassel said eventually, shaking his head as if he was dragging himself out of a bad dream. “I honestly have no idea who they’ll nominate.”
“Will you have a say?” I asked. 
“Yes, though I haven’t spent much time thinking about it. A part of me is still in shock.” 
I winced. “I’m sorry for bringing it up.”
“Oh, don’t be. It’s an important question. You obviously want to know who will be sitting on the Council with you.” He flashed me a weary smile then glanced back at his food. “Kastrius was the one who trained me. It was a rare honor—he hadn’t taken on a new squire since the end of the Winter War. He taught me how to wield a sword and channel the Aether…I hope I haven’t disappointed him.”
“You have an excellent service record,” I said. “To be honest, your skills seemed wasted in a place like Riverbend.”
Cassel grinned. “Guard duty is never glamorous. But at least in Riverbend I didn’t have to worry so much about politics. As long I helped keep the peace and scare off bandits, the locals were overjoyed to have me around.”
The fact that he had been running an underground brothel certainly hadn’t hurt, but I kept that observation to myself. I finally opened my rations, and I avoided stepping in any more conversational traps before we pack up and continued across the Flats. This leg of the trip was much harder than the first, largely because the bitter wind seemed determined to freeze us in our tracks. But I was able to shield us both in a warding spell that blocked out the worst of the cold, and I spent an embarrassing amount of time rehearsing potential conversation starters for when we set up camp this evening. Somehow, each one was more cringe-worthy than the last. 
This is yet another reason it’s so much easier to be Faewyn. She doesn’t have to bother with small-talk and flirting—she just finds a man, drags him somewhere quiet, and takes his cock down her throat. Nothing could be simpler.  
I grimaced at the thought and tried to keep my mind focused on the task at hand. We didn’t encounter any living Roskarim, thankfully, but we did encounter plenty of dead ones. Most had probably died from their wounds while limping away from the battle, though some were probably victims of clan infighting. As morbid as it sounded, I actually wished we had found even more bodies. The fact there were only a few dozen suggested that at least one of the clan leaders had survived and taken control of the horde. That was bad news for Icewatch, and it made our mission even more vital.
We cleared the Flats with about an hour to spare before nightfall, and I directed us as deep into the frozen forest as I could before we stopped to set up camp. While Cassel gathered some wood, I surveyed the perimeter and assembled a few crude traps just in case the Roskarim had sentries nearby. 
“Dawn’s Reach is only about ten miles further north,” I said once I had finished my sweep and returned to camp. “If the horde has gathered anywhere, it’s there.”
“I can’t wait to see what they have waiting for us,” Cassel said. “Do you have any ideas on how to engage them?”
“A few,” I replied, grinning at his furious attempt to start a fire with a tinderbox. His technique wasn’t terrible, but the kindling was far too wet to ignite. “Take a step back.”
He glanced up. “What?”
Grunting, I lifted my bow and reached out to the Aether. An arrow of pure flame appeared at my fingertips, and Cassel yelped and dove out of the way as I shot it into the kindling. The fire roared to life, and I casually propped my bow against a tree and leaned in close to warm my hands. 
“That’s cheating!” he grumbled. “And here I thought you were supposed to be the master survivalist.”
“Being a survivalist means using every tool at your disposal,” I replied matter-of-factly. “Though I could kick some snow onto it and let you try and start it again if you prefer.”
He grunted and shuffled back towards the heat. “Maybe you can teach me that trick someday. Silver Fist channeling techniques are practical enough, but they’re not very useful outside of battle.”
“Dal’Rethi techniques aren’t easy to learn. The archery ones in particular require a great deal of patience and a properly-enchanted weapon.” 
Cassel arched an eyebrow at me. “Are you saying I’m too dumb to figure it out or too human to figure it out?”
I froze. “Neither. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to—”
“I’m just teasing,” he said with a reassuring wink. “I know all us humans probably seem like restless children to you.”
“Not all the time,” I murmured, my stomach fluttering again. All the conversation starters I had rehearsed this afternoon evaporated like so much snow tossed onto the campfire. 
“Well, that’s a relief,” Cassel said. He took off his gloves and stretched out his fingers over the fire. “I know it’s not polite to ask a human woman her age, but I assume you’re old enough to be my grandmother?”
I nodded and smiled thinly. “Thereabouts.”
He whistled softly through his teeth. “And you look like you could be my age, maybe even younger. It’s hard to wrap my dumb human head around.”
I laughed, and his face immediately brightened at the sound. “You know, it may surprise you to hear this, but most people I know find you very…intimidating. I doubt they’d believe me if I told them I made you laugh.”
My smile slowly faded. “I’m not a golem, Captain.”
“I know, it’s just…” Cassel shrugged. “It’s difficult to explain. You always seem so confident and self-assured, like no matter what problem Highwind is facing you’ve stared it down a dozen times before. And then there’s the fact that you’re, uh…well…”
Both of my eyebrows shot up. “I’m what?”
“You’re…” He grunted and smiled. “Well, let’s just say I don’t think there’s another woman in the Northern Reaches quite like you.”
I felt my cheeks warm even though he wasn’t looking at me. I wasn’t sure why, exactly—I knew that most men found me attractive. But for some reason having him say it made my stomach flutter again.  
You’re out here in the middle of nowhere camping beneath the stars. It would be so unbelievably easy to crawl over and kiss him. He wouldn’t resist—in fact, he is probably already hard. You could spend your second night in a row with him inside you, but this time you wouldn’t have to pretend. This time he would know exactly who was crying out his name when he spills deep inside you. 
“Sorry, I know that’s not appropriate,” Cassel said, clearing his throat. “Honestly I’m just grateful you let me come with you. I promise I won’t let you down, General.”
“I know you won’t,” I rasped. 
What in the abyss are you waiting for? He’s the one who is flirting with you—he’s the one who is making this easy. All you need to do is reciprocate!
I closed my eyes and forced myself to breathe. Even if I did want to try being myself for once, this was not the right time. For one, we were probably surrounded by a few thousand barbarians, and we needed to keep our wits about us. For two, I had just slept with him as Faewyn last night. I was taking a big enough risk just talking to him, but if I kissed him he would almost certainly put the pieces together. 
And no matter how much I may have liked him, I couldn’t afford to take that risk. Even a rumor about Faewyn’s true identity would completely compromise my ability to lead the Duskwatch. 
“Well, I guess we should eat something,” Cassel said into the awkward pause. “Unless you have another fancy spell you want to show me, we’ll have to—”
Snap!
I raised my hand and called for silence. The noise had come from the trees just west of our camp, and I held my breath and listened as closely as I could. Forests were filled with random sounds, especially frozen ones where the trees would periodically snap thanks to the freezing temperatures. But I swore I could hear something breathing nearby, and I casually reached back and grabbed my bow.
Cassel shook his head in confusion; his human ears probably couldn’t hear anything strange. Thankfully he was aware enough to keep silent as I reached back and plucked an arrow from my quiver. I would have been shocked if a Roskarim scout had been cunning enough to disarm my makeshift traps, but stranger things had happened. The moonlight was so dim that even my elven eyes were having trouble piercing the long shadows, so I reached out to the Aether and tried to enhance my senses even further…
Too late. 
The skarl roared a split second before it emerged from the darkness and pounced straight at me. My instincts took over, and I narrowly dodged its first swipe—its glistening claws missed my throat by less than an inch. It still slammed into me with the full force of its 400 pound frame, however, and I went flying backwards at least ten yards before I skidded across the frozen dirt and crashed into the trunk of a hollow tree. 
Gritting my teeth, I glanced up and watched the cat-like beast swat Cassel aside like a ragdoll before it rushed towards me, its fully dilated yellow eyes glinting in the moonlight. I tried my best to ignore the shooting pain in my shoulder as I nocked an arrow, and I barely mustered the strength to lift my bow as it charged. Dark spots clouded my vision, but my aim was true regardless—I struck the skarl cleanly in its exposed underbelly. 
The beast didn’t even stutter. It was so focused on the kill that it relentlessly closed the gap between us and lunged. I parried the first claw with my bow and managed to duck under a second, but its third swipe slashed a trio of bloody lines across my right leg. Shrieking in pain, I tried and failed to roll away before the skarl’s massive tail slammed into my side and sent me flying yet again.  
I knew I was dead. My bow had slipped out of my grip, and the pain was so intense I was effectively paralyzed. I barely managed to roll over in time to watch the white beast lurch towards me and open its maw—
At which point a gleaming silver great sword cleaved the skarl’s head from its body. The beast’s momentum carried it past me, and the thud of its corpse slamming into a tree echoed across the forest. 
“Escar take you,” Cassel growled as he dove down next to me. “Are you all right?”
“I’ll be fine,” I stuttered, clenching my teeth so hard I was surprised they didn’t crack. I made the mistake of looking down at my leg. The blood had already stained the snow so thoroughly it looked like I was lying on red sand.  
 “Shit,” Cassel hissed. “Just hold on, I should be able to stop the bleeding. I just need you to…General? General!”
His voice faded into oblivion as darkness claimed me.  
 
***
 
The pain was gone when my eyes fluttered back open. My first assumption was that I must have died and dissipated into the Aether, but as my vision gradually returned I realized I was lying next to the campfire. Judging from the position of the moon in the sky, I hadn’t been out for more than an hour or so. 
“Easy,” Cassel said, placing a firm hand on my arm. “You lost a lot of blood, and even healing magic takes time to work.”
I leaned up just enough to see the cloth wrapped around my right leg like a tourniquet. “Le’thos!” I hissed. “How in the abyss did a skarl get so close without us noticing?”
“I don’t know, but you’re lucky it didn’t rip your whole leg off,” he said. “You’re also lucky I happen to be one of the best healers in the Silver Fist.”
I grunted and touched the bandages, which I belatedly realized had been torn from my already-ruined trousers. The skin was a little sore to the touch, but his healing spell had already mended the flesh and muscle. “Impressive,” I said, and meant it. “Maybe if you teach me this trick, I’ll teach you some Dal’Rethi techniques.”
“You have a deal,” Cassel said, smiling down at me. “But for now, just lie back and relax. I want to put some salve on the wounds—it will keep the pain and the swelling down overnight.”
“I…all right,” I murmured, glancing around. The remnants of my trousers were lying next to the fire. Without the blanket he had placed beneath me—or the furs had had thrown over my legs—I would have been freezing even with the fire. Of course, the cold was the last thing on my mind…
At least your thong is intact. You know, the one you shoved in his face yesterday. You had better hope he was too distracted to recognize the design. 
“I had the alchemists make up a fresh batch before we left just in case,” Cassel said as he retrieved the small jar and gathered some of the clear jelly on his fingers. While his left hand removed the tourniquet, his right began massaging the salve over my knee and thigh. It felt good. 
Too good.
This is bad. How many times has he run his hands up Faewyn’s thighs? How many times has he clutched onto them while pounding her against the wall? He’s going to figure it out sooner or later, and when he does you’re never going to be able to look at him again…
“I-I can do it,” I said, my voice hoarse.
Cassel cocked an eyebrow at me. “You need to relax and save your strength,” he chided. “Unless you’d rather be lying here all tomorrow afternoon.”
I nibbled at my lip and swallowed when his fingers traced even farther up my thigh. My quim was burning again, and there was no way he hadn’t noticed the goosebumps on my skin. Hopefully he would just chalk them up to the cold…
A few minutes ago you were bleeding to death, and now you’re so aroused you can barely see straight. What’s the matter with you?
 “There,” Cassel said. His fingers stopped moving, but they remained firmly parked on my upper thigh. “We should put more on after a few hours. Ideally you’d lounge around for a day or two, but given the circumstances…”
He leaned over me to study his handiwork more closely, and no matter how hard I tried I couldn’t stop myself from trembling. It wasn’t just the heat from his touch; the way the firelight glinted on his stubble and framed his powerful jaw made him even more handsome. Before I realized what was happening I reached out and placed my hand on his cheek. He turned to look at me, his face silhouetted in the moonlight.
And then he kissed me. Everything about him was the same as last night—his lips, his tongue, his hands—and yet for some inexplicable reason they all felt different. His lips were warmer, his tongue was more passionate, and his hands were even stronger. 
Everything felt more…real.
Because you are actually you this time. No costumes, no illusions. Serrane wants him, and Serrane is finally going to have him. Just let yourself go.
Injured or not, my legs wrapped around Cassel’s back and pulled him down on top of me. I could feel the yearning bulge in his trousers—not for Faewyn the flighty elf slut, but for me. He wanted me. 
And I wanted to give myself to him. I wanted to be a sheath for his cock; I wanted to be soil for his seed. Despite all the times I had been with him, I had never fully realized how perfectly his wide, muscular body was a foil for my sinewy elven frame. While his hands clutched at the straps of my thong, mine clawed into his back. I could feel his pulse quicken as his manhood throbbed against my quim, and I couldn’t wait to feel him back inside me where he belonged…
“Wait!” I called out, pushing him away.
Cassel gasped and shook his head. “What? Did I hurt you?”
“No.” I tried to swallow, but the lump in my throat refused to budge. 
What the fuck are you doing? Why are you stopping?
“This just…” I blubbered. “This isn’t appropriate.”
He stared down at me and blinked, a mixture of confusion and frustration on his face. His entire body trembled, and I could feel his manhood yearning for release. It would be so easy for me for me to unbuckle his belt, take his cock in my hand, and ease him inside me…
What are you waiting for? Aluriel’s voice screamed in my ear. This is your chance, honey. Tell him how you feel. Better yet, show him how you feel. Wrap those long legs of yours around his back and beg him to fuck you until you can’t see straight.
I almost listened to her. But the other voice in my head—the voice of reason—reminded me that we had a job to do out here. And if Cassel hadn’t figured out that I was Faewyn yet, he surely would if we made love right now. The memory of last night had to be fresh in his mind; I simply couldn’t take the risk. 
“Gods, I’m sorry,” Cassel said, pulling away and struggling to compose himself. “I don’t know what I was thinking…”
“It’s…it’s all right,” I assured him, pressing my knees back together. My quim was burning so hot I could barely sit still. If he had stayed pressed against me for one more second I doubt I would have been able to resist. 
“It’s really not. I shouldn’t have presumed.” He rubbed at his face and handed me the salve. “You should be fine until morning, but if you start to feel any swelling…”
He released his grip on the jar and practically dove across the snow to the opposite side of the campfire. The awkward silence quickly became unbearable, and he cleared his throat and stood. 
 “I’ll, uh…I’ll go and survey the perimeter just in case there are any more of those things nearby,” he said. 
I nodded hastily. “Don’t wander too far or you’ll stumble into my traps.”
“Right,” he murmured. His hand clenched and unclenched at his side one more time before he stumbled away. Once he vanished into the trees, I swore under my breath and collapsed back into the snow. 
You really have a way with men, don’t you?
I honestly wondered if I would ever see him again. Perhaps he was so humiliated he would flee from here to Falcon Ridge. Perhaps he would just vanish into the sea altogether. Goddess knew a part of me wanted to sprint straight into the Roskarim camp. Death couldn’t possibly be as painful as the embarrassment I felt right now. 
“Aluriel was right,” I said, throwing the blanket back over my legs. “I really am hopeless.”
 
 
 
 



Chapter Three
 
Nothing had changed by the time Cassel returned. The awkwardness hung in the air like a thick, noxious fog that made it hard to breathe and impossible to talk. If I hadn’t been so exhausted from the previous night, I probably wouldn’t have slept at all. 
My leg felt more or less normal by the time we set out, though after about an hour of walking the magically-knit muscles began to protest more vigorously. Cassel was right that I should have spent the whole day in bed, but even if we hadn’t been surrounded by Roskarim I wouldn’t have been willing to sit silently with him all day. By that point, the embarrassment might have literally suffocated me. 
We approached the mighty slope known as Dawn’s Peak about an hour before midday, though I made sure to keep us inside the cover of the forest as long as possible as we skirted around the edge. As bizarre as it was, I was actually thankful for the chance at some action—anything to give us an excuse to forget about last night and start talking again. 
Well, anything but this.  
“Escar’s mercy,” Cassel breathed as he sprawled out next to me on the snow. “There have to be thousands of them out there.”
“Close to five, by my count,” I said, biting down on my lip as I peered through my spyglass. “Many of them weren’t at the first battle.”
“How can you tell?”
“Their armor has different clan symbols. I suspect they’re holdouts who didn’t want to follow the Inquisitrix’s lackeys into battle.”
I sighed and pursed my lips. Ayrael, the amazon warrior who had led the Roskarim during the initial siege, was a true enigma. My rangers had been attempting to track her movements for months, but we barely knew anything about her other than the fact she called herself the “Hand of the Inquisitrix.” Still, the fact she had managed to consolidate the barbarian tribes was nothing short of miraculous. The Roskarim were every bit as violent and factional as the orcs of the Shattered Peaks. 
“Why do you think the holdouts would emerge now?” Cassel said, panning his eyes across the tents and campfires dotting the ascent to the Peak. “If anything, this seems like their chance to conquer their rivals.”
“That’s exactly what they’re doing,” I told him. “Do you see those sectioned-off circles on the eastern side of the camp?”
“Yes.”
“Those are challenge rings for ceremonial combat. And judging from all the blood, there have been a lot of challenges.”
I felt him grimace even without looking at them. “Meaning what?”
I sighed and lowered the spyglass. “Meaning that the holdouts challenged the surviving leaders for control of the horde and probably won. Now they’ll try and solidify their authority in the only way they know how.”
“By crushing Icewatch,” Cassel murmured. 
I nodded gravely. “The only way to truly prove their worth is to succeed where their predecessors failed.”
“And if that’s their motivation, I can’t imagine anything is going to dissuade them from attacking.” Cassel hissed between his teeth. “We have to get a message to the Council. We have to convince them to send us more men.”
“It’s too late for that,” I whispered. “The Roskarim could march south tomorrow for all we know. Highwind couldn’t get reinforcements to Icewatch for at least a week, probably two.”
Cassel’s cheek twitched. “Even if the walls were still intact we couldn’t repel an army this size, not with the men or equipment at our disposal.”
“No,” I agreed. “Which is why you and I need to stop them here and now.”
He responded with a solid ten seconds of stunned silence. “You have to be kidding.”
“I wish I were,” I said. “At the very least, we need to figure out a way to slow them down. Sowing chaos should be relatively easy if they’ve just had a change in leadership. The last time the Duskwatch engaged the orcs tribes in the Shattered Peaks, we tried to—”
“You and I aren’t the Duskwatch, General,” Cassel interrupted. “Unless I misheard you, we’re outnumbered five thousand to two.”
I turned and studied him. “And here I thought paladins were immune to fear.”
His face soured. “Very funny. But seriously, there’s nothing we can possibly do against an army that size.”
“I’m not suggesting we charge over the hill and try to carve our way through them,” I said. “But there are other ways to sabotage an enemy. We’ll just have to be clever.”
Cassel wheezed and turned back to the Roskarim. “Do you have any ideas?”
I pursed my lips. “Finding and burning their food supply is the obvious choice, but given that they had to retreat once I suspect they’re already running low. Their warriors are probably starving, which means the new clan-lord will have yet another reason to attack sooner rather than later.”
“If I had a dozen knights we could do some real damage,” Cassel said, pointing towards the front of the encampment. “They barely even have a palisade. We could ride through their lines and kill hundreds of them before they knew what was happening.”
I nodded gravely. A dozen of my rangers could do a lot of damage too, but there didn’t seem to be much point in thinking about what could happen considering—
“Wait a second,” Cassel said, his eyes narrowing. “From what I was told, you destroyed all their siege weapons during the battle.”
“Their siege weapons and their wyverns,” I said. “I’d like to take credit, but the mercenaries who fought with us did most of the damage. The crazy old sorcerer they brought with them practically routed the barbarians by himself.”
Cassel pointed. “Then what do you make of those?”
I picked up my spyglass and followed his gaze past several of the large tents. A few dozen of the barbarians were busy moving a group of catapults out from behind a rocky ledge that had been obstructing my view.
“Le’thos,” I whispered. “Without the guild wizards to protect us…”
“Those catapults will burn Icewatch to the ground all by themselves,” Cassel finished. 
I grimaced at the thought. During the first attack, the Roskarim had deployed wyverns to drop soldiers over the fortress walls, but mercifully we hadn’t seen any more of the winged beasts. Still, the catapults would be bad enough. Channeling a barrier strong enough to protect a target the size of Icewatch would require a few dozen wizards—wizards we no longer had. Only a few of the Mage’s Guild members had survived, and all but two of those had already been recalled to Highwind. 
“The catapults would be far less effective without shaman to ignite the boulders,” I said. “But somehow I doubt we can sneak around their camp and surgically assassinate all their channelers.”
“No, but maybe we can figure out a way to destroy those things,” Cassel said. “You could ignite them with Aetheric arrows easily enough.”
“Assuming I can get in range,” I said. “And assuming we can figure out a way to escape before a thousand bloodthirsty savages hunt us down.”
“We’d obviously need a distraction. A big distraction.”
I frowned and let out a long, slow breath. “Even if we destroyed all four catapults and got out of here, it wouldn’t be enough. They’ll overwhelm Icewatch with or without siege weapons.”
“Yes, but it might slow them down. Or make them think twice about this whole attack thing.”
“Maybe,” I whispered. 
My eyes narrowed as I continued watching the camp. The catapults eventually stopped moving, and a few minutes later a tall, musclebound warrior wearing an elaborate suit of scale armor—probably made from the hide of a wyvern—emerged from the ground to inspect the weapons. I reached out to the Aether and enhanced my vision until I could make out the tribal tattoos inscribed on his enormous biceps. Yet again, they were different than the ones we had seen during the first battle. 
“Forget the food and the catapults,” I said. “There’s only one way we can scatter the tribes back into the Ridge.”
“And that is?” Cassel asked. 
“We have to kill their new leader.”
He blinked. “Oh, that’s all.”
“I’m serious,” I told him. “Even if the clan-lord won by ritual challenge, his grip over the other tribes will remain tenuous until he leads them to a major victory. If we kill him, there will be even more infighting. And it’s possible they will just scatter altogether.”
“I understand the reasoning,” Cassel said. “I’m just not sure how you to intend to kill one man amidst an army of thousands.”
“I’m not going to kill him,” I said, smiling as an idea began to form in my mind. “You are.”
The knight-captain’s brow furrowed even harder. “How?”
“Simple,” I said, flashing him a devious smile. “You’re going to challenge him for leadership of the clans.”
 
***
 
I didn’t give Cassel the details of my plan until we had circled all the way around to the eastern side of the Roskarim encampment. Avoiding the barbarian sentries was relatively easy—the tall pines and jagged hills gave us plenty of cover, and I cloaked us both in a camouflage spell that further obscured our movements. Keeping our distance from the wolf-riders and shaman proved a bit more difficult, but we eventually hunkered down in a dried thatch of pine needles nestled between an enormous, fifty year-old tree. 
I hadn’t actually intended on keeping him in suspense; I had just needed a bit more time to mentally work out the details and figure out whether or not this borderline insane gambit was worth the risk. But after about an hour of silent debate with myself, I decided that this was the only way we could possibly break up the horde and protect Icewatch. Abandoning our mission now would have been tantamount to dooming thousands of villagers in the Lastharvest Plains to rape, mutilation, and death. The rest of the Highwind Council might be able to live with that decision, but I could not. 
“All right, here’s the deal,” I said, peering through the spyglass and surveying the camp again. “The Roskarim may be savages, but they still have a loose code of honor. Clan-Lords aren’t allowed to refuse challenges to their authority. As long as we can convince him that you are a fellow warrior, he’ll be honor-bound to fight you for control of the clans.”
“I figured out the first part by myself,” Cassel muttered. “It’s the second part I don’t understand. I can’t just throw on some furs and pretend I’m a Roskarim. For one, I still have all my teeth. For two, I actually bathe once in a while. For three—”
“You’ll obviously need a disguise,” I interrupted. “And I just so happen to own a device that can conceal your true appearance.”
His eyes narrowed. “You’re an illusionist, too?”
“No,” I said, trying to think up a compelling lie. “But I brought several old Avetharri relics from home when I traveled here to Highwind. I’m no artificer, but I should be able to modify the illusion to make you appear like a Roskarim.”
Cassel glanced back to the camp and remained silent for several seconds while he chewed it over. “I spot at least six of their shaman just from here. Won’t they be able to see through a simple illusion?”
“It’s not simple,” I assured him. “But more importantly, their shamans aren’t known for their mastery of subtle channeling techniques. I highly doubt that they have experience with detecting or piercing illusions.”
“So you honestly think I can just walk up there, call out the leader, and beat him in a duel?”
“I think it’s our best option,” I said. “And if we time things right, I can cover you from the ledge up there. Once we’re ready I’ll kill the scout and take his place. I should have a clear shot at half the encampment.”
Cassel shook his head. “The Highlord always said you were relentless to a fault.”
“Kastrius is the one who killed the last true Roskarim clan-lord during the Winter War.”
“Yeah, because they clashed on the battlefield. This is different.”
“It’s also our only chance to scatter the horde before they can march,” I reminded him. “Even barbarians can only endure so much chaos. They’ll return home to defend their own clans, I guarantee it.”
“That’s one hell of an ‘if.’ For this to work, a thousand things will have to go right.”
“Which is still better odds than I would give our soldiers at Icewatch,” I told him. “You are a paladin, right? Doesn’t that mean you automatically have a martyr complex?”
He rolled his eyes. “Being a paladin doesn’t automatically make a person suicidal.”
“My experience with the Silver Fist suggests otherwise,” I replied dryly. “But if you don’t think you can handle him, just say so. I can disguise myself as a Roskarim man and challenge him.”
Cassel winced and glanced away. “No offense, but have you seen guy? He’s like a walking tree, and you’re…not.”
“I have been studying swordplay for longer than your grandparents have been alive,” I reminded him tartly. “I can handle one malnourished barbarian.”
He pressed his tongue hard into his teeth, clearly distressed. A lot of men I knew would have reacted out of sheer macho pride and insisted they defend the elven woman from the giant barbarian, but I wasn’t actually trying to manipulate him. I was willing to do whatever it took to scatter the clans, even if it meant standing toe-to-toe with a man three times my size. 
“This is insane,” Cassel breathed after a moment. “But if you’re intent on going through with it…I guess our best chance of success is to have you up here covering me with your bow.”
I grabbed and squeezed his arm. “We just need to control the terrain and give ourselves an escape route.”
He nodded, and I watched his jaw set into stone. As much as I enjoyed mocking the Knights of the Silver Fist, they did have plenty of redeeming virtues. No matter how long the odds, I knew Cassel would ultimately steel his nerves and fight to the bitter end. And so would I.
“We’ll want the cover of darkness no matter what happens,” I said. “That gives us about six hours to reconfigure the illusion gem and set some traps.”
Cassel nodded slowly. “All right. Just tell me what I need to do.”
 
***
 
Avoiding the Roskarim sentries was more difficult this time, mostly thanks to bad luck—they had three separate groups return from patrol while I was outside the camp assembling some makeshift traps, and I barely managed to take cover in time. The second part of my plan was even more dangerous: I had to skulk inside the palisades to the pen where they had tied up their mounts. Normally, approaching the giant wolves would have been suicidal—they could smell the scent of an outsider despite my camouflage, and they were trained to alert their masters. 
But influencing beasts was one of the first ranger tricks I had ever learned, and before I drew close I reached out through the Aether and touched their primitive, instinctual minds. After assuaging their initial fears, I convinced them that I was a member of their pack, and I fed them a bit of dry meat from my pack for good measure. In theory, I probably could have set them loose and sown plenty of chaos, but I had bigger plans for them later. 
Reconfiguring the illusion gem turned out to the most difficult part of our preparations—what I assumed would be a relatively simple task ate up almost two hours. For possibly the first time ever, I wished I could have summoned Headmistress Telanya to help out. She was insufferably haughty sometimes (and she resented the fact that I was “wasting” my sorcerous blood as a “mere” ranger), but she knew far more about artifice than I did. Like most elven rangers, the Dal’Rethi archery and fencing techniques had occupied most of my attention. 
Cassel had never technically seen the illusion gem before—the veil made the choker look like a silver necklace—but I still set him to work manufacturing some basic vine and thorn traps while I removed it from the choker and tinkered with it. He had a lot on his mind right now, obviously, so hopefully the stress would prevent him from making any connections between me and Faewyn.
How can you possibly still be worried about being unmasked when the two of you are about to attempt a reckless, borderline insane gambit that has a good chance of getting both of you killed? If you had any sense at all, you would spend the next few hours with your lips wrapped around his cock just in case you never get another chance. 
When night finally fell, we moved back into position on the eastern side of the camp and took a last few minutes to mentally prepare ourselves. Maybe the voice in my head was right—maybe I should have just told him the truth right now. At best, he would find the whole ruse charming and we could have some quick, rough sex before we charged off to our doom. At worst…
Well, at worst his opinion of me would sink through the floor and we would charge off to our doom anyway. This was probably the perfect time to come clean, but I wasn’t going to do it. Deep down, I would rather try and fight off a few thousand barbarians than admit I had an alter ego. 
And that was objectively stupid. 
“Here goes nothing,” Cassel said, clipping the gem to his belt. He tapped it once, and the illusion slowly transformed his features. His proportions remained similar, but his hair and face shifted until he was unrecognizable. 
I nodded approvingly. “Not bad.” 
“Assuming they don’t ask where I got a sword like this. Or why my armor is so much better than theirs.”
“Just be glad you didn’t wear your Silver Fist plate mail,” I said, tossing him the fur cloak we had stolen from the camp. His leather armor was well-made, but it probably wouldn’t raise many eyebrows as long as it was partially covered. “All we have to worry about now is your acting ability.”
“If there is one thing paladins are known for, it’s their ability to lie convincingly,” Cassel muttered. “I still can’t believe you convinced me to do this.”
“It will work,” I said so firmly I almost believed it. “And when it does, the Silver Fist will be so impressed they’ll make you Knight-Commander.”
Cassel grunted. “Great, so I’ll get to spend all my days in the Citadel reading through reports.”
“It’s not all bad. At least you’d be in Highwind more often. We could…”
He turned and arched his thick illusory eyebrows at me. “We could what?”
We could see each other more often. We could go and get lunch in the market. We could fuck in your office. This isn’t difficult, Serrane. What is your problem?
“We could attend most of the same boring meetings,” I said instead. “I, uh…I guess that’s not very motivating.”
“I don’t know, a lot of folks are afraid of you,” Cassel said. “I can think of worse things than watching you terrorize mid-level bureaucrats all day.”
I chuckled and turned away. Why does he have to be handsome and charming? This would be so much easier if he’d turned out to be an asshole whenever he had his clothes on.

“I don’t suppose there’s a point in waiting any longer,” Cassel said. “We know the clan-lord is somewhere on this side of the camp. It’s now or never.”
“Then let’s make certain we can communicate,” I said, reaching out the Aether and touching his forehead. Since he was also a channeler, it was relatively easy to establish a temporary link between us. At the very least, we would be able to communicate brief messages to one another through the Aether. 
There, I told him.
He blinked and nodded. I’ve never done this with anyone who wasn’t a knight before.

“There’s a first time for everything,” I said aloud. “Just remember what I told you about the ritual and you’ll be fine. Good luck, Captain.”
“You, too, General,” he said, clasping my hand. “Escar watch over us.”
With that, he shuffled out of our cover and began maneuvering through the trees towards the entrance to the camp. Assuming the perimeter sentries left him alone, he would be able to approach and challenge the clan-lord in a few minutes. In theory, that would give me plenty of time to get into position. 
Taking a final deep breath, I drew the concealed dagger from my boot, crawled out from our little nest, and began creeping up the snow-covered hill nearby. The Roskarim sentry at the top looked incredibly bored, but I knew I couldn’t afford to underestimate him. If he spotted me, this would all be for nothing.
I slithered within fifteen yards, then ten, then five. He glanced back and forth occasionally, but for the most part his eyes remained locked on the camp. 
He died without ever seeing his killer. My left hand clasped around his mouth at the same instant my right plunged the dagger through his lungs, and I flipped him face-down in the snow to further muffle his final protests. Once he finally stopped twitching, I plucked the bow from my back and took his place at the top of the hill. 
Just in time. 
Well, the sentries haven’t tried to kill me yet, Cassel said through our link. I guess that’s a good sign.

I squinted out at the camp. Even my elven eyes were having trouble picking him out in the dim moonlight. Where are you?
About thirty yards from the challenge circle. I haven’t spotted the clan-lord yet.
I finally latched onto him as he passed by a group of barbarians sitting around a fire. They didn’t even seem to notice him wandering by; the open nature of the encampment would probably work to his advantage, at least initially. Once the fighting started, unfortunately, the Roskarim would find it that much easier to swarm us. 
I see you, I told him, reaching back and drawing an arrow from my quiver. Everything looks calm at the moment. Just get to the challenge ring and stoke the fire.
Right. He paused, and I could actually feel his tension through the Aether. If by some miracle I live through this, remind me to call your bluff and let you do this next time. 
I smiled. This will work, I promise. I have your back.
Cassel made it all the way to the ritual brazier without incident, though a few of the nearby warriors turned and looked at him when he pulled the fire salts from his pouch. After several days of challenges, most of the warriors probably assumed—and hoped—that the bloodshed was finally over. 
Here goes nothing, Cassel said, tossing the salts into the brazier. The rocks inside ignited almost immediately, and the smoke from the blue flames quickly billowed out across the camp. I nocked the arrow to my bowstring as I swept my eyes back and forth across the area. I highly doubted that anyone would attack a potential challenger outright, but it was always possible…
That got their attention, Cassel said. 
Good. Now stoke the embers with your sword and shout the challenge just like I told you. 
“Rok tal’os!” he shouted so loudly I could hear him from almost two hundred yards away. “Matah ros’aklah!”
Cassel plucked the great sword from his back and plunged it into the flames. A mighty blue plume burst up from the brazier every time he stabbed the embers, and within a few seconds every conscious Roskarim warrior within about fifty yards was staring at him. 
Again, I said. 
“Rok tal’os!” Cassel repeated. “Matah ros’aklah!”
Slowly but surely a few groups of warriors began lumbering towards him. They looked more confused than excited, which wasn’t entirely unexpected. Everyone here probably assumed that the last of the challengers had been fed to the wolves by now. 
These guys don’t look happy, Cassel said. A few of them look like they’re going to grab their weapons. 
My fingers twitched along the bowstring. Ignore them unless they attack you.
Okay…and what if they do?
Kill them. Interfering with a ritual challenge is sacrilege.
Great, he muttered. And what if their friends get mad?
Kill them too. You’ll be fine unless one of the shamans tries something. And even if they do, that’s why I’m up here. Just focus on the flames and keep screaming.
 Cassel obeyed, albeit reluctantly, and after another minute he was surrounded by a ring of Roskarim almost three men deep. At this point, I already wasn’t sure I could adequately cover him if they all decided to attack. I just had to hope that the clan-lord would show himself soon…
A final group of barbarians gathered around the brazier, and some of the men in front finally mustered the courage to attack. Three of them rushed straight at the interloper, spears in hand, and with their superior reach and numbers they would have posed a serious threat to any normal soldier. But Cassel was a trained Knight of the Silver Fist, and he was more than up to the challenge. 
He rolled away from their charge with seemingly impossible grace for a man his size, and he cut one of the barbarians down with a brutal, chest-high slash that splattered blood across the other two. One of the men was smart enough to stumble away and retreat at that point, but the other was not. Cassel’s backswing nearly chopped him in half.
Son of a bitch, he snarled. What happens when they realize they can all just charge me at once?
We’ll be all right, I soothed, still scanning for any sign of the clan-lord. If this doesn’t work, there’s always the backup plan. 
Backup plan? What backup plan?
The one where you run like hell and I kill as many of them as I can behind you.
Escar’s mercy, he breathed, jabbing the fire again. This was such a terrible idea…
I bit down on my lip as I continued surveying the camp. I spotted a few shamans in bone masks approaching the brazier, but I still didn’t see the clan-lord himself. Had I miscalculated that badly? I couldn’t understand how a new leader could have possibly solidified his position so quickly and so thoroughly that his shaman would put down a challenge in his stead. But if he had…
If he had, then my hubris was about to get Cassel killed. 
Shit, I hissed. All right, you need to get out of there before any more of them show up. I’ll fire at the wagons to the east and set them on fire. The distraction should—
Wait, Cassel interrupted. I see our boy coming right now. 
My eyes flicked to the north, and when I squinted through the smoke I finally spotted the clan-lord approaching the challenge ring. The closer he got, the more intimidating he looked. His wyvern-hide armor was genuinely impressive, and the axe slung over his back was taller than I was. 
Stoke the fire again, I said. 
Cassel shoved his sword bank into the brazier. “Rok tal’os! Matah ros’aklah!”
Another group of warriors looked like they were about to charge him, but then the clan-lord pushed his way through the horde and stepped into the challenge ring. A stunned silence fell over the crowd, and they all retreated several steps. 
What an ugly son of a bitch, Cassel said, spinning around and clutching his blade in both hands. Now what?
Raise your weapon and say the words just like we practiced, I said. 
Even my elven ears couldn’t actually hear him, but I was confident he would pull it off. The linguistic part of the challenge was the least important—body language was all that really mattered, and he was doing a fine job.
Knowing that didn’t stop my heart from pounding in my chest, of course. Realistically, there was no way I could actually help Cassel win a duel at this point. If the challenge ring had been closer, I would have just taken out the clan-lord and ended this myself. But a two hundred yard shot through darkness and smoke was beyond even my abilities. 
I can’t tell if he’s buying it, Cassel said, his mental “voice” thick with tension. The fact he’s wearing a skarl skull on his head isn’t helping. 
Take your helmet off, I said. 
What? Why?
It will demonstrate that you want to face him eye-to-eye, warrior-to-warrior.
I could feel Cassel’s hesitation, but I saw him remove his helmet anyway. Okay, now what?
Toss it to the ground and challenge him again. 
He flung the helmet into the crowd and screamed at the clan-lord. Most of the onlookers seemed impressed. Unfortunately, the barbarian leader himself did not. 
He doesn’t care, Cassel said. I thought you said he wasn’t allowed to refuse a challenge!
He’s not supposed to, I replied. The shamans should be upset with him.
They seem a lot more upset with me!
“Le’thos,” I swore. I had expected some hiccups, but this was not going at all how I planned…
My breath caught in my throat when the clan-lord suddenly reached for his axe. For a split second, I thought that all of our fears had been misplaced—I thought he was finally going to accept the interloper’s challenge. But then he inexplicably stopped, barked something at his warriors, and walked away. Every single one of the Roskarim clutched their spears like they were about to attack. 
In other words, Cassel was going to die. And it would be my fault. 
Oh, shit, Cassel hissed. 
I lifted my bow and drew the string. I knew I had exactly one chance to salvage the mission and save him. It probably wouldn’t work. It almost certainly wouldn’t work, actually, but it was still our only hope. 
“Felo’tala,” I whispered. 
I fired. It was, without a doubt, the most important shot I had taken in the last several years. It may very well have been the most important shot I had taken in my entire life. The stakes couldn’t be overstated: if I missed, the clan-lord would disappear into a throng of barbarians, Cassel would be swarmed and killed, and every soldier stationed at Icewatch would die. The flight of one simple arrow would determine the fate of thousands upon thousands of people. 
And it did, by splitting the clan-lord’s skull in half. 
The enormous man crumpled into the snow like an empty sack, and it felt like the multiverse itself came crashing to a halt. The barbarians were paralyzed by the sight of their dead leader; Cassel was paralyzed by the sight of his dead opponent. No one believed what their eyes were telling them, least of all me. 
But my warrior’s instincts screamed at me to move, and I snapped out of my paralysis a fraction of a second before anyone else did. 
Run!
I didn’t have time to wait and see if Cassel listened. Reaching out to the Aether, I conjured a flaming arrow to the bowstring and fired at the tent right behind the challenge ring. The linen flaps instantly ignited, and the terrified shrieks grew louder and louder as I loosed arrow after arrow at the rest of the camp. Panic spread even more quickly than the flames, but I knew I was running out of time. I could feel the eyes of the perimeter sentries tracking me…
I rolled down the hill a split-second before three separate arrows stabbed into the frozen dirt behind me. I knew there was no point in trying to pinpoint the archers; they could have been spread out across a huge area for all I knew, and every instant spent searching was an instant I exposed myself to more fire. I would just have to hope that the darkness and rising smoke would cover my movements. 
Crouching low, I dashed down the hill and towards the rough path we had planned to use for our escape. The nearest sentries were still trying to figure out what in the hell was going on. Their bows were drawn and nocked, but they couldn’t decide whether to run towards the commotion or search for whomever or whatever had set the tents on fire. 
That indecision cost them their lives. Dropping to a knee, I shot both men in rapid succession, then swiveled on a heel and fired an explosive arrow at a nearby wagon filled with pillaged sundries. The detonation was even larger than I expected—flaming pieces of wood and metal showered a twenty-yard wide area and drove a dozen more Roskarim from their tents and bedrolls. 
The path is clear. Hurry!
It was only after I sent the message that I realized our link had been broken. A lump formed in my throat, but I reminded myself that silence didn’t necessarily mean he was dead. Maintaining a mental connection through the Aether wasn’t easy, and at this point he was almost certainly focusing all his concentration on battling through the horde. He was alive—I just needed to buy him more time. 
“Le’thos,” I hissed. Gritting my teeth, I nocked another arrow and dashed into the camp. It didn’t take long for the panicked warriors to notice the elf woman flitting through the smoke. I shot two more of them just before they grabbed their weapons, then conjured another explosive arrow and fired at a nearby barrel of lantern oil. The explosion bought me just enough time to lunge out of sight behind a nearby rock. 
I could practically feel the sands in the hourglass slipping away. Every second I lingered would make it that much more difficult to escape before we were overwhelmed, and to make matters worse my arms were starting to tingle from channeling so many spells in such a short period of time. Pretty soon I would have to rely entirely upon normal arrows, which simply wasn’t going to cut it when they closed in on me.  
“Fuck it,” I snarled, throwing my bow over my back and drawing the twin blades from my hip. If I couldn’t shoot my way to Cassel, I would just have to carve my way to him instead. 
Gritting my teeth, I leapt out from behind the rock and began scything my way through any barbarians that got in my way. While the Roskarim had the obvious advantage in strength and numbers, they had obviously never fought anyone with blade dancer training before. I whirled from target to target, never lingering in any one spot for more than a second. When I parried their vicious attacks, my fluid stance—the Lin’faleel—allowed me to turn their own brutality against them. I bent like a supple reed in a storm, then sprung back with twice the power as I sliced them apart. 
But every time one barbarian crumpled, another quickly took his place. I was almost to the challenge ring now, but the Roskarim numbers seemed endless. I slashed open the throat of one after another until my armor was splattered with blood, but they still kept coming. Eventually the corpses had piled around my feet faster than I could move past them, and when I tripped and stumbled to a knee I knew it would be a fatal mistake. A mighty axe swept towards my head before I could lift my weapons and block—
And then an enormous silver sword speared through the man’s chest. 
“Escar take you!” Cassel growled as he flung the corpse from his blade. The knight-captain‘s armor was splattered with even more blood than mine, but at a glance I couldn’t tell how much of it was his. He quickly offered a hand to help me up. “I thought you were supposed to be covering me from the hill?”
“I was, but you looked like you needed more help,” I said, bouncing to my feet and standing back-to-back with him as more barbarians closed around us. 
“So now you’re trapped down here with me,” Cassel grumbled. “Fantastic. You should have run when you had the chance!”
Another Roskarim lurched out of the smoke and tried to chop me with his axe, but I easily parried the blow with my left blade then stabbed him through the gut with the right. 
“The Duskwatch doesn’t leave its soldiers behind,” I snarled. “We’re not paladins.”
I heard him cleave down two more men behind me. “And what the hell is that supposed to mean?”
“It means that martyrdom is a poor substitute for survival.”
Cassel snorted. “Well, don’t worry. I’m pretty sure we won’t be surviving this either. Not unless you have a brilliant new escape plan.”
“The original one will work just fine.”
“What part of being completely surrounded is fine?” 
I grinned as I slashed another barbarian who got too close. “We’re just lining them up for our cavalry to trample.”
“Cavalry?” Cassel asked. “What cavalry?”
I took a deep breath and reached out through the Aether. “This one.”
A cacophony of keening howls pierced the air, and the Roskarim barely had time to turn before their own wolves burst free of their pen and began rampaging across the camp. I couldn’t truly control them—or at least, not this many of them—but my connection to their bestial minds was more than strong enough to send them into a frenzy. And the fact that half of them were starving certainly didn’t hurt. 
“Escar’s mercy!” Cassel gasped, lowering his blade as the barbarians around us scattered in panic. “How…?”
“Come on!” I said, grabbing his wrist. 
We sprinted down the path out of the encampment, trampling any Roskarim stupid enough to get in our way. The smoke had become so thick my eyes were stinging, so I promptly closed them and reached out through the Aether instead. I called out to one of the nearest wolves, and I soothed his feral mind until he was willing to approach us. He was still wearing his saddle, fortunately, and I leapt up onto his back and beckoned for Cassel to do the same. 
“Are you kidding?” he stammered, turning and hacking another barbarian. “What if it’s hungry?”
“Get on!” I demanded, and mercifully Cassel finally hopped up in the saddle behind me. 
We rode so hard I doubted that even Whisper could keep up. A few arrows streaked past our heads, and I saw a few of the sentries trying and failing to wrangle their own mounts to pursue us. But as the camp gradually rolled into the fire-lit horizon, an exhausted smile tugged at my lips. 
We had done it. Against all odds, we had done it. Icewatch might have a hope in hell of surviving yet. 
 
 
 



Chapter Four
 
We abandoned the wolf a few miles later, and after giving him some water and dried meat for his troubles we started running across the Crystal Flats on foot instead. I could have easily passed out right then and there, but I still wanted to put as much distance between us and the Roskarim as possible. We didn’t stop until the sun had cracked over the horizon. 
“Escar’s…fuck, I don’t know,” Cassel said, tossing his sword on the ground and collapsing on his back beneath a tree. “We’re alive. How in the bloody hell are we alive?”
I tossed my bow and scabbard onto the ground and flopped down next to him. As difficult as it was to catch my breath, the burning muscles in my leg were far more annoying. I had almost certainly reopened last night’s wounds. 
“You fought well,” I said, and meant it. “Very well.”
Cassel snorted softly. “All I did was stab some people who were next to me. You’re the one who shot a guy in the head from two hundred yards away.” He slowly shook his head. “Gods, I still can’t believe it.”
“To be honest, neither can I.”
He clapped his hand over mine. “When the bards in Highwind start singing about it, the Council will be forced to build you a statue. Kastrius got one when he killed the last Roskarim warlord.”
I shook my head. “You’re the one who was brave enough to walk into the camp. I’m just the one who almost got you killed.”
“I knew the risks. It was a good plan.” Cassel chuckled. “Okay, well, it wasn’t a good plan, exactly, but it was the only one we had. And it worked…more or less.”
“Only because we got lucky. I should have known they would see through the disguise.” I sighed. “If I had missed they would have killed you. I’m not sure I ever would have forgiven myself for that.”
Cassel rolled his head to face me, and his fingers squeezed mine. “Hey, we won, remember? I just wish I’d brought a cask of ale with us so we could celebrate.”
I smiled and squeezed back. It felt like we laid there forever catching our breath, and I closed my eyes tried to ignore the fire in my leg. Considering what we had accomplished—considering that by all rights we should have been dead—a little personal discomfort was a small price to pay.
“Say what you will about the cold and the snow and the people who live here,” Cassel murmured after a moment, “but I’ll be damned if the sunrises aren’t pretty.”
I reopened my eyes and glanced up at the crimson horizon. The view really was majestic without all the lights and buildings from the city, especially with the greenish aurora winding across the sky like some kind of celestial serpent. 
“The forenya me'a,” I whispered. “The ancient Avetharri believed it was the Aether made manifest in the heavens.”
“Whatever it is, it’s beautiful,” Cassel whispered. 
He squeezed my hand again. I was so tired and sleep-starved I could have easily passed out right then and there if not for the pain in my leg. The longer I laid here the more my thigh felt like I had dipped it in lava. 
Cassel must have heard me wince. “Is your leg bothering you?”
“I’ll be fine,” I insisted.
“That’s a ‘yes’ if I’ve ever heard one,” he muttered. “And you think I have a martyr complex.”
“I just need to put on a bit more salve.”
“Considering how far we just ran across the tundra, I doubt it,” Cassel said. “You should have been lounging around for a few days to let the muscles heal. A bit of salve won’t cut it.”
I grimaced, remembering what had happened the last time he’d touched me. You can’t let him do this. Not now, not after you’re still high from a battle. Not when you’re lying together under the sky…
“I can handle it,” I insisted. “Besides, you took a few bruises yourself. You should worry about them.”
“And I will once I’m done with you,” Cassel said. “No more excuses, General. The heroine of Highwind can’t be seen limping back to Icewatch. It just won’t do.”
I started to protest again, but then he placed a hand on my shoulder and held me firmly in place. I bit down on my lip as he removed my boot and opened up the ragtag stitching holding together my trousers. The warmth of his hand on my skin sent a shiver down my spine.
“None of the gashes reopened, but the swelling is even worse than I expected,” he said as he closed his eyes and reached out to the Aether. His hand grew warmer and warmer as he channeled healing magic into my flesh. “How’s the pain?”
“Better,” I rasped. My leg was basically numb at this point. My quim, unfortunately, was not. 
“We still need to get the swelling down or you won’t be able to walk in another hour or two,” Cassel said. He reached back and retrieved the salve from his pack, but his cheeks flushed when he opened the lid as if he had belatedly remembered what happened the last time. “Just, uh…just make sure you rub enough of it in.”
“Maybe you should do it,” I said. “I’d rather not take any chances.”
His eyebrows lifted in confusion, and I wouldn’t have been surprised if mine did to. What the hell are you doing, Serrane? He gave you an out—why didn’t you take it?
“If you want, sure,” Cassel said. “Just, um…just try and relax.”
I bit down on my lip as he began gingerly smearing the salve up and down the length of my thigh. When I closed my eyes, I swore I could feel his hands on every other part of my body, too. My waist, my belly, my breasts…
“I can’t believe you ran all the way across the Flats like this,” he said, gently massaging my knee. 
I swallowed and nodded. “I’ve endured worse.”
Cassel smiled. “It’s difficult for you to let other people help you, isn’t it?”
No, it’s difficult for me to let you help me. The more you touch me, the better the chance you’ll realize I’m the same woman who has debased herself in front of you over and over again…
“I prefer to be self-sufficient,” I said instead.
“There’s nothing wrong with self-reliance. But after today I’d say we’re a pretty good team.”
His fingers began crawling towards my inner thigh. It felt good—too good. He was stoking the fire in my quim without even touching it. 
 You can stop him. You need to stop him. 
“Yes, we are,” I said. 
“When we get back to Highwind, I’d still like you to try and teach me a few of those channeling techniques,” Cassel said. “We could spar if you wanted, too. Your footwork is pretty impressive.”
His fingers moved within an inch of my quim, and my legs reflexively parted for him. Stop him, Serrane. Stop him now!
“I’d like that,” I said, my voice trembling. 
“Who knows? Maybe I’ll accidently teach you something.” He smiled again, and two of his fingers gently slipped beneath my thong. “I may be young, but I still know my share of tricks.”
Stop him. Stop him! STOP HIM!
He leaned down over me until his lips were barely six inches from mine, and he gently eased his fingertips inside me. “Do you want me to stop?” he asked. 
I shook my head. “Absolutely not.”
I grabbed the back of his head and kissed him. The fire in my quim spread across my entire body, and when he slid his fingers all the way inside me I clawed his back so hard I was surprised my nails didn’t pierce right through his armor. He knew exactly where and how to touch me.
In that moment, I knew there was no going back. There would be no more games, no more tricks, no more silly deceptions. He wasn’t going to fuck Faewyn—he was going to fuck Serrane. And I was going relish every second of it. 
Once I finally told him the truth. 
“Wait!” I said, abruptly pulling away. 
He looked down at me, stunned, and I could see the confused worry in his eyes. He feared he had done something wrong—he feared that I was going to push him away again. 
“There’s something I need to tell you,” I said, swallowing. “Something you definitely need to know.”
Cassel shook his head. “What?”
I took a deep breath and braced myself. I had known all along that this wouldn’t be easy, but I hadn’t realized it would be harder than taking on an army of barbarians. 
“That illusion gem we used to create your costume,” I said, my voice trembling more and more with each word. “For the past few months I’ve been using it to disguise myself. I’m…” 
I swallowed again, and I couldn’t help but imagine him running off the moment I spoke the words. But it needed to be done, and I would just have to live with the consequences.
“I’m…” I stuttered, locking eyes with him. “I’m Faewyn.”
Cassel stared right back at me. “I know.”
My heart stopped, and my breath turned to ice inside my lungs. “What?”
“I’m a Knight-Captain of the Silver Fist,” he said matter-of-factly. “We’re trained to see through the illusions, even powerful ones created by illegal items sold by the Black Mistress.”
My mouth fell open. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t do anything. I was completely paralyzed, and I would have given literally anything to be somewhere—anywhere—else. 
“I haven’t told anyone,” he assured me. “It’s none of their business.”
My fingers dug into the frozen dirt, and my entire body started shaking. Cassel frowned and cupped both of his hands over my cheeks. 
“It’s all right—there’s nothing to be ashamed of,” he assured me. “I get it, believe me. You are the leader of the Duskwatch and a member of the Council…and on top of that, you’re an outsider in a city full of humans. You’re under an enormous amount of scrutiny, and you probably feel like you can’t even sneeze without the gossipmongers harassing you. That’s no way for anyone to live. You needed a way out, and you found one.” 
The embarrassed heat in my cheeks was so intense I couldn’t believe I didn’t pass out. My mind was screaming at me to run right back into the heart of the Roskarim army. Being slashed to pieces seemed a thousand times less painful than this…
“You have no idea how good it made me feel to know that you kept picking me of all people,” Cassel said. “I couldn’t understand why, but I was determined to make sure you enjoyed yourself. It seemed like the least I could do—any man with half a brain would sell his soul just for a chance to be with you.” He smiled. “I’ve been desperate to get to know the real you, and now that I’ve had a chance…well, somehow she’s even more beautiful.”
Cassel leaned down and kissed me again. My mind was still reeling and my body was still shaking, but moment by moment, nibble by nibble, my muscles stared to unthaw. My arms wrapped around his neck and my legs wrapped around his waist. 
How could he have known this whole time? How could I have been so deluded to think I had fooled him? How much time have we wasted with this stupid little game?
Another wave of embarrassment threatened to wash over me, but then I felt the bulge in his trousers press up against my aching quim. If he didn’t care about what I had done, then why should I? There was no scandal here. We were two consenting adults, and that was the only thing that ever should have mattered. 
Cassel pulled back after another moment, and he brushed a blonde lock from my face and smiled. “Now relax and stop squirming for a moment,” he said. “I’m trying to eat here.”
Smiling impishly, he leaned away and brought his lips to my quim. I cried out the moment his tongue lashed my clit and again when his fingers slipped back inside me. I couldn’t understand how he was so good at this—he was one quarter my age!—but apparently enthusiasm was just as important as skill. He desperately wanted to please me, and he had succeeded time and time again. He brought me so hard I was surprised I didn’t snap my own back in half.
He eventually glanced up from his feast, obviously quite pleased with himself. I grabbed his arms and pulled him back on top of me. My toes curled in delight when I tasted myself on his lips and tongue, and my hands wriggled between us until they reached his trousers. When I sprang his cock free, I guided it into my burning slit. 
He moaned in delight when he finally plunged into me, and once again my nails dug into his back so hard he was lucky he was still wearing his leather breastplate. I had felt him inside me a dozen times before, and yet somehow this was different. This was better. 
This was real. 
“Oh, gods!” I gasped, locking my ankles behind his back. Faewyn had been with plenty of men these past few months, but for Serrane it had been a very long time. I pulled him down until his chin was on my shoulder, and I churned my hips to meet him thrust for thrust. 
“You are so tight,” he breathed into my ear. “You’re so…perfect.”
I could feel the last of my inhibitions melting away with each and every thrust. I didn’t care that I wasn’t in disguise. I didn’t care that he knew my darkest secret. I didn’t care about anything besides the thick human cock relentlessly pounding my elven cunt. 
“Harder,” I begged, nibbling at his earlobe. “Fuck me harder!”
Cassel clutched my slender waist and hammered into me so hard we cracked the permafrost. My pitiful whimpers echoed his euphoric moans, and I could feel him rapidly losing control.  
“Here it comes!” 
He started to pull away, but my arms and legs locked around him so tightly he couldn’t escape if he tried. I desperately wanted to feel his cock pumping inside me…
And I got my wish. Cassel didn’t just spill—he injected me with volley after volley of his seed, and every single twitch sent a shudder of delight ripping through my body from my tits to my toes. My skin hadn’t tingled this much in ages, not even after Aluriel and I had spent an entire night on our backs or on our knees. It wasn’t just that it was “real,” whatever that meant—it was that it was honest. Faewyn was dead, but Serrane was very much alive. 
And she couldn’t have been happier. 
 “Escar’s mercy,” Cassel panted. “You feel so good…”
I kissed him again. For one perfect moment, I didn’t care about the Roskarim or Icewatch or anything else. All that mattered was his heat of his body pressed against mine.  
 
 
 
 



Epilogue
 
“Enter.”
The door to Knight-Captain Cassel’s new office opened, and I heard the clod of heavy plate boots upon the wooden floor. “Sir,” a young knight—Broderick, if I remembered the voice correctly—said in a crisp but tentative tone. “I have the latest scouting reports from the Flats. I’ve been looking for Ranger-General Serrane, but I can’t seem to find her anywhere.”
“She’s probably out on her own patrol somewhere,” Cassel said, gently placing his hand on my head beneath his desk. “Give me the short version.”
“Our scouts described the old Roskarim camp as a ‘bloodbath,’” Broderick said. “There are hundreds of bodies and dozens of burned wagons and tents.”
“Any sign of where they went?”
“The tracks lead in almost all directions. Our best guess is that they scattered further north in the Ridge. Only a few groups were headed anywhere near us, and all of them were small—probably a handful of wolf riders or outcasts.” Broderick grunted in amazement. “You did it, sir. It’s a bloody miracle!”
“General Serrane deserves most of the credit,” Cassel said. “I was mostly just there to watch her back.”
Broderick leaned his gauntlets on the desk. “I highly doubt that, sir. But either way, at least you had a nice view to keep you warm.”
“That’s not very a professional attitude, Lieutenant.”
The other man snorted. “Oh, come on, Julian. You spent how many days alone with her? Is she really as much of a bitch as everyone says?”
Cassel smiled thinly. “She’s quite personable, actually.”
“Really,” Broderick said, leaning forward even more. “How well did you get to know her, exactly?”
“Enough to realize that the Council should listen to her advice more often. She’s a one-woman army.”
“That’s it?”
Cassel shrugged. “What else do you want? We were trying to save the fortress, in case you forgot.”
“I know you better than that, sir,” Broderick said. “You must have tried to lay on the charm at least once.”
“Unlike everyone else in the Silver Fist, I am actually capable of staying focused on my mission.”
The other man snorted. “Uh huh,” he muttered. “She rejected you, didn’t she?”
Cassel sighed. “You delivered your report, Lieutenant. Don’t you have anything better to do?”
“I knew it,” Broderick said, laughing. “You’ve been grouchy ever since you got back, and I’ve never seen the two of you in the same place at the same time.”
“As usual, you have an overactive imagination,” Cassel muttered. 
“You probably annoyed her so much she decided to go and kill a hundred barbarians out of spite. That, or she just hates humans.” He leaned over the table again. “You should have told her you have experience. I mean, we must have fucked those slutty elf sisters a dozen times. They always seemed satisfied when we finished with them.”
“Get out of here.” 
Broderick snickered. “I wonder where those sluts are now. One of the squires said Faewyn was around earlier in the week?”
“She’s gone,” Cassel said. “Honestly I’m not sure she’ll ever be back.”
“A pity,” Broderick grumbled. “Gods, she had such a perfect little ass…”
“Get out of here.”
“Oh, fine.” The knight-lieutenant turned to leave but abruptly stopped at the door. “Since we’re not under threat of imminent death anymore, some of the boys and I thought we’d hit the brothel again tonight. Apparently there are a couple of new girls in town. I figure we should get to know them while they’re still working for half price. You want to join us?”
“Tempting, but I really need to catch up on all this paperwork,” Cassel said. “The Council wants fresh reports every day.”
Broderick grunted. “Escar’s mercy, you must have really upset her. Are you sure she didn’t kill the real knight-captain and return with a doppleganger?”
Cassel sighed. “If you do see the general, please send her my way. I need her signature on a few things.”
“I will.”
After the door closed behind him, I silently counted to ten before I removed my mouth from Cassel’s cock and leaned up from under his desk. “‘Quite personable,’” I said, licking at my sodden lips. “You think I’m ‘quite personable?’”
“I didn’t want to oversell it,” he protested. “Our relationship is none of their business.”
“No, but you don’t have to lie on my account,” I said, slowly dragging my tongue up the length of the shaft. If I hadn’t already sucked him off once this morning, he absolutely would have spilled by now. “You can go ahead and brag to your friends if you want.”
Cassel grunted as he ran his fingers back through my hair. “I’m a Knight of the Silver Fist. I would never kiss and tell.”
“Uh huh,” I murmured, slowly lathering the swollen tip. “From what I can tell, you Silver Fist boys never talk about anything else.”
“Well, we are the rightful defenders of Highwind. We should be…” He groaned and threw his head back when I swallowed him whole. “We should be rewarded from time to time.”
I held his cock as deep as I could down my throat until he was a split second from erupting, at which point I abruptly popped up and leaned back on my haunches. As much as I wanted to taste his thick gratitude again, I felt like playing with my food a bit first. 
“Well, whenever you do finally tell them, just make sure to include all the details,” I said as I slowly stood up, turned around, and bent over the edge of his desk. The riding heels on my thigh-high leather boots lifted my ass to face level, and my armored leather skirt was short enough he would definitely be able to tell that I hadn’t bothered wearing a thong.
“Details,” Cassel rasped, sliding his hands up my bare thighs until they reached my aching quim. “What kind of details?”
“The filthy ones.” I nibbled at my lip and closed my eyes when he slipped a finger inside me. “Tell them how hard you fucked me. Tell them how tightly my elven cunt gripped your cock.”
Cassel leaned forward and ran his tongue across the length of my sodden slit. I gripped the edges of his desk so hard my knuckles turned white, and it took all my self-control not to cry out so loudly that every soldier in Icewatch would have heard me. 
“Tell them how good it felt to spill inside me,” I whimpered. “Tell them how good it felt to spill on my tits over and over again until you had nothing left.”
Cassel stood, and I felt the thick head of his swollen cock press against the smoldering entrance to my quim. His hands feathered through my long, splayed blonde hair and wound it together into a ponytail. “I could tell them how the huntress secretly likes being the prey,” he said. “I could tell them how, at the end of a long day, there’s nothing she wants more than to be treated like a cunt.”
He yanked hard on the ponytail, snapping my head back as he thrust into me. This time I couldn’t help but cry out, and he slapped my ass so hard it left a mark. 
“They won’t believe a word of it, of course,” Cassel said as he leaned down over me and nibbled at my long ear. “But then, that’s the whole point, isn’t it?”
I grinned as he slammed into me over and over again. In truth, this might have been the first time in my life that I truly didn’t give a damn what anyone else believed. I was exactly who I was meant to be: Serrane Starwind, Ranger-General of the Duskwatch and a member of the Highwind Council. I was the exact same person when on the battlefield or when bent over a desk. It was the most liberating feeling in the multiverse.
And from this point forward, I wouldn’t have it any other way. 
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