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Returns

“Holy balls!”
Vilch stared at what had been their camp. Anything not on fire was rubble or a corpse. The white tower had gone from ruined to wrecked, lying on its side, levelled with some unknown sorcery. Crows raised their heads towards the small group of bandits, dipped their beaks as if in greeting, and then resumed their grisly meals.
“What happened?” Tommen asked.
Vilch slapped the back of the fat bandit’s head. “Whaddya think happened? The bloody mage happened, that’s what happened! Gods’ balls…”
Ignoring Tommen’s miserable look Vilch dismounted and made his way among the ruins. From among the riders, Filaro watched. The elvish assassin winced in the harsh light of day, a bandage crudely wrapped around his head and his hands tied behind his back. Vilch had not taken his presence well after storming the room at the Solita inn. Of course, much of that probably involved the fact the bandits not only lost their quarry, but also two days retrieving their mounts, scattered by the dark elf’s spell.
And to top it all off, the swordsman with Auria had stolen his cloak. That was just insulting! Particularly to a Night Blade, one of Vassara’s elite assassins. Filaro fumed in silence, his bruises aching while he watched the bandits pick their way through the ruins of the camp.
“Boss!” one man shouted from the ruins. “I found something!”
Vilch and the others scrambled over the devastation to the man. “What? What did you find?”
“A hand!”
Vilch recoiled at the sight of the severed limb. “Ugh!”
“Ain’t that Wraith’s glove?”
Vilch looked closer. “It is! Good work Mick. Right. Looks this way. Things didn’t go well. The witch and the swordsman stormed the camp and killed our boys. So we need to find Wraith.”
“But, that’s his hand,” Tommen said.
“Well the rest of him ain’t here, is it?” Vilch snapped. “The boss must’ve escaped. So we’re gonna find him.”
“What if his body’s been buried under the rocks?”
Vilch slapped the back of Tommen’s head again. “Shut your stupid mouth!”
“How we gonna find him?” another bandit asked.
“We head towards Vassara,” Vilch said. There was an uncertain shuffling among the other bandits. Filaro stiffened as Vilch approached him, eyes glinting savagely. He grabbed the reins of the elf’s mount. “And we’re gonna have some words with your patrons. Ain’t we, my lad?”




Gatherings

Drums beat through the night.
Thumping. Calling. Feet tramped across the barren earth to answer the summons. Wounds in the ground bled living magma, surging and shimmering with heat. Livid red and yellow light flickered off tusk and steel. Green skin cast like grey in the molten glow.
Above, Fulgrim Keep towered. The moon shone against it, the cursed castle seeming to twist in the haze. Warped to the will of its new master. The orcs of the clans looked to it with interest. Their shamans glanced at it, their eyes seeing past the shimmer at darker things, things that chilled even their savage souls and sent them clasping beads and charms of old bones, muttering invocations of protections in dark tongues.
The masters of the tribes followed the drums. Not to the towering fortress. Away. Away to where the molten river flowed. The Iron Tooth clan, when asked, would speak with awe, their skins maps of new tattoos in strange designs. That the master had sundered the earth with a word and made it bleed. That he who slew the demon that ruled the castle now wore its head as a trophy.
Rumors. Rumors.
And now, the clan chiefs would know if there was truth to them.
Tiberius watched them come from where he stood before the largest of the molten pits, his red eyes gleaming in the shadows of the demon’s skull. He’d managed to piece together a robe, the dark fabric hanging loosely off him, the glow of the runes etched across his flesh pulsating through the thin fabric. His finger tapped his wrist, his eyes taking in the varied banners waving above the heads of the gathering horde.
Socretha stood by his side. The amazonian orc glared at the assembled tribes. She’d taken a sword, having broken her axe on the demon Tiberius had killed. She leaned on it, her body clad in piecemeal armour, her powerful frame etched with thin white lines of scars, her hair shorn off half her head in the raider style. She sneered a challenge, baring her tusks.
The drums thundered. Rose. Beating a frantic pulse that shot through the gathered orcs like lightning.
Stopped.
Silence fell with the gravity of a thunderclap. Only the magma’s hiss, the torches flutter, and the faintest jangle of steel broke the stillness.
Tiberius, arms crossed behind his back, inhaled. Well. Time to get this show on the road.
The sorcerer stepped down the crude stone steps. The air crackled around him with latent power as he moved to the river of lava that twisted before him. He paused before the liquid fire, staring down at it.
The things he did to rule the world...
He looked up. None of the orcs were closer than a dozen feet from the river, but even there they sweated bullets, the stink of their musk filling the air. Tiberius sighed and rolled down his sleeve, then raised his arm.
“I require a volunteer! You.” He pointed at one of the orcs in the crowd. The savage started, pointed at himself.
“Me?”
“Yes. You. You’ve volunteered. Get over here.”
The orc approached warily. He winced as he came near Tiberius and before the magma, its light flickering across his harsh features.
“Would you say this is hot?” Tiberius asked, gesturing at the molten river.
The orc nodded, leaning away from the lava. “Yes.”
“How hot?”
The orc hesitated. “Very hot.”
“They’re going to need more than that. Let’s enunciate.”
Tiberius gave him a shove.
The orc staggered. His arms pinwheeled, eyes wide with horror as the lava rushed up to him. A collective cringe passed through the watching tribes as the orc fell into the magma. His screams chilled the hearts of even those savage brutes.
Tiberius watched with disinterest as the orc warrior flailed about the burning river, the scent of roasting flesh searing the air along with the poor orc’s horrid screams. Tiberius breathed deeply, then exhaled. Finally. A relief from the stink. As he waited for the orc to die and stop screaming, he reflected on one of the best lessons he received in his career of infamy. When staring through the gulfs of time, he had seen things. Other worlds and other men. One of them, a strange man wearing dark goggles like mirrors, had told him a secret he’d taken to heart. No matter what you did, do it with style.
Style, Tiberius mused as he flexed his hand. That’s what people wanted. Any idiot could cut out a maiden’s heart and sauté it on a golden dish. It took style to sell it to the clamoring worshippers.
Finally, the orc had the decency to stop screaming and die. Tiberius knelt by the pool, raised his hand. Style or not. This was going to fucking hurt.
He plunged his arm into the lava.
He practically heard the intake of breath from the stunned orcs. He had just enough time to appreciate it before pain happened.
A lot of pain.
“Mnnnnnnnnnn!” Tiberius hissed, biting his lower lip so hard blood trickled down his chin. None of the orcs noticed. They were enthralled as a shape took form on the molten stream. Twisting lines of burning crimson stretching down the simmering surface. Winding about each other, blazing with power.
“NNnnaaaaaaaah!” Tiberius roared, jerking his arm out of the molten rock to reveal what he held. A staff of steel strands entwined around each other, flaring out at the tip like the skeletal limbs of a dead tree. Red marks glowed along its expanse like extension of those along the sorcerer’s arm.
“There!” he snarled. “You want to know what you’re getting if you follow me? This!” He slammed the tip of the staff against the earth, stone cracking beneath the blow, fissures flaring with light. “So listen close and listen well! You lot follow me, I’ll give you the world on a platter! Slaves! Kingdoms! Whatever else you bastards want. Follow me and you get it.
“But fuck with me!” he growled, panning the tip of his staff at the assembled orcs. “And you fuck with the man who’d dip his hand in lava! Well! What say you!”
Socretha stepped forward, her eyes gleaming, her breast heaving with excitement. “Tiberius!” she roared, thrusting her sword into the air. “Tiberius!”
The call spread. The name rising. Bellowed from a thousand throats. Spreading out across the horde. Banners fluttered as their bearers pounded their staves on the ground. Feet stamped in a sound like thunder spreading across the valley.
Tiberius grinned, red light flickering in his mouth. He turned sharply, the roars of the crowd pounding into his back. Leave them wanting more. Always leave them wanting more. First rule of showbusiness and global domination.
“Wonderful, Master,” Socretha breathed as she fell into step beside him. Her eyes gleamed in the dark like the wolves her clan rode. “The clans will be yours!”
“They better be,” Tiberius hissed as he moved from them and up the steps into Fulgrim’s Keep. The doors slammed shut behind him, sealing them in the tomb-like stillness of the great hall. He shrugged off his robe, the markings that sprawled across his skin pulsing with the effort of forging his staff. Braziers crackled to life as he passed, burning with a lurid red glow.
As he pulled off the skull of the demon, Socretha stepped forward. He paused, watching as she undid her breastplate, letting the heavy steel fall to the floor, baring her hard green breasts, nipples dark as coal. The sorcerer observed with interest as she shed the rest of her tattered armour, unveiling the hard perfection of her body. Her pussy damp, her eyes blazing with unrestrained lust.
“So that’s how it is,” Tiberius said, carefully placing the skull on a table.
Socretha strode forward. “Master,” she breathed. “Please. Mate with me.”
The sorcerer grinned harshly as he settled down on the throne of hide and bone that once belonged to Morgoroth, the former head of the Iron Tooth clan. He beckoned her. The orcess had no idea of the finer means of pleasure. She moved forward, all eagerness and rude strength. She straddled his lap, reaching between them and pulling open his pants. She hissed in pleasure as her hand wrapped around his cock, the heat of his body fairly burning her hand. Her pule quickened at the thought. At the memory of his hand, dripping the molten rock, holding aloft the cruel looking staff for the hordes to see.
With a shuddering moan she lowered herself, impaling herself on his shaft. “Oooh Masssster!” the amazon moaned.
Tiberius grasped her hips, his grip almost painful against her muscular thighs. She began to bounce, riding him atop the chair. The markings on his skin glowed against the darkness, outlining her toned stomach and broad shoulders. Her panting echoed in the tent. Her pussy tightening around the cock of the one man she could call her better, let alone her equal.
“Yes. Yes! Master! Mate me! Breed me! Fill me with your seed! Ahn! Nnnn!”
“Fuck you’re eager,” Tiberius growled. He grabbed her firm breast, his palm pressing down on her hard nipple. She cried out, pain lancing through her, but the sensation excited her, drove her on. She hammered herself atop him, every thrust of his cock inside her rocking her with pleasure. Her dark eyes were lidded, every breath dragged from her in ragged gasps.
“Yes! Master! Close! I’m close! Please! Ah… Ha! Ahhhh!”
She slammed herself down, taking him to the root. Her roar shook the air. Her pussy tightened in orgasm around his cock. Tiberius cursed, his cock pulsing as his hot seed rushed inside of her.
Socretha panted, falling against him. She let her arms rest on his shoulders, her face against his neck. She welcomed the heat of his markings, relished the feeling of them against her muscular form. Idly, her finger traced some on his chest.
“You should not hide your flesh, Master,” she murmured hotly. “All should see the marks you bear and your naked flesh. So they might know the strength of the one who leads them.”
Tiberius scoffed as he cupped her firm ass, giving it a possessive squeeze. “Socretha, it is damn cold out here and I am sick of dancing around half naked all the time. Besides, robes flutter magnificently in the winds of sorcery. It’s imposing!”
Socretha frowned a little. She didn’t like it. She’d admired her master’s pale flesh. The sight of his musculature, traced with the strange crimson signs had stirred her desire such as nothing but battle could. But she assented with a, “Yes, Master.”
“Good,” Tiberius growled, hand stroking her rear, making her stiffen with a gasp as his finger traced the firm crease of her bum. “Now, I’m going to have a task for you.”
“Anything, master. I would ride against the southlands alone at your command.”
“Admirable, but not yet. What’s the biggest kingdom there?”
Socretha frowned, thinking. “…The land of Orlas is largest. It spreads against the southern tips of the Dragon’s Teeth and edges the Night Woods.”
“They have a king?”
“Yes. A weak man who sits atop others by stint of birth. No true warrior. Though I have heard his son and daughter are skilled generals Their people are soft, for the rangers keep us at bay, and their wars are paltry things.”
“Well, we’ll soon change that.” His hand squeezed her ass, making her growl hungrily beneath his possessive touch. “We’ll ride over them and grind them under my heel! But first. Tomorrow, I want you to get me a slave girl. The prettiest one we have.”
The orcess’s frown deepened. She tensed around him. “Master?”
“Is there a problem?”
“No, Master.”
“Good. And see if you can find a virgin.”
Her brow crinkled. “Why a virgin?”
He scoffed. “Who knows. But they’re preferred. Maybe it’s like a sandwich. You’d rather eat it if no one had fucked it.”
The orc blinked. “You want to eat her?”
“Not me. The orcish clans are the hammer, Socretha. But your enemy dies a lot quicker if he already had a dagger in the back.”
“I don’t understand,” the orc said.
Tiberius rolled his eyes. Little wonder the orcs had been locked behind the mountains of the Dragon’s Teeth for so long. “I’m going to be treacherous, Socretha. Cunning. It’s what I do.”
Still sounding somewhat doubtful, the orc said, “Yes, Master.”
“Good. Now get on the bed. I’m going to show you what else I can do.”
She brightened, tusks flashing in a grin as she eased back. With far more enthusiasm, she parted her thighs and purred, “Yes, Master!”




Arrivals

“Behold!” Auria said grandly. “Vassara!”
From atop the hill, Felix stared. To be sure Auria praised her home with near every breath on the journey back along Solita’s highway, but hearing and seeing were two very different things.
For a moment he thought he’d been dropped off in another world again. Gone was the heavy, night wrapped forest of the Dusk Wood. Vassara seemed to burst from the forest as if it was the forest that had grown around it. Silver towers and countless spires like silver spears climbed into a twilit sky, gleaming with stars and ribbons of blues and violets. The city had a strange, organic air, like the stone had been grown rather than built, shaped without corners but only sensuous curves. From the rise Felix could see the many canals and the winding streets. Lanterns floated in the air, glowing a violet light which washed over the milky stones.
And above it all, was the fount.
In the center of the city stood a great lake, ringed by docks. And in the middle of this, led to by a narrow white bridge, was a towering building. Pillars rose around its expanse, and from its center flowed what could only be the Fount. Felix stared, awestruck at the great ribbons of violet, black, and crimson light streaming into the sky, spreading out to cover the elvish capital in an eternal twilight.
Auria laughed with joy, her violet skin fairly glowing beneath the mana enriched light. She kneed her horse, her slim limbed mount prancing down the hill, tossing its head with a whinny of delight. The ribbons of silk that gowned her fluttered in her wake like banners, barely masking her shapely curves. Curves Felix had become intimately acquainted with on the journey back. Auria was nearly insatiable when it came to pleasures, and Felix had often found himself challenged to keep up. A challenge, of course, that he had been more than willing to face.
With a start Felix spurred his own mount after her, racing down the path and towards the gates.
Statues flanked the impressive walls. Towering figures of black stone, they were worked in the shapes of elves, massive blades crossed over their chests and silver veining their forms. Felix caught a gleam of magic in their stone eyes, and felt a tingle of unease. He had a feeling the statues were far more than mere decoration.
Guards waited at the gate but didn’t try to impede the pair entering a broad avenue leading deeper into the lavish elvish capital. Silken awnings hung over windows. Laughter and sighs echoed from graceful parks of slim limbed trees.
“All formed with magic,” Auria said smugly. “Molding stone and steel with our spells. There is no greater masters of spellwork than the mages of the Fount. The other races of the world fairly beg to have their wizards trained by our magistrixes.”
“So I see,” Felix said in awe. It was like no city he had ever known in the Twin Kingdoms. Everything was as tall and willowy as their creators, looking strangely delicate and breakable to him. But then, he thought, the grandest city he had known was Kiln, where the monumental city had been carved from the very bones of the mountain. He had known rivers of steaming magma and the massive iron hewn halls writ with glowing runes. There was a different grandeur to Vassara, he thought. Fairer and more ethereal, much like its occupants. Elves whose skin ranged from coal black to soft violet moved about the city in trim leathers or flowing robes, though none of these clothes left much to the imagination. Slender soldiers in sweeping black steel patrolled with curving blades sheathed at their sides.
Auria watched him from the corner of her eye, smiling in amusement. She directed them up a sloping street. As they climbed Felix saw a number of elegant looking riverboats drifting down the canals, palanquins floating on a cushion of magic gliding down the streets, many followed by soldiers afoot. He also noticed that the streets were emptier now, the shops and towering homes making way for tiered palaces of towers whose tips appeared to be fitted with glowing stones. The nobler district, he thought, amused that such a thing was recognizable even in such an alien city.
Auria guided them to a towering compound on the edge of the royal square, and near one of the milling canals. The tall wall encircled the estate, the gate an arch guarded by a pair of leonine statues with the faces of beautiful elves. A pair of fleshly guards stood before it. They jerked to attention as Auria swung down from her mount and strode imperiously towards them.
The guards, both males, fell to their knees. But another, a female to judge by her form fitting armour, her tall helmet bearing a towering red plume, saluted in surprise. “Lady Auria,” she said at once. “We were not expecting you…”
“No doubt, Davina,” she said, waving. “Open the gates. I have come home.”
Davina hesitated, glancing at Felix. He cut a quick bow, touching a hand to his brow.
“Greetings. I am the Rune Knight, Felix Gravere.”
She blinked again. “Who?”
Felix sighed as Auria chuckled. “He is with me,” she said. Then her voice hardened. “Well?”
Davina stiffened, saluted again and barked a command. One of the guards pressed a hand against the gates. The doors shimmered, seeming to melt like water into the walls. Auria swept through and into the courtyard, Felix following closely.
The courtyard spread out at the foot of several vast towers, who in turns rose from a central structure. He spotted one building that might have served as a stable, but the rest were shuttered or masked with silken doors. More guards stood in the courtyard and before each door, their eyes following him and Auria. . Somehow word had gotten ahead. An elven man waited on the steps of the towering estate, oozing contempt, a violet cloak spilling from his shoulders while an elaborate silk shirt and pants trimmed with gold garbed the rest of him. His sharp nose was lifted to look down on the world at his feet, while a more austere and drab looking elf lingered at his shoulder.
“Sister,” the sharply dressed elf said stiffly.
“Brother Allithan,” Auria said with cold amusement. She widened her stance, hands on the swells of her hips, firm breasts thrust out as if in challenge. “Have you come to welcome me home?”
His lip curled with disdain. “Were you gone? I failed to notice.”
“Yes. Often a failing of yours.”
Allithan’s lips writhed like he’d bitten on something rotten. “Whatever. Where were you?”
“I don’t think you have a right to ask me that,” she said. Then, “But if you must know, I went past the Dusk Woods.”
Something flickered in his eyes. “Is… that right. And what happened?”
Auria smiled again with that coquettish, teasing smile. “I’m certain mother shall tell you in good time. Where is she?”
Allithan’s lips tightened further. “Mother is waiting in the court. Your… human can remain here.”
“My guardian will come with me,” she said sweetly before striding up the steps, brushing past him. Felix followed, giving the elf a curious look before they entered the manor.
Long curling halls opened before them, looping about the trunk of the towering estate. They passed many servants, and many others in the same violet cloaks or gowns as the man they left at the front. Soon enough they reached a pair of towering doors, and past them, found themselves in a long hall.
Tall windows filtered down the glow of the Fount, casting the room in shimmering purples and blues, like they were beneath some violet sea. More elves were within, all of them dressed in either elegant robes or the sparse attire that Auria herself wore. Felix glanced around, flushing at the sight of so much skin bared so suggestively. As they entered, the murmur of conversation ceased, a stillness infesting the room. Auria smiled, seeming to soak in their attention as she strutted across the floor, Felix following, feeling the eyes of the courtiers.
Their destination was readily apparent. At the end of the room a dais had been worked, and upon that a throne whose back seemed to swell into the wall like a waterfall of frozen crystal.
A woman reclined atop the throne, and Felix saw the similarities between her and Auria almost at once. They had the same mocking, mirthful eyes and breathtaking features. Yet the woman on the dais looked older. Her breasts were fuller and hips a touch wider. She was no more plump than Auria, but more shapely. Her hair was black and she wore flowing strips of violet silks. Two crossed over her breasts, just enough to hide her dark nipples, and a long skirt garbed her waist and legs.
As they neared she rose and opened her arms wide. “My daughter!” she cried.
“Mother!”
The two grabbed each other in a tight embrace. Felix stood by uncertainly, watching the exchange.
The two separated a moment later, Auria’s mother turning to Felix. “And who is this. A human?” she said.
Felix cut a quick bow. “Good day my lady. I am Felix Gravere. The Rune Knight.”
Quirking a lip in amusement, the matriarch of the dark elves bid him rise. “Greetings, Gravere. I am Nimeria Dalamas. Matron of House Dalamas and grandmagistrix of the Fount.”
“A pleasure,” Felix said.
“Oh it shall be,” the elf said, her eyes running up and down Felix’s body with unabashed interest. The knight shifted uncomfortably under such bald examination. Amusement danced in Nimeria’s eyes.
Auria glanced back, as the far door opened, Allithan slipping inside. Her smile grew wider. “Mother, I have something for you.” Auria beamed, slipping her hand into the pouch at her side. Nimeria’s eyes glowed as the Arcris came forth, the orb blazing with power and life. A gasp raced through the room.
“Oh…” Nimeria breathed. “My dear daughter. You found it!”
Auria preened as her mother took the orb. The matronly elf sighed, her veins seeming to pulse as she held the orb, outlining her frame in a spider web of blue light. Taking a slow breath, Nimeria set the orb aside, smiling. “My dear daughter. Well done. Please, tell me where you found it.”
“Of course, mother,” Auria said, squeezing the other elf’s hand. She glanced back slyly at the ashen face of Allithan. “But please. Might we speak in private? I and my dear Felix have come far, and he too has some questions for you.”
Nimeria glanced at her daughter, a playful smile on her lips. “Hm? Does he know. How interesting.” She turned back to the rest of the court. “I tire,” she said aloud. “You are all dismissed for today. I will speak to my daughter and her companion privately. This way, Auria, my sweet.”
Felix followed the two elves from the room and into a small side passage. They walked some distance through the arching hallways of the estate, Nimeria and Auria bent together in whispered council. Eventually they arrived before a pair of tall doors engraved to resemble two crashing waves. Nimeria gestured, the doors opening at her bidding and admitting them to a large room richly appointed in silks and cushions and bedding. Near transparent curtains waved before a balcony overlooking the city below and its scattered towers and avenues.
Nimeria drew the pair of them inside and settled on the bed with her daughter. “Now. Felix, was it?” she said, setting the Arcris atop a pedestal beside her bed, the stone floating and glowing atop the peak. “You had some questions for me?”
“Yes,” Felix said, surprised. “I did, in fact. My arrival here was not planned. And I was hoping you might… be able…”
He trailed off, mouth falling open as Nimeria shrugged off the straps across her shoulders. Coyly, the matriarch of the Dalamas bared her heavy breasts, the puffy dark nipples stiff in the air. “Please, go on,” she said.
Felix cleared his throat. “…I ah… Your daughter told me you were a very skilled magus.” His eyes followed raptly as the matronly elf opened her skirt, slipping it free and baring her long smooth legs and her velvety cunt. “I was… um… hoping you might be able to assist me with… with discovering how I came… came to… be here.”
“Hm,” Nimeria hummed. She beckoned and with a flicker of magic a bottle of glowing wine poured itself into a glass. “So you came to this land through some arcane means?” she said as the fluted glass floated to her hand.
“Y-yes.”
“You are rather red. Forgive me. My room can get so hot sometimes. Auria? My sweet? Do help him get more comfortable.”
“With pleasure, mother,” Auria chimed.
“Oh that’s not necessary. I er…”
“Oh please,” Auria chuckled, opening his shirt, baring his scarred chest. “We insist.”
Reclining on her bed, eyes gleaming with the very same unfettered amusement in her daughter’s eyes, Nimeria raised her glass to Felix. “Please,” she said, her other hand wandering across her firm breast and playing with a dark nipple. “Continue.”
“Ah, well,” Felix stammered as his pants were pulled away, his cock straining the thin fabric of his underpants to a prominent tent. He flushed harder as Nimeria’s eyes focused on it. “I was battling my foe, Tiberius. A sorcer-er!” he yelped as Auria shucked down his underpants, baring the hard flesh of his shaft. “W-we were in the midst of battle. And ah… there was an explosion. He was conducting a ritu-al!” He gasped as Auria’s hot mouth enveloped his cock.
“Auria!” Nimeria cried in mock dismay. “Daughter. Really now. Forgive her Felix. She simply has no manners at all. Continue.”
“Nnn…” Flushed, tense, Felix desperately tried to sort his thoughts, all the while the sinfully sweet lips of the elven noble moved up and down his shaft. “We… ah… we were battling. And the ritual was...was disrupted. There was an explosion. And I…I came here. Woke in the woods. I didn’t…”
“And that was where you met my daughter?”
“Y-yes!” Felix cried out, hips twitching as he came. Auria’s throat worked as she swallowed his load. With a gasp she pulled off his cock, smiling devilishly up at him.
Felix, panting, biting his lower lip, gave her a sullen look. But before he could do anything about that Nimeria said, “A most unusual event,” she said, grinning with every hint of enjoyment. “Please. Come here.”
Somewhat awkwardly, Felix made his way to the bed. She reached out, pulling him down beside her. He sucked in a breath as her hands glided across his chest. “M-my lady?”
“My daughter was wise to bring you here,” she said. “There are still many things we don’t know about how magic works. Oh we make our studies, but the days of our great empire are long gone. And so much of that knowledge as well. There are so many things still needing to be understood. Not the least is how it works on the human body.”
She leaned over him, her soft breasts pressing against his side. He tried to move, but found Auria quite suddenly on his other side.
“Oh yes,” Auria said, trapping his arm against her, her hands stroking his chest. “And such strange magic too.”
“I will need to examine it… very carefully,” Nimeria murmured, the matronly dark elf’s fingers finding his cock. “But you’re in the best of hands,” she added, smiling with delight as she felt him stiffen. “I have a very intimate understanding of the bodies of every race in the lands.”
“Is… that right…” Felix gasped as she began to stroke his rapidly hardening cock.
“Oh yes,” She said, leaning up, her dark hair sliding down his shoulder with feather light touches. “Very.”
Her lips pressed to his, and despite his reservations, Felix responded. He slid one arm around the buxom matriarch, his other finding her daughter, pulling both full bodied women against him. He broke the kiss with Nimeria, only for Auria to cup his cheeks, turn his head and steal his lips, her kiss hungry, her firm, youthful body moving against him with every hint of enjoyment.
“Greedy, Auria,” Nimeria laughed. “Keeping him all to yourself.”
“Mmm.” Auria broke the kiss, her silver eyes shining. “Forgive me mother. But he is so tempting.”
“Too true. But I am the elder,” she said as she lifted herself from the blanket and straddled his waist, her velvety quim pressing down on his throbbing cock. “And therefore, I have first claim to his cock.”
“Ohhh,” Felix moaned as she rubbed the folds of her cunt against his hardened shaft.
“Age before beauty, mother?” Auria grinned. She yelped as magic struck her rear a playful spank. She giggled. “Then I suppose I must claim his face,” Auria said.
“Seems fair,” Nimeria said playfully.
“You could use the practice anyway,” she told Felix a moment before her firm ass descended on his face. The Rune Knight never even thought of resisting the daughter. Not when he felt the confident fingers of the mother grasp his cock and feed it into her cunt. He moaned into Auria’s mons, the loose depths of the Dalamas matriarch gripping his cock as she began to move. He grabbed Auria’s hips, his tongue exploring her hot gash, making the dark elf gasp and grind herself against him.
“Ohhh! You are a quick learner my knight,” Auria moaned.
“The best are,” Nimeria laughed, her breath hitching as she bucked atop his cock. “Oooh it’s been so long since I had a human’s cock!”
“Enjoy it mo-other!” Auria moaned as Felix’s tongue found her clit. “Mmmnn… He’s still mine.”
“Greedy,” Nimeria moaned as she bounced atop Felix’s cock, her wide hips rolling with expert skill. “But I suppose I forgive you. This time.”
Felix moaned, bucking beneath the pair. He had a feeling he was in for a long night.




Meetings

It was night.
The stars glowed silver in the dark canopy above. Below, fires dotted the valley, gathered between the twisting rivers of lava as the tribes returned to their camps, mulling what they had seen.
The conspirators had gathered in secret. Silence. Crouched in a circle, they rested their fists on their knees. A low fire burned before them, sheltered from prying eyes by the jagged thrust of the rocks. Stealth did not come easily to an orc, but the ragged lands beyond the Dragon’s Teeth had taught them how to avoid being seen, at least. Likewise, politics generally boiled down to ‘who’s the biggest? You? Okay, you’re the boss’.
Thus, political subterfuge was a new experience for the orcs. And like all new experiences, someone was probably going to die during it.
Borgrin crouched among them. The pugnacious orc glowered at the dancing flames. “How long we wait?” he demanded roughly.
Another, Gilnig, shrugged. “You know Rockrenders. Always late.”
Muttered acknowledgement came from the others. Borgrin snorted angrily and flexed his fists, muscles across his broad, brutal form tightening and loosening with the motions. Times had been tough for the grey skinned orc since Morgoroth died. Once, Borgrin had power. Prestige! Slaves! Yet now? Now, he was ignored. Socretha was thought the mightiest in the tribe. And the sorcerer stood over her as well, the clans in the palm of his hand. A human. Borgrin sneered as he stared at the fire. No human would lead him! No matter how many arms he thrust in lava. Probably some trick to it. Yeah. A trick. That explained it.
A rattle of tumbling stones brought the group to their feet, axes in hands, beady eyes peering at the dark. After a moment a form made itself known. The newcomer didn’t so much arrive as insinuate himself among the group, sliding in on quick feet. A goblin, the short, stocky creature grinned up at them, his cloak of what could generously be called rags settling about him. The orcs glowered at him.
“Nivi has come,” the goblin said. “And presents master Durgith!”
A mountain moved. The other orcs drew back as what might have been a piece of the landscape stepped into the light. The assembled orcs had followed Morgoroth most of their lives. They knew big. But the orc before them dwarfed even that orc’s legendary girth. Once upon a time, an ogre and an orc met in unholy wedlock. Whichever party had gotten the worst of that deal, the result had been Durgith. Unlike the dark green skin of the other orcs, his was a speckled brown and grey like the rocks around them. His chest bulged above a heavy gut, and his long arms were knotted with muscle. His low slung jaw bulged with sharp teeth, and across his body jangled a series of metal plates buckled into place in some attempt at armour, though it barely provided modesty.
The ogrespawn paused in the firelight, looking down on the orcs before him. He gave a low rumble.
“Durgith come,” Nivi said, the goblin hastening to the ogrespawn’s feet. “He come to see what you offer.”
Borgrin coughed and stepped forward. “I am Borgrin,” he said. “Leader of Wolf band of Iron Tooth clan. You come today to meet with sorcerer, Tiberius. But he is mere human! Seeks to rule orcs and use us as minions.”
“Durgith come,” Nivi said. “He meet with sorcerer. Why you care?”
“Because he is weak human,” the orc said sharply. “He wants to lead clans, but he is smaller than even females.”
Durgith made a sound. It might have been a belch, but Nivi translated with, “Durgith hear this. But Durgith also hear he kill Morgoroth.”
Borgrin glowered. “He use magic to kill Morgoroth. Treachery spell. He does not have strength to lead orcs. He does not have orcish strength! Look!” Borgrin said, gesturing to the flame swept valley under the dark walls of the keep. “He has gathered many clans. And he promises to lead us to glory! To plunder southlands.”
Durgith snorted.
“Durgith think that good,” Nivi said.
“There are many clans. More gathered than any before being forced behind Dragon’s Teeth. But he human who leads,” Borgrin said, and his lips curled back, exposing fangs. “But, if he dead, then orcs lead clans to conquer.”
Durgith bowed his head.
“Durgith listening,” Nivi said.
Borgrin held out a fist before him. “If Tiberius dead, then Durgith lead orcs! He is biggest and strongest among clans now that Morgoroth dead. He can lead all horde over Dragon’s Teeth and plunder southlands.”
“Sorcerer is magic,” Nivi reminded them. He dodged Durgith’s hand as the ogrespawn idly swatted at the goblin.
Borgrin smiled grimly. He reached behind him and pulled out a cruel steel knife. “Not even fountain witch can survive dagger in back.” He pointed the knife at the slumped Durgith. “You come to clans. Orc leads warbands. Socretha. Female and warrior. She proud, but she cannot beat Durgith. You challenge to battle for leading armies. While all watching, we kill sorcerer!”
Durgith rumbled in what might have been a snore. The orcs exchanged an uncertain glance.
“Durgith accept,” Nivi said, rubbing his tiny hands in glee. “Durgith kill sorcerer’s bitch. Then become master of horde.”
Borgrin nodded, his tusked mouth twisted in a sneer. After all, he thought, running his thumb along the blade of his dagger, if a sorcerer could die to a dagger in the back, a Durgith could too.




Choosing

Daylight peeked through the dull haze of the magma rivers, illuminating the courtyard of Fulgrim’s keep. By the hazy glow, Socretha took in the assembled slaves critically. Troubled.
With the flat of her sword she had beaten a number of orcs awake from their drunken stupor and urged them out to collect the loveliest of the slaves. They had stock enough to choose from. The caliphate had been generous in that respect when Morgoroth ruled, selling his tribe into mercenary work for the slaver lords of Hassia. But now that they were before her, Socretha was unsure. Soft. Slender. Hair of flame or gold. Curvy flesh ranging from pale to purple. Wild elves. Humans. Dark elves, all bedecked in loveliest gold and sheerest silks.
Weak. All of them, weak. What could Tiberius see in such things? She stopped before one. A young human woman with plump breasts and shapely hips. The orc snorted and the girl cringed. Couldn’t even wield an axe that one! What good were such women? They couldn’t fight. They couldn’t ride a worg. The best thing they could do is pop out weakling broods from their plump thighs.
She moved on. Luan heeled her, the worg taking in the slaves with her fathomless gold eyes. Socretha idly scratched the worg’s head. She didn’t have near enough time with her these days. The worg absolutely refused to have anything to do with Tiberius, something of a challenge for Socretha as her master’s champion.
Socretha shook her head. She would never understand men. How could they desire a creature who couldn’t even crack a man’s spine over their knee? She bemoaned the state of affairs among males once more. Degenerates! That’s what they were. Sickening, really.
She walked out before the assembled slaves and took them in all at once. She had no idea what she was doing. And, some part of her was furious too. To think that Tiberius would look to such women for pleasure. The niggling thoughts plucked at her mind. Was she not good enough? She couldn’t see how she wasn’t. She was the strongest female among all the tribes. Possibly the strongest orc. So what did these mewling, soft bodied women have to offer she didn’t? Self-consciously she hefted her firm breasts and flexed a muscles arm. No. No. She was a pinnacle of femininity. Any man would be delighted to have a woman who could gut a cave troll and lift her own weight in steel.
“Chief?”
“Hm?” She looked back at the hulking orcs who had spoken. “What you want?”
“You been standing there a while. You okay?”
Socretha snapped back to the present. “Yes! Fine. Socretha is fine.” She looked back at the slaves, scanned them. Her eyes fixed on one. A slim, pretty human with lush hips and the largest breasts. Yes. Men liked large breasts and such wide hips would ensure a healthy brood, if weak. She pointed at the red head. “You! You come with me.”
She turned as an orcish guard detached the selected woman from the rest, dragging the stumbling, sobbing human after the orcess. Yes. Such a woman would please a man. Glancing about to make sure no one was watching, she again thoughtfully groped her own firm bosom.




Family Talk

She left Felix snoring on the bed. Wrapping a plush robe about her, Auria made her way to the balcony. Her mother was there already, gazing out across the Lake of Song. She stared at the Fount, the rippling mass of blue and violet magic pouring into the sky, turning it an eternal twilight lit with stars of crystallized magic.
“Come, Auria. Join me.”
Auria did, wincing a little. It was hard to keep up with her mother in the bed. Even four times her age, the elder elf had lost none of her eerie beauty that had made men fight for her merest glance of attention. Oh but she could be cruel too. Few knew as well as Auria. Nimeria Dalamas had raised her family to one of the strongest in all Vassara. The high magistrix of the fount, one of the greatest sorcerers of their age, Nimeria had high expectations, and her favour hard to gain, and harder still to keep.
The delicate fluted glass sat on the table between them. Her mother poured her some of the shining wine, the globes of her breasts slipping a little through her robes as she bent forward. Auria accepted the glass, and turned to look over the silent, sparkling city.
“What will you do, my daughter?”
“Find the one who stole the Arcris,” she said at once.
“Hm.” Her mother sipped her shining wine. “I thought you dealt with him?”
She’s testing me, Auria knew. Testing me as the lady of the Fount tested all her children. All hundred some. Nimeria had lived a long time. Centuries. Time enough to sire a brood. Time enough to thin them too. But Auria was equal to the task. “A mere bandit lord couldn’t have stolen the Arcris from under our noses. Someone helped him. I believe delivered it. Personally, mother.”
Nimeria smiled idly. “Oh?”
“Yes. The bandit had access to a warpstone. A forgotten one. He used it to escape. He’d been using one of the old towers to filter magic into physical form. But he hadn’t nearly enough there for what he must have collected. He must have been shipping it somewhere.”
“Clever girl,” her mother said, smiling wanly.
Auria felt a tingle of filial pleasure. “Thank you, mother.”
“I too had my suspicions. When you left, some suspected you of the theft.”
“You could have disabused them of that,” Auria said smugly.
“Hmm. I could have,” her mother agreed with a swirl of her drink. “What have you learned?”
Auria thought back to the scorpion clasp she had hidden in her bedding. “Little. I intend to look into it.”
“With your human?”
“Able help,” Auria said warmly.
“Humans are, often. And so… energetic.” Her mother smiled with fond memories and let her robe slip open a little more. It was no secret the matriarch had slept with humans. Orcs too. Ogres, some said even demons from beyond. There wasn’t a race who walked the world she hadn’t tasted. Of either sex. Some women collected drapes or crystal statues. Her mother collected lovers.
Auria laughed softly. “He is. And very useful.”
“So I felt. Wherever did you find him?”
“Naked in the woods.”
That gave her mother pause. “In the Dusk Wood? How strange…”
“Humans go there.”
“Generally dressed, if at all. They do not like our deep forests. Small surprise.” She sipped her drink again, humming at the richness of the mana tinted wine. She sighed, swirling her drink thoughtfully. “I have felt… something of late. A strangeness in the flows of the world’s magic. It may be nothing. And yet…” she pursed her sensuous lips. “Perhaps he is telling the truth?”
“He does not strike me as the type to lie.”
Nimeria laughed throatily. “Oh my lovely daughter. All men lie. Everyone does.”
Auria had to give her mother that. “He is mine. I intend to keep him as my guardian.”
“Oh!” Her mother gasped, eyes shining in delight. “Oh, won’t your suitors be displeased.”
“I’ll take them in hand.”
“And sheets.”
“Of course.”
Her mother laughed again. She touched Auria’s chin and tilted her face towards her. “You always were the most willful of my children. Keep it up, Auria, and you will be rewarded greatly. But you knew that.”
Auria smiled back, her fingers tightening on the glass she held. Her mother’s smile widened, and lazily she rose. Her open robe fluttering about her shapely form, Nimeria stepped over the balcony’s rail. Not even a gesture was needed to send her floating, light as a feather, to grounds below. Auria watched her depart, eyes lingering on the twilit city. A city of intrigues and enemies. Magic and daggers and murders. Everyone beneath the curtain of the Fount she must consider her foe, waiting to climb over her corpse for a higher station.
A snore from the bed had her turn back. Felix’s tanned skin seemed to shine in the blue-black glow of the fount as he rolled over. She smiled a little. She would dearly like to think he wasn’t. Faith was a strange thing for her. Faith in a man even stranger. She finished her drink and put it down, then strode across the room. She shrugged off her gown, and slipped under the blanket, naked. She took him in her arms, pulling him against her. He stirred at her touch, cracking open his eyes.
“My lady?”
“Shh,” she said, kissing him deeply. She felt his hardness and hummed in enjoyment, rolling over him and taking him inside of her; the glow of the Fount shimmering across them like the ripples of black water. As Felix began to thrust into her tender cunt, she moaned and rocked back against him, gasping as the sweet pleasure of their coupling settled on her once more.




Thoughtful Schemes

Allithan opened the door and passed inside. The noble shed his cloak, tossing it to the waiting slavegirl. He took a seat, resting his chin in his palm grimly.
His chair was raised in a private box and looked out onto a wide, dark space lit with the dull glow of arcane globes hovering in the air. Under their pale light the stands which ringed the arena were cast in gloom, the dark elves seated to watch near invisible to each other and the sand strewn ring below. Two combatants, an orc and a wild elf, were facing off. The orc had strength, but the pale, sleek elf agility, dodging about the orc’s brutal blows with uncanny ease. Already near a dozen wounds bled freely on the orc’s frame, the elf untouched.
“Master,” the slave said, dipping into a bow. She was a pretty thing. Her only garments were a binding collar around her neck and twin strips of cloth stretched from it, just covering her nipples, while a girdle round her hips suspended a long ribbon of silk. Allithan took her in with interest, admiring her pale flesh. Her human frame was curvier than any elf’s, with wide hips and plush breasts.
“Master,” she repeated. “Can I be of service?”
Allithan sighed, easing back and parting his legs. “I feel the stress of matters acutely these days. I could use some relief.”
The girl smiled prettily and bowed again. “Of course, my lord.” She slipped down to her knees and opened the front of his pants, freeing the hard shaft of his cock. Allithan sighed, easing back as she began to bob, her hot mouth and plump lips skilled as they hungrily engulfed his shaft.
“Mmm,” he groaned. “Your lips are exactly what I need after a long day.”
She hummed in acknowledgement, her tongue sliding around his length. He gasped and grabbed her hair, grip tight as she serviced him.
“Yes. Deeper, whore. Fuck…”
She did as bid. He felt himself growing closer as she worked on him. His hand tightened, his eyes riveted to the blood sport on the floor below. The orc suddenly gained the upper hand, his axe crashing into the elf, sending the skilled warrior tumbling for all his ability. “Ah!” Allithan breathed as the orc pounded towards his fallen foe. “F-fuck!” He bucked, burying himself deep between her lips. He roared as he came, the sound echoed by the crowd as the killing blow fell, his slave swallowing his seed dutifully.
“Ah,” Allithan sighed, pushing her off his cock and sending her sprawling. “Good slut,” he said.
She smiled, eyes empty. “Thank you master,” she said.
“Now get out.”
She stood and scuttled away. With a sigh Allithan eased back in his chair. The crowd roared as the orc paraded before them, brandishing his bloody axe in triumph. The dark elf smiled in amusement as other slaves dragged the elf’s corpse off the floor. It felt good to have a woman know where her place was. Not like Auria. Accursed bitch. Or captain Davina. Bitch. She’d cornered him after he’d left the council chamber and had the gall – the fount damned gall! – to threaten him to leave Auria be. He growled deeply, flexing his hands.
“Enjoying yourself?”
Allithan bolted to his feet, whirling about. The curtains parted, a checkered cloak and mask seeming to form out of the darkness.
“Wraith! Don’t do that!”
“My apologies,” the masked man said, cutting a small bow. “I didn’t wish to disturb you.”
Flushing in annoyance, the elf shoved his cock back into his pants. He glared at his opposite, the bandit king’s checkered cloak gathered closer around him, the mask with its two slits inscrutable as ever. Even that damned, cocked hat infuriated Allithan. By rights the man shouldn’t even be allowed to speak to an elf of Allithan’s stature.
But needs must. Swallowing his distaste for the man, the elf flicked his slim fingers. “Whatever. You saved me the trouble of finding you anyway. What the hells happened? You were supposed to keep the Arcris away from here and supply me with the mana.”
“I assure you,” the masked man said drily, drawing his arm from his robe. “It did not leave my hand willingly.”
Allithan’s eyebrows shot up at the sight. Though one of the masked man’s hands was garbed in the familiar black glove, the other was a translucent blue thing, bleeding wisps of magic like steam.
“By the Fountain’s glow!”
“Quite,” Wraith said, wispy fingers curling slowly into a fist.
Allithan shook his head, refusing to show he was impressed. “Doesn’t really matter though, does it?” he growled, settling back in his chair with a scowl. “The bitch Auria found it and brought it back. And she’s one step higher in my mother’s esteem. And where does that leave us?”
“In danger.”
Allithan blinked. Looked up. “Say again?”
“Your sister has found the artifact. Be under no illusions. She will look for the one who stole it.”
“You did.”
“And you assisted me. She will suspect I had help.”
Allithan scoffed. “I can take her,” he said, whirling with a gesture a coil of magic in the air. “I’m twice the magus she is.”
“Perhaps,” the masked man said. “But I would beware her companion.”
“The human?”
“Yes. Do not underestimate him, my lord. He has… unusual sorceries…”
Allithan scowled. “Doesn’t matter,” he said dismissively. “She’s back, and Vassara is my city. I’ll see her dead long before she comes anywhere close to finding the truth.”
“Then I will take my leave,” the masked man said, cutting a bow.
“Where to?”
“I have preparations of my own to make.”
Allithan scowled, watching the masked man slip away into the passage behind the curtain. He grunted, settling deeper in his chair. How he loathed relying on the man. But needs must, he supposed irritably. He grabbed a rope and tugged it. From a side passage, his assistant, Drogr, slid into the room.
“My master?” the drab elf asked with a shallow bow.
“Get me the Night Blades.”




To Make a Queen

Life had not taken the direction Damera had expected.
She sat on the floor of the keep’s main hall, cowering before the sorcerer who had seized control of the tribes. Her hands knotted before her, she leaned a little away from that burning gaze, feeling those red eyes run over her critically. She knew little about the one they called Tiberius. The orcs were never circumspect when speaking around their pleasure slaves, but the only things her masters seemed to have was praise for the sorcerer. Almost worship.
And now she was in front of him.
Terror didn’t do it justice. Tiberius seemed to fill the room, the glow of his scars and the shadows of his robe drew all her attention towards him as he lounged atop Morgoroth’s old throne. How well Damera knew that chair. She had once been a favorite of the massive orc. She shivered at the memory of Morgoroth withering, his essence drawn into Tiberius’s hand, reducing the powerful brute to a mummy of desiccated flesh and bone. She recalled the last time Tiberius had requested a girl. No one had seen her again. But they’d heard the screams. No. She had thought things couldn’t get much worse than being turned into a pleasure slave for orcs.
Evidently she hadn’t been pessimistic enough.
The sorcerer rose. She stiffened, tightening into herself like an overwound spring. Fight. Flight. Neither of which was much of an answer in the face of those cruel red eyes. Her glance flicked to the staff he held, the twisted limbs of the peak seeming to move subtly in the ill glow.
He circled her slowly, his staff tapping, sending little arcs of red magic crackling whenever it touched. She winced with every impact, her breath hitching with a muffled sob. He stopped before her, looked her up and down again, nodded.
“Alright. You’ll do.”
She swallowed.
Tiberius sat down on the bone and hide throne. “Right. Seduce me.”
Damera opened her mouth. Closed it. “Wh-what?”
“You heard me,” the wizard said. He slammed the butt of his staff on the floor, Damera yelping as lightning crackling across the stones. “You’re a pleasure slave, right? Bought and trained and bred and what have you. Hm? Well! Do your job.” He slammed the staff down again, the flare of light illuminating his face. “Seduce me!”
Damera bit her lower lip. Ohhhh, why did these things always seem to happen to her? She hesitantly stepped forward, belatedly putting a sway into her hip. She gingerly sat down in his lap, wrapping her arms around his neck. Her skin crawled as the heat of his scars radiated against her. She leaned up and kissed him, but couldn’t’ stop trembling. She pulled back and looked at him to see if it was working.
It was not.
“You’re rather bad at this,” he noted.
She flushed with shame. “S-sorry,” she murmured.
Tiberius gave her a long look. “What did you do before you were taken by the orcs.”
“D-do.”
“Oh for gods’ sakes,” he muttered and grabbed her forehead.
Damera froze. Pain exploded through her head like someone drove a spike into her skull. Her mind emptied. She gasped.
She blinked.
She was in the tavern with her father and her sister. Men came in and spoke to him for a long time. Reluctantly, he led them to her. “Daddy!” she screamed as they dragged her out.
She blinked.
She was naked, under the hot sun on the auction block. Shaking with fear and shame. She hadn’t seen her sister since that terrible night. Men and women in fine or crude clothes were discussing her critically, eying her. One gestured dramatically. A woman in long robes came forward and took the rope tied to her neck.
She blinked.
She was in a large bedroom and tied up. Mistress Vera was crouched above her, clad in nothing but sharp leathers, a leash in hand, smiling down at her. Damera’s skin blazed with the pain of the whip. A goat baa’d in the corner. Sobbing, Damera leaned forward and pressed her lips to the noblewoman’s foot.
“Good pet,” Mistress Vera said, petting Damera’s hair. “Good pet.”
She blinked.
She stood in silks and gold before the jagged line of the Dragon’s Teeth. Mistress Vera stood with her. Behind her, Damera and three others waited. Soon enough orcs moved down the broken rocks and came before them. Mistress Vera spoke of bribes and troops, then passed the leash to them. Damera followed her new masters meekly.
She blinked.
She screamed with terrible ecstasy, her body burning with the drugs pumped into her by the orc’s shamans. Pleasure raced through her. Cruel delight she couldn’t fight. Couldn’t stop. He grabbed her breasts, the treacherous flesh singing with induced delight. The brutish orc finished in her, his seed burning her depths. He pulled out, grunting, and the next took his place. Damera moaned as he entered her, weeping in shame and pleasure and pain as he took her, her voice joining the cries of the others in the tent.
She blinked.
Damera gasped. She was on the floor of Fulgrim’s Keep once more. Her head pounding. Memories. Those were memories, so vivid it was like she’d lived those shameful days again. She felt her tears and swallowed thickly, stifling them. She didn’t think she’d had tears left. She looked up dully to see Tiberius slowly pacing around her. The red marks across his face glowed fitfully as he tapped his chin with the head of his staff. She made to rise, failed, and fell back with a gasp.
Tiberius paused. Looked down at her. Stepping up to her, he crouched down, the hem of his robe whisking against her like a cool breeze. “Well,” he said. “Wasn’t that interesting.”
“Nnn,” Damera whimpered. Hot tears cut streaks down her cheeks. She flinched at his touch, but he gripped her chin and turned her face towards him. The marks around his eyes beat with a crimson light.
“How would you like to never be powerless again?”
She stilled. He grinned down at her and his grip tightened. “Sick of being everyone else’s puppet? Plaything? Oh, I know what you really want. You want power. You want to be able to make anyone who stood against you crawl at your feet. Well, suffice to say I think I can solve that little issue. Oh yes. I think I can. Of course,” he added thoughtfully. “You might die anyway. But… well, I’m sure someone will succeed. Eventually. So how about it? How would you like power?”
Power?
It felt like such an alien word at this point. But the concept, the idea, that was familiar. She suffered at the hands of others too often not to. Oh yes. She knew of power. Sadly, generally at the other end
Power.
Gritting her teeth, she propped herself up, forced herself up, lifting her dark eyes up at the sorcerer. “I…I want it,” she gasped. Her hands tightened. “Please!”
Tiberius’s grin cut his face. “That’s the spirit.”
He stood. His robe fell from him, revealing his marked skin. Damera sucked in a breath at the full extent of those pulsing crimson etchings, but she only had a moment, for the next he was on her. He grasped her, tilting back her head. He pressed his lips to hers.
And the world changed.
Heat shot through her. She arched, gasping into his mouth. Something electric seemed to flow from his mouth, breathed into her. She felt heavy. Swollen. His tongue plunged into her, rolling about as if relishing her taste before the feast. She whimpered, falling back onto the floor, trembling. He crouched over her, the glowing signs in his skin like a fire against her.
She moaned, responding, feeling the sheer strength of his magic crackling through him. Her body alive. More than alive. Supercharged. He pulled back from the kiss, her lips plumped and bruised, her breath steaming from her.
“Let’s see now,” he muttered, leaning over her.
“Ahh!” she cried, arching as his tongue touched her breast. She bit her lip as the burning sensation raced through her. His tongue ran up her throat, lingering there. His hands began to move across her body. “O-oh. Ohhhhh!”
She cried out as his fingers dug roughly into her arms. Heat blazed where he touched. To silence her scream she bit his shoulder.
“Argh!” Tiberius snarled. “Bitch!”
She couldn’t answer. Pain raced across her, but she was used to pain. Hadn’t her life been so long defined by it? Hadn’t she suffered first under the whips of slavers, then the cruel touch of orcs. She closed her eyes tightly, and bit down harder.
Hurt me, she thought. Do it. Do whatever it takes! But power. Give me power!
The pain grew more acute as Tiberius continued to trace her body with his hands. His tongue. His every touch lingered, but the pain began to fade. Became something else. Where at first she whimpered, now she moaned. She undulated, her nipples hardening, her broodmotherly hips rolling, rocking. Her head pounded and her blood quickened. She rubbed her thighs, feeling the dampness between her legs.
She released his shoulder. “Ohhhh,” she moaned. She saw her teeth marks among the pulsating curves in his skin, the indentations glowing faintly. “Ohhhh.”
She felt his tongue again on her neck. She tilted her head, giving him more of herself as a canvas. She clawed at his back, pulling him closer. Curved her back, pressing her generous breasts against his chest.
“Take me,” she panted. “Oh gods. Oh gods… please… Please…”
The touch of his tongue burned as he drew it up across her skin, along her chin, across her cheek. “Not yet,” he said. “Hard as it may be at least try and control yourself.”
“Nnnn!” she whimpered. She ground her crotch against his leg, humping him like a bitch in heat. And still his fingers moved. Crawled up her body. Spreading their thrilling touch across her.
She was burning. Feverish. He was muttering something now. The words were indistinguishable to her, but she felt their power. Felt them settle on her like a weight, seeping in her skin to burn. Pulse through her veins. She moaned. She whimpered. “P-please!”
Tiberius didn’t answer. But he shifted atop her. She gasped as he pressed his cock against her. She instantly opened her legs, baring her moistened quim for him. “Yes,” she begged.
He thrust.
“Ahhhhn!” She threw back her head. Her hands clawed his back, drawing blood. Her pulse thundered in her ears. “Oh gods!” she screamed.
Tiberius kissed her. She tasted blood. She drank eagerly as he fucked her. Red light pulsed on the walls, crawling across the throne. She felt it like a second heartbeat inside of her. Again the marks in her skin burned like a brand. She screamed into his mouth. Her vision swam. The drum of her heartbeat thundered.
“Ah… ah… ahnnnn!” She cried out, cumming, her inner walls clutching at the sorcerer’s length. His hands grabbed her head, held it in place. His eyes burned into hers. His touch was like iron. She thrashed as he kept pumping, kept filling her.
Her head spun. “Yes!” she screamed as her skin fairly hummed with some primal energy. “Yes! Fuck me!” She stared at the ceiling of the chamber, hypnotized by the whirling lights like a hundred writhing serpents. Cast there by the pulsing of Tiberius’s etched skin. The twisting shapes seemed to take the form of a woman’s face. The figure smiled, showing fangs, pupil’s slits like a snake’s.
Tiberius snapped out a final word. It struck her like a whip. Her every muscle tensed. She screamed again. Came again.
“Fuck!” Tiberius snarled as she tightened around him. He thrust once more, buried himself as deep in her as he could. Then he snarled a word she didn’t know.
He came.
The world shrank around her. Expanded in a breath. Heat seared through her as his seed burned into her. Her vision spun. The face on the ceiling opened its mouth. She screamed as it expanded further. She fell towards it.
Darkness swallowed her.




Investigations

Auria reclined in her palanquin with a sigh of contentment.
This was how a dark elf should travel.
Magic buoyed her opulent craft through the crowds. A space cleared for her as she glided on, a troop of houseguards led by Davina leading the march. She watched Davina idly, the captain’s crimson cloak whisking about her as she led them on. Auria had been neglecting her. She really must invite the captain back to her room. Davina did so love the whips, after all. Auria smiled, then glanced out the side, pouting a little. Felix hadn’t been comfortable riding in the craft and had opted to walk, and not even her promise of sucking his cock as they travelled had been able to entice him. Strangely, that had seemed to encourage him not to ride with her. She sighed. But then, that was half the fun. And by the time she was done, he’d fuck her in Vassara’s arena before the nobility of the city. She hummed with amusement, finger circling a cloth clad nipple.
They moved nearer the lake, where the slim masts and sleek prows of trader vessels and personal yachts crowded the reaching docks and shores. Few but the shipmasters left Vassara anymore, they usually to purchase slaves or offer some of the craftwork of the dark elven homeland to others. Vassara needed nothing from the outside world, after all. Its palaces were older than the mountains and its families the same. A static kingdom of ethereal beauty. None dared attack them, with their legions of mages and the power of the Fount at their back. In fact, that she knew of, Auria was one of the few elves of her generations to go beyond the tall walls of the city.
Auria reflected on that idly as she flicked her finger, her palanquin drawing to a halt before one of the countless sleek buildings which formed the Shadow Street. Considering how her trip had nearly ended in the Dusk Woods, she wasn’t too surprised by that. No. She was far more comfortable in Vassara. Here the threads of power lay close at hand. Thrusting aside the filmy curtain, Auria delicately stepped down to the street level.
Felix stood near, eying the dusky avenue warily. “Will you be alright?”
She laughed. “I’m no blushing maiden, my knight. Don’t worry about me.”
He frowned uncertainly. Auria felt a touch of pique. No doubt he was recalling the events of their first meeting. Yet, a strange glow of pleasure at his protectiveness enveloped her. Which reminded her…
“My knight,” Auria said, drawing something from her pocket. “This is for you.”
Felix took the amulet she gave him. A pendant of intricate silver threads wound around a piece of amber, a hair curled in the stone. “What is it?”
“A gift. From me to you. Put it on.”
Felix did so. Auria’s smile widened a little at the subtle flash of the stone as it settled against his chest. “I… thank you,” he said.
She laughed softly and leaned up against him, her breasts pressing into his chest as she kissed him. His arms automatically moved to embrace her, but she slipped away from him before he could. “Now now,” she said with a teasing smile. “If you wanted that, you should have joined me in the palanquin.”
Felix flushed at the suggestion and glanced at the stone faced guards. Auria laughed again, her throaty chuckle sending tingles racing down to the Rune Knight’s boots as she turned and entered the shop, her ribbons of silks drifting in her wake.
Stepping inside, the elven noble paused. She glanced back into the looming face of an ogre standing beside a door he could probably never fit through. The hulking creature looked down at her, his beady eyes flashing from his bald bullet head, the collar marking him as bounded shining around his throat. Spiked bracers were wrapped around his wrists and she knew his broad belly was all muscle. She gave him a smile. “Agor.”
There was a grunt from the upper slopes of mount Agor.
“Keeping busy?”
Another grunt.
She gave him a pat on his arm and swept down the passage and deeper into the building. Through a door she found herself in a tall, circular room whose walls were stuffed with bookcases which, in turn, were stuffed with books. They spilled out into piles which grew across the floor and clustered in heaps. Globes of golden magic glowed about the ceiling, floating from sconces. Beneath their light a withered, thin dark elf with skin a plum purple worked behind a desk. His graying hair was a tonsured horseshoe shape about his ears. Huge spectacles sat on a slightly hooked nose as he bent over some documents. It was a delicate dance among the stacks of papers to make her way to the desk at the end. She gathered her filmy silks around her and primly took a seat.
For a moment the scratching of the quill was all that could be heard. Then, the wrinkled elf stabbed a period on the document and raised his head.
“Lady Auria Dalamas,” he said, clasping his bony fingers before him. “How good to see you again. What can I do for you?”
“Hello Lithrin,” Auria said. “I’ve come for information.”
The balding man bobbed his head. “Oh no doubt. No doubt. On what, pray? No doubt something innocuous. Oh yes. No doubt at all. I’ve had many looking for information into your movements. Oh yes. A great many.”
Auria leaned back, straightening the filmy armour that only just covered her breasts. “Who?”
“Captain Davina.”
Auria rolled her eyes. “Oh. Her.”
“Yes,” Lithrin said as he pulled out a sheaf of paper and inspected it. “Very good woman. Good captain. Worried about you. Oh so very concerned you… went off on your own…”
“It says that?”
He looked back to her. “Hm? Oh! Sorry. No. This is a menu from Gringle’s Boar Rib Roastery. Very fine food. Very fine. You should try it.”
“Another time.” Auria leaned her chin in her palms, blue eyes glowing. “She was worried?”
“Oh yes. Wanted to give you an honour guard. Very keen on it. Personal.”
She laughed. “Oh I’m sure. She’s so very fond of me. Wants to make an honest woman of me.”
“Difficult.”
“Impossible.”
“Oh no. Possible. The right person… hmmm… Yes. You’re with someone new, no? Heard they came with you.”
“You’re quick.”
“Yes, yes.”
“So, Captain Davina. Anyone else?”
“Oh, yes. Certainly. Hooded fellow. Came in the other day.”
Auria tensed. She leaned forward. “Did he have a name?”
“Hm? Name. Yes. Yes he did. But very expensive things, names. Cost a bundle.” He scratched his head, dandruff raining down like snow. “Hmm. Yes. Expensive.”
Auria sighed. She dug the small pouch of gold from her side out and placed it on the table. It clinked with a reassuring solidity. “The name, Lithrin.”
Lithrin picked up the bag, weighing it. “Hm. Called himself Wraith.”
Auria bit her lower lip, brow lowering with unease. “I see… Good to know…” Her hand slipped into her pocket and retrieved the golden clasp dropped by the elf who had attacked her in Solita. She laid it out on the table, the scorpion worked on its face gleaming. “And tell me, Lithrin. Who have the Night Blades been meeting lately?”
Lithrin cocked his head. He picked up the clasp and turned it over thoughtfully in the light. “Yes. Yes. Also, the Night Blades. They were asking about you too. Among others. A number of high nobles meet with them. More have arranged for it in the last day or two. When you returned, if I recall… Again, lately. Yes. Very keen.”
“So I have a hit on me?”
“You. Your friend. Oh yes. Very unfortunate. Very. Lots of gold too. Great deal. Doubtless many will be after you. Quite so. Pity.” He checked a collection of papers, adjusting his glasses. “Hm. Yes. Been upped by… thirty thousand gold pieces.”
Auria shrugged. It would be a surprise to know someone in Vassara didn’t have a contract on their heads. Really, she thought, lounging in the chair, it was flattering. Someone took enough of an interest in her to want her that dead meant she’d made an impact. A smile fluttered on her dark lips, her eyes lidding in amusement. Ah. To be important enough to be the target of true assassins. She shivered with the thrill of it.
But Felix was a target as well. She frowned a little. That could be trouble. The man was so naïve in so many ways. Why, he didn’t even have someone to taste his food and water for him. Poisoning him would be simplicity in itself, if poisoning hadn’t passed out of fashion thirty years ago. No. No one would be caught dead being poisoned anymore. These days anyone who was anyone were killed by dancing slave girls in sheer silks with a blade secreted somewhere on their tantalizing bodies. There was something to be said for the art of it, after all. Anyone could club someone over the head and kill them in an alley. But assassination! Ah. That took class.
“Good to know,” Auria said. “And that… other matter I had you look into before I left?”
“Hm? Oh! Yes. Yes. Of course. Of course. Yes. Let’s see… Ah! Here.” The old elf pulled out a parchment near as dry as him. He squinted through his glasses. “Hm! Yes. Here we are. Yes. Your brother has indeed been collecting some quite substantial payments. All very hushed. Quite quiet. Been making deals with a number of ships. Lucrative ones. Quite so. Quite. A few captains, barrels loaded during the night. Reinforced with cold steel. Funneled the profits back into gladiators for the Games. Quite subtle. Tidy indeed.”
Auria smiled, her eyes blazing with satisfaction. She had him. She had the little shit. If she could get some of that mana she’d have the proof too! She rose in a swirl of her filmy silks. “Excellent. Thank you, Lithrin. You’ve been most helpful.” She leaned forward and gave the stunted man a kiss on his bald head. Lithrin blinked owlishly up at her as she departed. Passing Agor, she stepped outside where the palanquin and escort waiting for her.
Minus one.
She froze, looked at the guards who at that moment found something about their shoes in need of their immediate attention. Only Davina kept her head up, though even she flinched when Auria spoke with voice like a whip.
“Where is Felix?”




Duels 

Felix’s old mentor, Dorin the Ironhanded, had a theory about armour. “Armour be a lot like a woman, laddie. Any will do in a pinch, but ya need tha right fit to do anything worthwhile with it!”
Felix hadn’t exactly known what he meant until later. Much later. In fact, had he known how much later, Dorin probably would have broken a rib laughing.
Felix sighed at the memory of the old dwarf as he examined the armour in the stall. He missed Dorin, Claudia, and even Trign, the friggin’ loon. He’d traveled far with them, fought many battles against the horrors come to menace the Twin Kingdoms. He missed them, but at the same time, didn’t dwell too much on it. They were gone, he was here, and he had to accept that. Felix was intensely practical in that respect. He’d buried many friends over the years, fighting against Tiberius and the Black Circle, along with the innumerable horrors that sorcerer had dragged from nameless pits.
A war now over. But then, there was always another war. Felix had been thinking about that when Auria had entered the building, leaving him outside. He hadn’t replaced his clothes he’d taken from the bandit. Washed, yes, but after Solita they hadn’t passed another sign of civilization before reaching Vassara. He’d quizzed captain Davina on where to find a blacksmith’s shop. She’d pointed him towards the merchant district with a smile. Or what passed for one in the twilit city.
Felix quite quickly had realized he was out of place among the streets. Most of the populace were the plum skinned elves like Auria, slim and elegant as a dagger. But there were a few others. Mostly fair young men and women, a very few paler elves, and a few more brutish creatures. All had been wearing a curious looking collar, some leashed to the hand of a barely clad elf.  It had been an uncomfortable scene to pass through, and Felix had been glad when he found the blacksmith.
Of course, now that he was here, he was finding a fairly obvious issue. He eyed the armour before him, all of them delicately elaborate as those worn by Auria’s house guards, all clearly built for a far slimmer build than his. Felix grumbled. Well, what did he expect, really? He lifted one piece, expression puzzled at why anyone would so brazenly want to draw attention to their codpiece. His thumb found a button, and with a click the codpiece snapped open.
“Ah! A connoisseur I see.”
Felix jumped, spinning about to find a slim elf in a workman’s smock. The elves’ eyes were gleaming in a faintly manic look and his teeth were inlaid with jewels. The dazzling smile made the rune knight squint as the elf grinned.
“What?” Felix gaped.
“Oh don’t be shy good sir! Let me guess. Your mistress bid you fetch her a set so the two of you could do battle in the bedroom eh? Eh?”
Felix edged away from the rapid winking of the elf’s eye and the twinkling of his teeth. “Er, no. Not exactly.”
“Ah, I see! She wants to use the straps eh? Maybe a little something pressing against the rear gate to get the body purring so sweetly hm?”
Felix’s mind tried frantically to translate what he was beginning to suspect was a deeply foreign tongue. “I… I don’t think so.” He looked again at the leather straps and curly steel that composed much of the armor. “Do you have anything more… practical?”
“Ah! Say no more. Say no more. I know exactly what you mean.”
By the man’s twitching wink Felix had some doubts of that. Nevertheless, he followed the elf into the shop. A small forge burned in the far corner, and despite his misgivings, the sight of the man’s array of tools did much to renew his confidence. Which made it all the worse when they stepped through the back and he saw what lay within.
Racks hung from the ceiling, displaying what could only be devices of torture for whoever was unlucky enough to wear them. Collars and leashes, leather straps and the like all drooped down like a gaoler’s fetish collection. Felix’s jaw dropped when he caught a glimpse of a wall loaded with what looked like various size and specie’s of glass cocks.
“Very nice. Very nice, isn’t it?” the elf said eagerly. “Oh yes! Any idiot can make a sword. But can a man make a sword that can fuck you too? No! No they cannot! A blacksmith confines himself to weapons of war. But pleasure bounds across all lines! Pain and pleasure, mingling together in perfection of physical restraint!”
Felix took a step inside, staring in stunned wonder at it all. He couldn’t begin to guess half of the purposes. He took down a whip that appeared to have been lined with gems, the dozen or so slim tendrils growing from the handle thicker than a whip should be.
“Ah! An excellent choice,” the shopkeeper crowed. “You see, your mistress is to take this, and instill some mana within it. Then, when they are under her command, she can penetrate you a dozen different ways, all the while binding you with others.”
Felix dropped the whip like it was red hot. “What! My mis… I mean, Auria wouldn’t… That’s not...”
“Oh!” The man said, stepping nearer, his eyes fairly blazing. “I see! So you’re in need of… those. Eh?”
“Those?” Felix said helplessly.
“Yes!” the elf said, his grin edging into manic. “Yes! Those! Something only a man such I could create. A tool of such euphoric pleasure it’s mastery is necessary not to kill your partner! A device no simple blacksmith with their puny hammer could create. But a device requiring only the most skilled smutsmith.”
“Whatsmith?”
“Yes! Oh you are a lucky man. I promise you! Wait here! I will fetch it at once!”
“Wait-“ Felix tried, but the elf had already vanished through another door. Felix let his hand drop, exhaling weakly. He looked around the shop, his expression growing tight with unease. Everything around him was just so… suggestive… It made him increasingly uncomfortable just being in the same room with them. He glanced back at the room the smutsmith had vanished through. Would it be rude to leave? Felix bit his lip, but on second thought, didn’t think he could face what the man might try and offer him next. He crossed the room and yanked open the door.
The elf in the dark cloak on the other side who had been reaching for the doorknob stared at him. In an instant Felix took in the elf, and the dozen or so others filling the rest of the shop, and promptly slammed the door.
“Hell,” Felix said, stepping quickly back. A second later the door burst open. Felix reached out, grabbing a mass of leather that could generously be called ‘clothing’ and yanked it down. The elf covered his face as Felix whipped him with the mass of buckles and leather. The second elf rammed into the first, sending both to the floor. Felix stepped back, drawing his sword as he swung again the mass of buckles at the third to come through. This elf managed to grab it in return, arm twisted in the leather straps. Felix yanked, denser center of gravity and stronger arm pulling the startled assassin into Felix’s knee. The elf grunted, falling to floor, and with a click his dented codpiece snapped open.
Felix stared for a second, and nearly missed the sleek sword coming for his head. He evaded it, barely. The elf swung about, advancing, blade a silver glitter in his hand. Felix grabbed another rack and shoved it into the path of the next stroke. The elf cursed as his arm became tangled in a mass of leather and buckles.
Before Felix could finish the assassin the two on the floor had regained their feet, charging him with swords and daggers drawn. The sleek weapons drove Felix back as the pair of assassins tried to flank him. Felix struck the far wall, expertly parrying both men’s blades as they came down. The rune on his blade flashed, blasting the two swords off his own, staggering the pair. Felix reached back, hand closing on something hard. He brought it about, smashing the carved balls of a horse’s crystal cock into the first assasin’s head. The elf went down, his companion staring in shock, which allowed Felix to run the man through.
The rune knight spun as several more elves in flowing black pushed through the door. “Alright,” Felix growled. “Come on then.”
The elves stared at him, then drew a number of thin crossbows. Before he could move a dozen thin silver darts flicked through the air, thudding into the thin leather and cloth that garbed his chest, arm, and neck.
Felix looked down at the darts in shock. A sudden weight seemed to pull at his arms and legs. “Ah,” he managed, legs buckling beneath him, sending him to his knees. “See… thish ish why… armour… fit… womansh…”
Felix collapsed to the floor. Hooded figures closed around him as his vision darkened. An irritated voice echoed through his growing unconsciousness.
“Why didn’t we do that sooner?” the voice demanded.
And then he knew no more.




Trial by Steel

Tiberius came outside in a foul mood. He’d been woken up early by Socretha and informed another clan was arriving. They had to come before noon of course. Bloody savages. Didn’t they understand the idea of a proper rest?
Of course, he had other issues. He rubbed his shadowed eyes tiredly. Working with Damera had been exhausting. But fruitful, even with the sex notwithstanding. Certainly better than the last time he had worked with one of the snake goddesses avatars. That one had turned into a serpent halfway through the fucking, dislocated her jaw, and tried to eat him. And of course – of fucking course! – the thing’s blood had been acidic. The stains its death had left took a dozen slaves weeks of scrubbing to get out, not to mention the smell, and he’d had to throw away the entire bed.
Shame. He’d really liked that bed…
Tiberius shook himself, the fanged skull atop his head rattling slightly with the motion. His black robes rippling with proper dramatic flair, he walked out onto the raised platform overlooking Fulgrim’s courtyard, where but a few short weeks ago, the demonic ruler of the keep had done so to greet Tiberius himself.
Tiberius smiled at the sight of his growing horde filling the square. Many sported the spiralling dark tattoos they had printed themselves with in some sort of expression of affiliation with him. Idiotic, but flattering. Of course, his markings had been clawed into his skin by dark gods and the seers of the Black Ring. A rather painful experience, but a potent one.
Socretha stood waiting. She smiled at his arrival, the powerful orcess straightening with his presence. She held her sword before her and struck its tip to the stone, silencing the waiting horde.
Stepping up to the broken rail, Tiberius watched the newcomers file in. One of his black eyebrows quirked up as he beheld their leader. A massive bull of an orc with sandy flesh like the barren rocks of the badlands. Disks of steel clanged across his body like some grating one man percussion band, and behind him followed a group of bulky orcs with sharp jagged warpaint. Savages, Tiberius thought with approval. He could use a few more of those…
A goblin in fluttery rags like some demented jester hurried out from behind the massive leader of the band. “Me Nivi! Speaker for mighty Durgith! Leader of Rockrender tribe! Me speak for chief to mighty sorcerer Tiberius!”
“Bully for you,” Tiberius barked. “Now swear allegiance to me or I’ll rip off your balls.”
The goblin’s eyes flicked from the dark robed human to the orcess beside him. Nivi bowed. Or, rather, cringed. “Durgith would be glad to join mighty horde to conquer Southlands and plunder humans and other soft, small races. But Durgith not willing to follow female!”
Tiberius’s arched brow grew higher still. “Oh?” he said, resting a hand on the rail. The stone sizzled and smoked under his touch. “Do you think she’s not worthy to lead you?”
“Mighty Tiberius the Terrible,” Nivi began.
“The fuck did you call me?” Tiberius snapped.
Nivi started, small eyes flicking up to the sorcerer. “Er… You. You Tiberius. The Terrible. It name.”
“That is not my title,” Tiberius growled.
Nivi shrank yet further into his rags. “Erm…” He rallied. “Mighty Tiberius. Durgith not want to be lead by weak one. He knows he strongest among orcs. He will follow mighty sorcerer. But he not willing to follow weak orcess. He think he should lead armies for you!”
“Does he now?”
“Then is he prepared to prove it?” Socretha barked.
“Yes! Is he…” Tiberius paused. He looked at Socretha in surprise. The orcess had thrown back her head, eyes blazing with challenge. He stepped nearer her and lowered his voice. “What did you say?”
Socretha didn’t pull her gaze from the towering ogrespawn. “Any can challenge my right to lead, Master. I must prove myself worthy to lead horde.”
“To the death?”
“Yes.”
Tiberius moved his lips. “Hm. Alright. But you’d better win.”
Socretha scoffed and gave him a confident look. “Do not worry, Master. I don’t lose.”
Tiberius shrugged and stepped back as Socretha lifted her sword and brought it down, pointing it at the towering Durgith. “I! Socretha Bladebreaker, of Iron Tooth tribe, champion of Tiberius, accept Durgith’s challenge. We settle in Trial by Steel!”
A great roar of excitement raced through the assembled orcs. Durgith’s reputation was well known, and the chance to see the sorcerer’s champion in battle excited many. At once the courtyard was cleared, orcs scrambling onto the walls and crowding the steps leading into the keep, though none dared the upper tier where Tiberius stood.
The sorcerer crossed his arms imperiously, watching as the orcs parted to let Socretha pass. The female was powerful. Built by the savage demands of her homeland, muscular and full figured, her piecemeal armour showed that to its fullest extent. She moved with an unwavering confidence in her own ability as she stepped into the ring made by the crowd.
Durgith watched her. His goblin minion scrambled away and the massive ogrespawn reached over his back and pulled out a tree.
Tiberius’s eyebrows quirked. It was a small tree, true. But it was still obviously little more than a tree with the limbs yanked off, creating a positively immense club. Bits of steel had been pounded into the top, creating jagged, threatening looking spikes. Crude the tool may be, but Tiberius had little doubt in the right hands, it would be deadly.
And Durgith had very large hands.
The watching orcs began to beat the heads of their weapons on the ground. The thudding sound spread out, the very keep seeming to thrum to the steady thump. The horde’s eyes were riveted to the two as Socretha held out her sword and lowered herself into a wary crouch.
Durgith opened his mouth, revealing his crooked, blackened teeth. He lifted his own weapon and raised a great bellow.
Even Tiberius was shocked by the speed of the brute. With a jerk of his massive arms he swung his massive mace at the smaller orc. Socretha ducked, the club stirring her dark hair as it passed over her. She dashed forward, only to jump aside as Durgith followed up his swing by bringing up his mace and then down.
The impact shook the castle to its foundations, the beat of the watching crowd momentarily broken. A great howl of excitement went up from the horde.
Socretha danced back as the ogrespawn came on. Tiberius grimaced. Durgith’s long arms and massive mace gave the looming ogrespawn a commanding reach. Even as he watched Socretha only just dodged a second blow, but they had grown near the edge of the ring. The next swing of the mace caught two watching orcs, smashing the startled warriors and sending them flying through the air and right over the walls.
Neither combatant paid much attention to it. If anything, the deaths inflamed the crowd more to judge by their sudden cheer. Socretha darted under Durgith’s swing. She rose, blade coming up and slashing at the ogrespawn’s side. The blade nicked across his hide before ricocheting off one of the metal plates. Durgith grunted, and swiped at her with his free hand.
His great paw slammed into Socretha, sending her skidding across the floor. The crowd roared, then even louder as she staggered back to her feet.
Tiberius thoughtfully tapped his fingers against the twisting steel of his staff, watching, frowning as Socretha swayed a little. She shook her head, the moment of inattention nearly spelling her doom as Durgith nearly crushed her with another earth shaking swipe of his mace.
And as every eye watched the battle on the floor of the arena, they failed to notice several orcs sidle up the steps which circled Tiberius’s vantage point.




Betrayal

With his thumb Borgrin felt the blade of his dagger, glancing back at Tiberius. The sorcerer was watching the battle attentively. Too attentively to pay any mind to a few orcs who were creeping up along the steps. And even if he noticed, he would only think they were trying to get a better spot.
Borgrin looked back at the battlefield. Socretha was doing well. Though he hated her, Borgrin could admit that she was a powerful warrior. She danced around Durgith, avoiding the other’s massive club, forcing him to retreat, awkwardly trying to defend himself with his unwieldy weapon. His armour jangled across his form as he fought the snarling orcess, attacking him with all the clever savagery of a wolf. Her blade slashing, licking, always pressing him back. It would be a pity for her to die. Her young would have been powerful indeed.
Borgrin returned his attention to Tiberius. The orc was at the top of the steps now. The earth gave another shudder as the ogrespawn slammed his mace to where Socretha had just been. Then, with tigerish quickness, the orcess stepped onto the club, jumped, and slammed her sword into the ogrespawn’s side.
The crowd roared, the sound dwarfed by Durgith’s howl of pain. Tiberius leaned forward, red eyes blazing with intensity.
Now!
Borgrin jumped up the final few steps. Behind him, the rest of the orcs with him surged up. He grabbed the black clad sorcerer by the shoulder, raised his dagger, and plunged it into the Tiberius’s back.
The sorcerer gasped, staggering forward a step. Borgrin grinned savagely as warm blood soaked his hand. He pressed nearer, pushing Tiberius against the rail, twisted the dagger.
“You die,” the orc hissed.
The sorcerer’s hand slammed onto the rail. Tiberius slowly turned his head, red eyes blazing. Borgrin’s smile vanished.
A pale hand grabbed the orc’s face. Marks flared crimson down Tiberius’s arm. Borgrin screamed as his essence flowed into the sorcerer in a ribbon of green, withering the powerful warrior like a mummy. Tiberius cast aside the withered corpse, swinging to face the rest of the orcish assassins as they charged up the steps.




Turn About

The scream of anguish broke the spell of the match. Socretha turned from Durgith to the platform where Tiberius stood, just in time to see orcs with swords and axes drawn charge him.
In an instant she saw the scheme against her master. Realized what had happened. How she had been used. She gasped, and then Durgith’s hand slammed into her.
Flung aside, tumbling across the broken flagstones, she crashed into the crowd. Eager hands shoved her back into the ring. She glanced at her sword, broken nearly to the hilt. She cursed as Durgith turned to her, the rest of her blade jutting from his side, the ogrespawn’s pugnacious eyes flashing with anger. Red lightning blazed from the podium as Tiberius battled his assassins, the sight blocked by Durgith’s massive form. Socretha glared at her foe. She hadn’t time for this!
She gripped her broken blade and charged. Durgith swung up his mace and brought it down. At the last moment Socretha threw herself forward, diving into a roll. The impact thundered beside her. She bounded to her feet, kicked off the mace. Durgith’s beady eyes widened. The towering ogrespawn reeled back as Socretha rammed her broken blade into his throat.
Hot blood pumped onto her hand. Durgith gurgled, choking. The ogrespawn teetered. Orcs screamed and scattered as mount Durgith fell backwards, towards the courtyard’s vantage point. One of the erstwhile assassins, hanging back to wait his chance, turned. The orc’s jaw dropped as Durgith’s shadow fell over him.
Rail and orc were crushed with a thunderous boom as Durgith landed. Socretha leaped off the dead ogrespawn. Another assassin turned, screamed at the sight of Socretha, bloody to the elbows, flying at him. She bore the orc to the ground, somersaulted off him and back to her feet.
Tiberius stood alone. The sorcerer flared power, jagged crimson lightning stabbing the assassins as they came, sending them bouncing back. Magic burned in his free hand. He swung his staff, the twisted steel at the top suddenly moving like barbed tentacles, grabbing the stunned head of an assassin. Tiberius swung, ripping the orc’s head off and clubbing one of his horrified compatriots with it.
“Come and get me you whoresons!” Tiberius roared, power crackling across his body like fingers of lightning, his eyes blazing in the shadows of the skull he wore. “You want a piece of me? Me! I’m Tiberius! I’ve conquered empires! I’ve had worlds in the palm of my hand! Try me you bastards! Try me!”
His attackers balked, staggering back against the sheer power and raw fury of the man. Then, howling, Socretha was among them. One of the assassins turned to her and she rammed her broken hilt into his eye. The orc screamed, then screamed louder as she grabbed his axe, breaking his fingers for good measure before turning and hurling herself at the nearest assassin.
Her axe came down, chopping deep into the orc’s skull. The orc fell, his head in halves. She turned as two more came at her. She swung, severing one’s arms at the wrists. The orc screamed, his stumps pumping blood. His companion hurled himself bodily at her and Socretha bent, caught him on her shoulders, and heaved. The startled male flew, crashing into his companions. A third moved to attack her to but a sudden blaze of magic from Tiberius sent the orc flying into the walls with a sickening crack of bone.
As the assassins struggled to their feet, the reprieve cost them. Howling, the tattooed orcs surged up the twisting stairs and hurled themselves atop their traitorous brethren. Pleas of mercy were ignored as axe and blade did their butcher’s work.
Socretha staggered back, her head spinning, heart pounding with adrenaline. She looked for someone else to fight, and instead saw Tiberius.
The sorcerer’s runed chest was heaving. His skull hat knocked askew. His robes hung in tatters and he leaned on his cruel staff, watching, red eyes fiery with terrible defiance of his own mortality.
Socretha immediately fell to her knee before him. “Master!” the orcess cried. “Forgive me. I didn’t-“
“Quiet!” Tiberius snapped. He raised a hand and groped for his back. “Help me here! I can’t reach the damn knife!”
Socretha scrambled to her feet and turned the sorcerer around. She sucked in a breath at the sight of the blade jutting from between his shoulder blades.
“Don’t just stare at it. Pull it out!” Tiberous snarled.
Socretha jumped. She grabbed the dagger and yanked.
Tiberius strangled a scream with clenched teeth, his knuckles so pale they were nearly blue where they clutched his staff. He drew in a ragged breath and hissed, “…Did you kill the big one?”
Socretha glanced back at the courtyard where Durgith lay, twitching feebly in an ever spreading pool of his own blood.
“Yes.”
“Good,” Tiberius growled. His eyes locked on the would be assassin’s, held by tattooed loyalists. Tiberius twisted his lips with hate, red magic crackling from his fingers. “Hold them still,” he breathed, limping towards the now terrified prisoners. Red magic crawled across his hand like liquid flame. “I’m going to show them what happens to traitors…”




Interrogation

The splash of water jerked Felix into wakefulness. He tried to wipe the water from his face but a tension and clank of shackles told him how well that would go. Blinking the last droplets from his vision, he took in the room and all its confines. Cold stone surrounded him on all sides and his arms were shackled, chains leading into the wall. A dungeon. Lovely.
“Awake I see.”
Felix lifted his head and peered at the man before him. Allithan smiled down at the human, two of the cloaked assassins at his shoulders along with the noble’s dull looking servant. Felix’s eyes fixed on one of the Night Blades, who smirked at him, the blade the elf carried Felix’s runed sword.
“Yes,” Felix said as his attention drifted back to Allithan. “You threw water in my face.”
“That I did,” the elf said, tittering with delight. “Oh yes I did. You are a most… robust one, aren’t you? Hmmm! My sister did always have a type. And you’ll be most excellent. Oh yes. Quite so.”
Felix frowned. “Excellent for what?”
“Why, for luring my sister in of course!” Allithan laughed.
Felix frowned. “What?”
“Oh yes,” Allithan chortled. “She’ll no doubt come to save you in order to retrieve her bodyguard. And in doing so, plunge right into my most cunning trap yet! Ha ha! It will be simply delicious! A trend setter! I mean really. Dancers with hidden blades? Poison coating the curtains? Ha! After this, no one will be caught dead being killed by those!”
Felix blinked slowly. “What?”
“Oh don’t concern your menial brain about it. You humans. So barbaric. And you killed a good number of my Night Blades while you were at it. Drogr! Slap him disparagingly.”
The dour elf slapped Felix across the face. Felix rolled his jaw slowly. “Ow.”
“Shall I hit him again, sir?” Drogr said dully.
“No,” Allithan said. “Not yet. Spit on him though, Drogr. Show him my contempt.”
Drogr hawked and spat. Felix didn’t blink. He looked up coldly at the elf, then Allithan. “Is there a reason I’m still alive, other than your amusement?”
Allithan’s grin grew hard. He leaned in and grasped Felix’s amulet. The dark elf lifted it so Felix could better see.
“I won’t kill you. Yet, human. You’re task is far simpler. Bait! That amulet my dear sister gave you has a tracking spell embedded in it. Linked to her very will. You die, it goes inert. And I can’t have that. Not until my dear sister attempts an ill-fated rescue attempt. Hah! Foolish whore that she is, she always had a soft spot for her slaves. I always knew that would get her killed one day. That’s why I hate my servants! Don’t I, Drogr?”
“Oh yes, sir,” Drogr said morosely.
Allithan tittered again as he turned to Felix. “She’ll rush to your rescue, and I will be waiting for her!”
Felix grit his teeth. “So I suppose you’ll torture me now?”
“Me? Ha! You’re not worth my expertise, human. You’re not even worth expressing my contempt to. Which is why I keep Drogr around. I mean look at you. All muscle and gristle. Hardly any fun at all.”
“So I won’t be tortured?”
“Now whoever said that?” Allithan looked back over his shoulder. “Trivar!”
The doors opened slowly and a hooded figure stepped into the room. Hunched, as the light of the glowing spheres fell on his face it revealed a twisted mass of scar tissue and burns. His foot dragged, leather gloves on his hands. He smiled revealing only four scattered teeth in his mouth.
“Master?” the crippled thing said.
Allithan looked back down at Felix, smirking. “Meet Trivar. He is my chief torturer. A most excellent tool of pain and miseries. Oh yes. He’s made orcs scream like girls and girls howl like beasts. No matter how strong willed, by the time my dear torturer is done with them, they will gladly throw their lives on the arena floor than meet his tools once more.”
Felix glanced at the hunched figure. “Lovely to meet you.”
The torturer smiled dryly.
“Bravado will do you little good,” Allithan said, sniffing and sweeping his cloak about him. “We’ll see how much bravery you have left once your balls have been cut off.”
Felix shrugged, his chains rattling with the motion. “I’ve been tortured by the best in my world,” he said. “I suppose I may as well try yours.”
Allithan frowned deeply as he tried to puzzle that out. “Bah!” he finally snapped with a contemptuous gesture. “Make him scream, Trivar! Use any means you like. Even the spoon! I must go prepare for my dear sister’s arrival. But first! Drogr? Kick him with violent contempt and… hmm… a hint of mild arousal.”
Drogr did. Felix grunted, doubling over the elf’s boot.
Allithan nodded, rubbing his nipple through his shirt. “Oh yes. That will do.” He sniffed and departed, cloak swirling in his wake. The Night Blade lingered a moment, sliding his finger along his sword. Felix narrowed his eyes, catching the rune on the steel. “A fine blade,” the elf said. “Too fine for a dead man.”
“I agree,” Felix said.
Again the elf smirked, and sidled out the door. Felix watched him go, the elegant silver door slamming behind them, sealing him in the dungeon with the torturer.
Felix eased back, fingers questing on the floor as he watched the torturer shuffle over to a brazier. “So,” he said, his hand closing on a sliver of broken stone. “The spoon?”
The hunchbacked figure gave a rasping laugh as he sprinkled some dust into a brazier, the flames jumping and flashing a searing blue. “Yes. But we’re not nearly at that point. Oh no. I like to start slow.”
“I suppose,” Felix said as he began scratching the piece of rock against the cuffs, “that you’re going to use thumbscrews?”
“Thumbscrews!” the torturer barked with mirth. “Those? Ha! Apprentice work. I am a craftsman, human. Any man can cut off someone’s balls. But I. I am a master!”
“Really?” Felix said. “Because I have been tortured by the best.”
“You mentioned that,” Trivar said as he stuck a brand into the flames.
“Oh yes,” Felix continued, his voice masking the subtle scrape of stone on steel. “Very good. Have you ever heard of the Tavis Winder.”
Trivar’s bloodshot eyes glanced his way. “Oh? I don’t think so.”
“Very interesting technique,” Felix said. “It’s where a man’s arms are stretched over his head on a pair of two gears, and when they turn, twist the arms right out of the sockets.”
Trivar arched a remaining brow. “Interesting.”
“It is. Or the saltbox.”
“Is that the one where you trap them in a giant house made of salt and left to dissolve?”
“Oh, you’ve heard of it.”
“Not the most effective one.”
“What about the Bell?”
“Ah,” the torturer breathed, looking up wistfully. “I recall that one. Where a man is put inside a massive bell which is rung until his very bones are pulped to jelly by the sound?”
“Exactly! You do know your stuff.”
Trivar smiled his broken smile. “I am an expert,” the hunchback said. He grasped the brand and pulled it from the flames, the marking on its surface glowing cherry red. The torturer hobbled towards the chained human. “Which you will soon experience. A pity we cannot discuss the means of torture more… thoroughly.”
“Yes,” Felix said as he finished the opening rune on his cuffs. “A pity.”
The mark flared And Felix surged upright. Trivar jerked back in surprise and Felix’s foot kicked the brand out of the twisted figure’s hand. The burning metal spun end over end into the air, hung for a moment and then descended again. Felix caught it by the handle, and as Trivar’s mouth opened to scream the alarm the Rune Knight rammed the burning steel down his throat.
Trivar grabbed his neck, the flesh glowing a golden hue. He gurgled, eyes rolling back. Then, he collapsed with a thud onto the floor.
Rubbing his chafing wrists, Felix stepped over the twitching corpse and to the racks. He examined the tools of torture with distaste, then grabbed a pair of fleshing knives. The thin blades gleamed in the dark of the dungeon as Felix turned and made his way towards the stairs. He opened the next door and stopped.
The dozen gladiators in the next room slowly turned. Among them, the Night Blade with Felix’s runed sword, frozen in the midst of stroking the blade. Globes of magic glowed along the walls, their light shining off blades and daggers in the gladiator’s hands.
Felix sighed. “Must we?”
The Night Blade pointed at him. “Kill him!”
“Suppose so,” Felix said and brought up his knives.




Attack

Auria checked her amulet again, feeding some more magic into the metal. An arrow formed in its hollow surface, aimed unerringly forward. The dark elf raised her head, taking in the building before her.
The pleasure palace rose in jagged towers towards the violet sky, the glow of the distant Fount flickering against the stones like shadow figures chasing each other in an endless hunt. Silk awnings shadowed balconies and windows where the faint gasp and titter of voices could faintly be heard. Not far, the waterfront lay, ships docked, herding their stock of slaves and supplies into the city. Vassara had declined in its influence tremendously since the golden age of the Elven Empire, but their skill and fortunes remained. A decadent crown on the head of a corpse. Auria frowned at the thought, pushing it away. She slammed her fist against the door and stepped back, crossing her arms and tapped her foot in impatience until the entrance opened a crack.
“Yes?”
She cast forward a hand, a blast of force flinging open the door and crushing the man against the wall. She strode through, a mantle of power flickering from her shoulders like a cape of blue flame as she walked into the lobby.
The man at the counter jolted to his feet. Auria flicked a finger, a spectral hand wrapping around the elf and lifting him off the floor to dangle in midair. “Where is he?”
“He?” the elf gasped.
Auria tightened her hand into a fist. The man kicked more frantically as the spectral hand copied her motion. “Felix. My human. Where is he? I know he’s here you rat! I can feel him.”
“I… I don’t…”
The far door burst open, dark cloaked figures rushed into the room. The sight of the scorpion on their clasps told her all she needed to know. Auria cast her hand towards them, sending the screaming secretary across the room to smash into the assailants. Men were bowled over like pins, dashed against the open door. Violet flames spawned up Auria’s arm as she hurled the licking fire into the pile of struggling men.
Auria walked through the screaming Night Blades without a glance, magic crackling from her. Doors opened down the hallway but at the sight of the elf, clothed in power like some avatar of doom, magic snapping from her flawless skin and carving jagged lines in the walls, every door was promptly shut. Bolted. And as an afterthought, a piece of heavy furniture shoved against them.
Auria ignored them as well, heading straight for the end of the hall where a massive pair of doors loomed. She blasted it off its hinges with a word of power. Steps twisted downward, winding through darkness banished by her power. At the end, light glowed. Her eyes narrowed as she stepped through. Sand crunched beneath her feet. She glanced about the high walls of an arena, her expression growing annoyed. A dome shut out the light but for a number of glow orbs scattered about, filling the space with a pale, violet light, washing off inlaid walls and elegant pillars like the bars of a cage rising into the sky. “Allithan!” she roared, stopping in the middle of the sands. “Allithan! Get your sorry excuse for an ass out here!”
A clap echoed through the dark. Lights flashed among the stands. Auria turned to see a raised dais jutting out of the wall. A high box had been constructed there, one which Allithan lolled at ease, his cloak draping him, a pair of dark robed Night Blades standing at hand.
“Well,” Allithan said, leaning back in his throne, his lips turned with cruel mirth. “Well well well. Well. My dear sister. To what do I owe the pleasure?”
“You know what,” Auria said, tossing back her silver hair. “You stole my human and I want him back!”
Allithan inspected his nails thoughtfully. “Or… what?”
Auria hurled the magic bolt at him. Allithan laughed as the spell slammed into a shimmering wall which encircled him, rippling across the surface. “Oh please, sister. You’re not facing a bunch of petty bandits in the woods this time. But a sorcerer of far greater standing than you.”
Auria curled back her fingers. “I doubt you brought mother in on your scheme.”
Allithan’s smile grew strained. “I was referring to me.”
“Yes. You might be stupid enough to.”
Allithan leaned forward with a scowl. “You always had a mouth on you, sister. I’ve longed to see it put to better use. But I suppose this at least will do. Welcome to the arena! Pity you shan’t be staying long. But take heart,” Allithan crowed, leaning back into his throne. “Your death will set the trend for assassination for the next decade at least!”
“Oh? Going to sic your gladiators on me?”
“Not quite,” Allithan said. He gestured, magic flashing from his fingers, and the floor suddenly groaned.
Auria jumped back as a crack opened in the arena floor, slowly widening inch by inch to reveal a black pit below. Gears gave a sudden crash as they halted, and from the depths, something arose.
Auria stared in shock at the serpent as it coiled out of the darkness. Rows of jagged teeth filled its mouth, its scaly skin shining in the glow of the arcane globes. Huge, it slithered out of its prison under the arena and curled onto the floor. Pale, near sightless eyes fixed themselves on the shapely form of the violet skinned sorceress. Its maw opened, a hiss cutting through the air like a knife.
“A Skitaar!” Allithan cackled. “A monster from the depths of Hassia! Be honoured, sister dear. You’ll be the first to die to its fangs. A trend setter if ever there was one. No one will be able to match this triumph of assassination!”
Auria ignored her brother. She hurled a bolt of pure force at the monstrous serpent, the blast slamming into the creature’s head. It reeled, but when it swung back around it lunged for her. Auria dove out of the way, scrambling back to her feet before the monster could recover as she hurled another spell at its face. The monster lurched back, dodging the spear of power to let it burst among the stands.
“That’ll do you little good,” Allithan said from atop his throne, watching the exchange with delight. “The beast’s scales have been soaked in the magic of the Black Sands since its birth! Your paltry spells won’t even scratch it!”
Auria grimaced, bracing herself against the wall of the arena. Her generous chest heaved already with her efforts and her shoulder ached from landing on it. Damn it! She was nobility! She wasn’t meant for all this jumping around. That was what servants were for! She warily watched the head of the serpent sway before her. The sands hiss under its sinuous bulk. Waiting for a hint of where it would strike. Its low hiss rippled through the air.
It struck. Fast as lightning the serpent’s head slammed forward. She ducked quick as she could, the air over her head stirred with the creature’s passing and the stone wall behind her cracked under the impact. The creature jerked back, hissing and swaying, dazed. Auria seized the chance, chanting a hasty spell. She hurled the slowing enchantment on the creature, rings of gold enveloping the skitaar in shackles of magic. The serpent hissed, the sound drawn out as the temporal magic worked. Auria grinned.
And then the thing’s tail slammed into her.
She grunted, breath driven from her lungs. Had she not cast her spell all her ribs would likely be broken. As it was, she was sent sprawling across the coarse ground of the arena. Gasping, tears of pain in the corner of her eyes, she planted a hand on the sand and forced herself to her knees. A shadow fell over her, and she looked up to see the serpent looming above her, its scales shining like crude oil in the golden glow of her slowing spell. She trembled, urging herself to move to little avail. Her fingers clutched the sand as she stared down death.
“Yes!” Allithan shouted, bouncing in his seat. “Finish her! Finish it! Eat the bitch!”
The serpent opened wide its mouth, and lunged. Auria threw up her hands, a barrier of magic springing into place around her. The serpent’s jaws closed on the bubble, paused with surprise. It reared back, Auria giving a squeal as the serpent wrenched her into the air, suspended in her barrier. Then the snake worked its mouth, unhinging its massive jaws. Auria’s scream was cut abruptly short as the creature swallowed her whole.
Allithan laughed riotously from atop his throne, stroking his bulge through his tight pants. “Wonderful,” he cried. “Stupendous! This will be a triumph for the ages!”
Drogr eyed the snake, which looked intensely confused. “Um… sire?”
“A triumph of my skill and intellect over my sister! And the best part? Not a body to incriminate me.” Allithan cackled, stroking himself faster. “Oh yes. I’ll be the talk of Vassara! Killing people by feeding them to massive snakes will be bigger than drinking wine out of a slave’s cunt!”
Drogr’s eyes widened in horror as smoke began to seethe from the serpent’s mouth. “Sire!”
“Silence!” Allithan barked. “I’m gloating! How dare you! You’ll get the whip you will! I’ll… I’ll…” Allithan sniffed the air. “Is someone cooking?”
He turned slowly towards the arena in time to see the skitaar explode into flame. The snake thrashed, writhing as violet flames blasted through scale and hide, ribs showing through the fire like struts of a buildings. Allithan jerked back as the serpent fell, the arena shuddering as it crashed to the ground.
Ashes billowed across the floor as a sphere of living fire moved out of the serpent’s gaping maw. Her image shimmering in the flaming sphere, Auria flicked some hair from her face and snapped her fingers, banishing the barrier she’d engulfed herself in. She lifted her head towards her brother and brushed some ashes from her shoulder.
“Now,” Auria said mildly. “Where were we?”
Allithan choked on his own fury. He raised a shaking finger at the pair below. “I… you… Drogr!” he gagged. “Express… my anger!”
The drab elf nodded dully. “How much anger, sire?”
“So! Much!” Allithan goggled.
The elf bowed his head, considering, then pointed a furious finger at Auria. His voice boomed with immaculate rage. “How dare you survive the serpent of my master! His fury is-“
A blast of force tore the man off his feet and sent him pinwheeling through the stone stands to slam against a wall in a crimson smear. Allithan stared, then twisted around to see Auria conjure another spear of shimmering power and hurl it at him. He snarled, throwing up a hand, the spell smashing into his barrier and splintering into shards with a crash.
“Ha!” Allithan crowed. “Was that your best? Seems your spell lacks the punch it usually does. But I’m not through yet! Let’s see you take on the rest of my gladiators!” He flourished his hand again. “Men! Take her!”
Another door of the arena opened, creaking as it rose. Auria turned, tense for this new menace. Instead, her jaw dropped as a familiar single figure walked out, cleaning a long sword marked with a number of runes.
“Felix!” Auria gaped.
Felix looked up sharply. “Auria!” he gasped, equally surprised. He looked at the blazing corpse of the serpent. “You’ve been busy.”
Allithan made a choking noise. A crash resounded through the arena. Allithan’s head jerked up. “Oh what now?”
“Oh,” Auria said, smiling. “Probably mother’s troops come to raid your little fortress, brother. And won’t she just be thrilled when I tell her what you’ve been up to.”
Allithan stared, trembling with anger. “You… you!” He raised his arms, power licking across his shoulders and up his arms in a mantle of writhing violet magic.
Felix turned, seeing the accursed man in the midst of casting. “Plan?”
“I can’t penetrate his shield,” Auria said with annoyance.
Felix glanced at her and bounced his sword in his free hand. “Can you send this?”
Auria looked at the sword, its rune glowing along the blade. She smiled and Felix nodded. He turned and cocked back his arm, then hurled the weapon with all his strength. Auria stepped forward and slammed a pulse of power into the hilt, sending the blade streaking across the arena.
Allithan’s eyes widened as the sword smashed into the barrier before him. Cracked it, punching through in a missile of steel and sorcery. It slammed into the dark elf’s shoulder, tearing him off his feet before impaling him against the back of the chair. Allithan gave a choked scream as his throne toppled back, slamming into the floor. He grabbed the hilt as Auria and Felix raced towards the wall of the arena. Auria propelled Felix into the air, bouncing him over the wall with a spell before sending herself soaring over the barrier, landing lightly on her feet. Seeing his death in the eyes of the pair, Allithan wrenched himself free, moaning in agony as the sword ripped through his shoulder. Clutching the bloody wound, he staggered back into the darkness behind his throne.
The remaining Night Blades standing guard took one look at the human and elf racing for him, turned, and ran. Auria and Felix reached the box just in time to see the gate at the end close, silver filigree twisting to lock itself securely shut.
“Damn!” Auria snarled, slamming her fists into the gate.
“Can you open it?”
“It’s mage locked,” she cursed, magic streaming from her arms and into the silver filigree. “But my darling brother isn’t getting away from me!”




Loss

Allithan slammed into his personal chamber. He spat a curse at the door, sealing the entrance shut with a rime of frost. The slave girl who had been waiting within dropped a decanter she had been filling a wine glass with, her eyes widening in shock as Allithan staggered back, breathing in gasps and clutching his ravaged shoulder.
“Problems, my lord?”
Allithan spun about, then exhaled in ragged relief as a masked figure stepped out from the shadows. “Wraith! Damn you. You scared me!”
“Unintentionally, I assure you,” the bandit said.
Allithan waved away his apology. “No matter! My sister has found me. Troops are tearing apart my arena! Quick! You have to get me out of here!”
Wraith tilted back his head thoughtfully. “Hm. I did warn you.”
“Yes, yes! Now come on. Let’s go! I have a warpstone in the lower level. It’ll take us outside the city. Help me damn you!”
“No.”
Allithan jerked, gasping. In disbelief he looked down to see an ethereal arm jutting out of his chest.
“I’m afraid,” Wraith mused from behind him, “you no longer benefit me, my lord. I’ve taken all your stored mana and secreted it elsewhere. So you see, you have no resources. No position. No soldiers. No fortune or family I require. But,” Wraith murmured, “there is one thing you can still give me.”
Allithan shuddered, his lips writhing with agony as his skin pulled against his bones, magic seeping from his body and inhaled by the masked man’s ethereal arm. “W… raith…” Allithan whimpered as the silver glow fled his eyes, leaving only darkness.
Wraith yanked his spectral arm free. Allithan crumpled to the floor, his eyes black with nothingness, his body sunken and twisted. Wraith flexed his spectral arm, magic crackling across fingers of silver and sorcery. “There’s something coming,” Wraith murmured, his voice whispering through his checkered mask. “Change, Allithan. I can feel it with this hand. Something new. A force of power like nothing this world has seen. And I intend to introduce myself.”
Wraith glanced up as the door to the room shuddered under a tremendous blow. He cast a glance at the slave girl trembling in the corner, her eyes wide with horror. “Adieu,” he said. Pulling his hood up, Wraith gathered his checkered cloak about him and slipped away into the shadows. A moment later the door gave way with a tremendous crash. Felix burst through, bringing around his sword. Auria shoved past him magic blazing across her arms.
“Allithan! Where are you? I-“
Crunch.
She paused, looked down. Delicately, Auria lifted his foot off what had once been Allithan’s arm.
“Oh…”
The door burst open again, Davina barreling in, her sword slick with blood. “Auria! My lady! Don’t worry! I-“
Crunch.
She paused. Glanced down.
“Ah…”
Auria rolled her eyes. She raised her head, her eyes fixing on the slave girl trembling in the corner. “Well, hello,” Auria said sweetly, her eyes glowing with silvery light. “And who might you be?”




Final Meetings

From atop her throne Nimeria scrutinized the wasted thing on the floor before her. “And you found him this way?”
“Indeed, mother,” Auria said. “Once we broke down the door, we found Allithan little more than… well, this.”
“Curious,” Nimeria mused. Then shrugged. “Well, his slave was most forthcoming about the situation. I suppose there’s no question of the matter.”
Auria smiled. “Thank you, mother.”
Nimeria leaned back, sighing. A young wild elf kneeled between her legs, the pale, slim man dutifully licking out the puffy cunt of the shapely matriarch looming above him. Humming in soft pleasure, Nimeria toyed with his leaf green hair as she glanced down at her daughter. “Well, my dear. You’ve done some commendable work. And your human?”
Auria let a small smile flick across her lips. “Felix, mother? He’s doing quite well. He’s in the family forge right now, working.”
“Oh?”
“Seems he couldn’t find a good blacksmith at the market.”
Nimeria hummed, lacing her fingers atop her generous chest. “Hm. And what do you intend to do?”
Auria shifted. “I believe we’ll leave, mother.”
Nimeria arched an elegant brow. “Oh?” She shrugged. “I can’t blame you. The Night Blades are less than pleased about their losses. Not to mention your brother had an awful lot of friends. No doubt they’ll be eager to see you dead.”
Auria shrugged. “Assassins? Hardly a worthwhile concern. But this bandit… this Wraith…”
Nimeria hummed, her expression shifting from the delighted pleasure to something approaching concern. “Yes. True. Such an individual… may prove troublesome to us. Goddess above knows he already has been.”
Auria smiled, though she didn’t say what Felix’s true reasoning had been. Some rot about destroying evil where he found it. But if that was what it took to get the man moving in the right direction, Auria was willing to let it go. And besides, a man like Wraith was doubtless to cause trouble wherever he went.
Nimeria moaned as her slim lover found a particularly tender spot her hips slowly rocking against the face of the elf between her legs. “Mnnn. And taking your human too? Greedy, daughter.”
Auria laughed. “Maybe when we return, mother, you can enjoy my knight again.”
Nimeria added her laugh to her daughter’s then gasped as the wild elf between her lips found her clit. She grabbed the youth between her legs and pushed him against her warm cunt and quivering thighs. Auria left as her mother moaned, shuddering as her orgasm poured through her.
Auria glided through the halls, her wispy clothes fluttering around her, a smile playing about her dark lips. She saw some of her siblings in the halls, watching her, envying her. She smirked at them. Let them play their petty politicking in the city. None of them would come close to accomplishing what she had that day.
She pushed her way out of the main building and crossed the grounds towards the forge. Pausing outside, she glanced inside.
Lit by the crimson glow, naked to the waist, Felix’s muscles moved with almost hypnotic surety, flexing as he hammered on his sword. Magic pulsed from the flames and the glowing steel. The power shuddering through Auria as before. The sorceress opened her mouth, softly sighing as she felt the reverberations, the magic that he worked with every clang of the hammer, embracing them and how her body yearned towards it.
A smile stole across Auria’s lips, her quim warming yet further. Yes, she mused, stepping into the room, greeting Felix with a wave and praising how the firelight shone on his skin. Yes. She could work with this…  




Swords

She was Socretha Bladebreaker. She knew no fear.
She had slain trolls in the black hills and battled the Rangers in the low valleys. She’d ridden worgs and slaughtered any man who tried to take her by force. She led orcs into battle against every menace that lurked beyond the Dragon’s Teeth. Fought a demon and his harpy brides.
Yet, as Socretha pushed open the door and entered the great hall of Fulgrim’s Keep, she felt uneasy. Braziers burned a red flame, washing the dusty hall with the crimson glow. The light had the same grim beat she now knew well, and crossing the stones, she felt it glow against her as she made her way towards the far wall.
There, Morgoroth’s old throne had been erected. Tiberius sat in it, head drooping, eyes shut, dozing like some waiting cobra, his skulled hat shadowing his face. She wondered what he dreamed…
As she drew nearer his red eyes opened, flashing in the dark. She paused, feeling the power which swelled from him thicken the air in the room. Her heart beat faster, desire racing through her blood hot and heavy. She kneeled before him. “Master. Forgive me.”
“Eh?” Tiberius said.
“I failed you. Your enemies got close as I duelled their distraction.”
“Oh. That.” He shifted slowly, pulling himself back up. “I’ve had worse.”
She didn’t doubt it. She recalled the wounds which snaked across his body. Markings burning with the low light of power, carved deep into his very flesh. “Master,” she said. “I-“
“Shut up. Here.”
He tossed something at her. With a start she caught it. A sheathe worked in black scaled leather. Uncertainly she took the handle and slowly drew out the sword.
Power surged up her arm. She sucked in a breath as she saw the blade. The metal was like nothing she had ever seen. It seemed forged of shifting black and red, like some mirror into a hell of smoke and flame. The hilt was worked into the shape of a dragon’s skull, its eyes glowing hatefully, the blade spilling from its maw. As she drew it fully she felt something fill her. A strength that tightened her arms and thumped in her ears like the war drums.
“There,” Tiberius said, resting back in his throne and pointing at the sword. “Now, break that blade and I’ll be really impressed!”
She looked up at him, struck. She held the sorcerous sword close. “Master. I…”
He waved with annoyance. “I’m giving you that so you’ll be a better commander of my armies. Not out of any other reason. Got it?”
Socretha couldn’t help the smile which flitted across her lips. She sheathed the sword, the sudden loss of its unholy might like a chill. “Thank you, master. I will use it to serve you well.”
Tiberius harrumphed and sank a bit deeper into his chair. “Yes. Well. See you do…”
Socretha buckled the blade onto her side and stood again, sauntering towards him. “Master,” she said. “Are you feeling stronger?”
“Strong enough,” he said. “Why?”
The orcess straddled his legs, settling atop him. They were nearly at height, but she was heavier with denser muscles. She felt the heat of his body through black robes. Warming her blood as she unbuckled her breastplate and pulled it aside, baring her lime green breasts and coal black nipples.
“Oh,” he said, resting his hands on her hard, muscled hips. “I see.”
“Take me, Master,” Socretha breathed. “Fuck your champion.”
“You make a compelling argument,” he said, hands sliding up her hard waist to cup her breasts. He leaned in, taking a hardened teat in his lips. She gasped as he bit down, the pain so sweet she trembled. She pushed herself against him as his hands went down to her belt and unbuckled it, her new sword dragging down her pants to bare her loins and the dark thatch of hair that framed her cunt.
As the last of her clothes fell away she felt the heat of him more acutely. Her breath grew ragged as she ground her mound against the hardness in his robes. She pushed him from her aching teat and grabbed the front of his robes. Impatient, she yanked, tearing the fabric open.
“Hey!” Tiberius gasped. “That was new!”
“Punish me for it, Master,” Socretha said, her eyes bright with the thrill she’d only known before in battle.
Tiberius snarled and grabbed her. His hands were strong against her as he lifted over his lap and slammed her down.
Her head fell back. Her dark lips parted with a cry as his length sank deep into her cunt. She moaned and began to move atop him, her hips bouncing on his lap, his cock thrusting into her. The coiling designs across his chest flared against her. She grabbed the horns on the back of the throne as she fucked herself atop him.
“Ah. Ah! Yes! Yes! Master! Fuck me! Fuck your champion! Mnnn!”
Tiberius hammered her tender cunny with equal ardor. His fingers dug into her muscular hips until she cried out with ecstasy and came hot around his cock. She rode out her orgasm atop him and three more after. He came in her twice, swearing and cursing his seed flashes of heat blazing through her . Her fingers dug into his back, clawing ten more gashes into his skin as he took her on his savage throne.
At last, breasts heaving, she rolled off his throne. Sated. Socretha smiled to herself with satisfaction. Let’s see that fat titted cow match that!
“You ruined my robe,” Tiberius observed.
“I will take another for you, my Master. I’ll storm the southlands and pile their treasures to your feet. Their women will be your slaves. Their skulls your thrones.”
Tiberius smiled, light flicking like flame from his mouth. “I do like the sound of that. Except that skull bit. A throne made of them is sincerely uncomfortable. Imposing, yes, but it gets old day in and out.”
Socretha smiled, stroking his chest. “…Master?”
“Hm?”
“Whatever happened to that slave you asked me to fetch?”
“Oh? Her.” Tiberius grinned harder, his eyes burning like coals as he picked up a waiting goblet and took a sip. “I had her go and prepare the frontiers…”




Epilogue

King Javrin watched the carriage roll in from the upper windows of the palace. It was a strange device, designed to draw the eye. Black steel curled up across its facets, giving it a sharply grim and dark look, and as it rounded the fountain in the palace’s square it drew to a halt.
Javrin stroked his trim beard thoughtfully. Its arrival had been the talk of the city, gliding past the Arch Gate with the morning mists and rolling up to one of the most expensive inns in the city. The people of Orlas, the largest and most eastern of the five kingdoms, were a deeply curious lot. And the arrival of that carriage had whetted their appetites. Perhaps it was how, no sooner had she arrived, then a message came to the palace, requesting a private audience with the king. Perhaps it was the men who had come with it, all in black robes, veiled and hooded, leaving only a slit of darkness where eyes would be. Perhaps it was the long silks which obscured the interior of the carriage, or the gold filigree which wound about its frame in long curlicues.
Or perhaps it was the woman who stepped down from the carriage, a silken gown drifting about her. His reports said when she’d arrived, naked girls in golden collars were sitting at her dainty feet. No sign of them now, he noted, oddly disappointed.
King Javrin frowned faintly. She claimed to be from the duchy of Sammia. Maybe she was. That territory was near the Dragon’s Teeth and its seneschals rarely visited the capital. Gods. There were so many bloody lords in Orlas these days. A man could get lost in trying to remember them all.
But Javrin knew he would remember her.
She commanded attention as the chamberlain bowed at the gate and invited her inside the palace. He could see the heads of the guards turn, tracking her journey through the heavy doors.
Javrin turned, crossing the room slowly. His study was built in the highest tower of the Rose Court, the palace’s inner sanctum. Named for the stained glass that cast its glow across the red sandstone, he made his way to his desk and carefully took a seat.
The guards at the door snapped to attention as the door opened, the chamberlain gliding in.
“The Lady Damera.”
Javrin was glad he was seated, because he didn’t trust his legs to hold him as the woman entered. A slinky black dress garbed her, a split in the side allowing her long legs to carry her forward. Strapless, the fabric clung to the upper globes of her soft breasts, her face alight, seeming to glow in the rosy hues of the windows. Long dark hair spilled down her back, and even the strange tattoo which crawled up her neck and along her cheek in a hook shape couldn’t detract from her awesome beauty.
Her eyes held his, the golden iris compelling. The king shifted, warmth spreading through him, his cock hardening despite himself. Another bonus of being seated.
“My lady,” the king said. “Well met.”
“Thank you, your majesty,” she said, her voice a breathless purr that made the room feel warmer. “For making time for me.”
The king coughed and loosened the collar of his doublet. “Yes, well. Anything for my subjects.”
Her eyes flickered. Her lips turned up and those eyes… gods, those eyes were just so lovely.
With a start he realized she had crossed the room and stood before his desk. She gently put a hand atop it, leaning in, giving him a wonderful view down her dress. Her scent washed over him. Something exotic, spices, and something he couldn’t name but that made him think of dark curtains and soft gasps.
“Your majesty, I’ve come to speak to you about… urgent matters of state. Might we… speak in private?”
Javrin swallowed. “Private?”
She leaned in, her soft lips forming the words, “For your ears… only…”
Javrin’s heart thumped faster. He knew he shouldn’t, yet he glanced at the guards and his chamberlain. “Leave us.”
His chamberlain hesitated, then departed. The guards followed. Damera waited until they were gone, the door shut tight behind them. Then she turned back to him, filling his world with her lovely face.
“My king,” Damera breathed, slowly gliding around the rim of the table. “Thank you for being so… accommodating.”
“Glad to,” Javrin breathed, inhaling again her scent. He tried to center himself. Focus. But his eyes followed her as she circled around the desk, gliding behind his chair.
“You’re such a wise, good ruler, my king.”
“Well, I don’t mean to brag…”
“Is it bragging if it’s the truth?” Damera murmured. She was behind him, her breasts soft against his shoulder, her lips an inch from his ear. He shivered as her tongue slid out, gliding along the lobe. “And since you are so kind, my king, it can be so easy to trust. To believe. To want to see the good in others.”
“I try to be just…” Javrin breathed softly, relaxing despite himself. Her scent washing over him, surrounding him. Intoxicating him.
“I know,” she purred. Her arms slid around him, her hands gliding down his chest. “And your people need such wisdom. But my king. Your enemies would seek to use that good nature against you…”
Javrin’s brow furrowed. “Enemies?”
“My king, don’t worry,” Damera breathed, and Javrin’s brow eased. “You needn’t worry. For you are so good and wise and strong, but you are surrounded by enemies. All men of power are. Those who would seek to use your good nature against you. But don’t worry,” she breathed as her hands ran up and down his chest, soothing those worries away. “I am here for you. To help you…”
“Help… me…” Javrin breathed, his mind slowing, emptying but for that sweet fog of her voice sliding into his ear. He moaned softly as her lips took his earlobe between them and gently suckled it, and he could feel her smile as she did so.
“Oh yes, my king. Help you. Advise you. After all, you need a voice of reason.”
“Reason…” Javrin moaned as she nibbled his earlobe.
“Wisdom…”
“Wisdom,” Javrin sighed as her fingers undid his belt. Opened his pants.
“Strength…”
“Str.... nnn,” Javrin moaned as her fingers wrapped around his shaft, slowly stroking him.
“To warn you against treachery. And isn’t mine so trustful a voice, my king? So wise and clever? Don’t you want to just… listen to my voice? Feel it fill your head? Wash away your worries?”
“Yessss,” Javrin moaned.
Damera laughed softly. Such a lovely laugh. So tinkling and pleasant, though, he noted idly, it sounded a little like she were… hissing…
Then she was before him, straddling his lap. The gown was gone, lost at some point. He stared at her flawless, soft flesh, her ample breasts filling his vision, her soft hips against his lap, his cock pressed against her vulva. Her hands moved from his cock and to his shoulders. He tilted back his head. Strange. He didn’t remember her pupils… being slits…
“Relax, my king,” Damera purred as her soft pussy swallowed his cock. “Relax… Let me do the thinking for a while… Let me be the voice… of wisdom…”
Javrin moaned softly as her hips began to slowly move up and down atop his cock. Damera’s smile grew broad, fangs gleaming in the rosy light spilling through the windows. He gasped, arched, and came within her, shuddering with his orgasm.
Damera cooed, leaning in once more, her breasts pressing against his chest. Her hips began to move again, pumping him into her once more. She leaned in further, her eyes capturing his own, glazing them. Those lovely, sensuous lips pressed against his.
And the world melted away.
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