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	Hey everyone!

	It's been a while huh?

	So to start off, for those of you new to my stories. This one's gonna be along the lines of The Beast (and its sequel). I've got another fantasy realm full of monster women for you all to enjoy. So sit back, relax and enjoy the 85k word fruit of my labour.

	Take care

	Monty

	***
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Chapter One

	It was just another day in the office, like any other. You just have to be a tad looser on the definition of office. Glancing down, I was more than halfway to the top. So I still probably had a good hour before Frank and I arrived.

	"Feel that breeze!" He called from above.

	I looked up at the old grizzled tower climber and grinned. "C'mon old man, you keep taking rest stops, I'll beat you to the top!"

	I grinned at his booming laugh as he continued on his way. Was a simple job today. Just changing a light and checking a couple cables at the top. Only issue was climbing the radio tower to do it. Five minutes of work, after a two hour climb, followed by another two hour climb back down. I fucking loved it.

	Hand over hand, I climbed the makeshift ladder. The only sound other than the wind, the slight scrape of my carabiner dragging along the safety rail. I glanced up, seeing Frank at the crossmember, above, shimmying sideways. Once he was moving to the next safety rail, I clipped on my safety line, before moving my carabiner over to the one Frank just vacated. Releasing my safety line, I climbed up to the crossmember and started following my older colleague.

	"Oh SHIT!" Frank yelled.

	I watched his arms flailing. He must have been changing spots and slipped. I could clearly see the terrified look on his face as his torso moved further from the tower. And I leapt. Kicking off with all my strength, I threw my arms around the old man and we tumbled off the tower together. My momentum carried us to the end of my short tether, before snapping taught. Swinging back towards the tower like a pendulum, Frank slipped in my arms, and I found myself clutching his wrist as we impacted the tower.

	"Frank!" I yelled.

	But the old man seemed stunned for a moment. His head must have hit one of the beams. Glancing up, I could see where I was attached to the tower. The rail must have rusted from the inside, because it had snapped at the end. It was slowly bending under our combined weight and would let us fall.

	"FRANK you stupid old bastard!" I screamed.

	He seemed to snort and kick himself back in gear. Glancing around, he looked up, saw me and reached for the tower. He got a single foot on a crossmember and his free arm wrapped around a post, before my line slipped. As gravity overtook me and I fell away, I shot the old man a sad smile as I released his wrist. If I kept a hold, he'd come with me. In less than a second, the sound of rushing wind pushed out everything else, and I closed my eyes. I wanted to try and enjoy the feeling of freefall, without thinking about what was at the bottom.

	"You're relatively calm about the situation then," A soft feminine voice said, cutting through the sound of rushing wind.

	Opening my eyes, I looked around. I was still falling, the ground rushing to meet me. But... It was coming so very slowly. "That's a tad creepy."

	"It is what it is, Samuel."

	This time I turned and looked at where the voice was coming from. "Did I already hit the ground or something? I swear I'm meant to see my whole life flash by or something."

	The being smiled. She had dark fur, sharp teeth and feline ears poking out of the top of her head. "Not yet. But that will happen eventually. I just wished to make you an offer first."

	"Will it save my life?"

	She paused for a moment, before shaking her head. "Not this one."

	I nodded, before it occurred to me why this all felt so surreal. I was still falling, pretty much headfirst towards the ground. The wind whipped by, flapping my clothing. And yet, this strange, beautiful, catgirl thing, seemed to be lying on an invisible couch, suspended beside me.

	"You meant that too," she smiled.

	I frowned, "Meant what?"

	"When you thought I was beautiful. It's been a very long time since I've spoken to a mortal, who could think such thoughts. Mostly they're all, AHHH SAVE ME!" She waved her hands over her head.

	I smirked and shook my head. "Always had the feeling I'd fall one day."

	"Is that why you have so few friends?"

	I sighed, "Partially. Never really fit in to begin with."

	The catgirl nodded, before offering her hand to shake. "Bast. And I'd love to be your friend."

	I looked at the furry paw she'd offered. It looked somewhat dexterous. Like she could hold a knife, or eat with a fork, but she'd probably never be able to write a letter or play the piano. Reaching out at the odd angle, I took her hand and frowned as we seemed to right ourselves and slow to a stop. Hovering in the air.

	"I'm Samuel, as you're already aware. But, Bast? The cat goddess of fertility?"

	Bast smiled, that toothy smile again. "The one and only."

	"Y'know, if I hadn't read so many isekai books, I'd be freaking out right now."

	"Which is part of your charm," She said, baring her sharp fangs with a grin. "Would you care to hear my offer, Samuel?"

	Glancing at the ground, I gave a small shrug, "Why not. I'm not going anywhere."

	This time the goddess laughed. It was a beautiful sound, filled with the soft yowling of her feline complexion. As she calmed, I couldn't help but smile back at her expression.

	"Oh Samuel, I do hope you agree," she sighed, as she schooled her expression. "I require a champion, in another world, to help... Rectify a situation I have neglected for too long."

	I nodded, "Sounds very iseki-like. Are you allowed to tell me this situation, or am I supposed to figure it out?"

	Bast cocked her head slightly. "I really do like you Samuel. You have absolutely no fear of saying exactly what you want, to get to what you need. I wish to bond you, as a being of my choosing, with your help of course. This bond will allow you to travel to this world as my champion. It is populated with various races. I wish for you to use your best judgment and help the people of this world."

	"So, new body, new world, figure out how to fix whatever's broken?"

	Bast smiled again and nodded. "Yes, Samuel."

	I nodded slowly. "And, if I refuse, I hit the ground anyway, and everything's over?"

	Again, Bast nodded her head. "Though I will respect your decision. Moving to a new world in a new body will be difficult to adjust to. No running water, no electricity, no modern comforts."

	"Thanks for being honest with me," I shrugged. I really had no qualms about my own death. Bast was correct. I had no real friends outside of work. Even then, Frank... "Will Frank be okay?"

	Bast smiled softly and nodded her head. "He will arrive back on the ground and meet with officials. Your death will be recorded as negligent manslaughter after the manufacturer of the tower is investigated for using substandard materials and practices. The resulting lawsuit will allow Frank to go on holiday in Brazil, where he will meet a young woman who will bear him a child. They will name their son after you and Frank will grow old in the arms of his loved ones. His remaining years will be filled with joy and love."

	"Not even going to ask how or why you can tell me this."

	Bast shrugged and shot me another grin. "Who will you tell that matters?"

	Chuckling, I nodded my head. "Alright, fuck it. Where do I sign up?"

	"Oh, that's easy," Bast smiled toothily at me. "I'm a feline goddess, so pick a cat and any other details you might like, or feel necessary and I'll fix up anything else I feel I need to."

	My immediate thought was a tiger. King of the jungle, strength, power, cunning. But... Did I want to be like every hero I'd ever read about? Did I want to be in battle after battle, fighting to my last breath? I tossed up the idea of a cheetah. Speed, grace and intelligence. But speed was only your friend when you had the room to use it. Thinking hard back to the documentaries I watched over the years, a thought came to me.

	"Yes, I like this idea," Bast grinned. "I will of course be making some changes, but if you agree, I will set your course."

	"A margay then," I nodded.

	It was an interesting concept. Margays were basically tree dwelling miniature leopards. They relied on skills like balance, stealth and camouflage. They were as versatile hiding in clumps of grass, as they would be climbing wet boulders and moss covered tree branches. I looked at Bast, who was now standing beside me in mid-air. Her hands moved rhythmically, while her eyes glowed a deep purple.

	"Your body is prepared," she said softly.

	And before I could respond, gravity took over.

	"Oh SHIT!" I cried out, tumbling through the air.

	I caught a glimpse of Bast, before the ground came into view. I closed my eyes before slamming into the ground with a heavy thump. I laid still, wanting to curl up as my whole body was wracked with pain. My chest ached, my nose stung and my head throbbed.

	"Oh fuck," I groaned.

	"That looked like it hurt," A harsh, high pitched voice hissed.

	Lifting my head, I froze. Despite my pain-wracked body, I rolled quickly away from the terrifying figure. It was slightly shorter than me, with green skin, long kinked ears and a mouth full of jagged teeth. The creature was wearing what looked like a butler's outfit, missing shoes because of its clawed, three toed feet.

	"Get back!" A taller, cloaked figure hissed and clicked, pulling the small creature away.

	The figure moved with a strange gait. It didn't seem to bounce with any form of step. The hood of the cloak made seeing what was inside impossible. But as it pulled back it's sleeves, showing a sharp, rear facing blade attached at the wrist, I jumped.

	Now, I liked to think I was rather physically fit. I had a decent running speed, I practiced jumping, and I carried myself well. But the airtime of my leap caught me completely off guard. In an instant, I was high above the hooded figure and still climbing. As I passed into the lower canopy of the surrounding trees, I flailed wildy and my fingers caught on a nearby branch. Gravity brought me back towards the earth, but it seemed my hand was somehow stuck to the branch and I swung limply under it.

	"Let me go, I have to kill it!" The hooded figure hissed.

	I caught a glimpse of an odd protrusion to the rear of her abdomen, but immediately lost interest when I heard those words. Throwing my dangling arm over the branch, it managed to catch as well and I lifted my leg to try and swing it over. Except... I was uber flexible. Then all at once, I remembered what I'd discussed with Bast. And like that I could see the strange mottled pattern down the fur on my arms. I hadn't been looking at myself when I saw those creatures below. I'd have to take some time to familiarise myself.

	Without thinking, I sensed danger and ducked my head, as a rock smacked into the branch beside me. I felt my weight at my hips shift and caught the glimpse of a fluffy tail swinging around. I used it's leverage and momentum to flip to the top of the branch. And as I watched the hooded figure wrestle free of the smaller, I ran.

	Running was... Odd... I felt extremely out of place. As a human, I ran upright in long strides. As... A catboy, I ran on all fours. Almost by instinct I knew how far apart each branch and tree was. My tail kept me steady and my head stayed level as I raced through the canopy away from the sound of the hooded creature following me. Leaping over gaps and darting under vines, I dodged a rock or two thrown in my direction. But eventually started to outpace the horror below me.

	Not wanting to risk myself, I kept going until well beyond my range of hearing for whatever was chasing. Coming to a stop, I sat and leaned against the trunk of the tree I was on. I huffed and my tongue rolled out of my mouth as I tried to cool myself. The pads of my... fingers... paws... My pads. My pads formed small beads of sweat, but the rest of me was covered in fur. Speaking of. Looking down at my body. The outfit I wore to work this morning was long gone. I was nude, not that it mattered. I was covered in thick fur. As I ran my paws over my chest, I could feel the thickness of my soft exterior. I had a light colouration, with blotchy dark spots all over. I mimicked a margay's fur perfectly and while I couldn't see my own face, I imagined it was rather similar. Speaking of my face, running my paws over it, I could feel a slightly elongated nose. My eyes also felt a little too large and I wondered how my night vision would be. Moving up, I found a pair of ears sprouting from the top of my head. They were sensitive to touch and powerful as senses went. I could hear far more than I thought humanly possible. I could also hear the direction sounds came from and even their approximate distance.

	Taking a deep breath, I inhaled through my nose and was stunned by the massive influx of new information. I could smell the moisture in the air, the scent of each individual tree, the herbivore shit on the ground upwind of my position. Shaking my head, I filed away that piece of useless information. You think of animals having stronger senses of smell, but it's not like everything is amplified. It's that you pick up all the subtle differences, that as a human, you couldn't tell apart. Things still smelled good and bad, but it was more like picking up a wine with hints of chocolate and cherries and taking a sip, only to find an actual piece of chocolate and a cherry in the wine.

	Movement caught my eye and I wondered if the casual twitch of my tail meant anything. When I thought about it, my tail did what I wanted. It was like using your hand while it was asleep. You knew it was there and you had control if you thought about it. But otherwise it just existed as part of you. Same as my tail. The moment I left it alone, it went back to twitching and shifting on its own without my conscious input.

	Following the downward trend, I frowned at my crotch. I had a pair of balls, but they were covered by my fur. My cock on the other hand, seemed to be within a sheath. I gave it a quick pat, and it felt like patting your crotch while wearing jeans, so I didn't worry too much about it for the time being. Lower still, I had human-like knees, but they gave way to the strange feet of a regular cat. With my heel held high with my ankle and my clawed toes the only part touching the ground. Then I gave my hands a quick look over. Blinking, I checked twice. Four fingers and a thumb, making five digits. Glancing down, I had just four.

	"Do I have to be so accurate?" I growled, realising even my voice had a feline growl to it.

	"Indeed," Base said from beside me.

	I yowled in shock and tumbled backward from the tree. Thankfully there was a branch below and as it came into view, I tucked in my legs and rotated around to land on my paws.

	"That was..."

	"Quite well done," Bast grinned down at me.

	With a sigh, I nodded my thanks and climbed back to where I was. Only now I realised how much larger Bast was.

	"You chose Margay. If you'd picked a tiger, I'd be looking at you from your perspective."

	I sighed, "How tall am I?"

	Bast grinned, "Just over four feet tall." She gave a soft feline giggle as I yowled quietly in despair. "Don't worry about it too much. Most of the species you'll deal with aren't much bigger. The average goblin is a little shorter in fact."

	I thought back to that creature, "Was that-"

	"Yes," Bast said sadly. "It was pure luck they were in the area. I had no idea about the Mantid."

	"That... Thing, in the cloak?"

	Bast sighed, "She, and yes. Rather angry one I might add."

	I nodded, "Yeah, I might just stay away from them."

	"I hope not."

	Looking up, I saw her smile as she vanished into nothingness. "Really?" I called softly. But no reply came.

	Looking around, I decided I needed to get my bearings. Turning to the trunk, I experimentally sunk my claws into the wood and found they held rather well. Using a bear hug motion and kicking off with my legs, I quickly scaled the tree to the top, spooking a pair of birds in the process. Poking my head out of the canopy, I couldn't see very far. This was hardly the tallest tree in the area. I could see mountains all around, but the terrain itself was quite hilly. I guess we were in some kind of valley. As I scanned the horizon, I noticed a gap in the trees that snaked through the area. A gap like that was either a road or water. Either way, it was a good bet for finding what counted as civilization in these parts. There was only one problem... How the fuck was I gonna get down?

	Flexible wrists. My saving grace. I'd tried to hobble down, step by step, same as I had climbed up to begin with. But it was slow and just as exhausting as climbing. I'd then taken a deep breath, and tried something else. Using my flexibility, I was able to essentially hang upside down on the bark of the tree by the claws on my toes. Then, through a combination of gravity and clawing with my front paws, I was able to shimmy down at an impressive speed. Not that, sliding down a tree head first wasn't terrifying. But I made it to the base of the tree in just a few seconds. When I was still a couple meters from the base, I released and jumped from the trunk, landing on all fours like... well, a cat.

	Standing up on the other hand. "Oh shit," I grunted as I fell over.

	Trying to balance my feline form on two legs was... Difficult. I could do it, but it was like trying to walk on the tips of your toes. With the help of my tail and several stumbles, I soon had it under wraps and kept moving. I catalogued everything I found. Every sight, every scent, every sound. Birds I didn't recognize chirped. Lizards rustled in the scrub and I even spotted something that looked like a large rabbit had its way with a small moose, run off when it caught my scent. The one thing that really stuck in my mind though, was how familiar it all smelled. It was... right. Every scent just fits into place like a puzzle piece. So it was glaringly obvious, when, as I stepped over a fallen log and I caught the breeze, that I smelled something... different.

	I froze in place and listened, but couldn't hear anything moving. But the scent seemed to move ahead. That told me it was a ways off, but moving. I thought about running in the opposite direction, but... Oh fuck it, this is an Iseki, just like every other. Of course I'm going to find out what it is!

	I started moving at a lope. Sometimes on two legs, sometimes on four, both were comfortable in each situation. As I crested a hill, I leapt up to a lower branch and frowned as the scent vanished. Leaping to the next tree and using it to jump down onto a fallen log I caught the scent again. I slowed to a stop and listened. In the distance, I could hear something moving. Blinking, I looked up and saw the orange fading light. I couldn't help but let out an excited 'YOWL!' into the darkening sky. What cat didn't like a good hunt?

	By the time true darkness had set in, I could just make out the figure in the distance. I was downwind of it, and I wasn't liking what I could smell. There were more things ahead. Almost a dozen beings in total, including the thing I followed. It had slowed down, and was making clumsy attempts at stealth as it moved closer. I, on the other hand, was silently creeping through the tree branches above. Whatever it was, it was even uglier than that goblin from earlier. Dark grey, pebbled skin, with thick lower trusts and a thick, bulbous body all round. Guessing from what Bast had told me, it was around six feet tall. Typical, that the first thing I was stalking would be so much larger than I was.

	The scent of a fire drifted through the air and I could make out the faint glow in the distance as we got closer. The large being I shadowed paused at the edge of a break in the trees. From here, I could smell the scent of the river nearby. Creeping silently overhead, I moved up to see the large creature's targets. Shifting through the branches, I pushed through the canopy until I made it to the edge of the trees, and looked down. I barely suppressed the groan, seeing a familiar cloaked figure sitting by the fire. I had no idea what a mantid was, but I didn't want to find out.

	The mantid wasn't alone either. It seemed the goblin was there too with some others of its kind. From here they looked different though. Their figure wasn't quite so... Sharp and they didn't have the same jagged teeth. I was still trying to figure them out, if they were actually goblins, or something else, when I heard the creature below me shift. Freezing in place, I listened as it moved forward and got in position. I glanced down and smiled, knowing even in the darkness, I had to problems making it out. But my smile fell away as it suddenly burst into action, racing towards the group.

	"Protect the women!" The goblin shrieked, pulling a short blade.

	The mantid leaped into action. The sleeves of her cloak tore open as she pulled two, scythe like blades free. That odd protrusion at her rear stuck out and she raced towards the large creature. It bellowed a monstrous cry as it swung around, and hurled a small boulder. In the darkness, the mantid had no chance. The impact sent a sharp crack, followed by a pained scream from the creature in the cloak. She fell hard and rolled several times, before the large creature kicked her firmly in the side. This time, she made no noise as her body was tossed aside. The goblin took his chance to rush in and slam his blade into the creature's side, making it squeal similar to a frightened pig.

	"RUN!" The goblin shrieked, right before it was backhanded across the open field.

	The other small figures seemed to huddle up in fear as the large creature smacked its lips and approached.

	"Youz smells good," it said, in a slow voice.

	"I wish for you to use your best judgment and help the people of this world," Bast's voice sounded in my ear.

	Leaping to a lower branch, I sprung off and caught the trunk of the next closest tree. Sliding down as quickly as I could, I leaped and hit the ground running.

	"You!" Hissed the manted, seeing me tear across the clearing.

	But I ignored her, hearing the terrified screams of one of what I could only assume was a goblin woman. The large creature stood tall in front of me and began to turn. In one hand, he held a terrified goblin, and in the other, he was pushing down his loincloth. I had a horrible feeling I knew the kind of problem this world had, right as I made my leap. The large creature caught my movement out of the corner of his eye. But it was too late.

	Yowling like a mad cat, I sunk my claws into his chest. The sudden impact, followed by the sensation of his tearing skin, made him roar in pain. And it must have been instinct, because the moment his throat was bared, I snapped forward and bit down, like a lion does to a gazelle. Sinking my teeth into its dirty flesh was unpleasant. The blood that filled my mouth was worse. But the squeak it made as its air supply was cut off will be something that goes to my grave. It must have dropped the woman, as I felt two hands take hold of me. Snarling, I dug my claws into his shoulders as he tried to pull me off. It shook me violently, trying to yank, twist and pull, but I held firm with my teeth in position. It was a life or death struggle, as I knew a creature of his size would slam me into the ground and kill me the instant I let go.

	So it was a complete surprise when I felt cold, piercing agony slam into my ribs. Immediately, I released my front paws and grabbed the creature's wrist. I could feel the small blade the goblin had stabbed it with, clutched in it's oversized hands.Between my claws and the tiny handle of the blade, now soaked in blood, it couldn't get enough of a grip to pull it free. I felt it shift and gravity tip as the creature dropped to its knees. It made a final attempt to pull me free, before collapsing, thankfully on its back with a loud thud. I held on, clenching my jaw as long as I could, well after the creature finally went still.

	A soft hand gently stroked down my back, before rubbing my ears. It was odd... The sensation was... No, I don't want to talk about that right now. I'm stabbed and bleeding. I don't want to talk about getting headpats. But I released my jaws and pulled my teeth free from the creature's throat. The wounds on its neck and chest weren't bleeding, which told me its heart wasn't pumping.

	"It's okay," a shrill, croaky voice said softly.

	Rolling, I looked up into the eyes of the goblin woman I saw. Unlike the male I'd seen earlier, her features were a lot less... Inhuman. She smiled, showing me her sharp teeth, but they sat neatly behind her lips.

	"Get back!" A voice hissed.

	I flinched, seeing the mantid staggering towards me. Her hood had fallen back, and she was terrifyingly beautiful. Her body was covered in chitin, green as emeralds. Her eyes were large and made of the same material, and even as she scowled as she staggered towards me, she was inhumanly beautiful.

	"I said get back! He might have led more!"

	"Enough, Calistia!" a familiar voice called back. "He took a knife to save us, even you, must accept that mistakes are possible."

	The hand on my head resumed its petting and I closed my eyes. It was the last sensation I felt as my vision finally went dark.

	


Chapter Two - 4700

	Opening my eyes, I groaned in pain. There was a sharp ache in my side. Ignoring the stone ceiling and walls, I reached across and gently touched the wounded area. It was covered in thick padding. Obviously I'd received some kind of medical care in this place. Hissing in pain, I sat myself up, pushing the blanket off me. I was still naked, which wasn't a surprise. A soft snore caught my attention and I turned to look. Beside me on the bed, was the goblin woman I'd rescued. The blanket had been pulled down, exposing more of her than I would have expected. But seeing as she'd seen fit to climb in bed with me like this, I didn't see the harm in examining her.

	Her skin was a deep, forest greed and paired nicely with her orange hair. That's orange the fruit, not just orange-brown and it was braided neatly, before being pulled down between her breasts while she slept. Her eyelashes were long, and her cheekbones, while a little pointier than a humans, seemed to accentuate her face in the same way I imagined an elfs did. Her arms were slender, but defined and ended with human-like, five digit hands. She did have rather thick nails though. They also looked slightly sharp, like she could give you a nasty scratch if she wanted to. Looking at my own hands, I flexed my claws, admiring how easily and naturally they extended and retracted.

	Looking back to the sleeping goblin, she snorted softly, making me smile. She had a nice figure overall. I couldn't see below her toned stomach, but her breasts were a nice handful, proportionate to her size. If I was about four feet tall, she was probably about three and a half. Maybe a little more. Scanning over her, I moved back up, only to spot her staring back at me. With a catlike yowl, I instinctively jumped, falling backward out of the bed. That was immediately followed by a loud shriek from the small woman in the bed as she followed me over.

	I layed on my side, gasping in pain, where I'd landed on my wounded side. I barely responded as the door to the room blew in and a terrifying, chitinous monster stormed into the room, only to pause in confusion.

	"Calistia, help me get him in bed!" The small woman croaked.

	The tall woman frowned, but lowered her arms. Without the cloak, she was as terrifying as she was beautiful. She was tall, angular and completely covered in hard chitin plates. Her legs, all four of them seemed to move independently, making her move like a wraith across the stone floor. The odd protrusion I'd noticed was a rather obvious abdomen, poking out behind where her legs met her thorax. Her face was sharp and reminded me of a praying mantis, except still full and slightly rounded enough that she could pass for a human in a mask. But the true terror was her arms. Extending from her wrists, were a pair of two-foot long blades. What I'd thought were weapons before, was actually physically a part of her. They glinted as she moved towards me. I froze, not knowing what was about to happen, but she bent, grabbing me roughly with three fingered claws and unceremoniously, dumped me back on the bed.

	"Gently Calistia!" The goblin hissed crossly at the mantid.

	Calistia hissed softly and left, slamming the door behind her as she left.

	"Are you okay?" The small woman crooned, taking my legs and pulling me around gently.

	"I'm fine," I said softly, glancing at the door. Turning back to the goblin before me, she was now completely exposed. I don't know if it was natural, or a cosmetic change, but she was completely bald between her legs. Her puffy labia stood out, leaving nothing to the imagination.

	"Oh," she said softly.

	Following her eyesight down, I froze, seeing the slight pink head of what was the beginning of an erection, poking out the top of my... sleeve.

	"I'm sorry," I said quickly, rolling away from the small, nervous looking woman.

	"Sorry?" She asked, still nervous.

	"I... Ah..." I sighed. "You're very beautiful. I just wanted to apologize for making you uncomfortable."

	"Beautiful?" She squeaked.

	I nodded slowly, "Yeah... I'm sorry. You must be so uncomfortable right now. I'm happy to sleep somewhere else."

	"Why?" She gasped, pulling me back to face her. "You... You don't want to hurt me?"

	"Why on earth would I want to hurt you?" I growled.

	"Because that's what our kind is suited for," a masculine, screechy voice called from the other side of the door.

	The goblin woman scrambled out of bed, tossing the blanket over me. I couldn't help but stare at the curve of her ass and... The small stumpy tail right above it as she scrambled into a shabby dress. As she pulled it overhead, she rushed to the door and pulled it open. The pointy toothed, male goblin I saw yesterday stepped into the room, with Calistia a step behind him.

	I gulped, seeing the large woman, staring hatefully at me, but turned my attention back to the goblin man, as he greeted the woman with a small hug. "What is your kind suited for?"

	"Why, to breed, of course," he hissed angrily.

	I frowned, "Is that, what that... Thing, was trying to do?"

	The goblin stared at me for a moment, before nodding, "What are you?"

	I stared back for a moment and sighed, "I don't know. If you can't tell me then..." I shrugged.

	The old goblin moved to stand before the bed. "Call me Dave."

	I smirked, "Dave?"

	"Is there something wrong with Dave?"

	I quickly straightened my expression and shook my head, "No, nothing at all. I just... It was unexpected. Please, call me Samuel."

	Dave glared toothily at me for a moment, "Maria will care for you while you recover. Be warned, Calistia will not hesitate to kill you should you prove untrustworthy."

	To emphasise the point, the mantid hissed softly as she flexed her blades.

	I nodded softly, "I don't want any trouble, I swear."

	The goblin leaned down and gave me a few sniffs, which... Awkward... He sat up, before nodding at Maria and leaving. Calistia glared at me a moment longer before following, and the sound of their voices was cut off as Maria closed the door. As she turned to me, she smiled softly, showing her pointed teeth.

	"What did he mean, before, about breeding?"

	Her expression shifted and she looked nervous. "Don't you know?"

	I shook my head, "I'll be honest here. I'm not from this world. I was brought here, the day that thing attacked you. All I know is that, the one who sent me, wanted me to use my best judgement," -I made bunny ears with my pawed fingers- "And help where I can."

	Maria looked at me strangely, before mimicking the bunny ears gesture and shook her head, moving on without asking. "What god sent you?"

	"Bast," I said with a moment's pause. She'd never told me I couldn't tell people how or why I was here after all.

	Maria stepped closer, before reaching out and stroking the fur on the side of my face. It... I still don't want to admit it, but I purred as her fingers danced around my chin and that's all I want to say about it.

	"You were sent, by the lost goddess, to help this world?"

	Snapping my eyes open, I pulled away from her hand so I could concentrate. "I guess. I didn't know she was lost. She just asked me to be her champion and help where I could. I don't even know what here is."

	"Champion," Maria said softly, before pulling her dress back over her head.

	Naked, she crawled into the bed and snuggled up beside me. Immediately, I felt a throb in my crotch and glanced down as that pink head extended itself from the sheath again.

	"Maria?" I yowled softly.

	She glanced down and giggled softly. "Does my champion require relief?"

	"What?" I groaned. "No, that's not what I meant," I said, trying to pull away, but the only way I could roll would be onto my bad side.

	"You saved me," she said softly.

	"I had no idea who I was saving," I shot back, trying to think about anything other than her. "You were in trouble, I reacted. You could have been anyone."

	Maria froze, "I..."

	I heard a small sniffle, before she leaped out of bed, grabbing her dress as she dashed out of the room. I just layed there in the bed staring at the ceiling as a set of footsteps came towards the open door. I ignored him as he entered, but Dave moved to the side of the bed and looked down at me with a strange expression.

	"You rejected her."

	This time I frowned, "I didn't reject anyone. I'm new to this world. I might end up dead tomorrow, by Calistia's hand or someone else's. I have no idea the amount of mess this world is in, but I made a deal with Bast to do my best. I doubt that has anything to do with jumping in bed with the first beautiful woman I clap me eyes on."

	Dave stared at me for a moment. "You think the goddess of fertility would take issue with you having a lover?"

	I flinched, hearing a familiar giggle from the corner of the room. Dave didn't seem to hear it though, so I put it out of my mind. "Dave, I literally met Maria, as she was about to be raped by some monster."

	"Plains troll," Dave nodded. "Yes, and after saving her from that fate, she asked to be the one to care for you, in accordance with our laws."

	I sighed, "I don't know your laws, Dave. I'm not from here."

	"That much is certain," Dave nodded slowly.

	"What is wrong with this world, Dave?" I asked, staring at the ceiling.

	"We goblins are universal breeders. Using us, any of the other sentient races in this world, may blend their species with our own, to create new beings."

	I grimaced, "Why, the fuck, would anyone do that?"

	"Take the plains troll," Dave sighed. "He's the result of a pairing between a Mountain troll and a goblin, and the resulting offspring, being with a human."

	"Human's exist?" I groaned.

	Dave nodded, "They are a particularly nasty bunch, why? Do you know of them?"

	"In the world I came from, I was a human."

	Dave froze, before leaning forward and giving me a few more sniffs. "Do you have the urge, to rape, pilliage, torture and murder every other race you see around you?"

	"No!" I growled, before sighing and taking a deep breath. "Though, humans from my world were pretty good at that anyway."

	Dave sighed, "It was not a fair accusation. Bast would not have sent a monster as her champion."

	"How are you so accepting of that, anyway?" I asked. "Anyone could make a claim like that."

	Dave looked at me for a moment, "The fact you do not know this, is almost undeniable proof. Misfortune follows those who claim to know the gods. In this world, even the forgotten have power. I knew a goblin that claimed to be the champion of Asmodeus. He died shortly after contracting a flesh eating disease that made his pecker fall off."

	I grimaced, "Could be a coincidence though."

	Dave shrugged, "He's not the first. Just don't claim to be working for a god or goddess if you aren't and you'll be fine. If you aren't really Bast's champion, something terrible will befall you for your arrogance. But if you are, then I hope I have served my mistress well, in allowing Maria to serve you."

	"A follower?" Bast said from the corner of the room. "Those are few and far between in these times."

	This time Dave could hear her. As he threw himself on the floor, it became apparent he could see her also.

	"See, this is what I was talking about," Bast sighed. "Hard to get anything done when they won't even look at you."

	I just grinned and shook my head, "This is the worst Isekai ever."

	Bast just waved me off as she moved to sit on the edge of the bed. "So what's the problem with Maria?"

	I frowned, "She's not the problem. I just don't feel comfortable taking advantage of a young woman's hero worship."

	Bast sighed, "It's not hero worship. As per goblin laws and customs, you own her quite literally. Without you, she has no home, no clan, no friends, lovers or purpose as no other goblin clan will take her."

	"I didn't want this," I sighed.

	"No, which is the reason she adores you," Bast smiled, before turning to Dave. "You, what is the penalty for rape?"

	"M-my Goddess Bast. The penalty for rape in our society is death."

	"What about rape of a slave?"

	"Rape is r-rape, my goddess. Rank in society has no bearing on your will."

	Bast grinned, before looking at me. "Maybe fortune favoured me, by dropping you where I did. Goblins, in particular the women, are rounded up like cattle and raped by just about every race of creature on this earth. The offspring produced are used as workers, soldiers or simple experiments, before being culled."

	A few thoughts flew through my head, first about Calistia, then about the repercussions of sleeping with Maria.

	"Correct on both accounts," Bast said softly. "I won't speak for the mantid. I feel her history is her own. But yes, I heard her prayer before you awoke and she will gladly sire your children." I stared at Bast for a moment while she stared right back. "Isn't that right, Maria?"

	Movement by the door caught my eye. Glancing over, there she was. Her eyes were slightly green and tears rolled down her cheeks. My heart just about broke as I tried to sit up.

	"Your best judgement doesn't disqualify you from enjoying yourself," Bast said softly.

	I knew she was already gone without looking for her. My attempt to right myself sent Maria into a panic and she rushed forward. Taking me by the shoulders, she firmly lowered me back to the bed as Dave stood on uneasy legs.

	"You heard the goddess," He told Maria. "You belong to him now, it is absolute."

	Maria nodded her head, "Yes Eldar."

	Dave eyed me for a moment, "I will attempt to appease Calistia."

	"Thank you," I said softly.

	As Dave left the room, Maria nervously sat on the bed. She wiped a few stray tears from her eyes and forced a smile at me. "What do you wish of me?"

	"I wish that you were not forced to stay with me. I wish you could find happiness. I wish you a long, joy filled life. I wish many things of you Maria, but I never wanted to take you as a slave."

	She blinked at me, before blinking again and shaking her head. "Am I not to your liking?"

	I just sighed, "We've been over this Maria. I've already admitted I find you beautiful. But I'd never do what I did, if I'd have known you'd be made my slave for it."

	"You'd have let that monster take me then?"

	I grimaced and laid back, staring at the ceiling. "You know what I mean."

	I felt movement beside me as Maria shuffled onto the bed beside me. She lifted the blanket and I swallowed hard as I felt naked flesh press up against my own.

	"You don't want a slave?"

	I shook my head, "I'd free you if I could."

	I felt her breath on my cheek as she moved up and sniffed me softly. Her lips brushed my ear and she crooned. The sound made me shiver and I desperately tried to push down my own desire. I understood I wasn't human any more, but she was even less so. I just put it down to my love of Iseki novels and took a few calming breaths.

	"What would you do, to set me free?"

	"Anything," I replied immediately.

	"If... If you claim me as your wife, I won't be your slave. And if you're a poor husband, I can leave whenever I want."

	I sighed, "Will that work though? You won't have any repercussions?" I felt her pointed nose brush my cheek as she shook her head. "Alright, how do we do this?"

	"Declare that you wish for me to be your wife. If I am receptive, I will agree."

	"That's it?"

	She nosed my cheek again, "Yes."

	"I Samuel, declare that I wish for you, Maria, to become my wife."

	Maria sighed softly, before pressing her lips to my cheek and kissing me softly. Her close contact made me twitch, as she brushed the whiskers I didn't realise I had. "I accept, husband."

	Sighing, I waited for a few moments as her arms came up around me. She nestled in, making soft crooning noises. "Are... Are you going to divorce me now? You're free."

	Maria leaned forward, opening her mouth and gave my shoulder a gentle bite. It wasn't hard enough to break the skin, and... It was somewhat endearing. "Will my husband abuse me?"

	Fuck

	"No," I sighed softly.

	Maria made a small noise as she snuggled in closer. She even went as far as lifting a leg over my own, but she was extremely careful not to disturb my wound. "If you will not abuse me, why would I leave?"

	"Because I'm not from this world? Because I used to be human? Because I was sent by the Goddess Bast to mess with things, which will probably make people angry."

	Maria lifted herself and crawled up my body to stare into my eyes. "The people of this world hunt my kind. If I were caught alone, in the open, how I was the night you found me, I'd have been raped, brutalised and forced to carry children I would never be allowed to love. At least if they hated me, they might just kill me."

	I just stared into her eyes, noticing the gold flecks amongst the deep brown. Her hand came up and gently stroked the side of my face, down to my chin, making me purr without realising. Shaking my head to bring my thoughts back into clarity, I froze as Maria leaned in and kissed me.

	Her lips were soft. Far softer than I imagined. Her breath was sweet and her skin smelled of the earth and rain. Pulling away, she looked down at me, before smiling softly and leaning in for a second kiss. As her mouth met my own, I gave in and put my hands on her. Her skin was smooth, but I could feel the densely packed muscles beneath. She was a little powerhouse if I guessed right. One of her strong hands grabbed one of mine, and pulled it to her breast. Like her skin, it was soft, but it also showed that she was firmer than a human. Her breasts were firm and not quite as bouncy as a human's would be. As I tweaked her nipple, she moaned softly, before grabbing my hand and using it to crush her breast. I was worried about hurting her, but the expression on her face told me otherwise.

	Taking both breasts in my hands, I squeezed them uncomfortably tight. But her beaming smile told me she only felt pleasure as she wriggled above me. That's when I felt it. Odd, cold and strange. Glancing down, I could see my cock extending from it's sheath. It was a little thicker than I imagined, but far shorter than I was expecting. It was dark in colour, like the skin of my paw pads. Maria saw it too, as she reached down and gently caressed it. I moaned softly at her touch as my cock throbbed between us.

	"Husband?" She whispered softly.

	I looked her in the eye and saw her expression. She wanted to know if this was okay. What man was about to deny her in this situation? Nodding my head, she smiled and lifted herself. Raising my cock to position it below her, I gaped as the sleeve pushed back, exposing more of my cock.

	"Husband is so big," she exclaimed.

	I couldn't help but agree. I thought I'd be relying on thickness to please her, but, this looked like it was more human sized, than for my four foot stature. Even then, large for human size would be the best description. I guessed around eight inches long and thick as a can of deodorant. It was mostly straight, with an odd, triangular head, that Maria pushed through her labia. She moaned softly and I couldn't help but lick my lips at the slick feeling of her actions.

	I felt the head of my cock, fit into the opening of her pussy and she bounced on it softly for a few moments. Looking up, she was staring into my eyes. I reached up and tucked her hair behind an elongated ear, before pulling her head down for a soft kiss. She immediately supported herself, not putting any weight on me at all. And as we kissed, she relaxed her legs, lowering herself onto my cock. It must have been a strain for her, as she gasped and whimpered as overwhelming tightness gripped my cock like a fist. If not for how slick she was, I'd have been worried about her tearing, but she refused to stop until, somehow, my entire length was buried inside her.

	"Husband," she panted.

	"Wife," I replied.

	Maria shook softly, before her pussy clenched over my cock. I felt her muscles pull rhythmically on my cock, massaging it as she came on me. But even before she came down from her high, Maria started rocking. On her hands and knees, she simply moved back and forth, impaling herself on my cock over and over again. The whole time, she keened and made soft chirping noises. I on the other hand, gasped and made small cat-like yowls as I purred constantly. I had no idea how I did it, but it was instinctual. Maria leaned down, laying part of herself on my chest, without applying pressure, bouncing her hips as she moved.

	"Husband, bite?"

	I looked as she turned her head slightly, giving me access. "You want me to bite you?"

	"Yes," She moaned, rocking her hips faster.

	I was struggling at this point. Her tight little pussy was demanding I fill her, but I had no idea if it was safe to do so. Thinking it might be a good distraction, I leaned forward and bit, gently into her shoulder. Maria groaned and shook her head.

	"Harder."

	Frowning, I did as she asked, firming.

	"Harder husband!" She moaned.

	Biting firmer still, I worried about piercing her skin. "Harder!" She snapped. "Mark me! Make me yours!"

	Something inside me snapped. Flicking out my claws, I sunk them into her hips. Yanking her against my hips, Maria let out a long squeal as I sunk my teeth into her shoulder. I could taste blood as my fangs sliced into her flesh and Maria thrashed on top of me. I'd have thought I was hurting her, except her own nails were now clutching to my shoulders as she screeched out her pleasure.

	Feeling a throb of my own, I swelled inside her. Her impossibly tight pussy started feeling more so until Maria was practically screaming, despite her frantic attempts to fuck herself senseless. With a feline snarl, I gripped her hard, and fired the first rope of cum inside her.

	"Yes!" She keened. "Husband yes!"

	I snarled, relishing the flavour of her life essence as she thrashed above me as I emptied myself inside her, one pump after the other. It was a different sensation than when I was a human. It was still undeniably an orgasm of my own, but it dragged out in length. Each throb of my cock, jetted out more cum than should have been possible, but far slower than a human would. The strangest thing however, was that none of it leaked out of her.

	"Husband," Maria gasped. Pulling my teeth free, I was suddenly worried I'd hurt her, but she sat up, smiled and gently pulled away the bandage to check my wound. "You're bleeding. I need to change this."

	She leaned down and I gently kissed her as she rocked to pull herself off my cock. Only, as she did, my hips tried to go with her.

	"Ah, husband?" She said softly.

	Looking down, it took me a moment to realise the problem as she tried to lift off me again. The knot that had formed in the base of my cock was large enough to lock me inside her. And as she tried to pull away, the gentle rocking motions seemed to spur me on and I felt myself becoming aroused.

	"It'll go down eventually," Bast said in my ear. "One of the small changes I put in place."

	Maria must have heard it too, as she blushed, before taking the initiative and rocking her hips. She was adorable as she bit her lip while staring down at me. I just had to remember that sex was never going to be something casual.

	"You don't know the half of it," Bast giggled.

	


Chapter Three - 8975

	I was upright this morning as Dave walked into the room with Calistia behind him. He wore an odd smirk, while the fierce mantid had a strange expression on her face. The reason I was upright was because Maria propped me up on some pillows and was feeding me something that resembled porridge. It also gave me my first decent look around the room. The walls, ceiling and floor were all the same coloured stone. There were no windows, no breeze, no sound except what echoed through the door and light came from oil lanterns mounted on the wall. The furniture was a simple dresser, the bed I lay on and a small table with two chairs on the far side of the room.

	"Good morning Samuel," Dave said softly. "Maria, how are you this morning?"

	Maria blushed and beamed furiously, even as she missed my mouth with the spoon and pressed it into my whiskers instead. "I am wonderful, Eldar."

	"Samuel, would you agree?"

	I sighed, brushing the sticky mess out of my fur, before giving Maria a quick smile so she knew it was okay. "It would be better if I wasn't confined to this bed. Maria has been very devoted, but there are some... Bodily functions I prefer to do alone."

	Maria leaned into my chest, snuggling into my fur. I couldn't help the goofy smile that broke across my face as I gently stroked her back with my paws.

	"So, I take it, your union was voluntary?" Dave continued in a tone that made me think he had a specific reason for asking.

	I caught the look from Calistia and nodded. "It was Maria's idea actually. She said if I elevated her status by making her my wife, she could declare that I was a poor husband, and she could leave."

	Dave smirked, "Maria?"

	"My husband has yet to show me he is a poor husband," she said softly, rubbing her face into the fur on my chest. "I may even be with child."

	I jumped slightly hearing those words, before groaning as I pulled on my wound. Maria immediately let off, before checking the wound over. Her relieved expression told me I was fine, but it didn't stop the mad throbbing in my side.

	"What's the damage anyway?"

	"The knife cut through two of your ribs, severed some muscle and left a small cut on the bottom of your lung," Dave said quickly. "If he were using anything other than a goblin blade, it probably would have gone right through you."

	I grimaced as Maria pressed herself to me again.

	"Spose that was lucky then," I sighed.

	Dave chuckled softly in his strange, harsh voice. "If you were lucky, you WOULDN'T have been stabbed. That being said, I wouldn't recommend you performing those actions again. Crushing the windpipe of an enemy works, but if you're capable of getting that close, you could use a knife."

	I thought about those words for a moment. Going for the throat like I had was instinctual. I knew it would work and it did. But I was nearly given a fatal wound for it. I wasn't the big, tough, monster cat I acted like. I needed to play smart, rather than strong.

	"I'll keep that in mind, thank you."

	Without warning, Calistia exploded into action. Tearing around the shocked Dave, her bladed forearms came up. Instantly, I rolled Maria over, shielding her with my own body. My ribs pained terribly, as I opened the wound yet again, but if I was about to die, it wouldn't matter. But no mortal blow came.There was no pain, no cutting. I could still feel everything I needed to feel.

	"Calistia!" Dave snapped.

	Turning my head, I could see her standing beside the bed. She had a conflicted expression on her face as she stared down at me. She looked defeated for a moment, as I swore a tear rolled down her cheek. But in an instant, she turned and rushed from the room as quickly as she arrived.

	"Get some rest Samuel," Dave said, rubbing his face.

	As he turned and left, I finally loosened my grip on Maria, who frantically went for more medical supplies. Glancing down, I could see red leaking through my bandages again. The remainder of my day was made up by laying in bed beside a beautiful naked goblin. My wife. It was a strange concept to me. I spent my whole life as a human, rejecting friendships, relationships and closeness with anyone. If I felt the need, I could visit a few bars, or spend a bit of cash for an evening with a lady. But I never kept them around, preferring my solitary existence. And here I was, on what was probably only my second day in a brand new world. In a body I didn't recognize. Laying beside a creature that didn't exist. My wife, who had just minutes before, reminded me about the lack of contraceptives in this world.

	"Heavy thoughts?" Maria whispered softly, as she cut up pieces of an unknown, but tasty meat, while seated at the table. It was seasoned with salt and herbs I didn't recognize. It was strange, but oh so very good as well. I'd apparently shown I enjoyed it, so she'd retrieved a second helping for me.

	Maria paused in her cutting, before turning a concerned expression towards me. Wincing slightly, I pushed myself to the edge of the bed and stood. My chest ached slightly, but I ignored it as I moved to Maria. Her startled expression as I pushed myself upright, changed to wonder as I gently cupped her face and kissed her. As I pulled away, she smiled softly at me, so I kissed her again.

	"Thank you for being my wife," I said softly, kissing her a third time.

	Maria's eyes watered slightly, before she pressed herself into my chest and cried quietly. The whole time, I stroked her back and combed her hair with my fingers.

	I awoke the next morning with Maria wrapped around me. She was drooling on the pillow beside me. Her sharp teeth were on display and for whatever reason, I found myself admiring all the differences between her, and a human woman.

	"Bast?"

	"Yes, Samuel?"

	"Did you know that I would fit in this world better, than a human one?"

	"I knew you didn't fit in a human world," Bast said after a few moments. "Did I know you would fall in love with the first goblin woman you spotted? No. No, that was even a surprise to me."

	A small sniff caught my attention and I glanced down. Maria was staring up at me with big eyes as tears rolled down her cheeks. I just smiled and leaned down to kiss her softly.

	"Plea-"

	"I love you," I said, cutting off her question.

	"Thank you," Maria said.

	"You're welcome," Bast said, clearly to both of us. "You will make a fine first wife."

	Maria nodded as she pulled herself close. I smiled, then paused. "First?"

	"Oh yes," Bast said with a tone that told me she was enjoying my morals being twisted.

	"Our family will be strong," Maria said softly.

	I gave the small woman a squeeze, "Don't you want me to yourself?"

	Maria pulled back and gave me an odd frown. "Husband, why would I keep you to myself? As the champion of a goddess, many will seek you out. Why should I be the only one to enjoy you?"

	"Thank you Bast," I said sarcastically, and received a humored laugh in response.

	"You should rest," Maria said softly.

	I shook my head though. "I need to get up. I've been in this room since the attack. I need to stretch my legs."

	She frowned, but nodded her head, "I will escort you."

	With that small win, Maria still insisted on feeding me herself like she had the day before. I tried to explain that if I was capable of getting up and moving around, I was capable of feeding myself. But she laughed and refused to hand over the spoon. In the end it was easier to let her have her way. With breakfast over, Maria left with our dishes and returned with an armful of rough, brown fabric. She set it on the bed and unravelled her bundle, to show me it was a form of clothing.

	"I asked Dave what you should wear. The Neko's in the north wear something similar."

	"Neko's?" I asked, examining the garment. It seemed to be a small dressing gown that would cover my shoulders to my knees, but remain mostly open, to allow me to move freely.

	"They are a feline race," Maria said, taking the garment and beginning to dress me. "Fierce, dangerous creatures. They are much larger than you or I. Bigger than humans even."

	I wondered at that. I was aware there were humans in this world as well. But considering the times, I was sure they were probably far more ruthless than the relatively lazy humans of the modern world. It was oddly comforting to know there was something else out there to threaten them. I'd seen what humans would do to a planet if left to their own devices.

	Maria, now with my arms in the short sleeves, pulled the garment closed at my front. A pair of ties held it together along with a fabric belt around my middle. My immediate reaction was to think it was a little ridiculous. But with all my fur, it wasn't as if I needed to protect my modesty. Besides, now I had a couple pockets.

	"Where would you like to go?"

	I smiled, "Wherever you wish to show me."

	Maria smiled, before taking my hand. I expected her to just hold it, but she pulled my entire arm across her chest and held it with both hands. My arm was left hanging between her breasts, with my hand resting gently at her navel. But she seemed happy and it wasn't uncomfortable as she led me from the room. Like before, I found myself concentrating on balance. Each step I took had to be calculated and my tail whipped around behind me, trying to keep me balanced. Unlike Maria's sturdy three toed foot, I was stuck essentially walking on the balls of my feet. But I managed a decent pace as Maria steered me down the hall and out of the room.

	Our first stop was to the surface. As it turns out, we lived in the abandoned remains of a dwarven mine. Maria assured me they haven't killed any dwarves for it. They had mined out the resources they wanted and left. They had been living here for many years now.

	"What were you doing out in the forest then?"

	Maria smiled, thinking about me saving her, I'm sure. "There is a nearby settlement we trade with. A neutral town where many races meet. A lamia there had information for a shipment of goblin women, but wanted to trade the information for medicine."

	"So there were more than a few of you," I recalled from the evening.

	Maria nodded, "More than even the Lamia knew. After negotiating with the lamia for the supplies, we found the slavers on their way to the markets. I made a sleeping poison that we slipped into their water supply and when most of them fell ill." Maria shrugged slightly with a smile. "We just unlocked the cages and brought as many back as we could."

	"Why wouldn't they all come?"

	"Some were distrustful. Others prefer to live solitary lives. A few had been caught away from their homes and wished to return. The rest, mostly goblins, came back with us."

	I nodded as we stepped around a corner and immediately into the setting sunlight. Maria led me past a goblin guard and out into the open. Not only were we in a mine, but the mine entrance was set high up on the side of a mountain. From here I could see for miles over the forest. From my guess, I was as far from the river now, as I was when I climbed that tree to get my bearings that first day. But now, instead of being in the middle of the valley, I was at the far edge. From this height, I could also see a few patches where trees had been cleared, and light smoke trails were visible in the fading sunlight.

	"It will be dark soon," Maria said softly.

	"I'm not sure that's a problem for cats," I smiled.

	Maria nodded. "Come husband. I should show you the halls and where to find food."

	Nodding I followed her back underground. The mines were converted into multiple layers. The mines themselves went right through the mountain and many of those old tunnels had been collapsed to prevent anything sneaking in. But for now, they served as the stronghold for this hodgepodge goblin horde. Everything was made of wood and it resembled a shanty town. But it was surprisingly clear of rubbish and debris. Various creatures, goblins and part goblins moved around. It looked like chaos, but there was a system I could see. There were stalls set up with individuals selling various supplies and offering services. Most of the beings were around my height. Some were a little larger, others a little smaller. But every now and then, there was a truly large creature moving around. The first, was a large, bearlike man. He walked on his knuckles like an ape, but spoke surprisingly eloquently as he purchased a basket of fish from a goblin with grey hair.

	It also quickly became apparent that as ugly as the males of the goblin species were, their females were far more pleasant to look at. It was also apparent that Maria may be a little more on-board with me having multiple wives than I was. She seemed to check every attractive female we passed. Though she outright refused to acknowledge any males that were in our way. Simply moving around or waiting for them to pass.

	After visiting the market, she led me briefly through a communal housing area. More a series of caves set in the walls where storerooms and offices used to be for the dwarves. But on the other side, was a large cavern, filled with pools of heated water.

	"We need to come back here later," I gave Maria a squeeze.

	"I thought you'd like it. The waters will help your wound."

	The only other place to visit was a large hall that seemed to be set up for training. There were a few goblins sparring with staves, while others fired small bows at small targets. There were even a few mixed races in here as well, like a minotaur that was currently duelling with Calistia. She whirled around furiously. Every swing of the minotaurs club caught nothing but wind as the terrifying woman raced around her opponent. I stared for a few moments at the mantid. She was as terrifying as she was beautiful. It was also quickly apparent that the minotaur was tiring quickly. Unable to hit the speedy target, it was wasting a great deal of energy on nothing. Calistia on the other hand didn't seem phased at all. Right up until the minotaur slipped on a patch of sweat. The moment it paused, Calistia raced in, springing off the ground and grabbing one of the minotaurs horns, while shoving her blade up against its throat.

	"You got me!" The minotaur called in a surprisingly feminine voice.

	"You did well Bella," Calistia said, dropping to the floor. "Remember though, when fighting a smaller, faster opponent, you must herd them into an area where they cannot move. I kited you for far too long. If I had wished you harm, you would be dead right now."

	"I'm sorry," The minotaur sighed, plucking the smaller mantid off the ground in a fierce hug. "I'll do better."

	The sight of the angry bug woman kicking her legs in the air like a toddler, as she was squeezed by the larger minotaur made me laugh. It was soft, but it was enough that they both heard me.

	"Oh! Maria, this must be your husband!" The large woman lowed softly.

	From the front, I could see the death glare from the mantid. Her being crushed with one arm between two massive breasts did nothing to ease her expression. I could also see the happy, smiling woman with horns as she stomped towards me on two massive hooves. The creature I'd fought the day before was about six feet tall. This woman was closer to eight, so my eyes only came up to her navel.

	"Hello Bellarose," Maria smiled. "Yes, this is the man who saved us."

	"Calistia," The large woman frowned. "You said he was dangerous! He's tiny!"

	The mantid managed to get some leverage and drop out of the large woman's arms. Eyeing me cautiously, I recognised the body language she was displaying. I had a feeling Calistia had been protecting the larger woman for a long time. Long enough for bad things to have happened.

	"I said I was still undecided Bella," The mantid said cautiously.

	"Really Calistia?" Maria asked, sounding hurt. "The Goddess Bast, herself has claimed him as her champion."

	"Really?!" Bellarose jumped up and down, bouncing her massive breasts in excitement. "A champion of Bast!" Moving surprisingly quickly for such a large creature she darted forward, throwing her arms open.

	Maria darted between us, stalling the large woman, who suddenly looked a little scared. "He's injured, you have to be gentle," Maria said softly.

	In a flash Bellarose's expression shifted from uncertain fear, to deep concern. "You should have told me!"

	I gaped as the large woman lifted her top clean off her head, exposing her huge, pendulous breasts. The nipples on them were thicker than my thumb and almost as long.

	"Come on, my milk will have you right as rain in a few days," she said, sitting on the floor.

	"Bella!" Calistia hissed.

	But the large woman shot her a glare to match her own. "I love you Calistia, but you left a champion of the gods with an injury and told me he could be a threat so I wouldn't send any milk."

	"You don't even know how badly he's injured, he could have a sprained finger!" The mantid snapped.

	"He was stabbed in the chest with Eldar Dave's knife. It scratched his lung, severed a pair of ribs and damaged some muscle," Maria chimed in quickly.

	I had the feeling I knew why we'd been brought here last as Bellarose glared at the mantid. The mantid for that matter was twisting her fingers nervously as she rocked slightly and stared at the floor.

	"I love you Calistia, but you need to stop," Bellarose said softly, reaching out to cup the mantid's face with one of her huge hands. Calistia leaned into the touch and I saw her relax slightly, before nodding. Bellarose shot her a smile, before turning her attention back to me. "Come here."

	Maria gave me a small prod and I stepped closer to the large, bare chested woman. She smiled kindly and lifted an enormous breast with a small wink.

	"I... Um..." I paused.

	Bellarose smiled and gently stroked down the side of my face to my chin. The action made me shudder and purr before I had time to school my reaction. But it brought a wide smile to the large woman's face. She sat herself down on the floor and took my hand, pulling me closer.

	"It's okay. Just have a little suck, I promise you'll like it."

	With a gulp, I glanced at Maria, who nodded and smiled, and at Calistia, who was staring at the floor. Stepping up to Bellarose, she took my head in her hand, and directed me to suckle. My nervousness increased as the huge nipple filled my field of view, but Bellarose's hand was firm and insistent, pulling me in. As the warm, firm nub, pressed into my lips, I opened my mouth, allowing it's entrance. It really was thicker than my thumb, and reached almost to the back of my throat.

	"You have to suck," Bellarose giggled.

	Closing my eyes, I gave a gentle suckle, and was immediately rewarded with an amazingly sweet, creamy fluid. Another, firmer suckle yielded more and I swallowed it down quickly. Bellarose's hands came up and fondled my ears and neck as I purred into her breast. It was only as her supply began to run dry, that I realised I'd been kneading her soft flesh with my paws, as I purred like a content kitten.

	Pulling away quickly, I took a couple steps back, fully aware my cock was pushing from its sheath under my gown. Without looking up, I couldn't see the wide eyed stare from the large woman, nor the conflicted one on Calistia's. But Maria smiled, thanking them both, before leading me back towards the bathing chamber. I let her lead me to the far side of the room. Before I could argue, she undid the ties to my robe and pushed it back off my shoulders. Once naked, she took my hand and dragged me into a shallow pool of hot water. I groaned at the contact as the heat seeped through my fur.

	"Here, husband," Maria said, helping me sit on a conveniently placed rock in the water.

	Before I could respond, I gasped and dug my claws into her ass. In a single movement, she took my cock, angling it forward and sat herself down on my erection in a single movement. Her lips met mine as she rocked against me. My cock rubbed up inside her and I briefly remembered what she had said about being with child. Hooking my claws into her skin, I listened to her surprised gasp as I started lifting and dropping her on my cock. Snapping my teeth down on her shoulder, Maria gave a small squeal, before I felt her pussy contract as she began to cum. I relaxed my jaw and held her as she trembled in my arms, before pulling away entirely. As she recovered, I smiled and pulled her closer for a kiss. That must have rubbed something right, as she twitched a few more times and giggled.

	"Did you mean it, about being pregnant?" I asked.

	Maria smiled shyly and nodded, "Goblins are extremely fertile. If I'm not pregnant already, I hope to be, very soon."

	"You mean that?" I asked. "You, after all you said about the bad things that happen in this world, actually WANT me to father your children?" Maria's face turned a dark green colour as she started rocking her hips. "Maria?" I groaned at the stimulation.

	"Yes," She whispered softly.

	"Yes you heard me, or yes you want my children?"

	Maria started rocking harder against me. It was almost uncomfortable with the wound on my chest with how much pressure she was applying. But I was getting closer too.

	"Husband? Bite?" Maria whined softly.

	With a feline snarl, I sunk my teeth into her shoulder and bit hard. I tasted the sweetness of her blood, right as she found her release. It happened just as my knot swelled, just as I started pumping ropes of my cum inside her. Maria screeched loudly, her voice echoing off the walls as she thrashed about on my lap. It was of course at that moment, Calistia rocketed into view, murder in her eyes and snarled.

	"Let her go!"

	"Stop!" Maria panted, holding out her hand.

	Calistia snarled, "I said let her go!"

	"I-"

	"He can't!" Maria shouted over the top of me.

	"Calistia!" Bellarose called, coming into view.

	I was now extremely awkward about the situation. Calistia, Bellarose and now a few inhabitants were having a look. It was obvious what we were doing, but there was a complication.

	"Can you get off him?" Calistia growled, despite Bellarose's grip on her.

	Maria shook her head, "I have to wait."

	"For what?" Bellarose asked, her curiosity piqued at the realisation of what we were doing.

	"I have a knot," I said softly.

	"Like, a cramp of something?" Bellarose asked. "Do you need a massage to stand?"

	"No like..." I glanced at Maria, who was dark green again, and I wondered if that was the colour of her blush.

	"Like how a wolf locks inside his mate," she said softly.

	"So, you can't..." Bellarose made finger puppets with her hands and gestured them moving apart.

	We both shook our heads.

	"Can I look?" Bellarose asked.

	"Bella!" Calistia snapped.

	"Yes," Maria replied, silencing us all.

	She leaned forward, before kissing me and gently pulling upwards. I felt the pull on my cock as it was trapped inside her. But as expected, she could only lift so far, before the stretch became too much and she was forced to drop herself back down. It felt amazing. Maria kept kissing me as she slowly rose and fell, over and over again. I was quickly approaching my second release, the one that would finally allow my knot to relax. I had a feeling Bast had done it on purpose and I couldn't help but wonder if she likes the idea of me knocking up a goblin. She clearly had a thing for cats, and apparently the other feline species were a pack of bastards.

	"Oh, husband," Maria trembled.

	Her pussy convulsed, squeezing my knot inside her, milking my second orgasm. Pumping my seed inside her, I gently clawed her ass as I dragged her crotch back and forth on my lap. But as we both came down, I felt myself slip free from her depths. Maria just smiled as she lifted herself off, and we both heard a gasp. Only, as we looked, even Bellarose was staring at Calistia, who was studiously ignoring us.

	"That... That looks like it was satisfying," Bellarose said, turning back to us.

	Maria just smirked, showing her pointed teeth. "Yes," she said softly. "Extremely."

	


Chapter Four - 13349

	I woke, wrapped in the arms of my green lover. Like the day before, she was drooling, only instead of onto the pillow, it was directly onto my bare chest. Her saliva left a dark patch in my fur. In all my years as a human, I'd given up on the idea of creating a meaningful connection with anyone. And here I was, falling ever deeper in love with the first green skinned, inhuman, monster I clapped my eyes on, that wasn't a man.

	"She wasn't before, but yes, she is now carrying your child." Looking up, Bast sat at the table, looking at me with a smile.

	"You visit, far more often than I thought you would," I sighed, looking down at Maria. She was starting to stir, but her arms simply tightened over me. Remembering the wound on my chest, I moved to pull the bandage away.

	"One more dose of the holstaur's milk, and a couple days till you're fighting fit," Bast smiled. "Please don't get stabbed again. Replacing you would be... Problematic."

	"Not my finer moment, no. But the... Wait, holstaur?"

	Bast smiled thinly and nodded, "Yes, holstaur. The result of pairing a goblin with a minotaur. The offspring are larger, but far more placid. Their milk is highly sought after for it's healing properties. This all worked out exceptionally well. Even the mantid is warming up to you."

	This time I frowned, "Calistia? What's she got to do with it?"

	"You're not what she expected," Maria said, pressing her face into my shoulder.

	Glancing down, I saw her eyes flutter open for a moment, before she crooned slightly, but refused to let go.

	"Let your wife take the lead on this one," Bast smiled. "As to your first question. I visit because I can. You're my champion, it's allowed. So long as I'm not meddling directly with the world, I'm not breaking any rules and can do what I want."

	I just looked at her for a moment, while she shrugged at me. "Weirdest iseki ever," I sighed. Bast just giggled, in that strange feline tone she had. "So, what are you doing here?"

	Bast's smile faltered slightly. "There will be difficult times ahead of you, Samuel. You will be forced to make decisions not everyone agrees with. Attracting the attention of the other gods may not be in your best interests."

	"What are you not telling me?"

	"I'm sorry," Bast looked uncomfortable. "Just know, that so long as you believe it is best, I will stand beside you always."

	Before I could press for answers, our door burst in. Dave stormed into the room with Calistia on his tail.

	"Maria, we need you now!" Dave snapped.

	Maria sprung out of bed, grabbing her dress and throwing it over her head. I rounded on Dave," What's going on?"

	Dave paused, before nodding, "Slave wagon. There's always a few injuries."

	I glanced at Maria, who was putting a bag together. I knew she was some kind of medicine woman. "I'm coming," I said, crawling out of bed.

	What I wasn't expecting was for Maria to quickly hug me and push me back, "No husband. You need to stay and rest."

	"Maria-"

	"You heard Bast, you're still recovering."

	"I'm going, Samuel," Calistia said, staring at the floor. "I will keep her safe."

	I turned my attention to Calistia. She was the enigma in this whole thing. One moment she was determined to kill me, now, she won't even look at me, while declaring to keep my wife safe...

	"What is it you're doing anyway?" I asked, turning back to Dave.

	"Scouts reported a slave caravan in the area. If we can intercept and hit them with a surprise attack, we should be able to overwhelm them and free the slaves."

	"Goblin slaves?" I asked.

	Dave nodded, "Pure or otherwise. Even failed experiments can be used as workers and provide the next generation of slaves."

	I just stared at the goblin as Maria got the rest of her belongings together. Darting to me, she pulled me into a firm kiss, before darting out of the room ahead of Dave.

	"We need to have a talk when you get back!" I called.

	Dave paused at the door, before nodding his head. Calistia moved to follow, but stopped, "We'll be about two days, three at most."

	And like that, she tore off down the hall. Laying back on my bed, I glanced at the corner of the room where Bast had been. But it was empty. This whole situation left a sick feeling in my gut. But I needed a second helping of milk. So after getting dressed in the robe I wore the day before, I set out into the halls. The faces I saw were more or less the same as yesterday. Though, every now and then I saw someone with a worried expression. I wondered if these were the loved ones of the group attacking the caravan.

	Moving through the crowd, I made my way back to the training room. I figured that's where I'd seen her last, that's where I was most likely to see her again. I quickly moved through the bathing area and into the large hall. But it was completely deserted. With a sigh, I turned and headed back the way I came. Only... That was her in one of the baths. She was sitting alone, head lowered, shoulders shaking. With a sigh, I put aside my desire for her milk and approached in what I hoped was a friendly manner.

	"Bellarose?" I called softly. "You okay?"

	The large woman froze for a second, before turning to face me. In a flash, she pulled me into her arms and balled into my shoulder. I was left helplessly crushed into her massive, uncovered breasts while she cried. Unlike yesterday, now I had a chance to really take her in. Her skin wasn't actually skin, but fine, velvet like fur. She was exceedingly pale, but had some darker splotches that gave her small highlights here and there. Her face, while human enough, was a little rounder than what I would call normal. It gave her a wide, bubbly expression, despite her pain wracked sobs. To top it all off, she had long, dark hair, with a pair of small protruding horns, that looked as shiny as they were sharp.

	"I'm s-s-sorry," Bellarose sobbed. "You're h-here for m-my milk, and I'm crying all ov-over y-you."

	"Reaching up, I stroked her shoulder, the only part of her I could reach that wasn't breast. "It'll be okay," I smiled up at her from between her pendulous mammaries. "Calistia knows what she's doing. You'll see."

	Bellarose smiled at me, before nodding. Then, she casually lifted me and laid me straight across her lap. Before I knew what was happening, she dropped her breast onto my face, giving me no option but to take her nipple in my mouth and start feeding.

	"Gooood kitty," she whispered, clutching me tightly against her.

	I thought about growling, but the feeling of her fingers scratching around my ears had me purring. In no time at all, I was kneading her breasts with my paws as I suckled away. Like last time, I could feel my cock extending from its sheath, but I ignored it, in favour of Bellarose's delicious milk. When I finally finished up and stopped sucking, the large woman pulled me free and placed me in the water in front of her. Slightly dazed, she proceeded to scrub the fur on my back and sides.

	"That's so good," I purred.

	Bellarose laughed softly. "I'm glad. I usually do this for Calistia, but... She's not here."

	Turning, I opened my arms as she pulled me into another hug. Only, this time we both froze as my hardened cock was pressed between us.

	"Come on, let's get some food," The large woman chimed in, releasing me.

	I caught a good look at her pink labia as she quickly stood. Again as she bent over to grab a large towel, before taking a spare and tossing it in my direction. I snapped back to reality to catch it and dried myself as best I could. Bellarose dressed in a kind of overall, that left her arms and lower legs free. And she waited patiently while I got my ties done up.

	"How does it feel?" Bellarose asked.

	I glanced up at her and frowned, "How does what feel?"

	"Your wound," Bellarose giggled. "How is it healing?"

	"It feels pretty good actually. Bast said it would take another dose of your milk and... Well that's been taken care of. Thanks for that."

	She frowned slightly and started playing subconsciously with her hair. "If... If you'd like more..."

	I glanced up at the large woman. She was blushing cutely, despite the fact she was almost twice my height. I just sighed and started heading towards the dining hall. Despite the market area offering various products including food. Anyone could get a basic meal covered by the town itself. So as Bellarose and I moved in, we took a wooden board up to the serving area and picked what we wanted. Mine was mostly meat, but I noticed that the large hostaur only took vegetables, fruits and a single piece of cheese.

	"No meat?" I asked softly.

	She shook her head, "It doesn't sit well in my stomach."

	Nodding my acceptance, we found somewhere quiet to sit and ate our meals. Glancing around the room, I saw many different creatures. But there were none like Calistia and Bellarose.

	"Are you and Calistia unique?" I asked between mouthfuls. "I haven't seen any others like you."

	"I'm not," Bellarose said softly. "My kind was bred south of here, on the plains."

	"When you say bred, do you mean, with captured goblin women?"

	She nodded. "Yeah... Minotaurs captured some goblins and killed the men. My mother was a subspecies already, being part human. So I didn't grow the thick fur that the rest of them did. They sold me to a slave trader, where I met Calistia. We were heading to fight in some arena."

	"Did you fight?"

	Bellarose shook her head, "We didn't arrive. A rival slave group attacked. Calistia got most of us free, while the slavers fought amongst themselves. We ran, but not before she went back to hurt the one that caught her. He... He pushed himself on her, and she wanted her revenge."

	"Did she fall pregnant?"

	"No," Bellarose sighed. "It's a quirk of her breed. They can't be intentionally bred, that's why there's so few of them."

	"What happened next?" I asked.

	"She fought her way to him. And managed to slash him across the face. But when she moved in for the kill, he slipped out a dagger and stabbed her in the stomach." Bellarose sat for a moment, lost in her memories. "The others managed to pull her off while she was distracted and... I rushed back to help. I kicked a bunch of them over, picked her up and started running. She was so angry at me. For taking her away, she nearly died. But I convinced her to drink my milk, and we've been together ever since." She ate a large piece of baked pumpkin, before looking me over. "What about you? How did you get here?"

	I smiled and gave her a quick review of my life, up to falling off the tower and meeting Bast. I explained how I met Dave and Calistia immediately, and laughed as the large woman tried to apologise for Calistia trying to kill me. When I'd caught everything up, Bellarose was looking thoughtful.

	"So, Bast wants you to use your best judgement to help this world?" I nodded my head. "And you just so happen, to have been dropped into a dwarven hall, capable of housing thousands of people?" I nodded again. "Maybe you should think about freeing some slaves?"

	I went to nod, but froze. "How on earth am I going to do that? Ignoring the fact I'm tiny, how are we going to feed thousands of people?"

	Bella frowned, "Haven't you seen the farms?" I shook my head. "The farms have plenty of room to grow. The dryads aren't even straining themselves keeping the plants coming and we could always just do a little more hunting while the stockhands increase herd sizes."

	"I have no idea what you're talking about," I sighed and took another bite of what tasted like venison.

	"On top of the mountain, there's a plateau. We have a big obstacle course up there and a school, as well as the farms. The dryads manage the farms, helping the plants grow as needed. The stockhands keep deer, pigs, cattle and chickens. The whole thing is huge."

	And her words lit me up, "Can we see them?"

	I kept my eyes away from the obstacle course. It looked like a high ropes course on steroids. It was an intact part of the forest, where a few climbing species seemed to be moving around. All I could think of was how badly I wanted to be up in the treetops. But I put aside the thought, knowing I still needed to heal. Instead, I walked with Bellarose, who was excited to show me the farms. She loved the farms and the dryads, small, shiny, blueish, green women, all waved as we passed. More than one gave me a small wink and I wondered if the stories of dryads from some of the books I'd read were true. Shaking my head to clear those thoughts, I chastised myself. I was in love with Maria. I didn't need a pride of women around me. I had her and she was enough. Just part of me really perked up when I thought of having a pride...

	"And over there are the animals. I don't like it over there, because they butcher them."

	I looked in the direction she was pointing and nodded, "that's okay. I don't want to see that either." As we walked around a rather large watermelon vine, I turned back to the large woman. "So, are the dryads magic or something?"

	"Indeed," a soft voice said, startling me. Behind a rather thick clump of leaves, one of the ladies stood. "Our magic isn't much to sentient creatures, but it is extremely potent on plants."

	"Hello Arkarna," Bellarose bent and hugged the small woman. As she approached, she was only slightly taller than myself. But not quite as tall as Calistia. "I'm just showing Samuel the farms."

	"Yes," she said softly, looking into my eyes. "You are god touched."

	I gulped softly and nodded, I'd only just realised they were extremely naked. And if I wasn't mistaken, she was visibly aroused, going by the wet look between her legs. But as my eyes made it back to hers, I could see the amusement in her expression.

	"He's Bast's champion!" Bellarose said in a sing-song voice.

	The dryad blinked, before tilting her head slightly. "Bast's champion?"

	I nodded, "Yeah. I come from-"

	"Another world, yes. That is how all champions are usually found. It prevents the taint of this world from colouring the champions' views." She watched me for a moment, "I would like to ask you to keep my kind in your thoughts, as you come into your... Power."

	I frowned, not knowing exactly what she was insinuating, but nodded. "I will do that."

	The dryad smiled, nodded and turned away without another thought. Bellarose started moving again and I moved to catch up, but not before I heard a small sigh. Glancing back, the dryad was eyeing me softly, as her hand rubbed between her thighs. I just gulped and kept moving.

	I was sitting on an upper branch of the tallest tree in the obstacle course the following afternoon. I'd been climbing up and down most of the day. Rushing through the branches, darting, weaving, testing my jumps and ability to save myself from falls. But as the day wore on, I found myself visiting the top of the tallest tree and looking down the side of the mountain. The plateau was on top of a sheer cliff. It was just about impossible for anything to get up here, without going through the dwarven halls. But from the top of the tree, I could see clear down to where the forest broke against the stone. And I was yet to see Maria and the other's return.

	"Bellarose is asking for you," A shrill voice said, making me jump and tumble from the top branch. With a yowl, I righted myself in mid air and caught a branch with my claws as I passed. Slipping free, I was moving somewhat slower and by the third branch I repeated this action on, I managed to halt my fall. "My, that was unexpected," the voice said again.

	Glancing over, it was some kind of bird woman. Her avian features covered her heavily, and she reminded me of a large crow. That is, if crows had fingers extending from the first joint of their wings and a healthy bust. "Sorry, you startled me."

	The woman nodded, "I will try not to do so again. But as I said, Bellarose is asking for you. She's waiting with the dryads."

	"Thanks," I said, wondering if she'd heard anything.

	Diving off the branch, I landed on a lower one, but shifted my momentum to leap forward. Catching a limb with my claws, I flipped, hurling myself through the air, to land on a lower branch. From here, I dived to a nearby trunch, catching it with my claws and sliding down the bark. As I got to a safe height, I sprung off, landing on all fours and dashing across the ground, to the large woman I could see with the dryads.

	"Bellarose!" I called, sliding to a halt. "Any news?"

	The large woman turned and saw me, before shaking her head. "That's what worries me. I haven't been away from Calistia for this long before."

	"It'll be okay, I'm sure they're fine," one of the dryads patted her elbow.

	"Samuel," the big woman took her hair, in what was definitely her signature nervous habit. "Can I stay with you tonight? Then... If they're not back by morning, can... We go out and look?"

	I smiled at the big, bashful woman and nodded, "Sure. We can do that."

	What I wasn't expecting was for the large woman to literally leap for joy and scoop me into her arms. But I just accepted her affection as the soft sounds of the dryads laughing, filled my ears.

	Coming to wakefulness, I was warm and... Compressed. All around me was soft, warm pressure. Cracking open my eyes, I tried to stretch, but the pressure increased as a loud snort made me flinch.

	"Nooooo... Soft..." Bellarose sighed softly in her sleep.

	Wriggling slightly, only made her arms tighten. But it did press me up against one of her nipples. I stared at it for a moment, before shrugging my shoulders and taking it in my mouth. Nuzzling for a moment, I lost myself in the joy of her milk. Like last time I purred and kneaded her large breasts with my paws. Her hands came up and stroked the fur around my ears and face.

	"That's a good kitty," she whispered.

	And like that I froze. It wasn't that I'd been caught, it was just the absurdity of the accuracy of her words.

	"Don't stop now little kitty."

	I tried to pull away, but her hands firmly held me in place. With a small, feline growl, I bit slightly. What I wasn't expecting was for her face to break in a big gasp and for her to shudder softly. But it did the trick and she quickly released me. Her blush was... Awkward, but she smiled to cover it and gave my head another quick scratch.

	"That wasn't nice," she pouted slightly.

	I just frowned a little and crawled out of the bed. "No time for that," I replied.

	Bellarose frowned and sat up. I tried not to stare, but with her completely naked like this, she was basically a walking wet dream. As massive as her tits were, walking on hooves gave her a more than ample ass to balance her out. There was no surprise that I was extremely attracted to her. But... I was with Maria. Pulling on my gown I gave Bellarose some space to dress herself properly. As she pulled her shirt into place and shot me a smile, I nodded to her.

	"We need weapons if we're doing this."

	Bellarose nodded slowly, before smiling. "Let's go then!"

	I followed the large woman from the room. Her massive strides took three of mine to keep up. If she were moving any faster, I'd have to get on all fours, but for now I managed. We headed right through into the training room where I'd met Bellarose for the first time. She took us straight across to a solid door at the rear and pulled it open. Inside, unguarded for whatever reason, was a room filled with weapons. A lot of it looked makeshift. Sharpened flint tied to the end of a pole to make a spear. Clubs made of branches with metal or stones tied or pushed through the ends. Bellarose grabbed one of these she seemed familiar with. There were even some well built swords and axes, that I had to guess, were left over from the Dwarves. Glancing around the room, I frowned. Most of the weapons were entirely unsuitable. Even the knives were kinda large.

	"Over there," Bast's voice nudged me into the corner.

	Ignoring her I moved as directed and found a small chest. Popping it open, inside were a pair of bone daggers. They were short, slim and more suited for stabbing than cutting. Best of all, as I reached in and took hold of the dagger, it was comfortable in my hand. Plucking out the second, I played with them a moment, before glancing in the box. Smiling at my 'fortune' I put the daggers into their sheaths and quickly affixed them around my waist.

	"Looks good," Bellarose called.

	Turning I shot her a smile. "Alright, we're armed. Should we pack anything?"

	Bellarose shook her head, "Where Calistia said they were going, means we can follow the river. There'll be plenty for me to eat and I'm sure you can catch fish or something. I've got a flint to make a fire already."

	I nodded my head. Packing would take additional time. If Maria wasn't back by now, she probably wasn't coming. Calistia promised and I couldn't imagine that woman failing to keep her word.

	"Bellarose?" I asked.

	She looked down at me, "Yeah, Samuel?"

	"Let's go find our loved ones."

	


Chapter Five - 17172

	The halls were barely waking, by the time we marched out into the forest. A scant few people were up and about. But there were a couple worried faces watching our backs as we disappeared into the trees. Whether they worried for us, or for those we sought, I wasn't sure. Coming down the steep side of the mountain was difficult for Bellarose. While her hooves provided good traction, her size made falls dangerous, so we made slow progress. As Bellarose picked her way through the underbrush, I made my way up into the trees. As comfortable as I was on the ground, for whatever reason, I felt more comfortable up high. I had no fear of heights as a human, but since making this change. It wasn't that the fear was gone, but now it was a comfort. I was made to be up here and most other creatures simply couldn't match it. Even Calistia had limits.

	It took nearly an hour to reach flatter ground. At that point, I found myself having to run and leap in places to keep up with Bellarose's pace. It wasn't that she was particularly fast, but her long legs and sheer stamina meant she was hard to keep pace with once she started moving. The problem was, in the centre of the valley, the trees were growing taller and thicker. If she suddenly turned off course, I might just lose her. Thinking for a moment, I raced ahead and started climbing down. Leaping onto lower branches I hooked my rear claws into the trunk of a rather straight tree. Sliding down, I perched myself upside down on the trunk as Bellarose walked towards me. At the last moment, I pushed away from the wood and dropped lightly onto her shoulders.

	"Ahh!"

	Gripping her top as she jumped, I held on, grinning like... Well... The cat that got the holstaur.

	"Don't do that!" Bellarose mooed loudly.

	I just curled around her shoulders and purred. "This is nice."

	Bellarose reached up and patted my head softly, before starting her walk. "You're lucky you're cute, mister."

	Grinning, I made a mental note not to fight the cute thing so much. Who knows, next time something wants to kill me, it might not take me seriously if I pouted at it.

	I spent the next couple hours lounging around Bellarose's shoulders. We chatted idly as we travelled. I told her a little of my life back on Earth and she told me about some of hers and Calistia's adventures. Like her being hit on the head by a minotaur they bumped into during a small raid. Bellarose usually came along as an intimidation factor, but she'd never actually done any real fighting before. Calistia had nursed her larger companion back to health, and then started on training to make sure it never happened again.

	As Bellarose pushed through a thicket, I sniffed the air. "Bellarose, stop please."

	"Why do you call me that?"

	"What?" I frowned, sitting upright with my hands on her horns. I sniffed at the air, trying to work out the direction.

	"Why do you call me Bellarose? Everyone else calls me Bella."

	I felt the direction of the wind and worked out where it was coming from, before looking down at the top of her head. "Would you prefer I call you Bella?"

	The large woman nodded, shaking me on my perch, but I held on. "Alright Bella, I can smell... I think it's blood, coming from over there," I pointed upwind of us.

	"That's a little upstream of where I expected them to be. But it would make sense to move into a better position for the ambush."

	Nodding, she turned and started moving in that direction. The sound of running water filled my ears, but I was too worried about the scent of blood. It was strange, because I could tell there was more than one source. I could even tell it wasn't particularly fresh. It had been left to dry for a day or so. Leaping from Bella's shoulders onto a passing branch, I raced ahead. As the trees began to break up around the riverside, the scent of blood grew stronger. But it was what I saw that made me freeze. Scrambling down to the ground, I raced up to the motionless goblin.

	"Dave?" I called softly, giving the old goblin a shake.

	But he was cool to the touch, and wasn't moving. I could see one hand clutched to his side, stained bright red with blood. I glanced around and saw a trail of it leading towards the river. Bella crashed through the trees off to the side and froze at the sight of me.

	"No," she lowed softly.

	"Bast?" I asked softly. "Bast, who did this?"

	I felt her presence move beside me, before her hand softly stroked my ears. "He prayed to me," she said softly.

	"Bast!" I growled, and turned to face her. But froze in place as I saw her wipe away a tear.

	"I'm sorry," she replied softly. "Decisions were made, others were involved and those I could reach are with me now."

	I felt the blood drain from my face and raced off through the trees. I could hear Bella following after, but I had to know what had happened. Breaking through the underbrush, I made it to the area of the ambush. It was obvious enough. A small, flattened strip, used clearly as a road, ran along the river. Over it was a series of tracks from horses, along with the long, continuous lines of the carts they pulled. But that was nothing compared to the blood. It was everywhere. A few arrows with heads that reminded me of Dave's dagger littered the ground. Bella caught up with me and simply froze at the sight of all the blood. Surprisingly, Bast was beside her, holding the large woman's hand. Turning towards the trees, I spotted the next corpse. This was human. A man, middle aged. He had several arrows in his chest, with an obviously fatal one through his neck. The old man was wearing simple leather armour and had a club hanging limply from his fingers.

	Pushing into the trees, I moved around and counted the boot prints on the ground where I could. There were small stacks of arrows left where the archers would have remained. Along with signs of struggles, blood and more violence. Stepping around a tree, I froze, seeing a young goblin. He'd been cut almost in half, the terrified expression frozen to his features in death. As I moved on, I found more and more in similar states. Goblins, mostly, but some others as well. Some furred, with canine features. A few had hooves and small horns similar to Bella, just without her size. Others still were misshapen, but strong looking. All were killed, stabbed, decapitated or simply hacked to pieces. Amongst their corpses was another two humans, also in leather armour. But... There was one face I was terrified of finding. Sniffing repeatedly, I was desperate to find some sign of her, but try as I might, I came up empty handed. Cats weren't known as trackers. I could scent something, but it needed to be far more recent than this. As I made my way back to the road, Bast was still comforting Bella.

	I checked the road again, and could see there were actually multiple carts. And part of me thought I knew what had happened.

	"They were ambushed," I said, showing the spot where a bunch of boots suddenly appeared. "A group of hidden soldiers, humans from their dead they left behind. When Dave started that attack, they jumped out of what probably looked like a supply cart and rushed them in the trees."

	"Did... Did you find them?"

	Frowning, "Yes, and no. How many women usually go on these missions?"

	Bella frowned, "Usually only Calistia, sometimes with Maria."

	Nodding, I shook my head and growled, "They took them. Calistia and Maria aren't here. How far is the nearest town?"

	Bella gasped and clutched her hands to her face, before turning to face down the road. "Half a day, maybe."

	"Whatever you decide," Bast said softly.

	I caught the look in her eye, but she smiled sadly at me, before turning and heading silently into the trees. I let out a small growl. Somebody had my wife... Somebody took away my first real joy in so very long... Somebody will die.

	We stuck to the sides of the road. Following along close to the edge of the trees. It was the best way I could think to move without getting lost and keep good time. It also meant that if we ran into anyone, we could duck off the path and hide easily. We didn't talk much as we ran, but I did take periodic breaks on Bella's shoulders. The large woman could outpace me in a marathon any day. Over open ground I was quicker, but I just didn't have the stamina to keep moving the way she did. The only time we stopped was for a water break, and when Bella found a bush on the side of the road. So now she was running along, cupping a handful of what looked like acorns, but were purple and seemed to be filled with something sweet and tasty.

	Then it all went wrong.

	As the sun set over the mountains, we were plunged into darkness. As we ran around a particularly sharp bend in the river, we came face to face with a group of five, armed men on the road.

	"Halt!" The one in the middle cried, as he drew a sword.

	Bella replied by mooing loudly as she lifted her club. I darted into her shadows, pulling one of the bone daggers and holding it ready. We charged towards the group, while they rushed to get into position. But it did no good. The only one to get their weapon up in time, was the one who called out. And Bella's club whipped around fast enough to smash his corpse into the man standing beside him. As we rushed past, I growled, seeing their familiar leather armour. Not wanting to wait and ask questions, I planted a dagger in the leg of the nearest guard, yanking it free as we continued running.

	Behind us, we could hear the cursing of the one I injured, as well as yelling from the one hit by the flying, dead guard. The other thing we heard was the sharp burst of a loud horn. That was quickly echoed by one ahead. But it was too late to stop, as we broke into view of the town. The wooden gates were already closing, as several human guards stormed out, wielding spears.

	"Come on!" I growled.

	Racing ahead of Bella, I tried to lead her around the town wall. Either we'd find a way to slip in and hopefully hide, or we'd escape. But the sight of torches approaching from that direction.

	"Samuel," Bella called, coming to a stop as I did.

	Looking around, I could see the lights approaching. Behind us the guards were catching up on their own. And through the trees came the group we originally ran through.

	"Bella, do you trust me?"

	The large woman stared down at me. She was clearly scared, but nodded.

	"Throw me over the wall."

	"What?!"

	"Bella, they killed all the men and kept all the women. They'll take you as a slave. I. WILL. GET. YOU. OUT. But I need you to get me over that wall!"

	The big woman looked around, before dropping her head and letting out a terrified sob. She bent, grabbing me under the arm and lifted me into a hug. Though, I wasn't expecting the firm kiss she gave me. Her thick tongue probed my mouth and I could taste the sweetness of the berries she'd eaten. Pulling me away, the tears rolled down her cheeks, but she managed a smile.

	"Surrender, and do what they say," I said softly.

	Bella nodded, "Please come back for me."

	"I promise," I told her.

	She smiled, "You'd make a wonderful husband."

	Before I could respond, she wound herself back, and with a sudden burst of acceleration, I found myself tumbling through the air. Spreading my limbs, I caught the wind and by swaying my tail, I was able to stop spinning and work out where I was going to land. Which just so happened to be on the fabric roof of a nearby shop. Hitting the fabric itself wasn't so bad. But the sudden 'thwump' as the ties that held it up, gave out, was a little uncomfortable. Especially as I ended up wrapped in the fabric while I layed on the ground, reeling from the sudden stop.

	"And just what the bloody hell was that?" A harsh voice roared.

	I heard the sound of a door flying open, before the fabric was ripped away and I tumbled out onto the ground.

	"Eh?"

	I glanced up, seeing the uncomprehending face of a middle aged man, staring back at me. And in a flash, those eyes turned to fury and his foot lifted as if to stomp on me. With a yowl, I sprung backward, rolling onto all fours and darted under a table.

	"I'll kill you, fleabag!" He snarled, racing towards me.

	Grabbing a pole from the collapsed roof, he jabbed it at me. But I rolled quickly to the side and raced out between his legs. The man made a rather girlish squeal, before swinging the broom handle around, narrowly missing my side. I managed to put some space between us as I dived through a narrow gap in the wall... Straight into what looked like his living room. The front door burst open and the large man, spitting in fury, raced in. The moment his eyes laid on me, I dived for the hole, only to be clipped on the side by the pole. Staggering, I bounced off the wall instead. Which gave the man ample opportunity to grab a metal pan from the kitchen as he raced in, hurling it in my direction as well. With a yowl, I ducked under the lethal projectile, just as a young woman came down a flight of stairs.

	"Father?" She asked, in surprise.

	As the large man paused, I raced towards her. She spotted me at the last moment and jumped on the spot, like an old cartoon woman jumping from a mouse. It worked perfectly as I raced between her legs and up the stairs.

	"Stephanie, get out of the way!" The man roared.

	I heard a frightened squeak from the young woman, but I put all thought aside as I tried to find a way out. Being on the second story, if I could climb out a window or something, it'd take him a while to get after me, and I could make my escape. But I only had a few moments. Rounding a corner into a short hallway, I raced past the first open door, and into the second. It was a small bedroom, with a single bed pushed up into the corner under a closed window. Leaping atop the bed, I grabbed at the window and tried to push it open. But it wouldn't budge.

	"Gotcha," the man growled.

	Turning on the spot, he was holding a large knife as he stood in the doorway.

	"Look, this is all a mistake," I said quickly.

	The man frowned, "Talking won't save you now. You break my store, invade my home. I'm going to turn your skin into a cushion for my wife."

	"That's it?" I asked as he stepped into the room and closed the door. "You're gonna kill me?"

	The man lunged towards me. His hand reached for me in a wild swing. But I leaped at the last moment. Rotating in the air, I kicked off the wall and landed on the man's shoulder. Springing off him, I flew through the air and landed on the handle for the door. I heard the firm click as it released, but a sixth sense told me to drop. Releasing the handle, I fell away, as the man's knife appeared in the wood where I was a moment before. But that didn't stop the heavy impact of his boot from knocking me across the room. Sliding on the wooden floor, I rolled onto my paws, before springing upward to avoid his next kick, I felt a firm slap. Collapsing to the floor, I groaned softly as the large man pulled the knife free from the door. And like that, with the latch released, I saw my freedom.

	As he turned towards me, flipping the knife upside down in his grip, I sunk my claws into the floor and made a mad dash. But the large man was quick. Throwing himself backward, he gave himself just enough time and space to swing his knife. It whizzed overhead, catching the back of my robe. I ignored the tearing sound as the blade passed through the coarse fabric as I narrowly avoided the bulk of the blade. Ignoring the fact, due to a lack of severe pain, I raced out of the room, only to stumble as I rolled down the stairs. My whole outfit was cut open and I was lucky to kick it free before I got tangled. The heavy thumps of the man's footsteps following down the stairs, combined with the screaming from the young woman, reminded me I had to move. But, the front door was wide open. So I flashed a cheeky grin at the woman and ran for the door.

	In nothing but my fur, I wondered for a moment if I was going to be arrested for indecency. But I just laughed as I ran out into the open. From here, I could see where I'd landed in the little storefront attached to the house. But I could also see the street and a multitude of multi-level buildings set close to one another. With a grin, I wondered how hard it was to climb stonework. As another large metal pan flew overhead, I jinked to one side. There was a low stone wall to my right, and I could see it was made from loosely assembled and mortared stones. Leaping, I caught it with my claws and swung around, racing, quite easily I might add, up the wall. When I got to the top, I caught a glimpse of the man winging back to throw what looked like a hammer. So I simply dropped to the other side, ignoring the whoosh of the lethal projectile. I hit the ground running. It was an alleyway between the buildings and I raced towards the packed street at the far end.

	The ground was dirt in this part of the town, but there was plenty of foot traffic, even as the sky lost the last of its light. This seemed to be part of the merchant quarter. As the shouts of the man faded into the bustle of the town, I raced into the street and changed direction. Darting under a horse, the animal spooked and reared, making other's yell. The confusion let me race under a vendor's bench for cover, and immediately thanked my luck. Under the bench, was trays of meat. It wasn't cooked, but from up close, I couldn't shake how good it smelled. So I grabbed the largest chunk I could carry in my mouth, and darted out behind the merchant. Slipping down the back, where I hopefully just looked like an oversized cat, I made my way to the next alleyway and moved into cover.

	I could see figures at the end, talking in harsh whispers. But that wasn't any of my business. Turning to the building, I gave a quick look. There was a fair amount of stonework, similar to the wall. But it was framed with wood regardless. I took my time climbing to the roof. Which actually took me a while. This was a three story building. Most were only one or two, or, one with something on the roof. But from three stories up, I could see across the whole town. I could see the wall that surrounded the town. I could see what looked like guard posts. I could even see the poor and the wealthier parts of the town. I just hoped I could find where they took Bellarose before it was too late.

	"Hello."

	"Mroar!" I yelled, jumping a clear six feet into the air.

	"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to startle you," the voice said as I landed.

	Turning around, I froze. She, and I was sure it was a she, was... Rather beautiful... Why the fuck is everyone who isn't human and male, always so damned pretty? She reminded me of the crow woman in the obstacle course that had found me. But, this woman seemed to be part owl instead. Her feathers were light in colour, but speckled with brown. How she got here without me noticing, I had no idea. She wore a wrap around her chest, despite the soft, downy feathers that coated her midsection. And another around her waist. The only part of her, not covered in feathers, were the tips of her fingers at the first joining of her wings and her raptor-like talons. But... I gulped, at her slender figure, slightly taller than my own.

	"Oh my, do you not know what I am?"

	I shook my head, "No, should I?"

	She smiled. It was a little odd with the beak, but the feathers around her face shifted with the motion. "I always wondered," she said softly. "You'll find them in a large warehouse in the wealthy district. Follow your nose."

	And like that, she leaped into the air on silent wings. If not for my night vision, she'd have vanished immediately, but I was able to watch her fly off over the town and into the distance. Sighing softly to myself, I sat down and started eating. I had no idea what I was going to do here, but I figured getting some protein was a good start. I'm almost ashamed to say, as much as I enjoyed cooked meals, this raw piece of meat, whatever it is, was going down a treat. I was picking up subtle flavours from the meat, that seemed somehow familiar, and yet entirely alien to my human palate. The meat itself was firm, but my sharp teeth cut through easily. In all, by the time I was finished, I was well satisfied... And also completely naked...

	"Great," I grumbled, ignoring Bast's giggle.

	Not bothering to turn around, I moved to the side of the building in the direction of the wealthy district. There were several large buildings that could be warehouses, the closest was on the edge of what was the merchant district. The furthest was set against the wall itself. Glancing around to the closer buildings, I didn't think leaping over the gaps was going to be a problem. Leaping the street would be out of the question though. I just let my feline instincts take over as I started moving. My mottled fur probably gave good camouflage against the various browns and greys of the wood and stone. The darker splotches would help me blend into the shadows. There was only one issue as I came to a stop to watch a group of leather clad guards moving through a side street.

	I lost my daggers in that man's house...

	


Chapter Six - 21125

	I was still grumbling to myself as I walked a tightrope over a street. Like I'd seen on some pictures from Italy back on Earth, there were ropes from windows across the streets that were being used to hang washing. My balance, being what I am, allowed me to cross these rather quickly, and I was getting close to the first large building I'd recognised. Climbing up and over the roof, I finally got my first decent look at it. And... If I was supposed to follow my nose, this place certainly wasn't it. There were, however, a large number of guards coming towards it. They seemed to mill around, for a while, before heading inside. Only, as they came out, they weren't wearing their armour.

	"Typical, the barracks is located in the wealthy part of town," I grunted to myself.

	But that raised a good point. Barracks means soldiers, soldiers means weapons. It also means there's probably an evidence locker in there and a collection of all sorts of things. I judged the gap between the roof I was on, and grinned as I took a few steps back. Taking a few deep breaths, I launched into a full sprint, before coiling my muscles for the final leap. Unleashing myself over the edge, I grinned maliciously as I soared through the air. Watching the edge of the barracks getting closer, I stretched out my arms, moving them into position. And like it was made for me I landed. The moment my hands hit the edge of the roof, I flexed, absorbing the impact, while pushing down. My forward momentum carried up and over the edge, where I caught my rear paws on the edge and slid to a stop.

	"Well done," Bast whispered in my ear.

	I just grinned. Moving around the edges of the roof, I tried to find a way in. An unguarded door, an open window, anything really. And as I walked, I felt a small change in the air. Pausing, I looked around, and saw a small vent. It was blowing warm air. Not hard, but enough for me to notice. I thought about it, and I knew it would be tight, but... I really needed a weapon.

	"Bast, please tell Maria I love her," I said softly.

	With no reply from my goddess, I moved feet-first into the vent. It was made of the same stonework that was everywhere, which gave me hope I might be able to climb out if I got stuck. It was straight with a slight upward angle for a short while, before suddenly angling downward. I figured it stopped water going back down if it rained as I contorted to make the angle. Pressing my paws into the stone sides, I shuffled slowly back, mindful not to get myself stuck. It was easy enough, turning through the angle and shimmied down the vertical.

	As I moved lower into the building, I felt my foot fall into a gap, causing me to slide and let out a small squeak of fear. Catching myself, I froze in place, while listening desperately for any sign that I'd been heard. In the silence, I could hear voices of the guards moving around, echoing from somewhere below and they didn't sound concerned by anything. Feeling around the gap with my foot, I lowered myself and found the bottom of the hole. It felt like another vent. With a grin, I slid down quickly and brought it to eye view. Sure enough, it was a short straight before opening into a room.

	With a grin on my face, I crawled head first into the vent and made my way to the end. It was a room full of beds. There were a couple sleeping forms inside and I shrunk back as a door opened and a large man came in. It must have been a regular occurrence, as the ones sleeping didn't even budge. The newcomer picked his way between the beds and made it to the far side of the room, before starting to undress and leave his armour in a heap on the floor. The dull thuds of each piece coming off let me slip silently to the floor.

	"Can you fucking not?" a tired voice snarled from above me.

	I froze, thinking I'd been spotted.

	"Shut up Ulep," the newcomer growled. "I'll be out of your knickers in a mo."

	"You could be a bit quieter about it," a third voice called.

	"All of you shut it! I'm on the midnight shift!" A fourth growled.

	"Right, I'm going," the newcomer grumbled.

	Slipping under the beds, I ignored all the dirt and rubbish left underneath. I even tried not to think about a rather firm footwrap I brushed against. But in a moment, I was on the tail of the new guard as he pulled the door open. He spun on the spot and stepped backward out the door, giving the room the middle finger as he did so. Thankfully, the moment it was open, I slipped out beside him, so he didn't see me. Out in the hallway was rather dark, with small oil lanterns hung up on the corners of any corridors. So I sat still and waited for the large man to walk off, leaving me alone in the dark.

	Looking around, I felt like a kid. Everything was just at an awkward height for me. Door handles were all at around eye level. It didn't feel like this in the Dwarven halls and I wondered if they were as short as I, or if the goblins had made modifications when they moved in. Either way, the Dwarves kept with the earth stories of building big, which is why people like Bellarose could move around so freely underground. Here though, everything was designed for adult humans. Which meant I was constantly looking up at everything. I mean, I wasn't THAT short, but if I wanted to remain as stealthy as possible, I was on all fours...

	Slipping down the hall in the same direction as the guard, I checked around the corner, to see a flash of movement vanish down a flight of stairs. I moved to follow, but spotted someone coming up past him. So I darted back around the corner and raced in the opposite direction, only to watch a door open. As this guard stepped out into the hall, I leaped up grabbing the wall by the ceiling. Then, I did that stupid trick from all those movies, where I reached across and pinned myself against the far wall, pressing myself into the ceiling. Holding still, I dug in my claws to make sure I had enough grip.

	Holding myself as still as possible I rolled my eyes as the guard walked beneath me on his way out. The guard paused at the corner and said something softly to the one who just came up. So I kept still, ignoring the fatigue that steeped into my limbs as I held position. I heard laughter, before the guard who was coming up, walked beneath me and immediately went into the room the original guard had left. He was fully armed, with a cap, armour and a sword at his hip, which gave me hope. Releasing my grip, I dropped to the floor as silently as possible and moved to the door. Sitting on the opening side, I craned my ears for all they were worth, listening for the tiniest sounds. Soft boot falls gave me a bare moment to prepare, before the door reopened beside me. As the guard stepped out, I slipped into the room and froze. As the door closed behind me, the man at the bench, ticking something off on a piece of parchment looked up and saw me.

	"What-"

	I rushed forward and leaped onto his chest. In shock, the man stood quickly, lifting his chin to keep his face clear of me. But that just gave me an opening to his throat. Snapping my jaws closed over his jugular, I wrapped my arms and legs around him. Gripping him tightly with my claws, I made sure he couldn't pull his arms free to stab me, as his throat squeezed shut in my jaws. Like before, I felt a sense of revulsion at what I was doing. But his blood was so sweet in comparison to the trolls. And like the large creature, after staggering around for a few moments, he collapsed on his back. The man managed to choke out a small squeak, which cut off when I bit even harder, as he arched his back in a last futile attempt to throw me off.

	And like with my first victim, eventually his erratic convulsions, turned to twitches, and finally stopped altogether. I held him still for several more counts of my own breath, before releasing him. Sitting up, I looked down at the man. He was my age, or... My age as a human. Though he was a little scruffier with several days worth of facial hair. His eyes stared at the ceiling above and I sighed, wondering if this was one of the choices Bast had been referring to.

	Getting up, I looked around the room and smiled despite what I'd just done. This was an armoury. Rows of weapons lined the walls. Axe's, hammers, maces, even a few flails. Most prominent were the swords. Most looked like european style, short, arming swords. But there were a few longswords as well. What I wanted to find was something smaller that I could use. Even a large dagger might be a bit much for me to use effectively. I needed something light, which is why I loved those bone daggers I'd found before I left. But I didn't have time to mess around looking for the perfect weapon. Sooner or later someone would walk through that door.

	Skipping around the room, I checked in every shelf and holder I could easily get to. I found many unique looking weapons amongst the standard. It told me anything that could be repurposed from what was probably captured slaves was kept and reused. But nothing I came across seemed to fit my hands and I was getting frustrated. Heading back to the front of the room, I heard the latch release on the door. Without thinking I leaped onto the back of it as it swung towards me.

	"Twelep, you wouldn't believe it. One of those crazy owl-bitches just dropped these righ... Twelep?"

	I lifted my head over the door. With it swung all the way open, I was effectively hidden between the solid wood and the wall behind. But as I looked over, I could see the guard freeze in place.

	"Oh fuck, Twelep?"

	Dropping what he had in his hands, the large man raced from the room, swiftly dislodging me from the door as he yanked it shut behind him. I couldn't make out his words, but he was yelling something as he ran down the hall.

	"And that's how I died," I grumbled to myself.

	Glancing down at what he'd dropped, it honestly took me a moment to see what it was. Bending, I picked up the first of two identical items, before grinning madly. They looked strange at first but in my hands it was obvious. They consisted of a small four-inch triangular blade, attached to a flat metal plate. The plate was segmented at the edges and had small metal latches that wrapped around as a fastening. Immediately, I could see how I could strap these to the backs of my paws. They'd be perfect, I'd be able to use them as punch daggers, while leaving my claws and paws empty to climb and scratch if necessary.

	Slipping on the first, I did up the latches without a problem. The second was a little more tricky but with the help of my teeth I had it up as well. Which was good timing, as I heard heavy boots storming towards the door. Thinking for a moment, I sat on my haunches in the middle of the room and waited as the man from earlier burst in with what was probably his supervisor.

	"What, a cat?" The senior man cuffed him on the head. "I'm gonna have you scrubbing chamber pots-"

	"Sir, Twelep is dead!" The man shouted, almost hysterically.

	The older guard paused, before moving past me and looking around. But I wasn't paying attention to him. I was paying attention to the guard, who was now staring at the familiar pieces of hardware strapped to my paws.

	"Ummm, sir?" The man mumbled as I showed him my teeth. "SIR!"

	I leaped, in a flash I landed on his chest with my legs first. My paws on the other hand, punched the shocked guard on both sides of his throat, slicing both his jugular veins. He made a choking sound, as I turned and sprung back towards the senior guard. He heard the commotion and turned, just as I landed on his chest. Winding back, I punched him in the middle of the throat, driving the small blade through the man's windpipe. I yowled as his hands flung up, grabbing my wrist to prevent me from pulling back. But I had a second blade and this time I punched him in the eye. The man let out a squawk of pain as he fell back and I rode him to the ground. The heavy thump as we impacted, drove the air out of him and a fine, red mist sprayed out everywhere. Growling, I started swinging, aiming my punches to pierce and hack at his exposed throat, as he flailed beneath me. He finally went limp beneath me and I was left standing over him, huffing as the adrenaline coursed through me.

	With a growl, I turned and raced out the open door. On all fours I was extremely fast, but I heard a shout from behind me as I ran. Rounding the first corner in the hall, I raced for the second, as a sleepy, half dressed guard stumbled around in my direction. Leaping onto the wall, I redirected my travel and leaped to the opposite wall. With a final lunge, his eyes went wide at the sight of my feral, blood stained face as I leaped towards him. Slamming both fists into his neck, the man stumbled back, as I leaped off and continued my mad sprint.

	I ran up the wall on this corner, just in case someone was waiting for me, but the coast was clear. Landing on the floor again, I headed for the stairs as quickly as I could. Unfortunately for him, there was a guard on his way up. This time, I didn't go for the throat, but as I tore between his legs, I made sure to aim for his achilles as I went past. His screams echoed through the building as I leaped down the stairs in a single jump. On this lower level, I spotted an open window at the end of the hall.

	"Stop it!"

	"It's getting away!"

	I snarled as I raced towards the opening and sent myself flying out into the darkness. The air was cool as I exited the building and in a flash I got myself oriented. I was still over a storey in the air. Spreading my arms and legs, I caught the wind and slowed myself, before ducking into a roll as I hit the ground. The movement felt natural as I dissipated the downward momentum into a forward sprint. My sudden appearance must have taken the few outside guards by surprise as they began to chase while I had a clear head start. But I didn't need to outrun them. Heading for the nearest building, I barely slowed as I raced up the side. A few rocks pinged off the wall beside me, but I managed to get onto the roof without issue. Changing direction, I ran to the nearest building and made a straight, blind leap to the next roof.

	Continuing in this fashion, I quickly lost my pursuers. I thought it ironic, that if they treated goblin sub-species with respect, there'd probably be something that could at least keep up with me. There's plenty of flying species from what I had seen. Speaking of, I needed to be on the lookout for that weird owl chick from earlier. The guard mentioned an owl dropped the weapons I was now using. Which just seemed too much of a coincidence for my liking. The way she suddenly appeared, spoke and left was unnerving to say the least. Now I was equipped with a set of unique looking weapons that seemed perfectly suited to me. Shaking my head I quickly climbed atop a tall chimney and took a look around.

	By luck, I'd basically skirted the wealthy district of the city. I was also rather close to one of the potential buildings that might be the slave warehouse. And as I leaped from roof to roof, closing the distance, I began to smell the possibility. To be honest, I was a little surprised that there weren't more guards running around trying to catch me. There didn't even seem to be an alarm going off, despite the number of torches I could see moving around where I knew the barracks was. It was... Odd, to say the least. If I was in charge, I'd have the entire city looking for a potential killer on the loose. Shaking my head, I did as instructed and followed my nose. And I gotta tell you, it wasn't pleasant.

	Bodies. Hot, sweaty, unwashed bodies and lots of them. Mixed in was the scent of vomit, blood and what... What I sorely hoped was consensually acquired bodily fluids. The big giveaway though, was the amount of guards. The barracks seemed to have just two on the doors I could see. This had dozens in the front courtyard, with a few that patrolled each side. There were no doors or windows on the ground floor except the main entrance. What also stood out was how much the courtyard looked like... It was where they probably auctioned the slaves. There was a stage, with an area for potential buyers to make bids before it. There were even small raised platforms at the rear to provide for wealthier clients. I stifled my growl thinking about how many poor souls were sent to their doom or worse from this place.

	"Shame about that holstaur," A guard was speaking as he passed beneath where I hid.

	"Yeah, old Larville already put down a deposit. Wants to make sure she produces before he pays full price."

	"Still, could at least let us have a little fun with her first. You saw the tits on her..."

	I shook my head and moved away, not wanting to hear any more. If I had my way, all these men would die. But I wasn't sure that was my best option. If I just went on a rampage and killed everyone, more guards would show up. I just didn't know how many guards there were. A few dozen? A hundred? This was a slave town, no doubt there'd be bandits around, that is after all, how the goblins freed slaves. There could be a thousand or more out here, waiting to spring into action.

	But... I needed to do this. Slipping down the wall, I kept to the edges of the building. Anywhere that wasn't flat, I moved. Slowly, steadily and silently, I made my way to the ground. Slipping into a small drainage channel. I held still as a pair of footsteps moved over the top of me. Lowered my ears flat against my head, I quickly looked out. The closest pair of guards were the ones moving away. The next I could see were half-way around the courtyard, not quite looking in my direction. There were a couple standing around a small fire in the centre, and one on the stage. Thinking, the men in the centre wouldn't have any night vision, so as long as I crept past, they'd never know I was there. The ones circling weren't everywhere. The one on the stage moved around, but wasn't likely to be paying attention to anything small and nearby. He was more likely looking to see something coming over the nearby roofs, or between the patrols circling.

	I took a deep breath and climbed out of the channel, giving the area a quick double check, I stayed on all fours and started moving. Silently as I could, I moved quickly and in a straight line. I figured too much erratic movement might draw someone's eyes. It was best to move quickly and in a straight line. I gave a quick glance to my left as I passed the group around the fire, they seemed to be resting between patrols and they chatted quietly amongst themselves. So I ignored them and carried on. I was most of the way to the stage, when I heard a shout.

	"Oi!"

	Refusing to change pace or direction, I darted under the cover of the stage. It was made of thick wooden beams. Beams, which I quickly climbed to hide against the flooring above where I would be harder to spot.

	"Did you lot, not see tha?"

	"See what Droyal?" The man above me called.

	"I swear, I just saw something run underneath the stage!"

	I kept my mouth shut as I heard the guard above me sigh. His heavy bootsteps moved away, before clomping down a set of nearby stairs. He appeared at the bottom, holding a torch and I could barely see his boots from my hidden position.

	"Where abouts then?"

	I held my breath as a second set of footsteps approached, "Over here," the voice of Droyal instructed. "It came in over here and went under."

	"What did?"

	"Some, big cat."

	I heard the first guard snort and the light dimmed as he stood. "You kidding Droyal? You saw a cat, and figured it needed investigating?"

	"I... It... It was a BIG cat," Droyal tried to emphasise his point.

	"Are you suggesting there's a Neko running around the city?"

	"Umm... No..."

	"Then what-"

	"Be on the lookout!" A third voice called. The two men stopped and turned to face the direction of the man calling out. "Someone broke into the barracks and killed a pair of guards, before escaping. They're described as a large cat of some kind, but nobody's really sure."

	The two men darted under the stage to immediately search. But by this stage, I was already halfway up the closest wall of the warehouse. The moment everyone's attention was distracted, I took my chance and ran. Slipping onto the roof, I froze as an archer stood, staring at me. He'd obviously heard what had been called out and my sudden appearance was an obvious shock. Without thinking, I sprung upward, slamming my bladed fists into the base of his neck, severing his vocal chords. His hands slammed into my chest, knocking me back and the man grabbed his neck with one hand, before turning away.

	And like all video games, ever, in the history of stealth-action-adventure, there was a bloody bell, on a post, with a rope... He was running for the bell as I raced up behind him. Leaping, I slammed into his shoulders, knocking him flat on the roof. His fingers briefly brushed the rope as he fell and I quickly slammed one of my blades into the back of his neck, killing him instantly as I severed his spinal cord.

	I sat still on the roof for a few moments, wondering if anyone had heard the commotion. The leather armour the man wore made him slide, rather than thump on the roof. But chances are anyone inside, would probably have thought it was a slave making noise, rather than a guard outside. I quickly wiped the blades clean on the back of the man's tunic and moved to the rear of the building. The courtyard out front seemed busy, but I hoped the rear was a little more lax. As I approached the rear of the building, I smelled smoke. It was reminiscent of tobacco from earth, but... sweeter. Leaning over the edge of the building, there was a small balcony below. It was just large enough for the guard who was currently puffing a large pipe, to stand on. He leaned on a rail and looked out over the wall of the city itself. His view wasn't great, but there were no doors on this side of the building, and he had an unobstructed view of the gate... And that was just purrrfect.

	


Chapter Seven - 25269

	Climbing silently, headfirst down the wall. I kept my eyes on the back of the man's head. The moon was on the far side of the building, so I was completely covered in darkness. But that didn't prevent my balls from clenching as he turned and glanced up at me. Leaning back on the railing, he closed his eyes and sighed as his weight cracked his back in several places.

	"One day you'll fall doing that," A voice said.

	"Yeah, and one day you can laugh at me," the guard chuckled, straightening up. "What was that racket earlier anyway?"

	I froze, thinking I'd been heard, but frowned when I heard the out of sight guard laugh. "That Mantid bitch. She went a little nuts when we brought in the Holstaur and that got Kultaf's attention. Turns out, she's the bitch that gashed his face all those years ago. He's got her trussed up in his office for old times sake."

	I listened to the man laugh as he walked away. The guard on the balcony just shook his head, "Sick fuck... Putting his dick in a fucking monster."

	Frowning, I climbed down the last of the wall, and took a peek through the doorway. The warehouse was multi-levelled. The level I was on was mostly walkways, with a few offices at one end. There were also plenty of guards walking around. They were laughing, jeering and occasionally throwing things below. Those things below... They were cages...

	The whole ground floor was cages, some only had a few occupants, others looked packed from side to side. But there were so many different types... The worst part... Most looked like they were either female, or children... They sobbed, cried and spoke in muffled tones before abuse was hurled in their direction from the guards above. The whole room reeked of unwashed bodies that told me some had been here a long time. With a final glance at the back of the smoking guard, I gripped the doorframe and crawled through. Quickly flipping myself right around so I was now climbing up the inside wall instead.

	As I reached a roof beam, I transferred to that so I could orient myself properly. Being upside down didn't really bother me, but it made working out direction and distance problematic. I thought about what I needed to do first and settled on finding Calistia. After what I'd just heard, she was in the greatest current danger. Silently I moved as quickly as I could towards the offices. There were four, but it was the nicest one at the far left in the corner that had the door closed. The others looked like somewhere to rest and store paperwork. I counted the guards as I went. There was one on the balcony watching the rear. There were four up on the second level walking around. They seemed not to have a set pattern, walking in random directions. They seemed more intent on stirring up who was in the cages, preventing them from sleeping, than actually guarding anything. Their harsh shouts, jeers and bashes on the tops of the cages made that obvious. There seemed to be a few more on the ground floor, but they were clustered around the entrance, as it was the only way in or out.

	Turning back to the offices, I watched as a guard listened quickly by the door I was watching. He grinned, a hard evil grin, before chuckling and walking off. His heavy bootsteps were probably to annoy the beings below, but it also made my near silent drop to the floor, unnoticeable. Quickly checking my surroundings, I turned to the door and tested the latch. It was heavy, but moved easily. Pulling the door open, I quickly darted into the room and closed it behind me, before leaping under a desk as a small man turned around to see why his door had opened.

	"Cheeky fuckers," the man sneered, turning back to what he was doing.

	What he was doing boiled my blood. Calistia was strung up against the wall. She seethed at him, through swollen eyes and I could see small cracks in her chitin, where she'd been beaten.

	"Now, we've been here once before, haven't we?" The man sneered. "I'm going to get what I want eventually, even if I have to pry these plates-" he flicked the chitin covering her right breast "-off, one by one.

	Calistia's only response was to turn her head away. With her wrists tied to the ceiling and her legs clearly attached to the floor, there was little she could do to stop whatever was coming. But as I picked up what looked like a set of pliers, but with a pair of blunt bladed teeth, rather than gripping plates, I realised that I made the correct decision to come here first. As Kultaf lifted the device, he reached for one of the blades attached at Calistia's wrist. She couldn't help the small whimpers that escaped as she desperately tried to remain stoic. He took hold of the blade, laughing softly as she shook her wrist, trying to get him to release her.

	"Last chance, you know what I want," Kultaf whispered.

	But Calistia shook her head, still refusing to look at him. So with a shrug, he lifted the torture device and fed it over the tip of the blade. Closing the jaws softly, Calistia began to tremble as she felt the metal begin to bite. Her blades were strong, deadly sharp, but they were still part of her. Filled with nerve endings, they were extremely sensitive. Usually that meant she could use them to sense movement of air currents around her, but in this case.

	THUMP

	Calistia jumped, biting her lip as Kultaf whirled around. "Who's there?" He snarled, walking around the desk. To see what was on the other side. What he didn't expect to see was a note. It was a simple thing. Written in... Well... Cat scratch was a small series of demands. To release the slaves, give up his business and leave the area, or he'd be killed. The best part, while he read the note, before turning towards the door to get help, I was busy unlocking Calistia's shackles. Her hard expression glared at me as I released her hands, before moving below. I just ignored the holes being bored into the back of my head as I tried not to make it obvious I was staring at her feet. Like the rest of her, they were covered in chitin. Her four feet stood in two pairs, but were oddly short and seemed to sit snugly together, as if she could walk with two limbs if she wished. She had two toes on each foot that were stubby and pointed, but lacked claws of any kind. Probably why she didn't climb the tree to kill me that first day.

	As I released the last shackle, I gently tossed the keys aside, letting them clatter on the floor. Jumping up onto the desk, I shot a grin at Kultaf who turned at the sound. His face went white with terror, before red with his blood as Calistia opened him up from stomach to sternum. Her fierce uppercut sent a spray of blood in an arc that dripped onto my shoulder where it was splattered above me. I forced myself to watch as Calistia pulled his ribs open, while the man was incapable of screaming, and viciously pulled out his heart, before taking a bite, as Kultaf collapsed. The thump of his body was loud, and we paused for a few moments to see if anyone was about to come find out what the noise was. But nobody seemed to care. That's when Calistia turned to face me. Crimson blood dripped from her chin, as she dropped the still heart on the ground. With a silent snarl, she advanced towards me.

	"You promised," I said softly.

	Calistia paused, before shaking her head, "You let her get caught."

	Nodding, I sighed, "Will you allow me a final request, for Maria?" Snarling, she paused her advance, so I continued. "Let me live long enough to get Maria and Bella out of the city. Then you can kill me."

	"Why shouldn't I gut you now?"

	I smiled grimly, "Killing me now, means you don't get me help to rescue Bella and you'd be hindering your promise to keep Maria safe. If I fail to help you get them out, I'll be dead or worse anyway. Either way, you get your revenge."

	She mulled it over for a moment, before nodding. "If it looks for a single moment that you can't get them out, I'll kill you."

	"Agreed."

	She nodded, "How are we doing this?"

	I paused, frowning for a moment. Before grinning, "Get ready to grab whoever comes through that door."

	Calistia nodded before viciously kicking Kultaf in the side, knocking him into the corner of the room. I had no idea how she had so much strength in her, but I wasn't about to test her. Heading to the door, I listened, making sure there wasn't someone immediately outside. Pulling the latch, I pushed the door open a crack and spotted a guard walking towards me. Praying I was still able to, I grinned as I succeeded in letting out a quick whistle, to get his attention.

	"Kultaf, I'm not some bloody dog," the man grumbled.

	He made his way over as I slipped around behind Calistia. The man opened the door, stepping in, before he saw the blood. In an instant he made to run, but Calistia grabbed him and shoved him into the room. With one of her blades under his chin and a hand firmly holding his balls, I grinned and cleared my throat.

	"I'd like for you to call over your friends."

	"Derlic? You okay?" A voice called from the other side of the door.

	The man stared wide eyed at me, while chucking glances towards the murderous mantid. Swallowing, he mouthed, 'call him?' I nodded and the man nodded back.

	"I need a hand, Fulkor!"

	The door opened a moment later and Fulkor stepped into the room. "What the fuck!"

	That's as far as he got before my punch caught him in the temple. It was quick, sudden and he went down in an instant, twitched slightly as his blood pooled on the floor.

	"Oh, gods, you're going to kill me," the man trembled.

	Calistia hissed in response, but I shot him a smile. "Yes, but the question is, do you want to die like Fulkor? Quick and painless. Or would you like for Calistia here to remove your balls and leave you to bleed?"

	"You'll never get away with this," he hissed back, even as the scent of urine filled the room. Calistia hissed in disgust, but didn't release his balls.

	"Calistia, he's no more use to us," I said.

	In a flash, she lifted the blade from his neck, before punching him squarely in the throat. His yell was cut to a gasp as he struggled to breathe. But even I winced at the soft squeal that escaped his lips as she whipped the blade through his pants, emasculating the man in an instant. Unable to scream and bleeding profusely, the man collapsed, rolling on the floor in agony. Calistia dropped what she'd removed on the floor beside him, before turning back to me.

	"Just keep him quiet, I'll get the rest on this floor."

	Nodding, she turned back to the man, kicking him flat on his back. I checked to make sure the area outside the door was clear before slipping out of the room. I didn't want to know what she was about to do. Quickly climbing back to the rafters, I checked the surrounding guards.There were still the two walking around, with the third on the balcony. One of the guards was poking a long pole through the tops of one of the cages, but the other looked confused as he quickly made his way in a circuit. Obviously he just realised they were missing a couple of guards, so I had my first target. Moving along a beam, I positioned myself above the walkway he was using. I watched as he came closer and smiled.

	"Meow," I called softly.

	The guard paused, before glancing up. Which was exactly as I landed, with both of my knives in the sides of his neck. The sharp impact, along with my weight drove the man to the floor with a thump. His pained expression followed me as I pulled my fists free and slammed them into his eyes, causing him to fall limp. Pulling my knives free, I started moving. The sound of the guard hitting the floor was kinda loud and I didn't want to push my luck. Turning to the last indoor guard I raced towards him as quickly as I could. His distraction with torturing those in the cages meant he never knew what happened. My blade simply entered his temple and he collapsed beneath me. Turning, I raced back to the office, glancing again at the guard on the balcony, to ensure he was still where he was supposed to be.

	Slipping into the office, I froze as Calistia's blades came into view, but she paused seeing me. "Well?"

	Nodding, "Come on, I might need your help."

	Nodding, she followed me out. The way she walked was mesmerising. Her figure didn't bounce and her abdomen seemed to sway from side to side. But I put those thoughts aside, knowing she was probably going to kill me after this. But, maybe I could call Bast and get her to speak to the terrifying green woman on my behalf. Grinning, I didn't think it was likely.

	"I can kill him," I said softly as we approached the balcony. "But I need you to grab him and prop him up on the wall, so it looks like he's standing there still."

	Calistia nodded as we closed in. LIke the previous guard, I simply leaped up and punched him in the temple. It was lights out in an instant. Calistia darted in quickly, taking hold of the man before he fell. I stepped back and helped direct her to leave him wedged against the railing and the wall. He sat oddly, so anyone who took a good look would know something was wrong. But not having anyone there at all would probably be a larger concern. With that settled, we moved back inside. Heading to the offices, the open one had a staircase in the rear, taking you down to the ground floor.

	"Follow me down if it's clear. We'll set an ambush amongst the cages for the rest, then we break everyone out."

	"Everyone? Samuel, there's trolls in here."

	I frowned and turned back to the green woman, "Everyone, Calistia. Unless they've done something personal to you, we're getting them out. They deserve a chance."

	She frowned, but didn't argue. I took that as my chance to get down the stairs. Slipping down silently, I couldn't see any guards. But there were walkways between the cages. They were large, maybe half a dozen human paces in length, with a gap wide enough to walk between and keep out of reach of anyone who'd try to grab you going past. But it was those inside the cages that made me pause. Creatures of all shapes and sizes. They seemed to be arranged into groups. Big ones with big ones, small ones with small ones. The more delicate looking were on their own, while those that looked like they could fight were grouped together. There were anywhere from a few, to a few dozen crammed into each cage. And as I walked between them, more and more were noticing me. A small whimper caught my attention and I turned, seeing Calistia embracing Bellarose through the bars of a small cage where she'd been locked up alone. The large woman saw me and shot me a smile, despite Calistia practically climbing the cage looking for a way to open it.

	Sniffing the air, I froze. Sniffing once more, I turned and spotted a familiar huddled shape in the corner of a cage. She shuddered softly, staring into the distance away from me and I realised she was sobbing softly. Moving quickly to the cage, I shifted around to her side. Reaching through the bars, I took her chin and pulled her face around. Her eye was swollen shut on one side and she had a cut across her cheek, but as she saw me, her expression flashed from utter despair, to joyous affection. She threw herself against the bars and I hugged her to me as best I could. Her lips found mine and I felt the wetness of her tears as she kissed me.

	"Thisss your husssband?" A serpentine voice asked.

	Maria pulled away from me, flashing me a beaming smile, before turning to the creature beside her. I froze momentarily and part of me wanted to jump, but I controlled myself, even as she flicked her tongue at me.

	"Yes, Lara, this is my husband Samuel."

	"He'sss sssmaller than expected," she hissed softly. "But, we have an agreement."

	"Agreement?" I asked.

	The woman nodded, before raising herself up on her tail. Despite being extremely beautiful, I couldn't help the shudder seeing her tail curling up beneath her. "Your wife sssaved my life. A potent venom for my kind brought me clossse to death. By chanccce, ssshe was able to neutralise it. In return, ssshe asssked me to either kill her before she could be made a ssslave, or protect her unborn child ssshould we essscape. Tell me, little cat, do you have a plan to get usss out?"

	I noticed the eyes now. Just about everyone around us was staring at me with the same expression.

	"Not yet," I grinned. "Let's work on getting these cages open first."

	With a final kiss, I promised to come back for her and slipped off into the darkness. Making my way around, I was satisfied there were no guards moving between the cages. There were, however, three of them by the doors. They chatted idly as they played cards on a small table. Watching them for a few moments, I caught the movement of Calistia getting into position in the darkness opposite me. The only problem was there were three of them. Even if we rushed in and killed two, the third would should and raise the alarm before we cut him down... Waving for Calistia to wait, I stepped back into the shadows around one of the cages.

	"You, help, mees?" A low voice asked.

	Looking at the creature in the cage, it reminded me of a clay statue. It crouched on the floor looking at me through a pair of black eyes, that looked almost like they were diamonds. In the same cage, there were two more, smaller, but all the same kind as far as I could tell.

	Nodding my head, I smiled. "Yes, I'm going to get everyone out. I just need you to be quiet and patient."

	"Okays," the big creature said slowly. "I'sz, be, quiet... Hush, hush..." It pressed it's finger to it's lips in the universal shush motion and went quiet.

	Looking around, I could see everyone else nodding in agreement, before turning away and pretending I wasn't there. It was time...

	"Mroooar!" I cried the song of my people. "Mrrroooooarrrr!"

	"Is there a fucking cat in here?!" One of the men shouted.

	"Didn't know neko's made that sound," Another replied.

	"They don't, I'm talking an actual fucking cat."

	"Mrrrreeoooooow!" I sang, hoping the one who was swearing would come find me at some point.

	"Fuck I hate cats."

	"Meeeeeooooaaar!

	I heard the scrape of steel, followed by laughter and the sound of footsteps. I grinned, trying not to laugh as the guard stalked past my hiding place. I followed around the back of the cage as I went looking for me. Hiding amongst the cages in a particularly dark corner, I smiled to myself.

	"Mrooooaar!"

	The guard stepped around the corner, "Ah huh!"

	I leaped onto the man's chest. Unlike before, I drove my left fist into his windpipe, before rapidly punching the side of his neck with my right, gashing and stabbing the artery. He dropped his sword with a clatter, before I had the wind knocked out of me. Tumbling through the air, I righted myself as I landed. The guard gaped at me, clutching at his neck as spurts of blood sprayed out from between his fingers.

	"Hiss!"

	The man turned and stumbled back the way he came. I don't know if it was to warn the others, or if he was hoping one of them might have been able to help. Either way, I rushed after him. Sinking my teeth into his ankle, I didn't get through the thick leather of his boot, but he stumbled as I clawed the ground and fell flat on his face with a heavy thump. Crawling up his body, I ignored the keys at his waist for the moment as he struggled beneath me. But I simply sat on his shoulders as he tried to get his legs under himself, and swung my fist repeatedly into the good side of his neck.

	The soft, SLICK SLICK sound of my blade meeting his flesh somehow didn't bother me all that much. But I still felt guilty as he rolled over, trying desperately to shield himself even as he bled profusely. He made horrible wet, sucking noises and I could see frothy blood spraying from his mouth and nose.

	"What the fuck!"

	Looking up, there were his two colleagues. I glanced down to see the man's pained expression going glassy. Looking up again, the two men rushed towards me. This wasn't good. I wasn't large enough or strong enough to be effective in a straight fight. I relied on luck and stealth. As the first sword came down at me, I leaped sideways. Hitting the cage, I tried to spring off, only to have the guards hand slam me into the bars in the process. Sliding to the floor, I rolled and saw his expression turn white, as a green blade took his arm at the shoulder. Looking around, the second guard was laying on the ground in two pieces.

	"Nobody kills him but me," Calistia hissed, bringing her wrist blade around, removing the guard's head in a single swing.

	I gulped, before meeting Calistia's stern gaze. But she turned her attention to the corpse at her feet, snatching up a set of keys and heading straight in the direction of Bellarose.

	"You'll be okay," a rough voice said softly.

	Turning, I looked up at the figure standing closest to me in the nearest cage. He was a little taller than me, with a thick beard and an eye patch. He held himself with an odd confidence, for a man in a cage. His broad shoulders told me he was used to working hard.

	"Dwarf?" I asked softly.

	"Aye," he nodded. "Not that it'd do me anything. I lost my rights when I was captured."

	"There's a mine, not a day's walk from here, long abandoned by your people." The dwarf nodded as if he recognised the place I described. "There's a clan of goblins living there now, they rescue and take in slaves freed from the valley. You'll be welcome there." Bending down, I picked up the keys from the first man I killed and moved towards the door of the cage. Fitting the key into the lock, I gave it a twist and heard the satisfying click. "You're all welcome there!" I called a little louder, mindful of the guards outside.

	"And who, little cat, are you to offer us aid?" The dwarf asked, as he pushed open the door.

	I smiled, as I moved to the next cage, the one with the huge creature in it that spoke slowly. It smiled dumbly at me, and I couldn't help but smile back. "I'm the champion of Bast."

	The small murmurs that had sprung up in the darkness ceased immediately. Even the large smiling creature before me seemed to lean back slightly. The silence was deafening as I clicked the creature's lock and pulled the door open. I was surprised when the other large things in the cage with it seemed to merge back into its body, to make a single whole. I was even more surprised to see as it crawled out of the cage and stood at its full height. It was either covered in wet clay, or that was what it was physically made of. Lifting its arms above its head, the creature stretched and made a low rumbling sound. Satisfied, it dropped it's arms, almost to the floor, making me step aside to avoid a glob of clay. With a snort, it bent over, until it's face was inches from mine and gave the air a few wet sniffs.

	"Mees, likes, you," they grumbled in its characteristic slow tone. "You, tells, truth."

	I smiled at the big creature and it smiled back. "I like you, too big guy. You can call me Samuel."

	"Sam, yell," they smiled even wider, "Isz Carl. Dis, Kurt," he gestured to an odd lump on his leg. "Dis Meep," he gestured to a slightly smaller lump on his opposite leg. Only this time, the lump was staring at me as I glanced, causing it to shrunk back into the thick clay. "Mmmmmm," he rumbled so deeply I felt the air tremble around me.

	"Okay, Carl. I need to get the rest of these cages open. You just wait here, okay?"

	"Oh, kay," he smiled and stood up.

	I caught a glimpse of the lump he called Meep as I turned away. I recalled the other two creatures in the cage with him. But it was only him. Maybe they were like some kind of slime species and melted together. Putting aside the thought I moved on. Cage by cage, I unlocked them all. I didn't even look to see what was inside, but they all remained steadfast and quiet as they exited their enclosures. As I came to Maria's cage, she was already waiting for me at the door and threw herself into my arms as I pulled it open. Lara was a moment behind her, the gentle scrape of her scales moving across the ground the only thing that gave her away. Over soft ground, humans would never hear her coming.

	"What'sss the plan?"

	I saw Calistia move up beside me, clutching Bellarose's hand. "The rest of the cages are open. How do you plan to get us out?"

	"There's a gate nearby. They probably have this warehouse here to make moving slaves quicker and easier. If we can get to the gate, we can get it open and flee into the forest. They're only human, most of us are faster, stronger or have better abilities than they do."

	"He's right," the dwarf from earlier stepped up to me. He really was only slightly taller than me, but he was several times wider. "We're not an army, we're not going to fight our way out. We've gotta do this quick and we've gotta do it fast before they can bring in more soldiers."

	There were a few mumbles of conversation, and I nodded, "Alright, listen up. In the mountains there's a dwarven mine occupied by goblins," I felt Maria's hand tighten its grip on my own. "I'm getting out of this city and I'm heading in that direction," Her other hand found my elbow and she squeezed it tightly. "Anyone who wishes to follow me to safety is welcome."

	Turning my attention to Maria, she was practically beaming through her tears as she clutched desperately to me. I reached up and stroked the side of her face, mindful of the swelling and the cut. She sniffed and kissed the pad of my thumb.

	"Isz, break, wall, nows?" Carl rumbled.

	I looked at the big creature, towering over everyone. Most here were around my height. Some are a little larger, some smaller. But the sheer size of Carl was astounding. He towered well over Bellarose and even the cages themselves.

	Smiling grimly at the big creature I nodded. "Go for it Carl."

	The big creature smiled and nodded his enormous head. I expected him to follow us out the front doors and head towards the gate. What I didn't expect was for him to turn and swing his great arms into the rear wall of the warehouse. The sheer destruction a creature of his size could dish out stunned me. The sound of shattering wood flying into the darkness barely covered the terrified screams of the guards who were standing on the other side.

	"TO THE GATE!" I roared.

	As one, everyone charged out the gap in the wall. Carl lumbered out, shoving more of the wall aside to make room. His legs swept the debris aside, making it easier for others to follow. The escaped slaves moved like a swarm. Darting out every gap they could reach, they moved like ants around and even between Carl's giant legs. He lumbered out towards the gate, taking slow but massive footsteps. I could hear bells ringing and the shouting of guards as Maria and I stepped through the rubble. As we stepped into the clear, Bellarose moved ahead of us with Calistia giving me a prod in the rear. I knew exactly why she was standing behind me as we picked up the pace towards the gate. There was fighting ahead, but the guards were taken completely by surprise. It was one thing having a random attack start, another when it started inside the walls, rather than outside. Gates just weren't designed to hold attackers 'in.'

	There were only a dozen or so men at the gate. Most on the ground in front of it, with a few on small platforms that were raised to shoot arrows over the wall. I could see a group rush up the ladder to take the archers down, even as the last flash of silver from a sword rose and fell.

	"MOOOVE!" Carl yelled.

	The earth itself shook and wobbled as the large creature put on a sudden burst of speed. Lowering his shoulder, he simply barreled through the gate, sending wooden splinters into the darkness. Most of the gate was intact, but the locking beam fell out of one side, nearly crushing a furry, dog-like creature that raced out into the dark. Someone screamed off to our left and Calistia suddenly shoved us forward into a run as arrows flew overhead. A small, furred creature went down with a scream in front of me. It took an arrow in the shoulder and fell in a heap. I snarled at Calistia's urgent shoves, even as I grabbed it by the hand and dragged it along with us.

	"Stop them! Don't let them escape!" Someone yelled.

	We didn't stop as we passed through the gate and straight past Carl, who seemed to be waiting. He waited as the last of us still moving trickled out. There were several dead, dying and wounded left on the ground inside the walls. I hated the idea of leaving them, but the large force of armoured humans racing towards the ruined gate told me I didn't have much of a choice. Carl could clearly see that too, and I made a mental note, that if ever I lived through this, he was as smart as anyone, despite his speech patterns. With a roar, he pushed the gates closed as much as he could. Cutting the wounded slaves from sight. Then, it was like he slagged off part of his clay, leaving a solid section of wall holding the gates closed.

	"SKREEE!!"

	"SKREEEAAA!"

	Through the dim light of the evening, shapes swooped out of the skies into the town. Calistia tried to prod me along, but I was frozen in place as I recognised the one leading the charge. It was that odd, owl-woman from earlier. Diving in, I could hear yelling, along with the twang of bows, followed by more screeching. And one by one, dozens of owl-creatures dived into the town. One by one, they reappeared, lifting with them the slack bodies of the slaves that didn't make it. Each of them cleared the wall by a hair's breadth, before dumping their captive on the ground and returning for the next. Arrows flew over the wall, desperate to shoot them down as they did so, but even with their quarry, the owl-creatures were too fast and erratic to aim at properly.

	But eventually one got lucky. As a familiar face lifted over the wall, I could see the pain plastered across her face, as easily as I could see the red stain on her feathers. The goblin she carried in one talon, clung desperately to her as she barely made it over the wall. Unlike the rest, as she landed, she didn't immediately take off again, instead collapsing on the ground.

	"Husband, we must help!" Maria cried running back to the town.

	"Maria!" Calistia hissed.

	I ducked her grip and raced after my wife. Bellarose and a couple others moved with us. In short work, Bellarose had the pained looking woman thrown over one shoulder as Maria sat on the other, tending to the arrow wedged in her side. The goblin she'd carried over the wall, I carried in a fireman lift as I turned and started moving away from the wall. I expected at any moment for one of the owl-creatures to swoop down and pluck away their brethren, but like she had earlier, they'd simply vanished silently into the darkness. Not that it would be hard over the sound of bells and shouting still coming from the town.

	Running towards the trees, we tried to merge into the forest and escape. I was also surprised at the amount of bodies that seemed to be waiting for us. I thought a few might tag along, but this seemed more like it was only a few that had left. Everywhere around us were odd creatures keeping an eye on us, while others handed over the wounded to stronger or better suited members. I turned my attention back to Bellarose who seemed to have at least an idea of where we were going. There was only one thing we were missing.

	"Where's Carl?"

	"Don't worry husband, he's fine," Maria said, urging me onward.

	I just shifted the goblin on my back and tried to keep up with the rest.

	It had been daylight for over an hour before the entrance to the mine came into view. A few goblins and part goblins ran ahead as loved ones moved into the light. The cries of joy were far fewer than the cries of anguish when they realised their loved ones weren't returning. A small girl stood, with tears rolling down her cheeks, alone in rags as I approached. She was small, with rounded ears and a thin tail. Her snout was slightly elongated and she stared sadly into the approaching crowd.

	"Maria," I said softly.

	My wife turned, seeing the direction of my gaze, before helping me lower the goblin I'd been carrying. I hadn't paid much attention to it, but they smiled their thanks regardless. I honestly wasn't sure if it was a man or woman from a casual glance, only that they weren't entirely goblin. Maria, after giving someone instructions for medical care, joined me as we approached the small girl.

	"Hello," I said softly, catching her attention.

	"Daddy...He... He didn't come back."

	I frowned, but put on a reassuring smile, "I'm sure it's going to be okay." I felt a small nudge on my hand and glanced at Maria who slightly shook her head. My heart just about fell out of my stomach. "Where's mummy?" I asked her.

	This time she clutched her nose as she sobbed softly, "Mummy went away," she squeaked. "Daddy... Daddy promised he'd come back."

	Maria scooped up the small girl into a hug, before taking her into the mine. I was left feeling dejected about the losses, despite my elation at the success of freeing so many others. But that wasn't what I was concentrating on, as a familiar presence moved beside me. I nodded my head in acceptance.

	"Let's do this somewhere quiet," I said to Calistia.

	Turning slowly, I headed into the mine behind Maria. She was heading to the bathing springs. I kept my distance and took in the sight of my wife holding the child. My heart ached knowing it would not be something I'd see again. I took in every shape, curve and subtle movement she made, committing them to memory, so I had something to hold onto for my last moments. With a soft smile, I turned into the training room and headed for the back, where we wouldn't be seen. There were small alcoves for more private instruction or storage and I headed to the closest of these. Stepping onto the stone floor, I sighed, thinking at least the cleanup here would be easier. Unclipping my punching daggers, I placed them on the ground, before turning to face Calistia.

	"What are you doing?" She snarled.

	I just frowned, staring up at her. This close, she was terrifyingly beautiful. But I had already accepted my fate and pushed aside my fear. "I'm ready."

	"Samuel," Bast hissed softly.

	"This needs to happen," I replied.

	"Samuel, please. You're far too important," Bast insisted.

	I just shook my head while Calistia hissed softly. "Pick up your blades, and fight me."

	"I don't want to fight you."

	"Fool!" She snapped. "I am willing to kill you right now! And you go to the slaughter willingly? What kind of champion are you?"

	I just shrugged, "We made a deal, Calistia."

	"Fight me!" She demanded.

	I just shook my head before closing my eyes. I pictured Maria. Her soft smile, showing her pointed teeth. Framed around her orange hair, neatly braided into a single strand that fell between her breasts. I pictured her standing, smiling and happy.

	"Don't just stand there! FIGHT ME!" She screamed.

	I just smiled, holding the image of Maria in my mind. I heard her burst into movement, before a searing white hot pain flashed from my shoulder to my hip. At that moment, I knew I was dead. I expected to feel my legs give out, before collapsing. But all I felt was the sting of the cut, followed by wailing screams as Calistia raced from the room as quickly as she could. Opening my eyes, I looked down at the thin, red gash across my body. It bled profusely, but was only barely muscle deep.

	"Hmmm," Bast said softly.

	I just sighed.

	


Chapter Eight - 31793

	Waking up with a snort, I moved to scratch my chest and felt my hand being smacked away. Opening my eyes, Maria was standing over me, frowning gently. I just reached up and cupped her face gently, before smiling. She'd been furious when she found out what had happened. Calistia's mad screaming as she ran from the halls drew a lot of attention. Moreso when they found me in the back of the training room trying to staunch the wound on my chest. Maria was distraught, not knowing what to do, but ultimately she took me aside and put me through the pain of being stitched back up. Bellarose had then insisted on feeding me her milk, before she went off to find Calistia. It was later that I told her what had happened and my small, goblin wife almost needed to be restrained in her attempts to find Calistia and tear her a new one. This morning though, as she lowered herself onto my cock, she was far calmer.

	"Terrible husband, taking advantage of your battered wife," she crooned as she rocked her hips atop me.

	My eyes fluttered as I felt the head of my cock rub up against her cervix. I had no idea how this was all possible, by right's my cock should be up somewhere near her diaphragm, but she certainly didn't act like it. "Terrible wife, forcing herself upon her wounded mate, while carrying his child so he dare not strike her down."

	Of all the things I was expecting, it wasn't for her to begin trembling. Her pussy clenched down and she scrunched up the clear side of her face. Falling flat on my chest, I flinched at the impact, but as she writhed above me, our lips met and she rode me through her orgasm. As I kissed her, I slowly thrust up into her, mindful that she carried my child. The thought just made me want her more. As Maria gasped, I quickly kissed across her cheek and onto her neck, where she moaned softly. Looking over her skin, I tried to find any signs from where I'd bitten her. But all I saw was flawless green skin.

	"Husband, please bite?"

	With a small growl, I flexed at the hips. Not only did this drive me deep inside her, but it allowed me to roll the two of us over so I was on top. Maria clung to me as she felt us roll and I had no problems keeping us locked together. But as I got on top, I did as she asked, biting firmly into the side of her neck. I felt the vibration of her moans through my jaw, even as her pussy tightened rhythmically around me once again. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the taste of her flesh and blood, even as I pumped my cock in and out of her. If she found the stimulation too much, she wasn't acting like it, as I felt her sharp nails dig into my shoulders. Here I found my own release. Swelling inside her, I locked us together as I slowly fired ropes of sticky cum inside her.

	"Yes husband, fill me!" She crooned.

	We rocked together gently as I came down from my high. And as my own pleasure receded, Maria giggled.

	"Husband, you know we can't stop after the first time."

	Releasing her neck, I gave the small tooth holes a few licks. Her blood was so sweet I found myself craving it. Not like some bloody... God I hoped vampires didn't exist... Shaking my head, I just knew her blood tasted good and it was probably my predator instincts that liked it so much. The fact I had no desire to go any further with the biting was a comfort. Lifting my gaze, I shifted slightly so I was staring into Maria's eyes. The deep brown, with gold flecks were beautiful. She must have sensed me staring as they tinged green as she blushed under my scrutiny.

	"What husband," she chided me with a smile.

	Reaching up, I cupped the side of her face in my paw. Stroking her cheek softly, I thought about how natural this all felt. Living as a human had been a struggle. Just dealing with my own kind was the reason I chose a job where I got to sit hundreds of feet above them. And here I was, balls deep into a small green goblin woman. And she was carrying my child.

	"Husband?"

	Blinking, I took a deep breath and kissed her lightly. "I love you Maria."

	She stared back for a moment, before blinking away a few tears that formed. The next hour was spent slowly making love. Our bodies rocked together in harmony, driving one another further into bliss. The only sounds, the soft moans of pleasure, followed by murmurs of love and finally the wet smack of our lips meeting.

	"Samuel, Maria!?" Bella called softly, stepping into our room.

	Maria moaned as I snorted awake and rolled, seeing the large woman in the doorway. She was nervous, seeming to be mulling over what she was trying to say.

	"They found her?" Maria asked sleepily.

	"Yes," Bella said, seemingly unable to form a full sentence.

	"We'll be right out," Maria said, climbing out of our bed.

	I gaped for a moment at her naked beauty. She seemed to know I was watching her as she twitched her little tail at me. But after flashing me a smile, she dressed, before sighing and holding up a rectangle of fabric.

	"Maybe, just," Maria frowned and gestured for me to stand.

	I watched what she was doing and figured it was for the best. The robe worked and all, but it ultimately got in the way. Besides, unless it was the same pattern as my fur, I was better off showing as much of it as possible. So with my makeshift loincloth in place, Maria led me from the room.

	"Where are we going, anyway?"

	"We carry out trials in the training room. It's large enough to fit anyone who needs to attend."

	I slowed, "Trial?"

	Maria frowned and nodded, before gently taking my hand. "She attacked you husband. You already spoke about what happened, while she ran. Even if she blames you for what happened, it's not likely she will be believed."

	"Wait, wait, wait," I pulled her around to face me and took her hands. "She didn't do anything wrong, we had an agreement!"

	Maria smiled, before leaning in and kissed me softly. "Your agreement doesn't go above our laws."

	As we walked, I tried to wrack my brain for some way to make this right. But there was obviously a lot I didn't know about this place. I was almost ready to ask Bast for help as we stepped into the training hall. There were several beings at the far end. Including the bearlike man I'd seen on my tour. But the others were more... Gobliny. There were five of them, most looked older and there seemed to be three women and two men, including the bear dude. I wondered if Dave had been part of it. Frowning, I wondered if we should go back for their bodies.

	But that wasn't a concern for the moment as I heard a series of chains clink together.

	Turning my head, there was Calistia, crouched on the floor in shackles. Beside her was Bellarose, who smiled sadly at me as we came in. Calistia didn't look up at all. In fact, she seemed to be crying.

	"And you must be Samuel," The woman in the middle asked. She had long braids of silver hair, but otherwise looked like a full blooded goblin.

	"Yes, may I speak?"

	"There will be time for you to speak soon," she replied softly. "My name is Mellisa, with me is Greta," a smaller goblin woman with patches of scales nodded. "This is Ben," she patted the bear man's arm. "Philip," she gestured to the second goblin man, who was as ugly as Dave was, despite his suit. "And Elesticia," She gestured to the last woman, who eyed me carefully with steely eyes. She looked almost human, except she was missing a few fingers and was rather stocky for both goblins and humans.

	I bowed, not really knowing what was appropriate. Their smiles indicated that it had been the correct move, even as Maria bowed beside me. Straightening, I waited for them to continue.

	"Now, seeing as you wish to speak on the matter. We shall speed this along. Calistia, the female Mantid, who acted as bodyguard to Dave, our deceased Eldar, has struck down a champion of the gods in our hall."

	"She hardly struck me down," I said without thinking, earning a glare from the sharp eyed Elesticia , a grimace from old Philip, but a smirk from the towering Ben. Greta's expression was inscrutable and Mellisa looked annoyed at the interruption, but continued.

	"The penalty for assault is exile. But, we were assured by Dave, before his passing, that you are in fact the Champion of Bast. Therefore, the penalty shall be upgraded to death." She paused, staring at me silently for a moment. "Now you may speak."

	"I don't want her to die," I said quickly. "I survived, Bellarose's milk is healing me, there's no need to kill her." Glancing to the side, Bellarose was clutching her hands to her face in horror, while Calistia slouched on the floor. The small collection of water droplets told me she was crying silently.

	"Our laws are clear-"

	"Fuck your laws!" I growled. "I'm Bast's champion! I answer to the goddess! And I do not want her blood on my hands!"

	"It would not be your hands, but mine," Ben grumbled softly.

	Turning my attention to the large man, I growled softly and lashed my tail from side to side.

	"Husband," Maria nudged me. "The penalty for assaulting a member of society is absolute. But if I were to strike you, it would be your decision as to how I would be punished."

	Freezing in place, I turned and examined Calistia. She looked so broken, so defeated. Glancing back at Maria, who simply stared at the floor, I almost missed the slight nod she gave me.

	"You intend to carry out an execution, no matter my feelings towards the situation?" I called softly.

	"The laws are absolute!" Elesticia snapped sharply.

	Nodding slowly, I turned my back to them. Ignoring their sharp intakes for my disrespect, I strode up to Calistia. "Look at me," I grumbled softly. She took a shuddering breath, before lifting her head and fixing me with her emerald eyes. Despite the tears rolling down her cheeks, she still had enough spine to glare at me openly. "I Samuel, declare that I wish for you, Calistia, to become my wife."

	She froze, the hard glare dropped away into shock. I heard Bellarose squeak, but I ignored her for the time being. I knew what Maria wanted originally, and figured the large woman would want me to pose her the same question. But for now, I had this situation to deal with.

	"Why?" She asked.

	"Because I want you to live," I muttered back. "Because no matter what, your death will cause more grief than it would ever solve."

	"You can't do this!" Philip snapped.

	Turning on the spot, I snarled, flexing my claws dangerously. "Are there laws preventing me from asking this woman to be my wife?"

	"You are making a dangerous enemy," Ben growled softly.

	"Refusing to see reason, as the victim of this crime, you have already made one," I hissed back.

	His shocked expression spread to the other eldars. I wondered if my status as champion meant they worried about Bast's favour. They did seem to hold her in high regard, after all. Turning back to Calistia, I glared at her this time. Her hard expression was gone, now... It was something else. Fear... Tinged with hope.

	"I Samuel, declare that I wish for you, Calistia, to become my wife," I repeated softly.

	The room was so silent, I heard the soft click as her chitinous eyelids clicked together as she blinked away a fresh set of tears. "Yes."

	Leaning down, I didn't hesitate for a moment. I simply cupped her face in my paws and ignored her shocked expression as I kissed her. Gently at first, barely brushing my lips against hers. She froze at first, not knowing what to do, but her lips began working to imitate my own. It was an odd sensation, seeing as her lips, like the rest of her, were covered in a layer of hard chitin. Licking her hard upper lip, she got a little more animated and pressed what was a surprisingly soft tongue against my own lips, even for just a moment. Pulling away, I saw her shocked expression. There was still fear behind her stare, but all hostility was gone.

	Turning my head, I looked at the scowling eldars, "Release my wife."

	"What shall her punishment be?" Elesticia asked coldly.

	"Is it law, that you know how a husband disciplines his wife?"

	The Eldar grimaced, showing crooked, but sharp teeth. Nodding, I turned back to Calistia and gently helped her to her feet. Despite how strong she was, she was light as a feather.

	"I need these chains removed," I called softly over my shoulder.

	"Bellarose," Mellisa called softly.

	Looking up, I saw Bella staring at me in shock. She stepped forward, drawing a key in the process. She gently took Calistia by the shoulder and turned her around, before removing her manacles. She moved robotically, as her lower lip trembled fiercely.

	"Bella?" I asked softly, as Maria moved to stand beside me.

	Bella's lip quivered as she turned to face me, "Yes?"

	"I Samuel, declare that I wish for you, Bellarose, to become my wife."

	Maria's gentle squeeze on my hand told me I'd made the right decision in asking. Bast had said there was going to be more. Even Maria had mentioned our family would be strong. With her Calistia and now hopefully Bellarose, our family would be strong indeed.

	"You can't be serious!" Philip snapped.

	"Bella, see reason!" Ben called.

	Turning, I frowned at the Eldars, who looked everywhere from in pain, to absolute horror. "What could possibly be the problem now?"

	"You are skirting our laws, defying our values and stealing away eligible, powerful women, who are beholden to the clan!" Philip snapped sharply.

	"Are you suggesting these women are property?" I glared at the five of them as they gaped at me like dying fish. "Here I was thinking we were freeing these people."

	"Bella!" Ben called.

	But I turned back to the large holstaur as she looked from to, to the equally shocked calistia beside me. "Samuel, I..." She closed her eyes for a moment and took a deep breath. "Yes."

	There were a series of loud hisses behind me, before I reached out and took her hand. With Maria moving ahead, I turned back to Calistia as she slumped, slightly dazed on the floor. Unlike Bellarose, I didn't simply take her hand, but I offered my own.

	"I challenge you," Ben called firmly.

	And the room froze. Calistia stared at me, wide eyed and in shock. Bella stood still as stone. It was only Maria who turned and looked back.

	"Terms?" She asked firmly.

	"Brides, I want them."

	"I will not marry you," Maria said.

	"Neither will I," Bellarose lowed softly.

	Calistia shuddered softly and stood tall, "I will bow to no one, but my husband."

	Ben just shrugged, "I cannot force you to marry me. But I can still kill him."

	"You think that will entice us to stay?" Maria laughed softly.

	Ben's confident smirk shifted for a moment, before he grimaced, "You will leave?"

	I looked between the three of them, as they nodded their heads in unison. Now I took a good look at Ben. "You still wanna do this?"

	The large man sighed, "I made the challenge, I cannot withdraw."

	Nodding, "Can I refuse?"

	"You may, but you will be banished from our lands," Mellisa said softly.

	I just shook my head and laughed softly, "You stupid fucker. No matter how this turns out, you lose. When do we do this?"

	"Tomorrow at noon, when the sun is highest," Maria said quickly. "As is the custom."

	Ben nodded slowly, while the other Eldars muttered softly amongst themselves. A small tug on my hand turned me back to Calistia, wrapping her hard fingers around my own. I allowed her to lead us away as the voices rose behind us. We staggered into the bathing room as Maria led us to a spot at the back, away from the loud voices in the training hall. Only this time, as she stripped off her clothing, I entered the water, nervously, with two extra wives. Bella left a wake as she strode past me, straight to Maria. My smallest wife smiled widely as the large woman began rubbing her shoulders.

	"H-husband," Calistia called softly. Turning, I froze at the sight of her. She had an arm wrapped around her chest, despite the hard chitin that covered her. But she looked down, nervously for a moment, before dropping her hand. And not unlike some amazing flower, the chitin opened. Along it's seams, the plates pulled back, exposing soft flesh beneath. Soft flesh, that was round, purple and tipped with a small nipple. "Do I disgust you?"

	Stepping closer to her, she nervously pulled one arm in front of her again. But I ignored the blade extending towards me as I gently cupped her face, pulling her down to me. Her unsure expression turned to shock as I kissed her again. This time, she reacted immediately, moving her arm and pressing her softness into my chest as her arms came up around me. As we both came up for air, she blinked at me, before a tear rolled down her cheek.

	"Please, be gentle with me."

	"May I wash you?" I asked softly.

	Calistia blinked and took a deep breath before nodding. She stepped back, and turned her head to one side, obviously thinking I was about to grope her. But I moved around behind her instead.

	"Samuel," Bella called.

	Turning she gestured to a small pouch on the ground beside the bath. Reaching for it, I plucked out a scrubbing brush. Soaps weren't required here in the mineral rich water, but there were cloths provided. But on Calistia's chitin, this would be far better. Turning back to my green wife, I ignored the soft flinch as my hand touched her shoulder. I ignored the soft whimper that escaped her lips as I moved behind her. But I smiled as the soft gasp escaped her lips as I brought the brush in contact with her chitin. Calistia twitched and shuddered slightly at the rasping sound of the brush along her back.

	"Is this okay?" I asked, moving down her back, towards her abdomen.

	"Yes," she replied, barely above a whimper.

	I smiled and kept scrubbing. There seemed to be a small buildup of dirt between the plates of her chitin. Not to mention something a little darker and still slightly red in places. I was still scrubbing away down her abdomen, when Calistia shuddered softly. Freezing in place, I looked up to see her being held upright by Bella. The large holstaur was gently stroking her green lover's head as she cried. But the small nod of approval I got from the large woman gave me the excuse to continue. Finishing with her abdomen, I shifted to her legs. All four of them. She seemed to be able to move them independently, or as two pairs to give her a humanlike gait. Her feet though, were small, tipped with a pair of pointed, almost claw-like toes. I made sure to scrub them one at a time so she could keep her balance. But with the last of her legs and back done, there was little more I could reach.

	Calistia must have come to the same conclusion, as she released Bella. Wiping away a collection of tears, she slowly waded to the shallows before turning to face me. The expression on her face was hard, but it seemed it was for determination. I knew a little of her history now, and I hoped that killing Kultaf had given her a measure of peace. Lowering herself to a crouch, she beckoned me closer. Moving towards her, I offered a smile, before gently kissing her. As I pulled away, the hard expression on her face had morphed slightly. Either way, as I gently scrubbed her head, neck and shoulders, she seemed to lose herself in the sensation. She tensed and got nervous as I moved towards her breasts, but I bypassed them. I could see soft flesh meeting this brush in a bad way. It was as I kneeled in the water and scrubbed her stomach, that I realised that in this position, she really did embody the image of the fierce insect back on earth. With her legs out to the side and her bladed wrists held up, she would have been terrifying, if not for the blush on her face. As I finished scrubbing the crease where her legs met her crotch, I smiled at my work and stood. Placing the brush aside, I sighed, before grabbing a washer to do myself.

	"Husband, you've forgotten something," Calistia said.

	Turning back, she was staring straight down, nervously waiting for my reaction. I glanced at the washer in my hand and her soft breasts. Shifting into a more comfortable position, I laid the washer across my palm and gently touched her flesh. Unlike the hard, shiny chitin, her flesh was hot and extremely soft. Far softer than any human woman. Almost like touching the skin on top of a warm bowl of custard left out to cool. Gently as possible, I smiled at her soft gasp as I ran the washer across her skin. I made sure I was gentle, only barely touching her nipples. I pretended not to notice how she squirmed as I did so. But after wiping away at her flesh, I moved back, only for her to catch my wrist.

	She was blushing furiously as she opened her legs even wider and I gulped before looking down. Where I'd seen chitin earlier, was now pulling to each side. And while the reveal of her breasts I'd compared to that of a blooming flower, this was so much more. The same, deep purple skin became exposed. It seemed to puff out and open slightly as it came exposed. It was as interesting, as it was oddly beautiful, seeing her vagina swell and open itself to me. It almost reminded me of a woman I'd met, who used a pump on her labia, except this was perfectly uniform and devoid of any artificial stimulation. Kneeling again in the water, I reached with the cloth, only for Calistia to remove it from my hand.

	"It's very sensitive," she whispered.

	Nodding, I reached for a handful of water, before bringing it to the flesh between her legs. Calistia whimpered on contact with the hot water. I, as gently as I could, used the water to wipe away at her most tender place.

	"It's all clitoris," Bast said softly in my ear. I froze, blinking in shock at her words. "I honestly didn't expect this, treat her gently."

	I nodded slightly, before continuing my soft washing of, what really was, her most tender place. As I moved my hand around her flesh, I found it conformed to my touch, like memory foam. It squished when I pressed it and swelled slowly when left alone. But as I rubbed, I noticed a faint, sweet smell along with slightly sticky secretions. So with a final soft wipe of water, I stood. Calistia was staring at me. The look in her eye was unreadable, but she took long, deep breaths of air into her lungs.

	"Are you okay?" I asked.

	She nodded softly, before she started closing her chitin flaps. It was curious that she had to use her hands to close the ones over her vagina. I couldn't help but wonder if that was normal, or if the swelling was arousal.

	"Arousal," Bast snickered in my ear again, making me shake my head slightly.

	What I wasn't expecting was for Maria and Bella to suddenly jump on me. In no time at all, they scrubbed me from ears to the tip of my tail and back. Maria had even coaxed my cock from its sheath and washed it gently in the water, giving me a case of blue balls when she refused to help dim my arousal. Thankfully, by the time they'd scrubbed the water from my fur with a pair of towels, I was feeling much more relaxed.

	


Chapter Nine - 35973

	"Concentrate!" Calistia snapped.

	I was laying on the ground, rubbing the sore spot on my side. Bella was leaning over me, checking me over.

	"I'm sorry husband," the large woman let out a worried moo.

	"I'm okay," I grinned, despite the ache. "Nothing your milk can't fix, right?"

	"Her milk can't fix death!" Calistia snapped. "You need to get aggressive!"

	Sighing I closed my eyes and slumped back in the grass. Ben was in the training room going through the motions. So we'd come up to the clearing with the farm animals to train, while Maria found us a larger place to stay that would fit us all. And it wasn't going well.

	"I just can't get mad," I grumbled.

	"What do you mean?" Calistia hissed, showing she was plenty mad herself.

	Opening my eyes, I cupped Bella's face and pulled her down for a quick kiss. "Every time I see the moment to strike, I remember who I'm fighting and lose track."

	Bella blushed, while Calistia seemed to sputter for a moment. But she seemed to understand and let out a soft sigh.

	"Maybe I could help?" A soft voice hissed.

	Flinching, I turned to face the only woman who made me tremble uncontrollably. Calistia was a weapon, no doubt about it. But as a feline, my heightened senses wanted nothing to do with the serpentine woman coming towards me. No matter how beautiful. Her scales were dark brown, but carried a diamond shape pattern down her back. She was almost the length of a city bus as she slowly made her way through the grass. Her scales seemed to move up to a point where humanlike hips appeared. These, thankfully, were covered in a skirt of leather. Her large breasts were bound in heavy cloth, so they didn't move too much. Her hair was long, dark and framed her face. The complexion of her skin told me how much time she spent out in the sun.

	"You can fight?" Calistia asked.

	Lara nodded, moving closer and lifting herself upright to tower over even Bella. "All lamia are taught to fight," she hissed out a breath and eyed me.

	I gulped softly, staring at her figure. She could be the most beautiful thing in existence and she terrified me in a way Calistia never had.

	"Very well, Samuel, husband, get in position."

	Blinking in my shock, I barely registered her movement, before Lara moved. Rolling frantically across the ground, I sprung to all fours. Ignoring the twinge in my side from Bella's kick earlier, I watched Lara intensely. She smiled softly at me, before flicking out her serpentine tongue, tasting the air. It was also a distraction as her tail whipped around to hit me from the side. Being hyper-vigilant as I was, I saw it coming and sprung upwards before impact. Unfortunately, that was exactly what she wanted as she lunged towards me while I was in mid air. Her forearm swung around, and I brought up my own to take the impact. Her blow knocked me through the air, but I used the momentum to bring myself around. Landing on all fours, I slid for a moment, before darting in to close the gap. Her tail swung around a second time, but I dived over it, rather than straight up. As I did, I twisted and jinked as I landed, narrowly avoiding her top half as she swung overhead.

	Leaping under her, I spun around, before springing at her exposed back. But she must have been expecting it as she twisted her torso around avoiding me. To make matters worse, her tail flicked up, clipping my shoulder and sending me spinning to the ground in a heap. Picking myself up, I let out a low growl of anger. Her soft smile only infuriated me more. I'd taken down a plains troll on my first day, I wasn't about to be put down by some serpent bitch. Not now when I had to fight some fucking bear thing the next day.

	With a snarl, I raced directly for her. She smirked at me, before rolling her elongated body to flick her tail at me once again. This time, as it came into my peripherals, I leaped with it. Catching the edge of her scales with my claws, I allowed for the sweep of her tail to lift me from the ground. Her confident expression shifted as I came off the ground with her tail and it fell into shock as I leaped. Sailing through the air with the momentum of her tail, I reached out with my claws, determined to catch her in my claws. Lunging to the side at the last moment, I left a duo of small cuts across her cheek and neck, before landing on the ground. Spinning around, I dodged as her tail came straight down as if to crush me. The heavy thump of her body filled my ears as she let out an angry hiss.

	"You DARE!" She snarled furiously.

	I got a glimpse of her expression and knew I was now in trouble. The red streaks on her face only slightly bled. But from the lack of scars elsewhere on her body, I realised this was a woman who'd probably never lost a fight.

	With a human-like scream, she coiled her snake half under her. Then in a flash, she pushed off, leaping directly at me, similar to a snake making a strike. I narrowly dodged her initial strike, but her flailing tail caught me in the middle, knocking the wind out of me as I tumbled across the grass. I could hear Calistia and Bella yelling, trying to call off the fight. But Lara wasn't listening. She turned her furious expression to me as the narrow slits of her eyes locked onto my form. As she coiled up for a second lunge, I rushed towards her. Opening her arms, she released her strength and launched towards me. The moment she moved, I twisted to one side, causing her to try and follow mid lunge. This had the effect of sending her tail, spinning widely and safely, off to one side in a partial arc.

	Changing my own direction, I leaped towards her. Her furious expression shifted to shock, as the momentum of her swinging tail yanked taut. As it did, it yanked her off balance, right as I sunk my claws into her shoulders. Without a moment to hesitate, I did the only thing I could think of. Biting down either side of her throat, Lara began to thrash. At first, her hands came up, grabbing my body, limbs and tail as she tried to pull me free. As she fought, I closed my eyes and ignored the sweetness of her blood. Her hands thumped awkwardly into my sides, and while it hurt, it did little to dislodge me.

	The last thing she did was bring her tail up and attempt to coil and pull me free that way. But with my jaws locked around her throat, she couldn't dislodge me without tearing out her own throat. In the end, without a knife, she did what the plains troll did, and collapsed on the ground. This time, I just waited until she stopped struggling, before releasing and springing away.

	Her sharp gasp eased my fears as I watched her roll over onto her stomach. Her hair was a complete mess as it cascaded around her face and onto the ground. She sucked in great lungfuls of air, before vomiting slightly. She wiped at her mouth with the back of her hand, before her head lifted. She stared at me, like a scared kitten through the tangled mess of her hair. I held her gaze, wanting to make sure she wasn't about to try and kill me again. I know I'd scratched her and I'd apologise for it later, but for now, I needed to know she wasn't going to kill me.

	Stepping closer, I offered my hand, "Are you okay?"

	"I..." She huffed in a croaky voice. Grimacing, she lowered her gaze and nodded her head.

	"Bella," I called to my shocked holstaur. "Please give her some milk."

	Bella nodded slowly, before catching Calistia's eye. She on the other hand looked thoughtful as she glanced between us. Calistia moved up and gently prodded me along to give them space.

	"I probably should have asked already, but won't this constitute an assault?"

	Calistia shook her head, "No, this was an agreed duel. If you killed her maybe, but as it stands, this was legal." We sat and watched as Bella rather forcefully pressed one of har large nipples into the lamia's mouth. "If you'd agreed to fight me, I wouldn't have been arrested." She placed her hand atop my head and rubbed my ears, earning her a soft purr. "But I have no doubt I'd still have ended up as your wife."

	Blinking away the delirium her pats introduced, I looked up at her, "What do you mean?"

	She flashed a small smile without looking at me. "I'm not sure I could have killed you, but I know you wouldn't have killed me."

	I looked back at the lamia, feeding from our largest wife and nodded my head. "No, I wouldn't have. Is there a way I can spare Ben?"

	Calistia sighed and shook her head.

	"No, there is not," a familiar voice said behind us.

	Turning around, I frowned seeing Mellissa approach. She was alone and looked, if anything, a bit troubled.

	"What do you want?" I asked, firmly, but without malice.

	"I want to offer you an apology," she said softly, lowering her gaze for a brief moment. "My grandfather spoke highly of you. Like you were the answer to our problems in this world." She sighed softly, "I didn't believe him at first. But when you and Bella left to find what happened to them. The council couldn't come to a decision about what we should do. Ben wanted to fight, I wanted to wait, Greta wanted to flee."

	I shrugged, "I wanted my wife back."

	This time she smiled softly, "Indeed. And that's why I came to apologise. The council spends so much time bickering, we often see every action as a political move. Some outsider coming in, gaining prestige, followers, surrounding themselves with powerful allies. You can see how that would look."

	I nodded, "It doesn't change much though. I work for Bast, she's already said she'll support me any way she can. I have little interest in the politics of this place."

	"Which is why you're perfect," she smiled softly. "Tomorrow, you will duel with Ben. But there was one thing not discussed. There is no prize for your victory. His was forfeit by our own laws, but he has offered no prize should you best him."

	"I don't want to be on the council," I shook my head.

	Mellisa smiled, "No, but Ben would do anything to retain his position. I nominate you as our Arbiter. As Arbiter, you will be the tip of the spear of our society. The day to day runnings of things will still come to the council as it always has. But matters of importance, military, diplomacy and the will of the gods. That will fall to you." She smiled, knowing she had my attention. "Stake your claim for Arbiter tomorrow. I will back you, so will Philip. Offer it to Ben as a price for his surrender, rather than his death. He can save face, his life and his position in the face of a loss, while you gain the power to shape us as you and your god sees fit."

	"Accept, husband."

	Glancing at Calistia, her expression was hard, but determined. Looking back at Mellissa, who had schooled her expression, I nodded my head. "I'll do it."

	"Excellent," Mellisa smiled. "Now, if you excuse me, I have some leverage to apply."

	Cocking my eyebrow, she turned and left without another word, passing Maria on her way back to the mountain entrance.

	"Husband!" She waved, seeing us watching her. She ran over as quickly as her short legs would carry her.

	I couldn't help the smile that broke across my face as she ran into my arms. Clutching her tightly, I spun her around, grinning at her delighted laugh. Putting her on the ground, I lightly touched the side of her face for the swelling. But aside from the pink scab of the cut, she was almost back to normal. Bella's milk really was something else. What should take days, barely took hours.

	"Hello my love," I whispered, before kissing her softly.

	Maria practically melted into my arms as I held her for a few moments. But she must have remembered the reason she came as she pushed away with a smile. "Come, I have found a new home for us."

	"For all of us?" Bella asked, reattaching her top.

	Maria nodded, "Even room for you, Lara."

	I glanced at the still slightly dishevelled lamia and saw her nod. With that settled, Maria took me by the hand and I followed beside her. She led us down into the dwarven mine and in the same general direction as the living quarters. Only this time, as we passed through, I could feel all the eyes. It seemed like the entire population of the town knew who I was. But from the bows I received from some of the skinnier members, I wondered how many were ones I'd freed the day before. Ignoring it as best I could, Maria turned us down a mostly disused hallway. Disused as it may be, narrow it wasn't. It opened up into a large hall, similar to where we trained. Only, unlike that, this seemed more...

	"A temple, yes," Bast mumbled softly.

	The main room was long, wide and extremely tall. There were large, decorative pillars every few metres. Doors were everywhere along the walls that told me there was plenty of space. But that wasn't what made me smile. It was all the faces. Whoever hadn't been out in the main area as I came in, was here. Slaves of every race, type and size, stopped and took in the sight of me. Most were around my height, but many were taller as well. I could see the light feathers of the owl woman as she sat on a bench against the wall. The small mouse girl was with her. Carl and his... children were in the middle of the room. As he spotted me, the big man smiled, before moving to bow. Before I could tell him it was fine, everyone in the room quickly mimicked the action.

	"They honour you," Maria said softly.

	"Husband, if you become the Arbiter, these people will truly become your people," Calistia said softly.

	"This is getting weird," I said softly.

	"Get used to it," Bast giggled softly.

	I glanced around looking for her, but like usual she didn't show up in front of people. Shaking my head, I urged Maria on. She smiled and we started moving into the temple. The crowd parted around us as we moved. There were small whispers of thanks coming from every direction. Tears fell and more than one person reached out to touch my shoulder as we passed. At the rear of the temple was a set of old doors. Maria grinned as she pushed them open and led us inside. The room was huge. A large raised slab of round stone was set in the middle. It was covered in large cushions, blankets and furs. Behind that, was a large stone bath. The rest of the room was filled with good quality, hardwood furniture. A dining set, a set of shelves and even a small library.

	"There'sss only one bed," Lara said, slithering into the room.

	I frowned for a moment, before Maria smiled softly. "Yes, you'll have to share with us. You'd have to eventually as the weather cools. Once you lose the morning sun, you'll need some way to keep warm."

	Her reptilian eyes glanced at Maria, to me and back. But she nodded her head and moved further into the room.

	"Maria," I said softly, squeezing her hand.

	She shook her head quickly, "No husband, it's for the best. She's sworn to me so she'll never be far away."

	"Samuel beat her in single combat," Calistia said softly.

	Maria froze, before smiling slightly, "Very good, husband."

	Shaking my head slightly, I moved away and checked out the room. It really was large, and while I seemed to have a few wives. I still felt uncomfortable taking quite this much room. Right up until I felt a presence fall into step beside me.

	"I know I said I'd support your decisions, but I have to admit, I'm not liking your attitude," Bast said softly.

	I paused, before glancing around the room. Each of my wives were staring in shock, except Maria, who curtseyed quickly.

	"She's a peach," Bast smiled, twiddling her fingers at my lovely goblin. "Now, do you have to pick fights wherever you go? I pictured you annoying a few people, then holing up in a place like this and providing a measure of safety for my followers."

	Smiling I nodded my head, "I'm sorry I'm not quite what you expected. I plan on doing exactly that, but I need to be in a position of power first."

	"And how is running around attacking towns going to achieve that?"

	I smiled, "Humans aren't all that. They aren't the biggest, they aren't the toughest, they certainly aren't the smartest. They're just adaptable. And once they figure out that creatures, who are naturally faster, stronger and more vicious than they are, are coming for their slaves," I shrugged. "They'll have to adapt."

	"And what if they band together?Hmmm?" Bast sighed.

	I cocked an eyebrow and earned myself a small scowl. It was cute, and she clearly heard my thoughts as she smiled despite herself. "This is a mine, with a single entrance, and we have a troll. The farm up top can support us and we collect water from the mountain. What are they gonna do, siege us until they're old and grey?"

	Bast sighed, before cupping my face in her hand. "You're doing good here Samuel. I respect you for that." The absolute last thing I expected was for her to lean forward and peck my lips with her own. There was an electric jump between us, before she leaned back and smiled. "Now, I'm the goddess of fertility, and so far you have 4 wives, and only one of them is pregnant."

	I gulped for a moment, before frowning and checking the room. There were four women in this room other than her, and I wasn't entirely sure who she was referring to. But her soft giggle as she vanished from sight made it kinda obvious. Even as Lara, blushing fiercely, didn't correct the statement. I looked from Lara, to Maria and back. The lamia shifted uncomfortably.

	"Am... Am I not to your liking?" She asked softly.

	I just shook my head for a moment, "I'm more wondering what I missed, when you became my wife?"

	Lara's scales hissed as she slid across the stone floor to move before me as I stood stock still. It was then as she stared at me, I noticed the slight scars on her otherwise flawless face, where I'd scratched her. Reaching up, she fiddled with the cloth sheet bound around her breasts. A moment later, my nervousness of her approach shifted as her large breasts swung into view, as the fabric fell away.

	"You defeated me in sssingle combat," she hissed softly. "My oath to your wife isss ssstill in placcce, but... You have proven to not only be ssstronger, but you ssspared my life when you didn't have to." I gaped as the leather skirt fell away, showing a human-like set of labia right in the crease where her scales met skin. "You own me."

	Blinking, I heard those words and recoiled slightly, "I don't own anyone, Lara."

	"Husband, this is different," Maria said, stepping up beside me. She took my hand and stared into my eyes, making sure she had my attention. "Her kind has much honour. If you cast her aside, it is a death sentence."

	"I don't want a slave, Maria." Shaking my head, I looked at Lara, who clutched her hands before her while staring at the floor. "I want you to have free will, to do as you please."

	She seemed to freeze, before looking up at me in confusion. "I... I don't underssstand... I thought, you'd sssee me like thisss and-"

	I snarled, a sharp feline snarl, cutting her off and making her flinch. "I am not some animal that goes around sticking his dick in every available hole! I love Maria. I love her so much I attacked a town and broke out hundreds of slaves in the process. Bella, the wonderful, kind hearted woman she is, is just about impossible not to love. Calistia," I glared at my chitinous, green wife for a moment. "Calistia is far softer inside than she'll ever admit, and I look forward to discovering how lovely a creature she really is." I turned my attention back to the naked lamia before me. "And you, what. I beat you up, nearly kill you, and now you're my wife? How the fuck does that work?"

	Lara trembled and raised herself up on her tail. Staring down at me with a level of grace and conviction that made me think she was far more than she let on, Lara took a deep breath.

	"My people are proud warriorsss. Ssstrength above all elssse. Warriorsss, both men and women, fight for choiccce partnersss. I have never been besssted since childhood. The only reassson I wasss in that cage wasss becaussse a coward poisssoned me. And for the firssst time in my life, I believed I had found sssomeone worthy of me, and you wish to cassst me assside?"

	Sighing, I shook my head. "I didn't free you, to take you as a slave."

	"You didn't save me from the troll, to take me as a slave," Maria said softly.

	"You didn't spare me from execution, to keep me as a slave," Calistia chimed in, stepping close.

	Bella clomped over, catching my attention but she just smiled at me. "I just wanted to pet you, cuddle you and feed you milk. But, when you were so nice to us..." She rubbed her hoof into the floor. "And you have a really nice looking dick."

	I blushed as Maria giggled and Calistia sighed. "Come on sisters, these two have some things to talk about."

	And like that, I collected a kiss from each of them, including a blushing Calistia as they left the room, leaving me with Lara.

	"I'm not asking for you to keep me as a ssslave, Sssamuel," she said softly. "Honour dictatesss that you own me. But I'd much rather be treated as a warrior, asss an equal."

	Nodding, "You want this though? It's actually what you want?"

	She smiled softly, "Not exssactly. I don't know if we're compatible for children-"

	"You are," Bast cut in softly.

	"Anything else?" I asked.

	Lara blushed, "I'm sure we'll work it out."

	Turning her torso, she slid along the stone floor towards the bed. Lowering herself, she pushed up between a pair of cushions. I stared in amazement as she curled herself around,creating a series of coils, where it looked suspiciously like it was either for me to sit, or for her to constrict me. But her small smile and a pat of her scales had me climb up onto the bed. Careful of my claws, I climbed the coils of her long body, before settling myself in the centre. She shifted slightly to support me and brought her torso down to eye level.

	"Could you love me, Sssamuel?"

	I stared into her reptilian eyes, and as alien as they were to me, I couldn't help but recognise hope. Despite this woman's ferocity, she really did just want someone to love her. Someone to treat her as an equal. Reaching up, I cupped the back of her head with my paw and pulled her closer. As our lips met, she hissed softly, flicking her long narrow tongue into my mouth. It was an odd sensation, even more so when I felt the sharp fangs in her mouth as I returned the favour. Doing that, however, seemed to spur her on, as she pressed her torso into my own.

	"Pleassse, husssband," she whined softly. "Pleassse claim me."

	I sighed, before grabbing the knot for the loincloth and slowly pulled the fabric away. Lara smiled, grabbing lightly, and without a lot of skill at my sheath. I'm a little ashamed to admit, but her inexperience was a bit of a turn on as she rubbed me gently.

	"It'sss coming out," she said, running her hands over the sheath.

	"I'll only come out part way on it's own," I told her. "It needs help to come out fully.

	No sooner had I said that, than she, in all her eagerness, pushed a small portion of my cock out. She gently rubbed the tip for a moment, before raising herself. Angling the head of my cock back, she lined it up with her pussy and I watched the erotic sight of my cock spearing into her depths.

	"Ohhhhh," she moaned as she settled herself against me. "Is that it? It's nice," she said quickly.

	I gently took her by the hips as I kissed her. Then, quickly and suddenly, I pushed her down, while thrusting up to get the angle right. And as my entire cock unsheathed itself inside her, Lara went rigid.

	"Now I'm fully inside you," I whispered.

	Lara gasped softly and rocked back and forth. I enjoyed the friction of her slick walls sliding along my length. She obviously did too as she started speeding up.

	"Ohhhh," she whined, "husssband."

	As her pussy contracted over my cock, I could feel bands of muscle rolling down the length of my cock. Like her orgasm was designed to produce my own, I felt myself swell inside her as I started to come. Gripping her tightly, I rode out my pleasure, as her pussy milked me along. With Lara pressed so tightly against me, I kissed her, before realising that while she was a large creature. Her torso wasn't that much larger than my own. If she had legs, she'd only be a little taller than me.

	"Oh, husssband," she kissed me softly. "When can we do that again?"

	I grinned as she tried to lift herself off, before noticing I'd tied us together. "Should have mentioned it before we started. The first time it swells, the second it deflates. I think it's Basts' idea so after I fill you up, I'm forced to work it deep inside you, before filling you up a second time for good measure."

	Lara smiled and blushed, "She isss the goddesss of fertility."

	I just groaned softly as Lara began rocking her body against me.

	


Chapter 10 - 40524

	The remainder of the evening had gone pretty much how they usually did. Only with more wives. Maria, Bella and Calistia all came back after a few hours. By then, Lara was testing my endurance for the fourth time. It really did seem like I had to cum twice for my cock to deflate and Lara seemed eager to take what she wanted. Not that I was complaining.

	But with the return of the others, we were forced to hurry things along, before moving out for a meal. I expected to head to the dining hall, but was surprised as I stepped out of our rooms, to see meals being prepared in the temple itself. There were several dryads bringing down baskets of fruit and vegetables. Others were bringing large cuts of meat and a fire had been set in a recessed section against the wall. I worried about the possibility of carbon monoxide poisoning, but I noticed the smoke seemed to seep through cracks in the ceiling. The night had been spent sitting around and chatting quietly as... The people who were apparently my followers, prepared our meals. I wasn't sure if they were actually following me or if they were just glad to be out of those cages. But all seemed to show me a level of respect that made me uncomfortable. In the end, we retired early, as I wanted to be well awake and ready for the following noon.

	It was an odd sensation that snapped me out of my dreamless sleep. It was as good as it was uncomfortable. I could feel a soft tongue moving along my cock, followed by awkward pressure and almost the feeling of teeth. Shifting slightly, the mouth moved away and I blinked as I felt whoever it was, throw their weight over me. Blinking to clear my eyes, I caught sight of bright green chitin dangling above me.

	"Calistia?" I groaned, rubbing my eyes.

	But I didn't get any further, as I felt a warm, soft fleshy tunnel slide down over my cock. Groaning, I blinked a few times, trying to clear my vision as she lifted up and lowered herself a few times.

	"It's so good," she said softly.

	I smiled for a moment, before I felt something tap the fur on my stomach. Reaching down, I touched the small droplet of liquid, and felt another hit the back of my paw.

	"Calisita?" I groaned, sitting up. Taking her in my arms, I felt her trembling as she silently shed tears into my fur. "You don't have to do this," I said, squeezing her gently.

	She wrapped her arms around my shoulders, while a set of her legs wrapped themselves around my waist. Clutching me tightly to herself, she raised and lowered herself using her rearmost legs as leverage on our large bed.

	"I didn't know it would be like this," she sniffed.

	Pulling away slightly, I reached up and took her face gently in my paws. She stared back at me with big puffy eyes. They were tinged the same shade of purple as her flesh beneath the chitin.

	"Talk to me, please?" I asked. "I don't want you to regret anything."

	This time she smiled, despite the tears rolling down her cheeks. "I have no regrets," she said softly. "The only other time I have been intimate with a man, caused me great pain. But now," she smiled brightly. "This feels wonderful," she moaned softly.

	"And that's how it is supposed to be," Bast said, appearing behind her.

	I blinked in shock as she pulled Calistia back against her chest and held her there.

	"Thank you, my goddess," Calistia said softly, still slowly impaling herself over and over again on my cock.

	"There is no need to thank me, dear," Bast smiled. "Samuel's actions are his own. I merely brought him to this place. I had no idea you would love him so."

	"Thank you," Calistia breathed out again, before starting to tremble.

	I could feel her limbs twitching where she still held me and I realised she was cumming silently. This hard, dangerous, scowling woman who glared at everyone and everything that got in her way. And here she was, blissfully riding my cock through an orgasm, in some of the gentlest sex I'd ever had.

	"Don't let go of him," Bast said.

	Calistia nodded, despite having her eyes screwed up tightly and her legs gripped me firmly. Bast slid backward, pulling Calistia onto her back, with me on top. From my position above, I was able to set a gentle rhythm. I made slow love to her as Bast whispered encouragement in Calistia's ears. Calistia for that matter, twitched and writhed in ecstasy as I slowly slid my cock in and out of her. I recalled her words about being gentle with her, but this was such a unique experience. Maria was fun and wasn't shy about initiating or asking for sex in any way. Lara seemed to be a bit of a glutton, wanting nothing more than to fuck and be fucked for hours on end. I hadn't been with Bella yet, but Calistia, my slightly terrifying, slightly murderous wife, liked it slow and gentle.

	"Samuel," Bast caught my attention. "She will need space to lay her eggs in a few weeks. In that time, you will be the only one able to approach her."

	"Oh!" Calistia started cumming again, "Thank you!" She squealed softly.

	Bast smiled down at the mantid, before leaning in and kissing her softly. The sight of both women kissing set me off and I fired my seed deep inside her, even as my cock swelled to lock me in place. Calistia made a series of high pitched noises as I came, but they were muffled by Basts lips. As I came down from my own orgasm, Bast sat up, before sliding her hand down to where Calistia's womb would have been if she were human. I watched in awe as Bast's hand glowed softly, radiating warmth and light through Calistia's body, and through my cock still trapped inside her.

	"There now, all better," Bast smiled. "Your children will be strong, and beautiful."

	Calistia squeaked as she clutched her face with her hands and trembled.

	"I can't help but wonder if one of the gods influenced the exact timing of your arrival," Bast said softly. "This all seems too coincidental."

	"Didn't you bring me here?" I asked, leaning myself down on Calistia as she hugged me tightly.

	"You were the who, I am the what, but the when, how and most importantly why, are still very much up in the air," Bast smiled, before vanishing.

	"Samuel, husband?" Calistia whispered softly.

	Looking up at her, I smiled at the expression on her face, even as Bella shifted to snuggle up beside her sister wife.

	"I need to finish twice, before the knot goes down."

	Calistia grinned widely, before rocking her hips against me. I smiled as Bella claimed her lips and Maria's hands started rubbing my shoulders.

	Hours later, we were fed and heading for the farms. It was the only place large enough to house my duel with Ben. And not that I was particularly surprised, but I had a following of people walking with me. Not only my wives, but it seemed the entire contents of the temple, plus a few. My right hand was even occupied by that of the small mouse girl. She seemed to be rather taken with me, despite seeming to be under the care of the owl woman.

	"His reach is wide, but his legs are short," she said from beside the girl as she held her other hand.

	Sighing, I glanced at the beautiful owl woman. "Who are you?"

	She smiled softly, "I am who I am."

	"And who is that? You arrive, give me a tip to find Maria, I'm assuming it was you that dropped my punching gauntlets, then you and a flock of your kind help get the injured slaves over the wall. You yourself are injured, and they all just leave you with us... Forgive me, but I'd like a bit more of an answer."

	She smiled wider this time, "I believe your goddess would call my kind, the when. But you may call me Stella."

	Sighing, I shook my head, "Well, Stella. Is there a reason, so many of you have names I recognise back from my life on earth?"

	Stella giggled and covered her mouth with her winged hand. As far as I could tell, she had three fingers exposed in order to grab things. And the last two, her ring and pinky, made up the structure of her wings. She probably couldn't play piano, but she'd spoon fed the child her breakfast.

	"Why indeed?"

	Shaking my head, I ignored her laughing along with the girls as we moved into the sunlight. The day was warm, but the breeze was cool, which told me winter was closing in. But none of that was important, what was important, was the group of individuals in a clearing ahead. Off to one side of the training course I climbed trees in, was Ben and the other Elders. They had with them, a small group of people, while spectators stood around in a wide circle. As our group met with those waiting, they spread out to give us more room. Stella, the girl and my wives stayed by my side as the crowd organised. What I wasn't expecting was for the very earth to rumble, as Carl slowly erupted from the ground. His large form broke the surface as he hauled himself out. The dryads closest to me pointed and chattered quickly with one another, clearly excited by his arrival. I smirked as Kurt and Meep separated from him, but instantly became uncomfortable as Meep locked eyes with me and suddenly became bashful. The last thing I needed was another wife. I had enough as it was.

	But with their arrival, the crowd grew quiet and I stepped forward.

	"Samuel, you have answered the summons for this duel. Your bravery will be noted in the annals," Mellisa called for the benefit of the crowds. "Do you fully understand why you are here?"

	Nodding, I grinned. "I'm here, because someone challenged me to a duel, after a jealous fit over several women."

	As several members of the crowd snickered, I swore Mellisa's lip twitch as she schooled her expression hard. Ben on the other hand glared at me. The Other Eldars just looked uncomfortable.

	"Unfortunately, I have no stake in this wager. I am perfectly happy to leave with my wives, who have already made it clear they will not accept this man as their husband," I called to the crowd. "So, I ask that, to spare Ben's death, he accepts my right to be Arbiter. If he casts his vote in my favour, I will spare his life in the event that I best him in this duel. And as Arbiter, I will vote for him to keep his position as Eldar."

	Mellisa smiled openly this time, "I agree, all those in favour, say I!"

	With five living Eldars, I would need three to secure the vote. Mellisa made one, Ben, if he agreed would be a second, all we needed was a third.

	"Never," Elastacia snapped. "I will not see some upstart newcomer, control what we have created."

	"Ye didn't create shite!" A firm voice yelled. Turning, I spotted the dwarf I'd released. I had hoped that he had come with us, but this was the first I'd seen of him. "My grandpappy helped flatten this very ground and I played here as a babe. You're merely occupying it!"

	"Be that as it may," Elastacia continued. "These are our people, our laws and now our land.

	"Aye," Greta said softly.

	Elastacia froze, before lowering her gaze. You could almost see the fury radiating from her.

	"Aye," Phillip chimed in quietly.

	Ben whirled around, staring at the only other male Eldar. That was three people who voted for me already. Nodding his head he turned back to me, "I suppose that doesn't matter now."

	Nodding my head I took a deep breath. "I'd still like your answer."

	Ben growled, showing his teeth, but shook his head. "You have your votes, I have my honour."

	"Father!" A young woman cried, stepped out of the crowd.

	"I have spoken," He lowered his eyes, not looking at her.

	"Father please!" She was his height and shared many of his features. But she was definitely all woman. Turning away from her father, she raced to me and threw herself at my feet, "Please! Spare my father!"

	"Jacinta-"

	"I offer myself for his life!" She cried.

	Looking up, I saw Ben's face, twisted with rage. It was one thing that I had absconded with Bella, Calistia and Maria in his eyes. But with his daughter offering herself like this, he was practically frothing at the mouth. Looking down at the young woman, still on the ground, I bent, touching her shoulder. At my touch, she looked up, with a fearful expression.

	"I will do what I can."

	She nodded as tears collected in her eyes, "Please?"

	Smiling thinly, I moved around her and approached Ben, who glared at me with hate in his eyes. "How do we begin?"

	"You may not leave the area. Combat is empty hands only. Victor is decided due to death or incapacitation."

	"Fine-"

	"Get on with it!" Ben growled.

	With a sigh, I moved back to a comfortable distance, before nodding my readiness at Mellisa.

	"Begin!"

	Ben practically exploded into action. He was several metres away, but closed the gap in a bare moment. Diving sideways, he also showed he wasn't very nimble. The man was large, strong and fast, but I was far more evasive. Skidding to a halt, he spun on the spot, before literally leaping at me. This time I rolled forward, sliding under his legs before he had the opportunity to crush me. Spinning on the spot, I leaped high into the air, much higher than he expected. As he spun around, not seeing me, I had the perfect opportunity to land on his back. Slamming my claws into his shoulder, I bit deeply into the back of his arm, aiming to jam my teeth into the socket of his shoulder.

	Letting out a roar of pain and fury, Ben lashed out for me. But he didn't seem to have the reach to grab me with his bulk getting in the way. I clung as I shifted my bite, damaging the muscle and hopefully the tendon in his shoulder. I wanted him disabled and only hoped that Bella's milk could heal him. Either way, he had claws and was determined to kill me, even if it killed him in the process, so simply going for his throat wasn't the best idea.

	As I took another bite, severing even more muscle, Ben screamed and threw himself on the ground. Worried about being crushed, I released him, springing away and landing nearby. Ben rolled onto all fours and glared at me. His arm still worked, but I detected a slight tremble that told me I'd hit something in there.

	"I'll kill you!" He growled.

	Launching himself with all fours, I dived sideways. But his arms were far longer than mine, and at such a close range, his claws dug furrows across the side of my ribs. I fell limp as his claws raked my body, allowing myself to roll with the impact. But the gashes were still deep and extremely painful. Hitting the ground, I rolled and got my feet back under me again. Standing, I had a bare moment to check the bleeding on my wounds, before Ben threw himself at me.

	This time, I went over him, landing a little to one side, but behind him as he whirled around, far too close for my liking. But perfect for what I had planned. Ben, seeing me so close, whirled around, aiming to tear me in half with his massive hands. But I ducked the blow at the last second, instead catching his wrist with my claws. I knew I only had a moment and even then it was risky. Leaping with his swing, I held onto his arm, before biting firmly into the tendons of his wrist. Ben roared in fury as I felt several pops beneath my jaw and immediately released my grip before he could grab me. Unfortunately, as I landed, he swung up his leg, hitting me in the side of the face and knocking me flying. As I hit the ground, I rolled several times, but couldn't right myself while in motion.

	Sitting up, I watched two Ben's drive their foot into my stomach, sending me through the air, to a chorus of fearful cries. I felt sharp pain, stabbing me everywhere as I landed in a heap. I could taste blood and it hurt to take more than the tiniest breath of air. I knew I had broken ribs and this was not an ideal situation. A crushing force closed over my neck and gravity shifted as Ben hauled me into the air with one hand. Lifting the other, he tried to make a fist, but his fingers weren't working properly. With a snarl, he swung me back as if to throw me a great distance. In a last ditch effort to save myself, I slammed my claws into his forearm. Refusing to stop, he swung me and released, only for my weight to carry through. Which was extremely bad for him, as his shoulder popped and fell limp.

	Dropping to the ground, I staggered away as Ben roared in pain once again. Keeping him in front of me, I could see the drop in his shoulder and knew it was dislocated. With one arm out, and his other hand disabled, I was in a much better position, even as I coughed up a lung full of blood. I just needed this to end sooner rather than later. Staggering towards him, Ben swung his leg at me. But with his arm flailing, he got his balance wrong and his leg went wide. That gave me the opportunity to dive underneath and bite deeply into his ankle. Crying out, he fell flat on his back with a heavy thump. Jumping onto his chest, his working arm swung up to knock me away, but I caught his arm and hung on with all four claws.

	"Get off you little, furry fucker!" Ben snarled.

	"Surrender!" I croaked.

	Ben scoffed, "You're bleeding internally, I just have to outlast you."

	Shaking me firmly, I let go with my hands, but held on with the claws on my feet. Swinging wildly for a moment, my momentum carried me up, where I released. He tossed me in the air and arched his head back to keep an eye on me. Which was perfect as I landed practically teeth first around his throat. It was odd, knowing how dangerous this really was, and how often I'd done it.

	Biting firmly, Ben managed to get out a shocked squeak, before I tensed my jaws and cut off his air. His limp hand slapped into my side, jarring my already broken ribs, but as I screamed my own agony, that only made me bite harder. His skin split, and while his blood wasn't foul, it wasn't the sweet nectar of Maria's blood, but it tickled the predator inside me. Flailing about, Ben rolled sharply, tossing me on the ground. But I moved with his momentum and coiled my body under his chin as much as possible. Despite his only working arm, slamming repeatedly into my ribs, he couldn't use his weight to his advantage without slamming his own head into the ground. Snarling, I bit as hard as I could and felt him starting to go limp.

	"Father!" Jacinta screamed.

	But the large man refused to stop. Beating and thrashing awkwardly. His powerful blows, becoming more random, with less strength and accuracy. His blows started missing entirely as his forearm brushed against my back and shoulders.

	"Father please?!" She begged.

	I opened my eyes, locking my face on her terrified one.

	"Please?!"

	I concentrated on the feeling of Ben's blood pumping. I could feel the slight pulse through his neck and it was starting to slow. But still he shook and tried to fight. I couldn't help but feel bad for the young woman, who stared at us in horror. And finally he stopped. The only clue was the sudden relaxation. The man was all muscle, tense, ready and hard. But the moment his heart slowed to a stop, he fell entirely limp. Closing my eyes in a quick prayer, I released his throat. Sitting up, I looked at Mellisa as Jacinta collapsed on the ground in horror clutching her face as tears rolled down her cheeks.

	"I declare Samuel the winner," Mellisa said softly.

	Turning back to Ben, I remembered my first aid training. Considering my size, versus his size, I went all out. Sucking in as much air as I could, I raised myself up and brought both fists down in the centre of his chest.

	THUMP!

	Raising myself up a second time, I repeated the action.

	THUMP!

	Someone stepped in to stop me, but I hissed and slashed my claws at them, before raising my fists once again.

	THUMP!

	"Samuel!" Someone called out.

	THUMP!

	"Samuel, stop!" Another voice, this even more familiar to me.

	THUMP!

	"He's dead, you can stop!" The first voice called.

	THUMP!

	"Leave him alone!" Jacinta cried.

	As I brought my fists down with a final thump, Jacinta tackled me. Pinning me to the ground, she screamed in rage as Bella rushed in to pry her off me. But I just layed there as I heard a series of heavy coughs.

	"Father!" Jacinta cried, darting back out of view.

	I laid there on the ground as my lovely wives crowded around. Maria was in the forefront. She frowned fiercely as she pressed all the tender spots on my body. I couldn't help but let out small groans of pain as my vision went dark.

	


Chapter 11 - 44245

	Waking with a snort, I groaned. I could taste Bella's milk on my lips, but I couldn't see or move very well. One of my arms was splinted straight and had an ache to it. But the other worked well enough to pat around and tell me I was bandaged heavily. One of my eyes was covered in thick padding and my head thumped painfully. Groaning, I tried to sit up, only for a soft hand to press me back into the bed.

	"You almost died on me," Bast said softly.

	"Sorry, that wasn't part of the plan."

	Bast chuckled, despite her evident warning. "What am I going to do with you, Samuel?"

	I laid there for a moment and grinned, "We'd make beautiful babies."

	I groaned as I laughed when she slapped my shoulder. "Be that as it may!" Bast growled softly. "I can't have you off and killing yourself, on some hair brained quest!"

	"Isn't that why you brought me here? Because I did something dumb that got me killed, because it was the right thing to do?"

	This time Bast sighed. I felt her arms come up around me as she cuddled up against my side. "Would you take more care, if I paid you a little more attention."

	Turning my head, I looked at the gorgeous catgirl beside me. She smiled toothily at me as I imagined in great detail what it would be like if I slid myself deep inside her.

	"Why is it, you can act this way around me, but a perfectly willing goblin girl gets you all up in a tiff?"

	"Two reasons," I smiled. "Firstly, I want a willing partner, not some slave girl or someone who believes it's my right to have them. I want a partner who genuinely wants me for me, not for honour or some sense of duty."

	"Well that's an odd way to put it," Bast chuckled. "You're forgetting that sexual partners, even between a master and slave, must be willing in this society."

	"And that's another thing, I thought you hated slavery? That's why I freed a bunch, and yet, Maria, Lara, and now probably Jacinta are all either offering themselves to me, or being outright given to me!"

	Bast sighed, "It's complicated. There is a line I won't cross. There's a societal element. If you find a stranger and put a collar on them, you're a slaver. If you save their life and they owe you, it's a life debt. It essentially means the same thing. But one is carried out maliciously, and the other is carried out usually for love. In any case, a malicious owner may abuse their slave, whereas someone in your position." Bast smiled, "You made them your wives."

	"I can't argue with that, I suppose."

	"And the second?"

	"Second what?" I asked.

	"Your second reason," Bast giggled.

	I rolled my eyes, she knew exactly what I was going to say. "You literally gave me a dick, that locks me inside a woman until I cum twice. If you weren't interested, you wouldn't have put so much effort into it."

	Bast grinned at me, "Maybe one day, I'll have to find out."

	Before I could respond, the door opened. As Jacinta walked in, Bast vanished without the bear girl noticing. Like her father, she was tall, covered in hair and well built. But unlike her father, who was a block of uninspired muscle with knuckles that dragged on the ground, Jacinta stood tall with more human proportions. Even if she was a little rounder in the frame. Noticing me staring at her, she paused, before coming closer.

	"I..." She paused again. "I love my father very much. He's all I have, since my mother died."

	"He lived then," I nodded.

	Jacinta sniffed and wiped away a tear, "Yes, he did. And he's so very angry with me." She pulled a small knife from the sleeve on her top and waved it awkwardly. "He won't accept me back into his life, while you live."

	I watched as she nervously approached. She even stumbled slightly after catching her foot on the floor. "So, you're going to kill me?"

	"Yes," Jacinta nodded. "For my father."

	I nodded and layed back on the bed to get comfortable. "What then?"

	"I... I get to go home. Father will love me again!"

	"Maybe," I shrugged my shoulders, despite the painful twinge. "Maybe not."

	"What's that supposed to mean?"

	I smiled softly at her. If she really wanted to kill me, she'd have done it already. I was in no fit state to defend myself. "I'm the Arbiter, champion of the Goddess Bast. The man you swore to yourself, if I spared your father's life."

	"B-but you didn't spare him! You killed him!" She trembled, holding the knife with both hands.

	"Your dead father handed you that knife, and told you to kill me?"

	"No, no I-I-"

	"Put the knife away," I said softly, closing my eyes. "Your father either sent you to your death, or he's angry and spiteful, thinking his position as Eldar would be enough to change the course of law."

	"YOU, changed goblin law! You saved Calistia from execution, he told me!"

	I nodded, "Yes, by marrying her. I was also the victim, making her my spouse made the incident my responsibility to deal with. How am I supposed to make you my wife, if you cut my throat?"

	Jacinta stood there for a moment, sniffing as tears rolled down her cheeks, "I was gonna stab you."

	Snickering, despite her words, I grinned at her. "Stabbed, cut throat, whatever. Dead is dead. I'm entirely at your mercy right now. You're young, fresh, rather beautiful and armed with a knife. So what's it going to be."

	Jacinta stepped up to the bed, lifting the knife in both hands. She hesitated for a moment, before kneeling down beside me, still with her hands up, ready to plunge the small knife into my chest.

	"Jacinta," I said softly, catching her gaze. "Tell them how much I love them, please?"

	She quivered in place, sniffing as angry tears rolled down her cheeks. The slight fur on her face beaded the tears cutely and I couldn't help but reach out and brush a few away. The touch seemed to snap her back to reality and she knocked my hand aside. Standing quickly, she slid the knife back into her sleeve.

	"I-I made an oath," she said softly. "But I will never be your wife. I hate you."

	With that, she turned and stalked out of the room, yanking the door open, she froze. Stepping aside, she lowered her gaze as my wives moved into the room one by one. Maria carried a pitcher, behind her was Bella, carrying a platter of meats. Calistia followed after with a bowl of cooked vegetables and finally Lara, carrying an armful of bowls and cutlery.

	"Jacinta, will you eat with us?" Maria asked, pausing inside the doors.

	The tall bear woman shook her head, before closing the door behind herself as she left.

	"Husband, are you okay?" Maria asked, following the others to the bed.

	I sighed softly. "I'm okay. But Jacinta is having a bit of a hard time right now."

	I didn't think she was dangerous to me. From the way she held the knife, she probably hadn't even used one in a kitchen before. Considering she was the only daughter to an Eldar, she probably lived a rather privileged life.

	"She'll come around," Maria smiled, patting my leg.

	"What makes you say that?" I asked, returning the smile.

	Maria pointed and as I turned my head to see, Calistia darted in, kissing me lightly. Snickering, I nodded my understanding. But I still wasn't sure what my future with Jacinta would entail. It would be easy to ask her to be my wife, and if she accepted, she could leave. Same as Maria first told me. But she'd have to accept first, and she'd made it clear she'd refuse. I was thinking how I could talk to her, when I felt something brush my lips. I'd daydreamed through my wives preparing our meal, right up until Maria, with a smirk, poked a meat laden fork at me.

	"Sorry my love," I grinned, opening up.

	Maria popped the utensil, kinda like a fork, but only with two wide prongs, into my mouth. The meat was sweetened with something. It reminded me of golden syrup, but with mint. Honestly it was lovely and I purred as I chewed and swallowed.

	"You know I'm capable of feeding myself, right?" Maria lifted the fork a second time as she chewed her own mouthful.

	What I wasn't expecting was for Calistia to snuggle up beside me. Leaning on my good shoulder, my arm was pinned in place. Opening my mouth to complain, she popped her own fork into my mouth, giving me what tasted like barbequed broccoli with asparagus and carrots. Chewing slowly, I tried to scowl at them both, but they just smiled at me in return so I gave up. In the end, it was a truly satisfying meal.

	Life for the next few days was rather boring. Unlike my stab wound that only needed to knit back together before I was able to move about, broken ribs were worse. I woke up every day and was immediately fed by Bella. I felt a bit back, as I could tell she enjoyed the feeling immensely. But without being able to move properly, there was no way for me to satisfy her after the fact. But, my sweet holstaur smiled through her self imposed edging, even as she mooed softly as I drank from her. After breakfast, my wives went about their day. Someone usually stayed behind to keep me company at least. Calistia, as it turns out, was considered the captain of the guard. She spent much of her time training and settling disputes and security concerns.

	Maria, keeping with her duties as a healer, spent much of her time mixing poultrices and applying medical care. If she wasn't in the room with me while she mixed and ground her various herbs, she was off treating some malady. She even came back teary eyed on the second day, wanting to be held after helping with a birth.

	Bella, after my morning feed, needed to be milked. Calistia used to be the one who helped her, but she showed the others how to do it as well. By the conflicted expression on her face though, I knew she loved it as much as she hated it. I just wondered how she coped before meeting me. She was obviously close with Calistia, but I hadn't seen any signs that my wives were physically attracted to one another.

	Lara was probably the most readily available of my wives. As Bella went off with her milk to sell, I spent long hours with my lamia wife. My fear of her had dropped away rather quickly after that first time together. And deep underground, she struggled to keep warm. So with the exception of a few trips to the surface to lay on a warm rock in the sun, she spent most of her time cuddled up beside me in bed. She was ever diligent in helping me get up and move around when I needed to. Even maintaining a position on the bed where she couldn't see me, as I carried out, more personal matters. Dignity intact, I found myself drawn to the woman. For someone who had an outward appearance of stoic, coldness, she was rather warm and caring when she wanted to be. Though not the guileless, squishy teddy that Calistia was when we were alone.

	I was also thankful she was never far, as Jacinta came and went. She made it clear she had no choice but to stay with us. Swearing herself to me as she had, left her with little choice. She carried out small chores, cleaning, carrying messages and helping prepare our meals. And while I was correct in thinking she had no idea how to cook, Maria had told me she seemed to enjoy her time in the kitchens learning. But at the end of the day, even through the cold nights, she refused to come to the bed, even with my wives as a buffer between us. Instead, choosing to sleep on a collection of blankets in the furthest corner of the room.

	And today, like any other day, I awoke to the taste of fresh milk. I didn't even bother opening my eyes as I sucked the long, firm nipple into my mouth. Falling into my subconscious habit of purring and kneading, I took my fill.

	"There's a good kitty," Bella lowed as she gently stroked my ears. "You should be well enough to go for a walk today." I almost choked when I opened my mouth to reply and she pulled my head in harder against her breast. "Bad kitty!" She snorted. "Finish your milk before you speak!"

	Trying not to laugh, I did as she said, suckling until I was sated. Then, and only then did she release me. And the look in her eyes told me I was going to be in trouble soon. She clearly enjoyed the sensation of me feeding and I wondered if women could get 'blue balls.' Sitting up, I took a deep breath at the discomfort. But, discomfort was a far cry than the stabbing inability to breathe I had the previous morning. Clearly my bones had started to knit themselves.

	"It's good you're feeling better," Maria said, stretching beside me.

	I rolled over and lightly kissed her as she pushed the blankets down, exposing her lovely breasts. She giggled softly, returning my affection, before gently pushing me away.

	"Enough of that, you're not well enough yet."

	I grinned and shrugged, "I'm sure I could manage."

	"Then you should know there's someone else in line, who needs your attention," Calistia called softly from the far side of Maria.

	"Yesss, it'sss not fair on Bella, being the only one left out," Lara hissed as she cuddled Bella from behind.

	I glanced at Bella, who was blushing furiously. I gave her a small smile and made her a silent promise. Lifting my arms overhead, I stretched them properly for the first time in days. My arm in the sling wasn't badly hurt and seemed to move without pain. Maria seemed to see me move and shifted over to help get the splint off. With my arm able to bend, I rolled my shoulder a few times. It felt strong, good.

	"No climbing," Maria growled, kissing me on the cheek.

	I shot her a small smile, "Just a walk, promise."

	"I'll accompany you," Lara said, slipping out of bed.

	I sat for a few minutes as I watched all my lovely wives get dressed. I made a conscious effort not to look at Jacinta, but I could hear her getting ready as well. As Bella climbed out of bed, I shuffled over to the edge of the bed and stood. I'd only been upright for a few minutes each day and I smiled as I felt myself move properly. The ache in my ribs was barely noticeable, which made me grin.

	"Here, husband," Bella said softly.

	She bent over, pulling a familiar piece of fabric around my waist for me to wear as a loincloth. I smiled at her care and attention. Such a large woman, she practically had to sit on the floor to tie it, but she smiled the whole time.

	"Bella?" I called her softly as she finished tying.

	She looked up as I kissed her. She mooed softly in shock, but returned the kiss with passion, before pulling away with a fierce blush.

	"Soon," I promised her.

	Bella smiled sheepishly as she blushed even harder. For such a large woman, she was oh so very soft. Turning to the door, I watched as Jacinta darted out into the temple and sighed.

	"She will come around," Maria said with conviction.

	I just shrugged, "If she'd accept being my wife, she could simply leave."

	But Maria shook her head, "She doesn't follow Bast. Her kind follow Artio, the Bear Goddess. She is similar to Bast, but they mate for life and have a deep love of nature, in particular the spring."

	I groaned softly, "So I can't just accept her as my wife and let her divorce me and leave."

	"No husband," Maria sighed, coming over to give me a small hug. "She will remain with us until the end."

	"I didn't want this," I sighed.

	"I don't know how I could have missed your soft heart, dear husband," Calistia said softly, giving me a small hug on her way to the door. "I'm so glad I didn't kill you when we met."

	As we filed from the room, there were several people milling around the temple. They froze at the sight of me, bandaged, but standing firm. And like last time, they bowed as I passed through them. Only, they didn't all try to touch me this time. Exiting the temple into the hall, we shared goodbyes and split up.

	"Ssso, where are we going husband?"

	I grinned at Lara as she slithered up beside me. Reaching over I grabbed her hand, earning a toothy smile.

	"I think it's high time for a bath."

	Lara smiled and we moved off together towards the bathing hall. It seemed this place never really slept, as the market was full of people moving around. Although now I could hear the tink of a hammer on hot steel. Shifting direction, I headed toward the sound. It was a shop at the rear of the market, behind a stone shelf to try and cut away a lot of the noise, but I stepped around and had a look inside. Grinning, I stepped up to take a look.

	"Samuel!" The dwarf called, putting down his hammer. The wide shouldered dwarf staggered out, raising his hand to clap my shoulder, before thinking better of it. "Ah, sorry."

	I just grinned, "No worries. I'm just glad you stopped."

	The dwarf grinned, "Never thought I'd see the inside of this place. My family helped build it all those years ago."

	Frowning, I nodded. "Why did they leave?"

	The dwarf grinned, "Ran out of ore. This was an iron mine at one stage. There'd still be iron about, but not enough to sustain the battalion that would have been here. I'm Rork, by the way."

	"You already know me," I grinned, shaking his offered hand. "How are you settling in?"

	Rork sighed, "It's a damn sight better being here, than in some bloody cage. But... Dwarves aren't meant to live alone. That's why we're cast out if we get caught. We're considered bad luck."

	I frowned at his tone and shook my head. "Anyone told you what I'm doing here?"

	Rork grinned and shook his head, "Some talk about being Arbiter, whatever that means."

	"It means I'm in charge when it comes to the big decisions. Including things such as attacking towns and freeing slaves."

	Rork nodded, "Yer'll need a good blacksmith then. Weapons, armour and the like."

	"If you're applying for the job, I'll happily take you," I chuckled. "Also, should I find more dwarves out there."

	"Please bring them back safe," the big man nodded. "They'd be expecting to live alone in the wilderness. But, having somewhere to call home. Somewhere like this, that'll feel familiar. It'll do em some good."

	"I'll do just that."

	With a final farewell, I left Rork to his work and headed with Lara for the baths. This early in the morning, it was thankfully rather empty and we headed to the rear where I liked to bathe. I didn't know if that was just my preference, or my feline instincts not wanting to be in the centre. Either way, our usual bath was empty as I stripped off the loincloth and tossed it aside. I thought about the bandages around my chest, before deciding I could do without for the time being. With Lara's help, we plucked out the end and got myself unwrapped. Dumping them aside, I waded into the water and laid back, floating on the surface. Closing my eyes, I bobbed for a while, enjoying the heat as it soaked into my back. The dull ache from my ribs disappeared and I felt the water shift as Lara joined me.

	Taking a deep breath, I let out all the air and let myself sink into the water. As it came up over my face, I had that wonderful, weightless feeling as I slowly sunk to the bottom.

	"That's a neat trick," A soft voice said.

	Springing out of the water, I must have cleared the surface by a foot, before landing back with a splash. Scrambling to the edge, I crawled out onto the stone, where Lara was still in the process of disrobing.

	"My, that was unexpected," the same voice said.

	Ignoring Lara's confused expression, I looked back at the water. Leaning on the edge of the stone, was a blue woman. While she was opaque, that was only the part that extended from the water. The rest of her, still in the bath was completely transparent. She cocked her head and smiled at me.

	"You're that one everyone's been talking about, Samuel, the Arbiter?"

	I looked from the woman, to Lara, who was heading for the water after leaving her clothing, back to the woman. "I... Yes, yes I am."

	"Oh, goody!" She giggled. "I chose the right time to come down then. I'm Paula!"

	Taking a deep breath, I settled my nerves, before shimmying back to the water's edge. "Hi Paula. Do you mind if we join you?"

	Paula giggled, "Oh, what they say about you is true, isn't it?" At my blank expression, her smile widened. "I'm a water sprite. While the water in these baths collects and heats naturally. It's me that keeps it clean and pure. I spend a lot of time in the reservoir above where the water collects before trickling down. When I get the urge, I come down and filter the water down here." She smiled, even wider, "But I've never had someone ask if they could join with me. Most are afraid I'd drown them."

	My face dropped when I realised what she thought I'd asked for. "Paula, I-"

	She burst into a fit of laughter, "I'm joking!" She giggled softly. "You're cute though. I might just speak to your wives about you. It's been a very long time."

	"You must marry him," Lara said firmly.

	Glancing up, she was otherwise ignoring us as she scrubbed her skin with a wash cloth.

	"Pity," Paula smiled. "If you ever change your mind, you know where to find me.

	With a small wave, she rolled her torso back into the water. As her torso vanished into the water, her tail flicked up into the air. It reminded me of an eel, long slender with a wide fin that ran around the outside. But I only saw it for a moment before she vanished.

	"Be careful with water sprites, husband," Lara said as she washed down her long body. "They aren't usually dangerous alone, but in numbers they can get a little overzealous. Accidents can happen."

	Nodding, I slipped back into the water. I waited to see if she'd try anything, but the only sound was Lara's movements in the water as she scrubbed herself. Taking a second cloth, I moved over to help, earning me a smile.

	


Chapter Twelve - 48206 words

	I woke up in an odd position this morning. Everything was... soft... lightly furred and smelled like Bella. Cracking open my eyes, I listened to the sound of my wives breathing as they slept. But I could see the shape of Bella's massive breasts rising and falling on her chest. My head was around her navel and her hand rested on my head. It took me a moment before I realised she was treating me like a stuffed animal to cuddle while she slept.

	That just wouldn't do.

	Maria had checked me over last night, giving me a poke and a prod. While I was still a little sore, she assured me it was more to do with being bound up in the bandages, more than injured by this point. I was still under strict instructions to stay on the ground. And what better excuse to stay low do I need?

	Sliding down Bella's body, I slipped between her large legs. Admittedly, even though we all slept in the nude, I'd never paid that much attention to Bella's nude form other than her breasts. They really attracted the eye in how they were so large and yet so unaffected by gravity. What was really strange was the almost human-like vagina I was staring at. Other than a soft layer of silky smooth fur, she could have passed as a human. Pressing my lips to her mons, I kissed her gently, before flicking my tongue out, tasting her flesh. Bella snorted in her sleep, but didn't otherwise respond. Which was perfect.

	Gently licking the crease of her labia, I worked my way lower towards her opening. Each lick, I made sure to gather a small amount of saliva, lubricating as I went.

	"Moo," Bella said softly.

	Smiling, I applied a little more pressure, pressing my tongue between her lips. Now I could taste her properly. The inside was silky smooth and had a slight tart flavour that was somewhat familiar to me. Running my tongue through the length of her pussy, Bella twitched slightly and mooed again. So on my next lick, I drove my tongue deep. Deep but slow, I ran from her opening, up and over her clit, which I circled with my tongue as she squirmed in her sleep. Being proportionate in size, it was rather large. But that just meant it was all the more enticing as I closed my mouth around it and suckled softly.

	"Mmmm m moo!" Bella moaned.

	I felt her hand touch the top of my head, before she froze in place. I just kept my gentle suction on her most sensitive place.

	"Hah," she gasped. "Husband!"

	"Mmmm?" I moaned, still with her clit trapped between my lips.

	She didn't get any further, before I felt her whole body start quivering. Her hand on my head vanished, before I heard the slap as she gripped the bed tightly.

	"YES!" She cried out.

	Her sudden shout woke the others, who all sprung up out of bed looking for a fight. But as Bella thrashed from side to side, it was Maria who spotted me first.

	"What are you doing?" She asked.

	Releasing Bella's clit, to the sound of her gasp, I smiled. "You don't do this?"

	Maria shook her head, before I looked around, seeing Lara, Calistia and even Jacinta shaking their heads at me.

	"I hope you'll do the same for me," Bast whispered, making me flinch slightly.

	"I'll do each and every one of you later. Right now, it's Bella's turn."

	They grinned quickly, eager for something they'd never seen nor heard of before. Bella, eager for her turn, sat herself up. She smiled down at me, still a little dazed from her orgasm.

	"Are you okay, my love?" I asked the large woman.

	She just blushed fiercely and covered her face with a hand.

	"Oh, don't hide from me. You enjoyed that, right?" Bella nodded, still hiding. "Well, if you stop hiding from me, I might do it again later."

	I grinned as she lowered her hand, but she still blushed furiously. "Isn't... That, dirty?"

	"Maybe a little," I shrugged. "But that's half the fun."

	Bella smiled nervously, but didn't speak. So I slowly raised myself up against her. She was still partially reclined with her legs open. So I reached down and gently fondled her opening, grinning as I felt slick lubrication.

	"I'm nervous," she whispered.

	"Oh Bella," Calistia crooned, moving back onto the bed and wrapping the larger woman in her arms. "It'll be fine, I promise."

	"W-what if I'm not good?" She mooed softly.

	"That's more for the men to worry about," Lara smiled. "And trust me, our husband is more than adequate."

	Grinning at Lara's praise, I took the tip of my cock as it pushed through the sheath. Pushing it down, it extended out part way. The further it came out, the lower I could point it. As I fit the head into her opening, it was all the way out and I could see the slight bulge that would swell inside her when I reached my first orgasm.

	"Are you ready?" I asked.

	Bella, still blushing, nodded her head. So with a smile, Calistia still held her close as I rocked my hips, pushing myself inside her. She was hot, far hotter than the others and slick. I could feel her parting to fit more of my cock inside. I could hear her breath catch as she felt my cock for the first time. I could smell the arousal in the room.

	"Mooore," she mooed.

	Smiling up at her, I withdrew and pushed myself back inside. This time, I didn't stop until I was pushed all the way inside, as far as I could go. With my crotch resting on hers, I rocked in and out at a slow, steady pace. Bella trembled and mooed softly, even as she leaned on Calistia. Her eyes bored holes in me, as her expression shifted from something that resembled disbelief, to something that resembled pain. But the smile on her face didn't waver for a moment.

	"It's going to happen again," she moaned.

	Taking her hips, I thrust a little harder, making sure I rubbed her clit with my pubic bone. "Just let it happen."

	Nodding, she rolled her head back, as Calistia laid her back on the bed.

	"Here husband," Maria said, grabbing one of Bella's legs and pulling it up, out of my way.

	Calistia caught on and grabbed the other one. With her legs held up, I was able to get into my stride, fucking her hard and deep, driving her ever onward. Her soft moos transformed to loud honks, before her legs started trembling. At that point, I slammed into my own orgasm. Gripping her legs in my claws, I came jets of cum inside her. I felt my cock swell inside, locking me in position, just as Bella cried out in her second orgasm. The rhythmic contractions of her pussy muscles over my knot spurred me on. I barely slowed, before I picked up the pace, driving my knotted cock deep inside her.

	"Husband!" She screamed.

	Snarling, I slammed my cock into her as hard as I could, with the minimal amount of movement I had while tied. But it was enough as I started to cum inside her a second time. This time, her orgasmic contractions massaged the knot on my cock, until it slipped free of her pussy. Panting and trembling, I crawled up Bella's body, before latching onto her nipple and enjoying my breakfast as she trembled and shook in aftershocks of pleasure. By the time I was done, Bella was a twitching mess. She moo'd softly between her small convulsions, while her sister-wives giggled and made lewd comments.

	I still had the grin on my face as I bathed. Bella was blushing and bashful the whole time I scrubbed her back. Even more so when she scrubbed mine. But then, with her and Lara in tow, I headed for the farms and the obstacle course. As I stepped out into the sunlight, I stretched my arms overhead and sucked in a great lungful of air. And then exploded. Racing across the grass on all fours, I couldn't help the grin on my face as my muscles moved after a long period of rest. I knew I should have been taking it easy, but honestly, I couldn't help myself. Racing up to the first tree, I leaped straight up onto the lowest branch and used it to springboard myself up into the next tree. Racing along the branch, I leaped, clearing the third tree entirely, before landing on the branches of the fourth. Slamming my claws into the soft bark, I raced vertically up the truck, climbing higher and higher. Bursting out of the canopy, I smiled as I took in a deep breath.

	"It's beautiful isn't-"

	"AIEE!" I jumped, falling off the branch. Tumbling, I caught a nearby branch by the claws, halting my fall as quickly as it started.

	"That was unexpected." Looking up at Stella, the owl woman. She smiled down at me from the very branch I just fell from. "You're the very embodiment of a feline. Though I'm not sure that's such a surprise," she said, still smiling.

	Hoisting myself back up onto the branch, I leaped up to sit beside her. "Were you there the whole time, or did you just appear silently and scare me on purpose?"

	She smiled even wider, "You're very interesting, I'm glad I stayed."

	Thinking back to the night I frowned, "How's the injury anyway?"

	"I'm fine now. Your wife made sure I got a fair share. She's rather lovely, they all are."

	I nodded and smiled thinking about all the beautiful women in my life. I even acknowledged that Bast was in that thought. I hoped she'd be flattered. I just didn't know how this all fit in with her.

	"What are you?" I asked, as I sat on the branch and enjoyed the breeze flowing through my fur.

	She giggled softly, "I've already told you, I'm the when."

	Sighing, I shook my head. "You're what? A champion? A follower of another God?"

	We sat for a time, staring out over the valley. We could see smoke from cookfires at the town we'd attacked almost a week ago. I could also see a few spots where smoke sprung up in other places, randomly dotted through the valley. As the silence stretched on, I wondered how many of those small fires were slavers. How many were innocents, trying to get by. And how many were threats to us and everything around us.

	"I'm the high priestess," she said softly, dragging me out of my thoughts.

	Snorting, I shook my head, "What on earth is the high priestess hiding in a dwarven mine, filled with goblins and their hybrids?"

	Stella smiled, "Mostly I'm confirming who and what you are."

	"Confirm away," Bast said, stepping around the trunk of the tree and onto the branch beside us.

	Stella smiled and nodded to Bast, "Goddess Bast, thank you for joining us."

	"Thank you for not grovelling at my feet," Bast chuckled softly. "Tell me, what does Athena want with my champion?"

	Stella paused and the smile dropped from her face, "It is confirmed then. You know of the troubles in the south?"

	Bast scowled, but nodded. "Yes, how could I not?"

	"Forgive me, Goddess, I did not mean offense," Stella said, lowering her head, but Bast waved her concerns away. "My goddess has informed me that they will march north in the coming months."

	"I thought the chancellor was satisfied ruling over the plains," Bast frowned.

	"He was," Stella paused. "Until his eldest son was assassinated."

	Bast sighed, "I told them that was an ill-advised action to take. The south was doomed, taking provocative action would not benefit anyone in the long term. Who was it?"

	"Hel."

	Bast leaned back on the trunk of the tree. "And why has Hel decided after all this time, to step up to her mantle?"

	"Because she has chosen the chancellor as her champion, after taking the blood price of his son."

	"Stella, please inform your Goddess I wish to speak with her," Bast nodded to the owl woman. Turning to me, she let slip a pained expression. "Samuel, I cannot interfere directly with this world. I cannot stop an army that will likely sweep these lands free of all living things, burning all that remains."

	"Thank you Bast," I said softly.

	She frowned for a moment, "Why on earth are you thanking me?"

	"For sending me to a world where I would find someone to love so hard, that I'd literally fight an army to keep them safe."

	Her eyes softened for a moment as she nodded. "I suppose there's a bright side to everything."

	Then she simply vanished. One moment she was there, the next she was gone. I was left standing on the branch beside Stella, who turned to face me. "Would you consent to a visit from my Goddess Athena?"

	"Yes," Bast said in my ear, so I nodded in agreement.

	"Very well," Stella smiled.

	Then she too left. Just as silently, but on her great wings this time. I just sat on the branch and enjoyed the silence for a while. The soft breeze running through my fur was relaxing. The height felt familiar and the view was peaceful. For this brief time, until Hel's army arrived, I would enjoy myself. I heard the flutter of wings approaching and smiled, remembering the crow woman who'd startled me the first time I was up here. They progressively got louder, before the branch beside me dipped.

	"Hello again," she said, in that familiar, shrill tone.

	"It's a lovely day, isn't it?"

	I listened to her take a deep breath, before she spoke again. "It's always lovely up here, champion."

	"Am I?"

	"Are you what?" She asked, turning to face me.

	I looked up at her. Again, I couldn't help but wonder why there were so many beautiful creatures in this world. I was essentially still human and yet I couldn't help but want to touch her feathers.

	"Why are you looking at me like that?" She asked nervously.

	"Sorry," I smiled. "As for my question. Am I YOUR champion, or are you just calling me that?"

	"I... I prayed. Every day, since I was a girl, that Bast would send help. When my mother died and my sister was taken away, I escaped and found my way here." She ruffled her feathers for a moment and settled herself. "You are my champion, and I hope one day that you recognise some worth in me, that I might be useful to you and avenge my loved ones."

	I looked at her. Really looked at her. She was a little shorter than me, with taloned feet. She stood upright though and her wings folded downward, so her fingers were in a position to grab things the same way human hands would. That gave the impression of a large fan behind her as her shiny, black feathers poked out in a wide arc. Her face, while full of expression around her eyes, was dominated by a large beak.

	"Defend yourself," I said.

	Her eyes went wide as I leaped. But she was fast. I kept my claws sheathed for her protection, but I needn't bother. As I sailed through the air towards her, she simply hopped and flapped her wings, springing straight up. Spinning my tail, I twisted in the air, before catching a nearby branch with my claws. My sudden stop became a leap and this time she dodged sideways with ease. I tumbled through the air, dropping down into the canopy below, slamming my claws into the trunk of a tree. Sliding to a halt I sprung sideways and darted across a few lower branches and into cover. I could hear the flap of her wings above. Guessing her location, I started climbing. I could see her through the leaves as she slowly moved in a circle looking in every direction for me. I moved into a better position and waited.

	Her gaze passed over me without blinking and I tried not to grin at how good my camouflage was. But as she turned away, I sprung at her back. I had her dead to rights. At least, I thought I did. The moment my form burst through the leaves she spun. A powerful beat of her wings sent her far enough wide that I was going to barely miss. But that wasn't her plan. Her taloned foot lashed out, catching my arm, mid air, then everything went vertical. The sound of rushing wind filled my ears as the earth fell away and I found myself being hauled up into the air. I dangled wildly under the crow woman's claws and wondered what was about to happen.

	"Have I made my point?" She called.

	I grinned, "So long as you understand that I'm still capable of killing you."

	That grin dropped right off my face as she let go with a harsh cry. This time, unlike the tower, the fall was controlled. Orienting myself like a cat, I spread my limbs. Aiming for the closest tree, I grit my teeth and got ready to use those upper branches as a brake to slow me enough to hopefully catch a branch without killing myself. Gritting my teeth I got ready, just as a pair of strong talons caught me under the armpits, slowing my fall. This time, when they released, I dropped softly to a nearby branch and turned as the crow woman landed opposite me, huffing and puffing after her exertion.

	"You're going to struggle to keep up if you're that tired after a flight," I said softly.

	She waved me off, before taking a few deep breaths. "Flying is. Easy." She panted. "Carrying a whole. Other person. Straight up is. Not."

	I conceded her point and waited for her to rest enough that she could talk properly. "What's your name?"

	Her beak opened slightly and her cheeks raised as she smiled at me. "You can call me Hannah."

	"Well, Hannah, I don't know if you heard-"

	"I did," she interrupted.

	I nodded, "I'm going to need all the help I can get. Someone able to move quickly to deliver messages would be of use to me."

	She blinked twice at me before nodding. "I would be honoured."

	


Chapter Thirteen - 51318

	"Ah! So good of you to arrive, I've got a new product for your master!" The fat man called to a tall bald one.

	The shop smelled of dried fruit and rum. It was sprinkled around liberally to hide the stench of sweat and rot from the back room. The fat man, wearing the purple silk gown, was a slave trader. Unlike the slave traders in the first town, he didn't deal in bulk, but in the uniqueness. So obviously, when he found me, sick and weak on the side of the road three days prior... Well as he led the well dressed bald man into the back room to see me, I snarled at them from my cage. It wasn't big enough for me to stand in, so I was forced to sit on all fours like the cat he kept to keep away rodents.

	"I've never seen one like this," the bald man eyed me.

	I hissed in reply, making them both laugh.

	"He comes from an area far to the east. A rare tribe of neko!"

	I tuned out at this point. He'd made me listen to his bullshit story for hours. He tweaked it a few times until it sounded right. The plan was simple. Maria made me a potion that made me weak and drowsy. I took it and when the effects took place, I was dropped by Stella in a convenient location for the great merchant Bradathunt to find me. He'd popped me in a cage, contacted his best client, someone we had no name for, but had a liking for 'unique' pets. I'd been stuck in this damn cage for three days now waiting. My legs were starting to cramp from disuse. But I couldn't complain. He assumed I was a child who got carried off by something, too scared and traumatised to speak.

	Fuck I wish I could have told that fat prick to shut the hell up...

	"And after cleaning him up, this is what I've got. I immediately thought of your master, he's got a few Neko up there, but nothing like this I bet."

	The bald man scratched his chin a few times and made a few noises. "Two-hundred Droons."

	"Four-hundred."

	"Two-fifty."

	"Three-hundred and twenty."

	The bald man eyed him a moment, "Three-hundred and you throw in the cage for free."

	The fat man pulled a face, "You wound me sir."

	"Save it," the bald man grumbled. "You were bragging in the bar not two nights ago about finding this cat on the side of the road. Three hundred Droons for a pet you've not fed in three days."

	As if to emphasise his point, my stomach gurgled it's displeasure. The fat man shot me a scowl, before sighing. "Agreed."

	They shook on it, before the fat man roughly hauled me off the shelf. He shook the cage a little more vigorously than necessary as he carried me to the front counter and dropped me with a thump. I barely caught myself before I bashed my nose and glared at the man while he wrote a letter of ownership. Meanwhile, the bald man plopped down three hefty bags on the counter that clinked.

	"There we are, and I'll count this later. If there's one thing I trust is your coin," the fat man smiled, before scowling down at me. "You on the other hand," he jabbed at me through the bars of the cage with a meaty finger. "You better know what's what, or you'llOUCH!"

	I waited for the second prod, before striking. Clamping my jaws over the end of his finger, I snarled and braced against the cage. His foul blood filled my mouth as I severed the tip of his glove and the man went from yelling to bashing the top of my cage with his fist.

	"Get it off!" He squealed.

	With a final snarl, I yanked my head and twisted, taking the tip of his finger at the first knuckle.

	"You little bastard!" the man screamed. "I'll kill you!-"

	"Not without a refund you're not!" The bald man chuckled, dragging my cage away from the enraged fat man. "You know how neko's are, why would you go and jab one with your finger?"

	The fat man seethed in rage, before shaking his head. "Go, I need to get this seen to."

	After chewing the meaty morsel for a moment, I dropped it on the floor as the bald man lifted the cage. He was far more gentle carrying me outside to a cart, where a large, fur covered man was where I expected a horse. Now, I'm not talking about furry like me. I'm talking fur like a yak or something, but upright with... Similar shaped horns to my lovely Bella... I'd have to make it up to her. The merchant Bradathunt didn't actually travel often, so I had to take the only chance I had. We still hadn't spent the night together. Bast would be pissed.

	And so I settled down in my cage and watched the world go by. This place was smaller than where I'd rescued Maria. By quite a large degree, I might add. But unlike the other town, this town had metal gates on it's walls. Considering the amount of smoke and hammering going on, I figured we were near an iron mine. Access to ore always greased society's wheels in this era back on earth. I watched as we moved down the street. The creature, probably one of the minotaur things Bella told me she didn't measure up against, moved at a steady pace. The clop of their hooves barely audible over the clang of hammers on metal. I could see several slaves out and about. Mostly they were chained to equipment, bellows, grinding wheels or huge hammers. It also meant that there were probably a lot of slaves back in the other town I left behind. I only took those who were in the slave quarters. Who knows how many were chained up in homes performing other duties.

	We passed through town and out the gates, where we were joined by a trio of armed men. These men nodded to the bald man and moved to preset positions. I sat in my cage and listened to their mindless chatter as we marched down a road through a dense set of trees.The road snaked around, before shifting from hard packed earth, to stone. As we continued along, the winding changed to gentle curves and a state home appeared through the trees. It was somewhere between a small stone castle, and a log cabin. It seemed to use the stone for the foundations, and entire logs to make up the walls and levels. It was obvious that whoever built the place had an eye for things that were unique. It even had a small tower in the centre. But we didn't head for the front, instead we moved down the side. This showed me where the walls of the home turned into walls that went right back into the treeline. So far, our scouts have been accurate. And a flash of pale, speckled feathers, high in a nearby tree, told me I was still being watched.

	"Open the gate!" The bald man called.

	A section of nondescript wall split, before swinging open on a single hinge. Another minotaur hybrid was on the other side, pushing it open, while a guard watched with boredom.

	"Get this put away, I have something for the master," The bald man said, grabbing my cage from the top of the cart.

	I had a look around the walled area and it was almost like an old zoo. Small cages and pens, laid out with a few rocks and little else. There were all manner of creatures. Some bovine looking things idled around chewing cud. Others were chained in place, unable to approach heavy bars, like a plains troll that stared off into the distance. I even spied what must have been a pure minotaur in one of the cages. Bella said she was small in comparison to an actual minotaur and from what I could see, this thing was massive. I was sure the shaggy, long hair hid a lot of muscle. His arms couldn't even hang straight down due to the size of his chest.

	But as we moved deeper into the trees it also got darker. And while I could still see well enough to identify what I was looking at, the details escaped me. Creatures large, small, misshapen, many limbed or otherwise. Some shrunk away from us as we approached, others grunted, snarled or merely watched as we passed without uttering a sound. But as we got to the rear of the enclosed area, one cage was dominant. And I smiled, seeing why. This was the rumour I was hoping was the truth. There were four of them, lounging in a corner on a raised platform. Each nude, to show the uniqueness of their fur. Neko's. This is what I could have been that fateful day when I met Bast, had I chosen a larger cat. One got up on all fours. She was shaped like Bast, maybe slightly larger. Her sand coloured fur rippled as she stretched her corded muscles. She looked like a lioness as she stood on two legs and wandered over to a trough for a drink of water, cupping it with her hands and tipping it into her open mouth.

	The bald man moved around to the rear, where there was a partition system to allow safe entry into the enclosure. A guard was stationed by the gate and unlocked it without prompt. The bald man stepped into the first section, before putting my cage down on the floor. There was a pile of hay in one corner and a small trough in the other, filled with water. The only other distinguishing feature was a small caged box that separated this section, from the main, with a twin set of doors.

	"Now, I know you're not dumb, so I'm going to unlock your cage. But you don't try anything until I get out, understand?" The bald man said.

	I didn't reply, but he didn't wait for one. Bending, he unlocked the door to my cage and stepped back. I didn't move and he was satisfied. Stepping back out, he signalled for the guard to lock it back up and promptly left.

	I sat for a few moments as the guard moved back into position and put his back to me. I didn't know if that was training or if he simply didn't care about me. Shifting to the door, I pushed it open and crawled out of the cage. For the first time, I stood and stretched. I couldn't help the small purr that escaped my lips, before I checked my surroundings. The partition I was in was really just to access the cage itself safely. It was small and allowed people to come in and place food and water through the bars without having to actually go in with the Neko's. Speaking of.

	"What are you?" A calico female bared her teeth at me from the other side.

	"Meat," A deep voice growled. "Whatever it is, is meat."

	"Barely enough even for you," the sandy coloured one growled as her tail lashed from side to side.

	"Enough, all of you," the final, jet black female said in a matronly voice. "For all you know it's poisonous."

	The calico blinked for a moment. I swore I saw some other emotion flash across her face for a split second before she moved back to the large, striped male, who glared openly at me. The sandy female on the other hand just paced up and down the cage walls, glaring defiantly at me. I just started doing the same. Only, I wasn't glaring at her. I wasn't looking at her at all. I was interested in the cage. Stella was probably out there watching me right now. Hannah, if all went to plan was out informing Calistia and the others about where I was being held. The plan was simple. I was going to try and get out on my own. If I could, I would rouse as many of the slaves here as I could and get as far away as possible. Should that not be possible, Calistia would sneak in and help break me out. Though I expected this option to be much louder. Not that it would necessarily be a bad thing.

	"What are you looking at, little creature?"

	"Escape," I replied softly.

	She laughed softly under her breath. "Do you think, ones such as myself would be in a cage, if we had the option?"

	"Do you think the Champion of Bast would just sit here and do nothing?"

	She froze and watched me for a moment. I ignored her as best I could, but I swore the calico's ears swivelled in my direction when I spoke. They were right though. There was nothing on their side of the cage that could help them. The locks for the small cage room that served as an entrance between the two larger cages didn't even open from inside. Instead, someone had to climb on top and hold release pins, to allow the doors to swing open. And... To allow enough room for the pins, there was a gap in the bars. Checking over the roof of the cage, it was the only weak point. The external doors were locked with a key, but that wouldn't matter so much. Getting my paws on a key was a lot easier than breaking out to begin with.

	"You," I switched my attention back to the prowling female. "Go get your male."

	She narrowed her eyes at me, before turning with a flick of her tail and stalking back. The calico eyed me as if she had heard what I'd said, but chose to ignore the male. Instead she focussed on me from their nest. The male on the other hand, wasn't pleased about being disturbed, snarling and lashing out at the female. I regretted my attitude towards her immediately as she clutched her face from the blow. But he slinked out from between the three females, stood at his full height and stalked towards me.

	"Speak, meat," he growled.

	"I can get you out of here, soon, but I need you to do something," I told him.

	He growled, bending over to get closer to me. "And what would meat know, that I do not?"

	"The middle section, I'm assuming they'll bring me into your side at some point. When they do, I need you to act friendly. But when they open the middle section, I want you to barge in and keep the inside door open.

	"Why?" He growled.

	"Because there's a gap at the top, I think I can squeeze out. Then I get the keys, open the doors and we're free."

	He paused, glancing up, then back at me. Then he frowned, "Why should I trust you."

	"He says he's the champion of Bast," The calico said, stalking up on all fours.

	"Back to bed," he said in a tone that made me frown. But she didn't hesitate before turning back. "The females are mine, I will take them when I go."

	I glanced over at them, only seeing the calico pause. Though none responded to his claim.

	"You keep the females, but I want to free as many of the others as I can before we escape. Do we have a deal?"

	He bared his teeth at me, but didn't speak as he walked away.

	"Remarkable," A woman said. Turning around, she was middle aged, blonde, attractive and wearing a leather riding outfit. Beside her stood the bald man from earlier, who had a greedy smile. "You've outdone yourself, a unique pattern and a child," she wandered out loud, before crouching down to my level. "Do you understand me, young one?" I nodded slowly. "Come here?"

	I made myself look nervous, by pawing at myself as I slowly walked over, but I didn't speak. I knew the depth of my voice would throw them off, so silence was my friend.

	"Do you have a name, little one?"

	I shook my head.

	"That is a shame. Wouldn't you like a name?" At this I remained silent, and she smiled. "I shall call you, Spot."

	Internally I groaned, but I flashed her a small smile. In return she stuck her hand through the bars with a small piece of meat on it. I moved slowly to her, before giving the meat a sniff. I couldn't detect anything on it, so I gently plucked it from her hand with my teeth and chewed. Just a standard piece of raw beef. But it made her smile.

	"Young enough to be my friend, perhaps more as you get older," she winked. "Would you like to go in the big cage, with the others?"

	I nodded enthusiastically.

	She smiled and withdrew a key. I moved back as she unlocked the cage and stepped in with the guard and the bald man. The two men eyed me cautiously, but she moved in without compulsion and plucked me up in her arms. I thought about attacking for the briefest moment before falling still. She smiled as she stroked my fur and I let out a small purr to sweeten the deal. She carried me to the cage wall, while the females crowded around, sniffing and acting friendly. Clearly they had heard what we had been discussing and were keeping up appearances.

	"Ohhh, they like you," the woman chirped. "Come on, let's introduce you."

	The bald man stepped up to the middle partition, while the guard stepped back out and grabbed a ladder. As he climbed on top, the woman followed the bald man into the middle section I needed to escape.

	"One day, while you're big and strong, I'm going to make you feel so very good," she purred.

	Immediately I flattened my ears, earning a small giggle, as I realised exactly what she was talking about.

	"Just have to keep quiet from my husband. I can't have him find out, or he might get rid of you all."

	I just purred and nosed her chin, like I'd seen cats do in the past. She smiled down at me, before glancing up at the guard on top of the cage. He checked over the other neko's and saw the male in the nest, while the females acted extremely curious, but without a hint of malice. So with a nod, he lifted the pins, allowing the bald man to pull the cage open. In a flash, the male neko sprung out of bed, and charged. The females cried out as if in fear and darted away as the large male slammed into the cage door. The bald man was knocked back into the woman that held me. I was knocked from her arms, landing lightly on the ground. Springing into the cage, I watched as the woman, clearly terrified, managed to escape back into the other partition, leaving the bald man to be chewed up by the large male. Her shocked expression turned green as she turned and fled the scene. Leaving the guard to climb down as the male enjoyed his meal.

	"If you don't get us out," the sandy female said, stalking past to join the male. "You'll share the same fate."

	


Chapter Fourteen - 54582

	There had been a lot of commotion around the cage as the day progressed. The male neko growled and snarled at anyone who came near, including me. I kept to myself, at the far side of the cage while the females roamed around. The older, dark furred female ignored me. The sandy shot me hungry looks. Not... Sexy hungry looks. Looks that told me she was hungry. The calico, she seemed to spend a lot of time watching me, but would turn away if I met her gaze. I wasn't sure what she actually wanted, but the male's words were clear. They were his and he was willing to fight for them.

	"I'm not surprised to be honest," a man said clearly.

	I turned, seeing a rotund man standing beside the attractive blonde from earlier. He was dressed in finery and held the woman's arm with his own. They were clearly a couple, but her expression told me she wanted little to do with him.

	"The calico is ready to breed, her scent is probably driving the male into a frenzy. We're actually extremely lucky he hasn't killed the child."

	The woman's expression shifted to worry as she stared at me. "I'd hate for anything to happen to him, husband. If we can coax him away, can we put him in my chambers?"

	The rotund man scoffed, "My dear, they are animals. It will shit and piss where it pleases and that's if it doesn't take one of your eyes the moment you look away." He shook his head and laughed softly. "No, we let nature take its course, if he survives, we'll look at training him for parties."

	She frowned fiercely, but didn't argue with the man as he led her away. I frowned, wondering if she was in her own form of cage. She certainly didn't seem very happy with her situation. Going by the looks she gave me and the other creatures in the cages, she liked them far more than she liked her husband.

	"I will miss her," the calico said, pacing past. "The master owns us, but she's who cares for us."

	I nodded as she padded away. Silence filled the air as guards came about with food and an owl hooted in the distance. Stella was watching, and no matter what, she'd find a way to get me out. I just hoped she didn't have to do it herself. She could fly silently, but she wouldn't be able to quietly take a set of keys from a guard without alerting them. That was my speciality.

	I watched as the male made a series of growls. The dark female collected a chunk of meat, and despite him still eating the corpse of the bald man, she brought it to him. Only after he was eating, did the females return and begin eating themselves. I watched them hungrily. The merchant hadn't fed me properly while he had me caged for days. That was, until a subtle underhanded toss from the calico landed a small chunk of meat to my left. I ate it gratefully as the sun set. Then I settled in, waiting for a guard change before I would make my move.

	Hours later as the moon was at its highest, I watched the nearest guard yawn and start to wander off. Turning my head, the large male neko was glaring at me from the doorway of the internal cage. So with a deep breath, I made my way over.

	"Alright, I need you four to stay quiet while I find the keys," I told him as he sneered at me. "I'm going to open up all the cages-"

	"Why?" He growled.

	I just frowned at him for a moment, "I'm the champion of Bast. I'm also the Arbiter of a goblin stronghold in the mountains. I'm offering you a place in our halls to live, in return, I will want you to fight for me. There is an army coming and I need soldiers."

	The large male growled for a moment, "And you think I'll fight for you?"

	I just shrugged, "Hoped more like it. I'm hoping that once I let everyone out, more than a couple will fight for me, but I'm not forcing anyone."

	This made him laugh, before he sneered at me, "Weak. A real warrior would force their underlings to fight."

	I just sighed and shrugged my shoulders, "Either way, can you lift me up to the top there," I pointed at the gap I was going to squeeze through.

	The male scoffed, before roughly grabbing me around the middle and hoisting me up. I grit my teeth at the pressure he squeezed me with, but didn't complain. Grabbing the edges of the gap, I started hauling myself up through the gap. It was extremely tight, but after a few twists and yanks, I managed to get my shoulders, chest and finally hips through. And I was free. Stella hooted in the dark, telling me she knew I was out. That was quickly followed by the flapping of wings as Hannah delivered her message back to the others. She was the advance warning to let everyone know that tonight was the night. Either I was going to get the cages open and sneak everyone out, or they would fight in, creating a distraction, while I got out as many as I could.

	Glancing down at the neko's the male glared. The dark female stared blankly, the sandy bared her teeth at me, but the calico, she blinked up at me with an expression that told me, she'd have wished me luck, if she were alone. Nodding at the three of them, I quickly rushed to the edge and scaled down the cage wall. Dropping to the ground I moved into the shadows. I tried to hide from the occupants inside the cages, even as I checked them out. There were goblins, the hairy minotaur I'd seen earlier. Trolls in a few forms were there. A plains troll I recognised, but there was one with four arms, and another who looked like they were made of stone, unlike Carl, who looked like clay. I just hoped that the trolls in particular could be coaxed into working for me. I needed some big units to help with the fight. I wanted them on the front lines. But first, I needed a key.

	And judging by the attractive woman from earlier, now in a nightdress, this would be easier than I thought. She moved quickly and silently, clutching a small ring of keys in her hand. She paused occasionally to inspect the cages as she went and I got in position. I was in a darker section, between cages, where we wouldn't be seen. I hid under a small bush and waited as she came towards me. Sinking back on my haunches, a soft sound had her turn away for a split second. Rushing out of my hiding place, she flinched and tried to leap back. I timed it perfectly, springing up and slamming into her chest as she overbalanced. Falling on her back with a squeal, I covered her mouth with my paws as she cried out in fear.

	"Shut up!" I hissed, "I don't want to hurt you!" She blinked up at me, trembling, but nodded. I waited a moment, before slowly removing my hand. "Are those the keys to the cages?"

	"Yes," she whispered.

	"What are you doing with them?"

	"I-I-I was t-trying to get you o-out."

	This time I blinked a few times, "What?"

	"T-the female, the calico, she's going into heat soon. The male will kill you, if you stayed. I didn't mean to let you go," she trembled. "You were so cute and small, I wanted to get you out."

	I stared down at her for a few moments, before flinching as her hand came from behind and stroked my fur. "What?" I growled softly. "Stop that!" She snatched her hand away so quickly, I immediately felt bad and sighed.

	"You're not a child, are you?"

	I shook my head, "No and I probably have at least one of my wives watching us right now."

	"Wives?" she trembled, glancing around. "But, you're so small for a neko-"

	"I'm not a neko," I interrupted. "I'm not even from this world. I'm Samuel, Bast's champion and Arbiter of a goblin clan in the mountains. Right now I'm wondering what I have to do with you."

	Her lower lip trembled and she closed her eyes as tears formed, "Please don't hurt me."

	And like that, all the fight went out of me. I didn't know what I was going to do. Tie her up, drop her in a cage? Knock her unconscious? Kill her?

	"I want you to come with me. I'm going to introduce myself to everyone in these cages. You're going to unlock the doors and we're all going to escape. Tonight." I stared into her eyes as she trembled. "I don't want to hurt you," I said softly, wiping her tears away. "I just want everyone to be free."

	"Why?" She asked softly.

	I sighed softly and nodded, "There's a war coming. The Chancellor of the Plains is leading an army under the banner of Hel. I need soldiers, support... A lot of support."

	"Oh," she mumbled softly. Stepping off her chest, she grimaced slightly but slowly sat up. "If, if I help you. You won't hurt me?"

	"I was never going to hurt you," I sighed. "I get the feeling, you're not here by choice either."

	She stood, brushing herself off, before looking at me with a frown. "I made my choices." Then she started walking.

	"Make more," I said softly. She paused, midstride, but kept walking as I followed after her.

	The process became rather straightforward. She would walk up to a cage, the inhabitant would come forward. She'd usually speak to them for a few moments, before making the introduction. The first time, I found himself staring at a trio of pure goblins. They were wary, speaking in monosyllabic sentences. That was at least until I stepped up and introduced myself. It was odd, I made my introduction, gave them the instructions to wait and they simply stared. I just hoped none of them did anything stupid before I got the cages open. But one by one, we went to each. As we moved, there was the occasional guard making the rounds. They seemed to expect her presence and bowed softly as she passed. Meanwhile I hid, atop the cages or in nearby bushes or trees until they were out of sight. There were almost one-hundred individual cages here. The Minotaur was surprisingly eloquent. The plains trol just grunted at me, without getting off the floor. But all seemed to understand what I wanted them to do. That just left my little loose end as she handed me the key to the neko cage.

	"Are you going to kill me now?" She asked softly.

	Springing up, I caught her shoulders and she instinctively wrapped her arms around me. I saw the terror in her eyes a moment later when she realised how close I was. But her expression changed to shock as I lightly kissed her. She froze, and blushed fiercely as I pulled away.

	"Thank you," I smiled. "Now, you need to go and hide."

	"Y-you mean, you won't hurt me?"

	I just lightly kissed her again, before dropping from her arms to the ground. "I hope you find someone who makes you happy."

	Turning away without even knowing her name, I moved to the back of the neko cage. All four of them were waiting silently at the door. I quickly unlocked the outer cage door and moved inside the inner.

	"Well done, meat," the male growled.

	I sighed, knowing I would never forgive myself for leaving them, even if most of them deserved it. That calico though just about broke my heart. She seemed to sit further back than the other three, somehow less eager to leave. But I placed the key in the lock and twisted. The moment it clicked, the male shoved the door open, making me spring back. He stepped out of the cage and smiled toothily at me. The dark female came next, followed by the sandy, and finally the calico.

	"You've done well," he growled softly. "You've earned me sparing your life."

	I stayed silent as they trooped silently past and into the dark. The only one to look back was the calico, who smiled sadly at me as she followed behind. I sniffed faintly at the air, picking up a scent that gave me an abnormal reaction. Ignoring my half chub, I let out a loud yowl. That was followed by a screech. And then hundreds of howls.

	The silence of the evening shattered as hundreds of creatures took their chance at freedom. Racing out of the cage, I made my way to the sound of Stella's screeching. She was by the nearest gate, calling everyone towards her. Several of the guards were nervously moving into position. They looked ready to fight the small goblins that stood before them, but the hulking, twisted figures behind were another matter. Slipping through the crowds, Stella saw me and screeched twice in her signal. That signal was for Carl, who burst out of the ground at the feet of the guards. As the men screamed out in fear, Carl turned his bulk and slammed it into the gates, knocking one of them clean off its hinges. It was obvious now, but not when we originally met. He was the living embodiment of his element, not just a creature covered in it.

	The moment the gate fell, the collection of creatures stormed out. Though I didn't see the neko's. Considering my own ability to leap, run and climb, I figured they were long gone already. Either way, as the now freed creatures ran for the gate, I joined them. The guards in charge of keeping us all together, had no choice but to stand by, or get crushed underneath. Slipping in behind the four armed troll, I kept to his shadow until I was out the gate.

	"To me!" Stella shouted. "To me for shelter!"

	The majority of the rush shifted in her direction. I used that as my chance to use the troll as a springboard to launch myself up into the lower branches. In the trees, I felt I was in my element as I raced along the branches towards the sound of Stella's cries. As she came into view, her expression went from fierce, to shock as I wrapped her in my arms.

	"It's good to see you!" I told her, before releasing her quickly. "Come on, Maria's probably worried sick."

	Stella just stared as I rushed off. We anticipated in advance that we probably wouldn't make the halls in a single day. But it just so happened there was a familiar clearing by a familiar river where my wives and a few others were waiting. It wasn't going to be much, but there would be food and Maria always brought medicine when she left the halls. It was going to be a brief stop to rest, before we made the final leg to the halls. And hopefully, nobody in great numbers would be following us. Still, even if they did, I'm sure a few of our number would be up for a fight.

	I slipped along through the canopy, keeping track of those below. Meanwhile Stella flew overhead, screeching and making herself visible in order to give those below directions. All in all, as we began to pile into the clearing, daylight was peeking over the mountains. And I watched from the canopy as I wondered how I was going to stop an army.

	"Heavy thoughts," A soft, feminine voice remarked.

	I nodded, before turning to the figure that stood beside me. Which immediately was odd, as there was no branch beside me, just... Open space.

	"Athena," I nodded a small bow in her direction, earning me a smile.

	She was tall, slender. Almost as tall as Bella. Blonde, with a perfect hourglass figure. But it was her eyes. Piercing, glowing, blue eyes. It seemed no matter what part of her you looked at, you couldn't escape the shimmering blue of her eyes.

	"You picked a good champion."

	"Indeed I did, none of that silly grovelling," Bast chuckled from the empty airspace on my other side.

	Turning my back to the trunk, I leaned into it, so I had both goddesses before me. They smiled softly, before I turned my attention to Athena. "What can you tell me about the chancellor?"

	She pouted cutely, "I thought we were going to have a chat first."

	I shrugged, "I have several of my wives below us. I was just up here to check our surroundings before I got mobbed by my loved ones."

	"Priorities," Bast giggled.

	Athena sighed softly, but nodded in agreement. "Very well, the timeline has been shortened greatly. You have a little more than three days, before the first wave arrives. They will sweep the valley, pick off any stragglers they can find and report back. A day or two later, the main army will arrive, and they will burn the valley."

	I blinked a few times and shook my head, "Why? What good is the valley?"

	Athena frowned for a moment, before Bast slapped her forehead, "You've spent your whole time learning about the people, you haven't learned about the geography, have you?" I shook my head, no and Bast sighed. "This continent has a mountain range that separates it into two halves. The southern plains are rich in pastures, until you reach the tundra in the far south. Without the necessary resources to build, large establishments are not possible to sustain, so they live as nomads. They fought and wiped out most other races on their lands and rule through force with their herds and mounts. Where they go, they burn the land in order to replenish the meagre nutrients in the soil and continue their lives.

	"To the north of the mountains, is lush, fertile land, inhabited by creatures of all kinds, these are the majority of our worshippers. Those that keep us in power on this plane. And Hel is threatening that, by marching an army towards these people. She seeks to take power and rule this place as her own."

	"Bast?"

	"She never lied," Athena cut back in, heading off my trail of thought. "You are the who, Bast is the what. I am the when. A few nudges here and there and Bast dropped you right where I needed you."

	I glanced at Bast's shocked expression, before turning back to Athena, who stared off into the distance. "The when, and nothing more?"

	She smirked and nodded, "Samuel, despite how I may look, I am the goddess of strategy and battle. Your wives love you because you love them, not for any godly interference. I'm sure Bast has told you that isn't allowed."

	Blinking I looked down at the shapes below. I couldn't make any out, but I thought I could see something shiny and green. Green like Calistia. "What happens if a god interferes?"

	"Pray that you never find out," Bast said, kissing my cheek, before they both vanished.

	With a final look at the horizon, I started climbing down. It only took me a handful of moments to scale down the tree, before I simply dropped to the ground. Before I could even straighten, a weight slammed into me, pinning me to the ground with a squeal. I just laid there holding my first love as she patted me down for injuries that didn't exist. In her frantic check, I managed to cup her cheeks with my hands. She froze, staring at me, until I pulled her down and kissed her softly.

	"I missed you," I told her as she pulled away.

	Maria just beamed and hugged me as Calistia and Bella came into view. "Before you ask, Lara is back at the halls. The nights are cool and she worried about being able to keep up. She is safe with Jacinta keeping her company."

	I just smiled and sat up to give my chitinous, green wife a similar kiss, followed by another for Bella, my blushing holstaur. She plucked me up into her arms for a moment and held me. She had a mothering instinct a mile wide and sending me off to a cage for who knows how long really bothered her. When she was finally done squeezing me, she simply hoisted me around the clearing. It gave her the opportunity to examine anyone with wounds. Cuts, breaks and bruises would need Maria's immediate attention, but Bella was there to provide the milk that would heal long term. She'd stored several jars full, but despite my reservations, she was willing to feed from the teat if necessary.

	As we got to the last group of followers. Some small, furred goblins that looked like they'd been hybridised with cocker-spaniels, I caught a whiff of a familiar scent. It caught in my throat and made me growl softly.

	"Husband?" Bella paused.

	"I'm okay, someone's here," I reassured her quickly, before dropping from her arms to the ground.

	Following my nose, I pushed, with Bella's help, into a dense scrub at the edge of the clearing. And there was the Calico, curled up in a ball, trembling.

	"Please," she whispered.

	Pushing myself into the bush, I checked her over. Other than the smell that I desperately tried to ignore, I couldn't see any visible damage.

	"What's wrong?" I asked her, stroking the side of her face. "How can I help you?"

	She trembled and curled up tighter, "He's going to come, I'm sorry."

	"The male?" I asked, rubbing her ears the same way I knew I enjoyed it. It seemed to work as she twitched slightly. "Is he going to come back for you? Did you get left behind?"

	She trembled again and hid her face, but didn't respond. So I turned to Bella, who watched on in concern. "Can you lift her out, we need to take her to Maria."

	Bella nodded without a word and pushed in, scooping the calico, neko into her arms. She didn't respond, keeping herself curled up as I followed back to where Maria was waiting. Maria on the other hand, saw us coming and moved in our direction. That was, until she sniffed and froze. Turning her attention to me, she grimaced.

	"Is she the only one?"

	I shook my head slowly, "No, there were four of them. Her, two other females and a pig-headed male."

	"Husband, you need to flee," Maria said quickly.

	I frowned and looked from the calico, back to Maria, "She's not a threat."

	"It's not her," Maria shook her head as she stepped up to me. "They'll follow her scent. The male will come for her. She must have done something to get away, but they will come. When they do, if you are here, he will challenge you for her."

	"So what?" I laughed sarcastically. "I run away and he comes and kills all of you instead?"

	Maria was shaking her head, when I heard a small yowl from the calico. When I saw her, she was staring wide eyed, in terror at a spot behind me. And as I turned around, he was standing on two legs, his claws extended, teeth bared. Behind him, were the other two females, but they seemed relaxed, content to sit and wait.

	"Please," The calico whispered.

	"I warned you," the male growled.

	"I didn't take her, she came here on her own," I said quickly.

	He just growled, low and deep in his throat and stepped into the clearing. All the freed creatures around us took several steps back. Clearly neko's had a reputation. I looked him over, really, looked him over. He was large, built and strong. But... I could also see signs of misuse. His arms were strong, but his shoulders seemed to lack. Almost as if... His life in a cage had stifled his ability to keep in shape.

	I kept my face blank as I lifted my chin and held his gaze. "I didn't take her, she came here on her own. You have two more females with you, why don't you just take them and go where you want?"

	"Spoken like meat," the male hissed. "And you will die like meat."

	He burst into action, racing towards me. His toes dug impressions into the ground, leaving short streaks from his claws biting the soft earth. His whole body twisted like a coiled spring, ready to swipe his claws across my body and knock me through the air in a single blow. It also showed how his skin moved, where there was muscle, was now wasted space or fat. His body rippled and despite his rage, I raced to meet him.

	His severe expression changed to shock, then amusement as I raced to meet him. And as he unleashed what would probably be a fatal blow, I fell on my rump and slid under his swing. Reaching out, I sliced my own claws along the inside of his thigh, digging furrows through his flesh. Catching the ground, I leaped to my feet and whiled around as the large male collapsed. He snarled, gripping his thigh as he rolled onto his front. Pushing himself to his feet, I could see the blood pouring from his leg.

	"You're dying, we can save you," I said firmly.

	His only reply was to snarl and drop to all fours, before racing towards me. This time, I could tell he wanted to simply bowl me over and maul me. I had the distinct impression half of his issue was being caged for so long. He was simply used to being the biggest and baddest. But he'd probably never had to fight before. Bluffing himself around his mates using his sheer strength. I, on the other hand, was used to fighting on my feet. Springing up at the last second, I drove my paws into the back of his head, launching myself up into the lower branches of a nearby tree. He on the other hand, was slammed face first into the ground, digging a small channel, before tipping end over in a heap.

	"You need to stop," I called down to him.

	The male was fuming, heaving great lungfuls of air as he sat back up. Glaring up at me I just stared at him. Glancing over at the two females that came with him, they were eyeing him oddly. The calico though was being gently petted by Bella while shaking as she watched me intently. The sound of claws in wood caught my attention and I looked down as the male heaved himself up the trunk of the tree. From the looks of things, he wasn't doing too well. There was blood everywhere, across the ground, smeared into the dirt and now dripping down the tree.

	"Is killing me really all you can think about?" I asked as he hoisted himself up onto the branch I was perched on. His breathing was ragged and his trembling wasn't just from rage any more. "Just accept defeat, and Maria will help you."

	"Never!" He snarled.

	I just shrugged and leaped to a slightly higher branch. He grimaced for a moment, before making a leap of his own. Only, the blood loss must have been getting to him. He fell short. Very short. Clipping the branch with his shoulder, I swayed to keep my balance as he tumbled to the ground. Landing with a solid crunch of bone, I grimaced at the sight below. He twitched and groaned pathetically on the ground. I quickly jumped down and checked him, but even now he growled and took a swipe at me. But he was finished. Maria wasn't THIS good. He glared hatefully at me, while he bled out, painfully on the ground. I stared back with a measure of pity. Was he born in a cage? Was he caught young like I was presumed? Did he just get complacent in his captivity? Or were they all like this? Big, angry, strong but stupid, and he was just a little angrier and stupider than the rest? I doubted I'd get an answer, even as the sandy and dark furred females moved towards me. As they came into view, he snarled softly, before coughing up a mouthful of blood.

	"What do your people do with your dead?"

	The sandy one bared her teeth, while the dark furred sighed, "Meat is meat, but..."

	"Leave him," the sandy one hissed. "To be beaten so easily, and with so little fight, I am ashamed to have been his."

	I watched them think it over for a few moments before I spoke. "I'm not claiming you."

	They exchanged a look and nodded, "We would not have accepted you. It was hardly a fair fight. And knowing what we submitted to..."

	"You're welcome to join us," I gestured to the gathering crowd. "We have food, shelter and anyone who causes trouble gets kicked out."

	The two ladies looked at each other, before they hugged. When they pulled away, the sandy one looked at me. "My name is Anissa. Should we meet again, I may challenge you as a mate." And before I could think of a response, she simply left, vanishing into the trees, leaving nothing in her wake."

	"You can call me Herla," the dark furred one smiled softly. "I do not recognise you as my mate, but time may change that. It would be my pleasure to follow you." There was a small mew from behind us and Herla blinked. "She is Inara, unlike Anissa and myself, she was born a slave in a similar place. She lacks direction, and our culture. But she will mate for life, and recognises her future."

	Turning, I could see her, Inara, the calico neko, struggling with Bella. The look in her eyes was bordering on madness. Bella struggled to hold her back as Inara tried to physically claw her way out.

	"If you run, she will chase. She has made her decision. One that Leon realised immediately when we paused and she wasn't with us."

	"Is that why he immediately tried to kill me?"

	Herla nodded, "Yes. Violence is all he knew. I have no regrets, but I am thankful that Inara will have her chance with a compassionate lover." Those last words came out with a hint of venom, but I put it out of my mind. I didn't want or need more wives. Inara was bad enough at this point. Was every single or odd woman in my life destined to end up in my bed? I hadn't met any other healer goblins with fine features. Nor had I met any mantids, holstaurs or lamia. Was Stella going to be knocking on my door in the future? What about Hannah? Jacinta?

	"Bella?!" I called. I watched her slightly panicked expression flick up to meet my own. "Let her go."

	She bit her lip and I saw Calistia moving to intercept as Maria looked worried. But Bella did as I asked and dropped her arms. Inara shot towards me like a rocket. She made no sounds, but rushed in with an intense glare. Ducking sideways, I raced for a gap in the crowd and tore into the trees on all fours. I could hear her approaching behind me and knew she was the fastest of the two of us. My size just wasn't built for this kind of thing. I was, however, built for agility. Leaping up, I caught a branch and changed direction. A loud yowl sounded below me. She sounded frustrated. But I had the distinct impression she would appreciate this later if we didn't have an audience for what I felt was about to happen.

	Racing along several more tree lengths, I leaped to the ground and spun. In an instant she tackled me, growling fiercely. But unlike the male, she didn't viciously claw or bite. Instead she rubbed herself on me. Not just her body, but her sticky, wet crotch. Her scent filled my mind like a red haze of lust. Before I knew what I was doing, my mouth was on hers. Her taste, her scent, her lust, it drove me wild. Grappling with the wild neko, I pitched myself upward, flipping us over. But she growled and bucked me off, wanting to be in control. For whatever reason, this action screamed in my head 'WRONG!'

	As she crushed her mouth into my own, her tongue invaded my mouth. And in an instant I snapped. Shoving her up, away from me, I sprung forward, clamping my jaws around her throat. Wrenching my head to the side, she yowled loudly as she hit the dirt. Releasing her neck, I crawled on top of her, before biting firmly on the back of her neck. She wasn't quite pinned, but she acted like she was mewling softly as she pushed her ass into the air. Instinctually, I fumbled around as my cock extended from its sheath. But I wasn't quite tall enough. Pulling back, I forced her to arch her back as I refused to release her neck.

	"Now now, I can help with that."

	Snarling, I switched my gaze forward, before relaxing as I saw a beautiful, dark furred female before my mate. If it were a male, I'd have to kill it, but I could always do with another female.

	"Oh, Samuel. You're closer to getting your wish than you believe," she winked. "Now..." She gazed into my mates eyes for a moment before smiling. And suddenly the soft, furry body beneath me began to shrink. As her body got smaller, I got a better hold of her neck, gripping her tightly as she started pawing at the ground. But my haze of lust shifted as I felt her wetness touch my cock. In an instant, I shoved forward and my mate yowled and trembled. But I didn't stop, the moment I was balls deep inside her, I pulled back, and shoved my entire length back inside her. My mate's reaction was to collapse in defeat on the ground and mew pathetically as I reamed her with my entire length. Every now and then she shuddered and her hot tunnel clenched rhythmically over my cock, confirming that she was indeed mine. But my end was close, and she would bear my kittens. Hooking my claws into her hips, I held myself deep inside her as I swelled. I snarled as I fired ropes of hot cum inside her, filling her to capacity with my seed until I could feel the back pressure. The whole time she continued to mew, while gyrating her hips. And as I came down from my high, I glanced up at Bast, who winked at me and vanished.

	"Oh fuck," I grumbled, rubbing the tenseness from my jaw. "What the fuck happened?"

	"Ooooh," Inara moaned beneath me. "Can we go again, please?"

	Glancing down, I frowned for a moment, before realising I was locked inside Inara's calico pussy. "Ummm."

	"Please?" She mewed softly. "You're still inside me, and Herla always said the first time after the haze is the best."

	As gently as possible, I rolled her over, gritting my teeth as my swollen cock slid around in her tight hole. But eventually, I had a smiling, dreamy eyed neko staring up at me with a faint smile. That's when I realised she was smaller. I never would have been able to do what I did with her at full size, but I remember Bast doing something I didn't understand at the time. But now, staring down at her. The mottled colours of her fur made her look fantastic as she gently rocked her hips below me.

	"My mate? Please?"

	Lowering myself, I kissed her softly. Unlike the start of the haze I could remember, was like an attack. This was soft, sensual. Her tail coiled up, wrapping my own. I didn't hesitate to start rocking my hips. Pulling and pushing the knot of my cock back and forth inside her, even just a little, had her gasping in pleasure in moments. She clung to me, desperately as her claws hooked into my fur. Her legs wrapped around me, moving higher until she hooked her ankles behind my neck. I marvelled at her flexibility as she used this as leverage to thrust her hips up at me, urging me on.

	"Mine," I growled softly.

	"Yes," she mewed softly. "I'm yours."

	"You'll have my kittens," I told her, in a tone that left no options.

	Her only reply was to shudder through a long, sensual orgasm as I refused to stop fucking her. She arched her back, despite her position and mewed softly as her legs twitched and her tunnel clenched. The firm pressure over my knot massaged out my second orgasm. This time as my knot receded, I could feel my slick cum leaking from her, even as I tried my best to fuck it back inside her again. But as she finally released me and fell limp on the ground, I realised my wives were watched from a short distance with Herla.

	Maria stared with a soft smile that told me she was looking forward to getting home. Bella was blushing furiously, Calistia simply stared. But Herla was wide eyed and nervous looking as I made eye contact with her.

	"Be a good kitty, and you can carry my kittens as well," I told her.

	She just gulped nervously and nodded her head.

	


Chapter Fifteen - 60888 words

	I was somewhere soft. Warm. I could smell the various scents of my wives on fresh bedding. My newest, Inara, curled up under the crook of my arm. Maria, drooling into my opposite shoulder. Calistia and Bella, spooning beside us. Lara, massive as she was, laid beside Inara, coiling her tail over and around us, using us for warmth through the cold evenings. There was only one problem...

	BANG!

	Springing a full six feet into the air beside Inara, I landed in a heap.

	"Samuel, you need to come, now!" Stella shouted as the door bounced off the wall.

	I heard the urgency in her voice as I grabbed my loincloth and ran for the door. Inara, as nude as the day we met, followed closely behind, while the others roused themselves as best they could. Seeing me move, Stella wasted no time in practically flying out of the room. She did a combination of running and flapping her wings that made her difficult to keep up with. There were many familiar and unfamiliar faces in the temple as we rushed past. Nobody got in our way, seeming to know this was not the time. And as we made it into the main hall, I could hear voices.

	"We should kill her!" I heard Ben roar. There was a small chorus, but I could also hear others trying to shout them down.

	Spotting the crowd near the entrance, I leaped atop one of the stalls used for the vendors and raced across the top. Inara, still unsure of her new size, was a brief moment behind me. But what I saw had me growling in the back of my throat as I leaped to the forefront.

	"Samuel!" Ben grinned evilly, "This spy was caught at our doorstep. How do you suggest we kill her?"

	I took one look at the woman, bound and held in place by the large man by a rope around her waist. She was wearing those same riding leathers that she was when we met. Only now, they covered a torn shirt, and did nothing to hide her blackened eye and split lip.

	"Did you beat her?" I asked.

	Ben frowned for a moment, before grinning again. "Not yet we haven't."

	Her eyes settled on me and all I could see was fear. That same fear she showed me when I knocked her down for her keys. That same fear I sought to elevate, when I forgave her. I just didn't think she'd come here of all places.

	"She's mine," I said quickly.

	Ben frowned, "What do you mean, yours?" He growled.

	"Mine," I said slowly. "Not you, nor anyone else will touch her. You will release her into my care immediately."

	She blinked, staring at me with a hopeful expression and mouthed the words, "Thank you."

	"No," Ben huffed. "She is a spy-"

	"She is a victim!" I roared. "Is it not our way to protect those, who cannot protect themselves? Is it not our way to help those, less fortunate than ourselves? Is that not why we have welcomed so many into our home?"

	There were a few murmurs going up, and the four limbed troll stepped out from a doorway. "Mistress, kind. Feeds good food," he called, rubbing his hands nervously.

	Ben frowned and shook his head, "This woman, this spy. She was the one who kept you in a cage! Does that mean nothing to you?"

	"Look at her!" I snapped. "Does the bruises on her face make her look like a slaver? Or someone who tried to escape?!"

	Ben glanced at her, before stepping in front and glaring at me. "You used to be human once. You just want to keep her for yourself! I am looking to the safety of-"

	"Father stop this!"

	The room fell silent as Jacinta waded through the room.

	"You, you have no right to call me that," Ben said softly.

	Jacinta paused and clutched her chest, but kept moving forward. "Father, you can see she's no threat. Did she even try to flee when the guards captured her?"

	"No," A harsh goblin voice called out, earning a sharp glare from Ben.

	"For the safety of these halls, she must be-"

	"As the arbiter of these halls, and champion of the Goddess Bast, I am demanding that she be released into my care!"

	He stood, heaving great breaths of air. I could still see some of his injuries. Where the fur on his body hadn't quite grown in. He even favoured one arm over the other, clearly having troubles with it, despite Bella's milk. He'd be prepared for me this time, but he wasn't at his best. I was well rested and without the confines of a duel, he'd be contending with Inara and who knows else as well.

	"She-"

	"Will be released into my care!" I growled. "Think rationally! She's a lone, battered woman, who showed up at our gates, the day after I got back from the very place she came from. She's no threat, and as a human, she may even be helpful when we have to deal with the towns."

	"N-no! She," Ben paused.

	I felt her now. Bast stepped past me. She didn't speak, even as her tail gently brushed me as she passed. The whole room fell silent as the feline goddess stepped past the slack jawed Ben and moved up to the woman. She herself stared in shock at the new arrival. Bast simply reached up and stroked the woman's face. She leaned into Basts furred hand and closed her eyes. Bast then reached out, touching the woman's abdomen. A soft glow radiated from her hand and the woman gasped softly. Bast took a moment to kiss her softly, before vanishing from view.

	Ben snapped back to attention as I yanked the rope from his limp fingers. Stepping up to the woman who stood there crying, I reached for the knot as a massive impact slammed into my side. I tumbled limply through the air, bouncing off someone mid-flight before slamming heavily into the ground and sliding to a halt. The entire room exploded in angry screeches as I clutched my side. I could feel my ribs move where they shouldn't and my arm ached terribly. The only thing that made sense, is that I had been on the receiving end of that almighty swing I avoided in my duel with Ben.

	"Husband!" I heard Maria scream, before strong arms gently plucked me from the ground.

	"The woman, save her!" I snarled.

	"Oh... Kay..." A soft, but deeply feminine voice said.

	"Here, I'll take him!" Bella's voice called out, before I was transferred to a far softer embrace.

	Opening my eyes, I caught sight of... Is that Meep? The large claylike, troll woman pushed her way through the crowd. The crowd for that matter seemed to be swarming over someone. I just hoped it was Ben, and nobody else got hurt. At least, not more than I was experiencing right now. As lovely and soft as Bella's body was, the heavy thumps of her footsteps as she ran me back to our home jarred me painfully. I closed my eyes and gritted my teeth until the sounds of our door opening meant we were back in our rooms. Re-opening my eyes, I snorted in amusement, then groaned in pain. Inara was perched on one of Bella's shoulders like a parrot, while Maria was hanging onto the other for dear life.

	My large wife placed me on the bed, Inara and Maria slipped down and joined me on the bed. Bella clutched her face in worry as Maria poked and prodded everywhere that hurt. Inara perched herself on the edge of the bed, her tail poofed out as it flicked from side to side. The look on her face told me she was extremely agitated. So it wasn't a surprise that she jumped high enough to bump the ceiling, when the door burst open a second time. Meep came charging in, clutching the woman in her arms. The woman for that matter, other than a bit dazed, seemed no worse for wear than she was before. Meep simply plopped her on the floor, before turning her attention back to me.

	"He... oh-kay?" She asked slowly.

	"Cracked ribs," Maria replied. "Bed rest and milk."

	That was Bella's queue to rip off her top and crawl into bed beside me. She had to sit awkwardly to get a nipple into my mouth, but she managed without complaint. I on the other hand, sucked the thumb sized nub into my mouth, rolling my tongue over it, before sucking firmly. Her milk, as per usual, was sweet, thick and oh so very good.

	"You try some," I heard Maria say quickly. Before a small body moved gently beside me.

	Together, Inara and I suckled away at Bella's massive breasts until we could no more. With a few careful prods to make sure, Bella sat back up, before turning to the human woman who stood awkwardly in the middle of the room.

	"Maria, please check her over."

	"Okay, husband," she smiled that beautiful smile at me.

	The woman seemed to snap too as Maria came close. But she followed instructions as Maria got her seated and checked her over. She seemed tired, so very tired as she sat and let Maria poke along at her bruises. They spoke quietly for a while, before the woman glanced up at me, and nodded. I watched as she blushed, bright pink as she shrugged out of her top. That was quickly followed by the torn shirt she had underneath. And with her teardrop shaped breasts exposed, any excitement I had vanished as I saw the extent of her bruising. As she turned and Maria checked her over, I saw the marks on her back from where she'd been whipped. It looked like that was the shirt she wore while it happened. Fuck Ben was a dumbass... Any lingering doubts I had were gone seeing her injuries.

	"Bella?" I called softly. "Bella, she needs milk."

	My large wife wiped a tear from her eye without looking at me. Her eyes were fixed on the human woman as well. Standing, she quickly made her way over, before the woman tried refusing as I had. But with Maria's insistence they quickly had her suckling away. Those massive tits of her's must hold far more than I expected. I really needed to pay more attention to my loved ones. I was so occupied with trying to keep them safe, I hadn't spent much time keeping them happy. And here I was injured again. Only two days from the first scouts arriving. Closing my eyes I rested with Inara, until the bed shifted beside me. Opening my eyes, I turned my head, to see the woman, still blushing as Maria helped her settle comfortably beside me.

	"Husband, she is staying with us. Until it is safe at least," Maria said quickly.

	I nodded and Maria shot me a smile before quickly leaving. Inara let out a soft purr mixed in with a snore, that made me smile.

	"Is that Inara?" The woman asked.

	I nodded, "Yeah."

	"She's small... What happened?"

	I grimaced for a second, but nodded. "Bast changed her, so she and I would fit better."

	"The mating ritual," the woman nodded. "Your wives are lovely... Exotic."

	I glanced at her and saw the hungry look in her eyes for a moment, before she glanced away. I'd heard of women back on earth being into furries and alternative cultures. It was a bit of a shock meeting one here in this world.

	"I love my wives. Inara is the newest. Maria was first. She was followed by Calistia, a mantid. Bella, you've already met, and Lara, a lamia."

	"And what of me? Will you take me as your wife as well?"

	I heard a strange tone in her voice and wondered as I glanced at her again. "I don't keep slaves, and rape is a death sentence. You're your own woman and I'm not going to control you."

	She bit her lip and turned away, leaving me cuddled up against Inara. She purred softly as she slept. I didn't though. Between my own discomfort and my dread at what would become of Ben, I was too pent up. Instead, I turned to look at the woman beside me. She blushed furiously as she glanced away, telling me she'd been watching me.

	"I won't bite," I said softly.

	She didn't respond, but she did place her hand on my stomach. It was soft, warm and she dug her fingers into my fur.

	"Ever since I was a little girl, I was different," she said softly.

	I just closed my eyes and gave into the inevitable. "How so?"

	"Humans... We're fat, smelly, greedy, spiteful things, more often than not. I loved my parents, but I never really liked them. And I stopped loving them when they gave me away to that man."

	"How old?"

	She sighed, "I was just a girl."

	I reached out and touched her shoulder, earning me a small smile. "You're safe here, I promise. For as long as you need."

	She smiled as a tear rolled down her cheek. "The first time I saw another species up close, it was odd. They were so inhuman, even the trolls just felt... Safe. I got to know them as my husband's menagerie grew in size. I fed them, cared for them, made them as comfortable as I could get away with. Some even spoke to me, told me stories. My husband didn't like it. He told me I liked the beasts more than I liked him," She grinned despite herself. "He wasn't far from the truth."

	"What, did he have a breeding program or something, and you thought you'd join in?" She remained silent for a time and I turned to see her biting her lip and blushing furiously, "You didn't?"

	She shook her head, "No... I didn't. But... I wanted to. It was the Neko's that sold me. But, that male was a vicious thing-"

	"He's dead," I said quickly.

	The woman looked shocked for a moment, before glancing at Inara, "You... You killed him?"

	I sighed and nodded, "I get the feeling he was in that cage a long time. He... Wasn't hard to kill."

	"He was a child when we brought him in. Old enough to know his cultural ways, but small enough to get in the cage. He swore to me that if ever he got out, he'd kill and eat me." She paused and stroked my fur lightly. "Just about broke my heart. Then I met you. You were so small in comparison, I thought you were young enough that I could... Tame you. Get you to trust me, love me, and one day... Mate with me," she said those last words softly.

	"You were willing to risk your life, opening that cage, in order to get some dick?" I chuckled, despite my aching ribs.

	"Oh shut up!" She giggled.

	"What's your name?" I asked her.

	"Alicunt."

	I winced. Why the fuck did all the goblins have nice normal names, and the humans all stupid gibberish? "Well, how about, for a new beginning, you take a new name?"

	"What were you thinking?" She asked.

	"Alice," I smiled. "Different, but not too different."

	"Alice," she rolled the word over her tongue. "Alice... I like it."

	I grinned, "Well Alice, you can call me Samuel."

	"Well Samuel," she smiled. "I think I owe you one. First, you let me go, when you could have killed me. Then you protected me from that... Thing, and then you have your beautiful wives patch me up."

	"I... Alice?" I gulped as her hand stroked my sheath. "Alice, what are you-"

	"Stop moving!" Inara growled.

	I blinked as Alice rolled over the top of me as Inara scowled. "Inara, she's-"

	"I don't care, stop moving. You're warm and I'm cozy!"

	And then I felt her tongue over the head of my cock. Clenching my eyes, I laid back and took a deep breath. "Alice, you don't have to do this. In fact, it's best if you don't."

	"Why?" She said softly, before lightly wrapping her lips around the head of my cock.

	I grit my teeth at the sensation and lost my voice. Alice took that as permission to continue. Grasping my cock through its sheath, she pulled it down, exposing more of my sensitive flesh.

	"It's bigger than I thought," she said softly.

	I snorted, despite myself as her tongue ran up my length. She took the head in her mouth and sucked on it gently, making me twitch. Her hand rubbed my length, exposing more of my cock to the air. She used that as an excuse to slowly start to bob her head. She took more and more of me into her mouth with every bob. She swirled her tongue around the head, making me gasp.

	"Oh," Inara said softly.

	I glanced at her, and saw her eyeing my crotch like a hunk of meat. "Really? Now you're taking an interest?"

	Inara blinked, before glancing at me, "I didn't know she was doing THAT. Is... is it nice?"

	Alice hummed and my eyes quivered at the sensation. Inara just shot me a smile, before moving down to watch. I just groaned as I felt my balls tighten. "Alice?" I groaned.

	Her only reaction was to double down, sucking and slamming my cock into the back of her throat. In no time at all, I came undone, firing ropes of my cum into the back of her throat. Alice made a delighted sound as she sucked my cock like a straw. The slow pulse of my orgasm, despite the volume, made it easy for her to keep up as she sucked it down without complaint. There was only one issue.

	"You have a knot?"

	I groaned softly and nodded, "Yeah, that's what I was trying to say. The first time, the knot swells up, locking me inside. But it won't go down again until I cum a second time."

	"I wanna try!" Inara yowled.

	The feeling of her mouth closing over my cock sent me cross eyed as the rough texture of her tongue rubbed around the head. I heard Alice offering advice and instruction as Inara started to mimic the bobbing action, but I lost rational thought as Alice began to lightly squeeze my knot.

	


Chapter Sixteen - 63990 words

	I'm almost ashamed to say that's pretty much how the next two days went. Note; almost. These are my wives we're talking about. Other than Calistia's small attempt at oral and the one time I'd gone down on Bella. It didn't seem that oral sex was really a thing. At least until now. Maria quivered, as she begged. But I kept my arms wrapped around her hips. Her small frame was perched above my face and I was rolling my tongue over her sensitive clit. She'd cum twice from this and I was aiming for a third. She tasted sweet, but earthy and smelled absolutely divine. Her hormones were going crazy and I knew from my nose that she was indeed pregnant.

	Lara on the other hand, was the one sucking my dick. When Inara had bragged about what she and Alice got up to, the others piled on to try. When Bella told them what I'd done for her, they wanted to try that too. This had been both the best and worst possible outcome. As I was stuck laying on my back, as per Maria's orders, listening to my wives going down on one another. And, as punishment for Maria putting me through that sexual hell, I refused to let her go, until I had my fill.

	"Husband, please?!" She begged.

	"Mmm mmm!" I hummed, slipping my tongue into her tight little hole.

	"I'm sorry!" She cried. "I didn't think you'd mind!"

	"Mind?" I said, pulling my mouth away from her sensitive parts for a moment. "Maria, I love you and I love what you've been doing. My complaint was that you wouldn't let me help!"

	She gasped and made a keening noise as I went back to my gentle torture. A small gush of fluid sprayed over my face and she pitched forward. What I wasn't expecting was for Lara to suddenly slam my entire length into her throat. I felt my lamia wife jerk for a moment, before swallowing and sucking firmly. With Maria's legs clenched over the sides of my head, I couldn't hear what she was saying, but by her tone, she was begging. I took the initiative and sucked her clit into my mouth. Maria's shaking increased tenfold, before Lara started throat fucking me, slamming my entire length in and out of her mouth. The sensation was too extreme and I came violently, even as I sucked firmly on Maria's clit. As I came down, I slowed my own revenge. Until finally, with a small kiss, I let her go.

	Maria moaned as she swung her leg over and collapsed on the bed beside me. She heaved great lungfuls of air as she bodily twitched. Looking at Lara, her hair was bunched up and she had drool and mucus running from her nose and mouth.

	"Did... She?"

	Lara nodded, "Yeah, she did."

	"Are you okay?"

	Lara paused and looked at me, before smiling widely, "She promised I could have you first tonight. I have eggs to fertilize."

	I blinked at her a few times as I heard Bast's laugh in my ears. Lara just beamed and I nodded my agreement. Bast was going to have them all pregnant sooner or later.

	"She's the last," Bast giggled.

	I just closed my eyes and sighed. "This is because of the war, isn't it?"

	"Mostly."

	Our conversation was ignored by my two present wives. They were used to me talking to Bast. I wouldn't have even been surprised if they could hear her voice. They were as loyal to her as they were me.

	"Not quite. If I did something to spite you, they'd turn on me in a heartbeat."

	"It's unnerving when you do that."

	"Oh?"

	I felt a tongue run over the exposed head of my cock, that hadn't quite retracted back into its sheath. Glancing down, Lara was fixing her hair and Bast giggled again. But any response I had vanished as the bedroom door burst open. Jacinta stood there looking distraught, but held herself calmly.

	"M-my father. He-he's woken up. They're doing a t-trial immediately."

	"I suppose they need me there for that?"

	"And A-alice."

	Nodding, I sat up. Maria shifted to give me room, before following me out of the bed. Glancing around, Lara handed me my loincloth. I shot her a smile as I tied it in place. Once my wives were dressed, we followed Jacinta out of the room and back to the training hall where we'd had Calistia's trial. Unlike her trial though, the hall was packed. Faces lined the walls, and there was only a narrow corridor for us to pass to get in. I could even see Carl and his family sitting in the corner.

	"Excellent," Mellisa said, spotting me. "We may begin."

	I moved up to the front of the hall, where Alice was standing with Bella and Stella. Mellisa was standing at the head of the hall, beside Greta, Philip and Elastacia. I moved up beside Alice and stood my ground. It was only then we saw Ben. He was hunched over in chains against the far wall. He glared in my direction, hatred in his eyes, but said nothing.

	"Two days ago, one of our own, an Eldar of these halls, accosted a human," Mellisa started. "Ben, the Eldar in question, was ordered by our Arbiter, to allow the human safe passage. To make it even clearer, the Goddess Bast, herself, came down and blessed the human. Ben, to our dismay, ignored our Goddess, struck our Arbiter in a cowardly, blind attack and was pounced upon by the people of this hall." She sighed for a moment. "Ben, as Eldar, you have the right to come to your own defence."

	"That little bastard is going to kill us all," he growled. "Best thing we could do is take him, and his followers and toss them out of their asses!"

	The room fell silent with shock. Nobody knew how to take that. Even without the explanation from Mellisa, the story had been circulating for days. Bast, herself came down and stopped him from harming Alice. In return, he struck Basts champion, me. How far gone is he, to not see any wrongdoing in his actions? Turning, I looked at Jacinta, who cried silently. She knew as well as I do, what was about to happen.

	"With... No further choice," Mellisa paused and took a deep breath. "Ben, you will be-"

	"Stop," I said, stepping forward.

	A small ripple of murmuring shot around the room as every eye focused on me.

	"Arbiter Samuel, you wish to speak?"

	"Please," I nodded. Mellisa stared for a few moments, before nodding in return. "The actions this man perpetrated were not lethal. Despite the severity, I do not believe an execution is warranted. We are better than that."

	"You are the one he nearly killed," Elastacia said in a low voice. "Why are you defending him?"

	"Bast is the goddess of fertility. She brings new life into this world, but she is not responsible for taking it out."

	"That's not exactly true," Bast whispered.

	"I request that Ben be exiled," I continued, ignoring the goddess. "Spare his life, and allow him to find a measure of peace, so that one day, he may return a changed and better man."

	I didn't bother looking at him. But I could feel his gaze, even as small voices spoke up around the room. Mellisa raised her hand, and the room fell quiet.

	"Once before, Samuel asked for lenience and we ignored his request. This time we will respect his wishes." She turned to the stunned bear-like man, seated on the floor. "Unless there is someone who wishes to challenge the Arbiter, I declare you exiled. You have one hour to exit our halls."

	"Father!" Jacinta cried as conversations sprung up around the room. I watched as the young woman ran towards Ben as he got up, but it was the expression on his face that gave me pause. "Father?"

	"I have no daughter," Ben spat at the young woman. "If you'd done as I'd asked, I could have respected you. Even if I had to kill you for it."

	She took a step back, covering her mouth. Instinctively, I stepped forward, but she turned and fled through the crowd. I was left staring at the blank expression on his face as he dismissed me from his thoughts.

	"Samuel," Mellisa acknowledged me as Ben walked towards a goblin holding a key.

	"I'm sorry if I made things more difficult for you," I said softly.

	Mellisa smiled and shook her head. "No, this is why you are the Arbiter. The council and yourself are two sides of the one coin. You have as much power as we do, but your duties lie elsewhere, so order is preserved."

	I nodded, "Have I missed anything while I was recuperating."

	"Several fires broke out at the entrance of the valley early this morning."

	I closed my eyes and sighed. "We need a war council. If not for Ben, we'd have spoken of this days ago."

	"War?"

	"War."

	Mellisa nervously licked her lips and nodded. "I'll convene with the council and round up who we need."

	"Thank you."

	As the goblin woman walked away I turned to head back to my rooms. Only Maria waited for me, the others having already departed. She smiled sadly at me, as I approached. But I cheered her up as my lips pressed firmly into her own. Together we made our way back, hand in hand. This beautiful goblin woman of mine made my heart soar. And I'd do anything to protect her and our unborn child. We made our way back to the temple, and moved back into our room. Where we met with the rest of my wives. Their nude forms stunned me for a moment and Maria had to physically prod me aside so she could close the door. Before promptly joining them in their nudity.

	"I'm sorry husband," Maria said softly. "I did not understand the distress we caused you while you recovered."

	"Huh?" I asked, snapping back to reality, even as my eyes were glued to several sets of breasts and labia.

	"I think we broke him," giggled Lara.

	"I hope not," Bella bounced slightly, rocking her massive breasts around.

	"He'll come around," Inara purred.

	Calistia stepped closer, her chitin plates already pulled back to allow access to her vagina. As she approached, her vagina was already becoming visibly engorged. The purple of her flesh drew my eye and I couldn't help but stare, as she bent and kissed me.

	Pulling away, she seemed to be blushing as she smiled. "It's Lara's turn first," she nervously bit her lip and flashed me a coy smile. "Then I... I want you t-to r-ruin me."

	Blinking twice, I kissed her softly, before looking at Lara who moved to the bed. Without warning, I sprung into action. Darting around Calistia, Maria squealed in shock. Bella froze, letting me duck between her legs, before I leaped at my beautiful lamia. Tackling her to the bed, Lara rolled, automatically trying to get the upper hand. But she flopped onto her back with a gasp as my lips found her nipple, while my thumb found her clit.

	"Ohhh husssband," she hissed.

	Pulling away from her breasts, I shifted up to look at her, while continuing to stroke her clit.

	"Lay back, my little snake." She blushed, but complied, relaxing into the bed and allowing me to mount her. Smearing the wetness from her labia around with my hand, I transferred it to the head of my exposed cock. "Are you ready to bear my children?"

	Lara bit her lip, showing me those cute fangs of hers, before nodding. I lifted myself into position, before pushing my cock free of its sheath. Slipping the head into the entrance of her vagina, I pushed in half way. Lara gasped and writhed on the bed as our wives joined us. I could see Calistia laying on the bed, while Bella lapped at her generous organ while her own tail swayed in the air. Maria stared at me with hooded eyes as she gently sucked on Calistia's nipples. Even Inara was in on the action. Laying under Bella, suckling away on her favourite treat. With a growl, I shifted and forced my entire length into Lara, bottoming out as she hissed in pleasure.

	"Our children will have such a fierce mother," I growled, thrusting my cock into her.

	"They will be ssstrong," she hissed between clenched teeth.

	I heard a gasp beside me and I checked. In Lara's writhing, Bella had managed to trap the tip of her tail and was slowly forcing it inside herself. I slowed for a moment, seeing Bella rocking her hips on her sister wife's appendage and growled. Hilting myself inside Lara, I kissed her fiercely as I pumped her full of my seed. The swelling of my cock, pulled me that much further inside her as it sealed in our combined juices. But I didn't stop, rocking my hips, Lara moaned and twitched, before I felt her spasm beneath me. I continued thrusting, even as Lara babbled incoherently as the walls of her vagina massaged my knot while she came.

	"Good little snake," I growled.

	With a final shake, Lara arched and flipped us over. I growled below her, but she kissed me fiercely as she moved like a wave above me. Her body pressed down on me from my chest to my crotch, undulating in a way only a snake possibly could. The sensation of her pussy pulling firmly on my knot drove me mad and I was soon listening to her moaning in delight as I stretched her already full to capacity pussy, with more of my seed. Thankfully for her, my knot shrank, letting out a small squirk of my cum, relieving the pressure inside her.

	"I love you Lara," I said, cupping her face.

	She smiled widely, before kissing me and rolling to the side.

	"Goddess Bast, I may need your help."

	All my wives paused as a small giggle went through the room, before I caught my second wind. As my cock began to harden again, I sat up and contemplated my situation. Calistia was closest, but where her pussy was, Bella's face occupied. Bella was the next easiest to get to, but her pussy was already occupied by Lara's tail... Which undulated and thrusted back into Bella's pussy as she rode out her pleasure. Maria on the other hand, was all the way on the other side of Calistia. Inara, well she was completely covered by Bella. I was worried she was getting lonely, but I could see Bella's hand fondling between my feline wife's legs. Frowning, I came up with a compromise.

	Slipping in behind Bella, I hooked my paw under Lara's tail and pulled it out. Bella moaned and looked back, before letting out a sexy moo.

	"Here Maria, you take this."

	Pushing Lara's tail towards my first wife, Maria shot me a smile as she squatted over the appendage. I stared hungrily as Maria's labia stretched to accommodate such a large tool. But the open mouthed delight plastered across her face told me she wasn't in any pain. Turning my attention back to the fur covered ass in front of me, I slapped it firmly.

	"Moo!" Bella let out in shock. "MOO!" She let out again, as I slid my cock inside her.

	She was warm, sopping wet and ripe for fucking. After readying herself on Lara's tail, I wasted no time thrusting myself into her. Lightly gripping her tail, Bella dived back into Calistia's pussy as I fucked her from behind.

	"Oh!" A startled voice let out.

	Turning, I spotted Alice, wide eyed and staring from the doorway.

	"In or out?" I growled, refusing to stop fucking Bella, even as she pulsed around me as she found her pleasure.

	"I..."

	"Get over here!" I snapped. Alice blinked, but quickly entered, closing the door behind her. "Get undressed." She slipped out of her clothes, dropping them in a heap. "Now get over to Lara, and clean her up."

	Alice blushed furiously as she made her way over to us. I made sure to stare at her hungrily as she moved. I was right, she was a mature woman, and she wasn't negatively affected by it. Her hourglass figure was enticing, even down to her neatly trimmed pubic hair. The short layer of fuzz didn't shield the sticky mess collecting between her thighs as she walked. As she moved up onto the bed, I grinned, hearing the slick sounds of her thighs as they rubbed.

	"Umm," she paused.

	"Use your mouth."

	Alice squeaked slightly and moved up to Lara. My beautiful Lamia wasn't really paying attention to her surroundings as she gently rubbed her lower stomach. The action triggered something inside me, and I growled as I emptied myself inside Bella. As my knot swelled inside her I forced myself as deep as possible, letting my knot seal us together. Looking over my wives, Calistia was clutching Bella's horns as she gaped at the ceiling and rocked her hips. Maria was laying on Calistia's chest, gently licking her nipple, while staring at me with hooded eyes. Lara's tail seemed to slowly shift back and forth, slowly reaming her out.

	"Oh!" Lara squeaked.

	Looking over at her, she was pinching her nipples and arching her back. Alice held her labia open with her thumbs as she lifted her tongue away and tasted our combined juices.

	"Yummy," Alice purred and stuck her tongue deeply into my Lamia.

	As Lara let out a long hiss, I started back up, rocking my knot back and forth inside Bella. A tongue rubbed the spot where we joined and I moaned in pleasure as Inara licked at us both. With Bella's head being held in place by a violently shaking Calistia, all she could do was let out muffled lows of pleasure. Grinding myself into her, I grit my teeth as I filled her a second time. Only now did Calistia let her go, so Bella could raise herself and push back. I found myself quickly pinned to the bed as Bella rode her ass into me as I came violently. As my knot shrunk, I gave her ass a slap and she lifted herself off. I thought about grabbing Calistia next, but Bella crawled on top of my chitinous, green wife. So that left me staring at Inara's sexy smile.

	Pouncing, I pinned her in place by her throat. I made sure she could still breathe, but she wasn't about to move. I knew what she liked. Shifting, I dropped my cock on the side of her face and she immediately tried to lick it. So with a grin, I pressed it between her lips, allowing her to suck on it. Grinning, I had an idea. Releasing her throat, I bent over her, pressing my cock into her mouth. She moaned in delight as I gave her clit a quick lick, but that wasn't my goal. Hooking my claws into her ass, I pulled her bottom end towards me. As her ass came up, she remained laying on her shoulders, staring up at her own clitoris. Pulling out of her mouth, I felt her hot breath on my balls as I pushed into her pussy. The slickness of her pussy made it easy, even more so with the addition of her own saliva. But I pulled out and pushed my cock back into her mouth, letting my feline wife taste herself. Thrusting a couple times, I pulled out and pushed back into her pussy. This time I buried myself to the hilt and her legs kicked uselessly in the air either side of me, while her tail thrashed from side to side.

	Gripping her ass I pushed her pussy closer to her face as I fucked her in long strokes. I caught Alice's hooded gaze, and glared at her to get back to pleasuring Lara. Pulling out of Inara's pulsing pussy, I pushed it back into her mouth, where she took me to the back of her throat without complaint. Pulling free, I grinned.

	"Do you like your own taste?"

	"Uh huh," Inara moaned, licking her lips.

	I grinned and pushed the head of my cock back inside her. Pulling back out, I rubbed her juices on her clit. I felt her tongue on the bottom of my cock and grinned knowing what was possible when you were inhumanly flexible. Pulling away, I smiled down at her.

	"Lick." Inara frowned and stuck out her tongue. Prodding her clit with the head of my dick I smiled. "Lick there."

	She got an 'OH' face for a moment, before tentatively extending her own tongue and running it over her own clit. Her body shuddered for a moment, but she stared up at me with hooded eyes as she gently lapped at her most sensitive little nub. Then, without prompting, she pulled her ass closer to her own face and wrapped her lips around it, sucking gently, all the while mewling in pleasure. Figuring she had the message, I slammed my cock back inside her. I lasted only moments before I came violently. Inara's muffled squeals told me she was still pleasuring herself, even as I swelled inside her. As I filled her, I felt her tongue lapping at the base of my cock as I was seated firmly inside her.

	"Goddess, it's stretching me so much," she mewed below me.

	I just grinned and took hold of her ass. Rocking her back and forth, she quickly went back to her own clit. Every now and then she ran her tongue around her opening, tasting her juices off my cock. Pressing my thumb to her ass, Inara went rigid, before trembling. The pressing sensation of her clenching tunnel pushed me over the edge and I pumped my seed into her a second time. I was thinking the moment my cock pulled out, Inara would fall flat. But as my cock came away, she chased it for a second, giving it a lick. But then she dived into her own pussy, licking out our combined mess as it leaked out of her. Just the sight of it happening brought me immediately back to a full erection.

	Shifting around behind Maria, she gripped Lara's tail firmly. "Leave it in, please?"

	I frowned for a moment, before I spotted her other hand shift around and rub her little rosebud. Getting the hint, I pressed the head of my cock at her opening and applied pressure.

	"You're sure?"

	"Mhmm," Maira moaned, and wiggled her hips.

	Gripping her small hips with my claws, she hissed in pleasure as I started pushing. The combined slickness of my orgasm with Inara provided enough lubrication. Her tiny ass opened up and popped over the head of my cock trapping it in place. I felt Maria shudder and paused, before I felt the wet squelch of her orgasm wet my balls. Releasing her hip, I grabbed her shoulder, and with a deep breath, I pushed my entire length inside her. Maria arched her back, screaming silently as her ass clamped down rhythmically over my cock. I grit my own teeth, feeling Lara's tail separated by a tiny strip of flesh.

	"Oh goddess!" Maria cried.

	Shifting my hand from her shoulder, to her neck, I held her back against me. Slowly, I pulled and pushed my cock in and out of her ass while she shuddered in my grip.

	"More?" She begged softly.

	"More?" I grinned. "You want more?"

	"Yes... Please..."

	Grinning, I squeezed her neck slightly. Just enough to hold her in place. Pulling my other hand around, I found her clit and rubbed it firmly. Maria squealed and forced herself back on my cock and Lara's tail. I slammed my teeth into the back of her shoulder and she screamed and hit yet another orgasm. I felt mine come over me and I worried as the intense pressure of her ass increased tenfold. Maria made choking noises and gasped as she frantically started fucking herself on my swolled knot. Lost in her delirium, I continued to rub her clit, even as I tasted the sweetness of her blood. I wondered if all goblins liked a bit of pain, but put the thought aside. It didn't matter, she was mine and I would do whatever it took to keep her happy. Even if it meant she bled a little.

	"Husband!"

	Slamming her face first into the bed beside Calistia, I gripped her hips and firmly pulled and pushed my knot through her ass. Maria screamed as Lara's tail thrashed beneath me. The combined stimulation of the tail moving inside my wife alongside my cock, along with the pulses of Maria's continuous orgasm, had me snarling. Emptying myself inside her ass for the second time, Maria whimpered softly as my cock slipped from her ass. I watched in hungry satisfaction as my cum leaked out, drooling over the bed. But the satisfied smile on Maria's face as she rolled onto her back to rest left me feeling accomplished.

	"Ummm."

	I turned and groaned as Alice took my cock in her mouth. It was one of the most erotic things I've ever experienced as she cleaned my cock. Glancing up, nobody else was paying attention. Lara was snoring softly, Maria was giggling softly to herself while masturbating. Inara was lying in a ball, purring like the cat that got the cream. Bella was squatting over Calistia's face and Calistia... Well watching her purple tongue lapping my seed from Bella's pussy had me rock hard, even as Alice sat back with a smile and a blush.

	"If you liked that, how about you clean up Maria, and if you're good, you'll go last."

	"Okay," she said in a small voice, before shifting around towards Maria.

	I smiled, seeing the mess of her juices literally running down her legs. This whole multiple wives thing was a bit of a head spin, but she seemed to be fitting in well enough so far. Maria certainly wasn't complaining, even as Alice's tongue started to investigate her ass. Turning my eyes to Calistia's swollen pussy, I grinned. I remembered Bast's instruction, that it was 'all clitoris.' It honestly did extend out of her body like she'd used a pussy pump. But that's just how she was naturally. And it gave me an idea. Knee walking towards her, I pushed my cock into her entrance without resistance. Her legs trembled, but I watched her arms tighten over Bella's hips. She knew what she was asking for and I grinned at her stoic apprehension.

	With a grin, I wrapped her extended vagina in both hands and gently squeezed it over my cock. Calistia's entire body trembled and I felt her soft flesh react the same way memory foam does. Then, still while holding her, I twisted slightly as I slid my cock in and out of her. If her violent shaking wasn't an indicator of how she felt, the muffled scream probably was. But her legs snapped around me, holding me inside her, so I had a pretty good idea of how she felt. Holding her pussy like a fleshlight, I firmly fucked her. Sliding my cock in and out of her fleshy hole, Calistia practically started squirting with each thrust. There was so much fluid coming from her, the entrance of my cock forced it out with a small gush. The tightness of her flesh over my cock had me groaning in no time at all. The moment I felt my knot begin to swell in my hand, I pulled it away and forced myself to the hilt inside her.

	"Fuck, take it!" I growled.

	Gripping her hips tightly, I continued slamming my knot inside her as I pumped Calistia full of my seed. Her soft, wet pussy was pushed open and squashed between us. Immediately I realised that this much surface area pressed up between us was perfect. As my orgasm subsided, I rocked my hips against hers. This gave her the added pleasure of her most sensitive organ being rubbed between us. Calistia's legs twitched violently, before squeezing hard as more fluid forced its way past my knot. I grinned and continued forcing my knot through her tight tunnel. The intense crushing sensation of her muscular contractions brought me quickly to my second orgasm and I began firing ropes of my seed into her a second time.

	With my knot retracting, I shifted back and pulled my cock free of Calistia's sopping pussy. As it drooled on the bed, Bella shifted and turned around, before I watched her tongue dive into Calistia's sticky hole. Turning my head, I saw Maria, fists clutching the blanket in ecstasy. Alice was busy licking from her small asshole to her clit and back. All the while, her own leaky pussy was at my eye level. Without another thought, I leaned in. Pressing my thumb into Alice's clit, my tongue slid into her hole. The shock of my intrusion made her sit up and I swatted her ass, leaving a set of pin pricks in her pale ass from my claws. She got the hint though, whimpering as she practically slammed her face back between Maria's legs. Whatever she was doing must have been intense, as my smallest wife thrust her hips upward and let out a keening cry of bliss.

	Alice tasted just how I remember human women did. A little musky, a little salty and oh so very good. In no time at all, her juices were soaked into my face and I could feel the gentle twitches that told me she was close. So it was the perfect time for me to stop. Pulling away, I turned and laid back on the bed, ignoring her pathetic whining. But it was perfect timing, as that last orgasm left her too sensitive to continue and she pushed Alice away. Her expression when she looked around was heartbreaking. Like a lost puppy, she saw all my out of action wives laying around me. Settling her eyes on me, she blinked sadly and began to tear up. With a smile, I pushed my cock upright, forcing it out of its sheath and Alice's eyes went wide.

	"What, you thought we'd forgotten you?"

	"I... I didn't want to assume."

	I nodded slowly, "I Samuel, declare that I wish for you, Alice to become my wife."

	Alice went wide eyed, even as I heard several giggles go off around me. "I... I don't."

	"Alice, either you accept and I take you as a wife, or you do not, and I take you as a mistress. Either way, you're going to ride my cock until I fill you with my seed. Then you're going to ride me again until I fill you a second time."

	Without uttering a word, she moved forward and took hold of my cock. Bending, she gave it a quick suck, tasting mine and Calistia's combined juices. But she straightened after only a moment and lifted herself over me. Even with my small stature, my cock was probably the largest thing she'd ever had inside herself. And it showed as she slowly rocked herself and winced as she lowered herself onto me.

	"Well?" I asked, gripping her hips and pulling her down further.

	Alice's eyes rolled back for a moment before she found herself. Blinking, she took a couple deep breaths, before forcing herself down the rest of the way in one plunge. I blinked, despite the feeling of her cervix pressing into the head of my cock. It was odd, knowing that humans in this world had the smallest vaginas. Even Maria, with her stature could take my entire length without issue. And my cock would be monstrous to a human of her size.

	"I'm yours," she whispered. "I just want someone to love me, that's all."

	"Wife then," I replied with a smile.

	I felt a drip on my chest as she whipped her eyes. But the beaming smile on her face had me reassured. Moreso when she rose herself up and lowered again on my cock.

	"Does my husband find me pleasing?"

	"You're absolutely beautiful, when you slide that tight pussy of yours over my cock."

	Alice paused, before leaning forward and kissing me. And now it was my turn to groan and twitch. With her braced against me, she was able to slam herself up and down on my cock as rapidly as I could probably take her from behind. The tight ring of slippery, muscular tunnel slammed from just under the head of my cock, right to the base and back. With each thrust, I felt a small bump as my cock bounced off her cervix.

	"Oh shit," I growled, clawing gently at her ass.

	"Breed me," she whispered. "Bast fixed me, I want your child."

	Snarling, my knot swelled, taking her by surprise. The swelling pulled me further inside her and Alice was forced to stop. Her reaction to the sudden pressure, combined with the pulses of my seed filling her, slammed her into an orgasm of her own. As her pussy milked my pleasure, I came what must have been a goddess induced amount inside her. She laid on me, with an expression like she'd been slapped. But her arms held me firmly. I could feel her cervix pressed firmly against the head of my cock now. I knew it wasn't like the cartoons, I hadn't fired my seed directly into her womb. But I was pretty sure with the pressure difference inside her, it was getting in regardless.

	"Does this always happen?" She asked groggily.

	I nodded slowly, "Yup, you can thank Bast. First time swells me up and locks me inside. The second time lets me out. In the meantime, that knot acts like a big plunger, forcing my seed as deep as it can.

	Alice nodded, "Thank you Bast." I grinned as Bast giggled in our ears. I knew Alice heard it as she smiled and blushed furiously. But that only lasted a moment as her eyes went wide. "Oh goddess!"

	I was about to ask what was wrong, before I felt the familiar feeling of Lara's tail through flesh. Glancing over, Maria was laying across Lara's body, one hand dipping fingers into Lara's pussy. The other helped guide the Lamia's tail into Alice's ass.

	"Twice, remember," Maria smiled.

	I grit my teeth as Alice began rocking her hips atop me. My knot being dragged through her tunnel was exquisite. As she sat up, I found myself face to face with her nipples and I latched onto one immediately. Her low cry of overwhelming pleasure had me rock my hips up into her. Increasing her own pleasure from the double penetration she received. As I filled her a second time, she screamed out my name and fucked herself furiously until she collapsed into a whimpering pile of flesh.

	


Chapter Seventeen - 69116

	Stepping into the hall, I looked around at the various faces. They all looked at me with worried expressions, while Calistia walked beside me.

	"Samuel, these are the leaders of the various peoples within our halls."

	I glanced at them once again and saw their differences. The true goblins were obvious, but it seemed many of the hybrids considered themselves unique enough to band together. Even Carl was here, I guess to represent the trolls that had come to us. He smiled thinly at me and I returned the gesture.

	"Do you want the long, or the short version?" I asked as everyone shifted around me to listen.

	"Short," Carl said in his slow, deliberate tone.

	Nodding I sighed. "My Goddess Bast, along with Goddess Athena have informed me the Chancellor of the plains is invading the north. The random fires in the entrance to the valley are the scouts. They attack where they can, set their fires and move on. The main army is a day or two behind."

	"And why are we only hearing about this now!" A hairy, pig-nosed man shouted.

	"Honestly, between the raid for the last slaves, Ben injuring me and being confined to a bed, I didn't have many opportunities to bring this to the council's attention. But, I'm here now, telling you what I need." I waited to see if there was going to be any other grievances, before nodding. "Alright, we need the dryads to increase production for food."

	"Why?" One of the dryads spoke up. I turned and smiled seeing Arkarna staring at me. "Our production is stable, even with the recent additions."

	"Refugees will be coming here, beings who dwell in the forest, travellers, humans-"

	"We're not letting bloody humans in here!" One of the goblins snapped.

	I frowned. "And why shouldn't we?"

	"They wouldn't save us!" Another shouted.

	I held up my hand, "Are we no better than them?"

	"That's not-"

	"That's exactly the point!" I snapped. "There's a human in our halls right now. Shall you be the one to tell her she isn't welcome, after Bast herself blessed her?" There was a series of low mumbling going on around the room. "By all means, check who we bring into these halls, set them aside if they're a threat. But if I hear of innocent women and children being sent away, I will have blood."

	"That almost sounds like you're not going to be here," Mellisa said softly.

	Many hours later, I staggered back to our room. Calistia left once she had her instructions. She was in charge of defence before, she was in charge of defence now. She was working with Carl to set up a way to permanently seal the entrance to the halls. Then they were going to move boulders onto the edge of the plateau. If the enemy came for us, like I believed they would, we could cause a lot of damage simply causing landslides. We also expected them to climb, at least in small numbers. The mountain was too tall, steep and rocky to make it easy to siege us. Undermining through solid rock wasn't going to be a simple venture. Scaling wouldn't be possible in great numbers. We had plenty of food and access to water as runoff from the mountain itself. No, the best chance we had, and the reason I wanted to get back to my wives, was that I would be leaving.

	I wasn't a warrior. I couldn't hurl stone. I couldn't direct forces, manage supplies or make grand speeches. I was a little furry dude with punching daggers and a sixth sense for moving quietly and unseen. Maria would stay back as a medic. Bella would supply both milk and muscle where needed. Calistia would command our defence. Lara would protect them all. Even Alice, apparently she could cook and would help where she could. That left Inara... And I didn't think my wives were going to like me leaving, less so when I took her as well.

	Pushing through the bedroom door, I could see the outlines of my wives on the bed. Moving closer, I could see them all cuddled up against one another. But they'd left a small spot in the middle clear. I couldn't help the smile as I stripped off my loincloth and crept onto the bed. Rolling over, I wiggled my way between Maria and Calistia and sighed as they both pulled themselves onto my chest. Maria, let out a snore, while Calistia murmured softly.

	But it was the shifting of the bed that snapped me back to attention. The glint of steel caught my eye and I felt the edge pressed under my throat as Jacinta loomed above me.

	"Don't hurt them," I whispered.

	She bared her teeth at me, as wet droplets landed on my face. "Why can't you hate?" She demanded in a hiss. "Why can't you say cruel things? Why can't you berate me, yell, make threats?"

	"Do you deserve those things?" I asked softly, mindful that Calistia's breathing pattern had changed. I gripped her leg, holding her in place so she didn't suddenly move.

	"You don't know me," she growled softly. "You can't understand."

	"Your kind mates for life," I said simply. "You hate me, so-"

	"I don't hate you," she said as her voice broke. "I tried... I tried so hard to hate you."

	I heard the small clink as she tossed the knife aside before she dropped her head onto my stomach and cried. Turning my head, I saw Calistia staring at me.

	"Does he make you happy?" Jacinta asked.

	A small chorus of, "Yes." Went off around me.

	I felt the hand on my sheath, followed by hot breath. "Samuel?" She squeezed and rubbed her hand up my length, making me twitch. "You already know, I mate for life."

	"I'm leaving," she paused, before looking up at me. "The rest of my wives are staying here to look after our home. I'm going out into the forest tomorrow. I need to warn the humans about what's coming. And then I'm going to follow the army into the forest and do what I can. I could be dead soon." I regretted saying it as Maria's hands clamped down on my arm and Calistia lowered her gaze, refusing to look at me.

	"I'm going with you," Inara hissed, crawling over Maria to sit on her lap. "Whatever you can do, I can as well."

	I smiled and nodded, "I was going to ask."

	"So," Jacinta said after a few heartbeats. "This may be my last chance to fall pregnant, with your child?"

	"Weren't you listening?"

	"Yes," She said evenly. "You might die. And I will live the rest of my life, regretting never taking this chance."

	She rose up, rubbing my rebellious cock. With the head of my cock exposed, she lightly ran her fingers over it. Pulling away, she quickly ripped off the sleeping tunic she wore. Beneath it, she was furred, but all woman. Her figure told me she was powerful like her father. Her long arms, capable of ripping me in half, even as she used them to move herself into position. With one hand she steadied herself, with the other, she took my cock and pushed back my sheath. And without preamble, she fit the head of my cock into her surprisingly wet opening and dropped her hips straight to my own.

	Judging by the claws in my chest, it hurt. But she stared at me intently. Lara suddenly wrapping her arms around her snapped her back to reality. But as her tail wrapped around the bear-woman, there was little she could do.

	"What are you doing?" Jacinta whined.

	"Making sssure you do not regret thisss," Lara hissed, slipping a hand lower on Jacinta's body.

	Jacinta squeaked after a moment and I could make out Lara rubbing between the bear-woman's thighs. Jacinta shuddered and shifted, rocking herself on my cock. Even after the... yeah, orgy is probably the word I'm looking for. Even after the orgy my wives and I had this afternoon, I felt the familiar tingle go through me as I decided I had to have this woman. Each small moan of pleasure she let out made me grin. The twitching of her tunnel over my cock made me smile. And as Maria leaned between us and started tonging her clit directly, I felt her clamp down on my knot, as it swelled inside her.

	"Goddess!" Jacinta squealed, as she felt the pressure inside her increase, both from my knot and the cum being pumped into her.

	Growling, I gripped her hips and rocked her against me. Jacinta squirmed and made a series of low grunts. I felt a gush of fluid leak over my crotch, but it didn't seem to bother Maria who's tongue I still felt lick where we joined. As we came down from our mutual highs, I grabbed Maria by the hair and pulled her to me. Her lustful expression turned to me as I kissed her firmly. The taste of Jacinta's pussy was fresh on her lips and I devoured her entirely. Maria rolled to one side as Jacinta dropped into her place. The large woman was practically bent in half as she mauled me. Raising and lowering her hips, she slowly fucked my knotted cock as we furiously kissed. Pulling away, she looked at me, with a strange expression.

	"You own me," she whispered. "I'm yours."

	"I Samuel, declare that I wish for you, Jacinta-"

	"Yes!" She squealed and slammed her mouth back into my own.

	Her whole body trembled as she slammed her hips into my own, practically wringing my second orgasm from my knot. I snarled into her mouth as I came a second time. Pumping my seed deep inside her as she thrashed above me. With the exertion, I drifted off to sleep, as Jacinta simply settled in position as my cock slipped free of her drooling pussy.

	


Chapter Eighteen - 71540

	The guards were sitting around their small fire. There were six of them. But it wouldn't matter. At least... So far, it hasn't. The plainsmen moved rather stealthily amongst the trees and now was no different. They worked in pairs. Two on each side, for a total of four. This was the first team we'd caught up with, but evidence suggested there were at least two more like them, for a total of three teams. The guards had no idea they were being watched as they heated their midday meals. They were just a patrol, going about their day. Maybe investigating the numerous fires that had popped up in the valley all of a sudden. It was pure coincidence we'd stumbled across the plainsmen and followed them here.

	"I'm telling you Ruthchik," one of the guards waved a wooden spoon he used to stir the pot over the flames. "These fires are a bad omen. We need to find what's causing them and get back to town."

	One of the guards, presumably Ruthchik, wore a patch on his armour. So he was probably their captain, though the lack of respect suggests it was a recent appointment. "Horsefaise, don't you think I know this?" the man shook his head. "I'm just following orders, same as you."

	"I'm just saying, if we were near the roads, it'd be easier going. Not to mention we'd be more likely to find help if we ran into trouble."

	The men sat in silence for a moment as Horsefaise tipped the contents of the pot into a bowl. The others moved in to get theirs and the plainsmen made their move. Saying a quick prayer to Bast for Inara, I leaned over the branch and watched the plainsmen close in. The two I watched moved in an offset single file. With one slightly ahead, and the other slightly behind and off to one side. Immediately I knew the first would rush in, the second would move in his shadow and branch off before they'd strike at the same time. With both teams rushing in at once, the four plainsmen would have all six guards down in moments. At least, that was what they were expecting. At the edge of the trees, the first plainsman made a fist. I got ready and as he lowered it and shifted his weight, I dropped. The four plainsmen burst out of the underbrush with loud woops, waving stone axes overhead. I didn't pay attention to the two on the far side, but the two under me were my problem. Landing on the first man's shoulders, I sprung backward, hard. As I shoved off, he pitched, falling in front of his partner, sending them both to the ground.

	I on the other hand, tumbled through the air, twisting until I aligned myself with the trunk of the nearest tree. I landed softly, facing downward, before springing off in the direction of the fallen plainsmen. The guards, at the sudden intrusion, threw away their bowls and drew their blades, but otherwise didn't react. I made the most of it, landing on the shoulders of the second plainsmen who was scrambling over the first who tripped him. On impact, I slammed one of my blades into the side of his neck, before allowing my momentum to carry me over to his far side. This let my punching dagger carve a large, deep furrow through his flesh, before bouncing free as it hit his spine.

	But that was still enough to drop the man heavily on his comrade. Turning on the spot, I could see Inara, clutching a dagger buried in the back of the first plainsman. His partner was trying to knock her free, but the man spun continuously on the spot. The situation was so ridiculous, that none of the soldiers reacted until well after I had both my punching daggers planted in the confused plainsman's chest. As I drove the man to the ground, I could see the first plainsman I knocked over, getting to his feet.

	"Turn around!" I roared.

	Ruthchik frowned for a moment, before turning. Seeing the plainsman, he stepped forward and kicked the man's legs out from under him. With the man dealt with, I helped Inara with her prey and with a few swift punches to the face and throat, the final plainsman collapsed.

	"Ruthchick, that's him!" The guard called. "That's the one who killed Twelep and the others!"

	"Oi oi," Ruthchick stepped up and placed a hand on the soldiers arm. "Let's just wait a moment. He's just saved our lives."

	"The valley is under attack," I told the six men. "The Chancellor of the plains will be here in a day or so. These were his scouts."

	"How do you know?" One of the guards asked. He was the shortest of the bunch, but the most well built. Even had a dwarf-like beard and I wondered if some hybrids were accepted more than others.

	"I am the champion of Bast," I said, waiting for the customary few moments that suggested something bad would befall me. "The high priestess of Athena came to me. Hel has chosen the Chancellor as her champion and they ride for the north. I was hoping to follow these scouts back to their camp, when they came across you."

	"Why are you telling us this?" Ruthchick asked suspiciously.

	"Because when your towns fall, I want people to know that if you can make it to the abandoned, dwarven halls at the edge of the valley, you will find safety."

	One of the guards snorted and shook his head. "Right, like a bunch of humans are going to just waltz into that death trap."

	I just waved to the dead and captured plainsmen laying around us and sighed. "As opposed to this death trap?"

	Turning, I waved for Inara to follow and headed for the trees when I heard a loud.

	"WAIT!" I turned, seeing the captain holding up his hand. "Ummm, what's your name?"

	"Samuel."

	He nodded for a moment, "Thank you, Samuel."

	I shot the man a smile. I knew I'd at least given one something to think about. Whether the other's listened or not was yet to be decided. But one had. And when their town fell, and this close to the plains, it would fall. There would be survivors who would flee. And all it would take is a single driving voice and someone would survive. At least that was my hope, as Inara and I climbed into the trees and slipped away.

	That in itself was an odd thing to realise. And it was very much on both our minds. I was a catboy of some sort. Inara was a neko, changed by Bast so she was as small as I. But while she had most of my strengths, cunning, stealth and balance. She lacked the flexibility of the wrists to climb as easily. I mean, sure, as we leaped from branch to branch, clearly she was capable of keeping up. But if I suddenly changed altitude, going up or down was much slower for my small feline wife. So I made sure to keep to her pace as we moved.

	It didn't take long before we found our next mark. The scent hit us first. Smoke. We'd checked the top of the canopy regularly and had an idea of where the fires were. It was like a calling card. They came, they attacked, they burned and they moved on. We'd been chasing ghosts most of the day until we'd almost literally stumbled across the team we'd killed. But now, the smell of fresh smoke filled the air. Up ahead, we could even see the haze from it, filling the trees. We hurried on and quickly came across the scene. It was a cart. We could see two large bodies and several smaller ones thrown on top. Considering their awkward positioning, they were dead when the fires were lit.

	"Husband."

	"I'm going to enjoy killing them," I replied. "This is barbaric, killing civilians, children..." I shook my head and scoped around.

	The tracks I found told the story. Same as always, there were four of them. They'd been on each side of the road and waited until the last moment to pounce. The family barely had time to move, going by the lack of scuff marks from the struggle and overabundance of blood. At least their deaths were quick. Then, with the family dead, the animals were put down and the whole thing burned and left. And the tracks were extremely fresh.

	Rushing in the direction the tracks went, I sprung off a boulder into the lower limbs of a tree and scrambled up over head height. The plainsmen weren't used to looking up, so we didn't go very high. But we closed on them. The tracks lead around in a loop, before heading back south towards the plains. Which was just about perfect. We followed the tracks until the sun dropped below the mountains, plunging the valley into darkness at that point, we were forced to stop. We thought about our options as we took some strips of dried meat from the pouches we had tied around our waists. Along with a waterskin each, it's all we carried other than our weapons.

	"We can't track them in the dark," Inara said.

	I nodded, "No, we're as likely to walk past them, as we would have them turn the tables on us."

	"We should sleep up in the trees."

	I shot her a smile. I was worried about bringing her if I was being honest. Not just because I loved her and wanted her safe, but because I wasn't sure of her abilities. We'd never spoken about where or when she was captured and put in that cage. She could have been born in one, for all I knew. But she handled that dagger well, even if she missed anything vital. Her instincts were on point.

	"You're going to have to hold me though. I'm not used to sleeping in trees," she smiled as the fur on her face mottled, letting me know she was blushing.

	I smiled back and led her up into the canopy. We found a nice crook in some branches that would be comfortable. And here, she almost silently rode my knot until we fell asleep, with her wrapped in my arms.

	"Samuel!"

	Snapping awake, I coughed heavily. Inara sat up, before doing the same thing. The air was thick with smoke. Looking down, we could see orange flames and they were getting brighter.

	"Move!" The voice, or should I say Bast, yelled in my ear.

	Inara quickly got off me and I searched for the best direction to move. There was a small breeze. The fire would be moving in the same direction, so it was best to go against it and hope to get over the fire before it reached the canopy.

	"Come on!" I snapped.

	Waiting only long enough to ensure Inara was coming, I raced across the branches. Keeping the wind in my face, I made a steady climb as I felt the heat grow more intense below us. I ignored the red sparks that floated up. Inara was practically stepping on my tail; she was so close.

	"Husband, where are we going?"

	"The fire is moving with the wind, I'm trying to get us over it!" I yelled, not slowing my pace for an instant.

	As we got to a particularly tall section, I could see the edge of the plains outside the valley. This fire was probably set as the scouts left. Half as a warning to the inhabitants, and half to let the main army know they were returning. But that wasn't the issue right now. Pockets of flames, here and there were flaring up above the treetops. We wouldn't be safe here forever and there was little distinction between going forward or back. The problem was the abundance of smoke and flames in all directions.

	"Do you trust me?" I asked Inara.

	She stared at me, wide eyed, clearly terrified. But she swallowed and nodded her head. So I kissed her. It was chaste, but I tried to force as much love into it as I could. Then I started moving. Keeping to the tops of the trees as I could, we wound our way through the burning forest. Tongues of flames reached out, cutting us off, making us change direction. More than one tree we crossed was burning. But we pushed through, even as our fur began to singe in places. And like a breath of fresh air, we hit a wall of cool, fresh air.

	Rushing into it, we slowed and came to a stop in a tree burned half way up it's trunk. I turned and gave Inara a firm hug as she buried her face into my shoulder.

	"You stink," she grumbled.

	I just laughed softly. "We'll find somewhere to bathe later."

	Nodding, I gave her another kiss and climbed the few branches to the very top. Inara was only a few steps behind as we surveyed our surroundings. On one side, was a wall of flames, rising up through the canopy. I could see the tree we stopped at and I cringed as it went up in flames. Inara must have seen it as well, as she gripped my hand tightly and leaned against me.

	"We're okay," I said evenly.

	Looking in the opposite direction, we could see where the trees stopped and where the plains started. At least. Where the plains started, was covered by men on horses. Hel's army was here. And they were far larger than I would have ever expected. If this group intended to simply burn their way through, there was nothing stopping them. But I had a feeling they were here for glory as much as conquest. Simply burning the towns would be too easy. We moved towards them, even as they moved into the valley. Most were forced to dismount and walk their horses though the narrow trees. Even after being burned, their trunks were solid, as were the thick roots that churned up the ground. This was not a place for horses, and that would be our advantage. After pushing a small way into the forest, they called a horn and they began a retreat.

	"Let's get closer, see what's going on."

	We moved together closer to the force, while being careful to stay up high and with cover. We didn't expect anyone to look up, but we weren't taking any chances. We watched as the minutes turned to hours, until finally they managed to organise themselves. Several hundred men spanned out in groups as a screening force. The rest went back to the road. They moved in a long slow progression, hemmed in by the very trees we used to hide in.

	"This should be fun," Inara said, mirroring my thoughts.

	We watched for most of the first day. The way they moved, the way they acted. We paid attention to the messengers that ran up and down the lines. We paid attention to the signals that went out. We even began to recognise those who were in charge. Of all things, it was determined by their horse. It was twofold. The larger the horse, the more important the rider. Then, to add a distinction, their manes were coloured and braided. It wasn't obvious at first and looked like casual decoration. But we noticed the ones with green streaks carried bows. Brown streaks carried axes. White streaks carried spears. These same colours, when used in conjunction with tassels and flashes of purple, seemed to denote rank. For example, the man leading the group had braided light chains through his horse's mane. It also had alternating streaks of purple and white and carried an ornate spear. It in itself was impressive. Most of the weapons we could see were wood, leather and stone. But his spear was tipped in metal, probably iron. It sat in a long sheath against his thigh, where it was in easy reach. And being right at the head of the army, he was clearly the one in charge of leading them in.

	"It's going to be a long night," I smiled. "We're going to have to sleep during the day."

	"What are you planning?"

	"Wait till they stop for the night, sneak into the camp and kill anyone who looks important. Cut throats, stab temples, keep it quiet. Maybe set a few fires of our own. Then we'll get up in the trees and hide while they move on. Then try again."

	Inara smiled and nodded. This was exactly what we were built for.

	Nineteen - 74342

	Calistia nodded in approval as Carl got the final boulder into position. The large, slow clay troll was surprisingly intelligent. She knew he wasn't the slow creature he appeared to be. But seeing him come up with a defensive solution like this was extraordinary. Guided by Carl, there was now a collection of boulders that would cause different effects. The larger, rounder boulders would simply roll down the mountain where they were aimed. But there were smaller ones throughout. If those were disturbed, they were aimed in such a way that they would cause a cascade effect that would form into a landslide. If that on it's own wasn't impressive enough, Carl had assured her that it was repeatable. They could set off a single landslide, at one end of the plains, then another at the opposite end. Then when they were both stable, a third could be set in the middle that due to the unstable land from two prior landslides, would effectively drop the entire side of the mountain in a single, massive plunge.

	"And you're sure it won't affect the halls?"

	The big man shook his head and smiled. "Dwarves, knows good, rock."

	Calistia nodded, before spotting Hannah returning. Unknown to Samuel, she'd sent both the flying women out to keep an eye on them. She knew it was a risk, but even Calistia had to admit to herself, if something happened, she'd never forgive herself. She was here, behind the mountain, hidden by stone, separate from the world, as her husband, with just one other took on an entire army.

	"They're okay!" Hannah called, landing beside the chitinous mantid. "They made it through the flames and are watching the army."

	Calistia turned and gazed into the distant smoke, desperately trying not to sob in relief. She hadn't really thought the fire would be enough to stop Samuel, but it came on so quickly, she couldn't be entirely sure.

	"What of the army, how large? When will they get here?"

	"Ten, maybe twelve thousand," Hannah reported. "Stella says they're moving, single file down the main road. So they're probably another day or two before they're in range of striking the first town."

	Calistia nodded, "I have something I need to ask. I won't hold it against you, but-"

	"If something happens, and we have the opportunity, we'll get them both out," Hannah ruffled her feathers. "Stella and I have already spoken about it."

	Calistia smiled and nodded. Looking over the crow woman, she could see the feminine curves despite the thick layer of feathers. "I approve."

	The feathers on Hannah's face stood on end, giving her a puffy look as she quickly took to the air. Calistia smiled and watched as she went back to watching Samuel.

	"Was that Hannah?" Bella asked, stomping over to her sister-wife.

	Calistia turned and in a rare act of public affection, hugged the larger woman. "He and Inara are fine. They got through the fire unharmed."

	"Thank the goddess," Bella mooed softly, hugging Calistia back.

	Disengaging, Calistia shot Bella a faint smile, before turning and heading back to check the progress of the militia. It had been decided that an effective ground fighting force would be wasted. Those who were already trained in hand to hand combat were ready. On the off chance someone made it into the halls, there were specific choke points, where even a dozen armed men could stall an army for days. And if the worst were to happen, evacuating to the plateau and collapsing the halls was still an option. Food and water was collected up here, the halls were just shelter. And there were enough trees and tents brought to the surface to house most of the population in an emergency.

	The bulk of the civilians on the other hand, were being trained as archers. They weren't expected to hit individual targets. But they were being trained to fire in groups to hit areas. With an army on the doorstep, a massive height advantage and due to the dryads, a surplus of wood... Well, anyone who wanted to camp out the front was going to have a hard time doing so while being pelted with thousands of arrows.

	As Calistia checked over the preparations, she answered questions, gave assurances and commented on progress. All the while, their enemy got closer. And when the sun finally dropped below the horizon, she collected her sister wives and retired to their room for the evening.

	***

	Sneaking into the army was simple. They moved along the road, while a small screening force pushed through the trees ahead. But it was obvious that they were used to tracking over open plains and had little experience with the claustrophobic atmosphere of the dense forest. So it was a simple matter to slip though unnoticed. It was literally as easy as crawling under a bush and waiting for them to pass. From ground level , they snuck up to the lines. In the semi-darkness, not even the horses noticed them dart under a supply wagon. It was the first in a row of three. These wagons were staggered through the army. Stuck on the road, it simply wasn't feasible to feed the whole army from a single position in the rear. Part of the army wasn't even technically in the forest yet. They were stretched thin, which was something they seemed to have no experience with. It was just about perfect.

	"Wait here," I said, giving Inara a peck on the lips.

	Moving to the front, I silently caught my claws into the coarse wood and lifted myself off the ground. Inara, still under the wagon did the same, hanging onto the undercarriage while the wagon trundled down the road. I crawled up the front, careful to watch where the driver was looking. He turned out to be a she and I wondered if all the support workers were women. It would make sense, as they were apparently nomadic. She on the other hand, was in talks with a nearby rider and had her head turned. Slipping past on her blind side I darted in amongst the contents of the wagon and waited to see if I'd been spotted.

	Grinning the lack of change in the situation, I took a look around. There was just about everything in here. Jars of water, dried meats and vegetables. Rope, tools, weapons were also available. Finally, in the rear, with the tent and sleeping mats, I found what I was looking for. A jar of what smelled faintly like pitch, beside some ceramic lanterns, and a flint... And that was bloody perfect. Putting the jar in my small bag, I quickly checked the wagon over one last time. And after stuffing some dried meat into my bag, I made sure it would all fit, I went back for a second jar. This one I opened, by scratching the wax seal around the wooden top. With the jar open, I slowly spread the contents through the wagon. I concentrated it at the rear, not wanting to risk burning a non combatant. I knew this was war, but I wouldn't intentionally harm someone who wasn't going to fight back.

	Climbing out of the wagon, the same way I got in, I dropped silently to the ground, before Inara helped hoist me up onto the bracket that held the axle. I showed her the jar and after a sniff she smiled and nodded. I wasn't quite sure what it was, but I was certain it would burn quite nicely. Clawing into the rough wood, I crawled to the back of the wagon and checked around. The wagon behind was nice and close, but I wasn't sure about getting inside it. I shifted to the far side and dropped to the ground. Staying low and still, the following wagon rolled right over me. The moment I was in cover, I caught the wood with my claws and climbed up. Like before, I checked around the sides, looking for the clearest spot. The driver of this wagon again was the weak point. She looked like she'd never seen trees before, the way she glanced around in all directions.

	Either way, I timed my chance and slipped into her wagon same as the one in front. After quickly checking everything over, the contents were much the same. I spent a little time emptying the jar, before grabbing a replacement. I was actually impressed the layout was the same. It would mean speedy setups for anyone to show up at any wagon. It was clever, but it would burn all the same. Climbing back down, I got under the wagon and splashed some of the liquid on the underside of the wagon. With my pattern down pat, I quickly repeated my actions with the final wagon, before racing back up to the first to sit with Inara.

	"Alright, I'm going to light this, then we need to get out into the trees," I told her softly. We dropped to the ground and walked beneath the wagon, while I wet the underside. Then I simply walked and poured a trail. I wanted a nice long flame to get all three wagons at once, because I doubted we'd have time to go to each one individually. Placing the jar on the axle, I grinned as I got it wedged in place. With both hands free I took out the flint I'd taken and quickly sparked it on the trail. It lit immediately and a pale blue flame raced backward. Turning to the wet patch on the wagon, I struck it again, sending a similar blue flame across the underside. Then, I grabbed Inara's hand and raced for the trees. There were no shouts as we left, which told us we hadn't been spotted. But a cry went out as we started climbing. We didn't wait to get up terribly high before we doubled back to admire our work. The third wagon was pulled up and the woman was off, trying to beat the flames with a sleeping mat. The other two had moved ahead somewhat, but were pulling up. That was when the first wagon burst into flames.

	The pot underneath must have ignited and a small fireball whooshed out. Then it was pure chaos. The woman leaped to safety as the horse towing the wagon screamed and ran. The horse in control of the wagon behind reared up in fear. The first wagon stampeded through the ranks of men, trampling and crushing them. As the flames engulfed the cart, it got to the unopened jars, causing a second, much larger fireball. Now the screams of dying men filled the evening. Through the terror of the first cart, nobody noticed the second and third going up as well until it was too late. People shouted orders in a language I didn't understand. Others rushed to try and save what they could from the wagons. But just like the first, the jars after being exposed to direct flames exploded, engulfing everything and everyone in the immediate vicinity. Then, being attached to terrified horses, they ploughed through the ranks in random directions, killing and maiming dozens of men.

	I took a deep breath and forced myself to watch the chaos. These people were literally marching to war. There was no time for pity. I'd kill quickly and cleanly where I could, but I refused to take pity on invaders if they died horribly.

	"Husband?" Inara asked, touching my shoulder.

	I shook my head, "We wait for now."

	Nodding, she pressed herself to my side as we watched the carnage. The sounds of dead and dying filled the air as the horses quietened down. At least one of the women driving the wagons was dead. Another was being beaten publicly. The man doing so I committed to memory. I'd be keeping an eye on him. He was on my list. Important or not, beating an unarmed woman was unnecessarily cruel. Especially as she begged and pleaded as she did.

	As the dusk turned to evening, the army settled themselves in for a long night. I'd burned their tents, food, and other equipment, so most grumpily made themselves comfortable on the ground. The only sounds were the low groaning of the injured as they lay, segregated from the rest.

	"Alright, spread out, stay quiet and let's cut some throats," I whispered to Inara.

	Slipping down the trunk, I dropped noiselessly to the ground. I waited just long enough for Inara to join me before moving forward. Our original plan was to take out as much of the leadership as we could, but this was too big of an opportunity. The soldiers were spread out. Laying between roots and branches they were well spaced and were spread right back into the forest. There was plenty of room to move. And almost no chance a sudden thrash would hit a neighbour. Stepping up to the first soldier, I took a deep breath. With a silent snarl, I swung my fist into the side of his throat, slicing his jugular. To finish him off, I yanked upwards at the end of the strike. Between the blow, the stab and the opening of the man's windpipe, he barely made a sound louder than the rustling of the leaves in the wind. Then I turned to the next. Only, this time, he had a woman with him. I frowned, unsure of what to do. In the end I decided a message was better, simply dripping fresh blood over their tunics, before moving on.

	I spotted Inara watching what I did and she repeated it herself on the couple she stood over. Nodding my assent I moved on to the next. This man was younger, barely a man. But I grit my teeth and slammed my blade into his throat like the last. This time I didn't stay and watch. I moved on to the next, and the next and finally it became a mind numbing process of moving from one person to the next until finally I hit the road. Freezing in place, I darted back into cover. Standing out in the open like that was suicide. If I'd been spotted, it would have been all over.

	"Careful Samuel, you're doing well, we'll talk later," Bast said softly.

	I nodded, knowing she'd at least read my mind and know I thought of her. With a deep breath, I quickly checked my surroundings and crossed the road. I checked around on the other side and made sure nobody was watching, before continuing my massacre. I continued the same pattern. Punch into the throat, before ripping out the front. Going from asleep to having their throats ripped open didn't leave a lot of time to contemplate their situation. If not for their lungs filling with blood, the sudden loss of blood pressure to the brain took them down even quicker. I moved through the sleeping soldiers like a wraith. I spared the few couples I came across, while occasionally stumbling across already dead men, staring into the night sky. Their throats cut already from Inara who was still with me.

	As the soldiers thinned, I found myself staring at the last men before the trees swallowed the darkness. Moving amongst them, I got quickly to work, taking them out until I was staring at the very last one. It was the man who was beating the woman. His knuckles were split from the force of his blows and I grit my teeth. This time, I wanted to feel it. Leaning over him, I pressed my paw to his mouth. His eyes shot open, staring at me in shock. Right before my blade hit his throat. He lurched up as I yanked my arm free and punched again. He flailed beneath me, but nobody around was alive to do anything to help. Snarling softly I stabbed, slashed and hacked at the man's throat as the sounds of him choking filled the air. Something in him must have finally snapped, as he suddenly went on the offensive.

	Shoving me off, I tumbled to the ground as the man staggered upright. Staggered being the word as he drew a flint knife from his belt. He waved it at me as he leaned heavily to one side. Racing in, I darted between his legs. It wasn't fair, standing was just about the limit of his abilities and as I swiped my claws between his legs, he went down in a heap. Rolling on the ground, he managed to get to one of his friends, but as he saw the blood pooled around the warm body, the man collapsed on the ground, shaking his head. I turned, seeing Inara watching me and I moved to join her, slipping into the night and climbing into a distant tree where we could sleep. Only as we climbed and found a comfortable spot, it was already occupied. Bast sat, on a bed of leaves, and opened her arms to us. Without thinking, Inara and I both accepted her embrace. The moment we touched, the thick, wet feeling from the blood in our fur vanished, quickly followed by our consciousness as Bast lulled us to sleep.

	


Chapter Nineteen - 77225

	It was a series of horrified screams that woke us. The first one rang out and I snapped awake. Inara was staring into my eyes as Bast stoked our ears in tandem. As more screams rang out I shuddered, remembering all the death. The sounds of the army coming awake came very quickly. Orders were yelled, horses were hitched all the while terrified men and women tried to explain to themselves the horror we had wrought.

	"Samuel," Bast said, catching my attention. "I'm sorry."

	I sighed and rubbed my face into her fur. She'd stayed with us as we rested.

	Inara took my hand and squeezed gently. "This was necessary," she said softly.

	I nodded. I knew the army would trample through the valley and destroy it all. I knew we had to take every opportunity, and I knew my strengths and weaknesses. But that didn't make outright slaughter easy. After a few moments to enjoy Bast's affection, I felt it was time and sat up. As Inara followed, Bast smiled sadly at me, and vanished.

	"Come on, we need to see the damage."

	Inara nodded in silence and followed me out onto the branches of the tree. Moving quickly, but quietly, we made our way back to the army. Most of the bodies were left on the ground as the army moved through. The people we could see, stared wide eyed and worried at the corpses. In the light of the morning sun, they were far more numerous than I thought. We'd cut the throats of hundreds of men, spread out over an area the size of a football field. We must have been out there for hours without even realising it. And tonight, we'd probably do it again.

	Moving with the army, we found the head of it. If they kept this pace, they'd reach that first town, where I'd rescued Maria by evening. I just hoped those guards kept my words in mind. I can't see the plainsmen taking prisoners, especially if they planned on burning everything. Inara and I kept a watchful eye on the army as they beelined to their first target. And we kept a watchful eye.

	Many hours later, the sound of bells ringing had us move ahead. The town must have sent out scouts, who spotted the army. It wouldn't have been difficult. Even a basic knowledge of this land would trump the ability of this army. Well out of their depth, I got the feeling they relied on their size to intimidate their foes. This had the side effect of making them vulnerable, as they took no steps to protect themselves. Bogged down in a forest, that was sheer idiocy... And maybe I had a way to capitalize on it.

	As the evening turned to night, the army stayed awake longer. They'd obviously pushed through to get here and set up their tents before true darkness.. It also made it obvious what the fluid in the jars was used for, as they lit their lanterns and hung them from flexible poles on their horses. It made sense really, they'd be able to ride and still have light with a lower risk of it spilling or breaking. It was rather clever. It also meant that there were jars of the flammable substance set out... pretty much everywhere.

	"Change of plans," I said, pressing up against my furry little wife. "Keep an eye out for where they're storing those jars." Inara nodded and shot me a vicious smile. The morning after would be for regrets. But now, it was time for business.

	As night truly fell, we could see torches on the wooden palisade of the town. It also gave me an idea. It seemed the town was just outside of bow range, but that would only make things more interesting. What was also interesting, was that there were guards up tonight. Men walked here and there with their lanterns. But it was obvious that they weren't experienced with keeping watch. They seemed to congregate every few minutes in twos and threes just to chat. Out on the plains must have been rather safe to have no worries about being attacked. Slipping into the camp was, for lack of a better term, easy. The guards were several tents behind the line, chatting away.

	Unlike last time, Inara and I stuck together. Working as a team, we moved from tent to tent. Any time we spotted a jar, we got to work. Depending on how many jars were present, we either tipped the contents around the camp, or we scratched away part of the seal and laid the jar on it's side to partially empty. As we moved through the camp, we kept a few jars separate as we laid small lines of the lantern oil between each camp. Whenever we spotted movement, we darted into a shadowy spot and waited for whomever it was to pass. Whether that was a grumpy woman washing between her legs, muttering what was probably curses, to the guards. Either way, it was pretty obvious that people tended to see only what they wanted to. So by sitting still in the dark, nobody seemed to notice us.

	We moved through the camp, going from site to site until we reached the wagons themselves. Like before, I climbed up inside, while Inara laid a trail. The wagon was pretty much identical to the last three and I quickly doused the jars. The next wagon was identical, but the third took me by surprise. As I climbed up, I froze and grinned. Darting back to the previous wagon, I grabbed a small pouch with a strap and returned. This was a fuel wagon, filled almost completely with the jars. It made sense when I thought about it. The plains probably didn't have a lot of wood. What they did have probably went to weapons and the wagons to transport their belongings. Burning it just wasn't a good idea. So it made sense they had a substitute. I had no idea how it was made, but it seemed to work perfectly.

	I grabbed a few jars and stashed them in the second bag I carried, before upending one of the jars over the rest. I noticed the horses nearby in a roped off section and grinned. When the fires went off, the animals would stampede for sure. And with the evening getting on, I directed Inara to follow. We snuck out of the camp towards the town. When we found our nearest trail, I started adding to it. Leaving a trail all the way to the town. The guards, hopeless as they are, didn't notice a thing, even while we stood in the middle of no man's land. The guards on the town walls though, seemed to only be watching the army and failed to notice us either.

	"Alright," I smiled as I made a large, spread out puddle on the ground at the base of the wall. "Now, I'd feel better if you went and hid-"

	"No," Inara frowned.

	"Inara-"

	"I go where you go."

	I stepped up to my little neko and saw the defiance in her stare. Leaning forward I kissed her. The action took her by surprise and I grinned seeing the fur on her face mottle as she blushed. "Come on then."

	Silently, I climbed up the wooden palisade. At the top, I checked to see where the nearest guard was and hoisted myself up to sit on the edge. Leaning back, I took Inara's hand and helped her sit beside me. Then I grabbed the closest, flaming torch, that was sitting in a bracket and waved it around to get the nearest guards attention.

	"You!" the man growled, pulling his sword. "What are you doing here?"

	"I need to speak to your captain," I said evenly.

	"Like hell," the man growled, stepping closer.

	I sighed, "Look, you pea brained fucking moron. I'm sitting on a wall with my wife wanting to talk. I've just come from that army down there and I have information to share."

	The man paused, staring at me for a moment. "Getshit!"

	The next guard down the wall turned, before taking a double take and hurrying over. "Bathus, what-"

	"Get the captain!" Bathus snapped at the other guard.

	I just sat there and shook my head at the idiotic names these humans had. It was one thing meeting a goblin named Dave, it was another meeting a Horsefaise or... Getshit was a new one... Shaking my head, I stared at Bathus while he eyed me angrily. But he didn't approach. Several minutes of awkward staring later, bootsteps signalled the arrival of the captain.

	"What is the meaning of this!" The man snapped. "Can't you deal-"

	"Would you just shut the fuck up!" I snapped. The captain gaped for a moment and his face twisted with fury. "For the record, I'm the one who killed all the guards and set all your slaves free, so I'm not here to play games. You've got an army on your doorstep and I have some information for you."

	The captain grit his teeth, "You've a lot of nerve."

	I just shrugged, "What can I say. Slavery pisses me off, it's literally why Bast made me her champion." That caught his attention as the man seemed to pause and frown slightly. "So, at the upper edge of the valley, at the old dwarven mine, is my home. It's a goblin hall now, but we're accepting refugees and we'll take in anyone who makes it there and behaves themselves."

	"You expect us to live with monsters?"

	"That's rich, coming from the ones locking families in cages, despite the fact we're clearly as intelligent as you are," I shook my head. "Just pass on the message."

	"Why should we trust anything you have to say, you've admitted to attacking us already," The captain demanded.

	I smiled, and dropped the torch over the wall. The captain frowned, as he clearly didn't hear the soft whoosh of the oil igniting. I just pointed at the army as the small blue flame raced off towards it.

	"What on earth?" Bathus muttered.

	And all hell broke loose. The first tent went up with a whoosh. That set the first guards off as they ran to help. But as they ran, a second tent went up in flames. Then the screaming started. The fires took over, igniting the tents rapidly. Within just a few moments of the first tent going up, people were fleeing the flames as they took over the camp. Screams went up as people got caught unable to escape. They died horribly in the fire as others scrambled to extinguish the blaze. And that's when the jars started going off. As the wax melted away, the open flames got to the contents of the jars. With such heat exposure, they exploded one by one. Fireballs went off, destroying nearby tents, setting light the ones we'd missed. The people running around were caught up and engulfed in the burning liquid, which spread the fire even further. But it was the massive explosion from the wagons that set me on edge.

	"Gods have mercy," the captain said behind me.

	The flames reached the treetops as screaming and burning people and horses ran in every direction. The heat from the fire hit us like a wave a few moments later and I shuddered thinking about everyone who just burned to death. Turning back to the captain, who stared in horror I cleared my throat.

	"There's many more of them, even after this. Remember my offer."

	As Inara and I slipped off into the night, we moved far enough away that we could no longer hear the screams. The smoke and light from the fire on the other hand was clearly visible. But the warm embrace from Bast as she appeared in a comfortable rest position made up for it.

	


Chapter Twenty - 79221

	Calistia stared at the spot. It was easy to see. Like a scar in the forest, it was a wide black area, devoid of trees. Two days earlier, she'd been called out to see a large fire. Racing to the surface, Calistia was afraid the plainsmen were burning the forest. She was just in time to see a massive fireball go up, larger than the trees. And while she couldn't hear the screams, she certainly heard the dull 'thump' from the explosion a few moments later. By the next morning, Hannah had arrived with the message that Samuel had caused it. She didn't have the details, but she and Stella had watched him talk to the guards on the wall, before dropping a torch that set the original fire.

	"You're needed at the entrance," Bella called, jogging over.

	Calistia nodded. That was the last message she'd received from Hannah. The city fell quickly. The town was only equipped to hold back bandits of the occasional troll. They weren't set up for an army. And Hannah had told them there were survivors picking their way up the mountainside. It was only a matter of time before they found this place.

	Taking Bella's hand in a rare display of affection, she walked her larger sister-wife back through the halls. They were packed with various creatures going about their day. Only, their usual peaceful smiles were replaced with hard stares. Their simple tunics were covered in what armour they could scrounge together. Every one of them had some kind of weapon strapped to their side. Mostly types of clubs. Literally just a block of wood with a rounded handle. Some had bits of metal poking out the end, other's had stone heads. There were even a few swords and spears dotted about, but those seemed rare in comparison. By far the overwhelming majority, had a bow and a quiver full of arrows strapped over their shoulders. Just about everyone who wasn't trained to fight had gone through a crash course on archery.

	Calistia found a sense of comfort knowing the people were prepared as she headed for the entrance. Carl was waiting with Maria, beside a terrified, older, human woman, who gripped the hand of a young man, barely old enough to shave.

	"Mantid," the woman gasped and took half a step back.

	Calistia hid the smile. Her kind were rare. They were extremely hostile to their own kind, so mass breeding wasn't something easily done. Even she had no idea where she'd come from. Her earliest memories were of hunting the forest's creatures.

	"Who said you can come here?" Calistia asked.

	"F-forgive-"

	"WHO!" Calistia snapped.

	"Bast's champion!" The woman cowered as the young man tried to get in front of her. "The captain of the guard spread the word before the town fell! Please!"

	Calistia immediately dropped the act. She knew they were coming after all. She just wanted to know if they knew who was saving them. "Bast's champion, is my husband Samuel."

	The woman gaped for a moment, before making a small bow. Calistia paused, not expecting a human to show her any respect beyond that of fear. "Please, wife of the champion. We have nowhere to go and the plainsmen are killing anyone they cross."

	Calistia looked at Maria, "See if someone can play music outside, then lead them all in."

	"Where are you going, wife?" Maria asked, getting a startled look from the woman.

	"I'm going to set people up to direct the humans as they arrive."

	Maria darted over, gesturing for Calistia to bend to her level. Calistia did as she was beckoned and couldn't help the small blush as Maria gave her a kiss. But with that knowledge firmly entrenched in the woman's mind, it would spread that the champion had wives. It would serve as a good message if things got out of hand.

	***

	I sat in the tree and watched the mansion burn. A group of several hundred plainsmen had broken away from the main army to deal with it. I could see the menagerie being put to flame, same as the house. With so many men in this army, they'd swept in like a tsunami. Where the tip of the wave crashed into the first town, there was more that rushed over the land towards the next. As they'd hit the second town, the one where I'd been kept and sold to the master, I'd followed this group as they branched off. I'd watched as they stormed the house, killing all the guards who opposed them. Killing more as they surrendered. In the end only a few lived and that was because they ran. How long they'd survive was up for debate though. The town they ran towards wasn't going to last much longer than the first had. Even with the few upgrades, the plainsmen used ladders and ropes to swarm the walls. They'd fall just as quickly as the first.

	Movement by the house caught my attention and one of the plainsmen dragged out a middle aged man, wearing an expensive robe. They shouted in their strange language, laughing as they forced him to his knees to watch as his home burned. He must have been hiding inside, hoping to escape when they left. The plainsmen probably got lucky as the smoke drove him out of whatever hidey hole he had in there. They laughed a few more times, before one of them drew a weapon. It was one of the stone axes, a crude thing slightly longer than a human forearm. The plainsman raised it, and brought it down on the wealthy man's shoulder. I watched as they tortured Alice's ex-husband to death in front of his home. And I decided I needed to take a more proactive approach to this army.

	As the men congregated, I noticed they were all forming up around a single member. This individual seemed to be the one giving orders. And as he waved an arm, several plainsmen laughed and started walking back towards the town. The others made to loop the walled area for the menagerie, probably to watch for survivors. I wasn't privy to that information, on account of not speaking their language. What I DID have, was a height advantage.

	Waving for Inara to wait, I moved through the trees until I was more or less perched above the man. I slipped down the trunk, getting lower to my target. With my claws anchored in the bark, I held perfectly still as he finished his quiet discussion with the last Plainsmen. I watched the man turn to leave and I dropped. My drop was silent, falling the last few metres. As I landed on the man's shoulders he collapsed with a yell, but not before my blade hit his jugular. With a burst of speed, I rushed past the plainsman who had just turned his back, making him spin right around as he tried to keep me in sight. But it was useless as I rushed into the trees and sprung up into the branches and out of view. The man was left calling for help as their leader bled to death on the ground. I, on the other hand, met up with Inara who smiled. This wasn't the casual slaughter in the night. Nor was it people screaming as they burned. No, sneaking up on an unaware opponent and striking a mortal blow was fair game. I'd stand no chance going up against their army. I'd fight how I could.

	With the idea in place, Inara and I headed back towards the main army. We kept an eye out for anyone who looked like they were giving orders. I found one as he stepped off the road to take a leak and slammed my punching dagger into the back of his neck. A soldier heard the thump of his body and went to investigate. That brought out someone else, who started shouting orders. Inara took him across the throat when I distracted the guards he was yelling at, by dropping a loose branch into a nearby bush. And like the fires, panic spread. Inara and I stayed up in the trees, waiting and watching for any chance to strike. If someone gave orders they became a target. And while we weren't immediately visible, they knew we hid in the trees. When distractions started making them look up, we struck from below. Cutting achilles tendons, or making a wild stab at the artery in the groin, before darting off again.

	As the men started grouping together, back to back in bundles, we broke off and moved down the line. These men were probably fantastic in a mounted charge or rushing headlong into a fight. But without real armour, ground tactics or even shields, all it took was a random opening and either Inara or myself would appear in an instant. And as they wised up, we moved on. Sometimes heading back towards the town, other times further down the line. Occasionally we just waited until they relaxed, before striking the first group to break, sending them back into their huddles. We caused so much chaos, the army wasn't able to surround the town in its entirety. But it was as the sun dropped below the horizon, we finally saw our target.

	A carriage. Not like the wagons, this was made to carry someone. It was large, ornate, colourful and I could see several women lounging about inside, surrounding a single man. Inara saw it too and we moved closer through the trees. It was surrounded by guards on horses, which would make this a difficult target. The large animals would be difficult to sneak past and their size blocked any quick and easy entrance. Then with the women in the carriage, even getting to him would be a struggle without having to kill multiples. I would if I had to, but if someone was going to assassinate me, I'd rather they left my wives out of it. Following the carriage, we got a good view inside and my heart sank. The well dressed women inside the carriage were chained in place. Each of them had a slender chain around an ankle or a wrist that went to a metal ring on the ceiling. I felt Inara's hand on my shoulder and looked away.

	"You're growling," Inara said softly.

	I leaned into her, thankful that I had these wonderful women at my side. "We can't hurt the women."

	"Agreed," Bast and Inara replied in unison.

	We watched as the carriage slowed to a stop in the middle of the road. I had hoped that they'd move into the trees, but obviously the guards knew better than that. The amount of chaos we'd brought to the column I'd be surprised if anyone didn't know we were here.

	"If we can kill him, the link to Hel will break," I mused. "What we need is a distraction."

	I thought about it a moment before gesturing for Inara to follow. We ignored the carriage for the time being. The Chancellor wasn't keen on getting out, and the women didn't have the option. We snuck deeper into the forest, ahead of the carriage. We slowed when it was out of sight and slipped from the treetops to the lower branches so we could observe what was going on below. My idea was stupidly simple. Fire was a great distraction. But it needed to be better controlled than the inferno we caused several days earlier. So the spare jar I carried in my pouch would make a perfect molotov cocktail. It didn't take long before we spotted what we were looking for. Just a simple blanket, left draping over a tent. Quickly as I could I slid down the tree and darted towards the tent. In just a few moments, I cut a long strip from the edge of the blanket and retreated back to the trees without being spotted.

	"Come on, this is your job," I told my curious wife as she followed me back towards the Chancellor.

	I climbed as we approached, making sure we were in just the right spot, while being as high as possible. We were a few meters out from the carriage, and several stories higher. I took the jar from my pouch and scraped the wax seal with my claw. Getting under the wooden lid, I made sure it would leak. Making a similar hole on the opposite side to let air in, I gently wet the end of the fabric. Then I tied it around the jar.

	"Alright, I need you to light this," I told Inara, handing her the jar and my flint. "Then I want you to drop it straight down. The fire will distract them and I'll have my chance to get the Chancellor.

	"When do you want me to drop it?"

	I kissed her quickly, earning a worried smile. "Just give me a minute to get to the ground. I'll be on the opposite side. The moment they all look at the fire, I'm going to rush in and deal with him."

	Inara nodded and took the jar in hand. I gave her a quick hug and made my way across to the other side of the carriage before sliding down the trunk of a nearby tree. I tried to be as quick as I could, while remaining as silent as possible. If someone heard me before the fire startled them, someone may suspect an attack. The last thing I needed was the guards turning away from the blaze and seeing me coming. As I got to the ground, I moved to a nearby bush beside the road and waited. I must have had a dozen breaths before I spotted the faint spark up high that told me Inara had struck the flint. I saw two more, before I spotted the flicker of a lit flame. And then it started moving. Dropping rapidly, I couldn't focus on the jar, but I spotted the movement. Right up until it struck a branch and shattered. Before my eyes, what I expected to be a small fireball on the ground, turned into a curtain of flames. Several screams rang out as guards were engulfed by the burning liquid and the remaining guards rushed in to help without a second thought.

	Grinning, I rushed out of the bush and tore across the ground. I heard a voice shout in my direction, but I ignored it. Leaping for the carriage, I got a good look at the Chancellor. He was old, grey and feeble looking. The shock in his eyes was palpable as his women seemed to shrink back. I could see the subtle pulse of his jugular vein, the perfect place for me to strike. And as I pulled back one of my fists to make the mortal blow, I was halted in mid air. The hand that gripped me, held my entire body, before flinging me away.

	"You dare!" A woman's voice rang out.

	As I struck the ground, I rolled to a stop. Something was broken and I hurt in multiple places. This wasn't like being kicked by Ben, this was far worse.

	"Samuel!" Bast cried, scooping me into her arms.

	"I will burn you all!" The woman's voice roared again.

	Twisting, I watched the women from the carriage melt. Their liquid bodies slid along the chains that bound them, before converging on the ring mounted at the top.

	"Where's Inara?" I grunted, watching the horror show.

	But my small wife landed on Bast's shoulder, staring at me with worry in her eyes. But Bast wasn't watching me, she was watching the thing form in front of me. The Chancellor hopped out the back of the carriage as the mass converged into a single blob. Then it poured out and onto the ground. It shifted for a moment, before rising up. I stood, watching in horror as it formed into a humanlike shape. With breasts and hips, but no hair. It stood several meters tall and as it's form began to solidify, I was left staring at a giant, naked, bald woman, who seemed to be all white down one side, and all black on the other. The white reminded me of bone, while the black seemed like the burned ashes from a long dead fire.

	"Hel, you have broken the covenant," Bast called, standing upright, still cradling me in her arms. "While my champion still lives, I can forgive this indiscretion. But I will require the life of your champion, as was rightfully about to be taken by my dear Samuel."

	"You have no control over me, relic," Hel replied with malice. "I have thousands of my followers right here. And after I burn this place, I will personally wipe your followers from this place. It has been far too long since I have ruled effectively, and you will not stop me now!"

	"So you forsake our agreement?" Bast asked coldly.

	Hel's only reply was to summon a sword. A great, twisted thing of black and white metal. With a cry, Hel rushed towards us. But a massive flash of light, combined with a mighty bang filled the air. When I opened my eyes, my ears rang, but I could see Athena. Her piercing blue eyes glowing through her silver helmet. She had great, white wings that held her at Hel's eye level as she blocked the mighty sword with a spear made of lightning.

	"Last chance," Athena said in a voice that was both the softest whisper, and the loudest sound I'd ever heard.

	Hel just sneered before backhanding Athena. But with all the grace of the Valkyrie she resembled, the nimble goddess flashed around the giantesses fist and struck out with her spear. The weapon didn't pierce Hel's flesh, but the blow sent her flying backward, taking several trees with her.

	Athena turned, staring down at us from her position in the air. "Will you join me?"

	"Just give me a moment to deal with my champion," Bast smiled toothily.

	Athena nodded, before floating in the direction of Hel, who was getting to her feet. I just got a glimpse of Bast with Inara still clinging to her shoulder. And with the feeling of a soft touch over my body, the forest vanished, only to be replaced with a familiar looking ceiling.

	"Husband!" Jacinta's voice squealed.

	I turned my head to see her sprint from the room as Bast vanished from sight. Leaning back on the bed, I felt it shift as Inara curled up beside me.

	"You scared me," she said softly.

	"I'm sorry."

	She nodded, before shifting away, "I'm sorry, you must be in pain."

	Blinking, I flexed slightly and frowned as I felt things move that shouldn't. It felt like my ribs again, maybe an arm.. I could probably still walk though. But the door burst open as Jacinta carried a flustered looking Maria in. Maria, seeing me, immediately looked concerned as she sprung out of the larger woman's arms and ran towards me.

	"Where, what happened?" She demanded.

	But I sat up and looked down at myself. "I'm... Fine."

	"Fine?" Maria shook her head. "Why did Bast bring you back, if you were fine?"

	Stretching, I winced, but made sure everything worked, before shaking myself and sitting up. "Hel interfered. She stopped me from killing the Chancellor. Next thing I knew, I was tossed aside and picked up by Bast. Then Athena came down and started fighting to defend us and Bast brought me back here."

	I tried to get up, but Maria spotted the way I moved and stopped me. Under her firm gaze, I sat still while she poked and prodded me everywhere it hurt. I couldn't hide anything from her. Several minutes later, I was standing before my scowling, goblin wife, while wrapped in several bandages. The ones around my chest made it easier to breathe, while the one holding my arm confirmed my theory. But I could hear a commotion coming from outside in the halls and it worried me.

	"Come on," I gestured

	I made for the door and pulled it open. There was nobody in the temple and my wives accompanied me out and into the main hall, where everyone seemed to be heading for the farms. I followed the crowd as they headed for the plateau, wanting to know what was going on. With Maria, Jacinta and Inara on my tail, the crowd seemed to part before us. In no time at all, we burst into the light of the evening moon. Checking around, I could see Carl with the four armed troll and Calistia, so I headed in that direction.

	"I'll do it," The strange troll said, before marching off.

	Calistia nodded and turned to see me. Her face lit up with joy before she frowned with concern at my injuries.

	"What-"

	"Bast brought me. She and Athena are fighting Hel directly."

	Calistia nodded, giving me an appraising look, and turned around. I could see in the distance the flashes of light from Athena's attacks. A few seconds after each flash of light was the crackle of rolling thunder and I watched in amazement as the Gods battled in the valley below.

	"What are we doing up here anyway?" I asked.

	Calistia nodded, "Hannah and Stella arrived back a short while ago. Apparently the Plainsmen army is heading our way, while the goddesses war amongst themselves."

	I nodded and looked back at the civilians as they got their bows ready and set up their arrows in easy reach. I could even see a camp at the rear, up against the mountain that looked like a refugee camp. I was glad that someone had listened. I'd have sent a similar message to the second town, but that would mean sneaking past the main body of the army to get here. In the end, I suppose it didn't matter all that much. Anyone who made it out was going to have time to run. Especially now the army wasn't continuing, but coming our way.

	"Carl, seal the tunnel," Calistia said softly.

	"Oh, Kay," The big man nodded, before literally sinking into the earth.

	I just stood there and wondered for a moment. Then I decided it wasn't worth thinking about and turned back to the lightshow ahead of me.

	


Chapter Twenty One - 82882

	Bast fortified her own shield as a wave of dark fire washed over her. She wasn't versed in frontline combat like Athena was. Wielding her father's lightning as if it were her own, it was awe inspiring to watch. That wasn't to say Bast didn't have her own uses on a battlefield.

	"I will not be bested by the likes of you!" Hel screamed, unleashing a wave of dark fire in all directions.

	Athena shot up into the sky, while Bast simply waved a shield into existence, parting the flames like water on rock. But the flames condensed and shot into the sky after Athena. It made sense. Take out the fighter, and the support is easy to deal with. The problem for Hel, is that the support was a fellow goddess. As the fireball screamed towards Athena, Bast cast a simple power to instantly switch places with her. As Bast found herself well above the battlefield with a fireball racing towards herself, she summoned yet another shield. Hel on the other hand was completely taken by surprise as the goddess she was ignoring, suddenly became a threat as they switched. She barely got her sword up to turn away that damn spear.

	"You don't need to die on this field!" Athena called. "Give up, and we will take our revenge and leave you with your life!"

	"Never!" Hel snarled, unleashing another wave of flames.

	This time Athena burst through on a wave of lightning, before scoring a long gash down Hel's arm. The giantess screamed in pain and rage as she lashed out with her twisted blade. Athena flashed under the swing, before bringing her spear around, forcing Hel to retreat back several steps, howling in rage.

	***

	The twang and whistle of a thousand arrows being launched was almost defining. The army had arrived within a few hours of the entrance being collapsed. The army was trying to rally below us, when Calistia gave the order to start firing. The arrows were simple things. Most lacked any real fletching or heads. Just pointed sticks, blackened by flame. They made a slight noise as they flew over the edge and dropped out of sight. But the howls of pain and rage from the army below told us that even these simple weapons were of some use. They'd set up just within range of the landslides. If we set them off, we'd cause damage, but we held off in case they tried to scale the mountain en-masse.

	A second twang of arrows went off and I sighed, before walking up to the edge and taking a seat to look below. The Plainsmen were rushing about. Many were trying to get behind trees or hiding under their wagons. But many more were left out in the open, or being trampled by their injured horses they'd foolishly brought up. While I had no idea how the battle with the goddesses was going, this certainly wasn't going well for the Plainsmen. But there were quite literally thousands of them. And the arrows didn't seem to be lethal more often than not. Sure, there were injuries and bodies laying about. But sharpened sticks over that distance lost most of their energy. They still hurt, and even now I could see a few collapse as the next volley of arrows hit. But the majority were simply injured.

	I heard footsteps approaching from the rear. I didn't turn until Bella sat down beside me. The moment I did, she dragged me into her lap and dumped a firm breast on my face. I wanted to feel humiliated having this happen in full view of the enemy. But as I latched onto her nipple and sucked her sweet milk into my mouth, I purred and pawed at her massive mammaries like I always did. Kitties needed their cream if they were going to repair bone damage in days rather than weeks.

	"They're moving," Bella said.

	I just mrowed into her breast for a moment, before thinking better and finishing my meal. When she, not, I said she, not I, was satisfied with my meal, she let me go. Sitting up, Calistia was over with the two trolls, gesturing. I glanced down and could see them forming up, despite the arrows that rained down periodically. Then all at once, they seemed to split. Some ran towards the collapsed entrance. Others ran for the mountain. Some tried to rush to the far end and go around. It was... Comical. They'd have to climb what was basically a shallow cliff, several hundred meters straight up... And they'd be able to do it without being pelted with arrows being so close to the side of the mountain.

	"Calistia!" I yelled, flinching as my ribs ached. "They're climbing the mountain!"

	I watched the green flash that was my wife, racing towards me from her conversation. She skidded to a halt and looked over the edge.

	"Carl! Main entrance is secure, right?"

	"They, not, come, in," The big man rumbled walking over.

	"Right, get ready on my mark to set the landslides!"

	Carl nodded and headed over to one of the key boulders, while the four armed troll moved further along to the next. Honestly I wasn't sure how it was all going to go, but they seemed to. And that was all that was important.

	***

	Bast hissed in pain as she got up. The blow came out of nowhere. Hel was a formidable warrior. And she wasn't above doing things sneakily either. That tree had caught her out of nowhere. Bast was busy funnelling energy into her summons and didn't see it coming till the last minute. Athena, occupied by a series of wild swings, hadn't expected it either. But Bast was tougher than she looked. They weren't doing well though. With all the nearby followers for Hel, she had huge reserves of power. Every strike that slipped through her guard was healed and allowed her to continue the fight. Athena didn't have as many followers in the area to pull from, but her skill was vast and she managed herself well. That being said, Athena had already shared some of her own. The goblins in the area, thanks, in no small part to Samuel, gave her a minor, but steady supply. There was just one thing she was waiting for, and it was coming. Turning her attention back to Hel, Bast smiled up at the giantess and flashed a shining smile. As she did, Bast simply fondled her breasts, juggling them up and down.

	"What?" Hel growled, pausing for a moment.

	Bast was stunned that it had worked. She was hoping just to annoy their large opponent, so to see her simply stop was astounding. Or... It was astounding to Bast. Athena on the other hand capitalized on it immediately, slashing the giantesses hand with her spear, severing several of her giant fingers.

	"You bitch!" Hel screamed as her massive sword fell from her grip.

	But she wasn't dissuaded, snatching the blade in her off-hand and whirling around to block Athena's next blow. With a terrible scream that filled the valley, Hel sent out a wave of black flames. Only this time, she was right behind it with her sword. Bast saw the flames coming and parted them around Athena. Unfortunately, Athena didn't see Hel's approach until the very last moment. She barely got her guard up, before Hel's sword drove her into the ground.

	With Athena down, Bast rushed to heal, but Hel ran. Straight towards the goblin halls. With a squeak, Bast forced as much energy into Athena as she could handle. Athena rapidly healed and regained her composure, before taking off with a flash of light towards Hel. Bast, exhausted, simply collapsed on the ground, barely able to sit upright.

	***

	"Calis-"

	BOOM!

	The very mountain shook as Hel sent a wave of black flames rushing across the mountainside. It scorched the very stone, melting it into a single whole that shrieked and hissed while it solidified. Calistia, seeing the giantess approaching, was able to get away. Carl and the other troll weren't so lucky. The other troll was a smoking mess where he landed and wasn't moving. Carl had turned away, but it seemed half his clay form had solidified and broken away. The big man was groaning as he tried to reform himself into a smaller shape. The crackle of thunder snapped Samuel to attention. There were the goddesses, within bowshot, going blow to blow. It looked like a fairy dueling with a grown woman. The giantess swung her sword, while the white light flitted around, dodging and weaving around each blow. Despite that, when Athena rushed in to strike, Hel always seemed to deflect or dodge the blow. What worried Samuel the most, was Bast. She wasn't anywhere to be seen.

	The sound of Calistia's voice rang out and Il could see her urging everyone back into the halls. This battle wasn't something they could help with. And if the plainsmen made it to the plateau, it would be easier to defend from inside. It had all gone so very wrong, very quickly.

	Turning back to the valley, I got on his knees and lowered my head. "Bast, I don't even know if this works. But please. Find a way to spare my wives. They're all that matters."

	And as I sat, mumbling the same thing over and over again. I noticed a shift in the atmosphere. The smell of rain approached. But I ignored it as true lightning flashed in the sky. Large raindrops fell onto the plateau, but the warring goddesses continued. That was until Hel let out a screech.

	"NO!"

	Athena darted under her guard, smashing the giantess into the side of the mountain with a boom. As the earth shook, I staggered to my feet and looked down.

	"Neko's?"

	"Yes," Bast said.

	Glancing up, she was beside me. I turned my attention back to the ground as hundreds of the feline creatures tore into the flanks of the plainsmen. I may resemble them, but as a particularly large male, quite literally ripped a man in half with his bare hands, I knew it wouldn't be.

	"How?"

	"You think I look like this and they wouldn't notice?" Bast chuckled. "Now my followers are here, Hel's will fall and we will take our revenge. She should never have involved herself like she did."

	"You won't kill her, will you?"

	Bast smiled and shook her head. "No, not really. Her body will reform somewhere else, weakened and without her followers."

	It was only now, I realised Bast was wearing a golden robe with a matching staff. She shot me a smile and turned to see Hel launch herself at Athena. But Bast waved her arm and a transparent beam of energy hit Hel. It linked Hel to Bast, and Bast sent a similar one to Athena. Then all at once, even I could feel it. Athena cackled as Hel raged. Bast was pulling the energy from Hel and funnelling it into Athena, who seemed to suddenly get much faster in her strikes.

	"I will have my revenge!" Hel screamed.

	My eyes went wide at the black fireball heading towards me, but Bast flicked her staff to one side and the flames redirected, exploding harmlessly against the mountain. As Athena engaged, keeping Hel occupied, Bast slowly approached the pair. Only reacting to the occasional black flames that raced out from the staggering giantess. Only... She wasn't all that giant now. I mean, she was still larger than Bella, but before she was gigantic, now she's just... Big. The duel with Athena had changed as well. No more ducking and weaving around Hel's massive weapon. Now they stood on even ground, blocking, striking and dodging back and forth. The whole time, Bast slowly approached. When she got within a few meters of them, Bast suddenly moved. Rushing in, Hel made a surprised squawk as Bast took her legs out from under her.

	"You forget your place, youngling," Bast hissed. "I was powerful thousands of years before you came into existence."

	"You had your turn," Hel snarled, scrambling to her feet. "It's my turn to rule!"

	Bast stepped in, far too close for Hel to effectively use her sword. Bast drove her knee into the side of the rapidly shrinking giantess, knocking her to one side. Then to follow up, she whirled around, slamming her staff into the side of Hel's face, knocking her into the ground with a thump. Hel shoved off the ground, only for her to scream in pain as Athena struck her with her lightning spear.

	"Enough, Hel. Your champion will die-"

	"He's already dead," Bast interrupted. "Your champion was a coward. At the rear of the army, he was one of the first to be taken by my neko."

	"I... I just."

	Bast tossed her staff into the air, catching it like a golf club. Then with a pretty savvy swing, she smashed Hel's head in, bursting it and sending flashes of light and dark into the sky.

	"That was a little uncalled for, don't you think?" Athena sniffed, stepping off the now dissolving body of Hel.

	"She hurt my Samuel, I'll not apologise."

	Athena's lips thinned, but she nodded. A white light flashed and she vanished, leaving Bast, standing in the rain alone. She turned and came back over to me, gently taking my hand, she led me back towards Calistia and my wives who watched in awe from the entrance.

	***

	I groaned. Not the groan of a man in pain. But the groan of a man enjoying his wife. Opening my eyes, I grinned at Inara as she enthusiastically rode my cock. I grabbed her and pulled her into a firm hug as our lips met. Her pussy throbbed over my erection, sending me over the edge and I swelled inside her.

	"Oh fuck!" She chirped in an odd tone.

	That's when It dawned on me. Turning my head, Inara was staring at me, while pawing at Maria who was slowly waking. Turning back to Bast, who was rolling her hips as she rode my cock. She grinned.

	"I'm flattered you think of me as one of your wives," She panted, squeezing my knot with her pussy muscles. "I think I like the idea too." She raised and lowered herself, dragging my knot through her tunnel. "Maybe, I like the idea of carrying one of your cubs?"

	With a snarl, I launched upwards. My injuries have long since healed since the battle. Grabbing Bast, I heard her giggle as she fell flat on her back. The rest of my wives came awake as I snarled at the goddess who winked cheekily at me. Thrusting my hips into hers, I was determined to make her squeal.

	"Oh, I should have done this earlier," Bast groaned and bit her lip.

	"You're MINE!" I snarled. "You'll come whenever I want you to!"

	Bast chuckled and gave me a pitying look. I immediately thought of Inara and Bast's expression shifted.

	"Now Samu-erk!"

	My teeth clamped down around her throat. In an instant, she spasmed beneath me. Even as a goddess, she still had all the same biological functions as everyone else. And being gripped around the neck, apparently was a big thing for cats. She could still breathe through my grip, but I could taste what I could only describe as electricity in her blood as she writhed below me on my cock. And as I pumped my second orgasm into her, Bast yowled in bliss as she massaged my knot with her orgasm. Releasing her neck, I gave the wounds a small lick as she shuddered one last time. Pulling my cock out of her, Bast seemed to cower slightly.

	"Mine," I growled softly.

	I could feel it now. Almost like the realisation I had a tail. Suddenly there was... Something else. Almost like... Focusing back on Bast, she was equal parts terrified and aroused. She hadn't let me go so far and now I had her blood in my system, she wasn't sure what I was about to do.

	"I'm going to breed my little goddess, over and over again," I growled.

	She blinked and shuddered softly. It confused me for a moment until I felt a soft gush of fluid on my legs. Glancing down, her furry pussy was convulsing in orgasm, just from me growling at her.

	"Yes," Her voice said in my ear.

	Suddenly I could feel an overwhelming desire from Calistia. Turning, I could see what was wrong. Her kind was... Odd... When it came to breeding. My dick fertilized her eggs in the womb. But then her womb transferred the eggs to her abdomen to mature. And she was ready to lay, she just needed one last thing.

	I snarled softly as I pushed my wives aside to get to Calistia while her expanding pussy practically oozed out of her chitinous shell. The sight of it made me growl softly and she trembled as I pressed my cock to her entrance.

	"I'm yours," she whispered softly.

	The End
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