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CHAPTER ONE



She had spoken barely a word since we left. Not to me at least. I was worried about her. She had the same expression on her face that she’d had since she'd found her father’s corpse. An empty stare—like that of soldiers returning from war. When her rage and tears quietened down, it seemed like nothing was left, and I didn’t know how to help her.

Hanwarra. My warrior wife. She was the picture of grief with her naturally black hair and eyes. She wasn’t the only one grieving. My poor Alfofida was grieving the loss of her mother. But while the Malachite clan came together to grieve and plan, Obsidian was gone. Of the main branch, there were fewer than a dozen members left. Most of those were distant cousins. The minors, little more than household staff who lived away from the main clan home with their own families.

“I have decided,” Hanwarra whispered in a soft and croaky voice.

It was the first time I had heard her speak in some time. She didn’t raise her head. Nor did she acknowledge me as I hurried to her side. When I took her hand though, she squeezed my fingers gently. The barest hint my wife was still there.

“What have you decided?” I asked in a gentle tone.

“As the…” she paused as her lip trembled. “Clan Elder,” she said in a voice so soft I almost missed it. “We shall not be interred in the halls of the dead, like our forefathers.”

“Okay.” I nodded slowly, having no idea what the hall of the dead was.

“Our ancestors, long before the clans would inter our dead in vents, leading to the molten core of our world,” she said. “Rather than disgrace my clan’s memory by interring them with the custodians of their murder, we shall go back to the old ways.”

“Molten…” I frowned before I realized what she must mean. “This planet has volcanoes?”

“We used to.” Folotelyn’s voice echoed from the doorway as she stepped into our shared living space.

The Kyanite clan home was where we had gathered since the attack. This place was the least damaged and the safest, with access to the clan’s medical facilities right next door.

“Our histories have them recorded, but… with all the tectonic instability, they don’t seem to form properly. Alfi might have a better explanation of how it all works. I just know that there are holes in the ground that have magma at the bottom.”

“It will suffice,” Hanwarra murmured. “I shall return my people to the world and deliver them away from the traitors.”

I exchanged a look with Foly. She was worried too. Hanwarra’s entire world was gone. Alfi was devastated by the death of her mother. She was with her clan right now, performing a family ritual. She tearfully explained in that adorable way of hers, I couldn’t be a part of it. A part of her answer made me feel better. Alfofida was devastated, but she was still Alfofida. This black-haired ghost of a woman sitting quietly before me—was not Hanwarra. And I didn’t know what, or if, there was anything I could do to find her again.

“Toby,” Foly caught my attention. “If you have a moment.”

I knew what that meant. It was subtle, and likely Hanwarra knew it too. Kiggaelin. She had opted for a room of her own. At least until things settled down. She had originally been spending time in Foly’s room, sleeping on a temporary bed while she recovered. That was until her father orchestrated the brutal slaughter of an entire clan, along with the attempted kidnappings of all the elders.

The Spinel clan in the end, came off best. Their suspicion and heightened security made Garnet’s attack almost useless. It only served to prevent Spinel from reaching out to the others until it was too late to help Obsidian. Malachite’s situation was more about luck than any forward planning. When the attack struck, Alfofida’s mother, Lotmatalyn, was in the entrance hall. As guest rights demanded, she stood between her attackers and the head of a visiting branch. Neither survived, but the guards in attendance were quick to respond.

Kyanite was taken entirely by surprise, though the lightest struck in the end. The deaths were minimal. But arguably it was Garnet’s greatest achievement, having absconded with both Elder Kyanite and his son, Yabreal. What Garnet had done with them, nobody was sure. The Dorfs manning the elevators had been slaughtered, and the landor pens had been swept. The machines they couldn’t take had been quickly disabled.

The entire city was in shock. It was obvious the common people living under Garnet were not to blame. They were as appalled as the rest of the clans. It was made more obvious as certain influential families had vanished on that same night, while others had reported kidnappings and individuals pressuring family members to vacate alongside them.

“Ra,” I said, giving her hand a squeeze. “I’ll be right back, okay?”

“Give Kiggaelin my best,” Hanwarra murmured, still not looking away from the spot on the wall she’d burned into her eyes.

That was the most she’d said to me all day. And for it, I leaned in and kissed the side of her head. She didn’t respond, but her grip loosened, and I retrieved my hand. Foly watched on with a concerned frown but remained silent as she led me from the room once more. Only when the door was firmly closed and we were headed towards the guest suites did we begin to talk.

“Is she okay?” I asked.

“Fine, for the most part.” Foly sighed and her shoulders slumped. “She’s just… worried.”

“I’ve tried talking to her⁠—”

“Not about you.” Foly looked over before glancing back the way we came.

I nodded. Honestly, I didn’t know how things were going to go. Hanwarra’s cold demeanor could be hiding anything. She could simply be a shell, or that could be a coping mechanism while she plotted the death and murder of those responsible. Honestly, I couldn’t blame her either way. I could only hope that she didn’t do anything terrible in the meantime.

“Only time will tell,” I replied glumly.

Foly nodded and opened Kiggaelin’s door without bothering to knock. She was expecting us, and I was surprised to see she was upright. At least partially. The red-haired Dorf was sitting in a chair. The cylindrical contraption around her middle was the thing holding her upright. It also made it practically impossible for her to dress herself.

“Toby,” the red-haired Dorf smiled when she saw me. “I’m⁠—”

“It’s fine.” I shook my head. “You apologize every time, and I tell you the same thing every time.”

The healing was going well. Disemboweled by a demon and left by her father to die of whatever equivalent to sepsis and gangrene this place had. It was a miracle she was even alive. The cylinder around her middle contained a solution that prevented further infection, while also promoting healing. How it all worked was entirely beyond me, but the Kyanite clan were experts. Unfortunately, the infection had gone deep. Kiggaelin had lost sections of intestine as well as having her reproductive organs damaged.

The true extent of the damage was yet to be seen. Right now, though—and especially since the attack—she had serious trust issues around who she let near her, or in this case… to touch her.

“I’ll leave you to it.” Foly smiled.

“Thank you, Folotelyn,” Kiggaelin deferred to the blue-haired Dorf.

She too was in a form of mourning. Though no official proclamation existed, it was widely accepted among the clans that Kiggaelin had been exiled. As far as her clan was concerned, she was dead. And the rest of the clans didn’t recognize her as a Garnet. Normally, that would mean being ostracized—except to save her life. I relied on the same laws that brought Foly into my life. Having been the one to save her from the demons, I claimed her as a wife. While clanless, she was still part of my marriage. It left her in this weird limbo where she was afforded the same respect as my other wives, Foly and Alfi, but without a clan backing her.

“The chair is new,” I commented.

“Folotelyn’s grandmother had it moved over. It’s got a wider back to help hold me up, so I don’t fall,” she explained. “But being upright again puts a lot of pressure on my bladder.”

I nodded. Like every doctor ever since doctors practically existed—the rule was to rest and stay hydrated. Which was fine, except with Kiggaelin’s trust issues and inability to support herself moving around. It was up to me to help her visit the bathroom.

“I also need some help with something else,” Kiggaelin continued as I helped her upright.

“Sure, while I’m here,” I said agreeably.

“Thank you.” She smiled and leaned on me as I guided her into the bathing room and towards an empty pot.

There was a moment of awkwardness as I propped her against the wall. She held herself still while I stripped her pants and underwear down. Like all the times before, her face was as red as her long braided hair as I guided her onto the pot. We both looked away while she emptied her bladder, and I used a gentle cloth to clean her up before helping her dress once more.

“Now,” I said as I got her up and moved back to the other room where the chair was. “What else did you need?”

Kiggaelin looked nervous as I sat her down in the chair. She glanced over at a nearby side table, and I looked over, not seeing what she wanted with it. There was a drawer, though.

“I saved a knife from breakfast,” she said carefully.

“Why?” I asked.

Kiggaelin trembled, and a tear rolled down her cheek. “I believe this is one of those things you might not know the cultural significance of.”

“Are you going to hurt yourself with it?” I asked.

“No,” she replied immediately. “Nor do I intend to harm anyone else, I just… need some help since I’m sitting so awkwardly.”

I watched her for a moment before making my way to the side table. She was crying softly but said nothing as I opened the drawer. Sure enough, inside was a knife. I took it out, and Kiggaelin gave me a sad smile. I slowly approached, and she held out her hand. Part of me wanted to refuse, and yet… I trusted when she said she wasn’t going to harm herself. With that in mind, I placed the knife, handle first, in her hand. Kiggaelin stared at it for a moment before reaching up with her empty hand. I watched as she tugged her braid around and stroked it. The fiery-red hair was shockingly bright. It matched her personality, and I had to admit I liked that about her.

So, when she reached up, grabbing her braid at the back of her head. My heart just about froze. She brought the knife up, and before I could ask what she was doing, that knife sliced cleanly through her braid.

We both sat there. Silent and still. Kiggaelin was openly crying now. Her chin twitched as she slowly released what was left of her hair. Little more than enough to cover the back of her neck. A little untidy and a bit of a mess.

“T-Toby,” she whispered as she dropped the knife and picked up her braid. “Give this to her.”

“Hanwarra?” I asked.

Kiggaelin nodded. I took the braid before collecting the knife as well.

“I’m sorry if you hate how I look,” she whispered.

“I’m not worried about that,” I told her, before leaning in. She held her breath, like she expected me to do something horrible. Instead, I pressed a kiss to her cheek before moving away. When I slipped out of the room, I could hear a soft sob escape her lips. But it was Foly’s horrified expression that stopped me.

“She…”

“Yeah,” I said quietly as I coiled up the braid.

“For Hanwarra?” Foly guessed.

I nodded and started to walk back to our room. Foly stuck to my side. The few Dorfs who came into the hall froze in shock seeing the braid in my hand. I didn’t know what it meant. I could guess, but something told me this was a bigger deal than even I suspected. Thinking back to the lore I knew of the fictional dwarves back home, all the Dorfs here had beards. If my thoughts held true, then cutting a beard was either an insult or a way to apologize. The ladies though… one and all, they all had long locks of hair. Was this the same thing?

I was still pondering that as Foly opened our bedroom door. I smiled my thanks to her and moved into the room. Hanwarra was where I left her. She was still staring at the wall as she was. Until I moved close enough for the bright red of Kiggaelin’s hair to catch her eye. She glanced over, and for a moment, I saw a frown grace her features. Her eyes widened in shock.

“What is this?” she demanded, snatching the braid from my hands.

“Kiggaelin—”

“NO!” Hanwarra screeched as she pulled the braid to her chest.

And before I could figure out what was happening, she ran straight past me, shoving her way out the still open door. I turned and went after her, but Hanwarra was on a mission. She sprinted back towards Kiggaelin’s room with me hot on her heels. The halls seemed to be deserted, at least this time around at least. So, there was nobody to trip over as we ran.

Hanwarra didn’t stop until she reached the door to Kiggaelin’s room. Though that was only to literally kick it open, causing the door to smash against the wall as she stormed in. Kiggaelin’s eyes went wide. It was clear from the puffiness she’d been crying the whole time, and Hanwarra paid that no mind as she grabbed the red-headed Dorf by the head.

“Why?” Hanwarra asked as she turned Kiggaelin’s head to look at what she had done. “This wasn’t you.”

“It was my f-father⁠—”

“And he is not you!” Hanwarra cried before pressing her head into Kiggaelin’s. “It wasn’t you!”

I watched, as finally—my warrior wife broke down and cried.

[image: ]


“Elder Hanwarra,” a Dorf gave a salute as he stepped out from the cockpit area. “We’re approaching the vent.”

It had been several days. The first of the landors to be repaired were scouts. They reported that Garnet’s people had driven south. Roughly the opposite direction of the cave where I had been found. I hadn’t paid much attention to the cardinal directions since I got here, but it seemed an important distinction.

When those scouts were confident, they knew where Garnet had gone, they doubled back to check some secondary spots. And along the way, they had noted some landmarks and other things. One of which was the presence of smoke, which led to the discovery of an open vent.

Alfofida, who sat at my side, leaning into me for comfort, had confirmed my suspicions. What the Dorfs had done to this world that made it tectonically unstable hadn’t changed the presence of the magma chambers beneath the crust. They remained in place while the world shifted around them. Only, instead of it taking centuries to pile on or move off fresh rock, it was decades. Essentially, it was destroying the process that created volcanoes and leaving exposed magma chambers dotted about the world.

And now, with a procession of landors and a surprising admission from the other elders, we were almost there. I’d been told what we needed to do. The vast number of bodies we brought here meant we had to get a little creative. So, that news had all of us, but Kiggaelin, heading for our frames.

Mine was a little different from the others. To support their smaller frames on a world where the things that hunted them were much larger, the Dorfs had built frames with extensions on their arms and legs. It meant climbing up into the frame and controlling the hands with controls near the frame’s elbow. My own frame, which was the same size as theirs, was more akin to a suit of armor. With some of the functions reduced or removed entirely. My grip strength, for example, was my own. But I carried a bulky pack to house the strange generator that powered the whole thing. Most of which, on a regular frame, was hidden within the limbs and lower torso where they had more room.

It was a little awkward stepping backward into what felt like a full-body coffin. But after slipping my hands into my custom-fit gauntlets, I made a gesture, bringing both my thumb and my pinky to the palm of my hand. It was awkward and unlikely to be something you’d do by accident. Which was the point. That was the activation code for my frame to close around me, sealing me in, before the faceplate dropped down in front of my eyes.

I wondered for a moment if my wives had left another cheeky video for me. I had seen them all here at least once by now. Though, with the somber mood, I wasn’t surprised when the faceplate turned transparent a moment later, signaling to me that the frame was activated and working correctly.

I remained in place. The armor stand helped hold me steady as I felt the landor make a turn. Then, after finally falling still, I watched as the ramp began to lower. I saw an orange glow on the ceiling within moments. When the ramp finally reached the ground, I saw a large pit ahead of us. Hanwarra’s black-eyed frame marched out ahead of us, and I followed behind with Foly and Alfi in their blue and green-eyed frames, respectively.

The vent was an enormous hole in the ground. It reminded me of a photo looking down at an enormous stadium—only with rock and lava instead of a pristine lawn. The sides were steep, and even as we watched, rock on the far side slipped, tumbling below into the pool of magma with a splash.

“This will do,” Hanwarra announced as she turned to face us.

Another half dozen landors were in the process of parking and opening up on either side of us. With more in a row behind where we couldn’t see from here. Each was filled with their respective clan heads, frames… and coffins.

“Alfi,” Hanwarra called out. “I shall place my father here,” she gestured to a spot on the ground right at the edge. “I would be honored if you placed your mother alongside him.”

“I…” Alfi stopped, clearly trying to restrain herself. “I appreciate that, sister.”

And then. I watched the industrious nature of the Dorfs take hold. Hanwarra and I moved back into the landor. There, an enormous black coffin that held her father was set neatly in the middle. She and I, along with Foly and Alfi, picked it up with our frames. And as carefully as we could, we carried the previous Elder of the Obsidian clan to the edge of the magma pit.

“Toby?” Alfi caught my attention. “Please come with me.”

I followed along behind, towards the landor beside our own. The green markings showed who it was, and I recognized Elder Malachite along with his wives, gathered around an intricately carved green coffin. I recognized Kuveck, the eldest son, along with his wife Thawalda. I was pleased to see they had not excluded her, despite her Garnet heritage.

Kuveck, seeing us approach, kissed his wife and headed to a frame of his own. The Elder was a moment behind, and with the four of us present, we brought Lotmatalyn out to rest beside Elder Obsidian.

Then there were more.

Many, many more.

It was one thing to hear about hundreds of dead. It was another to help carry them all out and to see them all lying there. They came from all walks of life. Some, like the elders, were in caskets made of precious stone. Others were simply laid out on sheets of granite by loved ones who could not afford the same. None were made to feel lesser for it. An older woman sat three coffins down, weeping over the body of her only son. She wore a simple dress, and her son’s body was wrapped in linens atop what might have been the woman’s kitchen bench.

On either side of her were stone coffins. One roughly cut from igneous rock, the other inlaid with veins of silver. The families there to see off their loved ones invited her into their midst. The lines between clans blurred, and before long, hundreds of bodies were laid out. That was when the drilling started.

Teams came out, setting machinery between each of the landors, digging down into the rock. Far enough away to not disturb the dead, while the mourners continued to gather. Even with dozens of drills, it took hours for them to complete their work. Long enough for the landors to pull back from the magma pit. Long enough for us to change from our frames and pilot suits into more ceremonial garb.

And as the first stars of the evening began to appear above the orange glow of the magma, I followed Hanwarra down the ramp. She wore a black dress that dragged along the stone. The only flash of color, the red braid, twisted up and set upon her head like a crown. Kiggaelin, seated in a chair at the top of the ramp where she could watch, hadn’t stopped crying since Hanwarra put it on. Alfofida walked just behind us, with Elder Malachite and his family alongside her. With them, was Folotelyn and Dernorra, who had taken on a ceremonial role of honor guard, since they had so few deaths as a result of what happened.

Still far enough back for safety, but close enough to feel the warmth of the magma on our faces, Hanwarra stopped and turned. She was fierce in the twilight. A warrior queen like any good fantasy book deserved. She stood tall and proud as her cheeks glistened with tears. She looked up and down the rows of gathered Dorfs before looking me in the eye. When she held out her hand, I took it, and she gently steered me around to stand beside her. It was subtle, but she shifted closer. Just close enough to press herself to my side.

“Today, we honor the old ways,” Hanwarra announced. “And in doing so, we embrace a future as yet unknown!”

There was defiance in her voice. A strength I recognized.

“Today we cast away death. Senseless, violent and brought to us by madness and corruption!” Her face was highlighted by the golden hue of the magma. “Today, we remember those who died defending us from that corruption! For tomorrow, we march to cut out its heart!”

A cheer rang out across the gathering. While hundreds of Dorfs lay upon the edge of the pit, hundreds more relayed Hanwarra’s words to the thousands who found their way here.

“Let us send our loved ones, not to the hands of traitors. But to the world that birthed them!”

She reached into her dress and took out a small object. I could only assume it was similar to the wrist units that opened the doors to the landor. It was just a box with a switch on it. She looked up at me, and released my hand, before turning around. I did the same, and we looked out over the magma pit as she swapped the device to her other hand. Which let her grip my own once more.

“Toby, my husband,” Hanwarra whispered softly. “When we return home, Kiggaelin is to be moved back to our suite like the rest of us.”

“Okay.”

“When she has recovered, she is to be one of us. Not this pretense of being lesser, as we have right now.”

I nodded. “Okay.”

“And when she has recovered enough to have that awful contraption removed, you shall bed her. I can only hope that the damage was not severe enough to prevent a good lock.”

I stood silent for a moment as I processed what she had just said, before she held the small remote up. With a flick of her thumb, the ground pulsed beneath our feet. Jets of dust shot out of each of the holes that had been drilled, as a blast echoed in our ears. A wall of rock tumbled out of view, pitching the dead into the magma below, with the sound of rolling thunder.

“Times will change,” she said as the rumbling and echoes ceased. “There’s no coming back from this. Not as we were.”

“Then we’re just going to have to make something better then,” I told her.


CHAPTER TWO



Iwas warm. Sleeping in a nest made that a rather normal occurrence. The bowl-shaped bed was rather comfortable now I was used to it. My larger frame meant I could lean back, like a lounge chair. My legs stretched out before me, with my arms outstretched along the rim. The bulky pillows stuffed around provided all the support I needed to be comfortable. Up until recently, my three wives pressed in around me was normal. That had changed with recent events, and Hanwarra’s growing distance.

So here. Now, with the warmth of two women, one on each side, I was mildly confused by the sensations of a third woman as she slowly crawled into my lap. It was still early morning. The funeral had been a relatively quick event. The preparations had taken longer than the ceremony, and here were, a day from home.

My wives had taken to Hanwarra’s words without a fuss. With the contraption strapped around her middle, Kiggaelin wasn’t about to join the snuggle party. She was in the nest though. Foly and Alfi had made a point to stuff pillows around her. Creating a cocoon of warmth, that made the fiery Dorf blush. Despite that, she seemed to appreciate the gesture. Especially since it was Hanwarra who made the decision to bring her in properly. Under Dorf customs, she was technically my fourth wife. We just hadn’t taken any steps to show that, beyond a quiet couple of kisses.

That contraption though, kept her firmly on the other side of the nest where she would hurt herself, or us if something moved. So, the warm body climbing into my lap—either an assassin had snuck into the landor; one of the Dorfs in charge of driving this thing had taken liberties they shouldn’t have, or this was one of my wives.

The soft hand that palmed the front of my pants though… well I was playing along right now, but if it wasn’t my wife—they weren’t going to live long. The real question, was which of my wives it was. Hanwarra, after the funeral, had been more affectionate. If I remembered correctly, it was her sleeping under my left arm. My right though. We’d switched things up, with Foly and Alfi taking turns, and I couldn’t be certain which of them was currently leaning against me.

I held still, as the cool morning air wafted around my crotch as my silent lover pried my semi-rigid cock free of my pants. Their warm hand was gentle as she gripped me. The slow stroke up, and back down, quickly brought me to full mast—leaving my morning glory standing to attention. I kept still, wanting the game to continue. Whichever of them it was, I didn’t know. But the sudden wash of warm breath over the head of my cock, told me it likely wasn’t Hanwarra.

Her lips were soft. I couldn’t help the subtle shift of my legs as I felt them close around the head. She breathed out through her nostrils and suckled firmly as she twisted her hand and slowly stroked the shaft. This had to be Alfofida. Foly liked to do this sometimes, but Alfofida really put in the effort like this.

She took me deeper. Lapping at the underside of my cock, while slowly bobbing her head back and forth. My cock flexed as she sucked and she slid her mouth off the tip. Then pressed a light kiss to the head, before starting to move once more. She wriggled further up my body. Moving carefully and slowly to not jostle the others. She braced herself on my chest, kneeling on my lap. She hooked her feet over my thighs as she sat on her heels.

The molten heat of her smooth pussy pressed against my shaft. One warm hand left my chest, only to make its way down to my cock, where she held it firmly against her pussy. A hairless, smooth pussy. Foly liked to keep a layer of fuzz, and Kiggaelin hadn’t been able to maintain herself since her injury. The soft whimper that escaped her lips didn’t give her away. Nor the gentle rocking as she humped against my length. Part of me wanted to open my eyes. But any action I’d take might wake the others and I was certainly enjoying this treatment.

Her pussy was soaking my balls. She was as into this as I was. My delicious Alfofida. No doubt I’d have to find a way to reward her for this. Or perhaps punish her? She wasn’t hard to figure out. I just needed to pay attention. She liked attention and liked being told what to do in the bedroom. Maybe I hadn’t been spending quite enough time with her?

I let those thoughts vanish. It hardly mattered right now, as she started to raise herself up. That hand kept my cock in place, as she pushed her hips forward. I felt the head of my cock slipping between her labia. She was so wet, I couldn’t hide the grin that spread across my face. She settled me at her entrance and held me there for just a moment, before slowly descending.

“Oh, the depths,” Ra whispered.

Ra?

I opened my eyes and looked down. Hanwarra. My warrior wife. She put both hands on my chest, as she tilted her head back. Her jaw was slightly open as her eyes rolled back. She moved slowly. Pushing herself down. I felt my cock stretching her as she descended, before finally settling, impaled on my lap. Alfofida was still asleep on my left, where Hanwarra had been the night before. Folotelyn was under my right arm, snoozing softly. And when I looked back at Ra, our eyes met.

Those obsidian black eyes, framed by pale skin and matching hair. Nude and beautiful, she stared at me as she raised herself up. I felt the way her body gripped my cock and let out a soft groan of pleasure, before she relaxed and slumped down, impaling herself once more.

“Enjoy me,” she whispered.

“How could I not?” I hissed as she slowly worked herself up and down.

Ra smiled. “I wasn’t sure. With my attitude lately…”

“Dammit, if you’re doing this because you think you owe me something, I’m going to be mad,” I growled as softly as I could.

She stared at me, and then slowly continued fucking me. “And if I’m doing this because I want my husband to lock with me and enjoy me?”

I nodded. “That I can accept.”

Hanwarra smiled. “Good,” she said, though there was a slight sadness in her tone.

She was still in mourning. With practically her entire clan dead at the hands of Garnet, I didn’t blame her for her mood. Depression was a bitch, and had things not been so awful, I might have mused on the idea that Dorfs could experience it too.

“Just do what makes you happy,” I told her. “We’ll figure out the rest as it comes.”

This time, her smile didn’t have that hint of anguish I’d spotted earlier. “What would make me happy—would be my husband’s cock, locked inside me where it belongs.”

“Not to be a pain, but that’s mostly up to you now isn’t it?”

She grinned. “Exactly.”

Up and down she slowly bounced. At the bottom of each stroke, she’d slide her ass backward, putting pressure on her front wall, before rising back up. With just the head of my cock still inside her, Hanwarra would lean back, giving me a fantastic view of her enormous tits. Holding me there with a salacious grin, she lowered herself back down, spearing my cock into her depths as she chewed her lip to hide her own pleased moans.

“Mmm,” Foly moaned before sitting up slightly.

Ra halted with my cock buried half way inside her. I stared as my blue-haired Dorf pulled my arm out from under her. She kissed my knuckles, and then gently pushed my hand away.

“If you don’t mind,” she said in a sleepy tone. “I think I’ll just watch.”

I smiled as my blue-eyed wife shifted to get comfortable, while slipping a hand between her legs.

“I’ll watch too,” Alfofida whispered, before letting out a soft yawn.

“I’m sorry for waking you both,” Hanwarra whispered.

“It’s fine,” Alfofida said, releasing my arm. “I’ve wanted to do the same when I wake up early.”

I chuckled softly and shook my head. But I also realized I had both arms free. And with them, I pushed myself further into a sitting position. Hanwarra looked up at me. Her dark eyes locked on my own as I pulled her into a hug. And with her finally pressed against me, I was able to pull her down and collect her lips with a kiss. She moaned into my mouth, before stirring her hips around. My cock, buried deep inside her made slick noises as she continued to leak over my lap.

When we broke apart, Ra was panting, but she gave me a glare. “Lay back.”

“Yes dear.” I smirked and did just that.

“Dear?” she growled menacingly. “I am no dear. I’m your big tiddy goth wife. And you are going to lay there and gaze upon me in all my glory.”

I had to admit. I was into this dirty talk. It was kind of a joke when I mentioned it the first time. I hadn’t expected her to take it as a challenge. Not that I had any regrets. My wives were the equivalent of fantasy-era short stack porn stars. I could see my cock, where it entered her body with each bounce of her hips. Her breasts bounced with her momentum and the superior look on her face barely hid the tremble in her lip. She was enjoying this at least as much as I was. Which became apparent as her face twisted.

“Damn it to the blackest depths!”

Her fingers dug into my chest, and I grinned as I felt her pussy squeeze tightly around my cock. One last drop of her hips, and she wasn’t able to rise. The internal muscles of a female Dorf were unlike a humans. The combination of a well-endowed lover, and the subconscious desire for mating, could lead to a lock. Basically, her pussy would constrict and pull like the diaphragm for your lungs. Only instead of holding your breath—it would hold a man’s cock. And since my human anatomy put me quite naturally on the larger end of Dorf anatomy…

Well, the mechanics of a lock were simple for me to achieve. That my wives had locked with me at every opportunity though—that was an ego boost like nothing else.

“T-Toby,” Hanwarra whimpered as she throbbed around me in orgasm. “I love you!”

For them, it was a deeply romantic gesture to achieve a lock. And the casual ease my wives achieved it, with every coupling. Well… There was a reason that both Foly and Alfi were staring at Ra’s crotch, while rubbing themselves vigorously. They weren’t jealous of Ra’s pleasure. Merely imagining it themselves.

“Hey,” I whispered as I pulled Ra into my chest once more. Her entire body trembled. Each subtle movement caused my cock to stir around inside her. She was tremendously sensitive right now, but only in the best way as she opened her eyes as I spoke.

“I love you too,” I told her. “Always.”

Her face broke into a wide smile and she nodded, before wiping away a tear that threatened to stain her porcelain cheek. “Y-you haven’t finished.”

I knew that was both a genuine concern for her, and an excuse to ignore that she was crying again. I wasn’t going to press the issue. Emotions had been high, and the last couple days would have been a huge emotional dump for her. So, I held her close and leaned down to kiss her. With Ra firmly leaning against me, I slipped my arms down to cup her glorious ass. And like I had with the others, I used it to drag her back and forth on my cock.

Her breath hitched and I felt as she started rocking her hips to help me. Soft whimpers escaped her mouth, barely muffled as I continued kissing her. She grabbed at me, holding me against her.

“Look at him,” Alfi whispered. “He’s so close.”

Alfi wasn’t wrong. I was so turned on by this whole thing, I was already on the edge. Alfi’s words sank into Ra’s head a moment later and I almost lost my grip on her ass, as she suddenly doubled her pace.

“Toby!” She yelped, breaking the kiss. “Please?!”

“Fuck!” I gritted my teeth. “Don’t stop!”

Ra let out a whine. She was so overstimulated and loving every moment of it. I fell back against the side of the nest and reached for her tits. Those massive organs put human women to shame, and I squeezed them hard enough to watch them bulge slightly between my fingers. She leaned into my grip, pushing her chest into my hands. Her nipples were like small, pointed rocks digging into my palms. She threw her head back and I watched this gorgeous woman coming apart at the seams once more.

The first throb of my cock made us both gasp. Me from the intensity of having my cock wrung dry, and her as she felt the spurt erupt inside her. With the lock, she wasn’t able to bounce, but that didn’t stop her from trying. Each rocking motion back and forth, let her rise and fall slightly, driving my buried cock up against her cervix. All the while I pumped more of my seed into her than I thought was physically possible.

Hanwarra’s second orgasm though, was the trigger that made her body release. The first orgasm would achieve the lock, and you could wait for it to abate on its own. But a second sped up the process and as she trembled and came down from her high, I felt her muscles starting to release. Ra slumped against my front, panting softly as I wrapped my hands around her once more. On either side of us, Foly and Alfi were panting. Clearly having reached their own satisfying end as they watched.

“Damn,” Ra murmured as she caught her breath.

“What?” I snickered. “Did I do something wrong?”

“No,” she grumped, before tilting her head to look up at me. “I just hoped you’d finish without me. That way I could enjoy being locked a little longer.”

She raised herself up. Slipping my still hard cock out of herself. I caught a glimpse of our combined fluids pouring out of her as she wriggled back down toward my feet. Before lowering herself down over my cock. I watched as her mouth engulfed the head and she let out a soft moan as she sucked out combined juices off me.

And with Ra laying between my legs. I had an unobstructed view of the wet mess between Kiggaelin’s thighs as she lay trapped in her pile of pillows. She had watched the entire thing and been unable to reach her crotch to relieve herself. Folotelyn and Alfofida began to whimper as they touched themselves once more. It wasn’t long before my limited abilities as a humble man, left me pumping another orgasm into Hanwarra’s surprisingly eager mouth.
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“So…” I caught the ladies attention on the elevator back down into their city. “What’s the plan now?”

“We need to stabilize, before we can make any moves,” Hanwarra announced.

“That might not be a good idea,” Kiggaelin called from the nest. “Father… Garnet,” she corrected after a pause. “Garnet will be building his strength. He has frames, landors and a stronghold.”

“You’ve been there?” Hanwarra asked.

Kiggaelin nodded. “Not in a few years, but recently enough to know the major defenses.”

Hanwarra nodded. “We’ll need to convene a war council then.”

I heard bitterness in her tone. She was a warrior, like the rest of her clan—now wiped out in a surprise attack. She had been elevated to a rank she never should have achieved. When I met the ladies for the first time, they were each, the thirdborn of their clans. None of them had aspirations to rule, and yet with my arrival, things had changed rather rapidly. Foly, the first of my wives was now in direct contact with all the allied clans. Alfofida, with her access to me, had made several technological advancements that gave her serious levels of prestige within her own clan. Hanwarra, being the most senior member of the survivors, was for all intents and purposes, the Elder. And even Dernorra, the pink-haired thirdborn daughter of the Spinel clan had expressed a desire to join us. Something her mother was fully supporting. Likely both for my run-ins with Garnet, and by my growing influence in this world.

The general population of Dorfs were largely unaware, or at least unattached to the clans that ruled them. A good portion of the Garnet aligned Dorfs had been left. Most of them were confused and worried. Likely concerned about persecution or retribution from the other clans.

It was something I’d kept an eye on, until I heard Hanwarra discussing the problem with Dernorra, at the funeral. They might have been Garnet aligned, but they were not to blame. Nor were they much of a threat, since they lacked any way of communicating with the disgraced Elder, since he left. That didn’t even account for the few who had lost friends and family members—taken voluntarily, or by force, on the night they left.

“If I may,” Hanwarra spoke up. “It would be… unorthodox.”

“I’m listening,” I said, giving her an encouraging smile.

“We should move to my clan home.”

I stared at her, as did the others.

“What do you mean?” Folotelyn asked.

“There are a scant few dozen of my people left,” Hanwarra said in a quiet tone. “Even if this was a time of prosperity and peace, it would be centuries before we could recover our numbers. Especially since, I am not married to a fellow Dorf.”

“Shit—”

“No,” she turned to glare at me. “Do not even think it for a moment. You are my husband, I am your wife. There is nothing further to discuss.”

“Okay,” I said, holding up my hands in surrender.

She narrowed her glare at me, before sighing. “I am not suggesting you be brought into my clan,” she said to all the ladies. “Only that we move our family to a single location. There, we can build out our branch. And it will give my family home a purpose once more.”

“What would happen to it otherwise?” I asked.

Hanwarra shook her head. “I don’t know. This kind of event hasn’t happened since before we learned to harness the ether.”

“Right,” I said, recalling their history.

This world had once been tectonically stable, though they’d lacked regular access to fresh water. When they discovered ether, a glowing rock they used as a power source, one of their scientists got an idea. Somehow, he built a magically powered electromagnet and gave the core of the planet a nudge. The resulting nudge created earthquakes, reset the topography of the entire planet and caused untold chaos and death.

Though, when it was explained to me, that monsters came out of the depths, I had to wonder if it wasn’t the depths—but portals similar to how I got here to begin with. Things falling through into this world and without a clear way to get back out again, forever stuck here. I still occasionally had nightmares about the Flayer that almost killed me when I arrived. And I had heard Kiggaelin whimper in her sleep on more than one occasion—likely reliving being disemboweled by a demon. Hopefully since collapsing that tunnel, the orcs wouldn’t find their way through either. That was the last thing we all needed right now.

“Her idea has merit,” Kiggaelin agreed. “I would offer my own clan home, but… what’s to be done with it, I don’t know.”

“You will be part of that discussion when it happens,” Hanwarra told her. “You may no longer be a Garnet, but I will still have your advice.”

I found myself smiling at her. The strong Dorf that I remembered had broken through the depths of her depression. And I must have had a dumb look on my face as she turned back and saw me staring.

“What?” she asked.

“Nothing,” I said with a warm smile. “I just can’t believe how lucky I am to have four such impressive women in my life.”

“Toby,” Folotelyn reached over and squeezed my arm. “We’re just as lucky to have you.”

“Pfft,” I disagreed. “All I did was fall through a hole, almost get myself killed, and spark a bunch of internal conflicts that…” I cut myself off as I realized where I had taken that conversation, but it was Hanwarra who whirled on me.

“You do not!” She snarled, stomping over and forcing me to look down at her as she glared up at me. “You, Tobias Conner-Kyanite, are not to blame for ANY of this!”—she jabbed me in the chest— “This is entirely on the hands of one man, and his unchecked ego and if you ever try to take the blame for his mistakes…” She held herself up short. Then took a deep breath. “Tobias, my husband and dearest, treasured man. Do not utter such stupidity in my presence. It’s an insult to yourself and the rest of us on your behalf.”

“You’re a good man Toby,” Alfofida gave me an encouraging smile. “You can’t control what others do around you. Only what you do yourself.”

“Alright—”

“And me,” she said and blushed. “You can control me too.”

“Damnit.” I shook my head as Foly giggled. Even Hanwarra smirked in amusement, while Kiggaelin stared at us in confusion, having not heard my submissive wife’s joke.

Before we could continue our talk, there was a thump that ran through the floor. We’d reached the bottom, and each of us braced as the landor began to move. There were enough of them that needed to come back down, we couldn’t remain here to disembark. So the drivers took us to a holding yard nearby. By the time the ramp came down, I was standing by Kiggaelin’s side. She clung to me, while Alfi helped support her from the other side.

“Need a damn wheelchair,” I muttered.

“Oh, if they relayed the message in time, they should have one waiting for us,” Folotelyn smiled.

“Wait, really?” I asked.

“Mhm,” my blue-haired wife said. “Grandmother was fascinated by the idea when you brought it up. So, she had a few made. Last I heard, she’d settled on a couple of designs.”

“Oh wow.” I grinned.

“Of course, you’ll be compensated for it,” Foly said.

“Wait—”

“Don’t argue, dear husband,” Foly shot me a stern look. “This was before any talk of a branch. The technology exists solely because of you.”

“Do I even have a debt anymore?”

The ladies laughed, Kiggaelin included, but none of them bothered to speak up. I just accepted that things were changing and watched as the ramp lowered. This wasn’t the landor I’d traveled in before. This massive beast had its own crew. They would remain behind after we left and return the landor to proper storage.

When the ramp hit the floor, sure enough, there was the smiling face of Folotelyn’s Grandmother. Before her, was a bulky looking wheelchair, as she stood in front of an awaiting tracab.

“Here Toby, bring her here,” she called softly.

“Is that a chair with wheels?” Kiggaelin asked, sounding confused. “I thought that was a joke.”

“Nope.” I grinned. “Come on. You’ll be more comfortable in that, than by walking.”

“Walking shows strength,” Kiggaelin protested.

“I don’t care about looking strong, especially when you’re recovering from an injury,” I disagreed as Alfi and I led her down the ramp toward the chair.

We turned her around, and she had a slight pout on her face as Grandmother held the chair steady. Together, we got her seated comfortably, before I stood and moved around to take control of the chair.

“I have her,” Grandmother protested slightly.

“With all the respect due to a woman of your stature and position, Kiggaelin is my wife.”

Grandmother’s protest died as she smiled a little wider. “Well in that case,” she bent and pointed to a small latch. By flicking it, the handles on the back could change height. I realized she’d baited me and put this design in specifically for me. Made all the more obvious as she gave me a wide grin.

I smiled. “Thank you Grandmother,” I said as I took hold of the handle at the back.

Kiggaelin grabbed at the sides as I turned her around. And then let out a soft giggle as I walked her up the ramp into the back.

“You’ll have to hold her steady,” Grandmother told me. “I didn’t think of that until now. I’ll tell the driver to keep things slow.”


CHAPTER THREE



This place was as awe inspiring, as it was… empty. I walked, arm in arm with my dear Hanwarra. Behind us strode Folotelyn and Alfofida, who pushed Kiggaelin in her wheelchair. Grandmother, after checking Kiggaelin over on the drive here, had remained in the tracab for the trip home. We’d seen one other Dorf since arriving. A single guard, who had a distant look on his face. It reminded me of those old war photographs, of the returning soldiers and the looks in their eyes. The horror, regret and self-blame. Survivor’s guilt.

Despite all that, upon seeing Hanwarra, the Dorf bowed and drew the front door open. I had half expected an awful smell to waft out. I knew that Hanwarra had organized for the clan home to be scrubbed, but whomever had done so, had been… extremely efficient. Though I wasn’t sure that was entirely a good thing.

The halls of Obsidian were bare. I hadn’t paid much attention on my first visit. The bodies and blood had occupied most of my thoughts at the time. But here, now, the clean, sterile environment we found ourselves in—all the artwork, the paintings and tapestries were gone. Most of them at least. It seemed that any that were splattered with blood, had been taken down. Hanwarra didn’t seem to notice, or she didn’t care. Perhaps it was even part of what she had asked to be done to the place.

Hanwarra led the way to a flight of stairs. There, I let go of her arm, and the three of us helped carry Kiggaelin, still in her chair, to the upper floor. There, I rejoined my grieving wife and led her past the now empty rooms of her family and clanspeople. The room at the end, I could only suspect was her father’s. It had the most ornate and decorated door. Three places down, Hanwarra stopped at a far simpler doorway.

She hesitated for only a moment, before pushing it open. Her room was… different. Folotelyn’s room looked like a living area. A comfortable bed, a wardrobe and a rather ornate bathroom. Perfect for a couple to spend time together. Alfofida’s room had been almost an extension of a workshop. With benches, tools, half completed projects and designs on display. I hadn’t seen Kiggaelin’s room, nor Dernorra’s. But now, staring at Hanwarra’s room.

It was the smallest yet. Not that it was small. Just that compared to the suites the others lived in, this was barely a large bedroom. A small nest, built for one, or a couple if they were close. Then a bath tub of similar size in the opposite corner. Several Dorf-sized stands dotted around the room, holding several sets of armor and weaponry. Most notably, a smaller version of the spear Hanwarra wielded while piloting her frame.

“I haven’t thought this through,” she said and sighed. “Perhaps it would be better to move into one of the guest rooms instead.”

“We can repurpose these rooms,” I suggested. “Not for us, but for the clan. We can preserve them for use later when they’re needed.”

Hanwarra nodded slowly. “In that case.”

She led the way out and turned to stare at the door to her father’s rooms. I almost asked if she was sure. But something told me my warrior wife just needed a moment. When she stepped forward, it was with confidence. She pushed on the door and swung it open.

“I didn’t instruct them to do this,” she said quietly.

“Do what?” I asked as I followed her in.

She gestured over to the nest. From what I knew of the man, Elder Obsidian was not married. But the nest he slept in was large enough for several Dorfs. Despite that, it was empty. None of the bedding I had expected was in place, leaving it an empty shell. Hanwarra ignored that as she approached the wardrobe and drew it open, showing empty shelves and hangers.

“I asked Elder Spinel to prepare this place,” Ra said in a sad tone. “I hadn’t expected her to be so thorough.”

“Nothing is gone forever,” a soft voice called from down the hall.

I turned and spotted the pink-haired form of Dernorra approaching. Hanwarra turned and gave the Dorf a sad smile. “You have archived it?”

“Some, yes,” Dernorra smiled. “His more personal belongings have been placed in storage. You may browse and decide what you wish of it at any point.”

“Thank you,” Hanwarra smiled, though her lip trembled as she restrained her emotions.

I held out my hand, and she gently took it as Dernorra gave us both a soft bow. “Mother sent me over as soon as I arrived home. The elders wish to meet and discuss the situation.”

“That sounds less like a summons, and more of an invitation,” Ra whispered.

Dernorra nodded slowly. “Yes, Elder.”
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“In all my years, I never imagined something of this magnitude.” Elder Malachite sighed as he looked around the room filled with familiar and unfamiliar faces.

Hanwarra. She looked decidedly uncomfortable. Sitting in her father’s old chair. She sat at the end, with Elder Malachite to her right. Beside him, sat not Elder Kyanite, but his eldest daughter, Forbawynn. Between her father’s throne and Elder Spinel though, was a pile of glittering rubble. The throne of Elder Garnet was smashed to pieces. The precious gems and metals inlaid into the stone lay strewn among the mess. Shattered and swept into a heap, as if to preserve the memory of his betrayal.

I sat alongside Alfofida and Folotelyn at the end of the row. Kiggaelin remained in her wheelchair beside my blue-haired wife as she watched on—conscious of the few glares being shot in her direction. She was well known in this place, though their anger was misplaced. I made sure to glare at the few who showed more open hostility. Garnet made it clear, he no longer recognized his daughter. If I had to wrestle a few more Dorfs to prove a point, I’d do it.

“Elder Obsidian,” Elder Spinel called softly. “I am gratified to see that you have taken this mantle upon yourself. And Forbawynn, I thank you for attending in your father’s stead.”

Hanwarra trembled, before nodding slowly. “I hope only to bring my father’s name, the honor he so richly deserves.”

“I appreciate the warm reception.” Forbawynn nodded. “However, the formal inquiry must commence.”

“Agreed,” Elder Malachite raised his hand, alongside Elders Spinel and Hanwarra herself.

“Do we know yet, how Elder Garnet was able to slip his confinement?” Elder Malachite asked.

“Those who might have known, were slaughtered,” Hanwarra said in a low tone. “I asked Elder Spinel for help with the matter, among other things.”

“There was considerable effort to hide the evidence of what happened,” Elder Spinel spoke up, hearing her name. “However, Elder Obsidian is correct. There is little evidence to suggest exactly what has happened. From witnesses who came forward on the evening though, we have conclusions. A small team of Dorfs attended the Obsidian clan home. They were seen entering and minutes later they exited a window with a hooded figure, presumed to be Elder Garnet.”

Elder Spinel sighed. “What happened in those minutes, we can only guess. At that point, a small force of armed Dorfs moved into the area, and the witness was forced to flee for their life. With Garnet retrieved from confinement, the rest of Garnet’s forces descended on the other clan homes, resulting in the deaths of hundreds. While we were distracted by skirmishes and assassins, the remainder of Garnet’s people kidnapped, murdered and recruited those they could.”

“Our best estimates placed Elder Garnet and the bulk of his forces on the elevator well before assassins reached the other clan homes. We know this, because a small force of Garnet’s soldiers held the elevator for a single landor that left after the main force had already done so.”

“My father and brother,” Forbawynn said softly.

“That would be my assumption,” Elder Spinel agreed.

I felt Alfofida’s hand slip into my own. When I turned to look at her, tears rolled down her cheeks, and my heart broke for my dear wife. The loss of her mother was still raw, and I made a note to spend some time with her. Foly would need time as well, but for now, the assumption was that her family were alive and unharmed.

“Is there anything else to add?” Hanwarra asked.

“Is anything else necessary?” Elder Malachite asked as he looked around the room.

“No, Elders.” Elder Spinel shook her head. “If there is more information to uncover, it will only bring further clarification to motive and specific actions. We know the broad strokes, even if we do not understand them.”

“In that case, I, Elder Malachite, for the murder of my wife Lotmatalyn Malachite, declare war on the traitor Garnet and his supporters.”

“I, Elder Obsidian,” Hanwarra’s voice broke out. “For the murder of my clan, declare war on the traitor Garnet and his supporters.”

“I… Forbawynn Kyanite,” the young woman frowned as she tried to navigate what she was going to say. “For the kidnapping of Elder Kyanite, declare war, in his stead, against the traitor Garnet and his supporters.”

“And I, Elder Spinel, for crimes against the Dorf people, declare war against the traitor Garnet and his supporters.”

The declarations were a bit of a moot point. There wasn’t any denying what was going to happen. Garnet had betrayed the Dorf people. It had gone well beyond his hatred of me, and his desire for control, and straight into violent tyranny. My only concern is what he had waiting for us when we arrived. He might not have the technological advantage, but with a stronghold and the forces to defend it. This wasn’t going to be easy.

And here I was, stuck in the middle of it. The one place I’d never wanted to be. This world had everything I could have dreamed of. Cave diving, exploration, exotic and beautiful women. Literally the dream. Now, it was crashing down around me as I thought of the violence and death that rolled slowly toward us. Garnet was a monster. He wasn’t going to stop. Not on his own terms. It left us with no choice but to react. I just… didn’t know what part I would play in it.

“I would elect a war council,” Hanwarra spoke up. The other elders and Forbawynn all raised their hands in agreement.

“Dernorra shall be my representative,” Elder Spinel announced.

Forbawynn straightened. “Grandmother⁠—”

“No dear,” the wizened voice called. “I shall help, but I cannot take upon myself this burden.”

Forbawynn frowned, before nodding slowly. “In that case, Rarrouth can stand in place until my father is recovered. At which point, I shall take his place.”

“At once,” Rarrouth’s calm voice echoed through the room.

“Doraletain shall represent me,” Elder Malachite announced.

Alfofida twitched and I glanced over, seeing a slight frown on her face. Though it didn’t seem she was upset. More… worried. Was it for her stepmother, or⁠—

“Tobias Conner-Kyanite shall represent the Obsidian clan,” Hanwarra’s voice echoed.

I froze and looked up, seeing my wife’s pointed look. “What?”
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The rest of the meeting was mostly noise. More like they were going over the motions out of propriety than actually discussing meaningful changes. They were all offering up whatever resources they had. They were all offering soldiers. And to transport those soldiers and resources, they were all offering their landors. Just the same way they had done so for the funeral, just on a larger scale.

There was a small discussion about leaving people behind to guard the city itself. That was derailed quickly by Elder Malachite declaring he would have the elevator into the city shut down. That would prevent more than the barest trickle of Dorfs from making their way down on foot. No landor would survive the steep, stone ramp and the frames wouldn’t either without modifications. Something that might be possible, but not to a force large enough to take an entire city.

With all the elders simply agreeing to everything, it went by rather quickly in the end. It was almost a shock when everyone got up to leave. I found myself walking along, pushing Kiggaelin in her chair as Hanwarra waited for us. She had a schooled expression on her face and offered no comment as we headed out to an awaiting tracab. Only this time, it was more than a box car. There was a place to set Kiggaelin’s chair and comfortable seats for the rest of us.

“Tobias,” Dernorra’s voice called.

I turned and saw the pink-haired Dorf standing just off the ramp. “Are you coming with us?”

“Not yet.” She shook her head. “But I wish to meet. Soon.”

“We’re staying in the Obsidian clan home,” I told her. “You’re welcome whenever you have the time.”

Dernorra nodded quickly. “Expect me in a few hours then.”

When she hurried off, I got into my own seat and noticed that my wives were looking at me. “What?”

“She’s going to insist that you require a bodyguard,” Hanwarra stated simply.

“Shouldn’t you need a bodyguard more than me?” I asked.

“I’ll have one when in public,” Hanwarra agreed. “There are a few guards left. But for your information. No, Dernorra cannot be my guard, as she is not of my clan. It’s not about trust, but tenet.”

“So… she’s going to be on the council, and my guard?” I grumbled. “And seriously, you want me on this council?”

“Who better?” Hanwarra asked.

“Who’s qualified?” I asked. “I don’t know the first thing about war.”

“Which is exactly why I chose you.” Hanwarra smiled sadly. “If I make an order, and one of my guards was to speak over me, I’d have no choice but to have them punished.”

I paused and then sighed. “Exactly how important did you just make me?”

“Quite literally the second most important person in the entire clan,” Kiggaelin spoke up. “If she dies, you will take her place.”

“But…” I frowned. “That…”

“Husband, if I die without a war involved, as my husband, you would still stake a claim on what’s left of my clan.”

“Then… Dernorra?”

“Is still the thirdborn,” Alfofida said with a shake of her head. “If something happened to her mother, she would gain authority over the clan’s military, but that would be a temporary measure until her older sister takes over as Elder.”

“Politics,” I gripped.

“It’s more than that,” Hanwarra disagreed. “Husband, if I am making a terrible mistake, only you have the right to question it.”

I paused and mulled over her words as the tracab began moving. “You did this so I can keep an eye on you then?”

“Who better?” She smiled softly.

I thought about the situation Hanwarra had put me in. On one hand, it was the last thing I wanted, needed or expected. On the other hand, I couldn’t think of a good way to shirk the responsibility. Not without seriously harming my relationship with her, and even then, she might not accept it. With a grimace, I found myself accepting, once again, that things were beyond my control here. The Dorfs were rigid people, with a colorful history. Made only the more colorful by my introduction.

“Hanwarra, about the formation of the Branch?” Alfofida asked.

“Consider it done,” Hanwarra replied. “I’ll make an official statement for its acceptance later.”

“I’m sure my sister will approve, and Elder Spinnel certainly will. If only just to get her daughter closer to our husband.”

The ladies all tittered for a moment, before casting their eyes on me.

“What?” I asked.

“You don’t have anything to say about Dernorra joining our marriage?” Ra asked.

I gave a small shrug. “I figured if any of you had a problem, you’d have said something before now.”

Alfofida let out a long sigh. “He’s doing it again.”

“Being reasonable?” I asked, earning another round of titters.

The conversation drifted off, and I knew it was going to come back at some point. Right now, though, I felt as the tracab came to a stop. A moment later, the back ramp began to lower and the familiar sight of Hanwarra’s home came into view.

“Toby?” Alfofida called softly. “Can I bother you for some help?”

I didn’t have any plans right now. Dernorra was coming around in a few hours, so I nodded. “Of course.”

“Thank you,” she smiled. “I wanted to start bringing things across from home.”

“Oh.” I nodded. “Right, yeah, of course.”

She smiled and my wives began to file past. Kiggaelin was first in her wheelchair. Foly stopped her right before me and for just a single moment I wondered what it was for. Right before Ra cleared her throat and gave me a pointed look. That was all the reminder I needed and bent down to my injured wife. She lifted her head, and I met her lips with my own. It was soft, gentle, and when we broke apart, she whispered a soft word of thanks.

Foly, who had been pushing her, was next, and then finally Hanwarra, who strode out and met with the same black-haired guard from earlier. It really was terrible to think about. Hanwarra had lost almost everyone. Technically there were still plenty of Obsidian clan members alive, but they were all distant ones. The working class and those who, until now, would never have been considered for the clan home. I had to wonder if there was a reason she couldn’t elevate some of them. Surely there was a bright mind or two out there in the general population that were loyal enough to raise.

“Come on Toby,” Alfi took my hand. “We’ll take my own tracab.”

“Yours?” I asked.

“For now.” She shrugged. We crossed the courtyard and down beside the clan home, was a smaller tracab. This one had a pair of Malachite guards sitting out in front of it. They saw Alfofida and stood at attention.

“Father was right,” Alfofida told them. “We’re heading back to the clan home.”

“At once,” they snapped and hurried to the cab in the front.

It really was just a weird little box truck. Which made me wonder about why we weren't going around in the carriages they’d used when I first arrived here. After explaining my thoughts to Alfofida she nodded slowly.

“We normally would have, but these are more secure,” she explained.

I nodded slowly and set aside my complaints, knowing the seriousness of the situation. We climbed into the back, where seats had been installed. Only for Alfi to practically crawl into my lap as soon as I sat down. Her arms went around my neck, and I held her close as she cried into my arms. My poor wife, had held it all together. Despite the horror of Hanwarra losing her entire clan, Alfi had still lost her mother.

Even when we finally stopped and the door opened to let us leave, she clung to me. And I held her in my arms for as long as she needed it.
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“No, that one needs to go at the bottom, it’s heavier.”

I rolled my eyes. It was a steel reinforced wooden crate, they weren’t going to topple over either way. But, with the help of my frame, I lifted the crate off the top of the stack once more and stepped back. Turning to the right, I gently placed the crate on the floor of the tracab and began the process of rearranging things, for the… twelfth or-so time.

In a few short minutes, again, I had the lightest crate stacked on top. It wasn’t just me either. There were two more tracabs. Teams of Malachite Dorfs in their frames, were busy stacking the equipment her father had supplied her. It turned out to be quite a lot. He had already begun setting equipment aside for her when the idea of a branch was floated. The idea of going to war though, put that into overdrive.

Two entire tracabs were going to contain all the equipment she needed, along with all the supplies she could ask for. I’d heard her muttering as she went over a list and half the things she mentioned didn’t sound like she was speaking the same language. Kinda like how human scientists rattled off a bunch of latin names for things with the expectation you’d know what they were talking about. I just played the good husband and nodded at appropriate times, before moving crates where she wanted them.

Most of which, were her own personal projects. Starting with her belongings, and then with her own work. There was plenty she was bringing over for the clan. Many of the Malachite Dorfs would be commuting over to work with us on a day-to-day basis. Only now, instead of answering to the Elder Malachite, they would answer directly to Alfofida. And her priority right now, was digging into my head. Something I found myself deeply conflicted about.

“That should be the last of it,” Alfofida said, checking off a list. “The rest of it is coming over in the other two tracabs.”

“Works for me,” I said, hearing my voice echo through the speakers mounted on the outside of my frame.

“And again,” she smiled. “I’m sorry you have to ride in the back. I just… don’t have a way to feel safe about the shotgun.”

I nodded and looked over at the weapon. Too long to fit in a crate. Alfi had considered dismantling it, but her father quoted a potential emergency, and Alfi changed her mind. There wasn’t much chance I’d need it, but if something did happen, having my weapon pulled apart was going to leave me in a tight spot.

It was too soon to tell if there were sleeper cells, or double agents hiding out in the general population. Unless they were moving around in frames, it would only take a bit of hair dye, or a cloak to distance themselves from Garnet with a pure visual inspection.

“I’m going to ride in the front,” Alfi told me.

“Sounds good.” I sighed and stomped over to my weapon.

I bent before scooping it up into my arms. She watched me for a moment, and I could see gears turning in her head. That woman hardly stopped to eat or breathe without thinking about something. I admired her for that, and I just hoped she had a way to slow down every now and then.

Right at the back of the tracab, there was just enough room for me to walk back up and stand. The boxes were packed tight, with just a little space in the middle for me and the shotgun I was holding. It was a little awkward turning around on the ramp to step in backward, but I preferred that to standing with my back to the exit if there really was an emergency. Pulling my weapon to my chest, I pushed back and waited as the ramp closed up, almost pressing to the front of my frame as it did so.

Wedged in place, I didn’t have anything to hold onto, but I also couldn't go anywhere. With the height of the frame, I wasn’t at risk of being crushed either, so I just held still as I felt us begin to move. We were slow, and I relaxed in place. The frame did its thing helping to stabilize as the ground rumbled along under us. Honestly, with how fast we were driving though, I was more bored than anything. At least, until I heard a horrible crunch, and the landor jerked violently to the left.

I smacked my shoulder into the crates, and felt a crate slip off the top and land on my head. I was quick to react. Reaching up, I grabbed the crate with one hand and shoved it back across. We hadn’t flipped, but we had certainly come to a stop. I heard someone yell and remembered Alfi in the front seat.

“STOP!”

I heaved back and then threw myself forward. The ramp clanged off my helmet. It wasn’t designed to take an impact from the inside, and whatever mechanism raised and lowered the ramp failed as the enormous metal plate went crashing down. A plume of dust wafted out as a panicked Alfofida sprinted into view.

“WAIT! WAIT!”

“Alfi!” I roared, swinging the shotgun around to…

“Toby!” Alfi called.

I stared at the track, and the few people still meandering about. Alfi wandered around and stood in front of me, even going as far as placing her hand on the barrel of the shotgun. I lowered it as I looked around, before letting out a sigh.

“Sorry,” she said. “I shouted for you to stop, before I realized what it was I said.”

“So… no danger?” I asked as I stared at the track.

It… wasn’t even damaged, as far as I could tell. It had just slipped off, causing the tracab to lurch sideways as the drive wheels dug a furrow into the stone floor.

“No danger,” she sighed. “The shotgun isn’t even loaded, is it?”

I looked at the weapon and sighed. “Shit.”


CHAPTER FOUR



“Is that the last one?” Alfofida asked.

I paused before my wife. The crate in my arms wasn’t heavy, not really. Even if it was, the frame itself took the weight without issue.

“Yep, last one for our bedroom,” I told her.

“Wonderful, I’ll meet you up there,” she said with a smile.

I stepped past my green-haired wife and made my way down the hall to the stairs. I hadn’t paid much attention at first. The Dorfs being so small in stature, it was odd that everything was made large enough for someone like me to feel comfortable. In hindsight, it was obvious. They designed everything to be accessible with frames. I just happened to be roughly the same size as one.

“Last one for the room?” Folotelyn asked as she stepped around me on her way down.

“Last one entirely,” I told her. “Alfi must have started with this one, it was hidden under everything else from her workshop.”

Foly nodded. “At least she labelled everything.”

“That would have been an interesting experience,” I laughed.

Half the things she had packed were weapons. The other half were strange devices. Not all of them were safe. Not for someone outside of a frame, or without a lot of care and attention, at least.

I wasn’t sure what she meant at first, about the exact location and order things were to be carried. At least until she opened a box and showed a device, that turned out to be this world’s version of an x-ray machine. Only, she used it to detect a certain type of impurity within the gems they ground down into ether. In either case, she warned me that using it outside of even specially designed frames, was a quick way to lose whatever part of your body was touching it at the time.

From that point on, I made sure that I put things exactly where she said they were to go. Which included this one, that I carried up into our room. Hanwarra looked up from the nest, where she was laying out fresh cushions and blankets. Over in the corner was the few crates of belongings from Alfi’s room, and I stacked this one with the others.

“How much more is there?” Ra asked.

“Should be it,” I said with a relieved sigh.

“Are you tired?” she asked me.

“Not physically,” I explained. “The frame does a lot of the work, I just… My entire life has been turned upside down since I got here. I’d really like to stop and take a rest, but… now there’s a war and…”

“Do you regret coming here?” Ra asked.

“Not even a little bit,” I said, crossing my arms, which was as feat in a suit of metallic armor like this. “Coming here was the best thing that ever happened to me, at least as soon as I knew I wasn’t going to be executed by a red-haired fuckwit.”

Ra blinked at me. “I’ve never thought of calling Garnet such a thing. It seemed improper.”

“Humans are less formal than Dorfs,” I explained. “Anyway, I respect the other elders. Just not him. Not after how we met, and certainly not now.”

“Dangerous foes should be respected,” Ra murmured.

“I’ll respect him for the level of danger he presents,” I agreed. “But he’s still a fuckwit. I mean, what the fuck was he thinking? What’s his game plan here? How much of this is just his ego getting ahead of him?”

Ra nodded slowly. “When you put it that way…”

I sighed and shook my head. “I’m sorry, I… I didn’t mean to upset you.”

“No, dear husband,” Ra assured. “The only one who has upset me is Garnet. I’m just struggling to comprehend new information that I’d never considered before.”

Shit…

“You just realized that Garnet’s actions might just be an extreme version of a petty argument gone wrong?”

Ra nodded slowly. “He took his role seriously as Elder. It made him powerful. It made him strong. But it also put him at odds. He always fought to be in charge, to have the last word, to be on the winning side of our people’s history. Even going as far as to push ideas and progress aside, to preserve what made him strong.” She sat quietly for a few moments. “I’m scared of what that really means. How much has one man harmed our people, simply to preserve his own image?”

We sat there in silence for a few moments, before Ra let out a long sigh. “I’m going to take a walk. The nest is ready for tonight. You should head down into Alfi’s workshop and take your frame off.”

“Ra—”

“I’m fine, Tobias,” she said as she got up and slowly headed for the door. “I have the weight of my entire clan leaning on me right now. I would very much appreciate it if you left space for me this evening. I would like to be held.”

“Whatever you need,” I promised.

She smiled and strode from the room without looking back. I wondered for a moment whether I should go after her. But, of all my wives, she was the most dedicated to her cause. What that cause was, might have changed somewhat. But she was still dedicated. If she wanted space, I’d give her space. Especially since she had asked me to spend time with her. That I could definitely do. I also had the feeling she was keeping herself from monopolizing me. She had made sure that I spent time with the others too.

Though, where Foly, Alfi and Kiggaelin were right now, I wasn’t entirely sure. Still, Ra made a good point. So, I did just that. I made my way out and traversed the stairs once more. Heading down the hall, I found the largest of the rooms now put to use for our branch. Inside was most of the equipment, still in boxes, along with Alfi, who looked up as I came in.

“I thought you’d be here soon,” she said, before using a hand crane to lift a large metal box out of a crate.

“Before I take this off, do you want a hand with anything?” I asked.

“No, take it off.” Alfi shot me a grateful smile. “I have the crane if I need anything, and the armor stands are ready.”

I looked over and against the far wall, was each of our frames standing to attention. There was two spaces left. One for myself, obviously, and I could guess the last was for Dernorra. I recognized all the others, including the one set aside for Kiggaelin on her recovery. I had to wonder if she was going to be ready for the coming conflict. My experience told me so far, the Dorfs could be as stubbornly slow at things when it suited them. I just didn’t quite know how things would go from now, and likely wouldn’t until the first war council, or whatever it was we would call it.

Marching my way over, I turned and stepped backward into the armor frame. The automatic clamps took hold of my frame, before I pulled my pinky and thumb towards the palm of my hand. The frame clunked, my faceplate slid up, and the front swung open to let me step clear. Alfi watched me from across the room with a smile. After giving my arms, a stretch and rolling my shoulders, I walked over to join her.

She was dressed in what looked like a fantasy-era welders’ outfit, with coveralls and thick fabric. I was wearing a modified pilot suit. Which was basically skintight lycra. She had an expectant look in her eye, and I leaned down. Alfi responded, raising her chin, and our lips met for several long moments. When we broke, she smiled sadly up at me, before leaning in for a hug.

“I always feel better when you’re around,” she murmured.

“Then I’m sorry I’m not around more,” I apologized. “Things have been hard on all of us. Some more than others.”

“I’m not upset that you’ve spent so much time with Ra,” Alfi pointed out. “Foly needs some attention too. She’s hiding it well, but I can tell that she’s fragile.”

I nodded. “I’ll make some time for her then.”

“And me?”

“Of course you.” I smiled. “You, my beautiful, intelligent and headstrong second wife.”

She blushed and smiled softly. “You make me out to be some kind of precious gem, or a goddess you worship.”

“In my defense, your hair and eyes are the color of precious gems, and I do spend an unhealthy amount of time simply staring at you,” I pointed out.

“And the others?”

“Them too,” I admitted. “But right now, with just you and me? All my attention is on you.”

“Oh, is it now?” she asked.

I heard the teasing tone in her voice and tilted my head. Alfi glanced around, pointedly looking at the still open door. Then she looked up at me and reached for the bulge in the front of my outfit. Her hand was warm, and I took a deep breath as I began to consider my options. I had two choices here. And with the look in Alfi’s eye, I decided that we could both use a little stress relief.

“You’re being bad,” I growled, as I snatched her wrist.

She pouted at me, but I kept up the game as I spun her around.

“Toby?”

“Hush,” I hissed and gave her ass a quick swat.

Alfi jumped in surprise, but when she looked over her shoulder at me, there was only eagerness and slight curiosity in her eyes. I led her to the nearest workbench and placed her hand upon it. Then grabbed her other hand and did the same.

“These, stay here,” I ordered.

“Yes, sir,” Alfi whispered.

I looked at her and came to the immediate conclusion that this wasn’t going to work. I’d have to practically get on my knees for this, and that wouldn’t give me the leverage I needed. I glanced around, looking for a solution, and found it rather quickly. Alfi looked back over her shoulder, keeping her hands firmly on the bench as I retrieved what turned out to be a crate of heavy metal parts.

“Are these important?” I asked.

“Spare fasteners,” she said. “We use them to attach things to the rock.”

“Perfect.” I nodded. “Can’t hurt them then.” I dropped the box at Alfi’s heels and knelt behind her. “Leg,” I said, patting the side of her knee. Alfi raised her leg, and I set it on the box, before doing the same with the other one. She was a little off balance for this, but I fixed that by shoving the box forward a few inches, which put her feet back under her center of weight once more.

“Toby—”

“Hush,” I ordered, swatting her ass. “The only words I want out of you, are yes sir, no sir, or anything that resembles begging.”

“Begging?”

I swatted her ass. “No questions.”

“Yes sir,” Alfi answered quickly.

I patted her ass gently this time, before sliding my hands around the front. Her coveralls mostly covered her front half. It laced up at the back, and I worked to untie them. Alfi, realizing what I was doing, began to breathe harder, but made no effort or attempt to stop or hinder me in any way. Still, before I stripped her down, I thought I better check.

“Do you enjoy having my full attention?” I asked as I pulled the ties free, letting the top half of her coveralls fall loose.

“Yes sir,” Alfi whispered.

“Does the idea of being taken, right here against your bench, bother you?” I asked.

“No sir,” Alfi replied quickly and with a slight pant.

“Even at the risk you might get caught?” I teased.

“No sir,” she replied again in a quieter, whining tone.

I smirked and pushed my hands into the back of her outfit. She trembled as my fingers dragged along her skin. There was a sheen of perspiration covering her, but I didn’t care. We’d bathed regularly, and I was at least as sweaty as she was. When I wrapped my arms around her front, I found her nipples hard as pebbles. She twitched as I gently squeezed them, before I pulled my hands free.

She was trembling and breathing hard, as I slid my hands around the edges of her outfit. With slow pushes and gentle pulls, I tugged it down over her generous chest. With her breasts exposed, I couldn’t resist, letting my hands slide back up her body to cup them. Dorfs were well and truly built different. A chest this size was a lifetime of back pain and arthritis for a human woman, and yet if I really thought about it—Alfi’s weren’t even all that large compared to the other members of her people. Not that it mattered in the end. They were plenty large enough for my own enjoyment, and I had plenty of opportunity to do so.

I continued pushing her coveralls down, over her firm stomach. There was a pause, getting them down over her ass, but only because I had to squeeze that too, just for my own entertainment. Once down to her thighs though, the fabric fell to the floor, or at least, the box she was standing on. Showing me that as per usual, she wasn’t wearing anything beneath her outfit. Then again, underwear in general didn’t really seem to be a thing for my wives. I’d seen a few examples of it, but more often than not, they wore nothing beneath their outer layers.

“Damn,” I sighed as I squeezed the globes of her ass cheeks. “You’re just so damn nice to look at.”

“Yes sir,” Alfi giggled between her panting.

“Oh?” I questioned the giggle. “Maybe I should just stand here and look at you then?”

“No sir!” Alfi looked back with a slightly panicked expression.

“No,” I mused, before pulling her ass cheeks open to get a look at her glistening pussy. “I think we’re well beyond that.”

“Sir?” Alfi whispered softly.

The tone caught me, and I stopped to look at her. “Yes Alfi?”

“If… if you’re going to use that hole, I would suggest a lubricant.”

I stared for a moment, before I realized what she meant. “Oh,” I gasped softly. “I… hadn’t thought of that actually. Is that something Dorfs enjoy?”

“I don’t know sir,” Alfi admitted softly. “I think I just assumed, and… Everything you have done to me so far, has brought more pleasure than I could ever have imagined. If you wanted to have me in that hole, I… I think I would like to try.”

Honestly, my cock was pulsing in my awkward, skintight outfit at the thought of fucking Alfi in the ass. But I hadn’t planned on it right now, and I wasn’t about to go off halfcocked.

“Not yet,” I whispered. “We’ll discuss that later. Right now, I am going to fuck that delicious Dorf pussy of yours, lock you, fill you, and then fuck you until you let go.”

Alfi trembled and let out a soft moan. “Please sir?”

“You like that idea?” I asked as I pulled my own outfit down over my shoulders.

“Yes sir,” she nodded, even going as far as shifting her feet to open her legs a little wider, before pushing her hips backwards, giving me both a better view, and access. “Please lock me, sir?” she begged. “I’ll give you anything. I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?” I mused as I pushed down my outfit to my hips, before fishing out my cock, where it bounced slightly to my own heartbeat, before I pressed it to her ass.

“Anything,” she repeated.

“In that case,” I said, taking hold of my cock with one hand. I slid the other up Alfi’s spine, pushing her down towards the workbench, where she lay herself a little flatter. When my hand reached the back of her neck, I wrapped it around, feeling my way across her jaw, before finding her mouth. She parted her lips, unsure of what I wanted, but eager to please me. I grinned as I slipped my thumb into her mouth.

“Suck on this,” I whispered as I leaned in, pressing my cock to the slick entrance to her pussy. “If you want me to stop, all you have to do is bite down, so I can feel it.”

With one hand on her jaw, and the other holding my cock to her pussy, I tightened my grip. Alfi moaned as the tip of my cock slipped into her entrance. And her lips sucked tight around my thumb as I slowly drove myself deeper inside her. She was hot, slick and trembled as I sank lower and lower. I took my time, knowing that it was unlikely she was fully prepared for my human sized cock yet. I knew a human woman needed time to relax properly and I treated Alfi the same.

Whether she noticed, or appreciated, I wasn’t sure. I just accepted she enjoyed what I was doing, as I slowly rocked my hips, sliding my cock almost free, before pushing it back in once more. Alfi responded by sucking harder on my thumb. I let out a soft laugh, before taking hold of her hip. Alfi moaned as I pushed my full length into her on the next thrust. I held myself deep and Alfi couldn’t help but wiggle her hips.

When I felt that, I pulled back, dragging my length almost free of her glorious pussy. Then slapped her ass with the hand I was using to hold her hip.

“Bad Dorf,” I growled softly. “You’re supposed to just stand there.”

“Mmmph ffmmm,” she moaned, still sucking my thumb.

I was glad she was into this. There was something satisfying by a quick hard fuck, and I was certainly enjoying myself. I could feel her pussy juices splashing with each thrust. She just kept getting wetter and wetter and I just fucked her harder and harder in response. Alfi was gripping the edge of the workbench. Her knuckles were white. She was gripping the edge with all her might, while holding herself desperately still.

My cock slammed into her over and over again. She took every thrust, moaning incoherently while she awkwardly continued trying to suck on my thumb. I wanted her to cum. I wanted her to scream, and with the game in full swing, I pulled my hand off her mouth. She almost tried to follow it, thinking I was changing something. But all I was doing, was getting a better hold of her hips.

Her ass bounced with each thrust of my hips. Alfi’s head craned back. Her green hair flowed over her back as her eyes flickered in delirium. She was on the very edge of her own orgasm and holding it off out of sheer will. I figured she wanted me to cum first, so that we didn’t have a repeat of Ra’s incident. She wanted to be locked and stay that way, and I wasn’t about to deny her.

“I’m going to cum in you,” I grunted between thrusts.

“Please sir?” she begged in a soft, broken tone.

“Gonna pretend that I’m trying to breed you,” I hissed as I increased my pace.

Alfi’s eyes flickered open. “Breed me?”

“Breed my smart little Dorf,” I grunted as I felt her pussy squeeze tightly. “Breed all of you,” I blurted, before slamming my cock to the base inside her.

“YES!” Alfi screamed as she clamped down around me.

I growled as her pussy sucked my cock firmly against the back wall of her pussy. The suction felt more intense as I flooded her with my seed. Alfi let out a scream, and I felt as her legs began to give out. I slumped forward, putting one hand on the bench, and the other, I wrapped around her waist.

Which was just in time for Alfi to pull her legs up. Her entire core squeezed around me. Her arms trembled as she squeezed the table, and my dear wife let out a series of pleasurable grunts as she came around me. If not for the base instinct to simply plant my legs, I’d have fallen over in pleasure. Instead, I held her off the ground, impaled on my cock. The entire time I flooded her insides, she did her damndest to suck them out of me.

Which all came to a screeching halt, when I heard the thumping of heavy boots.

“Hello?!” A male voice called.

“Fuck,” I swore. Alfofida barely whimpered, but she was entirely nude and extremely stuck. Hell, her pussy was still squeezing occasionally as I looked around. She was still conscious enough to point over at the stack of crates by the wall. It was ridiculous, but the alternatives weren’t great. I pulled her firmly against my chest. With my suit around my ankles and hers left on the box, I carried her quickly to the indicated spot.

There, a small alcove was in place. It wasn’t one stack, but two separate, giving a little private area in between. At least, unless someone was to walk past. I slipped into the gap, holding Alfi steady as she gasped and whimpered with each movement.

“Hello?” the voice called.

In response, I wrapped one arm around her mouth and tried to duck. Which pulled my cock back, while it was still trapped inside Alfi’s trembling pussy. She couldn't help but whimper as one leg kicked out, striking a crate, which rattled noisily in response.

“Who’s there?” the voice demanded.

“You are in so much trouble,” I whispered in Alfi’s ear, before turning to point her at the wall, which stuck my ass out as I leaned back. “Sorry!” I called loudly. “Stubbed my toe.”

“Sir!” The Dorf jerked. “Ah… Sir.”

“I’m getting changed,” I deadpanned at the Dorf. One of Hanwarra’s surviving guards stood in the room, holding his spear at the ready. He knew exactly who I was, but I could tell he was confused about the situation. Especially as my bare ass stuck out in plain view. “I was carrying crates in my frame earlier,” I said, awkwardly releasing Alfi’s mouth to gesture in what I hoped was a lazy way. “I was getting changed when I dropped something on my foot.”

“You…”

“Can we maybe discuss this some other time?” I grumbled. “I’m not really at my best right now.”

The Dorf jerked and thumped his spear to the floor. “Sir. I’ll just… Should I fetch someone?”

“One of my wives,” I said without thinking.

“At once, sir,” he said, turning and leaving at what could almost be considered a run.

I waited for a heartbeat or two, before letting out a long sigh. I stepped forward, further into the hidden spot amongst the crates and turned around. Leaning back on the wall, I kept a hold of Alfofida as I slumped to the floor. It was cold, but I was hot and sweaty, so it felt rather refreshing as my locked wife squirmed in my lap.

“Stop it,” I grumbled.

“I’m sorry,” she giggled. “That was just… wow.”

I sighed and nodded before leaning her slightly to the side. Alfi turned her head, and I met her lips for a soft kiss. She was so distracted by the kiss, she didn’t notice my hand slipping down between her legs, until I found her clit and started to rub.

“Ah,” she gasped. “Toby?”

“Naughty Dorf,” I whispered. “Cumming so loudly.”

“Oh, depths.” She trembled. “I’m sorry sir.”

“Are you?” I hissed as she leaked over my fingers. “Or are you just saying that?”

Her pussy squeezed around my cock, and I hid my amusement as she trembled and let out a breathless moan.

“You said you wanted to breed me,” she said with a clear tremble. “I don’t know if that’s possible, but… I want that.”

“You want it?” I asked.

“Please tell me that human men find pregnant women sexually attractive?” she asked, falling into the imaginary imagery she had conjured for herself.

I licked my lips and nodded. “You’d be gorgeous pregnant. I could barely keep my hands off you.”

“You wouldn’t set me aside, when my belly got too big?”

I laughed softly and shook my head. “I’ll just need a bigger box for you to kneel on if that’s the case.”

“Oh,” Alfi began to tremble.

“Toby?!”

I froze and stopped rubbing Alfi’s clit, as I heard the questioning tone. “Ra? That you?”

“Where are you?” she called.

“Are you alone?” I asked.

“I am,” she answered.

“Over by the boxes, there’s a gap,” I called.

“Is Alfofida with you?” she asked.

“In a sense,” I admitted as Alfi slowly turned scarlet.

When Ra stepped into view, she was in a black gown. Her eyes flicked from me, to Alfi, to where my cock vanished inside my green-haired wife.

“I think I just realized why the guard was looking for Folotelyn,” Ra nodded. “Unfortunately, she’s busy right now and he came to me instead. Which is doubly unfortunate, because I have Dernorra upstairs waiting for the other representatives. I was hoping you’d return quickly so I could inform you we had our first war council.”

“Shit,” I hissed.

“So, we better make this quick,” Ra said, kneeling in front of me.

“Ra?” Alfi squeaked.

“Hold her legs for me, husband,” Ra instructed. “I hadn’t thought that I would be doing this quite so soon, but at times, I guess it can’t be helped. I recall Folotelyn explaining a similar situation back on the landor.”

“T-Toby,” Alfi trembled as I gripped her legs and spread them for Hanwarra, who leaned in close.

“If you don’t want this, say something now,” I ordered.

She took a heaving breath, before frantically shaking her head. “I c-can’t⁠—”

“Hanwarra—”

“No!” Alfi squeaked louder. “I can’t keep quiet, you’ll have to hold your hand over my mouth again!”

I sat for just a moment, before reaching up and covering her mouth. Alfi leaned back against me, and I felt her trembling softly in my arms.

“Understand dear Alfi,” Ra hissed softly. “If you don’t make Tobias fill you once more. I’m going to push you back down and have you lock him all over again.”

Alfi let out a terrified squeak, before rapidly bouncing her hips in place. She couldn’t get a lot of movement but made up for it with frantic rolling of her hips. As my cock was massaged, still trapped inside her delicious body, I felt Ra’s tongue sliding up my balls, over where my cock vanished into Alfi’s body, and up towards the green-haired Dorf’s clit.


CHAPTER FIVE



“Dernorra.” I smiled as I hurried into the room. “Sorry to keep you waiting.”

“It’s fine,” she said with a smile. “I’m actually a little early.”

“Oh?” I tilted my head slightly as I looked her over.

She was… beautiful. The dress she wore was more of a gown. Like she was showing off. Considering how she’d voiced her desire to marry me, I couldn’t help but think it was definitely grabbing my attention. Which she seemed to realize as she gave me a sly grin in response to my stare.

“Sorry,” I apologized and cleared my throat.

“Don’t be,” Dernorra’s grin widened. “I would be offended if you didn’t look at me.”

I sighed and crossed my arms. “You came here early just to flirt with me?”

“Mostly,” she giggled, before letting out a sigh. “But I do have a more serious reason to visit.”

“I’m really not a fan of politics,” I pointed out.

“Neither am I, but these are the stones we’ve dug,” Dernorra said in a wizened tone. “We need to go to war.”

“That’s the idea, yeah.” I nodded my agreement.

“Our people do not act rashly,” she said. “They will want to consolidate, gather forces. Build weapons. These things will only aid Garnet.”

I let out a sigh and nodded in agreement. “What are you suggesting?”

“We are but two members of the war council. If we can get another on our side, we can push for things to happen faster than our peoples would normally accept,” she replied.

“That… sounds like the kind of thing that might get pinned on the scary human,” I pointed out. “Which is what Garnet was angling to begin with.”

“I won’t lie and say that isn’t so,” Dernorra said, dropping her grin from earlier. “But it has to happen anyway. With access to a mine and a fortress, every moment we wait, he will gain strength. If he has a source, or even a stockpile of ether, we might face a force of hundreds, all in combat frames.”

“Are they different to the frames we wear?” I asked.

“Not really,” she said with a shake of her head. “But I would prefer combat with Garnet possessing the least number of frames as possible. Which means we need to strike as quickly as possible.”

“They’re just in here,” Ra’s voice echoed from behind us.

“Help me,” Dernorra whispered before turning her attention to the door.

Hanwarra came in first, with Doraletain a step behind her. Alfofida’s stepmother looked like she was struggling with something. Dressed in the finery of Malachite, her polite smile barely reached her eyes, even as she approached the two of us.

“Dernorra,” Doraletain greeted her. “And Tobias. A pleasure to see you both.”

“I wish it could be on better terms,” Dernorra said with a bow of her head. “We grieve for your loss.”

Doraletain’s demeanor shifted slightly. She was still cold, but there was now a faint softness as she nodded her head in agreement.

“I believe I saw another tracab before we came up,” Hanwarra said. “Please make yourselves comfortable. I’ll have something brought up to eat and drink.”

“Thank you.” I smiled gratefully at my wife.

She nodded at me and slipped from the room. Doraletain took a deep breath and turned to me with a sharp eye.

“My daughter,” she whispered. “She is happy, yes?”

“If she isn’t, I’ve failed as both a husband, and a man,” I replied, staring into her eyes with the same intensity.

“I shall confirm with her as well,” Doraletain whispered. “So long as it stays that way, I and my sisters shall support you in all ways we can.”

“I have seen how Tobias treats his wives,” Dernorra spoke softly. “I hope by the end of this campaign, to join them.”

Doraletain thought over her words for a moment, before nodding. “The strength of our clan is with you, Tobias Conner-Kyanite. I await the next of your ideas to unleash upon our enemy.”

Well… I figured I just had to remind myself that Doraletain was not a woman to mess with. I could almost guarantee she was hiding a knife on her person. Maybe more than one. If ever I upset Alfi, I’d have to keep that in mind.

“And here we are,” Hanwarra announced.

Rarrouth and Hanwarra entered the room a moment later. Rarrouth gave Doraletain a small bow, which earned him a half-hearted smile. Whatever it meant, it didn’t matter as Hanwarra left the room.

The four of us made our way to the nearby table and took our seats. I found myself between Dernorra and Rarrouth, with Doraletain across from me. We each sat for a moment, before the Elder woman let out a sigh.

“So, I suppose the question is how best to kill Garnet?”

“Quickly, efficiently and without mercy,” Dernorra nodded along.

Rarrouth frowned. “We cannot at least attempt to capture him?”

“He escaped once,” I pointed out.

“Due to inadequate guarding,” Rarrouth pointed out.

I tried not to take offense. He also wasn’t entirely wrong. But it was Doraletain who spoke up.

“I refuse to humor the idea of capturing the man who has caused so much damage to our people. His guilt has been proven by his actions. His consequences will come swiftly, and with the blessing of our ancestors, much suffering.”

I swallowed nervously and remade that mental note to ensure Alfi had whatever she wanted in life. This woman was scary.

“Tobias, you can see the wisdom in mercy, at least?” Rarrouth asked.

I nodded, earning a slight scowl from the woman across the table from me. “Mercy cannot be understated,” I said simply. “But I can’t offer it to the man who slaughtered one of my wives entire clans. Another of my wife’s mothers, and the kidnapping of the father and elder brother of a third. Garnet is an animal. His people though, they can face the justice of a trial.”

Rarrouth scowled, but he nodded slowly. “Then I want an agreement.”

“Those who throw down their weapons when challenged, shall be spared the blade,” Dernorra spoke up. “They will be stripped, bound and brought to justice.”

“Even the civilians?” Rarrouth asked.

“Bound,” I agreed. “Bound, but searched. My people would take the opportunity to slip soldiers into the civilians with hidden weapons to wreak havoc behind enemy lines.”

Doraletain’s eyes glinted when I said that. She was now staring at me as well. The eyes of a woman with an idea. I felt a small shiver run down my spine.

“I can agree to that,” Rarrouth muttered. “What size force will be necessary for such an endeavor?"

“That would depend on the state the fortress is in,” Dernorra replied quickly.

“I’ll speak with Kiggaelin,” I added. “She said she was familiar with it.”

Rarrouth nodded, and it was Doraletain who spoke next.

“Your weapon,” she said, staring at me. “How difficult are they to manufacture? Alfofida took both the schematics and the machinery to build them with her.”

I stared at the Dorf woman for a few long moments. “That’s a good question.”
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In the end, a lot was discussed, a lot was proposed and very little was done. Despite all that, Dernorra seemed rather happy with things. I had almost thought she would want to set out in a matter of days to confront Garnet. I turned out that she wanted weeks. Weeks, when the normal flow of things for their people would normally have taken months, or even years. The only time things tended to move quickly, was in dire circumstances, or… in Garnet’s case, to settle the status quo.

With Garnet holed up in his fortress, there was a severe lack of rushing to remove him. Which both left me feeling glad, since we were preparing this properly and annoyed, that there was still so very much to do.

On top of that, there was my own household to manage. Hanwarra was distant at times but always made time for us to spend together. Alfofida, between her tinkering and her prototyping did as well. I made certain to put time aside for Folotelyn. Alfofida had been right that she was feeling fragile. The first time I held her in my arms and told her we would fix this, she crumpled against my chest and cried for the longest time.

Finally, and usually with the company of Dernorra, I found myself spending time with Kiggaelin. I attended her appointments, where the cylinder would be removed and her wounds checked. She was healing, but it was slow. The nauseating feeling of being able to see her intestines had prevented me from a few meals. That, in turn, had led to Kiggaelin offering to let me stay away—though she held my hand that much tighter after I refused.

Part of me wondered if that fiery Dorf was still in there. Or if this softer version of her was all that remained. And those thoughts vanished the evening I caught her standing in the hallway. Sweat dripped down her forehead as she took one slow step after the other. Leaning on the wall for balance, she sniffed, sobbed and cursed up a storm, fighting against the pain as she forced herself to walk upright.

Whether she realized I was there or not, she hadn’t said. But she certainly had my respect. I’d been keeping an eye on her for her late-night walks though.
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“How is it?” Alfofida asked.

“It feels lighter,” I agreed as I lifted the latest iteration of the shotgun.

The frame hoisted it easily. Not that it struggled in the past. But this latest version was stripped down and far more accurate to the shotguns I’d remembered from my gaming days. It was a stubby thing. It also loaded from the top. Which gave me my first impression of the new round.

“This…”

“I wouldn’t have handed them to you without the frame,” Alfi said. “It’s an extremely dense metal that leaks radiation and can cause growths.”

Fuck. Uranium?

“So… what is this going to do to someone I shoot?” I asked.

“That depends.” Alfi’s gaze hardened. “Center mass, it won’t matter. A graze? Probably still won’t matter. The dart won’t be in contact long enough to cause additional harm.”

I nodded slowly, before looking back at my weapon. The magazine was built in. A rectangular cartridge with an open top, and a series of metal flaps within. They were spring loaded and sat on an angle to prevent the darts from falling out if it went upside down for some reason.

“Just… push it in?”

“That’s right,” she said and nodded affirmatively.

I set the dart on the top and watched as it fell into place. The was a series of small clicks as each metal flap momentarily opened to let the dart fall down. I turned it over, making sure it didn’t go anywhere. I did notice that the dart had enough wiggle room to slip free of the chamber itself though. Which would be a problem if I had to fire this while bouncing, or while upside down.

“Alright, and just pick a target?” I asked.

Alfi nodded and then plugged her ears. The shotgun I’d used before wasn’t terribly loud. So, this gave me pause. Still, I pointed the weapon down range, lined up the closest target. I wasn’t a trained marksman. This was the equivalent of hitting the broad side of a barn. And when I squeezed the new trigger button, I was only hoping to hit the target.

The recoil hit just as hard as I remembered. My frame shuddered, but the power held out. The dart though, let out a terrible shriek. It was shaped like a cigar, with a slightly pointed tip, and the entire body narrowed towards the base, where a set of fins extended slightly. It looked like a mortar shell, only thinner and without the explosive charge.

The sound it made, tearing through the air left me stunned for a moment. Only to spot the massive hole in the target that it had left. Alfi let out a cheer and clapped her hands.

“Now give it a real test!” she shouted.

I nodded, still numb with shock and reached for the box of darts. I loaded them into the magazine, one by one. A total of six fit in, and I turned it over, listening to them clank around. I hefted the shotgun to the shoulder of my frame once more and took aim down the range. Alfi covered her ears, and I pressed the trigger once again. The round shrieked off, narrowly missing the target, only to skip off the stone floor further back in a shower of sparks. It slammed into the solid granite wall at the back, where chunks of stone blew out in all directions.

“Keep going!” Alfi shouted.

I nodded and let off the other five shots. Out of the six, I only hit the target three times. As far as I could tell, the darts flew straight. It was just hard to aim something without being able to tilt my head over to look down the barrel to aim it. This was a hip fire weapon, and I worried that one wasn’t going to be enough. But… I wasn’t sure how to bring it up in a way that wouldn’t destroy the Dorf way of life.

“So!” Alfi grinned. “What do you think?”

“Huge improvement,” I said, turning it over. “Having the plug detach from the gun is handy. I can swap it out if it’s damaged, which is nice. Being able to fire six times between each reload is nice too.”

Alfi grinned. “How’s the accuracy?”

“Hit or miss,” I joked. “Without the frame, I could tilt my head and aim better. How it is, I have to sort of guess and hope for the best.”

Alfi nodded. “You need a better way to aim then? Do you have suggestions?”

“A laser?” I asked. Only to get a strange look in return. “Umm… something that emits light. Red or green works well. You focus the light, so it points forward. If I can see the light on the target, I know I’m aiming at it. It also shows up pretty well in smoke and dust.”

“Laser.” Alfi tilted her head and nodded, before scrambling to write things down.

“But,” I said and sighed. “I’m not sure we should be focusing on this.”

“What?” Alfi asked, snapping her head up with a hurt look on her face.

“Well,” I braced myself. “The reloading is difficult. Putting one dart in at a time is slow. It also won’t fire if we’re upside down. If we’re in a landor or running, the bounce in our steps might prevent the dart from firing properly. The magazine idea is good but putting the darts in the magazine that comes separately, and then having the magazine force the darts into the chamber under tension would work better.”

“Okay…” Alfi said absentmindedly, making another note.

“But that’s only going to make the main problem worse,” I said.

Alfi turned and gave me a strange look. “What’s the main problem?”

“How many of these can you build, in… say a week?”

Alfi frowned. Then she shook her head. “We can put things off⁠—”

“The longer we put things off, the stronger Garnet’s defenses will be,” I argued. “He’s going to prepare just the same as we will.”

“But… we’ll have the advantage. We can build more weapons, you can help me.”

“And each weapon I help build, will be another way that he can promote the idea that I’m dangerous,” I tried to reason with her. “And it will be the truth. Maybe not today. Not tomorrow, but sooner or later, there will be conflict again. And the weapons we build today will be a part of that conflict.”

“No,” Alfi shook her head. “No, Toby, please⁠—”

BOOM!

The ground rumbled and Alfi fell to her knees. In a flash, I scrambled to her side, throwing one arm over her, tucking her safely beneath my frame. The echo of the explosion rumbled through the entire city. And that’s when I saw it.

The pillar. One of the main support structures for the Dorfs. A huge chunk of it, was ripping free. I froze in horror as bodies began to fall—losing their footing as their homes crumbled away. Stones the size of houses tumbled to the street below, crashing thunderously as it did so. Screams began to echo in all directions. The horrified wailing of a people in utter disbelief at the catastrophe they witnessed.

“Frame,” I snapped.

“Toby?”

“Get your frame!” I spoke louder.

Alfi jerked and then sprang to her feet. I let her up and she rushed inside her workshop. I followed behind, and we found Hanwarra pulling her pilot suit on over her generous chest. The look in her eye told me everything, and Folotelyn’s haggard appearance only solidified my urgency. She was bare chested, having pulled her gown off even as she ran. Alfi took one look at her and stopped to help. She was in her coveralls and could undress quickly.

Before long, they were both dressed and climbing within their frames. It was Alfi that moved first. She marched past me, over to a bench and picked up a crate. She brought it to me, and I spotted the darts. Without a word, I began to reload. She stuffed a couple handfuls of darts into a nearby bag, before slinging it over her shoulder.

And with that, we were off. The frames lumbered through the halls of Hanwarra’s home. The ladies checked their weapons, and we emerged outside to a wall of dust. Dorfs of all ages and clans were coughing and scrambling about. Some were shouting names, looking for their loved ones, others were crying. Some just sat and stared at the dust in horror, as the sound of falling rock continued to echo ahead of us.

“Stay close!” I called.

There was a clicking sound in my helmet, followed by Alfofida’s voice. “Tobias?”

It was crackly, and not particularly clear, but I laughed. “You did it?”

“Why can I hear you both in my helmet?” Folotelyn asked.

“She built a radio,” I said delighted. “This is perfect.”

“It’s not very clear, but I can see how this would be useful,” Hanwarra added in.

“The parts are simple, but I’m still refining them,” Alfofida said as the dust began to thicken.

“Lights on ladies, we don’t want to have an accident.”

I tapped my chin against the button and the lights on the front of my frame lit up. I couldn’t see very well, but was immediately gratified as a frightened mother, leading a pair of children by the arms slid to a halt.

“S-sorry⁠—”

“Obsidian clan home. Go there for shelter,” Hanwarra ordered. “Pass the word.”

The woman, covered in dust as her children whimpered softly, gave a quick nod. “At once, Elder. Thank you.”

She hurried off, and we pushed on. The first of the Dorfs we passed by were simply dirty. The dust was thick and clung to everything. I could only tell what clan each Dorf was from by the color of their eyes. Each and every one was given the same instruction to head towards Hanwarra’s clan home. And each Dorf thanked her and hurried on.

But it wasn’t long until we saw injuries. A middle-aged man, supported by his wife and teenage son. He limped along, with blood streaming from his face, clearly struck by debris. Another pair of Dorfs rushed past carrying a stretcher with a whimpering and bleeding child. The first body we saw, was that of an old man, with the rock that killed him, still buried in his chest.

We started finding debris. Chunks of stone. Broken homes. Cries echoed around us. People called for help. I heard screams in the distance and for a moment, I swear I heard combat. When we found a set of homes, collapsed in a heap with teams of desperate Dorfs digging, I brought us to a stop.

“We can’t ignore this.” I gritted my teeth. “Spread out, dig slowly, we don’t want to crush anyone inside.”

“Sir,” came a series of echoes from Folotelyn, Alfofida and Hanwarra.

“Frames!” someone shouted.

A woman turned and threw up her hands. “Here! Please! My children!”

I hurried over, unplugging the power cable for the shotgun and set the weapon aside as I approached the pile. The mother was crying desperately. Her hands were bleeding, but so was her head and one leg.

“I can hear them,” she pleaded. “They’re right here!” she said, pointing to a particular spot.

“Alright,” I said calmly. “I need you to move.”

The mother nodded, and gave me room as I moved in. She had been working on the smaller rocks, but there were large chunks too. I had to work carefully but quickly. If I pulled the wrong chunk, I might just bury them further. And sure enough, I could hear the quiet sobbing of terrified kids. They sounded young too.

“Can you hear me in there?” I called.

“Where’s Mammy!” a little girl called.

“Mammy has help!” I called back. “We’re going to start digging. If something moves, I want you to scream!”

“Mammy’s coming my babies!” their mother cried, before giving me a pleading expression.

Folotelyn, who hadn’t strayed far, came over to help, while Alfofida and Hanwarra were already busy digging. Even now, I watched as Hanwarra dragged free the dusty body of a Dorf who had clearly not survived.

“Okay,” I said softly. “Loose debris first. Don’t move anything too big. We don’t want the mound to shift and bury them further.”

“Got it,” Foly agreed, before we both got to work.

It was slow, tedious, and filled with peril. Every time something shifted, crunched or budged in any way, the children screamed in terror. All I could do was pick away as best I could, until Foly held up her hand.

“I think I can see them,” she said, before pointing. “There.”

I tossed down the rock I was holding, while the children’s mother scrambled up to see. She broke out into a wide smile and was about to throw herself in the way when I grabbed her.

“Stop,” I warned her. “If you shift something by accident, you might bury them again.”

“My babies!” the mother sobbed. “Mammy’s here. We’re so close!”

“Toby, that section of wall.” Foly pointed to a large chunk. The main one I’d been watching, since it tipped so precariously over where I knew the kids were.

“Want me to hold it?”

“Yes,” she said quickly. “If you can hold it, I can help shift some of this debris. And then you,” she said, giving their mother a nudge, “can reach down and grab them.”

“Yes,” their mother agreed. “Please hurry.”

I nodded and shifted over as best I could. The wall was a large piece. Part of the structure itself. I leaned some weight on it, testing its strength. If it were brickwork, it might have collapsed, but this was one solid piece. That also made it heavy. I pushed hard and felt the point where it budged. Without the frame, this wouldn’t be possible at all. But I was holding it, and Foly got to work.

“Quick,” I warned her. “This is heavy, and the more you clear, the heavier it will get.”

“Understood, Sir,” Foly answered as she dug with both hands for a few moments and leaned back. “Try that?”

The mother nodded and crawled up the pile. It shifted and my heart lurched as the wall moved in response. Bracing harder, the mother leaned into the hole and grunted as she reached for her kids, only to get stuck on some of the debris.

“I’m so close!” she cried.

“Alright, we’ll dig some more,” Foly told her.

“Hurry,” I grunted as I felt my metal boots slipping on the ground.

Foly worked quickly, scooping dirt and rock out with her hands. The children’s mother helped as best she could, and I even noticed a few more helpers standing behind with water and a stretcher, in anticipation for what was coming.

I felt the wall shift once again, and I grunted. “HURRY!”

“GO!” Foly said, yanking her hands free.

Their mother scrambled into the hole, and I felt the wall beginning to tip.

“FOLY!” I snarled. “GET THE WALL!”

She turned and braced, stopping it for only a moment, before the rubble began to shift.

“I have them!” The mother cried. “Pull me up!”

“HELP HER!” I roared.

The wall was still coming. One massive block of granite. We didn’t have the leverage to hold it steady, and it was coming down. The mother let out a terrified scream, before the Dorfs with the stretcher grabbed her legs. I braced as hard as I could, while the wall slowly pushed me back. My boots slid, leaving grooves in the mess, as the mother came tumbling out, with two children clinging to her arms.

“I have them!” she cried.

“Foly! Drop it!”

She pulled back, and I felt the wall slam down, shunting me back just a little further. A plume of dust went up, and I could hear the family coughing from the dust. But the helpers were already sweeping them away.

“To Obsidian!” I shouted. “Spread the word!”

“Sir!” one of the Dorfs saluted as they hurried off, helping the mother, who refused to relinquish her children.

If only the rest of our day could have such a pleasant ending.


CHAPTER SIX



“Toby, they’re ready for you,” Dernorra announced softly.

I glanced up. She had a frown on her face. Then again, nobody right now seemed happy. This wasn’t the kind of thing you could just ignore. It was the kind of thing that scarred an entire nation. The kind of thing that would be spoken about for years. Debated endlessly. Questioned, condemned and ultimately blamed for the downfall of some great enemy. Real or perceived.

I stood before offering my hand to Foly, who had been waiting with me. But Dernorra cleared her throat.

“Just you, Tobias.”

I sighed and Foly gave me a small nod. Alfi, who sat beside her, took Foly’s hand and my two wives got as comfortable as they could, while I followed Dernorra into the meeting chamber.

There, I saw Elders Spinel, Malachite, as well as Hanwarra and Forbawynn. Each of them looked disturbed. Even in this room, there was a light sheen of dust covering just about every surface, like the collapse of the pillar had extended to every portion of the city. An omen to ensure none ignored what had just happened.

“Elders.” I nodded to them all.

“Tobias,” Elder Spinel said and gave me a slow nod. “Please relax. You are not here to be interrogated.”

“All things considered, Elder,” I said. “I really wasn’t sure what to expect when I was called here.”

“Firstly, we wish to praise you.” Elder Spinel smiled. “You saved many lives by your quick actions.”

I shrugged and tried not to think of the many I couldn’t. Some we found dead already. Others died in the attempt. This was more than a simple cave in. We didn’t have the tools or the experience to dig safely. In the last three days, I worked myself to exhaustion for hours. Listening out for the cries of those buried beneath the rubble. Listening to them grow weaker, softer and less common the closer we got to the remains of the pillar.

Then we found those who simply couldn’t cope with it. A mother, hanging by the neck above a dusty basinet. The child within, face wiped clean, but no longer with us. Then there were the children. Orphans. Broken siblings—those who had no homes, families or hopes. I held Alfi in my arms last night as she sobbed brokenly into my shoulder over the fate of a young girl. Catatonic when pulled from the rubble, she’d been trapped against the corpse of her own father for days. The poor thing didn’t have the strength to cry. She just sat and stared into the distance. It was heartbreaking hearing Alfi talk about it. I couldn’t imagine the horror the survivors were going through. Even after witnessing the after effects.

“Do we know what happened?” I asked.

“Yes,” Hanwarra replied softly.

I looked up and she stared at me. For a moment I wondered if this was simply a blame game. The one responsible was obvious, but that didn’t mean it was actually so.

“It was only chance that I was not amongst the dead,” Elder Spinel announced softly. “I was visiting an old friend. That friend had structural damage to their home and had temporarily relocated as of that morning. So, I was on the opposite side to the collapse.”

“We know this for certain?” I asked.

“The collapse was intentional,” Elder Malachite spoke in a soft, droning voice. “If you wish, I can take you to the site and show you what we found. For now, let me be clear when I state that mining equipment was found at the base of the tower, along with a team of diggers, who seemed to have taken turns killing one another until the last drank poison.”

I slumped my shoulders. It could honestly be a ploy to throw more blame towards Garnet, but I had witnessed his method of silencing people already. The assassination of the bandit leader in this very chamber was a prime example. The man had no boundaries. The thought of him killing thousands of Dorfs in an attempt on Spinel’s life was entirely feasible.

“What do you need me to do?” I asked.

Hanwarra shifted in her chair and looked me in the eye. “I spoke with Alfofida. She said that you hinted at being able to increase production. Although, you were worried that this would paint you in an unflattering light.”

I frowned. For a moment—just a moment, I wondered if this whole thing had been a ploy. And yet… the collapse was within mere minutes of that conversation. Without modern human explosives and equipment, that simply wasn’t possible.

“I’m not just worried for how it will look to be the one who created this system,” I said softly. “I worry about destroying industries, for the sake of convenience. This methodology increased production on my world by hundreds of times. At the cost of individuality and personal skill.”

“Toby,” Forbawynn called, getting my attention. “Fourteen and a half thousand Dorfs died when the tower collapsed. Half of that number again are wounded, and at least a third of those will die before we can treat their injuries.”

I hissed when she said those numbers. That was… Fourteen thousand dead, with another three or four thousand to follow. That was a small stadium. Newspapers back home would be calling it a tragedy. They’d be shipping in members of the military to help clean up, while triaging the worst injured. Likely they were doing the same here.

“God dammit Henry Ford.”

“Who is this, Henry Ford?” Elder Spinel asked.

“He wasn’t the first to develop a production line. But he arguably made the biggest impact on its modern counterpart,” I muttered.

“And what is a production line?” Elder Malachite asked.

“Say you want to make a hammer. You have a single Dorf. He hammers the metal into shape. Grinds it, prepares it, hardens it. Then makes a handle and finally takes the time to put both pieces together. Roughly how long would that take?”

“Anywhere from a few hours to a handful of days, depending on the type of hammer and how much embellishments the crafter wished to add,” Elder Malachite continued.

I nodded. “I suppose it would also take a fair bit of skill. A hammer is a simple item, but it would still be beyond the ability of someone with only the barest amount of skill working with metal or wood, correct?”

“That would be correct,” Elder Spinel asked, giving me a strange look.

“What if instead of one Dorf, doing all those things—you have five doing each part separately. One hammering the metal into the rough shape, another grinding it down properly. A third would be in charge of cutting the handle to length, while a fourth carved each length to the correct shape. Meanwhile a fifth puts all the completed parts together to finish the hammer, ignoring the requirement for embellishments, while prioritizing the speed of construction.”

“That would be a waste of five skilled workers,” Elder Malachite frowned.

“Not necessarily,” I pointed out. “You might need a skilled worker to hammer the metal. Maybe even to grind it. Or you could get a skilled worker and have them teach other Dorfs to do just one single job. How hard is it to operate a saw and cut the same length of wood over and over again? How hard is it to grind a block of steel and compare it to a completed block.”

“I believe I see your concern,” Elder Malachite said with a scowl. “It would reduce the quality of the end result, but increase the production significantly, so long as we can simplify the designs.”

“Exactly,” I concurred.

“But how does this help us?” Elder Spinel asked. “We don’t need hammers to fight this war, we need weapons, frames and other…”

When she trailed off, I could see in her eyes, she finally understood. “Keep the designs simple. Simple enough, you could potentially teach a child to do each job and expect them to do it correctly. And then train a dozen Dorfs to do those jobs. What would take one skilled crafter days or weeks to build, might take a team a matter of minutes. Their efficiency would be determined by the availability of the materials.”
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“Well,” Grandmother scratched her chin as she looked over the projection. “The musculature has regrown, your organs are whole, and the skin has healed over correctly.”

“That means we can take this awful thing off?” Kiggaelin asked with a hopeful smile.

Grandmother stood for a moment, before nodding. “I think that would be appropriate.”

“Oh, the blessed depths,” the red-headed Dorf sighed in relief.

I grinned and gave her hand a squeeze. We’d been waiting for this news for a while and were hopeful that this would be where things would go today.

“But,” Grandmother fixed us with a firm stare. “That doesn’t mean you can go hop into bed like a pair of rabbits and fuck yourselves stupid.”

Kiggaelin looked like she’d been slapped, while I snorted and tried to hold back a bark of laughter. The old woman narrowed her eyes at me though, and I straightened myself.

“Understood.” I nodded before clearing my throat. “But so we understand the situation?”

“She is whole, but she is weak. The muscles are there, but they need further healing. Healing that cannot be helped by the device, which is why I recommend we move it. That shall also make it easier for her to move around.” Grandmother turned her glare to Kiggaelin. “Not that moving around has stopped you, has it?”

“No?”

“Hmm.” Grandmother glared. “Point being. You will have the device removed. You will get maximum benefit from gentle exercise and so help me”—she turned and grabbed me by the shirt— “if you put your cock in that Dorf, I will have my granddaughter slip you something that will leave you limp for a month. Got it?”

“Understood,” I added hastily.

“When—”

“No idea,” Grandmother turned to Kiggaelin and cut her off. “We’ll have to bring you back for regular scans. Only when I am satisfied that you will not injure yourself, will I give permission to fornicate.”

“Thanks,” I said softly.

“You’re welcome.” Grandmother smirked at me. “Now, give me a hand getting this off.”

The process of taking off the device was not difficult—just messy. First it was drained, and then I was handed a towel. Grandmother, with the help of an assistant helped Kiggaelin sit up, where they disconnected several clamps on the side. That opened the cylinder down one side and allowed them to take it off. There were deep pressure marks on Kiggaelin’s skin. Just above her breasts and around her waist like a belt.

She was so relieved to finally be able to put her arms down fully, she almost didn’t let me get to her in time. I leaned in from behind, quickly wrapping the towel around her front. When her elbows dropped, she leaned on my arms, pulling them firmly against her. Which crushed my hands, directly into the soft mounds that were her breasts.

“Oh,” Kiggaelin whispered.

“Let him up, would you,” Grandmother said.

Kiggaelin shifted her arms, taking the towel, and only then did she let me stand up. Her face was the same color as her hair, but she didn’t seem all that bothered by it. We’d shared more than a few kisses already and the others had fully accepted her joining us.

“Thank you Toby.” She shot me a nervous smile.

“You’re welcome, wife.” I smiled back.

She twitched and glanced up at me. I stared right at her as if to challenge whatever thoughts were going through her head—only for a tear to roll down her cheek.

“You thought he was just saying it to keep you motivated,” Grandmother said with a chuckle.

Hearing that, and no reply from Kiggaelin, I leaned in and pulled her into my arms.

“Now, when you’re done. I have a shirt for you,” Grandmother explained. “But when you leave, take the chair. I encourage you to walk, but not to push yourself. If you are in pain and need to rest, do so. There’s no point further injuring yourself just because you think you’ll get better faster. You won’t.”

“I’ll keep an eye on her,” I promised.

Kiggaelin just held me tighter and I ignored the silent shaking of her shoulders as she cried.
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That evening was the first time in a long while that we celebrated. Kiggaelin, determined as ever, climbed the stairs herself. Without the cylinder strapped around her middle, she had the reach to hold the wall properly and the balance to hold herself upright. I kept right by her side as she forced herself up the stairs on her own two feet, while Hanwarra, Folotelyn, Alfofida and Dernorra all waited at the top of the stairs.

Dernorra had been a surprise visitor, but I wasn’t complaining. She and the rest of my wives spent a lot of time together these days. She said it was partially due to concerns about safety. If her mother was attacked once again, she wouldn’t be at risk. Personally, I thought it just a weak excuse to spend more time with us. But I wasn’t about to complain and it honestly wasn’t hurting anything.

When Kiggaelin finally reached the top of the stairs, she let out a triumphant cry, and my wives took her in their arms. That was enough though and she happily sank down into the wheelchair I’d hauled up behind her. Which was when Dernorra pulled me aside, as the others whisked Kiggaelin away for a bath.

“You’re actually just in time,” Dernorra said. “We’ve another meeting.”

I grimaced and nodded. The meetings had been… annoying, more than anything. Rarrouth was not at all on board with the attack. He thought we were too ambitious. Too headstrong. Too everything. Not that he was unpleasant, just… overly cautious and very much against the progress we had made since he didn’t feel comfortable with it.

On the other hand…

“The longer we wait, the stronger Garnet gets!” Doraletain snarled. “What part of this do you not understand!”

“We have the same access to mines and equipment that he does,” Rarrouth argued back. “If we spend more time outfitting our forces, we can reduce the number of losses.”

“And the whole time we wait, he fortifies his position and… Tobias, Dernorra.”

Rarrouth turned and frowned slightly when he saw me. It wasn’t personal. The man really didn’t want to be here, and I couldn’t blame him for that. Whenever I saw him outside this room, he was doting on his wife. Though, with how things had gone, it was likely even that was at a minimum these days. Forbawynn was always to be the next Elder, just not this soon, and nobody had time to adjust before she took on the acting role.

“Doraletain, Rarrouth.” I nodded to each of them.

“Tobias,” Rarrouth nodded back. “We expected you some time ago.”

“I was with Kiggaelin at a medical appointment,” I replied evenly. “I wasn’t even aware you were here until I got back.”

“That’s because we were informed the new factory is operational,” Doraletain announced. “We plan to visit and ensure that everything is moving along correctly.”

I sighed when she said that. I understood the importance of the factory, but I didn’t like it. I just hoped that the Dorfs wouldn’t fall into a consumer market like humanity had. The loss of artisans and professional crafters was to the detriment of the human race. Mass produced cheaper products put expensive quality products out of business. The only ones to survive were remarketed as luxury goods and promoted themselves to the wealthy minority. Then even those, dropped in quality.

The Dorf people were a proud people and I hoped they avoided that fate.

“Alright.” I nodded. “Let’s see how this turned out then.”
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“This is awful,” Rarrouth murmured as we were led into the large warehouse.

“Agreed,” I muttered.

A young Dorf, not a child, but a teen. Someone I’d have expected to be an apprentice to a master, pushed a cart of freshly cut metal bars over to the station. There, an older Dorf was being helped by another teen, and loading those bars into a series of slots. Those slots rotated one by one, under a large drill, being watched over by an old Dorf with a fierce scowl.

“These are the barrels, I’m assuming?”

“Correct,” Doraletain nodded. “We pour the metal into vertical molds and remove them when they’re cool. They’re delivered behind us, and cut to size, before moving here,” she explained.

Even as we watched, another teen Dorf collected the drilled out barrels and took them to a nearby rack, where they were being installed into another machine. This time with a cutting wheel, where the barrels were slotted at one end, to allow for the dart to be loaded in.

“How many of these are being built?” Rarrouth asked.

“Not enough,” Doraletain said in disappointment. “The numbers are good, but the quality of the weapons is poor. They malfunction regularly, so we’ve been trying different approaches.”

“Is it just weapons you’re creating?” I asked.

“So far,” Doraletain acknowledged. “I wanted to push for frames, but other than the armored exteriors, it’s been difficult to find a way to build the machinery within. If a frame fails the way these weapons do, it can be catastrophic."

I thought about it for a moment, and frowned. “What if we don’t worry about the frames?”

“That would invite many, many deaths,” Rarrouth said with a scowl.

“Not necessarily,” I pointed out. “Doraletain, you said that you could make armor plates easily enough, right?”

“Correct?” she replied in a questioning tone.

“Is there any reason you couldn’t just make those armor plates smaller? Rather than armoring a frame, what if we just armor the Dorf?”

“You think a metal chestplate is going to stop one of Garnet’s frames from crushing us?” Rarrouth asked, looking angry.

“No,” I admitted. “I think a Dorf with a chestplate will be protected from crossbow bolts, rocks and whatever else Garnet can throw or shoot. While that same Dorf, armed with a shotgun, can blast a hole clean through Garnet’s frames without him having the same protections in place.”

“And what about our agreement for leniency!”

“The agreement would stand,” Doraletain snapped. “If a charging frame refuses to surrender, it wouldn’t be protected by that agreement. That would be the same, no matter what or how our forces were composed.”

Rarrouth stood there sullenly, but had nothing further to say. Which led Dernorra to step between us. “Armor would be a boon to the foot soldiers. It won’t be as effective as a full frame, but even at this pace, we are unlikely to be able to build as many frames as necessary.”

“Without frames, what would we use to power the shotguns?” Rarrouth asked.

“How much power does a frame use, in comparison to the power required to fire a shotgun?” I asked. “Put a generator in an armored box with some wheels and have a small team of Dorfs whose only job is to push it to where it needs to be.”

“How are you going to storm the walls if you’re pushing a metal box?” Rarrouth asked.

“You wouldn’t,” I admitted. “But the majority of the Dorfs wouldn’t be taking the walls anyway. That would be up to the Dorfs with frames. We’d have the same issue indoors. The shotguns in the open will be devastating, but indoors, tight confines, a hammer or a sword would be much easier to handle.”

“There is a lot here I disagree with,” Rarrouth muttered darkly.

“Had it my way, we wouldn’t have a war at all,” I said. “But this is the hand we’re dealt.”

“Hand?” Rarrouth frowned at me.

“Saying from my old world. We play games of chance with cards. It just means that we have to play with what we’re given and we can’t change it, no matter how much we want to.”
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“He is more accepting than I would have initially believed,” Dernorra said as we strode back into the Obsidian clan home.

“Really?” I laughed softly. “He’s disagreed with just about every point we’ve made. Questioning everything. I like the man, sure. But he’s really getting on my nerves.”

“That’s a good thing though,” she stated. “If he simply said yes to everything, how would you know if you made a bad decision?”

I sighed and shook my head. “That’s why Hanwarra put me in this position too, isn’t it?”

“Correct,” Dernorra said, her smile was knowing. “Like you, if she were to make bad decisions, there needs to be someone with the authority to tell her. Rarrouth may be difficult to deal with, but he serves his purpose well. The Kyanite clan are healers. They don’t want combat. It’s only natural for him to push off actual violence as much as possible.”

“Does that mean Folotelyn is thinking the same thing?” I asked.

Dernorra tilted her head. “I’m… not sure actually. Folotelyn, like most of us, was the black sheep of the family. We all had our place, but different from what was expected of our older siblings.”

“I’ll speak to her later.” I sighed as I made my way to the meeting I had with my wife Hanwarra.

Dernorra peeled off at the stairs. She wasn’t invited to this. She’d speak with her mother later. It was just awkward for me, since Hanwarra was my wife, and I was going to report to her as an underling. It felt… strange to do so and I didn’t think either of us enjoyed it very much. At least in the bedroom when she got bossy, it led to sex. This felt… sterile.

I sighed as I made my way to the meeting room she liked to use. Sure enough, there was a guard out the front. He saluted quickly and opened the door without a word. I muttered my thanks as I stepped and in saw my wife leaning over a stack of paperwork on her desk.

She raised her head and smiled at me. “Toby.” She paused and shook her head to correct herself. “Tobias.”

“Elder.” I said with a slight nod. “The factory is still figuring things out. They’re reporting problems with the quality of the weapons being produced.”

“That isn’t good news,” Hanwarra said. “We need to be in production already.”

“Is there a rush?” I asked.

Hanwarra chewed her lip, before nodding. “Garnet took another mine.”

“Shit,” I swore. “One of⁠—”

“Malachite’s,” she murmured. “A handful of Dorfs managed to escape in a stolen landor. We hadn’t considered the possibility he would try to expand beyond his own fortress.”

“Do they know why he attacked?” I asked. “It could simply be to deny us resources, or it could be because he has a means of production.”

Hanwarra nodded her head along with what I told her. “We don’t know.”

“Then we need to find out,” I pushed.

Hanwarra nodded slowly, before looking up at me. “Tobias, I need someone I can trust.”

I let out a long sigh, before nodding. “Saw that coming a mile away.”

She gave a slow nod. “Your meetings will have to pause for the time being. You have a day to get your affairs in order, place instructions you need to and then get ready to move.”

“I assume you’re staying here?” I asked.

Hanwarra nodded. “I would prefer not to, but… I don’t have that luxury anymore.”

“What about Dernorra?”

Hanwarra shook her head. “You will have to discuss that with her. As a fellow member of the war council, she might remain behind, for the same reason she may wish to come with you. Regardless, you will be sent with reinforcements. This will not be like a diving expedition.”

“I hadn’t considered that,” I murmured. “Dernorra’s here though, so I can ask her right away.”

“Do so,” Hanwarra said with a nod. Her shoulders softened and she added, “I’ll see you for dinner.”

“Of course.” I grinned and quickly leaned over the table to kiss her.

“I would ask for more,” she smiled as I pulled back from our kiss. “But I’ve been feeling a little unwell the last few days.”

“Oh?”

“It’s fine,” she assured. “Nothing serious, but your big tiddy goth wife would like to feel her best, the next time she allows you to worship her correctly.”

I stared at her and saw the clear amusement in her eyes. “You’re evil.”

That smirk only grew wider. With a shake of my head and a shared grin, I left the room with my pants feeling tighter than when we’d arrived. I made my way upstairs to our shared room. I figured that’s where I’d find Dernorra and give myself a distraction. Not that she was any less lovely to look at. But she was far less provocative right now.

I hurried to the room, and pulled the door open. Only to find it empty. I looked around, seeing none of the ladies.

“Shit,” I sighed.

Dinner wasn’t all that far off though, so rather than go searching for them all, I decided to bathe. Yanking my shirt off, I strode into the bathing room and came to a screeching halt. Kiggaelin gaped at me. Just as shocked at my arrival as I was shocked seeing her.

Nude as the day she was born, sitting on the edge of the bath with her legs spread open. It gave me the perfect view of her perfectly smooth, glistening pussy that she had clearly just finished shaving, going by the small sharp blade set on the floor beside her.

“God dammit,” I muttered to myself.


CHAPTER SEVEN



“Toby?”

I sighed and looked up from my spot at the small table. “Foly,” I smiled, recognizing my blue-haired wife.

“You look troubled by something,” she said as she approached me.

I sighed again and slowly nodded. Which led Foly to move around behind me. I wasn’t sure what she was doing at first, before I felt her hands on my shoulders. When those thumbs of hers began working into the muscles well… I wasn’t about to move an inch.

“Talk to me, dear husband,” she urged me.

This time I let out a soft snort of amusement. “Sorry. I was about to, and then this goddess of a woman began rubbing my shoulders.”

“I’m not⁠—”

“Don’t you dare finish that sentence,” I growled. “I’ve already told you how I see you all. I wouldn’t be in this position if I didn’t think you were all so fucking pretty.”

Foly stopped for a moment, and I had to wonder if I was in trouble. Right before she started rubbing again.

“You’re troubled because you find Dorf women attractive?” she asked.

“Particularly the ones closest to me,” I said with a roll of my eyes. “That’s only part of it though.”

“Has the weight of responsibility begun to crush you?”

“You could say that,” I muttered. “Hanwarra is sending me to scout. I leave tomorrow.”

“Oh,” Foly said. And this time, she did stop rubbing my shoulders.

“Garnet took one of Malachite’s mines,” I continued. “She gave me a day to get my affairs in order.”

“Tobias…”

“I know.” I sounded weary even to my own ears. “This… it’s been fucking shit,” I said with a mirthless chuckle. “Garnet this, demons that, Garnet again, then Garnet, Garnet, Garnet. Outside of marrying four beautiful women, my time here has been nothing but arguments, conflict and violence.”

“Toby—”

“I haven’t even had a chance yet to make sure that you are okay,” I muttered.

“Me?”

I nodded slowly. “Between Hanwarra’s clan, Alfofida’s mother, the war council, the pillar… Your father and brother are missing. I haven’t spent any time with you.”

“Toby that’s not⁠—”

“You deserve my attention too,” I said, getting to my feet and turning around. Foly’s face had gone a little red, and I could see her eyes starting to water. “I’m your husband too,” I said, reaching out to cup her face. “So, whether you’re coming with me or not when I leave, I’d like to spend tonight with you. We can have a quiet dinner together. Talk and⁠—”

“Dammit Toby,” she stamped her foot as a tear escaped and rolled down her cheek. “Dammit to the deepest depths, yes I would love to have your attention for an evening. But don’t you dare think for a moment that I will be left behind when you leave. We go together. Always.”

I stared at my first, and proudest wife. They all had their quirks. The thing that made them unique. Alfi’s submissive fun loving nature. Hanwarra’s slightly domineering displays. I bet even Kiggaelin had something going on. And here, now, with Folotelyn, I could see the stalwart determination towards strength. She was where this started. And while she didn’t flex her authority as such, she certainly held it. My first wife. The pillar my entire marriage to four women rested upon.

“I love you,” I blurted. “I don’t tell you often enough. I’m stressed, I’m angry, I’m tired and I want all of this to stop, so that I can spend the rest of my life with just you and the rest of our family.”

She let another tear escape down her cheek as she stepped closer and tilted her head back. I leaned down and gently kissed her. She was warm, soft and smelled lovely as she pressed herself close. And when she finally broke that kiss, it was with a warm smile as she pressed her face into my chest.
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“I didn’t really expect this,” I admitted as we climbed out of the tracab.

Not one of the boxy utility ones. This was like the first one I rode in. It reminded me of a horse drawn carriage from a fantasy novel. Plush seats, open windows and rather comfortable. Or… it was for Foly, seeing as the seats were her size. I was left squeezed into it like a teen at the kids table. It worked but it wasn’t really designed for me.

Despite that, the trip had been comfortable enough. Foly insisted we dress up, and I wasn’t entirely sure why. It did, however, seem to get back to the others. When I was presented to Foly, wearing the equivalent of an extravagant suit, she was beaming at me from a lovely blue gown. One that covered her from neck to her toes, while pairing beautifully with her hair and eyes.

I had been momentarily stunned as I took her in. It reminded me almost of a wedding, but… That wasn’t quite the case here. Instead, Foly, with the blessing of Alfi, Hanwarra and Kiggaelin had decided that this wasn’t just going to be a quiet evening together. Apparently, we were going to some kind of stage show.

With all of the structures in here being built out of stone, the building didn’t look like much from the outside. I had no idea if I was looking at a pub, or a stadium. What did confuse me, was the number of Dorfs heading inside. They came from all walks. Men and women. Younger and older. Both dressed in finery as Foly and I were, and the working clothes of laborers. It seemed all were welcome.

When the driver stopped, I was the first out of the carriage. Offering my hand to Foly, who accepted with a smile. I caught a glimpse of a blue slipper as she kicked up the edge of the gown on her way out, before settling at my side.

“So, what’s going on then?” I asked.

“You haven’t spent much time with our people.” Foly nudged me. “There is a certain level of decorum expected within the clan home. Enough that some Dorfs like to indulge and let their hair down. We can’t go quite as far as some, but it’s still good to let loose. I thought, even if you weren’t particularly interested, it would be something new.”

Call me intrigued. I nodded slowly and accepted that Foly knew what she was talking about. We strode towards the open doors, and heard a cheer from inside. A doorman on the inside caught my attention. He gave a small waive and Foly steered us towards him, where the majority of the crowd was heading through an internal door further inside. We were being directed up a flight of stairs to the right.

Foly seemed to know the way, so I kept close. There was an older couple in outfits like ours, walking ahead. They stopped at an open door to their left and slipped inside, closing the door behind them. I felt a little wary, but Foly seemed not to care in the least as she led us past the closed door. And when we reached the next one that was open, it was obvious why.

It was a balcony. Inside was a Dorf woman, wearing a neat dress, who gave a slight bow as we entered. Though her eyes lingered on me for a moment as recognition flashed behind her eyes.

“Sir and Miss,” she bowed. “I will be your waitress this evening. We have a wonderful selection on offer this evening.”

“I believe a message was sent ahead of us. For my husband’s dietary requirements,” Foly told the younger woman.

The waitress nodded quickly. “In that case, I shall bring you your first course at once.”

She left quickly, by a different door that didn’t open back up into the hallway we walked down. Likely it was a privacy thing. Someone couldn’t just walk down and see who was in here. With the two of us alone though, I took a moment to look around. A single square table, between two chairs. It was wedged right up against the balcony, where it overlooked a stage. That stage had the remnants of a house being packed away.

At least, it looked like a house. Though it packed down into sheets, where it could be carried away.

“It’s a theatre?” I guessed.

“You have these where you come from?” Foly asked.

“Yeah. They’re not really something everyone goes to. If you want entertainment, there’s plenty out there. Most of it you can get at home. The people who go to the theatre usually go for the nostalgia of the theatre itself.”

“Well we’ve arrived just in time for the next show,” Foly said, gesturing for me to sit.

Rather than do that, I moved ahead of her and grabbed her chair. Foly gave me an odd look, but I gestured for her to sit, before pushing her back in. Only then, did I take my own seat.

“That’s a chivalry thing,” I explained as she gave me a funny look. “This is… a date night, I guess. It’s how men from my world show a woman they’re a good suitor.”

“I knew you were a good suitor the moment you saved my life,” Foly said, reaching across the table to grasp my hand. “The others saw it too. Kiggaelin included, though… it took her a while to admit it.”

“Well tonight isn’t about Kiggaelin or the others. Tonight is about me and you,” I told her. “So with that. What exactly are we here for?”

“I have no idea,” Foly said and smirked. “We eat, we drink, we watch the show. And then we go home.”

“Is that it?”

Folotelyn nodded slowly. “Depending on how the night goes, there might be a benefit to going home.”

The memory of Kiggaelin’s little show in the bath flashed through my mind. But then that memory shifted to Folotelyn, and my pants grew a little tighter.

“Right.” I nodded like one of those bobble-heads. “In that⁠—”

“DORFS OF THE DEPTHS!” A booming voice roared. “I present to you, the Fool of Took!”

“Oh, I love this one!” Foly bounced in her seat. “It’s a comedic retelling of how a particular ancestor of the Dorf people almost led us to ruin. I do hope they have the scene with the mineshaft and the bucket.”

“What?”
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The show was… bizarre. I barely understood half the references they made. Mostly because it related to a lot of historical context. Things that I just wasn’t knowledgeable enough about. Though I’d need to learn at some point. That a lot of it was based on actual events was the most interesting part, but they’d softened the story by injecting a lot of humor. It felt to me that this story was an important one within their history. The Dorf Took had some incredible discoveries to his name. He just had a lot of mishaps as well. It made me wonder what kinds of plays they’d run in the centuries to come. Would they have Garnet’s betrayal in it? Would it have me in it?

I leaned back, and picked up the goblet of ale. There was music playing while the stage show was packed away once more. Foly hummed along to the tune, while tapping her foot. She was rosy cheeked and clutched between her hands was her own tankard of ale. That little powerhouse of a woman could drink, and she had done so with gusto. To stave off the incident from last time, I had slowed down after it went to my head. Still, I had a buzz, and Foly was happy.

The waitress had kept the food and drinks coming. We hadn’t asked for a thing. Whenever we finished a course, another appeared. It was a night of pure indulgence. Food, drink and entertainment. A perfect evening to let our hair down and not worry about the problems of tomorrow. At least, until I saw Foly’s shoulders slump a little.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Nothing,” she said, shooting me a genuine smile. “I just never get to dance any more. It’s been a long time since I’ve been to a ball.”

I followed her eyeline and saw the Dorfs below. It seemed like the stage was being packed and cleaned. This show had ended up using a lot of dirt and sand. So the music had ramped up while the cleaners got to work. As such, a space below had been prepared and there were now a half dozen couples, and even a few single Dorfs dancing.

I looked from the floor, to my wife and back to the floor. Then I stood. Foly looked up at me, and I offered her my hand. She smiled and let out a giggle, before accepting. I pulled her up, and the waitress stepped aside, as I pulled Foly to the door.

“Wait,” she called. “I thought you were going to ask me to dance?”

“I am,” I said, shooting a grin over my shoulder.

“What? Toby?”

“Come on,” I tugged her along and out the door.

“Toby, where are we going?”

“To the dance floor,” I said, leading her to the stairs, where the same doorman from earlier gave us an odd look.

“Toby!” Foly squealed as I brought her off the stairs and hurried in through the large doors leading into the ground floor of the theatre.

At once, I felt the eyes. Dorfs spotting our outfits as I hauled Foly across the floor. She wasn’t unwilling, mostly just confused and slightly embarrassed. But I reached the dance floor and pulled her into my arms.

“What are you doing?” She hissed at me.

“Dancing with my wife,” I said, before lightly kissing her.

Before she could protest, I wrapped one arm around her waist, and took her hand with the other. I wasn’t an expert by any means. But I could hold a beat and knew how to not tread on toes. Especially with a partner of a smaller size. Foly on the other hand, her eyes went wide. And her grin did as well.

There seemed to be a moment where the Dorfs around us waited to see what happened, before they too returned to their dancing. Together, Foly and I spun, stepped and twirled. Her laughter broke out within moments and the occasional bump against other dancers led to nothing but the offer to buy some drinks. That in turn, led to more Dorfs joining the dance floor.

At one point, I had my wife tucked under one arm, while we each held a mug of ale. Swaying at the hips while the Dorfs belted out a tune. It was somewhere between a sea shanty, and something you’d hear screamed at a football match. I only made out every second or third word with the out of tune singing, but none of that mattered. Because at my side, Foly was having the time of her life. And as long as she was happy. I was happy.
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“Thank you, my dear, sweet husband,” Foly giggled as I helped her into the carriage once more.

The driver hadn’t gone far. He didn’t seem upset that we’d likely been gone hours longer than he was originally told. Considering that just about everything had been planned for and paid for in advance of us arriving. I figured it was either normal, expected, or he was going to be rewarded well for it and knew it wasn’t worth complaining about.

With the two of us now in the carriage though, we were on our way back. Foly had a tired smile on her face as she leaned back against the wall.

“Oh, my feet.”

“Sore?”

“All the dancing,” she said with a bright smile. “You’re awful for making me go down there. I’ll have to fend off strange stories for years to come.”

“Worth it though?”

“Definitely,” she giggled. “Even if my feet are paying the price.”

I thought for a moment, before getting up. Foly gave me a strange look as I sat across from her. But I ignored that as I leaned down and took hold of one ankle.

“Toby?”

“Yes wife?” I asked as I lifted her foot to my lap, and peeled off her shoe.

“What are—oh the depths that is wonderful.”

I smirked as I ran my thumbs in circles across the heel of her foot. Feet were strange things. Some people got weird ideas around it. I didn’t judge, but it wasn’t for me. A massage, though, was a massage. And Foly practically melted as I pressed firmly into her foot and massaged.

“I don’t know who taught you to do this,” Foly moaned. “But thank them for me.”

“That would require going home,” I said with a shrug. “I’d rather just stay here, if I’m being honest.”

“If you went home, you’d avoid the war though?”

“And my responsibilities. My new home. My wives,” I listed. “I’m not looking forward to this war. But I’d hate to run away and leave you all behind.”

“And if we came with you?” Foly asked.

“Would you still respect me if I ran away?” I asked. “Would the others?” I gave her a moment to respond, before shaking my head. “It’s fine, my love. I have no plans to leave. I’ve got a life here now. Family. Nobody will take that from me. Not now that I have it.”

Setting her foot down, I grabbed the next, and when I looked up, Foly was staring at me. There was something in her eyes, but she didn’t voice it. Only moaning softly as I began to massage her other foot.

I had just enough time to finish the massage before I found myself leading Foly out of the carriage and into the Obsidian clan home. Our home. There was a single guard at the door, who recognized us and ushered us in. That might have been an oversight to do so without a word, but I was the tallest person in the entire city. There was no confusing me with someone else.

This late at night though, the place was silent. It felt a little strange, seeing as there was no natural light in this city. It still seemed to work with a day and night cycle. I didn’t put too much thought into it and ignored it entirely as Foly led me up the stairs. I saw the door to our room coming up. But Foly continued moving past. That made me wonder for a moment, before she looked back over her shoulder at me. The expression on her face had me hurrying along.

She led me to another room. A smaller one. For the guests, or perhaps for nights like this. I wasn’t sure. Nor did I care as Foly swayed gently in front of me.

“Husband?” She whispered, as she pulled her blue hair around to her front and turned her back to me. “Some help, please?”

It took me a heartbeat to find the first of the ties. They were small things. Designed to look like part of the dress so they’d blend in. I untied them one by one. As I worked, her gown slumped and grew loose. Loose enough, that Foly finally stepped away from me. I almost followed, but she turned and looked at me. Her cheeks were still rosy, but she was steady and calm. Even as she dropped her arms, letting the gown slip over her shoulders and pool on the floor around her feet.

“I was so terrified when you twirled me, that someone might notice,” Foly said and giggled softly.

I stared at her. Or, more importantly, the lack of underwear. She stood wearing nothing. Her breasts rose and fell with each breath. And her thighs glistened in the dim light within the room. The only things she actually wore were her shoes and a thin pair of stockings that stopped at the tops of her thighs.

“I take it you like seeing me like this?”

“That’s like saying I like breathing, or having my heart beat,” I murmured. “Right now, I feel like without it, I might literally die.”

She giggled softly, and stepped backward out of the dress before turning to show me her glorious ass. I watched as she strode to the nest-like bed at the end of the room and looked back at me with a hooded expression.

“It would be a shame not to join me, dear husband.”

I’m man enough to admit I think I tore a stitch or two in my frantic pace at undressing. Foly gave me a hooded smile, as she watched. By the time I was kicking off my last sock, she was seated in the nest. Leaning back, with her arms up on the sides. Her legs were crossed and straight out before her, looking slightly impatient as I hurried over.

“Now,” she said and smiled alluringly. “How do you want me?”

“You don’t have anything you’d like to explore?” I asked as I slipped down into the nest and crawled over.

“Toby, you took me to dinner. Fed me, loved me, then dragged me onto the dance floor. And when we got to the carriage, you rubbed my sore feet. There is very nearly nothing you could not ask for right now, that I would not give you eagerly.”

“Uh huh,” I said, reaching her legs, which she uncrossed as I grabbed her knees. “And what if all I want is my beautiful wife?”

“Really?” Foly asked. “But⁠—”

“Don’t,” I reached up and touched her lips with the tip of a single finger. “Hanwarra isn’t here. Alfofida isn’t here. Kiggaelin isn’t here. This is just you, and me. And all I want from you is you, okay?”

She was blushing furiously as I parted her legs and tucked them around my hips. She really was dripping already. I reached up with one hand, bracing myself on the edge of the bed. With the other hand, I took hold of my cock and steered it into the sopping wet entrance between her legs. Foly let out a soft moan as I found her entrance, before grabbing my shoulders.

“What about my mouth?” She asked. “You like that, and I’d⁠—”

“Dammit Foly, I am so fucking aroused all I want to do is feel you lock me. If you want to suck my dick afterward, I would love to explore that with you. But right now, all I can think about is my gorgeous naked wife, and how badly I want to fuck her.”

“In that case—mmm!”

I kissed her. Her mouth tasted of the ale we’d been drinking. It was the last thing on my mind though, as my cock speared into her depths. She was sopping wet and perfect. I felt as she squeezed her legs around me, holding me inside as she wrapped her arms around my shoulders. The slope of the bed gave me a good angle, and as I lay myself down atop her, I could thrust firmly into her. From the nails she dug into my shoulders, I wasn’t going anywhere.

“Toby!” She squealed. I almost stopped when I heard the complaint in her voice. But it was only a moment before she opened her eyes. “Fuck me harder!”

“Harder?” I growled.

Foly nodded quickly, still clinging to me as I shifted my stance. That let me grab her knees and lift. Practically folding her in half, as I pinned her legs back. Leaning on the backs of her thighs, I could thrust my entire length, straight into her. And with the first thrust, her eyes rolled as my hips smacked into her pelvis.

“Like that?”

“Uh huh,” she gasped.

“Not going to last long,” I grunted as I thrust firmly into her once more.

Foly let out a soft whimper as I filled her entirely, before tugging me closer. I leaned in, and she stared up into my eyes as our noses touched.

“Please?”

It was just one word. And it pierced my skull. I snarled as I leaned in and kissed her. With her held down, she could do nothing but squeal into my mouth as I drove my cock into her. Foly cried out for only a moment, before I captured her mouth once more. Her pussy squeezed down around me. As I thrust fully into her, Foly’s hips bucked and I felt the sudden contraction as I was pulled ever deeper. Feeling the rippling pulses of her orgasm, I firmly rocked my hips, doing my best to keep fucking her as my seed bubbled up from within.

It was almost a minute later. As I lay there, holding my wife, I heard a soft sniffle. Fearing the worst, I sat up, only for her to grab my face and pull me into a firm kiss. To further the point, her legs came up, squeezing my sides as I grappled with what exactly was happening. When she finally released me, she was smiling and shook her head.

“I got so worked up,” she chuckled softly. “I stress, and I worry, and I plan and then you just come along and sweep it all away.”

“Ah…” I said, slightly confused. “You’re welcome?”

“Roll over for me Toby.”

I complied and held on, as I rocked to the side. It was a little awkward, seeing as we were still locked, but the end result was my blue-haired wife perched atop me with a smile, despite a few tears.

“I planned tonight for you, and you turned it around and made it all about me.”

“I’m not apologizing for that,” I muttered. “You needed tonight.”

“Yes,” she agreed quickly. “I needed tonight so badly. To be seen. To be loved. To feel wanted, and you gave that to me and then by the depths you gave it to me again.”

I smiled. “I’m sorry it took me so long to give you what you needed.”

She smiled and shook her head. “No. You did what you could, and I’m not mad. But…”

“But?”

She sniffed and gave a small nod. “I have you for the rest of tonight. So put your hands on my tits, my ass, or wherever you want. Because I’m going to ride your cock until I release it. Then I’m going to suck it until my jaw hurts. And then, if I can get you hard once more. I’m going to fuck you all over again.”

As I watched her pull her knees up and tighten her stockings. I couldn’t help the twitch in my cock as her words fully set in what she planned. And she felt that too, giving me a smirk, before rocking her hips back and forth.

“Where are you going to put those hands, Toby?”

“Where they won’t be in the way. I have the best view in the world, and my hands would ruin that.”

Foly paused her rocking, before smirking. “Put your knees up.”

I did as she asked and she reached back to lean on them. Which served to shove her chest forward as she spread her legs, giving me an even better view of her. The slight smirk on her face told me she really was enjoying this as much as I was.

And I was enjoying this a hell of a lot.


CHAPTER EIGHT



“Well this is certainly interesting,” I said as I examined the telescope.

“You know what this is?” Alfi asked.

I nodded. “It’s… well it’s not quite what I’m used to, but we still use these. And some more advanced versions.”

It wasn’t quite a telescope, I’d have recognized one from back home, with adjustable knobs and eyepieces to swap out. More like a pirate’s spyglass. It was extendable, and the levels of zoom were pre-set. You’d pull it out to the length, flick a switch that seemed to move the correct lenses around inside it. And voila! Pretty much a telescope.

It had taken us a few hours to get this far. Alfofida had worked quickly, getting a map together. Then, along with a single soldier from the Obsidian clan, and a handful of each from Kyanite, Malachie and Spinel, we set off. It took almost a week to drive out here. We took a longer route. Less direct and less visible to Garnet’s spies. We’d be stupid to think he didn’t have them. There were too many Dorfs in the city to think he’d gotten all his loyal ones out.

Our only real hope was to throw off the watchers and prevent word getting back. Communication at least, would be difficult to continue. Alfi had only just finished installing radios into our frames. They weren’t even installed across the landors and the other clans yet. Running audio through a cable of some kind wasn’t something they did either. The only way Garnet could get a message, would be with some kind of signal, or by sending someone out with a note to hand him directly. And as far as we could tell, there were no notes leaving the city. Not unless one of the regular diving teams, or a patrol was harboring a traitor.

Which led to now. We’d parked our landor within a ravine. It was almost an hour away on foot. That’s on foot with our frames. Of which, only Alfi and I had exited them. We didn’t want to leave a silhouette on top of a hill to be spotted. So Foly and Dernorra had remained a little further down, guarding mine and Alfi’s frames. She and I had taken a small pack that she’d carried with her frame, and snuck up to the top of this hill so we could peek over it.

Laying between a pair of large rocks, we hoped that nobody would be paying that much attention to us. This entire world was nothing but rocky hills and flats. You could approach almost anywhere, remaining behind at least one hill, if you bothered paying attention to the topography as you did so. Our main risk was that a scouting party was already out here and were watching us even as we snuck in.

Something I hoped we’d avoided as I accepted the telescope. Alfi hadn’t been upset by handing it over after a quick explanation of how to use it. I’d have thought the explanation would require she’d use it first. I didn’t even know what I was looking at. Honestly, I figured we needed Kiggaelin up here to check things out, but that wasn’t possible. She was mobile, and had come with us on this trip, but so far, she had made no efforts to do more than walk around inside the landor.

But, as I put the telescope to my eye, it was pretty obvious to me what had happened here.

“Shit,” I said and sighed, staring at the mine entrance. “They must have a lot of explosives in there.”

Alfi nodded. “To be expected,” she agreed.

I had half thought a mine might be more like an open pit. They were the kinds I was most used to. Perhaps even a town, with an entrance in the middle. This looked far more like the mining city from that classic fantasy movie. Something like Deep Helm. This mine, as Hanwarra had described it, was essentially a fortress. It was built into the side of a small hill with the bulk of the structure below ground.

And just like in this movie, there was a giant hole in the defensive wall. Half a dozen landors were parked in front of it. Even as I watched, I could see Dorfs moving about. Garnet’s soldiers were clearly visible. They wore bright red sashes, clearly marking them. While others moved about, making efforts to avoid getting too close to them. Which was hard, since most of them were pushing carts of ore up into the parked landors.

“Looks like they’re loading up ore,” I observed. “What exactly did they mine here?”

Alfi sighed. “This is one of my clan’s ether mines. Are those carts I can see down there?”

“Yeah,” I said, before pushing the telescope over for her to look.

Alfi shot me a smile and adjusted the telescope before nodding. “Yes, it’s as you suspected. They’re loading a shipment. Likely their first since they have all those landors.”

“How bad is it?” I asked.

Alfi sighed. “Knowing the composition of the ore here… They might have enough ether in all those landors, for perhaps another three dozen frames.”

“That’s… not as bad as I originally thought it would be,” I admitted. “I worried there would be hundreds.”

“That’s assuming he doesn’t send this group to another mine,” Alfi pointed out. There are others. Even Obsidian has several mines under their control. Though their only ether mine is some distance from here. I wouldn’t expect it to be under threat.”

“That we know of,” I murmured. “But I’ll take your advice and ignore that for now. What should we do here though?”

“There isn’t much we can do, but watch and wait,” Alfi admitted. “If we go anywhere near the mine, we’ll be outnumbered and swarmed.”

“I wasn’t suggesting we go in and attack them,” I said with a slight shake to my head. “I’m just wondering if I should get a little creative with Hanwarra’s orders for me.”

“How creative?” Alfi asked.
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“Tobias, this is stupid,” Dernorra growled.

“Which is why it’ll work,” I said, laughter clear in my voice.

“That’s not logical,” Alfofida pointed out.

“We aren’t going to convince him,” Foly said with a soft sigh.

“Thank you dear.” I shot the blue-haired Dorf a grin.

She shook her head. “Don’t you dare thank me. You’re a fool Tobias. A fool that I desperately want to grip by the shoulders and shake until some semblance of intelligence comes to the surface.”

“Okay, ouch,” I muttered as I hefted the pack I’d thrown over my shoulder. “Look. I’ll go, I’ll take a look and if I don’t think I can do it safely, I’ll leave. Okay?”

“None of us are okay with this,” Foly said in exasperation. “But we each understand why you’re going to do it anyway, and so help me, if you get hurt I will never forgive you. Do you understand me?”

I heard the tone in her voice. And saw the looks on the faces of everyone else present. The few nearby soldiers who were eating nearby were included in that. Mostly they’d come along to act as guards, or extra hands if we needed them for anything. Telling them I was going out alone was a bit of a rub. But I couldn’t see a better way of doing it.

“One of us should go with you,” Alfi said.

I frowned. “No⁠—”

“Agreed,” Dernorra snapped. “I’ll go.”

“Agreed,” Foly said, only for Alfi to nod along with her.

“I’ll grab a sack, we can halve the load and move quicker together,” Dernorra said, marching off towards the cockpit.

“Dammit, this wasn’t part of the plan.”

Kiggaelin snorted. “None of this was the plan, Toby. That’s why we’re sending Dernorra with you. She’s the most capable warrior we have.”

“And if she gets hurt⁠—”

“SHE IS NOT THE PROBLEM HERE!” Foly snarled. “Tobias, you will take her with you and you will listen to her if she says it’s too dangerous.”

“I don’t want to lose anyone else,” Alfi said, looking like she was going to cry. “Not you, too.”

Dernorra returned quickly. A sack like mine, though she held it ahead of her and gestured for me to unload some of my supplies. I did with a grunt and soon the two of us were standing together. We both wore flat gray outfits. Black would look too dark, and other colors would stand out against the rocky surroundings. It wasn’t perfect, but it would do for now. I made sure to kiss each of my wives, Kiggaelin included, before marching out into the darkness with Dernorra at my side.

“I want to be mad at you,” she said as we marched into the darkness towards the mine.

“You mean you’re not?” I asked.

“I suppose I am,” Dernorra admitted. “This is foolish. Your wives are correct. But… also brilliant.”

Unlike last time, we didn’t crest the hill. Instead, we skirted around it. Taking our time. Keeping things slow. If we slipped and fell, it would make a clank that in the dead of night like this, would travel rather far. Our saving grace was that the mine didn’t seem to shut down for the night. So there was still plenty of commotion going on. Though less than earlier, so clearly someone was getting some rest.

“Hold up a moment,” I said, reaching for my hip.

I had the telescope from earlier, and I quickly extended it to check the landors. There were guards. A handful of frames and a dozen or-so on foot. The frames had their shoulder mounted lights on, while the guards carried lanterns that did the same thing. It gave them good vision in the dark. But it killed their night vision. We’d be able to get pretty close without risking being seen.

At least, that’s what I hoped as we moved closer. As quickly and as quietly as we could, Dernorra and I approached the closest landor. That would be the hardest one to reach. Because that was the first time we would have to cross the patrol lines. A landor stomped along the rocky ground, before turning and looking outward. We were close enough that Dernorra and I dropped to the ground and hid behind the nearest rocks. The light shone over us, and the frame began to march back in the opposite direction once more.

Nearby where the frame had stopped, a Dorf stood at attention, holding his lamp. He looked about ready to fall asleep, but had come somewhat more alert when the frame approached. Likely that was half the point of the slow march.

“I think we should move over there,” I said, pointing to an area between the closest and next furthest landor. “The stationary guards aren’t looking at one another. And the landor will spend half the time looking away.”

“We’ll still need a distraction,” Dernorra pointed out.

I nodded in agreement. We’d probably have to find a way to throw a rock or something. Make a noise somehow. Dernorra and I kept low as we moved. Crawling at times, to remain below the level of the rocks, just in case we cast a large enough shape to draw the attention of the sleepy guards.

“NO!”

“STOP HER!”

Dernorra and I froze, before we noticed the commotion. On the other side of the camp. A young female Dorf. Pale green hair, a distant relative of the main Malachite clan. Otherwise nude, as she sprinted out of one of the landors. What she was doing in there, wasn’t hard to figure out. She was crying hysterically and sprinting for all her worth. The guards turned to watch. The frames did too.

“Toby!” Dernorra hissed.

I watched in horror as a shirtless Dorf stepped into view, holding a crossbow, just like the one used to kill the bandit leader. He had fiery-red hair.

“Toby move!” Dernorra whispered harshly and jabbed me.

I closed my eyes as I heard the young woman’s pained screech. And when I opened it, I saw my chance. Dernorra was tugging me along. The closest Dorf had moved, heading over to his peer to watch. There was no better chance. Even if that chance came, under the guise of the awful screams of a dying woman. It seemed that neither here, nor back home, a war was carried out without the worst of people coming forward.

“C’mon.” Dernorra led the way. “Under, quickly.”

We reached the closest landor and slipped underneath. We moved around to the inside of the massive tracks and lay down.

“And let that be a lesson to the rest of you!” A Dorf roared. “You belong to Garnet! You belong to me! You will show me respect, or you die in the dirt like the whore!”

“Dernorra?” I whispered.

She grimaced and nodded slowly. “That’s his son.”

“Kiggaelin’s older brother?” I asked.

Dernorra nodded. “Huldren Garnet. There’s a younger brother too. Huldren is the heir though.”

“Apple doesn’t fall far from the tree,” I growled. Dernorra gave me a strange look and I sighed. “Just means he's like his father.” That much she understood.

We remained in hiding beneath the landor for a while. Long enough for the camp to return back to normal. A few carts came and went, bringing more ore to the landor we hid beneath. The Dorfs pushing the carts looked battered and broken. They looked like they’d been prisoners for months, not just over a week. If I had to guess, they were being starved, beaten and dragged down whenever possible. Keep the workers desperate and they wouldn’t fight so much. It was awful.

There were likely many bodies buried in the mine. Many who simply didn’t do as instructed. Others, like the young woman, who had fled or fought. It made me really want to do this properly. At some unspoken signal, I pulled my pack off and opened it. Within, was a mining charge. I’d done this before, but with a difference. There was no fuse this time. No way for me to set it off. Instead, there was a tiny transceiver in it.

Alfi had worked quickly. Putting together a half dozen of them. I had three, and Dernorra had the rest. Alfi assured me that she could set them off singularly. All I had to do was memorize which one I placed on which landor. It took a few moments to find the first labelled device, and I got to work.
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“Sir?”

“Hmm?” I blinked groggily, then sat up. “They’re moving?”

“Yes sir,” the soldier said. “Your team sent me to wake you. They’re already in position.”

“Great,” I said, climbing to my feet.

I could have sworn I’d been cuddling with someone, but I was alone in the nest. Even Kiggaelin wasn’t here. Thankfully though, I wasn’t nude. Dernorra and I had set things up as best we could. We hoped to put an explosive on every landor, but we’d only managed to reach three. Picking our way back, we set additional explosives on the three we’d reached, and left it at that. Escape wasn’t quite as easy as our arrival. But when Dernorra pointed out that the closest Dorf had his chin resting on his chest, we slipped out and back to our own landor. We’d fallen into the nest with me nestled between Alfi and Kiggaelin. That felt like only minutes ago now.

I let out a yawn as I made my way towards the cockpit. The door opened, and it was Dernorra who stood there. Dressed, with wet hair, she saw me standing there, and her cheeks turned the same shade as her eyes as she stared at me.

“Morning, am I needed, or was that just a wakeup call?” I asked.

“We’ll be on the move soon,” she told me. “I was coming to wake you so you had time to shower. I guess someone beat me to it.”

“Someone sent one of our guards.” I yawned again, before moving into the small meeting room.

Though, calling it small was a disservice. This room was far larger than the one in the landor we’d used before. There were multiple bathrooms too. I spotted my wives seated at one of four tables. Each smiled, but it was Foly’s waving towards the bathroom that got me moving. I probably stank a bit after the night’s activities and I took the hint.

By the time I was in the bathing room and washing myself down, the landor started moving. I knew from the plan we’d follow at a distance. I just hoped we managed that without rousing suspicion. Landors made dust and noise, if we went into the wrong area and were too close, we’d give ourselves away.

When I stepped out a few minutes later, someone had found Dernorra and I some breakfast. She was already eating and I took my seat beside her.

“You eat, we talk,” Alfi said and patted my hand. “Dernorra already filled us in. We know you only planted explosives on three of them, and the order you placed them. It’s not just a matter of when and what we do afterward.”

I nodded as I ate, but stayed out of their discussion for now. There was talk of letting the landors return to the mine where Garnet was, and detonating them inside. There was talk of trying to capture the landors after disabling them. Even setting up an ambush and detonating the explosives mid route.

It always left a key problem. We’d only planted explosives on three. And while there was likely only a single squad of Dorfs and their frames aboard each landor, that still left us outnumbered if we stopped three landors at once.

“What if we played bait?” I asked.

“What do you mean?” Kiggaelin asked.

“Did Dernorra tell you who is leading them?” I asked. My fiery haired wife nodded as a scowl spread across her face. “If he sees us, or assumes it’s just another landor, is he likely to chase us?”

she nodded. “There’s a good chance of it, yes.”

“How do you chase another landor, with a landor?” I asked the group. “Will they just follow, single file, or will they spread out and try to catch us if we change direction?”

“Over terrain like this, most likely they’d spread out,” Dernorra surmised.

“And how far are we from Garnet’s fortress?”

“Almost as far as we are from home,” Dernorra continued as the others agreed.

I nodded slowly. “And the landors… If we stop them, what can we do with them?”

“If you mean capturing them, it’ll take time to repair the tracks and get them mobile,” Foly spoke up.

“What about if we just destroyed them?” I asked.

“Why would we destroy them?” Dernorra asked. “They’re full of valuable minerals.”

“Because I don’t like our chances of being able to capture, repair and then retrieve one landor, let alone three to six of them. Blowing them up might be easier.”

“If you said you wanted to blow them up, I would have made different plans,” Alfi said and sighed.

“Sorry, I hadn’t gotten that far with my plan when you agreed to let me set the explosives to begin with,” I admitted.

Foly groaned. “Toby, you made it sound like you had a plan!”

“I did… kinda,” I admitted. “Set the explosives, blow off the tracks and… either destroy or capture. I just wasn’t sure how they’d react when the tracks blew.”

“If it’s my brother, he’ll likely abandon the damaged landors in favor of chasing us,” Kiggaelin called over us. “We have several shotguns, do we not? This would be a good test.”
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It took us most of the day to catch and pass them. It was almost time to stop for the night, and we suspected that Huldren would probably stop. He wasn’t in a rush. There was nobody out here to challenge him. Not yet. Garnet knew the army would come, but not this quickly and a scouting party wouldn’t be able to take six landors with squads of frames aboard.

At least, in theory.

“Ready everyone?” I called.

“SIR!” came a sharp reply.

I activated the radio to talk to the pilot. “Bring us into view.”

“Yes sir,” came the reply from the pilot.

The landor shifted direction and I compensated as we began to slew. We were lucky. Huldren had led the landors through a ravine. It gave an excellent view of the surroundings, but hills on either side prevented them from seeing us until it was too late. With the landors planted firmly and everything loose, bolted down, I hit the button on my wrist controller. The loading ramp began to lower, letting in a plume of dust that wafted back out as the door opened further.

I watched the crest of the hill go under us, and was able to look out the back and down, to see the column of landors following behind. Laden as they were, they were slower than us. The large vehicles though, were not built for speed, which is why it took so long to get ahead of them.

“Which one do you think he’s in?” I asked.

“Likely the lead,” Kiggaelin said, from her frame.

I hadn’t liked that she was in one. But she was. And she was upright. The frame supported her weight, so she was able to move around, I just didn’t like it very much. She needed help just getting into the damn thing.

“Think they’ve seen us yet?” I asked.

As if my words had been prophetic, there was a series of flashes from the lead landor below. I knew they communicated with a kind of morse code, but this was my first time seeing it. They could send out a generic distress call if need be via their original rudimentary radios, but it was only us that could transmit voice.

“Get the one at the back, Alfi.”

“Yes, Sir,” Alfi answered.

A moment later, there was a flash, and the last landor in the line jerked sideways as the track slipped free. The massive wheels, burying themselves in the relatively loose rock, dug in, acting like an anchor, that dragged it around ninety-degrees before it finally halted.

The other five landors continued heading towards us, seeming to have not noticed what happened.

“Set the timer. Give them a few minutes, then set off the second charge.”

“They’ll probably be underneath inspecting the damage,” Alfi pointed out.

“That’s the point,” I said, thinking of the young woman murdered the night before.

I opened the radio to the pilot once more. “Get us out of here. Double back, I want to send them on a bit of a goose chase.”

“Ahh… yes sir,” the pilot answered, puzzlement clear in his tone.

I sighed, realizing they probably didn’t know what a goose was. But the message was clear enough and I felt as the landor shifted and climbed back over the lip of the hill once more.

“Soon as you see the next one, blow a second charge,” I instructed Alfi.

“Yes sir,” she replied quickly.

“And the last three?” Kiggaelin asked.

“As you said. We’ve got weapons they don’t,” I answered softly.

They didn’t reply to that. And soon the pursuing landors appeared. The first crested the hill, while a second appeared beside it. I was about to remind Alfi to blow it, as the third just came into view, before spinning wildly off to one side. Which caused the fourth to crash into it. I couldn’t help but chuckle as the fifth landor crested the hill, just before we vanished over the next one.

“Alfi, did you see that crash?” I asked.

“Yes sir. I think it was another with a planted explosive,” she answered.

“Pilot,” I radioed. “Bring us up the next hill and stop to wait.”—I instructed Alfofida—“Alfi, when I give you the word, set off all the remaining explosives. Everyone, get ready to fire on the target.”

“What target?” Dernorra asked.

“We’re faster than the other landors, and they’re acting stupider than I expected. Unless they’ve got ranged attacks I’m unaware of, we may as well sit on top of the hill and wait for them to catch us. When we’re close enough, aim for the cockpit and the tracks.”

“And if that doesn’t work?” Foly asked.

“We’re at the top of the hill. If they reach the bottom without us being able to stop them, we keep driving and leave them behind,” I answered quickly, as the lead landor rose into view over the hill behind us.

“Ready everyone?”

There was a chorus of voices that answered. My team was with me. But so were the guards that came with us. I stood in the middle, with my wives and Dernorra to my left. There were another four guards to my right, with the rest either driving or standing behind in reserve. Everyone facing the rear was holding a shotgun, with the modified, spring loaded magazine. They weren’t what was being produced yet, but Alfi had quickly put something together on the trip to make these work for us.

“Remember, we don’t need to destroy it, to stop it. Killing the pilot will be quickest, but they can replace the pilot. Destroying the track will stop it for good until they can get repairs,” I instructed, as the second landor appeared coming over the hill.

“Alfi, blow them all.”

A moment later, I squeezed the trigger. The dart shrieked as it flew out across the battlefield. I missed by a wide margin, but their pilot must have heard it, because the landor jerked to one side. A moment later, everyone else fired in a volley. Several darts struck the landor, but most missed. The couple that did, struck the main body and showers of sparks where they punched through were visible.

“What in the depths is that horrible noise?” the pilot radioed.

“Our new weapons,” I answered. “Let them get closer before we fire again.”

“Yes sir!” chorused my team.


CHAPTER NINE



It was carnage. That was the best way to describe it. What our weapons did to their landors. Shredding them like tissue paper, along with the Dorfs within. Our landor kept the ramp down as we trundled towards the first of the destroyed landors. Where we hoped to find the landor, Huldren was using. To take him prisoner. That was going to be easier said than done. When we arrived, the landor was smoking. The hulls of these landors was thick metal. The canopies were toughened as well. But they hadn’t been designed to protect against more than falling rocks, or the kinds of forces a frame could bring with the swing of a hammer.

The metal darts fired from our shotguns though… They were an entirely different kind of warfare, and up close… I didn’t like what I had brought to this world. There were Dorfs, huddled in fear. The ramp was down, and all I could see inside was blood. The darts had punched holes clean through the landor, shredding the interior.

The Dorfs who had red hair were almost indistinguishable from the Dorfs simply stained red. Bodies littered the floor. Frames were blown apart, some of them clearly still containing their dead pilots. Complete and utter destruction, as smoke plumed in from the cockpit area.

And right there in the middle of it all. Was a familiar Dorf. He had a haunted expression on his face and didn’t look up as we descended towards their group. I’d already put out the word to watch for traps. It wouldn’t be out of the question to have mining explosives dotted about.

Up close though… I didn’t think we would have any trouble. That wide eyed stare. The horror written across their features. And the injuries. Huldren wasn’t the worst injury we could see. It had only taken minutes to turn around and drive down to see the damage for ourselves. In that time, there were a dozen bodies laid about. Most of them looked like they’d been alive when they were dragged free. The few Dorfs still moving were medics. One of which worked on Huldren.

His arm was gone. It looked like there was a small lump where his shoulder would become his left arm. But all that remained was a bandage. Stained red, as bright as his hair. When our group approached, he didn’t look up, though the medic working on him began to panic once more. A young man. He looked at our frames, then at the weapons in our hands. He didn’t quite comprehend what he was seeing, but the look in his eye was clear. This was terror. In its purest form.

“What happened?” Huldren asked, blearily coming to his senses as he spotted us approach. “Did we catch them?”

The medic looked horrified. They were trembling and starting to back away.

“How do we normally take prisoners in this situation?” I asked, holding up a hand in a peaceful gesture to calm the medic. He still looked terrified, but he stopped backing up.

“We bind them,” Huldren stated. “Those of value at least. I already placed the order to kill whoever’s left.”

“I’ll have more medical supplies in the landor,” Folotelyn said.

“Will he make a short walk?” I asked the medic, who could only shrug in response.

By the time we left Huldren’s landor, it was ablaze. Orange and green flames burst out of the rear compartment, as thick black smoke reached into the sky. Huldren still wasn’t entirely aware of what was going on. Likely shock from losing his arm. Foly had given him pain medication. Enough to put him to sleep. Dernorra had insisted on having him shackled and bound. Then we brought everyone else on board and did the same. It wasn’t going to be a comfortable trip, but… Well none of this was going to be comfortable. Not for them, or for us. Especially knowing we were going to end up with more of them.

The only saving grace was that these weren’t fully stocked with soldiers. Only a dozen or-so per landor. That was to make room for the ore they were carrying. Ore we had abandoned to the flames. There wasn’t any way we could move it without risking ourselves. I simply asked Dernorra to make a note of its location, so we could come back in the future. The ore would survive the fire, and would still be valuable.

With Huldren confined and the survivors bound, we drove to the next landor. This was an entirely different situation. They lacked a command structure, but seeing the landor they had been pursuing, now coming towards them—they gathered their frames and set up a defensive line. Which crumbled after the first handful of shots. We aimed for limbs, hoping to cripple the frames without killing the occupants, but… well there were no certainties. By the time we had them under control, there were more than a few bloody corpses.

The explosives I had set did their job. The tracks had been blown and part of the floor had been destroyed. The ore crates had been thrown about making a huge mess. One that was only going to get larger as Alfi and Dernorra slipped into the cockpit area. I wasn’t sure exactly what they were doing. Considering how my first frame exploded when it overheated, I could make an educated guess. The landors ran on the same technology, but on a much larger scale.

She was in the process of setting up the third and fourth landors, when the first finally exploded. The ground shook, and the hills echoed as a plume of dust and rock sailed into the air. It looked like some videogame miniature nuke went off. Mushroom cloud and all. I worried that would make the other Dorfs in their disabled landors want to fight. Instead, it did the opposite. When we arrived at the fifth landor, the Dorfs were literally running for the hills. Some on foot, others in frames.

I made the decision to leave them. And when we reached the first disabled landor, it was at a hasty retreat, since they too had set theirs to explode. That left us with several dozen wounded and prisoners chained up in the back of our landor, a week from home.

Worst of all. As his shock wore off and Foly’s medical supplies running low, she couldn’t keep him unconscious any longer. It didn’t take him long to realize exactly where he was, and exactly who he was with.

“YOU!”

I turned my head and saw the man. Huldren, sitting upright against the hull of the landor. His eyes were wide and his face twisted in a grimace. Part pain, part anger. All of it directed to Kiggaelin, who had hobbled into view on her way to the bathroom.

“Traitorous fucking whore!”

“The only traitors here are the members of Garnet clan, Huldren,” Kiggaelin muttered as she continued on at a slow pace.

“Father was right to cast you out!”

“Which is how I know I’m not a traitor, brother,” Kiggaelin snarled.

“No, you’re just a whore! Good for nothing but lying on your back, betraying your species as well as your home!”

“Alright, that’s enough,” I snapped.

“And the human. Proud of your devastation? Father was right to ask for your head.”

I made my way over. The Dorfs with him were split. Some of his people frowned at him, urging him to be quiet. Others glared at me, believing his words just the same.

“I’m going to ask father to keep you alive.” Huldren chuckled, his face filled with malice. “To let you watch, as we take our rightful place as rulers of our people. And those who do not heed our call, will be ground into the ashes we leave behind.”

“I’m going to hand you to Hanwarra Obsidian,” I told him. “We’ll see if your father really cares about you as much as you think he does. And then, with the weapons I used to cut your landor to pieces, I’m going to march on your father’s fortress and do it all again. And when I have both you, and he, crawling on the floor in front of me—I’ll ensure a fair trial. The same kind as your dear father gave me.”

Huldren Garnet glared at me, and I turned to the closest of my loyal soldiers. “Rope? Maybe a sock? I just need something to gag him with until we get home.”

The Dorf I’d spoken to was quick to react. Huldren spluttered for a moment before cursing up a storm. I ignored him as I was handed a sock that made me gag, even just by smelling it. I didn’t know where it came from, and didn’t want to know as I turned to Huldren.

“I am a respected—gahhHHH!”

I grabbed him and shoved the sock into his mouth. He tried to spit it out and bite my fingers. I grabbed him by the jaw, squeezing my fingers into his cheeks until he cried out. His one good arm thumped against my chest, but he didn’t have the stance to put any power into the punch. The same Dorf then handed me a length of rope and Huldren’s eyes bulged as I began to wrap it across his open mouth and the back of his head. I wasn’t gentle. He gagged, I grimaced. Before long, he was making soft choking noises as he struggled against what I was doing to him. When I finally pulled back, he was staring at me with all the hate he could muster.

“So I’m clear,” I said loudly enough for everyone to hear me. “If he manages to get that sock, or his gag off. I’ll bind each and every one of you the same way.”

A few of the Dorfs grimaced at that, and I figured he wasn’t going to get any help. In fact, it was likely even if he tried to get it off himself, his own people would prevent him from doing so. Not that it would be easy to get the knot undone with just a single working hand. Doubly with his restraints.

When I finally turned and left, I couldn't see Kiggaelin anywhere. Foly was though, and she nodded towards the cockpit area. I turned and headed that way, stepping into the large seated area. There was no sign of her and I doubted she went into the cockpit. There was a pair of Dorfs eating at a nearby table though and I approached getting their attention.

“Did you see where Kiggaelin went?”

“There sir,” one of them pointed to a door I knew led to the bathing rooms.

I nodded and headed through that door. Unlike the first landor, this one had several such bathing rooms. Only one was occupied and I made my way over. Dorfs had surprisingly private stalls. Not like the ones back home. I couldn’t hear a thing. But I knocked anyway. Three heavy thumps with my hand.

A moment later, there was a small click of the lock being turned. The door swung open and Kiggaelin stood there. Red in the eyes with tears rolling down her cheeks.

“He really got to you, didn’t he?” I said, pushing into the bathing room.

Kiggaelin stepped back and held it together until I closed the door. The moment we were alone, she broke down into angry tears. I pulled her into my arms and held her as she got out all her frustrations. She knew everything that was happening. What her father had done and what the rest of us had been forced to do in response. Only for her brother to call her a traitor. She was as proud as the rest of my wives. But right now, she was my wife, and in need of comfort.

I spent some one-on-one time with her. I helped her undress and she did me. Then I spent time washing her. Scrubbing her back and making her feel good. There wasn’t any sex involved. Just some light petting and a few minutes with her seated in my lap as we shared some kisses. It was then, as she sat, partially curled in my lap that she let out a long sigh.

“Lyn,” she whispered.

“Hmm?”

“Lyn,” she repeated. “You have nicknames for all of your wives, but… not me.”

“Lyn Conner,” I mused, noticing a slight twitch when I said my surname instead of hers. “What?” I smiled. “You didn’t think after all this, I’d call you Garnet?”

“Why are you so kind to me?” she asked. “I’ve caused you nothing but pain and hardship.”

“Maybe at first,” I admitted, holding her a little firmer in place so she didn’t try to move away. “But I’m not about to hold you accountable for things you haven’t done. Nothing you did on your own terms, was something I couldn’t forgive.”

She nodded slowly, before sighing. “I’m scared.”

“Of your father?”

“Of you,” she replied softly. “I have nightmares. Nightmares where I wake up, and I’m back in my old room. That you’re not real. That… that this is all just a dream I’ve invented to cope with a life that I hated.”

“Well that’s a simple thing to fix then.” I grinned.

“Is it?”

I nodded and touched her chin, nudging her upwards until we were nose to nose. And then I kissed her. Her lips parted, and her tongue slipped between her teeth. I chased it for a moment, tasting her back as I held her close. She breathed hard and one of her hands pawed at my shoulder, unsure if she wanted to grab and hold, or push away. I held that kiss for several long moments, before gently pulling back, as Lyn blinked tears from her eyes.

“Your people don’t kiss,” I told her. “So whenever you’re having a moment when you don’t think this is real. Just ask for one.”

“Please kiss me?” she begged.

I was intimately aware of Grandmother’s threats as Kiggaelin squirmed in my lap.
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“This is far beyond the scope of Hanwarra’s orders,” Dernorra pointed out.

“It is,” I agreed. “But it’s also our best shot to prevent him from coming back.”

“He’s lost six landors. That would be a huge blow to his forces,” Alfofida muttered.

“Not as large as we’d hoped,” Kiggaelin added. “That was likely the extent of Huldren’s forces. But no more than that.”

“How many more does he have?” I asked.

“Easily twice, perhaps three times as many as we’ve now destroyed. Plus however many he took from the Malachite clan.” Kiggaelin let out a sigh of frustration.

I frowned. “And the bandits.”

There were a series of murmurs at that. The bandit leader I’d captured had been killed with a crossbow. While I didn’t have solid proof, it was rather obvious who was responsible. And if there was one, there was likely more.

“So,”—I thought over things—“we could be fighting as many as twenty or thirty landors worth of troops?”

“More,” Kiggaelin shook her head. “Father would have bolstered the fortress in advance. There are families there already. A generation or two of loyalists.”

“Sounds like he’s been planning this for a long time,” I mused.

“He always said it was a defensive strategy in case of emergencies,” Kiggaelin said. She frowned. “I’m a damn fool.”

“If he hid it from the other Elders, they’re just as foolish,” Alfi disagreed. “Also, don’t talk about yourself like that. Our husband doesn’t like it.”

Lyn glanced up and spotted me giving her a pointed look. She frowned and then said one word. “Kiss?”

Foly, Alfi and Dernorra froze in shock as I leaned in and kissed her.

“Thank you,” she whispered, before blushing the same color as her hair.

“You can ask?” Alfi squeaked.

I looked at each of them, and shrugged. “I’m happy to kiss each of you if you ask.”

Everyone suddenly looked at Dernorra, who looked the most shocked at the statement. I thought about correcting it. But then I figured it didn’t matter. She had made her desires pretty clear. Taking it back now might upset her, and the others didn’t seem bothered by the announcement.

“Back on the topic,” I called. “Kiggaelin. What’s Garnet likely to do when his landors don’t show up?”

“He’ll send a scout, like us,” she stated. “Then, it depends on if he thinks it’ll be easier to recapture this mine, or just find another one.”

I nodded as I thought over my options. “So… I suppose the main question is. Do we want to return home with the prisoners and leave the mine in the hands of Garnet? Or do we want to take things further, and see if we can free some Malachite clan members?”

“I didn’t see any siege weaponry,” Dernorra added. “They’re not equipped to attack a landor. With our weaponry, and my firsthand knowledge of what we did to Huldren’s landor… It would be a risk. But possible.”

“That still leaves us with what to do next,” Kiggaelin said. “If we rescue everyone, we still can’t bring them back. There’s no evacuation we can offer.”

“We’re as far from Garnet’s fortress, as we are from home, correct?” I asked.

“It was a calculated risk taking this mine,” Alfofida said. “This is a productive mine, but one less defended. He’s relying on our people’s tendency to react slowly to things. It cost him little to take and shipping times are negligible so long as the shipments themselves are large enough.”

“Six landors.” I nodded and then I tilted my head in thought. “So… You’ve heard one of my crazy ideas. How do we feel about another?”
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“As expected,” Dernorra sighed in relief.

I didn’t like just how relieved she sounded, but I wasn’t about to question things either. Each and every one of the Garnet Dorfs were bound. Ankles, knees, elbows and wrists. Then, to make things harder, each had been sat up, before having their ankles bound to their wrists, keeping them stuck in a seated position. Which wouldn’t change even if they tipped over. Other than Huldren Garnet, they were left ungagged. We would only be leaving behind the crew for the landor itself, with one of them hanging around in the back in case of emergencies. The rest of us, meanwhile, got into our pilot suits.

This would be a true test of our frames and our weapons. I wanted more ammunition, but there really wasn’t any. Then again, most of the Dorfs were used to hand to hand combat. Even crossbows weren’t a common thing, since they lacked the penetrative ability to take down a frame. It was scary how close the Dorf people came to gunpowder and firearms. In some ways they were incredibly advanced, and in others they sorely lacked. It reminded me of that meme about creatures evolving into crabs. Only in the case of the Dorfs, it was a technological evolution, rather than a physical one.

“Last chance to change your mind,” Dernorra called as she strode past me, towards her frame.

I glanced up, seeing the sway of her hips. The pilot suits were plain, but they hugged the curves so well… There was nothing left to the imagination as I watched the pink-haired Dorf eye me with amusement.

“Remember that young woman that Huldren murdered?” I asked.

Dernorra’s amusement left her eyes and she shot an angry glare at the Dorf in question. “I remember."

“If I can stop that happening again. I will,” I told her simply.

She took a deep breath, and then looked me in the eye. “Tobias. You better survive this war. I would sooner die alone, than marry a man lesser than you.”

I stood there stunned, until Foly gave me a nudge. I flinched so hard, she laughed at me and took my hand.

“Kiss?”

“Ah.” I blinked. “Sure.”

She accepted the kiss with a smile and then pushed me towards my own frame. “Come on. Sooner you finish this war, the sooner you can claim your next bride.”

“You ladies will be the death of me,” I joked as I climbed into my frame.

Foly stood in front of me with a smirk. “But what a way to go?”

“Just wait until this war is over,” I growled at her. “Going to spend a few years making sure I can’t actually get you pregnant.”

Foly’s face turned scarlet as my frame closed around me. My faceplate fell into view and illuminated as she scurried off towards her own frame. I only barely held back a laugh as I grabbed my shotgun, and checked my ammunition storage. It was going to be a problem. We didn’t have enough to go in guns blazing, but if we kept it to the frames, we should be fine.

It was good timing too. The landor came to a halt, and someone lowered the ramp. Afternoon light spilled into the back. It would help blind the defenders doing this now. Stepping out of the armor stand, I walked down the ramp, joined by my team and the rest of the Dorfs coming with us.

A dozen strong didn’t sound like a huge number. But we were armed far better than Garnet’s forces would be. Our only real risk was explosives, or accidents. It would take a dedicated team of Dorfs working together to crack a frame open and they’d need to disable it first to try. It wasn’t hardened steel, but it was thick enough that hand tools would struggle to get in. There was a moment of horror as I thought about the possibility of a brazen bull situation, but dismissed it. I didn’t want to give the Dorfs even worse ideas than I already had. Guns weren’t something I could take back.

“Alright everyone,” I called over the radio. “Spread out. We don’t want to make an easy target by grouping up, on the off chance they have something they can use to fight us with. We advance on foot, in a single line. Don’t waste our shots, ammunition is limited.”

“Sir,” came a chorus of responses.

I checked my shotgun over, making sure it was loaded and ready. And then I started my march.

Coming around the landor, I looked up at the mine. There was movement on the walls. Not a terrible amount, and all of it was just Dorfs without frames. It furthered my hopes they didn’t have a real way to disable our frames. Though… They had plenty of rocks they could throw at us.

“Heads up,” I announced. “We’ll need to push them off the walls as we approach. Don’t get caught out by falling rocks.”

“Sir, there’s movement inside the walls,” a voice echoed.

Sure enough, when I looked, I could see them. Dozens of frames. Clearly those landors didn’t come empty. This was a small battalion. We were incredibly outnumbered and they almost definitely heard or even saw the explosions from earlier. Our only saving grace, was knowing they were entirely unprepared for what was about to happen.

We marched on. Garnet’s forces, clearly thinking this was going to be a simple job, pushed out of the hole in the wall to confront us. Most of them carried blunt weapons. Hammers, maces and picks. The kinds of weapons that would crack armor, and pummel whoever was inside. They hefted those weapons, gesturing in a way that showed they were trying to intimidate us. Honestly, it kinda worked. At least for the moment.

“Hold,” I called through the radio.

My line of frames came to a stop. Each of them, without being prompted, brought their shotguns around to aim at the approaching frames.

“On my order,” I called. “One shot. And wait.”

“Sir,” came the nervous responses.

We’d had good results from taking down the landor. But that was one target. One large barn sized metal box. Something that while dangerous, couldn’t really fight back on its own. Now, standing in a line, facing actual combatants. And being so heavily outnumbered… Well…

“Fire.”

As soon as I said it, I squeezed the trigger. The recoil slammed back, but like before, I was braced for it. My shell flew out, just ahead of all the others. I watched the silver streak fly past the frame directly ahead of me, before crashing into the chest of the frame to the left. The frame crumpled as a shower of sparks and gore blew out in all directions. Right before the generator exploded. The shockwave knocked several frames to the ground, as a dozen more shells tore through their lines. Mine was the only one that exploded outright, but another was starting to smoke as Garnet’s troops dived for cover. Just in time, for that second frame to detonate as well.

The explosions weren’t like the landor. It was enough to blow the frame open, but didn’t pose much of a threat to the other frames. Only serving to panic them beyond the horror of our first volley. We’d only hit five of them.

“Ready!” I called. “FIRE!”

This time, we all fired at once. The second shot was even more deadly. My Dorfs had a chance to adjust their aim, and the shells came through at better angles. Garnet’s forces had been clumped together to fight in formation, which just made things worse for them.

“Move up!” I ordered.

In a loose formation, we began to march ahead. Garnet’s forces were scrambling. Some of them were grouped together, but unmoving. Another few were running back towards the mine. Some were on the ground, literally cowering, while others stood in shock. When I spotted a frame drop their weapon and hold up their hands, I pointed at them.

“Don’t shoot that one!”

“SIR!”

A handful of enemies, picked up their weapons and charged. A dead sprint, that I met with a blast of my shotgun. A command wasn’t necessary as the rest of my formation opened fire, decimating the small surge of combatants. Only for one of those frames to detonate, blowing apart what remained of their charge.

“SURRENDER PEACEFULLY AND BE SPARED!” I roared. “GET OUT OF YOUR FRAMES!”

The first to react was that first that put their hands up. Their frame opened and a Dorf with scarlet hair—barely more than a teen jumped out, before dropping to his knees. I marched straight past him, dropping my shotgun to one side, as I drew a mace. Which I used to smash the frame to the ground. A few more good hits to make sure it would need serious repairs to work again, I left the Dorf to cower as I lifted my shotgun once more.

“Aim for the wall! READY!”

“Sir!” came a couple replies.

There was plenty going on. Including a few fights that were swiftly ended with the blast of a shotgun. Still, I had enough to complete my task. Myself, and from what I could tell—Alfi and another—Dernorra and Folotelyn, we worked in tandem to smash a combatant to pieces. My shooters and I took aim at the wall and unleashed several shots. The stone was hard and deflected or absorbed most of the shots, but the sudden explosions and shards of rock flying about, sent the Dorfs on the walls scrambling for cover.

“We are not monsters. If they surrender, they can face a trial like everyone else,” I called over the radio. “If they fight. Put them down.”


CHAPTER TEN



“DORFS OF MALACHITE. WE STAND HERE WITH YOU!” Alfi’s amplified voice roared as we passed through the hole left in the wall from Garnet’s assault. By design, it wasn’t a good defensive position. Which made our entry an easy one, once we drove back the few defenders who could respond. A few rocks were thrown down, a boulder crashed to the ground, disabling one of our frames. By and large, their efforts proved useless.

We were inside the walls, and the few defenders that remained were not in frames. I watched a pale red-headed Dorf screaming at a pair of guards who were holding a door closed. The smoke pouring out from within told me they’d set a fire inside, which likely meant there were Dorfs trapped in there. I levelled my shotgun, aiming for the one on the left and fired. My round caught them in the shoulder. It was enough to rip them mostly in half, sending the second Dorf scrambling for cover.

The door burst open, as a heavily scarred Dorf stumbled out, along with a plume of smoke. His eyes were red and puffy as he coughed and hacked. Behind him stumbled a mother, clutching a pair of children to her chest. She rushed out into the air, coughing and wheezing before collapsing. The Dorf who had been shouting took one look at the situation, and ran for the mine.

“Get them out!” I roared as I ran towards the burning building.

It was built into the mountain. There were no windows, but there were signs of smoke escaping at the top. Whatever was inside there and burning, it must have been bad. What worried me was the sheer number of Dorfs now streaming out. We’d passed a dozen, and then a dozen more. They streamed out, some coughing, some smeared with vomit. Men, women and children. A few sported injuries, all were suffering the effects of smoke inhalation.

As gently as I could, I caught the arm of a heavy set man as he staggered out. His eyes bulged in shock. They were puffy, red and he likely thought himself about to die as I dragged him to one side.

“I’m with Malachite!” I called over the screaming and crying. “How many are trapped inside?!”

“Trapped?” The man wheezed. “Dozens. Fire. Pitch. Can’t. Escape.”

I grimaced and let him go as several more Dorfs staggered out of the smoke.

“I’m going in,” I announced.

“I’m coming!” Alfi snapped.

“Foly, you and Dernorra need to secure the yard, and see if you can get into the walls,” I ordered the last two.

They agreed quickly and Dernorra picked a team at random before setting off. Foly meanwhile, began distributing orders to secure the area around the mine opening.

Now inside the walls, this place wasn’t really much of a city. What we were looking at was more or less a barracks. There were a few other buildings, but they looked more like meeting areas. Places to stay, eat and relax without having to do so down in the mines. Likely they spent a lot of time down there, but it would be loud, dusty and unpleasant for families. This wasn’t their great underground city, after all. It was a place of work.

Which meant that most of the population were likely trapped inside this building, searching for a way out. I hit my lights, hesitated as an older woman staggered from the smoke with vomit running down her chin, and pushed inside. My frame barely fit through the door, but I managed and wasn’t quite hitting my head on the ceiling. The smoke was thick and black, making it hard to see. But my lights pierced it well enough I could make out the walls. Right beside the door was a body, and when I grabbed them, they didn’t move. I wasn’t all that gentle as I tossed them out, but dead or alive it was better than being in here, and there were likely many more.

“This is just the entryway,” Alfi said as she came in. The sleeping quarters are upstairs, the kitchen is further in on this floor.”

“Where do you think the fire is?” I asked.

“Probably the stairs,” Alfi growled.

“Lead the way.”

She pushed through the smoke, clearly knowing the layout of the building. I was thankful that these frames were designed to be submerged. I knew we couldn’t spend all our time in here. But if we could just clear the stairs and get those out that we could, I’d feel better about this whole thing.

Along the way, we found several more bodies. I wasn’t sure what to do with them, until I heard the clomping of metal boots coming in behind me. I turned, seeing the glowing eyes of a frame, along with the shoulder mounted lights they used to see.

“YOU!” I shouted. “Bodies! Get them out!”

“Sir!” Came a swift response.

“Get help if you can, make a line to lead out survivors!” I shouted as we continued pushing inside.

The first fire we found was the kitchen itself. The obvious starting point, there were several bodies inside. These ones were clearly murdered before the fire was set. Something noxious had been poured into the cookfires and it was spewing thick smoke. A lot of it went up the chimneys, but there was just so much it spilled out over the ceiling. There were signs that the Dorfs had attempted to put it out. Buckets, spilled water and random debris were strewn about.

It looked like the people trapped down here had put efforts into containing things before it got out of hand. Being an all stone building meant the fire wasn’t a risk to the structural integrity of the building. Only the people within. I’d just have to remember that this was something that Garnet would consider as this conflict went further.

Unfortunately, in the current situation, there wasn’t even a door to close. We’d have to come back with sand or something to smother it. For now, we moved on. Alfi led the way, past more bodies and even someone crawling. The one I knew was alive, I spared a moment for, picking them up and rushing them back to another frame, who took them without a word and rushed for the exit once more. There were now several frames inside the building and I hoped they knew what they were doing, because I sure as hell didn’t.

Experience with wandering around in dark, confined spaces in little spelunking adventures, didn’t really translate into searching smoke filled buildings for people slowly dying. It just didn’t hit the same way and it made me wonder how things were going to go in the future.

“Found them!” Alfi called. “They’re blocked!”

“Is someone there!” A voice called.

I rounded a corner, and spotted the problem. A set of stone stairs. Wide and strong. They were entirely filled with wooden debris. All the furniture they could find, smothered in the same substance in the kitchens and set alight.

“Alfi, we need to move this,” I ordered.

She responded by drawing her axe. The weapon was large and worked well as she tried to rake the debris down the stairs. There was shouting above, and more voices chimed in. I had to wonder how many people were up there. I could recognize a few voices. Young, scared, and entirely helpless. I knew this was going to be a mistake, but I pushed in beside Alfi. I didn’t carry a weapon I could use properly. So I used my hands. I grabbed the first piece of wood and dragged it down the stairs, tossing it away. The burning material clung to my frame and I had to wonder how long until it started to burn.

Right now, that didn’t matter. My hands were one thing. The lives of everyone trapped upstairs was in the balance. There were enough dead down here. So I got back to work. Alfi said something to me. I didn’t pay attention. She slipped in beside me, using her axe to pull down some more of the debris. When it fell down, I made myself useful and dragged it free. My hands were the first to feel the pain, and then my legs. I was splattered in the burning liquid and it clung to me as it continued to burn.

“Toby!”

“I’m fine!” I growled as I moved back to the stairs.

“TOBY!”

“WHAT?!”

“You’re on fire!” Alfi turned to me. “You’re spreading it up the stairs!”

I looked at my gauntlets. They really were on fire. The splatters on my boots and chest were nothing compared to my hands. They really felt hot too.

“Get out,” Alfi pleaded. “Before you get hurt, or hurt someone else.”

“Sir, we’re here to help,” another Dorf in a frame announced, moving into the room. One of them had a mace, the other a war pick. Both looked ready to help.

“Fuck,” I cursed and stepped aside. “I’m going to put myself out. And then come back.”

“Fine,” Alfi agreed. “Just go. Frames aren’t supposed to be on fire.”

I grimaced and turned around. My walk back out was both smoother and longer than before. Smoother because many of the bodies had been moved. Longer, because there were a half dozen frames in here. A pair of them came in, holding buckets filled with sand and dirt, on their way to the kitchen. Others were coming out of side rooms, holding bodies, and in one case, a crying child.

Many of them paused when they saw me, but hurried off a moment later. And when I finally stepped out into the open once more, it was to the sight of a war camp. Most of the frames were gathered around the entrance to the mine and barracks. The surviving members of Malachite were gathered together. A few of them were helping fill buckets to extinguish the flames, while others stared into the distance with haunted expressions. I could make out a frame atop the wall and knew that Dernorra had been successful.

“Sir!” someone shouted. “Get on the ground!”

I realized pretty quickly that someone was talking to me. A Dorf with green hair. I recognized him as the one who broke down the front door the moment he had the chance. He must have been some kind of leader here. Whether de-facto or legitimate, it didn’t matter. He squared up.

“Sir, you are on fire! Get on the ground!”

I sighed and slumped down, only for the old Dorf to toss a bucket of sand and dirt over me. He covered my chest and helmet first. He and a pair of helpers practically buried me in dirt, before using a broom to sweep all the mess off me again. When my faceplate cleared, I sat up, and climbed to my feet. The old Dorf looked me over and nodded.

“Thank you, Sir.”

“You know who I am?” I asked.

“No Sir,” he grunted. “Just that you’re leading the people who rescued us.”

I nodded, though in the frame, he couldn’t see that. “What can you tell us about this place?”

“We were taken by surprise,” he muttered as he began filling buckets to be sent into the barracks once more. “We had a few frames of our own, but they’re not built for fighting. They blew the wall before we could mount a defense and marched right in.” The old man handed control of his little operation to one of his underlings and took a moment to clear his throat and rest.

“Garnet’s brat killed all the guards, made an example of a few direct members of the clan and put us back to work. When you showed up, they forced all the families upstairs,” he looked towards the front of the barracks.”

“Alfofida Malachite is clearing a way for them to get out,” I told him.

He nodded. “With the kitchen fire handled, the smoke should be light enough that they’re okay.”

As if prophesying the fact, a young woman, holding the hands of two children, charged out into the open. Behind her streamed an older woman, followed by an older man. They were all coughing, and while their eyes watered, they lacked the puffy redness that the old man did. So whatever was upstairs protected them from the smoke. Logic told me it didn’t work that way, but I had to wonder how clever the Dorfs were to set up proper ventilation in case of emergencies.

They streamed out in their dozens. Mostly women and children. A few older men as well. Whoever had been upstairs at the time when things went wrong, it made me wonder where the rest of the Dorfs were. This was a mining town.

“Where are the men?” I asked.

“Down in the mine, sir,” the old Dorf rumbled. “Depending on how many you got on the way in. There’s probably a dozen or two down there figuring things out.”

Figuring things out, turned out to be rather easy. There were eight of Garnet’s men down in the mine. Eight, guarding almost eighty miners. They kept control with a combination of raw violence and their military frames. The miners simply weren’t equipped to handle combat like this. Of those frames, two of them were down in the mines, holding back the miners.

It would be an ugly fight for both sides. In the end though, with the old Dorf acting as the go between, we organized for their surrender. Garnet’s people grudgingly accepted that they weren’t getting away. And their hostages weren’t quite as placid as they’d hoped, knowing that there were friendly forces awaiting them at the surface.

While literally staring down the barrel of a gun, they disarmed, and marched up. Only to be taken back down and stuck in the same cages they were keeping some of the more disruptive miners in. Which turned out to be a fantastic place to put the rest of our captured Dorfs. With the exception of Huldren, who we kept at the surface to keep an eye on his arm.

Which came to the next stage of my plan.

“You’re breaking my heart, Tobias,” Folotelyn told me.

“I know,” I replied softly. “But I need you to do this for me. I need someone that won’t have to jump through hoops to reach Hanwarra. And I need Alfofida here for the construction efforts.”

“I didn’t say I misunderstood your reasoning,” she hissed angrily. “Just… that I don’t want to do this.”

“But you’re going to anyway,” I said firmly. “Take the children with you. As many as you can fit.”

“Toby—”

“I love you Foly,” I leaned in and kissed her.

Foly sighed as our lips broke apart, and she nodded. “We’ll strip the landor. Make as much room as possible and leave right away. The sooner we go, the sooner we can return.”

“And as soon as this is over, you and I will spend some quality time together to make up for it,” I promised.

Foly narrowed her eyes. “Weren’t you already planning to spend several years testing our fertility?"

“So I’ll have a head start,” I said with a shrug. “Is that a problem?”

Foly smiled and her face pinked slightly. “I’ll speak with Grandmother. Maybe she has some ideas on how to increase our chances.”

I didn’t know if it would be possible. While humans and Dorfs had similar physical anatomy—that was like saying a dog and a cat had similar anatomy. Entirely separate species. Cross breeding wasn’t possible. I hoped nobody was getting their hopes up over the idea, because I had my doubts.

While I would have loved to send Foly off with a quick goodbye, she was true to her word. With a team of Dorfs, the landor was stripped of all non-vital equipment. Frames, armor stands, even the bed. Though they kept much of the bedding. The end result was not only was there room for all the children, but many of their mothers too. Along with those who had been too injured or too old to remain here. So when Foly kissed me goodbye, it was just myself, Alfi, Dernorra, Kiggaelin, my original group of Dorf soldiers and the bulk of the surviving workforce.

I stood on the wall, alongside many others, watching as Foly took our most vulnerable away. It was a risk. If they were spotted by bandits and attacked, things would go horribly for them. All the equipment taken out was offset by the weight of the passengers. For better or worse, I was looking at two weeks before I would see any signs of Foly, Hanwarra or hopefully anyone else.

But I had a feeling it wouldn’t be that long. Garnet likely sent someone else here. A way to continue picking up supplies from the mine. It was a long trip and he would want resources to continue flowing. Which meant it was likely we only had days to prepare for the next landors to arrive. If we were lucky they would come relatively unarmed, only to transport ore. I didn’t want to think about how bad things would be if we were unlucky. Frames and shotguns would be useless if they blew up the wall while we stood on it.

“Sir?” Alfi nudged me. “What are your orders?”

“Set guards on the wall for the night,” I answered slowly. “Then we rest. Tend to the wounded who remained behind. Tomorrow we rebuild the wall.”

“And the mine?”

“Is it trouble?” I asked.

“No,” Alfi admitted. “I’m just making sure you want the normal production to halt.”

I thought for a moment. Not about whether that was a good idea, but whether the priorities of the Dorfs were so different to my own. Maybe not human society as a whole. But mine, certainly.

“Defenses take priority,” I said evenly. “Recover as much material as we can to rebuild the wall. Only mine for more rock if we come up short. The only reason I want someone down in that mine, is if there is immediate need for it.”

“Can I make a suggestion?” she asked.

I turned to face her directly and pressed a kiss to her lips. “Of course you can.”

She smiled and blushed, knowing I’d just kissed her in front of a bunch of strangers, alongside our forces. Alfi held firm and nodded. “We need more ammunition.”

I couldn’t help but agree with her. If things turned bad, we’d need every shot that counted. “What were you thinking?”

“Let me take a team. A small group to put something together⁠—”

“Done,” I answered immediately. “Take whatever you can.”

“Within reason,” she added with a smile. “Thank you Toby.”

“No,” I shook my head. “Thank you, my beautiful, wonderful and most intelligent wife.”

She made a small noise as I kissed her again, before all but running away as she went to set things up. The few Dorfs around were giving me strange looks. Even those who had seen me interacting with my wives weren’t used to the kissing. The ones who were part of the Malachite clan hadn’t seen it at all. They looked like I’d just eaten something they’d consider questionable, but none of them called me on it. None of them even knew what I was when I got out of the frame.

Word had come and gone that there was a strange man living in the city, but hearing about me and seeing me for the first time was two entirely different things. My actions today though had blunted a lot of the distrust. That went double when Alfi came into it. I might be a stranger, but each and every one of them recognized her. If not in person, than by reputation and loyalty to the clan as a whole.

And with Foly’s landor finally vanishing over a rise, I turned and made my way back into the mining town.

It turned out that one of the buildings was in fact the home of the governor. Or… whatever title they gave the person who ran the place. That Dorf, his family and his children were some of the ones Huldren made an example of. Their bodies had been strung up inside the mine for the workers to see and I had made it a point to have them buried appropriately.

It also meant that there was a home for me and the ladies to stay in. It had been ransacked, tossed about and generally made a mess. But everything was still here. The little Garnet bastard apparently didn’t trust the place and chose to stay in his own landor while they were here. So at least I didn’t have to sleep where that monster had.

It also meant I had a rather large bath to visit. I knew the way and made my way upstairs. Like Foly’s bath, it was a large bowl, just, not quite as large. Which wasn’t really saying much, since Foly’s was almost a small swimming pool on its own.

Only, as I stepped into the private quarters we’d adopted, I heard the sounds of two ladies coming from the bathroom. I thought for a moment about coming back later. Then I recalled the communal bathing arrangement when we sealed the tunnel I was found in. I’d already seen Dernorra naked, and this was clearly her and Kiggaelin. Nobody else would have gone in there and the guards wouldn’t have let just anyone into the home.

With that in mind, I stripped off my things, grabbed a towel and made my way in. Sure enough, Dernorra was seated on the edge of the bath. Her large breasts hung over the top of Kiggaelin’s head, as she sat in the water in front of Dernorra. They both looked up, Kiggaelin with a blush, while Dernorra simply smiled and continued with what she was doing. And that was washing Kiggaelin’s hair.

“I didn’t expect you back so soon,” Dernorra explained. “We said goodbye to Foly before she left.”

I’d noticed as much. There was a lot going on. I’d gone up to watch her leave, but most of the others were getting things settled for the night. There was a shortage of blankets and other things. Things that would need to be retrieved with the use of frames from the kitchens and upstairs.

I’d been right in the end. There were considerations for bad weather and ventilation was designed to sweep the smoke up the stairs and out hidden passages in the ceiling. It kept the upstairs portion of the barracks mostly smoke free, but they couldn’t escape due to the fires. Apparently multiple staircases for such things, wasn’t something they considered. Then again, with everything made out of stone, fires weren’t all that much of a concern. Only the smoke.

“Well,” I said, stepping into the water. “I hope that you don’t mind that I’m joining you. Bathing on the landor works, but it’s not quite a bath.”

Dernorra leaned down and whispered something in Kiggaelin’s ear. My read-headed wife blushed slightly, but gave a small nod, only for Dernorra to push Kiggaelin deeper into the bath to rinse her hair.

Ignoring them for now, I sat myself on the edge of the bath and started lathering myself down with soap. Clean first and then a soak. Then I could take my time in the hot water. I gave myself a scrub, rinsed and slipped into the water to dunk my head. Sitting up once more, I added some soap and scrubbed at my scalp, as I listened to the water splash around me.

“You two done?” I asked, keeping my eyes closed to keep out the soap.

The water sloshed over my legs, and I frowned as I felt a warm pair of hands. One on each knee as one of them was now perched just in front of my legs.

“Okay, what’s going on?” I asked.

“Folotelyn made a small request,” Dernorra said, from a spot several feet above where the hands on my knees were. Suggesting she was standing in the water above Kiggaelin. “I’m just offering some advice.”

When those hands pushed my legs wider, I realized what was going on. “Kiggaelin?”

One hand vanished, followed by the other. Only for them both to gently grasp my cock. “Yes, dear husband?” Lyn asked in a soft voice. “Is something wrong?”

“No,” I admitted.

“Good,” Kiggaelin said with a breathy sigh. “Foly said you might be nervous…”

“If not for Grandmother’s threat, I think he’d be far more comfortable with the arrangement,” Dernorra whispered.

I sighed as Lyn began to stroke. Her hands were soft, warm and slightly uncoordinated. It was obvious she hadn’t done something like this before.

“A little firmer. Hold it by the base with one hand,” Dernorra instructed.

Kiggaelin’s fingers tightened around my shaft, before pushing down to the base. Her other hand continued to stroke and lightly twist the top half, going over the head and back.

“Oh shit,” I grunted.

“He likes that,” Dernorra giggled. “It’s a shame we’ve not officially made me a wife yet. Can you imagine us both doing this?”

“Yes,” I admitted. Foly and Alfi had done similar things.

“Hmm, I suppose I’m not surprised about Alfi, but… Foly or Hanwarra? Kiggaelin, a little faster, the soap will lubricate things.”

“Okay,” Kiggaelin said in a small voice.

When her hand stroked me faster, I leaned back on my hands. “That feels fucking amazing.”

“Imagine that thick fucking cock sliding up inside you,” Dernorra moaned softly.

“Not allowed,” Kiggaelin said with a tremble.

“But you want it, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Kiggaelin whispered.

“I’ve heard he locks his other wives,” Dernorra continued to tease the red-haired Dorf. “That he does it almost every time. That they just can’t help it. Can you imagine?”

“Yes?”

Dernorra giggled. “Can you really?”

Kiggaelin let out a whimper. “No.”

“No,” Dernorra sighed with disappointment. “So you lied?”

“No!”

Dernorra tutted. “Tobias, sir. Are you close to cumming?”

I grunted as I listened to their banter. “Maybe.”

“Ha,” Dernorra laughed softly. “A little faster Kiggaelin. You’ve been naughty, so you get to do all the hard work, but I want to taste it.”

“What?” I frowned, as Kiggaelin’s hands sped up once more.

I gritted my teeth as my cock firmed up in response to the stimulation. There was the splashing of water as Dernorra moved and then I felt it. A warm set of lips wrapping around the head of my cock. Despite all things, she wasn’t my wife. I felt a pang of conflict and I reached down to pry her off. Only for my hand to sink into a bob of short hair. Short hair.

“Suck dear,” Dernorra instructed.

“Mmm,” came Kiggaelin’s reply, vibrating my cock as she started doing just that.

She sucked, sliding down my cock and taking it further into her mouth. Her tongue licked up along the underside of it before she pulled back up. As she slid her mouth back down again, I finally erupted. Kiggaelin let out a squeal of surprise, but she didn’t stop. Rope after rope of my seed sprayed across her tongue, as she sucked it down without a hint of complaint.

When it was all too much, I pulled her back. Kiggaelin’s mouth slipped off my cock with a small pop and I slumped onto my back to catch my breath. The whole time, she kept her grip on my cock as I puffed and panted.

“Isn’t it… supposed to go down, when he’s finished?” Kiggaelin asked.

Dernorra giggled. “Remember, he locks his wives, almost every time. I’d bet he finishes twice too.”

“Dammit Dernorra,” I groaned. “Don’t… shit.”

“Mmm,” Kiggaelin moaned as she took me in her mouth again.


CHAPTER ELEVEN



It took six days, before something moved on the horizon. It was Alfi who opened the door and stepped inside with a worried expression. Our eyes met and I set down the paperwork I was going over. Yeah. Paperwork. The wall, while not back to its illustrious original glory, was solid and whole once more. Which meant there was little for the miners and masons of this town to do, but return to work. As such, I had spent several days going over everything needed to run a small town.

Thankfully, before Garnet’s little bastard showed up, things had run rather well here. Plenty of resources to go around. This world did not scrimp on needs. It turned out that with the ether mining, they dug up a lot of other minerals too. That, the miners would collect and either sell wholesale, or in some cases, they took their share and did things with it. There was a fair degree of art, tools and other equipment that slowly made its way back to the major cities for purchase. As such, I felt it was my duty to figure out what had been ordered, sent and paid for. If only to smooth things over when normality returned.

It was mind numbing to the extreme, and yet… There was something fulfilling about it. Either being able to confirm that an order had been completed, or that we had the order sitting in storage gave me a sense of achievement. In more than a few cases, I had to flag something because the Dorf in charge of making the thing had been killed. It broke my heart, seeing the half-unfinished statue of a Dorf girl, who had died in an accident. Her parents had paid the commission, since the stone that came from this mine was a particular favorite of the girls. Only for that artist to die at the hands of Garnet’s forces. The man was a guard, and had died shortly after the wall breached.

I also had a steady influx of fresh information coming in. Alfi’s reports on ammunition in particular. She had some other projects she was working on as well, however, those never made it far in the reports. She always had a gleam in her eye when she told me they were doing well. I didn’t pry. If she said it was going well, and she wasn’t volunteering the information, then it was meant as a surprise.

So, I was startled a little as she burst into the office I’d been using. I listened to her description. A half dozen landors in Garnet’s colors. There was good and bad news there. The first was that this was likely another group sent to collect ore. The bad news was that they likely knew there was a problem. Huldren led the previous force that I had destroyed and captured. If those Dorfs had made it to safety, there was always a chance that this group was armed and ready for us.

“Alright, keep it quiet. Get the frames to the wall. Dernorra should handle how best. If they come for the wall, I want them dealt with before they get close enough to matter.”

“Sir!” Alfi chirped and rushed out to deliver my orders.

I took a deep breath, and pushed back on my chair. There was a soft pop, as my cock slipped out of Kiggaelin’s mouth. She looked aghast as she hurried out from under the desk and grabbed my legs.

“Lyn—”

“Let me come with you,” she said, kissing the underside of my cock.

She was one hell of a distraction in all this. I don’t know where it started. It might have been her idea. All I’d been able to piece together was that Foly’s little talk had spurred her on to try and suck my cock at every opportunity. Dernorra had realized rather quickly, but I wasn’t sure Alfi had yet. Kiggaelin spent most of her time with me, since she walked slowly and I didn’t move around much as I performed my duties. So that naturally translated to me stepping out for a minute, only to come back to her beneath my desk, waiting for me.

“Husband?” she pleaded, running her tongue up the underside. “I’ll be in my frame. I’ll hold a shotgun.” She closed her lips over the head and sucked gently. Three or four times a day at minimum, had left me with plenty of staying power. Which only seemed to drive her on to get more creative.

She slid down my cock, sucking firmly, before pulling back to the tip. “Please?” she begged. “Don’t set me aside again?”

“I’m not setting you aside,” I grunted as she slurped on the head. “I’m keeping you safe, while you’re recovering.”

She pouted softly and pulled off my cock. “What… if I sweeten the deal then?”

“Lyn, you’ve had my dick in your mouth twice today already. What could you possibly offer to sweeten what is already a sweet deal?”

She looked up at me, and then stood. I watched as she walked backward until her hips hit the desk. Then she hopped up onto it. I watched in confusion as she shuffled back, pushing the paperwork aside, before tucking her legs up.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Do you want to fuck me, dear husband?”

I sighed. “That’s a stupid fucking question and you know it.”

She giggled and nodded. “I’m terrified that our first time will be a disappointment. But… I have an idea if you’re interested?”

She slowly turned, facing away from me. Before leaning back along the desk, her head dangled off the edge. She was staring back at me, upside down, with a shy smile on her face. She licked her lips, while staring, and then opened her mouth wide. Her invitation was clear and I had a small aneurism as I tried to make my legs work.

It took me only a moment to climb out of my chair, only for Lyn to put her hands out to grab my thighs.

“Gently, husband,” she whispered. “If you break me, I’ll have to recover before we try again.”

I nodded and she opened her mouth. With her tongue sticking out, she reached the tip of my cock, and steered me between her lips. It was a different sensation from this angle. More intense in a way. Her upper lip curled over her teeth to protect the underside of my cock, while her tongue lathered the top as I slid deeper. I stopped, with my cock part way into her mouth. Taking her words to heart, I began to retract.

She kept her lips tightly wrapped around my cock the whole time. She would moan softly as I thrust in, before swallowing and suckling, before I drew my cock back out once more. At the tip, she would tense her jaw, squeezing gently as if to prevent me taking my cock out of her mouth entirely.

It was Kiggaelin who changed things up the first time. I slid into her mouth, and right before I pulled back, she gently bit down. I froze in place, worried I’d done something as I felt her teeth. Only for her to undulate her tongue, while continuing to suck.

“Want more?” I asked.

“Mmm,” came the muffled reply.

I groaned softly, and pushed further in. Her jaw relaxed and I felt my cock almost hit the back of her throat, before she made a soft noise. Halting there, I rested, and then slowly withdrew. She inhaled sharply, and I let her breathe for a moment, before pushing my cock back in. Two thirds of my shaft vanished between her lips with each slow thrust. If I kept staring at the way her lips wrapped around me, I was going to finish sooner rather than later. Which might have been the smart thing, but I was enjoying myself far too much.

Unfortunately, the only other place I had to look was at her body, slumped over the desk in front of me. I could see the heave of her chest with each breath she took. And her chest looked fantastic. I reached in with one hand, feeling her tremble at my touch. Her shirt was tight, and I found her nipples hard as I palmed her glorious breasts. She moaned softly as I squeezed them and she raised her heels to sit on the edge of the table.

While I kept Grandmother’s words to heart, there was still something I could do for her. We hadn’t explored this before. Like a line neither of us wanted to risk crossing, as if taking this step, would lead to taking more. Right now though, I was more than satisfied with my situation.

She wore loose fitting pants, since we arrived here. She’d swapped them for the pilot outfit she had worn previously. Kiggaelin made a confused noise as she felt me untying the front, but made no effort to stop me as I got them loose. There was a small moment of panic as I accidentally thrust further into her mouth, hitting the back of her throat as I shoved the hem down over her ass. But she recovered quickly and even raised her legs as I pulled her pants up her legs and threw them to the side.

I didn’t hesitate as I leaned one hand on the table. The other I slid down her curvy body and traced up the crease of her labia. I heard as her breath hitched. Her body squirmed and her legs trembled. In response I pushed a little firmer, rubbing between her legs.

“I’ve neglected you enough,” I muttered as I slowly thrust into her mouth. “As your husband, it’s my responsibility to satisfy you properly. You’ve done such a good job of satisfying me. It’s only fair.”

When I reached her clit, I swirled over the top. Kiggaelin’s legs clamped shut and she grabbed my arm.

“If you want me to continue, I need my arm,” I told her, just in case something was actually wrong.

Her response was to release my arm and grab my hips instead. Her legs trembled as they opened, and threatened to close as I began rubbing her clit once more.

“Sensitive, aren’t you?” I mused as I rubbed small circles over her clit. She made a soft noise of agreement, before pulling me firmer against her mouth. I felt my cock press the pack of her throat, and she choked for a moment but didn’t loosen her grip. I smirked at the challenge, and slipped my hand up towards her belly. When I reached the band of her underwear, I slipped my hand beneath, and straight into the wet, slick furnace of her labia. Her clit was a hard little marble that I felt only for a moment before her legs slammed shut over my hand.

It was only for a moment before she opened them again and she desperately sucked on my cock in response.

“I bet this feels as good for you,” I drawled. “As it does for me.”

If anything, she sucked harder. My long thrusts were now short strokes. She kept her hands in place, forcing my dick into the back of her throat with each shift of my hips. I could see the start of the bulge in her neck from the pressure. It still wasn’t my whole length, but I didn’t care. This was amazing, and I wanted her to feel the pleasure she had been giving me for days now. The problem was, at this rate, I was still going to come up short.

Kiggaelin was determined. She sucked and slurped, desperately trying to milk my cock into her throat. And all I could do in return was rub her clit a little. It worked and she was clearly having the time of her life, but…

“New plan,” I said, yanking my hand out of her underwear.

I leaned over her. Grabbing her around the waist. I heard a soft choke as my cock pressed into her throat, but I ignored that as I dragged her backward off the table. Kiggaelin made a squeal around my cock as I lifted her into the air. A step back before my knee hit the chair, and I slumped backwards into it.

“Toby!” She gasped as she settled in my lap, upside down.

“Sorry Lyn.” I grinned as I stared at the panty clad pussy now set before my eyes. “But if I have any chance of keeping up with you, I have to use my mouth too.”

One hand around her waist, the other I hooked the edge off her underwear. I was vicious as I tore them to one side. The fabric split and her glorious pussy glistened before me. Kiggaelin made a noise of protest, but I ignored her as I tasted her for the first time. Her hips bucked, and her legs slammed closed around my ears. Which did nothing as I licked her once more.

A rough and very desperate mouth found my cock a moment later. She pushed her face down, taking my cock as deep as she could, while I traced her clit with my tongue. She tasted fresh, a little tangy and as delicious as my other wives. And I had no intention of dragging this out. Alfi had delivered her message and she’d no doubt come looking. So I opened my mouth and sucked her clit between my lips. Of all the actions I could have predicted. It wasn’t Kiggaelin slamming her face into my crotch with all her weight.

I felt her throat constrict and she swallowed almost on reflex. I must have been half way down her esophagus and felt the ripple of muscle as she did so. Pussy juices poured out of her and she jerked her hips, even as I continued to lavish her clit with attention. My senses narrowed to my cock being massaged deep within Kiggaelin’s willing throat, while her leaking pussy visibly throbbed before my very eyes.

The physical, visual and mental stimulation hit me like a truck, and I moaned as the first rope of my seed flooded Kiggaelin’s throat. She shuddered when she felt it, but only tightened her legs around my head in response. The two of us were in this for the long run as I continued to feed her, while she soaked the front of my shirt.

Neither of us noticed the shocked, green-haired Dorf standing in the doorway with Dernorra right behind her.
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I looked over the rocky landscape and spotted the dust cloud immediately. We had bare minutes… I likely should have felt guilty about that. I didn’t though. After quietly cleaning up, getting changed and ignoring Alfi and Dernorra, Lyn and I exchanged a quiet kiss. I just had to make sure she was okay, before I helped stuff her into a tin suit.

She stood beside me, shotgun cradled in her arms. She still walked slowly. I hoped she would regain her full mobility. At least, in the frame she seemed to be fine. I was still going to keep an eye on her though.

“Toby, sir,” Alfi called my attention from beside me. “I have these for you.”

I looked over and saw her holding an ammunition crate towards me. I plucked one out with my oversized gauntlet and turned it over. It wasn’t a metal slug like the last ones. This was… clay?

“What is it?” I asked. “Non-lethal?”

“Non?” She laughed. “No. Very lethal. I did some experimentation. The clay will shatter when you fire the shotgun. Inside the clay is a bunch of smaller darts.”

“Oh, shit,” I said, staring at the device in my hand with horror. “You made a flechette?”

“I don’t know that word,” Alfi replied softly.

“Neither do I, it’s French,” I admitted, before laughing. “Sorry, ignore that. My world has more than one language. The French invented the flechette round. Metal skewers in place of a solid projectile.”

“That… yes…” she sighed. “Flechette. I’ll remember that. They won’t have the same penetration against the landors.”

“But they’ll shred anything without armor,” I continued on her behalf. “How many of these do you have?”

“Just this box,” she admitted. “The clay takes time to harden. It’s fragile and tends to break if you take it out of the mold too early.”

“Got it,” I nodded. “I’ll save them.”

Conveniently enough, I had plenty of places to put it. Alfi had set up a few attachment points on our frames to hold items. I had a half dozen magazines already loaded and ready. We still had a shortage of them though. So we all carried a box of spare ammunition on our hips. I had a box on one side, but the other was free, so I attached the box of flechette to the spare point. Then, I watched as the landors slowly trundled to a halt.

They’d just realized something was wrong. The gates were closed and the wall was up. With the frames on the wall, it was obvious they were in trouble. The landors shifted and began driving forward in a tight convoy. We watched as they lined themselves up, only to suddenly turn away. It was then I noticed the ramps were swinging down and I realized they were more prepared than we thought.

“FIRE!” I roared.

My order came too late to stop what happened next. In the back of each landor, was a giant ballista. The weapons were already loaded and ready to fire. With the ramp lowering, they had a clean shot at the top of the wall. Only myself, and one other managed to fire a round. I hit the landor, but had no idea how much damage I did, before the ballistae unleashed.

I saw it coming. The heavy spear, spinning as it tore through the air towards me. Then something stuck from the side. I pitched over and I caught a glimpse of green eyes in a metal helmet, before the spear struck Alfofida in the chest. I heard a scream through the radio as she pitched backward and tumbled from the wall.

“ALFI!”

“FIRE!” Dernorra roared. “KILL THEM! KILL THEM ALL!”

“I’m okay!” Alfi’s pained voice echoed in my ears. “Toby, I’m okay!”

I sagged when I heard her. She was hurt, but alive. I wanted to run down to her. But… She and everyone else would see me run from the wall.

“FUCK!” I roared and spun back to face the enemy.

I started firing. Frames charged out of the landors. Not an army, but enough that it was clearly an attempt to secure this mine. At least before we took it back. I fired until my shotgun stopped. Yanking the magazine free, I tossed it aside and slammed a fresh one into place. Then started firing once more. Beside me, Kiggaelin did her best. She stood at my side, taking a slower, but more deadly approach as she targeted the frames on the ground. When I saw another spear fly out and hit another frame on the wall, I realized we were having accuracy problems.

There was only one thing for it. I emptied my magazine and yanked it free. Squatting down for cover, I left the original slugs and started pushing the flechette shots into the spent magazine. When it was full, I pushed it into my shotgun and collected the first I’d dropped. When I stood, I waited until Kiggaelin paused and grabbed her arm.

“Load this with flechettes!” I ordered as I handed the empty magazine to her.

She nodded and set her shotgun down as she reached for my hip. I hefted my shotgun. The familiar booms and shrieks of the rounds tore through the air around me. Another spear whistled overhead, missing Kiggaelin who yelped. Which caught my attention. I aimed directly at the open back of the landor, and squeezed the trigger. There was the familiar pulse, followed by a puff and a small cloud of dirt.

As the air screamed in protest, the tiny metal darts were roughly pencil shaped. They spread in a small cone and tore into the ballista team. I saw the spray of blood and two of the Dorfs collapse immediately. A third hit the ground and started crawling away, as I turned to the next landor in line. They were taking aim, when my second shot tore through them. One of the darts must have struck the cable mechanism, because the ballista arms slammed forward and shattered, knocking down an unaware frame.

I worked my way along the line of frames. Garnet’s Dorfs had no idea what was happening. Their surprise attack had been routed. Their people decimated. Kiggaelin misunderstood what I had asked her, and rather than reload for me, she ended up with a magazine of flechette rounds of her own. Which temporarily doubled the hell we created for Garnet’s forces.

When the third landor in line suddenly exploded, the Dorfs on the ground broke ranks. Some of them threw themselves on the ground. Others ran for the hills. Two of their landors began driving away, but that only drew our attention. The combined efforts of our frames hammering into those landors drew them to a halt as well, before the furthest one exploded too.

When that happened, the last landor came to a halt. And the last I saw of the drivers of that landor, they were sprinting for the hills as fast as their legs would take them.
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“GET ON THE FUCKING GROUND!” I roared as the terrified Dorfs dropped to their knees.

“Tobias, sir!”

I spun and glared at the frame, only to recognize the pink eyes in the faceplate. “Dernorra.”

“Sir, you’ve done enough,” she tried to reason with me. “I know you’re mad.”

“I’m more than fucking mad,” I growled. “How many times is someone going to try and kill someone I love? HOW MANY FUCKING TIMES!”

“At least a few more, sir,” Dernorra said evenly. “But nobody is trying to kill your wives right now. They’ve surrendered and if another one shits themselves, I’m going to be furious with you later as I scrub that stench off my frame.”

Yeah… I might be in a mood. Alfi was okay… at least, she said she was. Someone came and got her and I hadn’t heard anything since. I’d left a few orders for someone to find her, and then tell me, but that was before I came out into the open to deal with the prisoners. The frames were simple. They got out, or we got them out. The Dorfs hiding inside the landors were a bigger problem. More than that, there were plenty of places to hide under them as well. They might have started with the element of surprise, but our weapons were nothing like they had experienced before. And yes… several, in fact, had messed themselves in terror.

The flechette rounds in particular were terrifying. Someone was babbling about demons screaming in their ears as their friends died around them. They’d been taken away, with a metal dart stuck in their leg and given medical attention. Likely to the same place Alfofida was.

“Fuck,” I swore. “Does anyone⁠—”

“TOBIAS SIR!” a new voice called. “I found her!”

“Go on,” Dernorra prodded me. “Fighting’s over. Go see your wife.”

I growled to myself and marched over to the Dorf who was shouting. He saw me coming and nodded. “This way sir!”

He moved at a jog and I hurried along behind him. We passed bodies, blood and bits of Dorf. Strewn about was metal shattered stone and battle damaged frames. Ignoring all that, we passed through the wall, only for the Dorf to swing towards the barracks we’d evacuated when we first arrived.

“Go in, turn right and she’s in the third room on the left.”

“Got it.” I nodded.

I paused at the door, letting a pair of green-haired Dorfs help a Dorf go ahead of me. The man had a bandaged arm and walked with a limp, but he was well enough to throw me a nod as he went in. I followed behind for a moment and then followed to the right as instructed. I counted the doors and saw that hers was the only one that was closed.

I didn’t bother knocking. I just opened it and stepped inside to see my wife, pinned against the wall. Her chest and side was bandaged and before her, holding a knife in trembling hands was one of Garnet’s soldiers. He was bandaged across the head and blood ran down his face, but his eyes went wide as I lunged towards him.

My armored fist connected with his jaw. The man’s head snapped back as he fell, but I wasn’t done. Screaming with rage, I grabbed him by the ankle and swung him against the wall. His body made a wet snapping sound as he impacted. Not satisfied with the first strike, I swung him over my head. And this time, when he struck the floor, his skull popped like a watermelon.

When a pair of green-haired soldiers charged into the room and froze at the sight of the smashed Dorf on the floor, I made the gesture to open my frame.

“Get any of Garnet’s men out of this building immediately,” I growled as I turned to Alfi, who broke down into tears and threw herself into my arms.


CHAPTER TWELVE



Alfi opened her big green eyes and noticed me watching her. Curled into my side, we’d been warned by the medical personnel that sleeping in the nest might not be the most comfortable position for her. Alfi’s entire side was a mass of horrible bruising and more than a few cracked ribs. They had the equipment here to treat her, but without heading back to the city for a proper scan they were relying on observations and Alfi’s descriptions.

Considering the dent in the front of her frame and the height she fell from, I was just relieved she was alive at all. When we combined our sheer relief of that, with my feelings as I marched into her room in the makeshift hospital... Well despite having Garnet’s wounded transferred to the mine, Alfi refused to part from me, and there wasn’t enough room for us both to sleep on the cot she’d been given.

Which led to some of the gentlest lovemaking. My submissive little wife, curled in my lap. Clutched gently in my arms, we gently rocked against one another. I’m fairly certain that having Lyn watching in silence, did something for her. For both of them really. Alfi’s exhibition, along with Lyn’s denial, gave them both a twisted sense of satisfaction that I couldn’t really keep up with. So long as both were happy, I wasn’t about to do anything about it either.

“Good morning,” I said, kissing her nose.

She giggled softly and then winced as her ribs pained her. I held her gently in place as she recovered and then I helped her up. My movement stirred Kiggaelin, who was curled up behind me. She liked to stay close as well. Dernorra too usually spent the night with us. Though she remained a healthy distance away, laying on the other side of the nest.

“And good morning to you,” I said, turning my head as Lyn leaned in for a kiss of her own.

It felt natural to kiss them. Though they still discussed it at length. They each found it both extremely strange to kiss and be kissed. Yet none of them refused or disliked it in the least. In fact, they seemed to greatly enjoy it. Something that I was happy to continue doing.

“Good morning you three,” Dernorra said with a yawn as she blinked awake.

After another round of murmured greetings, each of us got up. Both Alfi and Lyn were moving slowly. Alfi with her injured ribs, and Lyn from the gut wound that still gave her trouble. While Alfi would be fine in a few weeks given time to rest, we still worried about Kiggaelin. She was more than capable of moving around while wearing a frame. The support made all the difference. The muscles in her torso were so badly damaged by the infection she might never quite recover. We had hope though.

“You think they’re coming today?” Kiggaelin asked as we dressed and readied ourselves for breakfast.

“I hope so,” I muttered. “Never thought it would be so boring guarding a mine like this.”

“That’s war,” Dernorra sighed as he pulled her top down over her sizable chest. “Long periods of sitting and waiting, punctuated with hours of terror and violence.”

Nobody had much to say about that.

It had been another week since the battle. Garnet’s men had stumbled onto some survivors. It was only by luck that they had come with a small detachment of soldiers and the equipment to defend the walls. They didn’t quite believe the reports they’d received though. The survivors had begged and pleaded, even pointing out the destroyed landors as they approached the mining outpost.

Their commander, who hadn’t survived, had called them cowards. Unfortunately, those same Dorfs had been in one of the landors that had exploded. Their forces were routed. Over half of them dead, with half the survivors badly wounded. A third of which had died in the days since, with the rest clinging to survival, while we kept them under guard in a disused section of the mines.

Other than the situation in the hospital, and a few isolated arguments, they’d been rather cooperative. Huldren had kept his nose clean and so long as he kept it that way, he was treated like the other prisoners. Something he’d complained about initially, until I told him we could always leave him bound and gagged like before.

Turned out he preferred to be treated like the rest of his men.

So, with nothing else to do, we’d gone back to mining, guarding the walls and simply waiting. Sooner or later, Hanwarra would send someone. I’d find out how mad she was at me, and we’d move onto the next step of this damn war. I just hoped that my decisions here would show that pushing ahead was a better option than letting Garnet dig in further.

And speaking of the devil, there was a solid knock on the door. I looked over the women in the room and made sure they were presentable, before making my way over to open it. A Malachite descended Dorf wearing armor gave a small bow.

“Sir, we’ve spotted a landor approaching, with Obsidian colors,” he announced.

“Finally.” I nodded. “Thank you, we’ll be right down.”

I closed the door as the Dorf turned and marched back to wherever he came from. Then I scrambled into my pilot suit. The others made the change too. It was one thing to see a landor in the right colors, another to see who was actually in it. Within minutes, Dernorra, Alfi, Lyn and I were atop the wall, in our frames and armed with shotguns. The ladies with the standard slugs, while I had flechette rounds in case things went bad. We kept our weapons at the ready, but didn’t raise them.

The landor wasn’t one of the larger ones used for war. This was a smaller variant, like the one our diving team had used in the beginning. They were also making no strange movements. They came right towards us, aiming for a spot between a destroyed landor and one that we’d been stripping for parts to repair the others.

When the landor halted, it didn’t turn around. I had to think for a moment if that was better or worse. When Garnet’s landors stopped, they turned and had weapons mounted in the rear. If they didn’t turn, they’d be able to stream frames out with the cover of the landor itself. In the end, I figured it was safer for us this way. The slugs would punch through the landor regardless of its orientation and the frames within wouldn’t stand a chance. Unless they had shotguns of their own, there wasn’t much of a risk for us.

I was still rather relieved when I spotted Foly dart around the side of the landor and wave. I met her at the gates as they opened. I’d practically run to meet her. She was accompanied by her brother-in-law Rarrouth and Duribrean, Alfi’s older brother.

Foly didn’t wait for the gate to fully rise as she crawled under. I was barely out of my frame when she threw herself into my arms. I caught her and spun around, earning myself a blast of giggling. One that only silenced as I kissed her.

“Still so very strange to see someone doing that,” Rarrouth commented.

“Odd to the extreme,” Duribrean agreed as the two of them stepped under the gate as it rose high enough.

When I released my first wife, I looked over with a grin. I didn’t much care what they thought of me. Especially not when it came to how I treated my wives. They liked it. That’s what I thought was important. Behind them though, I could see a small team bringing out crates with some frames.

“Brothers,” I nodded in greeting. “Glad you’re here, though… Not sure what I expected from all this.”

“We weren’t either,” Rarrouth agreed. “That’s why there’s the both of us. I’m here to go over your conduct and make sure you haven’t offended any of our laws⁠—”

“He hasn’t,” Dernorra announced, as she marched her frame over to join us.

“I’m sure he hasn’t,” Rarrouth conceded. “But I have been sent by the war council to be certain. These things are important, and… I need to make sure my confidence is not misplaced.”

I nodded when I realized what he was getting at. I’d promised to keep the violence to a minimum by taking prisoners where I could. He wanted to make sure I was keeping my end of the bargain.

“They’re in the mine,” I told him. “We’d been keeping them up top where it was more comfortable. One of Garnet’s men was in the barracks we’re using as a hospital and attacked Alfofida. So I had them confined.”

“And what happened to this man?” Duribrean asked.

“Let’s find somewhere to sit and talk. We’ve been attacked once already,” I explained as Foly grew concerned.
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“I’m not apologizing,” I glared at Rarrouth.

“Surely—”

“Rarrouth,” I snapped. “Remember the night of the attack. When Dorfs broke into the Kyanite clan home. Attacked you. Attacked Forbawynn. Attacked me, Folotelyn and everyone else.”

He scowled. “Yes, I recall.”

“Now imagine it happening twice,” I grunted.

His scowl deepened.

“I’m tired of people trying to kill me, Rarrouth,” I told him. “But I’m not going to go on a rampage and slaughter Garnet’s people over a grudge. You can check the mines yourself and see all the prisoners we’ve captured. Huldren’s down there too.”

“You captured Huldren Garnet?” Duribrean asked.

“I did. Mouthy little shit. But yes, he’s down there with the rest of them where they can’t cause trouble.”

“I’ll be interviewing them⁠—”

“Rarrouth, I respect you as my brother-in-law. But if you show up here accusing me of things, based on the testimony of prisoners who were raping and murdering civilians when I arrived, I’m going to challenge you to a duel,” I told him. “This isn’t just about me and my ego. Evil was done here, and that evil threatens the women in my life that I love.”

He must have seen something in the look I was giving him, because he didn’t finish his sentence. I had no doubt he’d go down and interview the prisoners. I just hoped he didn’t get any stories stuck in his head when he did.

“Well,” Duribrean sighed. “From what you’ve told us, and how you’ve handled things in the meantime, I’m sure you’re ready to leave.”

I let out a relieved sigh and looked at Rarrouth. “How long until we can leave?”

“You can leave immediately,” Rarrouth admitted.

“Hanwarra was actually quite upset that you didn’t come with me,” Foly said, adding to the conversation. “She seemed to understand what you did. But still upset you didn’t come back.”

“I’ll make it up to her,” I said with a firm nod. “I’m glad I stayed behind, since Garnet’s people responded quicker than we’d hoped. But I get it.”

“I would also appreciate you taking my sister back for proper medical care,” Duribrean muttered with a frown.

“I’m confident that I’ll make a full recovery,” Alfofida said and smiled at her brother.

“What are the two of you doing, now that you’re here anyway?” I asked.

“I’m taking control of the mine once more,” Duribrean stated. “Until we can find a suitable replacement, father wanted someone he could trust to handle things.”

“My position was more fluid,” Rarrouth admitted. “I’ll make my report, check a few things, and then likely bring the wounded and prisoners back in some of the landors you’ve captured.”

“So you’ll be a few days behind us then,” I said, understanding the situation.

“There’s no need to delay,” Folotelyn said with a smile. “We can leave as soon as you’re ready.”

“We’ll do that then.” I nodded, as I glanced over at Alfofida and Kiggaelin. “I’m sure they’re both fine, but I’d rather be safe.”

Foly just smiled.
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“Good to be home.” I smiled as the elevator clunked.

“Really?” Dernorra asked. “You’ve not been here long.”

I shrugged. “Home is where the heart lies.”

“That sounds… poetic,” Kiggaelin mumbled.

“Not by me,” I said and laughed. “Just means that I consider home where I’m happiest. And… well I’ve never been happier in my life than now, with all of you.”

Dernorra nodded slowly and I wondered for a moment if she was upset by what I’d just said. She wasn’t my wife, though she was pretty vocal about becoming one. Still, this wasn’t the time. All around us there was activity. Dorfs in frames marching along. Landors being loaded. Equipment being stored. It looked like she was mobilizing, and I had to wonder if she’d waited to get Rarrouth out of the way before she made the decision. He meant well, but the man was a pain.

“Alright, first thing. Alfi, Lyn. Let’s go find Grandmother,” I told them.

“Sir, shouldn’t we report to Elder Obsidian first?” Dernorra asked.

“Right after I drop them off for medical treatment,” I replied. Hanwarra would understand. Even if there was some cultural thing I was getting in the way of here, I wasn’t about to give up my own morals.

Dernorra accepted that though and didn’t argue when I found us a tracab to take us all over to the Kyanite clan home. There, a rather pleased Grandmother took my wives and assured me she would take care of them. I trusted that implicitly and allowed Folotelyn and Dernorra to lead me back to the tracab.

I’d have preferred to stay. Reasonably though, they were fine. Just getting checkups. Which meant I was best off going to see Hanwarra and figuring out my next steps. Which left my frosty greeting by her guards, much to be desired.

“Excuse me?” I frowned. “What do you mean?”

“Elder Obsidian has asked not to be disturbed at this time,” the guard said in a tone that showed how nervous he was. He knew exactly who I was, and what he was doing.

Before I could think of what to say, the door behind him swung open. I looked up, and met Hanwara’s eyes. She had a conflicted expression on her face. Like something was bothering her. I only saw it for a moment, before the door closed as another Dorf stepped out. One of the more senior guards. He looked me in the eye and licked his lips.

“Sir, if you’ll come with me. I will take your report on behalf of the Elder.”

I looked at Folotelyn, and saw the same dumbfounded expression on her face as mine. Even Dernorra looked bothered by this.

“Will Hanwarra be joining us?” I asked. “What’s going on?”

“I am just carrying out the Elder's wishes,” the Dorf said with a slow shake of his head. “Please, if you’ll follow me? I’ll have refreshments brought to us.”

I felt like I was being interrogated by the Dorf. Dernorra stood at my side, offering tidbits of information as the questions came out. She noticed other things, and confirmed some of what I said. The Dorf seemed to be prying information out of me, but didn’t seem to have any opinion on what he got. The food brought to us was tasty at least, and with the lack of guards, I didn’t feel like we were being set up for anything.

Being thanked for our time and let out though just felt odd by comparison. The guards by the main hall where my wife was, still refused to let me in. I had half a mind to start threats when Folotelyn and Dernorra dragged me back to the rooms we’d been staying in. Here, there were clear signs that Hanwarra had been using the room. My clothing was bunched up by the nest like she’d been going through it. There was a bundle of blankets and pillows within the nest showing where she had been sleeping.

“I’m sure she’s just busy with something,” Folotelyn said, squeezing my hand.

I grunted and tried not to think about it. The day drew on, and it was clear that we weren’t being summoned to anything. Alfofida and Kiggaelin returned with smiles, assuring me they would both be fine. Alfi had been taken care of to the best of everyone’s ability and she just had to take things easy for a time. Kiggaelin was told that she was healing nicely and that we only had time to see how far that actually went.

Hours later, food was brought to our room, and then hours after that, someone came and collected a few things for Hanwarra. They too were extremely nervous and it was only with the restraint of my wives that I didn’t try and beat a few answers out of them. But it also got me thinking.

“What if she’s in trouble?” I asked.

Dernorra, who had remained with us, gave me a strange look. “What do you mean?”

“I mean. Is it really that hard to think that maybe someone’s in there holding her hostage or something?” I asked the room.

“You think Garnet’s people are holding her captive?” Folotelyn asked.

“I’m saying he snuck in here once,” I pointed out. “And it’s weird as hell that she’s suddenly avoiding us. Was she like this when you were here?” I asked my blue-haired wife.

“No,” Folotelyn said with a frown. “She seemed a bit stressed, but not like this. I thought it just the pressures of her position and the war.”

I nodded slowly. Then sighed. “I… can’t just fucking sit here. This is driving me crazy.”

“What are you thinking then?” Alfi asked.

“I’m thinking that something might be terribly wrong, and we’re about to wake up with knives in us during the night,” I muttered.

“It’s almost happened once already,” Foly pointed out. “Garnet has shown what kind of monster he can be.”

“Alfi,” I said, catching the attention of my green-haired wife. “How many frames do we have here?”

“Ah… just the one right now, and it’s yours,” she frowned. “Just a prototype for a shotgun variant.”

I nodded and ignored that last part for now. “Is it operational? As a frame?”

She nodded. The plan was simple. We didn’t bother trying to tell anyone what we were doing. Either this would work, or we were already in Garnet’s trap. We moved quickly. Heading out of our room, Alfi led the way as we hurried downstairs and into her new workshop. This room was the most secure and had an abundance of equipment that would make for makeshift weaponry.

Sure enough, there was also a single frame. Just the bare skeleton of the frame, along with a few armored plates. The rest had been opened up to expose the internals she had been working on. I couldn’t really make out what she had been doing, but it looked like she was putting ammunition storage on the back.

“You're not going to be as protected,” Alfi said as she hurried over. “I do have one of the old shotguns though in a crate.”

“The split barrel ones?” I asked.

She nodded and I let out a sigh. It worked. It wasn’t perfect, but it worked. It only took her a few minutes to get the frame ready for me. It felt odd when I climbed into it. The front sealed up, but my arms felt exposed and the faceplate wasn’t currently attached. I’d be vulnerable, so I’d have to make this quick.

While I checked to make sure all my limbs worked, Alfi hooked up the power cable for the old shotgun design. And she held it out of the way while I picked up the old prototype. Part of me liked the design. It was raw, brutal and horribly inefficient. But it worked and had done the job it was designed for. I waited as Alfi connected it to the generator in my back, before I accepted a pouch to throw over my shoulder. That pouch was filled with the old metal slugs. Indoors like this, it wouldn’t matter how accurate they were.

“Alright, you lot lock the doors. Get whatever weaponry you can and wait for whatever happens next,” I warned them.

“Be safe Toby,” Foly said trying to smile bravely.

Alfi nodded encouragingly. “Get her back.”

Dernorra sighed. “This is dangerous, but… if you’re right.”

“I’d rather be wrong.” I nodded. “But there’s only one way to be certain.”

I gave them all another look, before turning to the door. Alfi rushed ahead and pulled it open, letting me out into the hall. The clunking heavy steps of my frame echoed and it wouldn’t be long before someone came to investigate. So I had to be quick, and I was glad I’d had time to practice.

I set off at a run. The booming steps of my frame made an awful noise without my helmet to buffer the sound. There was no way someone wouldn’t notice this and I didn’t care either. I slid around the corner and spotted the two guards in front of the main hall where Hanwarra was. They looked horrified as I charged towards them. My sudden appearance took them entirely by surprise and I didn’t waste it as I charged between them, slamming shoulder first into the door. The frame shuddered, but the door burst open as shouting and screaming echoed within.

“HANWARRA!” I roared, levelling the shotgun on…

She was the one screaming. She was sitting on a makeshift bed. Wearing a loose gown that hung over her thighs as she scrambled backward to press into the wall. There was nobody else in the room as she clutched her stomach.

“ELDER!” The guards shouted.

I spun and picked my target, only to hear Hanwarra’s order ring in my ears. “STOP! All of you!”

The two guards staggered as they tried to halt immediately. I held still for a moment, making sure they weren’t going to move.

“Both of you back out of the room,” I warned them.

“Do it,” Hanwarra ordered.

The two guards frowned, but slowly backed out of the room. I took the opportunity and shoved the door closed behind them, blocking them from view. Then I turned my attention to the room. Just in case anyone was hiding in here.

“Tobias?”

I grunted as I marched around. I felt dumb checking under a table, but I did so anyway. Just in case, I even looked up near the ceiling, in case someone was up there with a crossbow.

“TOBIAS!”

I froze and turned to Hanwarra, who broke down in tears. Hurrying over, I wasn’t about to risk getting out yet. I crouched down.

“Hey, hey. It’s okay⁠—”

“Who told you?”

“Told me?” I frowned. “Hanwarra, nobody has told me anything. The guards wouldn’t let me in, then another took my report. When someone came up to get your things, I thought something happened. That Garnet’s people had you hostage,” I blurted it out all in a stream as Hanwarra slowly grew a horrified expression.

“That…” she shook her head. “Damn it to the blackest depths,” she sighed. “Husband, I have an explanation, I’ve just been… terrified.”

“Of what?” I asked.

She sighed. “Of you.”

I felt like I’d been slapped. Right away, I switched gears and pulled my frame back. She watched me with tears rolling down her cheeks. She was clearly worried about something, and all I wanted to do was hold her and tell her it was all okay. I made the gesture, opening my frame and quickly hurried over, only for Hanwarra to take a step back as I approached.

“What?” I asked, stopping.

“I… I don’t…” she trembled.

“Hanwarra, you can tell me anything. I promise. Whatever it is, we can work through this,” I said, hoping that I’d actually be able to keep my word.

“I’m pregnant.”

I stared at her and she stared right back. It took me a few moments to process what she’d actually said, and the word that came out of my mouth was a simple, but stupid one.

“What?”

“I know… We can’t explain it. I know you’ve had roleplay with Alfi about⁠—”

“You’re pregnant?” I blurted.

Ra nodded slowly. And I stepped forward. Her eyes went wide as I grabbed her and my hands wrapped around her as I kissed her. She froze in my arms and I pulled back to see her staring up at me with a confused expression.

“Really?”

“Really—”

“I’M GOING TO BE A FATHER!” I roared at the ceiling and kissed her once more.

“Mmmph!” She managed to get out, before I stopped kissing her. “Toby?”

I dropped to my knees and took her by the hips, before kissing her right on the belly.

“Toby?” she asked in a smaller voice.

I looked up, grinning like an idiot as I spotted fresh tears rolling down her cheeks. “Oh…” I realized what all of this was. “Oh, Ra, no. I’m not upset, why would you think I’m upset?”

“I’m not the first wife,” she said in a trembling tone.

“I’m sure Folotelyn is going to be thrilled,” I said standing up to hug her. “You found out after she left, didn’t you?”

“I kept getting sick and the doctors weren’t sure what was wrong with me,” she said.

“You didn’t go for a scan with Grandmother?”

“No,” she admitted quietly. “I… I didn’t want you finding out from someone else, and… Toby I’m so sorry. I just didn’t know what to say, and then you were here and⁠—”

“Sh, sh, shhh,” I hugged her close. “Fuck, I thought you were in danger.”

“I’m sorry,” she apologized once more.

I sighed and bent. Ra let out a soft squeak as I lifted her into my arms. I turned on the spot and marched for the exit.

“Toby?”

“Need to find the others and call them off, before Alfi builds some new super weapon or something,” I murmured.

“I can walk⁠—”

“Yes, you can,” I said as I reached the doors and gave them a kick, while still holding her in my arms. “Guards!” The doors swung open and both guards levelled glares at me. “Hanwarra, I want them both in frames, armed with shotguns and their pay doubled. If they’re willing to fight me, even in a frame, I want them guarding you at all times.”

“Ahhh…” the Dorf on the left looked confused.

“Just a misunderstanding,” I nodded at the man. “But… actually yes, guards. Follow, we have to retrieve my other wives, and then we’re going to bed.”

“You’re really not mad?” Ra whispered as I carried her out past her confused guards.

“Oh, I’m fucking furious,” I said despite my laughter. “You better have a way for me to end this war as soon as possible. Stress isn’t good for the baby.”

“It’s a girl,” Hanwarra whispered.

I slowed and then turned my head. She seemed surprised by the kiss, and when I broke it off, she was staring at me with tears in her eyes once more.

“I’m sure she’ll be beautiful like her mother.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN



“Remarkable,” Grandmother whispered as we stared at the projection.

I held Hanwarra’s hand as she quietly sobbed beside me. The rest of my wives were clustered around, all staring at the same thing. I didn’t ask silly questions about how Hanwarra knew the weird lump was a girl. Only that it had a heartbeat.

“She appears to be perfectly healthy,” Grandmother continued. “Maybe a touch on the larger side, but…” she turned and looked back at me. “Not entirely unexpected. Though we’ll keep an eye on that. If she grows too large, we may have to intervene.”

“Whatever it takes,” Hanwarra whispered.

I turned and gently kissed her. She was crying silently. Both in relief and joy. After the confrontation, she’d been terrified. Right until I carried her back into the workshop and found Alfofida angrily putting something together that looked like a bomb. I didn’t bother asking any questions. I just invited them all to bed, where we had a rather frank and eye opening conversation. Which led to an early morning trip to the Kyanite clan home, to visit Grandmother. Which Dernorra had not joined us for, stating she had to speak with her mother first.

Grandmother had been completely bewildered by the idea that Hanwarra might have been pregnant. To the point she’d ordered the scan immediately. Leading to this serene moment as I held my wife and watched the little heartbeat on the projection above us.

“Tobias, I shall take care of her as best I can,” Grandmother said, turning to face me. “However, it will be up to the Elder to decide how far my care will extend.”

I looked down at my wife and gave her hand a squeeze as she looked up at me. “Tobias, I swear⁠—”

“Hey now,” I adopted a soothing tone. “I trust you.”

“Which is why I need to swear. I’ll do whatever it takes to keep our child safe.”

I nodded. Then I leaned down and kissed her.

The trip back to the Obsidian clan home was a strange one. Everyone was quiet. Deep in thought for various reasons. Foly had a thin smile on her face. I knew there was a cultural aspect to this. She was the first wife and wasn’t pregnant first. That in itself wasn’t a problem within the confines of our family situation. Foly was ecstatic that Hanwarra had fallen pregnant. The problem was that once titles and the line of succession came into it, there might be conflict. If the first wife had the first child, things were quite clear. If the first wife didn’t want children and the second did, it was just as clear.

It turned out though, that… all of them wanted children. The almost crazed stare, boring into the side of my head from my dear Alfofida, was rather obvious. The quiet glances from Kiggaelin weren’t as subtle as she believed, while Folotelyn had been resting her hand on her stomach, almost like an afterthought. And without proper planning in advance, this was going to cause problems as to the order they came.

Nobody could quite tell how much of an accident Hanwarra’s pregnancy was. Or the likelihood of the others falling pregnant either. I could probably guess that we weren’t super-compatible, or they’d all be pregnant right now. That it happened at all was the surprising part.

I was still thinking things over as our tracab drew to a halt. I got up and opened the door, checking outside as a pair of hulking frames took up position on either side. They hadn’t wasted any time with my instructions, it seemed. Though my amusement was short-lived as another of Hanwarra’s people rushed towards us.

“Sir,” the guard shot me a salute. “Is the Elder with you?”

“I’m here,” Hanwarra called as she stepped into view.

“Elder,” the Dorf bowed. “Landors from the mine are here. I was sent with the message that they came under attack and were forced to flee.”

“What of my brother!” Alfofida’s voice screeched. “What of Duribrean?”

“I don’t have any word of your brother,” the guard admitted.

I saw the horror on her face and ushered Hanwarra back into the landor. “We’re going right there.”
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“Where is he!” Alfi screamed as she charged out of the tracab ahead of me. “Where is my brother!”

I hurried out of my seat to run after her. She was sprinting across the gravel aboveground, towards where three extremely battered landors were parked. Only two had bothered turning around, the third appeared to have dragged its rear door for some distance and it hung off the back from one side.

I felt a pang of relief when I spotted the familiar figure of Rarrouth. He walked with a limp and was being aided by another soldier with a bandaged face. Everywhere I could see the blue hair of Kyanite Dorfs as they rushed about helping who they could. I rushed after her, my longer legs making that easier than I’d have expected. She was in the middle of physically grabbing a soldier and pulling him around when I grabbed her.

“Alfi!”

“Where is he!” Alfi cried, as I pried her off the soldier.

I saw the haunted look in his eye. There were enough bodies out there, I doubted this had been, or would be the first time he spotted someone in this state.

“Duribrean,” I explained. “Elder Malachite’s son.”

The guard frowned, before looking back at the third landor, with the broken ramp. “He was on that one.”

Alfi let out a whimper. I took her by the hand and we hurried over. The Dorfs at this landor were having trouble. The deck was higher than the average Dorf was comfortable jumping, so with the ramp twisted off to one side, there wasn’t a lot of movement in or out. Still, there were a few ladders being brought over to help.

We hurried alongside one such ladder. Alfi was barely holding it together. I knew she wasn’t particularly close with her brother, but she’d already lost her mother. I hoped this had a better outcome for her. I had to hold Alfi back as the Dorf with the ladder went up first. I recognized a medic when I saw one and reasoned they had priority. Once out of the way, I let her go and Alfi scrambled up ahead of me.

The rungs were a little small for my legs, but I made it up quickly enough. Only to find myself in a scene of carnage. The inside of the landor was smeared with blood. It looked like there was a literal pile of corpses in the corner. In the wall was the spear from a ballista, jammed into the metal and stuck fast. The injured were the predominant ones. Even those upright and moving were bleeding for the most part, or sporting bandages.

“Duribrean!” Alfi squealed.

I snapped my head around and saw where she was rushing. I almost sighed with relief when I spotted him. Only to grimace as he turned to face his sister.

His arm was gone, and his face was a shredded mess. It looked like he still had both eyes and all his teeth, but whatever took his arm, opened his cheek and tore his ear. Considering the spear embedded in the wall, I could make a guess what happened.

“Alfofida?” he called weakly.

She rushed to his side and I watched as he smiled widely and hugged her. She was gob smacked. Freezing in place, as her brother, missing an arm and bleeding from his face, had turned to comfort her instead.

Seeing he was alive and not at risk of immediate death, I left her behind and hurried over to the ramp. Without bothering to wait for a free spot on a ladder, I dropped down and hurried back to the tracab that brought us here. There, I was quick to spot Rarrouth, with Foly at his side, along with my other wives.

“Toby?” Foly called as she noticed me.

“He’s alive,” I said. “It’s bad though. Alfi’s with him.”

“How bad?” Foly asked.

I swallowed. “He’s missing an arm, and his face is a mess.”

“He needs help,” Rarrouth tried to stand, but Foly shoved him back down.

“You stay. I’ll go,” she snapped.

“Better you stay,” I said to the man. “I need to know what happened.”

“We both do,” Hanwarra confirmed.

Rarrouth sighed and nodded. “Aye. We likely don’t have long. They showed up mere hours after you left,” he growled. “We tried to hold them off, but we weren’t prepared for them to blow the wall.”

“That’s what they did last time,” I said.

“Not like this,” Rarrouth shook his head. “Whole landor. The wall was just gone. Part of the mountain crumbled. The blast was enough to knock everyone off their feet and delay their own attack. We didn’t have any choice but to evacuate. Got out who we could, piled into the landors and left. They chased us for the first day. The one with the broken ramp was at the back, slowed by having to drag it. Gave ‘em enough time to close in, turn and get a few shots from their ballista off.”

“I was curious how that happened,” I said softly.

“It’s bad, isn’t it?” Rarrouth asked. “You said Duribrean is missing an arm?”

“Yeah,” I said, looking back over the landors, as a commotion started at the back of the one I knew he was in.

Foly was the first out, and she was clearly directing as a stretcher was lowered down. Alfi came down the ladder next, taking one of the handles herself as a team of Dorfs brought him out.

But what froze my blood in my veins, was the distant landor approaching. It was one of the smaller models. One like the first I rode in. Less capacity, but much faster. And it was moving rather fast for a landor.

“GET BACK!” I roared. “EVERYONE TO THE ELEVATOR!”

I could only imagine what they were about to do. If Garnet drove a landor into the wall at the mine and blew it up, this could be something else.

“TO THE CITY!” I roared as people began to take notice.

Cries of dismay broke out. People started crying and screaming. From one of the landors, I noticed civilians from the mine and I was thankful that someone had gotten them out. All of them ran for the elevator. It wasn’t going to be a comfortable trip, but they made their way down, as the frames got into position to hold a line.

“Fuck!” I cursed myself for not bringing my own.

Hanwarra watched me with her guards standing on either side. They didn’t come for the trip to visit Grandmother, but they refused to be left behind on a trip to the surface. I grimaced and pointed my finger at her, causing her to scowl at me.

“Stay,” I warned her.

“Tobias—”

“If she moves, take her to the elevator,” I told her guards.

They didn’t respond, but from Ra’s sudden panicked expression, I had to wonder if they would follow an order like that, over her order to stay at my side. I was pretty confident I had the upper hand there, so I left them to deal with it as I rushed in the direction of the approaching landor. Foly and Alfi saw me coming, and they looked worried. I could see Duribrean on the stretcher, but his eyes were closed. I waved them on as I rushed to the edge of the landor and watched as this new one approached.

It was obviously one of Garnet’s. It had his colors and was making it rather obvious. The landor drove up at full speed, cruising along the loose gravel that covered the landscape. Smoothly navigating around the larger rocks. Until finally, it began to slow. I was still suspicious, from what Rarrouth had told me about their last attempt at this. I felt better knowing they weren’t still coming at full speed though.

Guards and soldiers surrounded me on both sides. Some in frames, others simply on foot. Many of them were battered and injured in some way. They were hardened warriors, but even I could see the haunted look in their eyes as the landor made a wide arc, turning itself around to show the ramp at the back lowering.

“T-Tobias sir?” Came a trembling voice to my right.

When I looked, I could see fear in his eye. I didn’t know who he was, but he certainly recognized me. Dressed as a guard, he had pale blue hair. He was also young. Very young. Barely a man and likely only recently out of training. Already he had a bandage wrapped around his arm from a wound he’d received. It made me realize the Malachite’s mine was likely a safe post for him to have taken. At least before now.

“What are we going to do?” he asked.

“Right now?” I said, trying to go for bravado. “We’re going to see what this idiot wants, because it looks like he’s here to deliver a message.”

“What makes you say that?” the guard asked.

“Because there’s only one, and it didn’t blow up,” a gruff voice behind me muttered.

I looked back, but didn’t see the speaker. Instead I turned to the young man and gave his shoulder a pat. “We’re going to be fine.”

He nodded. Still looking nervous, but there was a glint of hope in his eyes. That died as soon as he spotted the same thing I had.

“You have to be fucking kidding me,” I hissed as I saw him.

The blue hair made it obvious. That he was wearing Garnet’s colors on his outfit just made it all the worse.

“I HAVE A MESSAGE, FOR THE RACE TRAITORS OCCUPYING OUR GREAT CITY!” Yabreal Kyanite called out.

“Traitor!” the young Dorf beside me hissed.

I swallowed and began to walk forward.

“WHO AMONGST YOU WILL RECEIVE MY MESSAGE!” Yabreal cried out, holding a scroll over his head like a beacon.

There were mumbles now. Everyone was talking, as I pushed my way slowly to the front and emerged. Yabreal spotted me right away and shot me a triumphant smirk.

“The beast himself emerges,” Yabreal declared. “I’d hoped to speak with someone civilized.”

“Where’s your father?” I called out, loud enough for everyone to hear.

“Safe,” Yabreal stated. “Once we have control of the city, he will be released. We’re not the monsters here⁠—”

“Don’t insult my fucking intelligence, Yabreal,” I snapped. “Say your piece and fuck off back to lick Garnet’s boots.”

Yabreal gritted his teeth in anger as he restrained himself. He’d been a slimy git from the moment I met him. Seeing him here, now, wearing Garnet’s colors though… I’d have thought it a step too far. Did he actually think me some kind of monster though? Or was this simply greed? Not that it mattered in the end, I suppose.

“Elder Garnet has declared Tobias Conner-Kyanite, his wives, and his supporters, as traitors and heretics to Dorfs and our very way of life!” Yabreal read from his scroll. “Whoever⁠—”

“TRAITOR!” Someone roared.

“YOU’RE THE ONLY HERETIC HERE YOU LITTLE BASTARD!”

“SHALE ASSED CHIPROCK!”

Countless cries rang out. Yabreal looked taken aback by it all. Then paled as a rock flew over my head, nearly striking him. When another followed, he tossed the scroll and rushed to the control panel on the side of the landor to raise the ramp.

“FINE!” Yabreal roared. “We’ll see how you all feel about the human when we crush all resistance from our homeland!”

A rock struck him in the shoulder, causing him to fall to his side. A burst of laughter rang out, but that was enough for him as he crawled on his hands and knees to the cockpit and vanished from sight. I stood there, watching the landor as it drove away, before the men at my back finally fell silent. I didn’t know what to say to all that. I simply picked up the scroll and turned.

The Dorfs before me separated. Giving me a clear path to the elevator. Hanwarra was waiting where she was, looking utterly horrified. She stared at me in shock as I handed her the scroll, and only then did her shock turn to fury as she read it.

“It says he’ll be back in three days to collect all our heads,” she snarled. “I bet he’s here in two.”

“Then… We have two days to prepare for his arrival then.” I nodded and looked toward the distant, fleeing landor. “Fuck.”
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“Scouts have come back,” the Dorf saluted as he stepped into the room to hand me the report.

I took it, and read it over. Then sighed. “This can’t be right?”

“What’s wrong?” Hanwarra asked.

I looked at the report again, before handing it over. “Scouts are reporting double the number of landors he’s supposed to have. They’re spreading out, surrounding the city on all sides.”

Hanwarra took the report and read it over herself as a scowl grew across her face. “This… the only way he could achieve this, is if he had begun planning it years ago.”

“So he’s just used me arriving as the scapegoat to his own bullshit,” I muttered. “Why’s he surrounding the city though? That’s my question. It’s not like we can go anywhere. There’s only one way in, or out of the city…” I stopped and thought for a moment. “Isn’t there?”

“There is,” Hanwarra. “At least the official ones. There might be smaller tunnels dug, but they wouldn’t be large enough to move an army.”

“He doesn’t need an army,” I frowned. “But then… he wouldn’t need to completely surround us either.”

“The bomb,” Rarrouth’s voice echoed through the room.

I turned and spotted him limping in. At his side was Forbawynn who… well she looked like she hadn’t slept in days. There were great circles under her eyes and she clung to her husband like a woman clinging to a life raft in a stormy ocean.

“The bomb he used to destroy the wall?” I guessed.

“Yes,” Rarrouth said with a small nod. “Get the scouts to draw a map. Then compare the two to the city limits.”

“He wouldn’t,” Hanwarra gasped.

I grimaced. Because I knew immediately that he would. We expected Garnet to arrive the following day. He’d grandstand a bit. Make his demands, and without the delivery of mine and my lovers’ severed heads. Then yeah… I honestly believed he would. By blowing up landors in key spots around the city, he could cause cave-ins within. With the pillars in place, they likely wouldn't be complete cave-ins either. Cave in a section or two, then ask for my head again. Right now the Dorfs seemed loyal, but after a million deaths?

“We can’t risk a surprise attack either.” I sighed. “We could go up there, blow holes in them and kill everyone. But that might detonate the landor anyway.”

“Husband, it’s going to be okay,” Hanwarra told me in a soft tone.

I looked her in the eye. I knew she said it to try and comfort me. I just didn’t believe her.

I wasn’t mad at her for that. She meant well. I’d have said the same thing in her position. This was a situation none of us were prepared for. Held hostage by the city itself. Impotent against the threat, despite our weapons. I could march out there, shoot Garnet and end this war in a heartbeat, but it would only take one act of revenge to ruin the lives of every Dorf left who survived.

I was still thinking of my options as I sat in the bath. The massive stone bowl filled with warm water was a quiet spot to rest as I tried to figure out a solution. Surrender would be easiest. It would save the greatest number of lives, while letting a fucking monster survive. A monster who wanted to kill my wives, and would definitely make a point to kill my unborn daughter.

“Deep thoughts?” Kiggaelin’s voice echoed behind me.

“You could say so,” I said and turned, only for a dress to hit me in the face.

I smiled, despite my inner turmoil, and pulled it off, as Kiggaelin slipped into the water beside me. She let out a sigh and shifted over to lean against me.

“I have them too,” she whispered.

“Deep thoughts?” I asked.

Lyn nodded. “About my mother. About my life in general.”

“You never talk about her,” I said, pulling her against me in a one armed hug.

“She died giving birth to me. Or at least that’s what I was told.”

I nodded. “And… what do you believe.”

“That she’s dead.” Kiggaelin shrugged. “But now I can’t help but wonder if there wasn’t more to the story.”

“Deep thoughts,” I agreed.

“Part of me wants to know so badly,” she whispered. “Part of me doesn’t want to add that knowledge to everything else I know about my father.” We sat for a few moments, before Kiggaelin gave a long drawn out sigh. “Part of me wants to forget about everything that’s happening right now, and feel you throbbing inside me.”

I snorted and shook my head. “Okay, that was unexpected.”

“While you were planning our defenses, I visited with Grandmother,” she said softly, before getting up.

She didn’t turn to look at me. Lyn simply eased herself over, settling in my lap. When her hand wrapped around my cock, I slumped my head into her shoulder.

“Just let me take care of you,” she whispered as she stroked me.

Her hand was slick, smooth and I felt the heat of her pussy as she slowly rubbed herself against my rising erection.

“So hard,” she whispered. “I can’t believe how far this went down my throat.”

I snorted and laughed, even as she continued stroking me. “That’s where your thoughts went right now?”

“It’s the only part of me you’ve fucked, husband,” Kiggaelin said breathily. “And to think. I tried to have you killed for it.”

“I’m not holding a grudge,” I told her.

“Maybe you should,” she blurted. “Maybe I deserve to be punished…”

“Oh?” I wrapped my hands around her and palmed her breasts. “And how would I go about punishing you?”

She giggled and slowly raised her hips. I felt my cock slide through her slick labia. The heat only increased the closer I got to her entrance.

“Grandmother says I’m still healing,” she said, pushing my cock into her entrance, before rocking her hips as she raised just a little higher. “But she said if I was insistent…”

My eyes widened as I realized what was about to happen. She pushed back, and I felt her ass stretch slightly. She let out a whimper and rocked her hips, pushing down a little harder.

“Gently,” I tried to tell her.

“No,” she grunted as she pushed down harder again. “You’re going to fuck me. Even if it’s not the right way.”

She pushed down a little harder, and then made a soft gasp, as the ring of muscle stretched wide enough to accept me. The head of my cock slipped through, making me gasp at how impossibly tight she was.

“Oh,” she whimpered.

“Lyn—”

“I’m fine,” she squeaked. Then cleared her throat and repeated herself in a firmer tone. “I’m fine.”

She adjusted her balance slightly, and gave her hips a gentle rock. That caused my cock to grind slightly inside her, which didn’t give her the stimulation she was clearly hoping for. Instead, she took a deep breath, and then grunted as she pushed back, taking me further into her ass.

“Lyn,” I tried to reason with her.

“No,” she grunted. “You’re going to fuck me. And cum in me. And love me just like you do your other wives.”

“Is that what this is about?” I asked, before wrapping my arms around her. “You think I don’t love you?”

Lyn sighed as she rested against me. “Do we have to have this conversation while your cock is in my ass?”

“I’d rather clear the air, than have you think you need to do this to earn my affection,” I growled. “Lyn, after everything you put me through. After everything I’ve gone through. After everything, you have been through. How the fuck did you come to the conclusion that I didn’t love you?”

“Because after everything—I’m terrified to wake up one day and find out you blame me for everything that’s happened.”

“You think us that shallow?” Hanwarra’s voice called out.

Kiggaelin made a soft noise and tucked her legs up to her chest. Which had the unfortunate effect of dropping her weight. I don’t know what kind of expression she was making, but my eyes went wide and my jaw dropped open as my entire cock slid up Lyn’s ass. Without thinking, I grabbed her tightly and held her as she panted and whimpered at what she’d accidentally done to herself.

“You cut your hair for me, Kiggaelin Conner!” Hanwarra snapped as she stormed into the bathing room, nude as the day was long. “You think that counts for nothing?”

“N-no,” Kiggaelin whimpered.

“You are one of us!” Hanwarra snapped. “You are the wife of our husband. A man who has shown over and over again that he is twice the man as any Dorf.”

“I know,” Kiggaelin whimpered. “And I’m sorry I feel that way. I’m just… scared.”

I was trying not to drool. Her ass squeezed occasionally and I was hard enough that I could feel both our heartbeats.

“We’re all in agreement with this,” Folotelyn’s voice echoed into the room.

“We’ve spoken at length about you joining us and what it meant,” Alfofida agreed, informing me that all my wives were currently⁠—

“Even I’ve been included,” Dernorra snorted as she followed the others in. All nude. All haughty. All completely unaware of our predicament.

“Toby, what’s wrong?” Alfi asked.

My dear, doting Alfi.

“I’m okay⁠—”

“Kiggaelin, hop off him for a moment, he looks like he’s in pain,” Folotelyn instructed.

“Umm…” Kiggaelin froze.

I felt the water shift as she parted her legs, and a series of gasps rang out.

“I-I’m sorry,” Kiggaelin apologized.

“Not yet you aren’t,” Hanwarra growled. “She told you to wait until next week before you tried this!”

I frowned when I heard that and was about to say something, when Kiggaelin shook her head. “We might not live until next week. I… I just wanted to experience… my husband.”

“How does it feel?” Alfi asked.

Kiggaelin let out a pained giggle. “Like I’m tearing in half, and right on the edge of climax.”

Hanwarra leaned over and gently took Alfofida’s arm. She kept her eyes firmly fixed on me, while leaning in to whisper something. Alfi’s eyes widened for a moment before she nodded. Ra gave her a little pat on the bottom as Alfi moved closer.

“Ra says if I make Lyn cum, she’ll convince you to do that to me,” she said, as her eyes flicked down between Lyn’s legs and back up.

“Don’t ask me,” I told my submissive, green-haired wife. “Ask Kiggaelin.”

Alfi blushed furiously, but got on her knees. “Please Kiggaelin. May I eat your pussy until you cum, so that Ra will ask our husband to put it in my butt next?”

“You’d want to do that?” Lyn asked.

Alfi blushed a little harder as she nodded. “I like it.”

Kiggaelin looked at all my wives before her. Before giving a small nod of agreement. “O-okay.”

Alfi smiled and looked me in the eye. “Slowly,” she said, before kneeling.

I felt as Kiggaelin tensed in my arms. I was still holding her and I could feel each heave of her lungs. She trembled, and let out a soft whimper as Alfi leaned in. Her tongue started on my balls. Lapping up the underside, before she gently engulfed a testicle to suckle gently. She released me a few moments later, and pressed a kiss to the same testicle, before moving away.

“Alfi!” Kiggaelin squealed as she squeezed her ass around my cock.

“Tell her how you feel,” Ra hissed in a domineering tone.

“I want it,” Lyn whimpered. “Good. It’s good, I ohhhhh.”

“She likes that,” Ra said with a wide smirk. “Keep doing that Alfi.”

“Isn’t he supposed to be thrusting?” Dernorra asked softly.

I grunted and rocked my hips. I felt that ring of muscle slide up and down the bottom inch of my cock, while Kiggaelin let out a soft shriek of pleasure.

“I don’t know if she’s in pain or⁠—”

“Please don’t stop!” Kiggaelin yelped.

I could hear the wet sucking noises coming from Alfi, while her warm hand wrapped around my balls. Cupping them gently, in comparison to the crushing sensation of Lyn’s ass around my cock, I didn’t even try to hold back. I knew I was going to be able to go again. All of my wives required a second round.

I pulled Kiggaelin down hard. My cock stretched her as much as it could, as the first rope of my seed pumped into her belly. Her legs kicked, her back arched and her cries sounded animalistic, the whole time she came. And the longer and harder she came, the more she squeezed around me, milking every drop.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN



The mood was subdued this morning. I sat with my wives and Dernorra. She seemed distant. Conflicted but she refrained from leaving. Not even when the shenanigans followed into the nest. Her pink eyes remained on me, even as I took my time tormenting and pleasing my dear Alfi. Ra ensured her promise had been kept and Alfi had spent much of this morning blushing whenever she looked at me. From what I had gathered, anal wasn’t something done often with Dorfs. The ideal sexual situation ended in a lock, which was considered their greatest act of pleasure.

Anal removed that from the equation entirely. Orgasm was still very much possible, but the lock was not. Which made it a kind of taboo for them. Not that either Alfi, Lyn, or myself were complaining. I could only imagine what kind of games Alfi was going to come up with now. No doubt at some point she would want to talk about things. I can only imagine what she would design when she discovered what a butt plug was.

So long as we lived long enough, that is.

“You really think Garnet will arrive today?” Foly asked.

I nodded. Hanwarra did as well. The man wasn’t exactly subtle, and he liked to think he was in charge of things. Showing up late to what amounted to a threat of war, would make him look weak. No, he’d come early and make his demands. Keep us off balance. Dorf culture didn’t like being pushed to make moves quickly. The main concern I had was how dedicated he was to actual preservation of the Dorfs in the city. He’d tried to destroy the spire occupied by the Spinel clan already.

Hell, I figured once I was out of the way and the rest of the clans were figuring out what to do, he might just try again. Yabreal had declared any of my supporters to be heretics. That was a declaration of war in itself, while the entire city was a hostage to his insanity.

There was a soft thud in the distance, and we all fell silent. Eyes locked on me as hurried footsteps approached the door to our suite. By the time a rapid set of knocks echoed into the room, Dernorra was already on her feet. She opened the door and one of Hanwarra’s guards gave a small bow.

“Elder, it appears that you were correct. A small fleet of landors is approaching the city,” he announced.

Everyone turned to look at me, before Hanwarra cleared her throat. “Thank you. Please return to your post.”

The guard bowed and quickly left. The mood was strange as we readied. On one hand, we were in a hurry. Scrambling into pilot suits. The gray, skintight material clinging to the women in my life. I admired them all. Locking the memories away. I had plenty of time to hug, kiss and simply hold each of them since we’d returned to the city. But those asses would carry me on into the jaws of death itself. At least that’s what I told myself as we each climbed into our frames.

I checked over my shotgun before fitting in a magazine. I didn’t quite know what was going to happen, but I wasn’t taking chances. I still wasn’t sure what the best decision was. Surrender meant death. Defiance meant more death. Running away… shame. Exile. Then likely death. We’d be bandits at best. Likely still hunted. It wouldn't be long before Garnet’s people got their hands on Alfi’s notes, or found a shotgun laying around. A bit of reverse engineering and our advantage would be gone. That fucking bastard was vindictive enough to believe he’d hunt us across the planet one way or another.

With each of us ready in our frames, we boarded a tracab and waited in relative silence as the driver took us to the surface.
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“Those scouts must have been moving quickly,” I muttered as I climbed back out of my frame.

My wives joined me. As did many of our troops. We weren’t dumb enough to go far, but Garnet’s landors weren’t even in sight yet. We’d still have several minutes to get back into our frames once they were. Which just led to an awkward bout of sitting and waiting to see what happened next.

I had thought about coming alone at one stage. Slipping away, and contacting Garnet myself. Offering my head to spare the others. Hanwarra, either by intuition or some other means, had marched an army to the surface to wait. The elevator was the strong point. This section couldn’t be collapsed without taking out the entire elevator along with it. Doing so, would bury the entire city, making that a pyrrhic victory if Garnet was so inclined. It also meant that this was the largest number of Dorfs I’d seen in one place.

Several hundred frames stood behind me. A wide circle, completely surrounding the elevator. It ensured that the foot soldiers within were protected. It was sobering to realize they actually intended to fight if necessary. For every frame, there were a half dozen Dorfs. Regular ones. Body armor, shields, hammers and clubs. Most of the frames were armed much the same. With only a small fraction holding shotguns, with a few of the shotguns built for hand use dotted about. Only a fraction of those had magazine fed ones at that.

It was extremely impressive to see this many Dorfs coming to the defense of their city. Rendered entirely impotent, if Garnet made a single order to collapse it, just to send a message. This wasn’t something we could just fight over. One wrong move and it was all over, no matter what.

“Tobias?”

I glanced over and spotted Grandmother. She gave me a long look and beckoned for me to follow.

“Go on.” Foly nudged me. “If she wanted all of us, she’d have said so.”

I wanted to tell her I’d be back in a moment. But the words that came out of my mouth were, “I love you. All of you.”

My wives, Dernorra included, just stared at me with varying levels of joy and shock as I turned and walked towards Grandmother. The only real privacy we had here was distance, and she actually led out towards where we expected Garnet to appear. I felt isolated standing out in the open, before a literal army. But not as isolated as I felt when Grandmother took my elbow and turned me around to face her.

“Look at me,” she whispered. I met her eyes and she stared right back. “You’re a fool, Tobias.”

“What do you mean?” I asked. I didn’t try to deny it, I just didn’t understand why she was saying this now.

“You want to throw it all away,” she pointed out. “I can see it in your eyes, you’ve already given up.”

“What would fighting do?” I asked. “He’ll blow the city. Kill millions.”

“Perhaps,” Grandmother admitted. “But then what?”

“We fight,” I guessed.

She nodded. “And what do you think will happen if you give up and let him murder you, my granddaughter, her sisters, and your first child?”

“I imagine there’ll be a war,” I admitted.

“Now you’re getting it,” the old woman nodded slowly. “The stones have been tossed, Tobias. War is here. There is no way forward that will not risk the lives of every living Dorf today. Every life you might spare by handing yourself over, will be for naught when the other elders band together and take their revenge. The only way to prevent that, would be to destroy the city. The very thing he’s already threatening to do, if you fail to surrender.”

“That’s…” I grunted.

“This entire war. This future catastrophe. Everything wrong with everything happening right now. The blame is laid at the feet of one man, and that man is not you!” She emphasized that last point by jabbing me in the ribs. “Your wives aren’t stupid, Tobias. They can see the look in your eyes as well, they just don’t want to say something and risk alienating you on what could be their last day alive.”

“Fuck,” I cursed and looked back, only to see each of them staring at me like they wanted to run over. Dernorra included.

“This war will be fought, with or without you. Dorfs will die, with or without you. Our people are hardy and while not used to direct war, we are familiar with conflict and politics. Do not disgrace the memory of your family by doing something idiotic, even if well intentioned.”

“You’re really bad at this kindly old grandma thing, you know that?” I joked.

Grandmother smirked. “As I told my dear son the day we met you. I’m not one for politics. When you get to be my age, you say what needs to be said and anyone petty enough to take offense can take a leap into a deep hole.”

I nodded. “What happens if it all goes wrong?”

“Then you beat that wrong into that flabby, oversized ass with red hair, and keep beating it until there’s nothing left,” Grandmother hissed.

“Tobias!” Dernorra called out.

I looked back, and saw her pointing. And when I looked back out into the distance, I saw them. The war landors. Massive things, designed to hold dozens of frames. Three of them, moving side by side. Just how they did when they attacked the mine. I didn’t think they were going to preemptively strike, but…

“Get into cover Grandmother,” I ordered the old woman. “That fucker’s vindictive enough to order you targeted specifically if you stand out too much.”

Grandmother sneered for a moment, before nodding. “You’re probably right about that.”

“Just… do me a favor, please?” I took her by the shoulder and met her eyes. “If the worst should happen. If… If I die, please⁠—”

“Tobias, I have no more control over your wives than you do,” she answered firmly. “They will do, as they will do and that is the best I can offer.”

She left me there. Striding back towards the elevator. She wasn’t going below ground. There was a medical tent set up. Though… It was more of a ditch with a blanket thrown over the top to keep the sunlight out. Frames designed with digging equipment had laid out trenches in set areas. We didn’t have the time or the resources to set much in the way of traps, but we could at least give our troops some cover. Some of them at least.

I took a deep breath and marched back over to my wives. The first to come forward was Folotelyn. I didn’t give her a chance to speak, I just grabbed her. Foly’s eyes went wide as I gripped the back of her head and kissed her. When we broke apart, she had a starry look in her eye, which remained in place as I moved on to Alfi. She accepted the kiss as well, before I grabbed Ra. She struggled a little, but gave in as I held her firmly and let me kiss her. Then came Lyn. My red-eyed wife whimpered softly as I kissed her.

When we broke, I shot her a smile, before I turned to Dernorra. Her eyes went wide as I grabbed her too. Her lips were soft and she tasted of something sweet that we’d had for breakfast. Her breath came in short bursts and when we broke apart, she looked both nervous and slightly shocked.

“When this is done,” I told her. “You are mine. Even if I have to challenge your mother for the rights.”

“Ah…” Dernorra blinked slowly. “She… she already gave permission. I just needed yours.”

I nodded slowly, then kissed her again. This time she leaned in and had a smile on her face as I pulled back. Each of my wives was smiling, so I knew they were happy with the way things were going too.

“TO THE FRAMES!” I roared.

Similar shouts echoed around and my wives scrambled into theirs ahead of me. I was right behind, doing my awkward shuffle backwards, getting into the boots. I looked out ahead seeing Garnet’s landors still approaching as I pulled my thumb and pinky towards my palm. The soft hiss of oiled hinges filled my ears as the frame closed around my front, before the faceplate dropped into place. It illuminated and a moment later, I heard Ra’s voice.

“Sir, what are your orders?”

I heard her tone. This wasn’t just a question about what happened next. They wanted to know my intentions. Just like Grandmother had told me. They knew I was having doubts, but… Those doubts couldn’t sway the old woman’s logic.

“Capture if possible,” I said. “The priority is the rescue of Elder Kyanite.”

“My brother, sir?” Folotelyn asked.

“What’s the custom for traitors?” I asked.

“Death,” came Ra’s immediate answer.

“Foly?”

There was a tremble to her voice as she answered. “I don’t know if I can kill him myself, sir.”

“I’m not asking you to,” I replied, knowing full well that Hanwarra wouldn't hesitate. “Capturing the traitorous leaders is the priority. Destroy them if necessary. These people are no longer our people, so only afford them our kindness should they not put up too much of a struggle.”

“Sir!” came a call of agreement.

“Dammit, there’s no time,” Alfi hissed.

“Time for what?” I asked as the approaching landors came to a slow halt before us.

“I… I wasn’t sure what was going to happen next and… I built a prototype,” she answered.

“Maybe we can play with it later,” I suggested as I spotted movement.

The ramps were coming down. And frames were descending. I watched as the first frame came into view. Inlaid with garnet, it looked like it was splattered with blood. Likely the intent if I had to guess who was piloting it. The cape and the red plumage hanging from the helmet made it obvious. Elder Garnet was here, in person.

Beside him strode two frames. One of them, almost as ornate as his own, just without the plumage and a lot of the garnet inlay. Likely his son, Huldren. On his opposite side, was a rather plain frame. I could see the blue eyes, but it too wore a red cape. And walking between them, in Garnet’s shadow, was a familiar figure.

Elder Kyanite looked to still be dressed in what he was kidnapped in. A tattered shirt, stained with blood and a pair of pants. He limped along, not even wearing boots, but he kept his head up and his eyes forward—showing that he’d taken a rather brutal beating or two.

Behind them, came a wall of frames. Each of them holding rather crude, but heavy shields. It was obvious that the news regarding our shotguns had reached them. I wasn’t sure if that was going to be enough to stop a dart, but they were trying.

“Hanwarra, how do we handle this?” I asked.

“The attending elders would normally approach and greet them,” she replied softly. “They didn’t believe me when I told them Garnet would come early.”

“Stupid,” I said and sighed. “That means it’s just you then?”

“It does,” she agreed. “But I have the feeling Garnet doesn’t want to speak to me.”

I grumbled and began walking. Hanwarra was only a step behind, before my wives hurried to catch up. Garnet saw me coming and angled himself towards us. He didn’t move much closer though. Wary of our weapons no doubt. His other forces moved up alongside, creating a wall of shields that looked rather intimidating.

“The race traitors themselves,” Garnet called. “You’ve come to surrender⁠—”

“DO NO SUCH THING!” Elder Kyanite roared. “DO NOT-oof!”

It was Yabreal who struck him. A swift blow, with an armored fist, right into the stomach. Elder Kyanite dropped to his knees, gagging violently. I’d have suspected he would have vomited, but nothing seemed to come up. Which told me they’d been starving him as well.

“You’ve struck an Elder in my presence, Garnet,” Hanwarra declared. “I could have you killed here and now for such an act.”

“Spare me, you shale faced bitch,” Garnet snarled. “If you had the stones to kill me, you’d have done so already.”

“Don’t tempt me⁠—”

“Hanwarra, enough,” I warned her. “State your terms, Garnet.”

“The beast himself,” Garnet turned to face me directly. “You heard my terms.”

“Those weren’t terms, they were a joke. If you have actual terms, I’d love to hear them,” I announced. “Or I can give you ours.”

“You don’t have the right to dictate terms with me!” Garnet snapped. “Do you have any idea what’s at stake?”

“Yes,” I replied evenly, before noticing a tremble in my boots.

I looked around, and nobody else seemed to have noticed anything. That is, except for Elder Kyanite. He was wincing in pain as he looked around.

“You feel that too?” I asked.

The Elder turned to me and nodded without speaking.

“What?” Garnet snapped, as he looked back at the blue-haired Elder. “Drag him back to the landor.”

I grimaced and knew that was going to make the next few minutes more difficult. For now though, I radioed my team.

“Alfi, should I be feeling any seismic activity here?”

“Seismic activity?” Alfi asked. “No, the stabilizers around the city are too powerful. It’s why we only build right atop the city. Nowhere else is safe.”

“Don’t ignore me!” Garnet snapped.

I ignored him. “I can feel a rumble through my boots,” I told my team.

“We have dampeners installed in ours to prevent feeling shocks,” Alfi reminded me.

“Something is wrong,” I said out loud so Garnet could hear me.

“What in the depths are you talking about!” Garnet snarled.

“I can feel the ground shaking,” I told him.

“What?” Huldren snorted. “Impossible, the stabilizers here⁠—”

“I’m not talking to you,” I snapped. “Garnet, this isn’t something you’re doing?”

“I don’t know what you’re implying, but if this were me…” he paused and started looking around.

“I can feel it,” Ra whispered into the radio.

“Don’t you have a way to detect seismic activity?” I asked.

“We do,” Foly replied, sounding concerned.

“It’s just not picking anything up. It’s not seismic,” Alfi continued.

“It’s not seismic, and it’s growing stronger,” I looked up at Garnet and saw him turning about. Either he was putting on a bizarre act or… “That means it's getting closer.”

“Garnet, get your people back to the landors!” I snapped.

“What?” Garnet snarled. “You don’t order me about!”

“Then stay here and die!” I snapped as I turned my back to him. “Let’s go ladies, back to our lines.”

“YOU DARE!”

I felt something slam into me from behind. My frame pitched forward and I hit the ground. There was a clash behind me, and the sound of a shotgun firing. My radio lit up as my wives started yelling all at once. I rolled and watched as Garnet’s frame, along with Huldren rushed back behind the wall of shields. Garnet hadn’t gotten away without injury though, and there was a hole in his shoulder where he’d taken what must have been a hurried shot aimed at his head.

Even now, Alfi was swinging her shotgun around, before firing into the closest shield. The round punched through, and the frame behind collapsed to one side. The shields weren’t enough to stop the metal dart, but it was enough to prevent that dart from tearing through more than just the frame behind it.

That wall of shields also hid something else. My blood froze as I spotted the ballista. A team of frames must have been carrying it. With all the shields, nobody had noticed until an order was shouted and they parted. I watched as Ra tackled Alfi to the side as the bolt flew past, bouncing off the stone covered ground before striking one of the frames of our people behind us.

“Oh by the depths,” Dernorra’s voice echoed.

When the frames split to let the ballista take their first shot, it gave us our first clear view of the landscape behind them. It had been obscured since they all marched out of their landors, and I wasn’t entirely sure what I was actually seeing. It couldn’t be real.

“Tobias, please tell me you can see this as well,” Ra stated.

“BACK TO THE LINES!” I ordered. “NOW! MOVE! GO NOW!”

My wives turned as I hauled myself up. Garnet’s men seemed confused, since they were staring at us and not behind them. I only caught a single glimpse before I started running. A solid wall of green skinned monsters, charging across the open terrain towards us.

Those cannibalistic fucking orcs had dug their way out.

“FORM A LINE!” I roared. “RELOAD AND GET READY!”

Hanwarra was shouting orders too. Cries echoed in all directions and the best armed frames came to the front, only for me to start shoving them back. We needed to create a wall. A way to prevent them from breaking through. They stood as tall as our frames so the Dorfs still on foot would be at a serious disadvantage. Only a strong front would save us now.

Something Garnet’s people clearly did not have.

“ALFI!” one of my wives cried.

I turned and spotted her running. I wanted to go after her, but if I ran too, that might make more of them flee.

“Ra!”

“Got it!” She turned and charged after her sister-wife.

Garnet’s forces looked panicked as we were clearly squaring up to fight them. At least from their perspective. I could make out the forms of Garnet hurrying up the ramp into the back of the landor. The bastard was running away like the coward he was. He didn’t even bother telling them to turn around.

“The moment they move past Garnet’s men, open fire!” I ordered.

It was then that Garnet’s people realized their danger. Whether they heard me, or someone simply noticed what was about to happen, they broke apart in a mad scramble, desperately turning around. The Dorfs manning the ballista didn’t bother. They broke and ran, dodging and weaving the shields and heading right towards us. They were completely unarmed, wearing the clothing of a laborer in this world. Part of me wanted to prevent them from taking shelter with us. But then… That would make me just the same as Garnet.

“THIS WAY!” I shouted. “GET BACK HERE!”

A few of the shield carrying Dorfs heard me and began a retreat. The others did not. They braced like they might be able to withstand the oncoming wave. A few of them had weapons, but most seemed to have left them behind.

The orc wave hit them like a freight train. At full sprint over open ground, the orcs were fast. Faster than a landor too. The first of the frames fell, collapsing as the weight of hundreds of orcs rushed through them, hacking with their brutal, barbaric weapons. It didn’t matter how thick your armor was, when all they had to do was club you. Brute force was brute force, helmet or no.

“FIRE!” I roared.

Our shotguns barked. I watched my flechette’s rip into the wave of orcs. There wasn’t time to count how many I’d got. The only chance I had was to fire again. One of Garnet’s men collapsed at my feet. He crawled desperately as I fired over his head.

“You!” I snarled, as I changed magazines, tossing the empty down beside him. “You reload!"

The Dorf looked from the magazine, to me and nodded. “How sir?”

I grimaced and handed him the box of flechette rounds, and then one of the full magazines I had already. “Make more like that!”

“Sir!” the Dorf nodded and got to work.

The orcs slipped around us. Our front line was too strong. The shotguns barked and shredded their numbers. The only problem was how many of them there were. Garnet only brought a few dozen frames. We were only several hundred. The orcs though? A thousand or more. Each blast of my shotgun sent metal darts flying through their ranks. Those darts carried enough momentum to punch through anything soft and strike targets behind.

Each shot netted me three or four kills. The larger darts fired by the others were a little worse off, but with the additional penetration, they were more consistent. When my shotgun ran dry, I pulled the magazine and dropped it, before accepting the full one he’d just finished. I slammed it home and began firing once more. Orcs, dead and dying piled up ahead of us. Creating a wall of bodies that slowed their advance. It also blocked our shots.

I turned, aiming to the side now. Blasting orcs who ran by. Their howls and screams echoed around us. They didn’t seem to be affected by the deaths of their brethren. The orcs just kept coming. Surging around like a school of fish… or sharks. I noticed one of them, further back. Slower, more calculated. I could see they carried a cleaver and wore more than just the shredded leathers and loincloth that most of them wore. My problem was that I didn’t have the range to hit them. With all the orcs running past, I couldn’t get a clear shot. Which isn’t to say that I gave up.

My first shot tore through a pair of orcs, and another pair directly behind them. Aiming higher, my second shot must have sent a dart whistling by his head. The orc spun and glared at me. I realized that’s the one I saw that day. That I photographed, as he beheaded Jurgen.

“MEAT!” The orc roared, as the others went into a frenzy. The swirling turned into a charge and they closed quickly. I lowered my shotgun once more and blasted the closest. It tore them in half and killed two more coming in behind. My wives were busy firing too, punching narrower but deeper holes into the lines of orcs behind.

The losses weren’t one sided though. Other than our section of the line, the others were fighting hand to hand. Several frames were down. The pilots within were unknown. Gaps were filled by terrified Dorfs as the frames shuffled around to close things off. I spotted an orc break into the center. A club in each hand as he swung like a madman, killing three, before a frame with a spear took him from behind. Which only left that frame open as a second orc brought a stone pick down on the back of his helmet.

“TOBIAS!”

I spun back to the front and pulled the trigger as the orc swung for my head with a crude club. Only for nothing to happen. I was out of ammunition and holding an empty gun. In a last ditch attempt to save myself, I raised it like a shield. The orc struck, and my weapon shattered. A pulse of energy jolted up my arms making me cry out in pain as the orc collapsed as my wives blew him in half.

“GET BACK!” Dernorra shouted, pushing me deeper and away from the front line.

“Fuck,” I cursed as I looked around. My reloader was still alive. He stared at me with a strange look, before his eyes swung up. When I looked back, I saw them coming in their frames. Ra, with a massive box slung over her shoulder, while Alfi carried a crate.

“Good timing!” Alfi’s voice sounded through my radio.

“What is this?” I asked.

“Prototype, and it looks like you need it,” Alfi stated. “Turn around.”

“What?”

“NOW!” Ra snapped.

I shut up and did just as I was ordered. They moved in close and I felt a tug as my destroyed shotgun was detached.

“It’s a new design,” Alfi admitted “I don’t know if it works yet or not, but we have to do something.”

“Arm out,” Ra ordered. I held out my arm and she slipped something over it. “And the other one.”

I realized it was some kind of backpack. My back was already clunky thanks to the power supply mounted back there. I ended up having to hunch forward to balance myself correctly, but not by a ridiculous degree.

“Ra, just collect that here,” Alfi instructed. “And that goes here. Good.”

“What are you two doing?” I asked as I watched Dernorra narrowly avoid being clubbed, before Foly turned and shot the orc who had sprinted in between shots.

“You need both hands for this,” Alfi said.

I turned and looked down. There was the regular cable going into the box, along with a second, thicker one with square edges. I could also see a pair of handles in the box. Beyond that, I wasn’t sure. It was packed with something around… whatever it was.

“Hurry husband,” Alfi instructed. “Things are worse at the back than they are here.”

I nodded and grabbed the middle handle. It was heavy, whatever it was, but I hauled it up. With the added weight, it was actually easier to stand normally again.

That is, if I wasn’t offset by my raging fucking boner.

“Alfi,” I said, staring at the weapon. “When we get through this, I want you to take a look at that drink you gave me. The one that almost killed me that one time. Make a lesser version of it, and then tie yourself up so that when I drink it, I spend several hours fucking you into a coma as a reward.”

“I… yes. Please.”

“Now how does it work?”

“Just squeeze the trigger at the rear handle,” she replied softly.

I nodded and moved over to Dernorra and Foly. They had heard us talking through the radio and parted to let me stand between them. Four gleaming barrels stuck out of the terrifying looking contraption. Smaller in diameter than the newest shotgun, but almost half again as long. I aimed out into the rush of orcs. And squeezed the trigger.

It sounded like a bag of angry hornets. The rounds shrieked, the air screamed and the orcs died in their dozens. Tiny metal rods flew out punching holes in whatever they struck. The rounds seemed to deflect off bone, shattering and blowing out in random directions. Not as effective as a flechette, but more than the original darts.

I walked it from side to side, mowing down the orcs, who finally seemed to react to the amount of death happening around them. The orc I recognized seemed to realize the danger. He started shouting something, and the pattern of the orcs slowly began to change. I didn’t want that. Not now.

I focused on his spot and watched the orc panic and run as I blew through more rounds than I could have ever imagined. He vanished in a spray of blood and gore as I swept my weapon around. With his attempt to flee, the orc wave broke and began to stream back in the direction they came from.

Their numbers severely depleted, but no less of a threat, I held the trigger down until my new second favorite toy ran out of ammunition. My first favorite, being Alfi herself. When the barrels fell silent, there were hundreds of dead and wounded orcs. What was more, the landors remained in place. In all the fighting, they hadn’t tried to leave, but even I could see the glass canopy over the cockpits had been shattered.

“FATHER!” Foly cried and began to run.

“Alfi!” I snapped. “Get this thing off.”

“It’s just the pack,” she instructed. “That and the power cable.”

I grunted and set the minigun down, before shrugging off the pack. While I did that, Alfi disconnected the power cable, before Ra grabbed me.

“Here,” she said, stuffing a shotgun into my arms.

I didn’t have time to argue. Alfi was already connecting it to my generator, so I let it go and followed after Foly. She ignored several twitching and moaning orcs as she went by, before skidding to a halt at the landor. The ramp was down. I realized things were bad as I hurried to catch her. She was inside and I could hear her whimpering and crying over the radio as I followed in behind.

There was blood everywhere, but no bodies. Like whoever was in here had been carried off.

“He’s not here!” Foly snarled and kicked a fallen frame.

Which made a noise.

I moved up beside her and grabbed the frame. It was heavily damaged, like it had been hammered and crushed. With Foly’s help, we flipped it over and saw the front was partially torn open. Like it was being pried apart when the orcs were interrupted and ran away.

“Help,” a voice called from within. “I’m the son of Elder Kyanite. You’ll be rewarded if you help me!”

Foly’s frame went still, as Hanwarra’s voice came through my radio. “Bring him to me.”


CHAPTER FIFTEEN



Yabreal was a mess. Bleeding from several nasty looking stab wounds. It almost looked like the orcs were trying to pry him out, piece by piece. Thankfully, for him at least, that had been only moments before the minigun sent them running. Yabreal had just enough strength to roll onto his front and hope for the best. Which turned out to be his own sister prying him out of his suit.

“Folot—aaah!” he gasped, as she slapped him across the face.

I winced as I took her by the shoulder. She almost tried to fight against me, but conceded almost as quickly.

“Tobias,” Ra said, coming out of the cockpit. “There are no signs of the Garnet’s, nor Elder Kyanite.”

“W-what?” Yabreal spluttered. “No, you have to⁠—”

“SHUT UP!” Folotelyn roared, almost propelling herself out of my arms. “THIS IS YOUR FAULT! Traitorous scum! You took him away! You put him in danger! This is YOUR FAULT!”

Yabreal, despite his injuries, seemed even more in pain at Folotelyn’s words. No matter how justified he felt about his actions. She was telling the truth, and he knew it. What was worse, I could only guess one reason they weren’t still here. In fact, why many of the Dorfs were not still here. Any of the frames they got open were empty. The few bodies strewn about that hadn’t been dragged off, had been partially chewed.

“Ra, we need to leave,” I told her. “Now.”

“Now?”

“Remember the photo I took,” I said, before looking over at Kiggaelin.

“It’s fine,” she said in a soft tone. “He was not my first choice. I was upset at his death, because I knew that father would punish me for it.”

“If we don’t move quickly. He might just get to experience what it was that Jurgen went through,” I grunted.

“It really happened?” Yabreal asked.

I turned to him with a scowl. “You thought I lied?”

“Of course I did!” Yabreal choked off a pained grunt as Folotelyn turned her scowl in his direction once more. “Garnet didn’t believe you. He didn’t even believe…”

There was a pause, and it was Hanwarra who was the first to react. “Tend to his wounds. Keep him bound. Place him in the dungeons, under guard, without the familial hospitality.”

“What?” Yabreal stared at my black-haired wife.

“Unless the representative of the Kyanite clan wishes to argue for leniency?” Ra asked, turning to Folotelyn.

She shook her head. “Traitors have no clan.”

“Foly—”

“DO NOT CALL ME THAT!” She snarled, as I held her back from hitting him again. “YOU SICKEN ME! TO THE BLACKEST DEPTHS WITH YOUR TRAITOROUS SOUL!”

“Hey, hey.” I pulled Foly back against my chest while she fought with herself.

“Get him away from me,” Foly spat. “I never want to see you again.”

Hanwarra made a gesture, and a pair of Dorfs grabbed ahold of Yabreal. I thought he might protest. That he might have some final word. Instead, he allowed them to carry him off without a fuss. Likely the least painful option for him, since he was still bleeding from the wounds he’d been given.

“Tobias, my dear husband,” Hanwarra said. “I have orders for you.”

“I’m happy to lead the rescue,” I said evenly. “But I have conditions.”

“And what are they?” she asked.

“Firstly, that you never step outside of the landor without wearing a frame,” I said. “Second, that you don’t go anywhere without guards. And lastly, that you send me ahead in a faster landor, while you arrive with the main army we’ll need to make sure these fucking orcs never make it back here.”

I thought she might argue. Instead, she slowly nodded. “For the good of our daughter.”

“Oh thank fuck⁠—”

“But I will be frustrated when this is over, and I will need certain… reassurances to make up for it.”

“You’re feeling better?” I guessed.

She smiled. “Some days no. Other days… I feel an urge to be your big tiddy goth wife once more.”

Yeah… that I can agree with.
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The drive to the mine entrance was the smoothest I’d experienced yet. This was considered a time of war, so there were no fuel saving tactics being employed. That was partially due to the need to rest properly while we drove. And to help Alfi with her work. She didn’t have the time or the equipment to build a whole new minigun. A name she adopted for herself when she heard me call it that. It turned out though, that the ammunition was simple enough to make. Which was good, because the minigun fired a lot of it.

We waited just long enough to move a few things into the landor. Dernorra was driving, Kiggaelin was filling in as navigator, while Alfofida worked on her various projects. Most of those being our frames and the ammunition situation. With us, were a small team of Dorfs. Mostly here to help round out the numbers and carry things. Another of Hanwarra’s people filled in for her while she followed behind in the slower landors. And another pair from Spinel who would alternate between holding a shotgun each, hauling equipment, or in the worst, driving the landor in a retreat.

That left me to comfort my worried Folotelyn. She smiled when I met her eyes, and laughed when we spoke. When she thought she was alone though, she stared a lot. Deep in thought. Twisted with worry. It wasn’t healthy to sit and stare at the wall for an hour. So, I made sure to spend plenty of time with her.

“I know what you’re doing,” she murmured.

I gave a small shrug as I rubbed soap into her shoulders. “Is it a problem?”

“I’m not some helpless child, Tobias.”

“Oooh, my full name. Maybe I am in trouble,” I muttered as I continued scrubbing her back.

“You’re not…” Folotelyn sighed, and turned around, interrupting my scrubbing, but giving me a far more pleasant view. “You’ve not spent any time with Dernorra,” she said with a huff.

I stared at her for a few moments, before realizing she was serious. “How am I supposed to spend time with her, while she’s driving a landor?”

“There’s evenings⁠—”

“In the nest, with the rest of you?” I asked. “I know Alfi and Lyn are into that kind of thing, but I don’t think Dernorra would be.”

“That’s not the point!” Foly snapped.

I nodded. “You’re right. It’s not. Do you want the truth?”

“You don’t want⁠—”

“Oh no nonono,” I laughed and shook my head. “One-hundred percent honesty. No lies. Nothing would make me happier than walking into that cockpit, pulling her clothing off and having my wicked way with her, right here and now,” I said with a slight shrug. “But she won’t appreciate that. She’s almost as stuck up as Kiggaelin, but without all the nasty shit that Garnet did to her.”

“Okay, maybe that’s a point⁠—”

“On the other hand,” I said, cutting Foly off. “I have you.”

“Me?”

“Mhm.” I nodded. “My wonderful. Beautiful. Delightful first wife. Who worries endlessly about her father and what happens when all this is over.”

Foly let out a sigh and slowly shook her head. “It’s not that.”

“It’s not?” I asked as I tried to figure out what I’d missed.

“No it’s… I don’t…” Foly seemed to be struggling.

“Hey, it’s alright. Whatever it is, it can’t be as bad as Hanwarra being terrified of telling me that she was…” I noticed the way Foly suddenly looked away. “You⁠—”

“I don’t know for certain,” she whispered hurriedly. “I’ve not had the time to visit with Grandmother yet. I haven’t had any proper checks, just… a few signs.”

“Signs?”

She shifted her weight from foot to foot. “Sensitivity. A dislike of certain smells.”

“Are there any smells here that are a problem?” I asked.

“No,” Foly whispered.

“So just sensitive then?” I asked as I trailed my fingers down her chest and stomach.

She was breathing hard even before my fingers reached her mons. Her hands gently grasped my elbow as she spread her thighs a little. Foly looked slightly embarrassed as she stood before me. Which wouldn’t do. She was my wife, and I felt that entitled her to my attention. She had nothing to be embarrassed about. So I leaned in to kiss her, as I slipped my fingers between her thighs.

She moaned softly as my fingers found a molten furnace. Like slippery silk, my fingers slid smoothly through her labia and over her clit.

“H-husband?”

“Too much?” I asked with a sly grin.

“No,” she whimpered. “I’ve been burning up since before you followed me in here.”

“Oh?” I nodded in understanding as I slid my fingers further between her legs. “So this is unnecessary then?”

“Unless your goal is to torment me,” Foly whimpered.

“Can’t have that, can we?” I asked as I removed my hand.

Her fingers tightened around my arm, but she let me go a moment later. She must have been on the edge already. I just hadn’t noticed it until now. I’d thought she was upset over the war situation, not distracted over thoughts of a potential pregnancy.

“Two of you now,” I shook my head. “I’m going to be swimming in children soon.”

Foly looked up at me as I slowly pushed her back. This was one of the smaller landors. It was small in here too. A little stuffy. But I was going to make this work. She looked up at me with a confused frown as I bent. Only to yelp as I hooked my hands under her ass and lifted.

“Toby!”

“Legs around,” I instructed as I pushed in close.

Her soap covered back slid up the wall with ease and she lifted her legs. That gave me a better handhold as I pulled her knees around my hips. Her eyes went wide and she grabbed ahold of my shoulders.

“I am not one of your toys,” she said with the cutest pout.

“No,” I admitted. “But space is limited in here, and I’d very much like to kiss you while I have my way with you.”

“I don’t know if that was supposed to be romantic, or crude,” Foly laughed.

“Just think of it,” I started as I steered my cock between her legs. “As your husband, wanting to please his wife, in the most carnal ways. While adoring her at the same time.”

Foly stared at up me and I stared right back. I slowly pushed my hips forward, while relaxing my grip slightly. Foly’s eyes widened as she felt herself slide down the wall again. Only to widen further as she felt the head of my cock meet her entrance. Her mouth opened as if she was going to say something, but all that came out was a soft whimpering moan as she stretched to accommodate me.

“I love you Foly,” I told her. “You’re the best thing that ever happened to me. This world and the one I came from.”

“You’re a fool⁠—”

“A fool in love then,” I said as I gently kissed her. “Boy or girl?”

Foly moaned and tightened her grip around my shoulders as I began to thrust. “Both,” she whimpered. “At least one of each. We won’t inherit the clan, so we don’t need to worry about succession.”

“Oh good,” I said, thrusting my cock deep into her. “So it won’t matter if I just… breed you constantly for a few years?”

“You wouldn’t dare,” she protested, before losing her scowl as I thrust into her once more. “You’re a bastard Tobias.”

“A fool, a bastard. Soon to be a father,” I said before kissing her once more. “Honestly, I just consider myself lucky these days.”

“Lucky?”

“Mhm,” I said, sliding my cock deep into her, before pulling back out. I drove myself in, feeling the way her pussy fluttered around me. “I met you. Then I married you. I loved you. And you have only given me more reasons to love and be loved,” I said, stroking my cock into her dripping body. “You, my dear wife, are where it all started.”

“Dorfs would fight to the death if they knew what you represented,” Foly grunted as her head rocked back against the wall.

“Maybe,” I admitted as I gently kissed her. “But all you did was stand at my side and let me fall ever deeper in love with you. Until now.”

“Now?” Foly’s eyes flicked open.

“I don’t think I could love you more than I do now,” I whispered as I drove myself into her. “Pregnant with my child.”

“It’s not confirmed⁠—”

“You’re certain though, aren’t you?” I growled as I felt her pussy beginning to squeeze and throb. “Or you wouldn’t have told me.”

Her entire body seized. Her legs clamped around my waist. Her arms tensed around my shoulders. Even her head snapped forward, narrowly missing cracking her forehead against my chin as she pressed her face into my chest.

“OH THE DEPTHS!” She snarled.

I felt the suction. One last thrust, before my cock was pulled deeply inside her. That heavenly feeling as she spasmed and quaked around me was too much. I held her close and stepped back. When my ass hit the wall, I slumped down onto the floor as the first ropes of my seed spilled into her body. Foly trembled and shook as she continued cumming around me.

“I love you,” she whimpered. “Whatever gods there are in the depths of this world, I want them to know it,” she said as she lightly clawed at me. “You make me happy.”

That actually meant quite a bit. The Dorf people were a stoic people. Such an admission carried weight, beyond what I’d expect from any human.

“Promise me you’re going to come back safe,” she whispered.

I smiled as she looked up at me. “I promise I will do my best to come back safe.”

She and I both knew that I hadn’t quite promised what she wanted me to promise. Rather than call me on it, she leaned back, placing both her hands on my knees. I stared down at my lascivious wife as she spread her thighs, showing where my cock vanished deep inside her. The slight wrinkles in her labia, where she stretched to fit me. A tiny bulge on her mons, from my cock, locked deep inside her, as she rocked her hips.

“Come back to me Toby,” she whispered as she stirred my cock within her.

“Oh, I certainly plan to,” I murmured as I watched the show she was putting on.

“You have other Dorfs to breed,” she continued, before smirking as she felt my cock twitch inside her. “Does that excite you?” she asked. “You bred Hanwarra already. You’ve likely bred me. Maybe Alfi next?”

“Foly,” I growled as I took her by the hips. “What happens if you release the lock, but your husband wishes to have you a third time?”

She paused and slowly shook her head. “I… don’t know, husband. But… If you are willing⁠—”

“I’m beyond fucking willing,” I growled as I began bouncing her in my lap.
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“Sir, is something wrong with Folotelyn, or her frame?” Alfofida asked.

“Not at all,” I said as I tapped my thumb and pinky to my palm, which activated the closing mechanism on my frame. When the faceplate activated and showed me my dear Alfi, stepping out of the armor stand, I sighed. “She’s not coming with us, because she may be pregnant.”

“I knew it,” Kiggaelin’s voice came over the radio. “You two took so long in the bathing room, and she came out limping. I knew something big happened there.”

“Right,” I said, keeping my tone even. “So she is going to remain here when we stop.”

“Then she should get into her frame now,” Dernorra said as she strode out of the cockpit. “My people are in command. We’re being followed by orcs.”

“Shit,” I cursed.

“Sir, let me get your minigun attached,” Alfi announced as Foly scrambled into her frame.

We were close. Very close. We had gotten into our frames, in preparation for our initial assault. From what we’d been able to tell, the majority of the force that attacked us, streamed back without deviating. There had been some stragglers though. Ones that diverted and went elsewhere. We were going to have a time hunting them down later. For now though, we were prepared for similar numbers as the attack.

With me already on the minigun, and the landor to stand within, our group were confident that I could mow their numbers down. Meanwhile the rest of my wives would be on clean up for any that got close, or tried any tricks like circling around and climbing aboard. It wasn’t perfect, but to rescue Elder Kyanite, there wasn’t time to wait for the main force to arrive.

“Maybe we can scare them off,” I thought aloud as I moved over to the bench with my newest toy. “Whatever keeps them off the landor.”

There was murmured agreement as I picked up the backpack that served as ammunition storage. I still needed help getting it all connected. The power cable was one thing. The ammunition belt though I knew was heavy. Heavy enough that you could only really attach and detach it while in a frame yourself. When it was connected, I grabbed the front handle of the minigun and lifted the weapon into my arms. With the stabilizers activated in the landor, I moved easily and positioned myself in the middle of the rear compartment.

“Drop the door,” I ordered.

Alfi hit the command and the door whirred into life. Dust billowed in as it kicked up from the tracks. So I was momentarily distracted when a green figure slipped over the top. The orc must have spotted the ramp and jumped. With my moment of distraction, I was taken by surprise. If I opened fire, I’d damage the door, potentially sending ricochet’s through the landor. If I didn’t, the orc had a club in his hands.

Dernorra swung into action. Her sword flashed through the space between us, and the orc jerked back. He was only partially successful. Instead of losing his head, he just had his throat violently opened. Club forgotten, the orc grabbed at his bleeding neck and fell, as a second orc leaped for the ramp.

This time, I aimed up and feathered the trigger. The open sky gave me a clear backdrop. The orc's hands were shredded just as its head came into view. Whether it was wounded or dead, I didn’t know. I only saw a shower of gore as it fell off the back of the landor, as two more made the leap.

The ramp was low enough that they scrambled onboard, only to be cut down by my next sweep of the minigun.

“Save your ammunition sir!” Foly called. “You’ll be needed later!”

“Right,” I said, pulling back as the ramp finally stuck the ground behind us.

The orcs were fast. They ran in a pack. Two dozen strong with various weapons. One even had a spear that it hurled at us with the force of a ballista. Thankfully, doing so while running, sent the spear wide and it harmlessly crashed into the back wall. Right before one of my wives blew its head off.

They moved up either side of me. Pumping round after round into the orcs chasing us. The orcs were shredded in moments. Even if they weren’t hit directly, the debris and falling bodies took them down. Still, there were many, many more of them out there.

“Foly,” I said. “We’re not going to stop.”

“We’re not?” she asked, glancing my way.

“Someone tell the drivers to make a wide swing. Bring us right by the entrance to the mine and slow enough for us to jump out. Then return to the main force.”

“You’ll be alone!” Foly spat.

“Everyone take a pack,” Alfi ordered. “Sir needs the ammunition!”

I looked over, and saw her pulling out several more of the ammunition packs I was carrying. One for each of them, Foly included, though she wasn’t going to be wearing one, since she was staying.

Dernorra was the one to stick her head into the cockpit to relay the instructions, and I felt when the landor made a turn.

“I don’t like this,” Foly said.

“There’s nothing to like,” I admitted. “But if we want to rescue your father, this is the only chance we have. The last time was quick.”

“I just… I can’t lose you both,” she pleaded.

I let out a sigh and wished I could have been out of my frame to hug her. “Foly, part of me will always be with you.”

“Don’t say that,” she pleaded. “It makes it sound like you don’t think you’ll come back.”

“Oh, I’m coming back,” I said and grinned. “There’s no force on this world, or the orc one that’s going to stop me coming back to my wives.”

“Sorry to cut the sweet talk, but we’re about to swing for the entrance,” Dernorra said.

“I love you Foly,” I told her. “I’ll be back.”

“You promise?”

I didn’t answer. The landor made a sudden turn and when it did, I could see them. Hundreds. It wasn’t quite a war camp. Part of it even looked like a hospital station. Only for a moment, before I realized they weren’t healing their injured. Quite the opposite, from the looks of things.

It also put us into range of more of the orcs. I opened fire on the few in throwing range. A spear whipped past my head once more, followed by an axe.

“GO!” Dernorra roared.

I paused in my shooting as Foly and the others sent out shots of their own. I needed both hands to fire my weapon and that wasn’t easy on the move. I charged down the ramp and gave a little hop. When my metal boots hit the gravel, I continued to slide backward for a few feet.

“ALFI’S HIT!”

I turned and saw one frame down.

“I’m fine! Just my stupid leg!” she cried.

“GET OUT THERE!” Foly screeched.

Kiggaelin made the leap next. Dernorra was only a moment behind her.

“No!” Alfi cried. “Go back!”

“No time!” I snarled as I turned and swept my minigun over the closest orcs nearest the mine entrance. “Get inside! If we can reach the Elder, we can hold out until Hanwarra arrives!”

“Sir!” came Kiggaelin’s and Dernorra’s replies.

They closed in on either side. I noticed that while each carried one of my ammunition packs, Kiggaelin was holding two. One on her back, and another slung over her arm like a shield. I didn’t say anything about it, and led the way to the mine. The orcs were in an uproar. If they weren’t running at us, they were running away.

It also appeared they lacked leadership. So either I’d gotten that orc with the cleaver, or they were already inside. In either case, I wanted to hurry. We ran for the mine entrance as an orc burst out. Dernorra raised her shotgun and blew a hole through the middle of him. The orc wasn’t dead, but he was staring at the sky with confusion since his spine was now in two sections.

“Lights,” I reminded both of them as we entered the darkness.

Our shoulder mounted spotlights brightened the path considerably. Though not for our benefit. The tunnel was only just wide enough for us to pass through. The tunnel had been opened, but there was little done to clear anything. What made it worse, was the mess. Blood, gore, bits of bone and flesh. Some of it was obviously fresh. The Dorfs taken from the landors. Others were older. Orcs and Dorfs who hadn’t made it out of the mine when Obsidian collapsed it after our escape. I was glad for our helmets since they filtered out the smells we’d be experiencing in this place.

I was in the middle, with Kiggaelin ahead of me with her makeshift shield. Behind me was Dernorra, who occasionally turned and fired a shot behind. When Kiggaelin fired too, I found myself in an odd situation, trapped between two frames with nowhere to go. The tunnels had been tight before, but we could move. Here it was practically claustrophobic.

Still, we pushed on, stomping over the fresh bodies of the orcs who were making their way out. The stickiness of the blood splatters in places also told us that the orcs weren’t that far ahead of us. The blood being red and wet, gave me a little hope. I didn’t want to admit it to Foly, but I hoped to at least retrieve his corpse. My hopes he was alive were slim at best.

“Sir,” Kiggaelin called, slowing. “The tunnel splits.”

“Shit,” I cursed. “Does the blood go in both directions?”

“No, only to the left,” Kiggaelin replied.

“Always the left.” I sighed. “Follow the blood. If they’re collecting meat, that’s likely where we’ll find them.”

“Got it,” Kiggaelin said, making the turn. I followed behind, and paused, before looking right. A pair of orcs came sprinting from the darkness—only for a liberal application of brrrt to end that nonsense as quickly as it started. Then it was back to tracking down Elder Kyanite.

I lost track of how far we’d come through the tunnels. They were narrow, cramped and didn’t quite fit the same layout as when I first came here. Part of me felt a little violated by that. This was where I came to this world. Where I met Foly. Where my life changed for the better. Now it was buried, messy, and filled with fucking orcs…

“Sir, there’s light ahead,” Kiggaelin announced.

“Light?” I asked. “Like… a fire?”

“More like daylight, sir,” Kiggaelin replied. “I see movement.”

I grimaced as she started firing. I watched her swap magazines and then continue firing as we hurried along. Dernorra had been quiet for most of it. I saw the flash of her lights as she turned to check behind us, but she hadn’t fired off any shots.

It was also obvious that Kiggaelin was right. The tunnel was getting brighter. I turned off my lights and could still see. But what worried me is what I could hear.

“Oh, by the darkest depths,” Kiggaelin hissed.

We stepped out of the tunnel, and I saw the horror before us. The portal. Where it had been invisible at first, appearing to be nothing but rock—it was now like a window, to the world on the other side. It was midday, and the sun was high, shining down on green grass, smeared with blood and gore. Stuffed around the edges of the portal, like some horrible picture frame, were fresh and rotting body parts. All of them Dorfs. Hacked apart and pinned in place as if to hold the portal open.

And before us, just on the other side, was the orc with the cleaver. Elder Garnet struggled as he was held down. Elder Kyanite was being held back by another orc, as if waiting in line.

I raised my minigun, and the orc shuddered as my rounds punched holes in his chest. Blood spurted out, and the orcs ducked for cover. I spotted Elder Kyanite dive to the ground as I swept the minigun from side to side. Orcs died all around us. Kiggaelin and Dernorra fired their shotguns, adding to the destruction. We moved forward as echoes boomed and the air vibrated with destruction.

We stepped through the portal, turning about in case there were orcs hiding out of sight. The wooden wall was still in place, and the portal was before a tower. The gate was gone though, and this looked more like a place of macabre worship than the fort it once was.

If it moved, I held down my trigger. Orcs on the walls died. Parts of the wall did too. Sections of it collapsed, showing fresh, unstained grass, trees and mountains beyond. A bright sky, with clouds on the horizon. Where the Dorf world was barren and dry, this was lush and full of life. Only, inhabited by brutal monsters that tortured, killed, ate and decorated with the corpses of sentients.

“Tobias!” Dernorra screamed. “Hold your fire!”

I released the trigger and looked around. There was a low rumble and I tried to find the source of it. Unlike the rumble we felt around the city when the orcs attacked, this was just audible. Getting louder with every moment. As I turned, trying to figure out the direction, I finally spotted it. Plumes of dust wafting out of the portal.

“NO!” I snapped and started to run towards it. “NOOOO!”

“Tobias no!” Kiggaelin grabbed hold of me.

“It’s collapsing!” I argued.

“It’s too late!” she held onto me.

I knew she was right. The tunnel collapsed before my eyes. Rocks spilled through the portal, along with a plume of dust.

“I take it, that wasn’t part of the plan?”

I turned and spotted Elder Kyanite sitting up. He was battered and bleeding in a few places. Worse than when we saw him with Garnet, but he was standing.

“Elder.” I sighed. “I… think we’re stuck here for now.”

He nodded. “Can I ask, that someone untie me?” He turned around to show his bound hands.

Dernorra took out her sword. “Hold still, Elder. I don’t want to cut you.”

“What’s one more?” the older Dorf huffed out, but he held still as she cut his bindings.

Elder Kyanite rolled his shoulders and took a deep breath. “Thank you. For the rescue. For what you’ve done coming to this place. And for not giving into that bastard’s idiocy.”

“Idiocy?” Garnet grumped from where he lay nearby. “I only had the great good in mind!”

“So do I,” Kyanite sneered as he rolled up the sleeves of his tattered shirt. “Tobias. I would appreciate if you and your team don’t witness this.”

I paused. “I can’t let you kill him.”

“On my honor and my clan. He’ll live.”

“That’s treason!” Garnet snapped. “I am an Elder.”

“We need to scout this place,” I said, turning my back to the beating Garnet was about to receive. “Spread out. Check everywhere. I don’t want any hidden surprises.”
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The world as they knew it is gone. Shattered in a single night of bloodshed. Monsters, madness and man’s own folly, led to the demise of millions.

Not all was lost.

Through grit, the smarts of the girl-next-door and sheer dumb luck. Joel, Jess and his neighbors survived that first night. Awakening in the morning with an introduction to Morpheus. The vague intelligence appearing as a textbox and a set of obnoxious questlines.

And for whatever reason. It’s taken a liking to Joel and his ragtag group. Gifted a class, stat sheets and upgradable skills and gear, Joel banded with his neighbors to eke out a safe zone to live in. Which only invited further danger.

Luneira, the Night Hag was the first major hurdle. A silent and deadly wraith alongside a horde of monsters being the second.

It seems that every time Joel overcomes a struggle. A new arises. And with more powerful allies, comes enemies to match. Human and otherwise.

Morpheus is a modern day fantasy, with base building elements, stat sheets and a progression system.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0G1JP346P
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Beaten but not for good. The necromancer-turned-lich still prowls the land, and the only one who can find him is Dara Eolande.

What better excuse does Dara have, to travel the realm in search? Why, but a tour to celebrate her recent wedding, to the Princess Alvar.

Things aren't all quiet though. Politics, corruption and the normal worries of the world, emphasised by the meddling of the deranged lich. For it too, has the whispers of a higher power guiding it.

Balance must be preserved.

Contains adult elements not suitable for children, involving a futa MC with a taste for attractive women and the occasional stat sheet.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FT5W4R1V
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There is no cure. Everyone is infected. They’re always coming.

Three truths to the world as we know it. Not the work of some long dormant god. Nor the work of mother nature. But by the folly of man.

Evolution 2.0

It was supposed to be a miracle.

It cured cancer and genetic disorders. It bolstered the human lifespan by decades and even reversed the ravages of time. Humanity at its greatest.

It was only after administering it to the population at large. That someone infected with Evolution 2.0 inevitably died. Accidents, violence, and while distant, even age. Death comes to us all and with little warning. When the dead can rise behind you, safety is fleeting and before long there were millions.

And they know where we are.

Those that survived, live aboard slow-moving life trains. Endlessly circling the mainland of what once was the United States. As tens-of-millions of evos stagger around in the center, drawn towards an endlessly moving target.

If a train makes an unscheduled stop. It better be for a damn good reason.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FQ1LSTCZ
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Wanting to go into business with his best friend, Evie, Calon never could have expected how his life would turn in an instant.

Rushing into the burning home of a neighbour, the unthinkable happens and our fearless main character dies a hero. Only... He doesn't quite make it to the afterlife.

Thrust back in time, and into an alternate reality of South East Queensland, Australia, Calon finds himself in a world, familiar in only the vaguest sense. Before he can come to grip with his new world, Calon is captured by a host of wolf-riding goblins.

With the help of sheer dumb luck, a borderline sarcastic set of popups and the relatively low IQ of the previously mentioned goblins, our young hero stumbles into the role of the Summoner Class.

And accidentally calls forth someone... Familiar.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FKHPR2X2


BOOK FORMATTING



Book formatting at a reasonable price.

The person who formatted this book and all of the Montgomery Quinn books!

“I make your words look pretty.”

https://www.nmalone.net/bookformatting
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