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CHAPTER ONE


The soft clomping of metal boots on grass was just about all I could hear. At least, in between the taps. Every few paces, I reached up with one armored gauntlet and knocked on the wooden palisade. Despite everything, it seemed to be rather solid. Three times the height of a frame, tipped with sharpened sticks—I wouldn’t go as far as saying it would keep the orcs out. They seemed pretty good at climbing.

But it would slow them. Hopefully enough they’d concentrate on the front gates. Which, comparatively, were shorter and weaker, since they weren’t anchored into the ground. When I had arrived last, this was little more than a fort. A walled section around a small structure that housed the portal.

Now though, it was like a whole village had sprung up around it. Not the quaint little village you’d expect from some fantasy era novel. The structures weren’t permanent for the most part. Animal skins, stretched over bones and sticks. There was very little organization too. The closest sign of intent was directly in front of the portal. Enough space to set up a little congregation and sacrifice whatever living thing on an enormous butcher’s table.

The large fire pit beside it, told me that they cooked their meals too. Which… wasn’t quite the comfort I thought it would be, considering what I’d seen them trying to eat. I was relieved though, to find plenty of bones from things that clearly weren’t of human intelligence. There were herbivores here, and the creatures that hunted them. Despite the horrific details of this place, outside the walls, it was beautiful. Rolling hills, forests as far as the eye could see and green grass filling in all the gaps.

While I hadn’t seen any of the local wildlife, I knew they were out there. The game trails were easy enough to spot, even from here. It had me curious why the orcs were eating Dorfs with such an abundance of wildlife roaming around. The Dorfs had issues with food production and even they hadn’t resorted to killing one another for meat.

“Tobias?” Came a familiar voice through my radio.

I turned, hearing my name and spotted the familiar figure of Dernorra marching towards me. The pink glow in her faceplate, along with her sword, made her easy to recognize.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

“The camp seems secure,” she stated. “We’ve put Garnet in one of the solid structures by the portal. Kiggaelin and Elder Kyanite are discussing our next move.”

I let out a long sigh before giving the wall one last thump. “As far as I can tell, the only way in or out is the front gate. There’s a latrine around the back half, but I don’t think we want to use that.”

“Probably for the best,” Dernorra’s voice grumbled. “No sign of water?”

“Nothing,” I admitted. I’d hoped they would have found something. I didn’t think water would be a problem. This place was far too lush for water to be a scarcity. I just didn’t know if that meant a well was hidden nearby, or perhaps a river.

Together, we marched our way back through the camp. There were signs of life… and death, just about everywhere. The orcs were brutal things. Just about everything they did was violent, and their society seemed to revolve around strength. The big one with the cleaver that killed Jurgen and was going to kill Elder Garnet, seemed to be in charge. I could only hope that by killing him, the locals would fall into disarray. At least if they fought one another, they’d leave us alone… for a time.

The structures were both of lesser quality and size, the closer you were to the wall. Drooping tents, shorter sticks. The worst off looked to be sleeping in a small hole dug into the ground itself. Yet it was the stench that made me want to recoil. Just about every one of these structures had some kind of mess inside it. Bones, and more bones, drying and meaty. Some being broken up into parts, others being fashioned into entire weapons. It was like their entire society revolved around violence, at every level.

“It’s strange,” Dernorra remarked as spied on them. “I don’t see any signs of women in the camp.”

I grimaced and shook my head. “Hopefully it stays that way. The alternatives don’t sound great.”

“No,” Dernorra sounded disgusted. “Hopefully we’re just missing the greater picture.”

“Not sure how their society survived if all they do is kill and eat one another,” I grumbled as the sacrificial table came into view.

It looked like a stretching rack. Places to tie wrists and ankles top and bottom. Sized up for someone almost as large as the big one I’d killed when we arrived. The blood stain on the ground where he died was still there. But the body was not. The first thing we did when the fighting ended was drag all the corpses outside. Half of that was so we wouldn’t have to look at them. The other half was because a handful were just playing dead and took a swing when you walked over. Only way to be sure they were dead was to check them.

But it was getting late now. The sun was getting low, the temperature seemed to be dropping and after closing the front gate and checking the walls, there wasn’t much else to do.

Kiggaelin smiled as she spotted the frames approaching. Elder Kyanite, still looking battered, straightened to hide how exhausted he obviously was. It wasn’t just what the orcs had done to him, but by Garnet’s captivity. It looked like he’d been regularly beaten and starved. He wasn’t emaciated, but he had a certain sallowness to his cheeks to know he hadn’t been well treated.

I halted before him, and made a gesture with my hand. Touching my thumb and pinky to the palm. It was awkward, which was the point. We didn’t want to accidentally open our frames in the middle of a fight. That would be deadly—twice over with the orcs. They’d already proven capable of prying one open to get the Dorf out on the inside if they had the chance to do so.

When my frame opened, the real temperature of the cool air struck my skin. It wasn’t quite winter, but I was going to be in trouble if we didn’t have a proper bed set up. Then again, with both Kiggaelin and Dernorra here, I had two very comfortable ways to keep warm.

“Elder,” I gave a small nod as I climbed out.

“None of that,” he muttered. “This isn’t the time or the place for propriety.”

I nodded and glanced at Kiggaelin who smiled at me, as Dernorra climbed out of her frame.

“Elder,” she bowed.

Elder Kyanite let out a long sigh, but didn’t argue with her over it.

“As far as I can tell, the walls are secure, the gate is closed and barred,” I began.

“I didn’t find anything of interest in the section I checked,” Dernorra continued.

“Nor I,” Kiggaelin agreed.

“I haven’t managed much,” Kyanite admitted. “When I was done talking to Garnet, I found a place to put him where he wouldn’t get into trouble.”

I stared at the elder, then glanced at Kiggaelin. She’d been here the longest with the man, so if she wasn’t nervously glancing at the man, I'd just accept it for now.

“Alright,” I nodded. “Any sign of food, water. Any kind of storage? Supplies?”

“I didn’t find anything like that,” Kiggaelin said with a slow shake of her head. “It’s like they didn’t plan more than a few days ahead and carried most of what they owned.”

“Nothing in the buildings?” I tried.

“Nothing pleasant,” Kyanite muttered. “Most of them smell like something died within. The biggest one is just two rooms. The smaller, containing Garnet.”

“Alright, so we won’t worry about them,” I grimaced. “Which means we need to sort out some immediate issues. Food we can do without. There seems to be plenty of game out in the woods. Water is going to be an issue. So is the weather if we don’t have anywhere to stay.”

“We’re also going to need a watch,” Kyanite announced. “The last thing we need is something coming over the walls in the dark.”

I grimaced at that thought before nodding. “He’s right. We’ll have to organize a watch. With the four of us, it shouldn’t be… too bad.” Then I got an idea and let out a sigh. “Would it be worth⁠—”

“No,” Kiggaelin snapped, as she gave me a pointed look. “I know what you are going to suggest, and I’m saying no. My… Garnet is a snake. The first chance he gets, he’ll cut your throat, take my frame, kill the rest of us and be off into the hills, consequences be damned.”

“Well alright then,” I said, not wanting to argue her own feelings towards her father.

I turned and looked out where the sun was. By holding up one hand, with my pinky parallel to the horizon, I counted how many fingers to the sun. On earth, one finger was around fifteen minutes. So a single hand gave you an hour of light.

“If time works the same way I’m used to,” I said. “We’ve got less than an hour until dark. So priorities for tonight are where we sleep and how we want to keep watch.”

“For the best,” Kyanite nodded. “Tomorrow, we will need to find water, and dispose of the dead.”

“Agreed,” I nodded as Dernorra and Kiggaelin offered their silent agreement.

In the end, the plan was simple. We used the frames to shove that awful sacrificial table out of view, before tearing down the skins of the nearest structures. Not the ones used for bedding. We didn’t want to touch those. Instead, we took the ones used to keep out the weather. They were, if not clean, then rinsed and left in the sun to burn away any nasties that might be on them.

Then it was just a matter of stacking them all in a big pile. I knew the Dorfs liked to sleep in nests, and I didn’t give a rats ass about Garnet. Kyanite was another matter though. He had a strange look on his face, before looking directly at me. We both had the same thought, but it wasn’t much of an option right now. We were going to sleep in the same place. We would just have to suck it up for the meantime.

After hammering a few stakes into the ground, and stringing over a roof of our own, the sun was down and the sky was dimming rapidly. The four of us clustered around and exchanged looks.

“Should we set a fire?” I asked.

Kyanite glanced over to the large pit and grimaced. “Perhaps a good idea, but not there. Not with what happened in this place.”

“Agreed,” I muttered. “Before that though, we need to set a watch for the night.”

It was a quick explanation. I took a few twigs that were laying around, and broke them into different lengths. I then held my hands behind my back and stuffed them into my fist, so only the very tops of the sticks pointed out.

One by one, we took and measured out sticks. The shortest was going first. Dernorra’s was the shortest, followed by Kyanite, then myself with Kiggaelin taking the final watch until sunrise. It wasn’t ideal, and we planned to rotate, that way we took turns getting uninterrupted sleep.

With Dernorra climbing back into her frame for the evening, I took it upon myself to collect some wood. There was plenty of it, and we’d collected a bunch just from tearing down structures to get to the skins on the roofs. I stacked it up, while Kyanite sorted them into piles. Some he set aside, others he broke down and handed off to Kiggaelin, who built a small fire just outside our sleeping area.

By the time it was truly dark, we had a small fire going. Dernorra had perched on the structure that held the portal. It wasn’t the tallest, but it gave the best view where she could sit and wait. Which left little else to do but rest. Kyanite was already in the nest. He’d chosen the side closest to the fire. I got the feeling he was making a statement, since I’d be sharing body heat for most of the night.

So Kiggaelin and I curled up opposite the older Dorf. Both of us in our pilot suits. Kiggaelin’s body pressed firmly into my side. She cuddled close for warmth and I held her in my arms. We were all pretty exhausted, but my mind kept rolling. I’d killed. I’d killed a lot. Dorf and orc. There weren’t any faces in my thoughts. Just the feeling of a life after a life ending in a hail of bullets.

The weapons I’d brought to this world. I could only hope that I hadn’t unleashed a kind of hell on this place. That things would go back to normal once we were back home. I could only hope that the Dorfs were more concerned about preserving their culture, than by sheer expansion for the sake of it.

I felt like I’d barely closed my eyes when Kyanite got up. He tried to be quiet, but between the frame coming back, and Dernorra’s soft voice as she woke him, it wasn’t easy to go back to sleep. I had my eyes closed, but felt very much awake. Kiggaelin shifted in my arms and I loosened my grip on her as I lay flatter on my back. Dernorra climbed onto the bed and I heard a soft whisper.

“Barely slept,” Kiggaelin whispered.

I wanted to sigh. I’d hoped that at least Kiggaelin had gotten some rest. I didn’t realize I’d kept her awake as well.

“Okay,” Kiggaelin said, having continued her hushed conversation while I was thinking about regrets.

The bed shifted once more and I felt as Kiggaelin leaned in close. “Toby?”

“Sorry,” I whispered. “Didn’t mean to keep you awake.”

“I slept,” Kiggaelin whispered, before leaning in.

Her lips were soft. Her hand was firm though—pawing at the front of my crotch. I wasn’t sure what she was planning, since Dernorra was here.

“Hey—”

“Relax, my husband,” Kiggaelin kissed me. “You need sleep.”

I wanted to argue, but a beautiful woman had just fished out my cock. I knew from the roof that Kyanite couldn’t see us, but knowing Dernorra was right beside me, it made it more than a little risky. Still, the firm hand stroking up and down had me twitching. I tried to hold still, and it was easier as Kiggaelin leaned into me. Her arms came around my shoulders.

Arms.

My eyes widened and Kiggaelin smirked in response—right as a warm puff of breath wafted over the head of my cock. I twitched as I felt a tentative lick, before a kiss came next. Kiggaelin matched the kiss below and I opened my mouth. She shook her head slowly and I hesitated.

“It’s just you and me, dear husband,” Kiggaelin whispered. “Just you. And me.”

As she said those words, I felt a mouth slide down over my cock. Slow, unsteady, but warm, wet and tight. She sucked firmly as she slid down, before drawing back to the tip. She suckled for a moment, before sliding back down. I held my breath, feeling who could only be Dernorra, sucking my cock. She was nervous and only took about half my length, but she was eager and I wasn’t in a position to complain, nor argue.

She alternated, like she was figuring things out. Sliding down, holding me in her mouth as she sucked, before pulling back to the tip and trying it there. A slow bob, both with her lips wrapped firmly around the head, and with my cock buried as deep as she could comfortably take it. Dernorra tried her best, and I was loving every moment of it.

“That’s good, isn’t it, dear husband?” Kiggaelin asked.

Dernorra was slowly dragging her mouth back and forth along my cock. Up and down, without changing pace or speed. Her mouth stayed firmly in place, sucking gently as she worked.

“Can… I touch?”

Kiggaelin hesitated for a moment. She didn’t seem to know how to respond, but I felt the bed shift slightly. The mouth on my cock turned on a slightly different angle. And then a warm hand took my wrist. I slid my arm over as Kiggaelin glanced back. She saw something and then quickly leaned in to kiss me once more.

With Kiggaelin kissing me, her warm body pressed into my side and arms around my neck, I felt warm thighs engulf my hand. The mouth on my cock held still as Dernorra shifted slightly. Her hips wiggled and then her hand pried me away. I almost took it back, before that hand returned. And this time, when those thighs closed around my hand, it was bare skin.

I pushed my fingers through soft pubic hair. She was soaked and slippery, and she slowly humped against my hand. That gave me an idea, and I rotated my wrist slightly, so that I could open my hand wider. With my fingers slipping between her labia, I pushed my thumb up the front over her clit.

There was a sharp blast of hot breath over my crotch as she exhaled suddenly. Before a tight hand wrapped around the bottom half of my cock. Her thighs squeezed over my hand and I felt her start to hump. Her hips rocked back and forth as she ground her clit into my thumb, while my fingers slid through her labia. I let her work as she pleased, wary of doing something she didn’t quite agree with.

Which just meant suffering the indignity of getting my dick sucked as Dernorra began frantically humping my hand. Her hips shuddered and I felt a flood of warmth. Then the muscles between her legs began to throb. She let out a long series of moans that rumbled through my cock as she desperately continued to suck. I gave it only the briefest of thought, before swiping my thumb from side to side.

Dernorra jerked and her muffled humming turned to a desperate gasp as she opened her mouth. I felt a rush of cold air as she inhaled, before she closed her mouth and sucked hard. Her hand, around the base of my cock, jerked quickly, while her mouth bobbed quickly. Kiggaelin tried to keep me distracted with more kissing, but it was finally too much.

Dernorra froze and so did I, as the first rope of my seed spilled into her mouth. She didn’t recoil, but she didn’t seem to know what to do as I started cumming. In only a moment, she made up her mind and just kept sucking. Only now, it came with a bunch of desperate moaning as juices soaked down my arm. Her thighs squeezed tightly, pinning my hand in place as she found her own release.

All I could do was lay there and feel my vision flicker as sleep finally threatened to take me. When the warm mouth finally left my cock, Kiggaelin was breathing hard as she slowly extracted my arms. Dernorra shifted, pulling away from my hand. I didn’t look. I’d been under the impression that Dernorra was as much of a princess as Kiggaelin, just without the abuse. That they’d worked together on this, meant that I needed to play along.

Which doubled that sentiment as Dernorra quietly lay down beside me. I pushed my arm under her shoulders and pulled her close. Her breath came in soft pants, and she didn’t say a word, as Kiggaelin let out a soft sigh.

“You always cum at least twice, don’t you?”
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“Tobias.”

“Mmm.”

“Tobias, wake up.”

I blinked and spotted the elder looming overhead. “Fuck.”

“You awake?”

I groaned and shifted. Kiggaelin grabbed me for a moment, before blinking up at me. Realization struck and she let go with a grimace. We were all tired. The stress relief was welcome, but it had left us even more exhausted than when we started. With Kiggaelin aware of what was happening, she pried herself free of me and snuggled up against Dernorra as I got up. The evening air was cold and I felt a chill as a soft breeze wafted by.

The elder let out a long sigh and then addressed me again. “It’s been quiet,” he said. “There’s been movement by the gate. Something… eating the bodies.”

“Any idea what it is?”

Elder Kyanite shook his head. “Didn’t want to get close enough, in case they were trouble. I couldn’t see them, but every now and then they growl.”

“Them?”

He nodded. “A group. I really don’t know.”

I nodded at that. If it was something dangerous, marching the frame over there would announce him. It might also provoke an attack. But it left us in a weird spot. It could just be some scavengers out there, or it could be something that might break down the gate when it’s done. Worse still, it could be the orcs coming back and choosing a quieter meal.

“I’ll look into it,” I told him. “Get some rest.”

Kyanite nodded and let out a yawn, before heading to the fire. It had burned down some, but it was clear he’d been adding to the fire while on watch. I didn’t immediately get into my own frame. Instead, I turned and started towards the gate.

“Tobias,” Kyanite called out.

I looked back, and he tossed a stick at me. I caught it in one hand, and that’s when I realized it was a spear. Nothing fancy. But that’s why he’d chosen particular lengths of wood for.

“Be careful,” Kyanite muttered, before tossing another stick on the fire and heading towards the bed.

I nodded slowly, and then continued into the darkness. The entire camp felt eerie. Like it was too quiet. I’d kept my eyes off the fire as much as I could, to preserve my night vision as I headed towards the gate. The moon was out and providing more than enough light to see. I crept along, before freezing when I heard a faint growl.

Sure enough, Kyanite was correct. There really was something out there. I used the butt of the spear as a way to help balance as I crept forward. The gate was large and I wanted a moment to react, if only to run if I needed to. The closer I got, the more I also believed there were more than one. At least three, maybe more. They were snuffling, biting and gnawing. There was plenty of movement out there. The construction of the gate left enough gaps that I could see movement.

Not that I wanted to open the gate and double check. But what I couldn’t see didn’t appear terribly large. I moved closer, checking for the gaps. I didn’t want to be seen in case it tried to get in. I just wanted to know what we were up against. If I needed to upgrade the defenses of this place, I would. Right now though…

I held my breath as I reached the gate. Something bumped the outside and it shifted slightly. It didn’t seem intentional, since the strange noises kept going. If I had to guess, there were more likely four or five. Not the three of my original estimate. I braced on the spear, rather than the gate and leaned in to see through one of the larger gaps.

Something moved just on the other side and I held my breath. But what I saw filled me with dread. Because under the pale light of the moon, what I saw had green skin. I didn’t really want to see this, but I shifted to look once more. I needed to know, if only to get an idea of numbers. We could be under attack and I needed to know where they’d be coming from.

One of them moved back in front of the gate and I froze as I saw… her.

About the size of a Dorf. Maybe slightly shorter. Thick frame, heavy breasts and a loincloth around her waist. She was placing strips of leather on the ground, where she’d taken it from the bodies. When another stepped into view, holding a bone club, she put it with a similar collection.

I realized they weren’t eating the bodies, they were looting them. Quietly.

There were five. Including the first one I’d seen. Ranging in age from early adulthood, to one who appeared positively ancient as she watched on, making soft directions. They were collecting all the gear and equipment from the dead orcs we’d left outside. I was staring so intently, that I froze as one came into view. She was older, and grunting as she dragged something. Unfortunately, where she stopped, was directly in front of me. She dropped whatever it was he held and then glanced up. Through the crack in the door, we made eye contact.

I stared directly into her orange eyes, and she stared right back. With realization, they widened and she let out a screech.

“RUN! RUN NOW!”

She turned and bowled over one of the ladies as she ran. Another grabbed the old one around the waist, picking her up as they ran. I stood frozen in shock as the tribe of all women sprinted off into the trees, leaving nothing behind but the neat piles.


CHAPTER TWO


Iopened the door. It reeked in here. The smell was somewhere between a latrine, and the unwashed ass that filled it. In the middle of the room was a pile of… well it would have been polite to call it furs, but most of them still had flecks of meat attached to it. Like the owner carved the furs off the animals and tossed it on the pile. I tried not to look too hard at the bones. I knew it would be worth checking, if only to get an idea of what else was on this world.

Right now though, I had something else in mind. Crossing the room, there was a simple divider. It went mostly to the top, and had a rickety door that leaned on one edge to stay closed. I pulled it open and looked down at the mess of a man slumped in what was actually the main source of the stench in here.

“Hungry?”

Garnet looked up at me. It was only through one eye. The other was swollen shut. He’d been roughly shaved, beard and head. Then beaten until his face resembled purple mashed potatoes.

I figured there were more injuries under his clothes. But checking them would mean stripping him down and nobody wanted to deal with that. I just made sure he wasn’t bleeding. Besides, I hadn’t seen how he’d gotten to this state. For all I knew it was the orcs. Elder Kyanite had been quite clear on the subject. The only one who could verify Garnet’s claims was Kyanite and of the two, only one of them was the subject of a declaration of war and likely charges of treason.

“Well?” I asked, wondering if he’d respond.

When he didn’t I dropped the bowl on the floor and stepped back.

“Wait,” Garnet croaked.

I hesitated as he slumped forward. “My hands.”

I hesitated for a moment, before letting out a long sigh. Stepping in, I didn’t give him a moment to respond. I grabbed him by the shoulder and pulled him forward where he thumped face first into the grimy dirt floor. To my relief, he didn’t say anything as I released one of his hands. Then I stepped back.

“I’ll let Kyanite know you’ve got an arm free. You have until he gets here to eat, or you’ll be doing it like a dog.”

I didn’t think dogs were a thing, and he didn’t respond verbally. Instead, he pulled his arm around and reached for the bowl. With the prisoner fed, I left to find Kyanite. He was the one who actually made breakfast that morning. He’d awoken early and taken a stroll out the front gate. Picking a few plants he recognized, and with a bit of water collected from the dew poured from some structures, made a… well I’d call it porridge, but there really wasn’t anything to compare it to.

It was boiled grain. Barely palatable, but… something. What he scraped out of the bottom of the stone bowl he’d cooked it in, was what we gave to Garnet. Whether he ate it, we didn’t care. The goal right now was self-preservation until we could figure out how to get home again. Because right now, home was a portal, blocked with collapsed stones. It might be possible to dig our way out from this side, but it would take us months. Which meant our best bet was to sit tight and wait for someone to dig from the Dorf side.

Kyanite was over by the fire where I’d left him. He stared into the flames with an unreadable expression.

“Elder, I released one of the prisoner’s arms so he could eat,” I told him.

Kyanite nodded slowly, before letting out a huff. “Good. I’ll let him have a moment, then go tie him up once more.”

I nodded, expecting as much. Then I looked around. “I think today, I might take a walk.”

“A walk?”

“A scout,” I admitted, with a small shrug. “We’re going to need more water. Food. Maybe see where the orc women went. There’s enough greenery around to think that if there’s no river nearby, there might be a well or something we can draw from.”

The elder nodded. “Take Kiggaelin, in frames.”

“Works for me,” I agreed.

That would leave Dernorra on patrol here in the fort, village… whatever this place was. It looked like a staging ground for war. Though most of it seemed to be pointed inward. Most likely for the portal itself. Which was a concern all of its own. How many others knew about it? Was this the only orc village to know about the portal, or was there a larger population?

That we saw no signs of women in this place, and yet saw them clearly the night before—then how they ran away the moment they spotted us—I didn’t know what that meant. Were they part of this place before we swept through and killed everyone? Or were they separate? More questions I wanted answers to. Nor did I understand. But I felt like I would need to, depending on how long were stuck here.

I made my way over to the frames. Mine stood alongside the other two. Standing before them was both Kiggaelin and Dernorra, who were having a hushed discussion. One that ended as I came into view.

“Ladies?” I called softly. “Am I interrupting?”

“Just a talk,” Kiggaelin smiled, though she looked like she’d been caught.

“We’re fine,” Dernorra replied with a slight nod. “Did you want something?”

“I did actually. I told the elder I was going to do a little scouting. He told me to take Kiggaelin.”

The ladies exchanged a look, before nodding. “That’s fine. We checked the frames over this morning. A few dents and scratches, but no significant wear.”

“Good to know,” I said and smiled. “And thank you both.”

They smiled brightly and I stepped in. Kiggaelin raised her chin and I kissed her soft lips. She breathed a sigh of relief, before I pulled back and turned to Dernorra. Her smile softened, before she moved up to collect one herself. Her kiss was firmer, like she expected to be kissed first. I wasn’t bothered, but we needed to figure out our dynamic. Especially after last night’s little event.

“Go,” Dernorra breathed softly. “I will guard the elder. Both of you, be careful out there.”

I nodded and gave her another kiss. Then with a nod at Kiggaelin, we climbed into our frames. One quick gesture and I was sealed inside. The faceplate dropped down and I was almost disappointed when it activated without showing me a video. Then again, I wasn’t sure how that system worked. I knew they recorded with crystals and could play them back with the right equipment. I didn’t know the details though and had no idea if it were possible to do here.

“Sir?” Kiggaelin’s voice came over the radio.

“Loud and clear,” I responded.

“I can hear you both,” Dernorra confirmed a few moments later as her frame turned to face us.

“That might change,” I warned her. “Radio signals are disrupted by distance and obstacles. Trees will weaken the signals, a hill might block them entirely.”

“I’ll keep that in mind. How long do you think you’ll be out there?”

I thought for a moment, before looking up. “Give us half the day. If we don’t check in by noon, come find us.”

“Yes sir,” Dernorra said, hefting her shotgun.

I picked up my chaingun. Alfi would need rewarding when we finally got back. Whatever she wanted. It was hers. I just had to keep us alive until that happened, and the first step was figuring out where to find water.

“Kiggaelin, let’s go.”

“Yes sir,” Lyn agreed as she hefted her shotgun.

Without the stands, we just had to set everything down carefully. There was no telling if debris would get into anything, but we couldn’t help that. Without firing off a round and wasting ammunition, we’d just have to hold out hope. I still had my wrist blades, and Kiggaelin never left her hammer behind, so even if our guns failed, we weren’t defenseless.

With a last look back at Dernorra, we set off. The fort was quick to cross, and we reached the gate. Since my weapon was so large, I was on guard duty, as Lyn opened it. The neat piles and bodies were right where I’d seen them the night before. Lyn let out a soft noise of disgust though.

“Sir?”

“Leave them for now,” I replied. “We’ll do our scouting. Then come back and bury them.”

“What about the loot?” she asked.

“We might finish what they started,” I admitted, though I didn’t like the thought of touching the orcs. “Leave it all down by the trees.”

“Wouldn’t that be dangerous?” Lyn asked. “Half of what they're taking are weapons.”

I thought back to the night before. The orcs I’d seen were different. I wasn’t sure if they were an entirely different species, or if the fairer gender really was that different to the males. I just remembered the look of fear on their faces when they noticed they’d been spotted.

“I’m not sure they’re a threat,” I admitted. “Not that they’re not dangerous,” I conceded as Lyn turned towards me. “Just that… I don’t think that who we saw last night was like the ones who were attacking us.”

I heard her sigh through the radio.

“I’ll trust you then, sir,” she replied.

“Good girl,” I replied back, before chuckling when she made a soft noise.

I waited as she dragged the gate closed, and then picked a random direction. Well… I picked a direction that wasn’t in the direction the orc women ran the night before. If they were watching, and there was a high likelihood they were. I didn’t want them to think I was after them.

The fort was atop a small hill. Completely surrounded by grassland. Most of which was scuffed up in random spots. It made me think this place had been larger at some point. Like structures had been placed, then ripped down and replaced over and over again. There were patches in the grass that looked flattened and leveled. Others were mounded, like something had been buried.

“Sir?”

I paused and turned to look at Lyn, who was lightly kicking the ground.

“What’s wrong?”

“I think I found a path,” she explained.

I frowned and made my way over. Only to stop, as the sounds my boots made on the ground changed after a couple steps. I looked down and kicked my feet from side to side, revealing neatly set pavers. At least, they would have been, were it not for the uneven ground and the grass growing up between it.

“Got some here too,” I told her.

I marched back and forth. We were barely a stone's throw from the front gate. It wasn’t some large foundation work. The stones were lined up straight and neat, heading up the hill towards the top. Then again, back down. The path was wide enough to drive a truck on. More than enough for a tracab.

“I think this is a road,” I thought aloud. “One heading to the top of the hill.”

“So I’m not going crazy,” Lyn sighed in relief. “I keep seeing things in the grass, and I can’t help but think it was organized like someone lived here… a long time ago.”

That was food for thought. “I think you’re right,” I told her. “It’s something to think about later though. Right now, we need water, and hopefully something to eat.”

“Yes sir,” Lyn agreed and made her way towards me.

I turned and led the way, with her remaining to my side and several paces behind. Our boots thumped softly in the grass, and then heavily on the stonework, as we passed over it. If I had to guess, this place was built in concentric rings at one point. All going to the top of the hill, where the portal was. I couldn’t help but look at the state of the fort and think that the people who built this place—where not the ones currently living in it.

I kept my eyes up as we descended into the trees. They were wide, spaced, and there were smaller bushes growing in between. Our boots crunched on the dried leaves and sticks, hidden in the undergrowth. Insects flitted around and I heard Lyn make a noise.

“You okay?”

“What are these flying things?”

I turned back and saw the way she eyed the bugs. “You’ve never seen insects?”

“Not like this,” she announced. “Do they bite?”

“I have no idea, but I doubt they're dangerous to us inside our frames.”

She let out a quick whimper, before hurrying over to stand closer to me. I let gravity lead us. Descending from the hill as best as I could figure out. The trees closed in and the sounds of the forest took over. There were signs of life everywhere, just… nothing particularly large. There were also plenty of signs of digging. I couldn’t help but think the orcs were responsible. If all they ate was meat, then they would have hunted the area for anything they could get their hands on. Larger, faster game might be difficult to track, while smaller animals in burrows would require digging.

I continued leading the way. Deeper into the forest and further down the hill. I could see sunlight in the distance and considered my next move as we got closer. When the trees finally broke, I got a good look at the surrounding area.

And it didn’t fill me with much hope that I’d find anything worthwhile out here. Well… worthwhile in terms of civilization. Because there was the ruins of a stone wall by the river ahead of us. The river was a fantastic sign and I beelined straight for it. The water was shallow, and I could see the gravelly bottom for most of the way across. There were fish swimming in the current, that reminded me of trout.

“Ah… T-Sir,” Lyn corrected herself.

“Something wrong?”

“No,” she replied quickly. “I just… This is a river?”

I realized what she was saying. “You’ve never seen one before, have you?”

“No sir,” she admitted softly.’

“Go on then,” I told her. “I’ll keep watch. You take a dip.”

“A dip?”

“Don’t you want to get in?” I asked.

She turned her frame to look at me, then back at the river. “Get in?”

“I mean, to bathe, that’ll be the idea one way or another,” I explained. “Bit of a walk to get here though. We might find a spot further up that’s easier to get to.”

“That would make sense, but… Just… get in? The water won’t take me away?”

I laughed and reached out to pat her armored shoulder. “It’s not moving that fast. Just stay near the edge if you’re worried. It’s not deep enough to be bad.”

To emphasize the point, I walked my frame into the river. Fish scattered and silt lifted, obscuring my feet, but the water was barely knee deep. Which wasn’t all that much for her.

I watched as Kiggaelin opened her frame. And after looking around, she hopped out. The first thing she did was bend and touch the grass. Her home world was devoid of most plant life. I still wasn’t sure how they fed themselves. This world was different. But my thoughts on the subject were derailed as I realized my mistake.

Kiggaelin yanked her pilot suit off, and stood nude before me in the sunlight.

“Does… my husband wish to join me?” she called.

I made sure the external speakers were working before I answered. “Don’t tempt me. One of us needs to keep watch. I don’t trust this place.”

She let out a sigh before touching her stomach. The wicked scar, courtesy of a demon attack that developed a life threatening infection.

“If you’re sure?”

“I’m sure,” I grumbled. “It’ll be hard enough not staring at you as it is, without me being out there where I can put my hands on you.”

“I’m sure I can do something about the hard part,” she pointed out.

“Dammit Kiggaelin,” I scoffed and marched out of the water. “Take your bath.”

She pouted cutely at me, but took my words to heart. She walked by, making sure to watch as I turned to stare at her. That appeased her ego a little, before she stepped down into the water. Whatever ego she had, vanished with a yelp.

“Cold!”

I laughed and moved further up the bank. There, she could only glare as she hesitated, before plunging herself into the water.

“Fuck I am a lucky bastard,” I muttered to myself, before turning and scanning the area.

The wall wasn’t far off. The treeline was further away than it was. And if I was going to hide somewhere, that would be a good place. Depending on what else was there. I cast a look back at Kiggaelin, who was dunking her head in the water. She appeared to have gotten over the shock of the temperature, so I left her to it.

While making sure to glance back and check her, I made my way to the wall. It would have stood twice the height of a frame at one stage. That wasn’t the case anymore. Beyond it, were the signs of more buildings. But the stonework was different too. It took me a moment to figure out what it was. Only to come to the realization that the wall and the buildings weren’t the same kind of rock. And while they were both quite old, the rocks used in the buildings were very finely carved. Almost no signs of chiseled damage, while the stones for the wall, they were shaped in a hurry, before being wedged in and cemented in place with clay.

“Almost like they built the wall in a hurry,” I thought aloud.

I strode through the ruins. If I had to guess, the lower floors were made of stone. The upper was wood. The larger buildings had withstood time better, while the smaller ones had not. That went double for the poorer quarters by the wall, where stone foundations were all that remained of what were once wooden structures. When I kicked some aside, I even found plenty of ash, like a massive fire had destroyed the place. Though it was obvious to me, that this had happened so long ago, that whatever was left of the buildings had collapsed and nature had reclaimed what it could.

I strode through the remnants for a time, before I felt something shift. I was standing on the foundations of a large building with plenty of ash. But the way the ground sagged when I stepped in one spot, it made me think. I looked around, seeing if there was anything in the area. Then I looked back and swallowed hard.

Lyn wasn’t in the water. She was on the bank. One leg draped into the stream, the other pulled up with her knee bent. One hand on her breast, the other dancing between her legs.

“Fuck,” I cursed before letting out a grunt.

I made the gesture to open my frame and quickly hopped out. The sun was warm and a soft breeze washed over the space. I dropped to my knees and seized fistfuls of grass, before pulling it away. It came in clumps, before I got to the roots, and finally managed to rip up a large chunk. There was a layer of soil beneath, but it wasn’t solid. Nor was the rotten wooden door beneath. I tapped it with a finger, feeling the softness of the wood.

It took me a moment to dig my fingers around the edge, before I knew for certain I had it. It was definitely some kind of hatch. The floor was stone, but this small square was wooden. Whatever happened here had buried the door and I didn’t know what was beneath. I checked over my shoulder and saw Kiggaelin. Her hips jerked slowly, and her hand moved fast.

But that wasn’t all I saw. Something was in the grass. It kept low, and was moving in her direction. I was too far away to shout and be heard. So I shot to my feet and scrambled into my frame.

“C’mon, c’mon,” I snarled as I made the gesture and closed it up around me. “Hurry the fuck up!”

When the faceplate slid down and lit up, I yanked my weapon off the ground and whirled around. The thing in the grass was slowing down. It was off to the side, like it came from the trees. It was low and now moving very slowly as I rushed to close in. Bringing my minigun around, I lined up my shots, and squeezed the trigger.

The familiar jerk of the recoil sent my rounds in an upward arc. One that I swept along the ground towards the monster. It must have realized it was in trouble, because it shot forward, but not before several shots struck it in the back and hips. The beast resembled a large cat. Long, sleek with a thin tail. It was spotted like a leopard, and had long fangs like a sabretooth.

And it was snarling and spitting. Kiggaelin, aware that I’d just fired in her direction, was already scrambling into her frame. When she turned around, her shotgun was up and she noticed the struggling animal right away. She went from it, to facing me, and then turned back to the cat. Putting one more shot into it, where it shuddered and fell still.

I marched over and skidded to a halt as Kiggaelin turned to face me.

“H-husband.”

“Are you okay?” I asked.

She took a few deep breaths, before breathing a long sigh. I turned and looked around. Seeing no other sign of danger in the area. The sounds of the shots would have scared away anything else. So I felt comfortable opening my frame and climbing out.

Here and now, I could smell blood. The coppery tang in the air, along with the scent of bile. I’d made a mess of the creature and I grimaced slightly, but I approached anyway. It was something between a sabretooth and a cheetah. That or it was just… a skinny leopard. I didn’t know, but I hoped it was a solitary hunter.

I heard Kiggaelin exit her frame. Still naked and wet, she hurried over and stared at it. “I’ve never seen such a thing.”

“I have,” I grunted. “Cats. They make good ambush predators.”

“It was hunting me,” she whispered.

“I saw it,” I told her. “And now we know for next time. For what it’s worth, I’m sorry I let it get this close.”

Kiggaelin let out a snort of laughter, before shaking her head. “No husband. I was the one… distracted, while you continued to scout. I saw you get out and do something, so I was teasing myself in the hopes you’d come running back. I just… didn’t think I’d attracted the wrong kind of attention.”

“I’m just glad you’re okay,” I said, pulling her to my side. She leaned in, and I hugged her tightly.

“I’m getting you wet⁠—”

“Literally could not give less of a fuck about getting wet right now,” I grumbled. “That could have been so much worse. What would I have done if I lost you?”

“I… I don’t…”

I hugged her a little tighter, before claiming her lips. She huffed against me, before giving me a starry eyed smile when we broke.

“You mean it?” she asked.

“Of course I do,” I said, hugging her again. “You mean a lot to me. You and Dernorra both.”

“Even if I can’t give you children⁠—”

“Don’t ever think that,” I growled. “I didn’t marry you so you could birth me children. I… Well, I married you to save your life. But… I love you, Kiggaelin. Enough that I’d never forgive myself if you got hurt and it was my fault for failing to protect you.”

She sniffed, and hugged me tightly, before letting out a disgruntled sigh. “I can’t help but be disappointed."

“Disappointed?” I questioned.

She nodded. “I was so close to finding release when you shot that monster. If I⁠—”

“No,” I grumbled as I pushed her off me. “Not the time or the place. Once was enough, I don’t want to get caught out in the open again.”

She sighed. “I was just thinking if we had some of that lubricant…”

“Seriously?” I said with an amused shake of my head. “What is wrong with you?”

“I’m still recovering from the infection and the muscle injuries,” she explained. “Or I’d offer you that instead.”

I rolled my eyes. “Alright, get back in your frame. We found water and… we have meat,” I said, looking at the cat. “Might cut it in half first. Leave the messy bits behind. There’s enough meat on the shoulders to feed us tonight.”

“You won’t take the whole thing?” Lyn asked.

“That smell,” I explained. “I hit an organ inside that made a mess of the meat. I’ll leave the back end, so it doesn’t spoil what we want to eat.”

Kiggaelin nodded then gave me a look.

“If you need a moment to finish what you started, go ahead,” I told her.

“Can you watch?”

“As in⁠—”

“Me,” she replied quickly. “Watch me.”

“I’ll be watching from inside my frame,” I told her, before turning to climb back in. I’d use wrist blades to cut the cat in half. That was my best bet, I didn’t carry a knife otherwise. I’d… just have to do that after I finished watching one of my wives get herself off on a riverbank on an alien world filled with shit that wanted to kill and eat us.


CHAPTER THREE


Idropped the carcass by the butcher’s table. It felt a bit wrong to do this, but… there wasn’t really a better place for it. Elder Kyanite saw me coming and eyed the dead beast, slung over my shoulder, while Lyn marched along behind me holding the minigun.

“I heard shots earlier. This isn’t quite what I expected,” The elder announced. “Where’s the other half?”

“Hit something nasty inside it,” I explained as I stepped back. “Smelled revolting, so I cut the back half off and left it.”

Kyanite wrinkled his nose. “Offal, perhaps. Or even something in the stomach. In either case, this will be a good test of my old skills.”

“Old skills?” I asked.

The elder grinned. “In my youth, I worked as a butcher. Nothing… quite like this. But I’m sure I can work it out.”

“Alright. Makes my job easier then,” I said and chuckled. “Know how to cook it?”

“It won’t be tasty, but I can smoke it,” he admitted. “These monsters don’t seem to have anything around that could enhance the flavor of the… the meat they consumed.”

“Hopefully we aren’t stuck here long then,” Lyn said as she put my minigun down beside me. “What are we doing now?”

I looked down at the weapon, then thought for a moment. “I think our next bet is to bury the bodies. Then… maybe another trip down to the river.”

“Oh?”

“My frame,” I said, glancing back at Lyn. “Alfi would never forgive me if I didn’t clean it off properly.”

“That is a point,” Lyn agreed. “Where’s Dernorra?”

“Small patrol,” Elder Kyanite shrugged. “She said she wasn’t going far.”

“We’ll keep an eye out,” I told him, before picking up my weapon. “Lyn, you think you can disconnect this?”

“I’m sure I can work it out, do you want me to do it now?”

“No,” I replied softly. “When we get outside. We’ll find Dernorra, get her to keep guard, while the two of us move the bodies. I’ll keep it on until then.”

“For the best,” Lyn agreed.

We said our goodbyes to the elder and made our way back through the camp. The bodies at the front gate were attracting flies. I was just thankful we couldn’t smell them from inside our frames.

“Disgusting,” Lyn grumbled.

“Yeah, agreed.” I sighed. “Where do you think Dernorra is?”

“She won’t be far. Between the frame and her shotgun, she’ll be fine. My concerns are how far we need to drag these bodies to get rid of them?”

I frowned and looked around. There really was only one good spot, and that was halfway down the hill. Too close to the trees and we’d be digging through roots, too far up the hill we might be digging rock.

“There,” I said, pointing to the spot. “It’s kinda flat. Doesn’t look like anything’s around it.”

“Let’s check,” Lyn suggested. “Before we get too far into this and realize there’s a problem.”

The two of us reached the spot and to both our relief, it didn’t feel like there was a stone foundation. Without proper tools, we’d be doing this by hand. Or at least by gauntlet. I stood guard, while Kiggaelin dropped to her knees. I felt a little bad for it, but she had the easier job with the smaller weapon.

“It’s firm,” she said, dragging her fingers through the grass, ripping up large chunks. “And it will take time. But it’s working.”

“Go a little deeper,” I suggested. “Just enough to make sure nothing digs them up again. We don’t have the tools to bury them terribly deep.”

“Got it,” she said as she dug further down.

To both of our relief, there wasn’t much in the way of rocks. Just firm soil below the grass. She dug quickly, using her fingers like shovels and tossed handfuls of dirt aside. I scanned the trees, looking for signs of trouble. In the distance, I could see movement, but when I watched for a time, I could only guess it was some kind of herd animal. Too far away to be practical right now.

Otherwise, things were quiet. Right until there was a small clink from the hole.

“Ah, s-sir?”

“Found rock?” I guessed.

“No,” Lyn said evenly. “But… can you have a look at this?”

I heard the tone in her voice, and I made my way over. Lyn stood up, moving back and let sunlight fill the hole. It was about three feet deep and about the same long. That’s where she struck something white and polished.

“Shit,” I murmured, before opening my frame.

Lyn took up the guard as I dropped into the hole. The scent of the earth filled my nose as I gently brushed dirt away until I knew for certain. Part of me wanted to pick it up, the rest of me wanted nothing to do with it. I’d exposed enough to know it was a skull. It wasn’t human, and from my time with the Dorfs, I guessed it wasn’t that either. From the different teeth, I wasn’t sure it was orc either.

“Sir, Dernorra just radioed asking what we’re doing,” Lyn said.

I looked up, and saw her. In the distance, a little way down the hill from where we were, but further back like she’d been walking loops.

“Nothing dangerous,” I said and sighed, before getting up. “We can’t dig here. Let’s just fill it back in and find a new spot.”

“Was it…” Lyn trailed off.

“Yeah,” I admitted. “It’s okay. We didn’t disrespect them. We didn’t know. Now we’re fixing it.”

Once out of the hole, I brushed the dirt off my hands and climbed back into my frame. It took only a fraction of time to get the dirt back into the hole we’d already taken out. I then made sure to walk over it a few times, to compact it down. There wasn’t much we could do about the grass though.

By the time I was done, Dernorra had joined us and Kiggaelin had explained the situation. If Dernorra was disturbed, she didn’t say anything. Instead, she pointed out there was a nice looking spot further down. It was closer to the trees, and this time, when I dug the hole on Lyn’s behalf, we didn’t find any signs of bones.

Then it was just the long process of digging and burying. One by one. I thought about this world and the inhabitants in it. I couldn’t help but think there was more to this. I didn’t think the orcs were part of this world. Not properly. At least, not naturally. Not like this. The creatures we’d seen and fought were monsters, through and through. They spoke like neanderthals and had no problems with hunting and killing sentient beings. More than that, they seemed to prefer it.

I wasn’t sure if they hunted much of the wildlife, but the lack of large creatures nearby made me think they might have done so with that as well. Perhaps this was all a consequence. Too stupid to track, too slow to run prey down, too uneducated to build traps. So they warred with the inhabitants of this world and ate who they could find.

Which still didn’t tell me a lot about the females. I doubted the orcs we’d fought would have fled if they’d seen us. These women though… they ran. And they ran like they were scared. I didn’t know if they’d positively identified us, or if they’d just been that terrified of being caught they took no chances. I didn’t know what to make of that, and it gave me an idea.

By the time we had the last of the bodies in the ground, it was getting late. Dernorra had kept nearby, guarding us, while watching over the gate. There was a trail of smoke coming from up in the camp, so Kyanite had found something to burn.

“Alright, and the things that were piled up, what are we doing with them?” Dernorra asked.

I thought for a moment, before looking back up the hill. The neat piles, weapons, cloth, leather. I came to a decision rather quickly.

“Let’s put them by the forest,” I said. “Not like we were going to use any of that mess ourselves.”

“You think that’s a good idea?” Dernorra asked. “There’s weapons in there.”

I sighed and nodded to myself. “When they saw us, they ran. I don’t think they wanted anything to do with us. Just what they could take. And… They weren’t eating them,” I pointed out. “The bodies I mean. I watched the others execute a Dorf, they took bites out of the ones they killed and hauled off the bodies of others. But the women? They stripped them for what they could take, and ran when we showed up.”

“Tobias has a point,” Kiggaelin agreed. “I think we leave them out. If we show we’re not hostile, we might prevent hostility in the future.”

“Never disagreed, I just wanted to be sure it wasn’t an impulsive decision,” Dernorra announced. “Tobias, you keep watch. Kiggaelin and I will move the piles.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I agreed as I checked my weapon over. “Still need to take a quick trip down to the river before we bed down anyway. Get this mess off me.”

“We both should,” Kiggaelin said, looking at her dirty gauntlets.

“It would be nice to bathe,” Dernorra sighed.

“We should take turns then. I’ll take Kyanite in one of your frames before it gets too dark. Then the two of you can come down afterward and use the lights on your frames.”

“I can stand watch,” Kiggaelin announced. “I’ve bathed today.”

“Agreed,” Dernorra added enthusiastically. “Let’s get this done.”

It took a few trips, thanks to the loose items the ladies kept dropping. There just wasn’t a good way to carry it all. Still, in the end, they left neat piles down by the treeline. A clear invitation to take them, without exposing themselves entirely to do so. Then after a quick march back up into the camp, Kiggaelin went on to patrol, while Dernorra sat down to rest. Kyanite was quick to accept her borrowed frame and Toby found himself marching down alongside the elder.

“Remarkable,” Kyanite muttered. “I can hear you like you’re talking in my ear.”

“It’s old technology from my world,” I explained. “Something we’ve been using for over a century.”

“What are the limits?” he asked. “Would it work underground?”

“Not really,” I admitted. “It needs line of sight or… Well it’s complicated, and I don’t know exactly how it all works. But between power to the radio, and the length of the antenna, you can get from several miles, to several thousand miles.”

“Utterly fascinating,” Kyanite said in wonder. “Malachite must be frantic getting you back home.”

“He’s likely not the only one,” I said.

“Yes, my daughter certainly has taken a liking to you,” Kyanite muttered. “I thought her impulsive, but she glitters like a polished gem every time I see her.”

“Ah… shit,” I halted before staggering as Kyanite bumped into me from behind.

“Tobias, what’s wrong?” he asked, raising the shotgun he barely knew what to do with.

“Ah… shit,” I repeated. “Nothing, or at least… I hope nothing.”

“Tell me lad,” Kyanite turned to look around.

I gritted my teeth and desperately wished my hands were free to smack myself in the forehead. “There…” I swallowed. “Is a reason Folotelyn didn’t come with me through the portal.”

Kyanite froze in place, before slowly turning back to me. “My daughter… is she… injured?”

“No,” I murmured. There was no point beating around the bush, “She might be pregnant.”

The way his hand twitched, I thought for a moment he really was going to shoot me. Instead, I heard a sniff.

“Really?” Kyanite asked. “Truly? You do not jest?”

“We hadn’t confirmed,” I admitted. “Hanwarra is definitely. She was able to confirm with your mother⁠—”

“Oh by the depths, you’re telling me the truth?” Kyanite began to pace.

“I’m sorry⁠—”

“Sorry?” Kyanite rounded on me. “Why would you be sorry? I accepted my daughter’s reasoning, but gave up hope for her ever becoming a mother. Now you’re telling me that you have one certain pregnancy, and a potential second?” he barked out a slightly manic laugh. “Oh, were her mother alive to see this day.”

He fell silent then. Not the silence of someone who did not wish to speak. But I could tell he was reminiscing. Though the slight increase in speed, I had to wonder if he’d just found something to hold on to. It made me wonder how he’d really felt since coming here. Between the attack, the kidnapping, the likely torture and then another kidnapping. The man was probably on his last legs in terms of sanity. Folotelyn being pregnant might just be what keeps him going.

I just hoped that her suspicion turned out to be fruitful. I didn’t want to break his heart if we arrived back and found out otherwise.

I was still thinking about it, when the treeline broke and the river came into view. I checked the sky and knew we didn’t have long before the night fell. I could see the ruins where I had checked. I would need to come back and search the place better on another day. Over by the river was the clear trail of our frames when we’d left and right there in the grass was… a smear of blood.

“Hold up,” I said, slowing my walk as I turned and scanned the treeline. “That cat I brought. There might have been more than one.”

“I see a blood stain, is that where you killed it?”

“And left the body,” I muttered.

“Well it’s not here now,” Kyanite muttered.

I thought about another horrible thing and hesitated. “Before you bathe. Take the frame and stomp into the water for a bit.”

“What in the depths for?”

“There was a kind of predator in my world. Say… are dragons part of your mythology?”

“Enormous creatures, longer than our largest landor, that fly and spit flames hot enough to melt steel?”

“Yeah okay,” I said and added, “now imagine them much smaller. As long as a frame is tall, but they live in water and hunt by stealth.”

“That sounds terrifying, Tobias.”

“Which is why I'm suggesting it.”

Kyanite was skeptical as he entered the water. After a bit of stomping around, he climbed out. When he exited Dernorra’s frame, I kept watch and this time I stuck around. The old Dorf bathed quickly, and then climbed back inside his own frame, before helping me dismount my weapon. The shotguns still had a power cable, but the ammunition belt for my minigun was another matter entirely.

With that set aside, I stomped into the river still in the frame and did my best to soak it down, without exiting. After Kyanite activated the lights and pointed out a few spots, I got most of the muck off, before climbing back out and exiting my frame.

I could still smell the offal in the area. But I put it from my mind as I climbed into the river. It was cold, so I scrubbed down quickly, before climbing back into my frame. When I was suited up once more, Kyanite helped reattach my minigun, before I stood tall and hit my lights. When they activated, the area ahead of me lit up, and there at the edge of the forest, was a green skinned woman. Her eyes widened in terror as she turned and sprinted for the trees.

“There!” Kyanite snarled.

I swung around and pushed the barrel down as he fired. The metal slug exploded into the dirt a short distance away, before I noticed the hard breathing in the radio.

“Elder?” I called. “Elder, are you okay?”

He took a few deep breaths, before letting out a shuddering sigh. “That… was one of the females you mentioned, correct?”

“Correct,” I confirmed. “As far as I can tell. They aren’t monsters, like the other ones.”

“By the blasted depths,” Kyanite groaned. “Let’s get back to the camp.”

This time, when I straightened, there was no sign of them. “Eyes up,” I told the elder. “Confirm what you’re shooting at, before you shoot it. Remember there’s an effective range on that weapon of yours. Each shot counts, so don’t waste them.”

Kyanite's reply came after a long, drawn-out sigh. “Yes sir.”

When we returned to the camp, and exited our frames, I was surprised to find Kiggaelin and Dernorra sitting together around the fire. Kiggaelin looked angry, and was even rubbing her knuckles. But she brightened when she saw me.

“My…” she hesitated. “Garnet managed to get his arms free. He lashed out when I brought him food.”

“Are you okay?” I asked, taking her hand and checking her knuckles. They were raw, like she’d smacked them on something, but she didn’t appear injured.”

“I’m fine.” She smiled. “Garnet might be missing a few teeth though.”

“I heard a scream and came to help,” Dernorra announced. “He’s bound. Tighter than before, but alive.”

“Traitorous bastard,” Kiggaelin muttered. “Gut him and leave him to bleed.”

“We just have to keep him alive long enough to take him to trial,” Kyanite muttered. “After what he’s done. He won’t be wriggling free once more.”

“Did he say how he escaped the first time?” I asked.

Kyanite grimaced and nodded. “Poison. He brought gifts, when Obsidian’s guards began feeling the effects, his forces swarmed the defenses. They were cut down before they could mount a defense. Then he came for the rest of us.”

“Ergh,” Kiggaelin shook her head.

“Nobody here is blaming you, for the actions of that man,” Kyanite patted her shoulder.
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The ladies returned an hour later. They were easy to spot. The lights on the armor made them glow as they walked up the hill. Then the sound of the gate opening and closing filled the air. Kyanite and I exchanged a look and the elder Dorf got to work carving up some of the meat he’d smoked. It wasn’t going to be particularly palatable, but it was much needed protein.

Together, we sat and ate, ignoring the traitor still bound and left in the reeking shack. I didn’t care about him, as Kiggaelin leaned into my side. After drawing straws the night before, we had our rotation already. But we pushed it forward. Dernorra went for the first watch the evening before, while Kyanite had the second. Tonight she was going last and Kyanite was taking first.

He wished us a pleasant evening and climbed into one of the frames, before marching off to make a few patrols. Kiggaelin shifted and I released her. Then frowned as she got up and scurried away. I thought for a moment, before realizing that Dernorra wasn’t around either.

I had half a mind to go after Kiggaelin, but decided against it as I sat and watched the fire. Pretty soon, I could hear footsteps behind me and I was about to turn to see who it was, when I felt breasts push into my back.

“Do you trust me?” Kiggaelin asked in a soft tone.

“Of course,” I replied.

“Then… Don’t fight.”

I frowned when she said that, before she lowered a blindfold in front of me. “Seriously?” I asked.

“Please, dear husband?” Kiggaelin begged.

I let out a sigh. Then slowly shook my head. “Y’know what. Sure, go ahead.”

The blindfold was a little scratchy, and she tied it quickly. Firm, but not crushingly so. It wasn’t going to slip, but I could pull it free if I really wanted to.

“Now stand,” she instructed. “And follow.”

“Where are we going?” I asked.

“Not far,” Dernorra’s voice called from nearby.

“Lyn,” I whispered. “About… Dernorra.”

“It would be improper for a married man to discuss relations with an available woman, without all of his wives present,” Kiggaelin whispered. “Even if he does have that right.”

“Politics,” I muttered.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, dear husband,” Kiggaelin whispered as she gave me a small tug. “Sit.”

I sat, and then gasped as she pushed me firmly onto my back. The hand pressing firmly into my crotch might have been hers. It didn’t matter. They fished me out and before they’d made a second stroke, I was already firm. I heard the grass shift and then a pair of warm lips wrap around my shaft. I was suddenly very thankful that I’d bathed as the tongue lapped at the underside.

But my whirling thoughts shuddered to a halt, when I heard the sound of the grass shift as if something had been placed beside my head. Kiggaelin let out a soft moan and took me deep. I shuddered as she swallowed and almost missed the soft thump of something landing on the other side of my head.

But there was no mistaking the heavier thump, of someone dropping to their knees above me. Kiggaelin was doing an impressive job. I was breathing hard as she slurped on my length. Tip to base and back up working me back and forth, before slowing to suckle on the very tip.

“Is the blindfold comfortable?” Dernorra’s voice whispered from above me.

“Yes?” I replied softly, hoping that was the correct answer.

“It’s uncomfortable?” she asked. I hesitated for a moment. “Let me just adjust it for you.”

I could feel the warmth of a body sitting close. I could also smell female excitement. When soft hands tugged at my blindfold, I closed my eyes for just a moment, before she slowly tugged it free.

“Better?” she asked.

I opened my eyes and stared up at her. Pink pubic hair filled my vision and her pussy was hovering above me. She was staring down at me, from the gap between her massive tits and she looked as excited as she was scared.

Kiggaelin giggled softly, but Dernorra’s position was such that she couldn’t actually see me. This was some kind of mind-fuck game all based on plausible deniability. And if they were going to play, I was going to break rules. We all knew that Dernorra was going to join the family. I’d said as much, we just hadn’t quite ironed out the details.

So, with nothing to lose, I reached up and gently grasped Dernorra’s hips. Her eyes widened, having not expected me to touch her, before I firmly pulled down. If her eyes were wide in shock before, that doubled as I opened my mouth and licked her. She smelled fresh, and slightly of the minerals in the water we’d bathed in.

So I licked her again.

Probing deeper, I licked her from opening to clit. Dernorra shuddered and her eyes drooped as she covered her mouth with one hand. The other she placed on the ground beside my head, like she needed it for support.

For all I knew, she might have.

I placed the tip of my tongue at her entrance. She was already starting to leak and I could taste her. Dorfs weren’t human. Nor did they taste human, but she, like the others, was delicious to me. I ran my tongue over her pussy, slipping it just inside as she whimpered into her hand. Then dragged my tongue through her labia towards her clit. The soft squeak of pleasure that slipped out as I closed my mouth over her clit was amplified by my moan.

Kiggaelin forced herself down. Taking my entire length into her throat. The tight grip only increased as she swallowed, showing me the extent of her skills as she held herself in place. Dernorra, feeling new sensations, rocked her hips, thrusting her pussy into my mouth as I moaned in my own pleasure. When I looked up, Dernorra’s eyes were crossed and slightly glazed. But she was panting heavily as she trembled.

I felt a contraction on my tongue and her body jerked. Her hips twitched and her pussy muscles throbbed gently as I suckled. I focused all of my attention on her, driving her pleasure higher, while trying to stave off my own end. Dernorra let out a sharp yelp and picked herself up. Her hand slapped down over her pussy as she flopped over onto her side.

Kiggaelin was staring at me with a gleam of mischief as she slowly worked back and forth. The minx knew exactly what she was doing and⁠—

“MEAT!”

The three of us froze. Then all at once, Dernorra shot to her feet. Kiggaelin yanked my cock from her mouth and stuffed me back into my pants, before she too was off. I climbed to my feet, and awkwardly ran with a bulge in my pants over to my frame. Kyanite had taken one, and Kiggaelin remained behind as Dernorra climbed into her own.

“Be safe,” I warned Kiggaelin. “Hide, until we know what’s going on.”

“MEAT!”

I climbed into my frame, and activated it. Almost as soon as the faceplate dropped down, I could make out Kyanite’s voice over the radio.

“…gate, they’ve got a prisoner, or a hostage!”

“What?” I grunted, before picking up my weapon.

“Tobias! Good. Get to the gate, I don’t know what’s going on.”

“On my way, Dernorra let’s go.”

“Yes sir.”

We rushed through the camp and reached the front gate. Kyanite was doing the same as I had, by looking through the gaps.

“I can’t see them well,” Kyanite muttered. “They’re down by the treeline.”

“Open the gate,” I ordered. “Quickly.”

Between the three frames, the gate came open quickly, and the site beyond stopped me cold.

They weren’t just orcs, but women. There were three of them. One, bound on her knees, desperately struggling. Another watched on silently, while a third—she was one I recognized—was the older one who had supervised the night before. Clutched in her hand was a knife. Perhaps one of the weapons that we’d left out for them earlier.

“YOU GIFT!” she cried out. “WE GIFT!” She brought the knife around to the bound one’s throat. The orc struggled, but was constricted so tightly she couldn’t do more than desperately pull her head back.

“STOP!” I shouted.

“MEAT!” the old woman called back.

I brought my weapon around. “STOP NOW!”

The old woman pulled the orc’s head back, and I squeezed the trigger. Rounds flashed out. I aimed wide and sent a volley through the trees. The sounds of metal darts tearing through the air, before the sounds they made when impacting the forest sent them hurtling for the ground. The watcher was already sprinting for the trees, before doubling back, to grab the elder. Then they were both off, leaving the bound one behind.

“Fuck,” I cursed. “Fuck.”

“Sir?”

I snarled and started off down the hill.

“Toby?”

“They’re not coming back,” I snapped. “There’s things out there that will eat her.”

There was a quick shuffle, before Dernorra in her frame appeared beside me. She marched along and we could both see the orc woman thrashing. She was terrified, squealing through a gag and kicking hard to escape.

We hurried and I stopped before her. She was rapidly shaking her head. There was snot running down her face and her eyes were puffy as she cried hysterically.

“Fucking shit, this is so much worse than I thought,” I murmured, before opening my frame.

The orc woman jerked as she saw me step out. Dernorra remained in place, with her lights on to watch. I slowly approached the orc and she stared at me, like I was a literal monster.

“I’m not going to hurt you,” I told her, before noting that she seemed to understand me… somewhat. “No hurt,” I tried once more. “Still. Lay still. No move.”

She slumped forward, burying her face in the grass and quietly wept. There, I could see how she was bound. Layers of cord that looked like braided grass. A dozen layers of it, wound around her wrists and ankles, before they too were bound together. She was hogtied and unable to free herself. At least for now. Perhaps she would have gotten out eventually, but I didn’t like her chances.

She let out a terrified shriek as I touched her. But I was already working. I found the strand holding her ankles to her wrists and pried that free. Then I began working at her wrists. When they finally came loose, I turned to her ankles. Until finally, I stood and backed away. The orc woman stared at me, still clearly terrified beyond belief.

“No meat,” she whispered. “No meat. No, no, no meat.”

“No meat,” I agreed and tried to smile.

Her eyes locked on me for a moment, before she smiled too. More of a grimace really. Just enough to show me her teeth. I remembered that as one of the worst things with the orcs. Their jagged teeth. Hers were square. But those thoughts vanished as she spun and scrambled away.

“Hey!” Dernorra snarled.

“Wait!” I called. “Let her go.”

The orc woman sprinted for the trees, and for several minutes we could hear the racket she made in the scrub as she ran.


CHAPTER FOUR


“How are we all this morning?” I asked as we sat around the smoldering remains of our fire. “See anything, hear anything?”

“Nothing out of the ordinary,” Dernorra said as she picked at her breakfast. Just a hunk of smoked meat left over from the night before.

“I heard something snuffling around the back wall,” Kiggaelin admitted. “It scampered off when it heard me coming.”

“Something, or someone?” Kyanite asked.

“Animal I’m pretty sure, it was too quiet to be an orc and sounded like it had four legs,” Kiggaelin continued.

“So no signs of the orc girl?” I asked.

Everyone looked at one another and slowly shook their heads. I accepted that. Hard to think she’d come back. The poor thing looked terrified out of her mind. The memory of the event made it hard to sleep. Being blue-balled didn’t help either. That was a separate issue though, and not something I wanted to think about with Kyanite around.

We chatted idly while we ate. The cat was large enough to feed us for a few days so long as the meat kept. So in the end, it was decided to keep one frame back at the camp while the other two checked the area. Naturally, I was the one going out. Dernorra and Kiggaelin drew straws and it was quickly decided that Kiggaelin was going to be staying behind. Dernorra and I, after a quiet goodbye, climbed into our frames and made our way out.

The first stop was the grave we’d accidentally dug up. It was undisturbed, which was what we’d hoped. The graves at the bottom of the hill though, they hadn’t been dug up, but it was clear that the female orcs had been there. The piles were gone and there were plenty of footprints in the churned earth. From what I could see, they might have even gone as far as urinating on them.

“They hate their males,” Dernorra observed. “Are they even the same species?”

“I really don’t know,” I admitted. “Don’t think I want to either. You realize what we saw last night, don’t you?”

“They were going to kill her,” Dernorra recalled.

“Not just kill. That was a sacrifice. Willingly or otherwise. They were gifting her to us as meat. And I can’t help but wonder if there was more to it than that.”

“What do you mean?” Dernorra asked as we turned and headed to the third place I wanted to check.

“There were no females in the camp when I slipped through. There weren’t any on my second visit. When they marched their army though, there weren’t any females and when we all came here and got stuck. No females.” I did a rough count with my fingers as I listed them. “So, without females around. Where do they replenish their numbers?”

“Oh,” Dernorra sighed. “That’s worse.”

“It might just be that the males are worse to their own women, than they are to anyone else,” I pointed out. “Enough that if the females felt the need to pay for the services they’d gotten from us, they still wanted to give their sacrifice the mercy of not having to live through what would be done to her.”

“Tobias… what do we do?”

I sighed softly and shook my head as I thought of a proper response. “I really don’t know. Right now, we’re just trying to survive. Food, water, shelter and the vague hope that my wives are digging their way to us.”

“And if the portal closes?” Dernorra asked.

“Then we’d need to survive anyway,” I replied, ignoring the real question she was asking. “We need to scout. Figure out the lay of the land. Right now we have a grassy valley, some trees and a camp built around a portal. A camp that might have been a larger civilization.”

“Lyn said that the skull looked strange,” Dernorra pointed out. “The one she dug up.”

“It was,” I agreed. “And it leaves me with questions. Because the orcs haven’t got the skills required to build structures properly. Even the shack we’re keeping Garnet in is flimsy enough that it’ll probably fall over if there’s bad weather.”

“We can only hope,” Dernorra chuckled.

I chuckled at that as we continued our walk. We scanned around us, avoiding going through the thickest section of trees. It might give us cover, but there was always the chance we’d be ambushed. If there were big cats here, that reasoned there were things for them to hunt. I had seen signs of herd animals here, but those cats were bulky. That told me they were less runners, and more ambush predators. Which meant there might just be something bigger out there. Something that might be hiding in the forest.

“So, where are we actually going?” Dernorra asked.

“Where we bathed, there were some ruins and I found… something.”

“Something?”

“Do you know what a basement is?”

There was a pause and Dernorra’s voice sounded unsure. “No?”

“I didn’t think you would. Since you live underground, so it’s… basically a room beneath the home, where the home is built on the surface. There’s no need for you to have a basement since the whole thing is underground,” I pointed out.

“I think that makes sense,” she admitted. “And you found this… basement?”

“I did.”

“And what makes you think it’s worth exploring?”

“Because it’s usually cool, hopefully dry and potentially contains something useful. Put in storage. Maybe something that could tell us what really happened here.”

“I see,” Dernorra whispered.

We broke through the treeline and I watched as a figure’s head snapped up. For just a moment, I caught a glimpse of one of the large hunting cats. It was seated across the river and looked wet, like it had crossed. Only to stop and drink. Seeing us though, it got up and sprinted away, vanishing in the trees across the far side.

“Those creatures are fast,” Dernorra observed.

“They certainly are,” I admitted. “One nearly got Lyn. I was lucky to have shot it when I did. I don’t think I could have saved her if it got her first.”

“We’ll be careful,” Dernorra announced.

I led the way over to the ruins and held out my hand as we reached the collapsed wall. “Watch your step. I found this place because it sank beneath my feet when I trod on it. I don’t want you taking a fall. If we damage our frames, we’re going to be in trouble.”

“I understand,” Dernorra agreed. “I’ll be right behind you.”

“And keep an eye out. I don’t know if anything else lives nearby.”

We walked slowly and I picked my way across the familiar space. There, on the ground just a little way ahead, was the tufts of grass It’d ripped up. The door was in place where I’d left it and there were no signs anyone else had been here. It took me all of a moment to get the door off again, and this time, it crumbled in my hands as I lifted.

“It’s rare to see wood destroyed like this,” Dernorra said.

I thought for a moment, before nodding. “You don’t have a lot of rain on your planet, do you?”

“We have storms,” she admitted. “But not like this place likely gets. I’ve never seen so much greenery before. The closest might be the farms, but… That’s different.”

“You’ll have to take me to the farms one day,” I told her. “I don’t know all that much of how your society works. I think I should change that.”

“As soon as we get home,” she promised.

I chuckled and made the gesture with my hand to open my frame. Dernorra watched me climb out and I held my hand up. “You’re on guard,” I told her. It was closed when we got here. There’s no reason to think anything else is down there.”

“I trust you,” she said, before turning her back to look around.

I smiled, thinking about how lucky I was to have her. Her and Lyn. It wasn’t about the sex, even if my balls weren’t happy with me right now. I was just happy to have people around that I enjoyed the company of. People I could trust. My life back home on earth wasn’t horrible, but it wasn’t really great either. The few friends I had were more of acquaintances. They weren’t the kind to hang on weekends, but if we ended up in the same place at the same time, we might sit together.

Here, in this world, I felt accepted. I felt like I’d found home. At least… Once all the violence and bloodshed was taken care of. My one goal right now was to live long enough for Alfi to figure out how to find me. Because I knew, in my heart, she wasn’t ever going to stop. Portal active or not, she was going to figure it out or die trying.

Which meant I had to get my hands dirty. This basement might just be an empty room. Which could mean shelter. Or it could hold some fantastical treasure. I didn’t know, and this was one way to find out. Looking through the opening, I could see the wall actually came up to the edge of the hole. There were holes in the stonework, like a ladder.

By sitting on the edge, I was able to put my feet in the lower holes, and lower myself in.

“Be careful,” Dernorra warned me.

“It’ll be fine,” I promised as I climbed down.

There was enough light coming in from the sun that I could make out the vague interior. The reason the floor hadn’t collapsed was because it was all stone. Arched ceilings and support pillars rose up. This wasn’t some castle foundation, but clearly something far more advanced than I’d ever suspect the orcs were capable of. Which went double for the height. Whoever worked down here, either did it at a stoop, or they were on average, shorter than a human.

Perhaps the orc women might have been involved? Or perhaps something else. I didn’t know, but I hoped to find out. Or at least get an idea of what I was missing from this world. Immediately around the hole I’d climbed down were wooden crates. Which told me this was clearly storage. The crates were stacked in rows, going off into the dark. The ones closest to the entrance were heavily water damaged. Enough that when I touched them, the wood began to splinter, like the hatch did above. Surprisingly though, there was little dust. I worried about spores, but that couldn’t really be helped if I wanted to continue exploring.

Gently as I could, I pried the crate open. I didn’t worry about silly things, like why it was a crate, and not some other shape. Squares were easy to make, stack and carry. Universal meatball rules. The actual construction of the crate was different though. They’d used wooden nails and wedged them in at angles. I guessed it would take a twisting motion to open them, which was interesting, but this first crate wasn’t solid enough to try.

When the lid did finally fail and come free, I was greeted by the sight of… mush. It was slightly sodden, brownish and resembling dirt. Perhaps it was fruits or vegetables at some point. Rotten away, and the remains had gotten damp as the water got in.

“Find anything?” Dernorra’s voice called down.

“Crates!” I called back. “I’m opening them up, seeing what’s in there.”

I left the few around the entrance and moved further inside. Here, I knocked on the lid of a crate and heard the dull echoing thud of solid wood. This one, I grabbed and tried to open properly. It took me a moment to work out the technique, but there were vertical ribs on the front edges where you could reach. By gripping those with my fingers, and pushing on the edges with my thumbs, I was able to give it some leverage. Enough that the lid slipped after a moment.

With a grin on my face, I lifted and checked the loot within. This time, I recognized what I was looking at. Piles of blankets. Folded and stacked neatly. I reached in and grabbed one out. It was a little stiff, from being in the box for so long. A little dusty too, but otherwise in great condition. It was quilted. Two outer layers, and something stuffed between. The stuffing didn’t feel as full as it likely should have been. But it was serviceable.

“Toby?”

“I’m here!” I called back. “Found some blankets!”

I worked my way down. Prying open crates at random. I found more blankets. Urns filled with liquids. Oil, wine or something else, I had no idea. Several were definitely food that had long since decomposed, and there was even a drying area at the rear with meat hanging from it. That meat was long past the point of being salvaged.

I could only guess as I found more random items, that this place might have been a tavern or something. This looked like everything I would need to house and feed dozens of guests. At the very least, I wanted to bring the blankets back. Soften up our bedding somewhat, and give us all a bit more privacy.

I was nodding as I thought about what to do here, when I heard a soft grunt. The light flickered for a moment and when I looked back, Dernorra was halfway down the ladder.

“Hey,” I called, hurrying over. “You okay?”

“I’m fine.” She smiled as she hopped off the last few rungs and landed on the stony ground. “Wow, look at this place.”

I wanted to be mad at her for leaving the frames, but… The chances of something coming over to investigate were pretty slim. The only thing we’d seen here was the big cats and we’d already chased that one off. It wasn’t likely they’d come back any time soon.

“Did you see this?”

I blinked and returned my attention to Dernorra. She was pointing at the floor. Specifically, to the long grooves carved into it. They went off in parallel lines to the back near the meat drying room, and I hadn’t noticed them as I’d been checking the crates.

“Have you seen a cart in here?” she asked. “That’s what this looks like.”

“Y’know, you might be right,” I said as I looked around. “I’ve only checked the middle row.”

She gave me a look and then gestured for me to move. I chuckled and shook my head, before turning around. Keeping my eyes down this time, I followed the tracks. They were dead straight, and I could see now I was checking, that it was like they were designed to make moving things down here easier. If I had to guess, the crates were large enough to be wheeled through the middle, and the tracks were confined to their rail system. It was simple, clever and a waste of resources if you were a race of beings known for physical strength.

This looked like it was built by someone who invested in intelligence. Which put the orcs right out. Women included, unless their culture had devolved significantly over the years. I followed the lines and reached the far wall. Here, they expertly turned in both directions. Almost like a track changer on a railway. The pillars were spaced just far enough back to make it work. I made a left turn out of habit and walked around. When it hit the corner, the rails continued to the left and headed back to the front of the room.

Here, along this wall, were yet more crates. These ones were open, and inside were kitchen implements. I recognized copper pots, as well as open crates of cutlery and crockery. All were made of wood or… what was likely dried clay. For whatever reason, I found the lack of pewter strange. These people were advanced enough to use copper. Then again, I didn’t know if tin was even a common metal in this world.

I doubled back, not seeing any sign of the cart and spotted Dernorra rummaging around in the crates in the middle. I left her to it and walked around to the far side, making sure to duck my head to avoid the arches. And here, I spotted it. Down the end, a cart. Flat base, solid metal wheels and a handle on each side to push or pull it.

“Found it!” I cheered as I made my way over.

The cart was simple, but it was well made. It was a little rusty though, and being near the entrance had gotten to the wheels. When I tried to pull it towards me, it grated.

“Tobias?”

“Sorry, the cart,” I called. “Wheels are rusted.”

I gave it a wiggle. It wasn’t terribly heavy. I pulled again, dragging it further away, and then put my foot on the edge of the platform. This time, I pushed, while stepping down. It held for a moment, before grunting as it slipped. The layer of crust around the wheels budged and after two more tries, I had it rolling. Which had me grinning from ear to ear as I dragged it back around to show Dernorra.

Which brought me to a complete standstill when I rounded the corner at the end and saw her.

She looked up at me. And then blushed as she continued to pose for me. Entirely nude, her pilot suit lay folded on the crate behind her. She had opened several of the blankets, creating a softer seated area atop the crates. There, she had raised one leg and sat in a position to see clearly as she slowly stroked her folds with a finger. The ache in my balls came back with a vengeance as I stared at her for several long moments.

“Have… I misjudged?”

“Ah,” I twitched. “Misjudged? Huh? What?”

Dernorra giggled softly and relaxed her pose. “Come here, Toby.”

I grinned and let the cart go as I stepped closer. Her eyes traced me up and down, even as I did the same to her.

“This is highly inappropriate," I pointed out. “We’re on a mission. I know we were interrupted before you could finish⁠—”

“Tobias,” Dernorra interrupted. “Do you wish to fuck me, or not?”

I froze, then frowned. “But⁠—”

“You and I both know that my position in the family is on hold because of a technicality,” she stated. “Here and now, there are only the two of us. So… If you’re that uncomfortable⁠—”

“I’m not uncomfortable,” I blurted. “I just… Look, you’re beautiful. I’m just making sure this isn’t a rash decision we’re going to regret later.”

“If my mother hasn’t already negotiated my marriage to you with Folotelyn and Hanwarra by the time we get back, I’ll call my survival here your doing and force the tenets themselves to marry us,” she stated.

Truthfully, I was onboard the moment I saw her naked. I was just struggling with myself, knowing what the Dorf people were like around their rules. I knew what I wanted. So did she. And right now, I had an ache and a perfectly suitable way to relieve it.

Dernorra’s eyes traced my form as I pulled off my pilot suit. The bulging of my cock was obvious even before it sprang out into the open air. She licked her lips, and continued stroking herself as she stared at me. I walked right over to her and looked at how she’d arranged everything.

“I’m sorry we haven’t got a proper place to do this,” I told her. “I’ll make it up to you.”

“O-okay,” she said, sounding nervous. “This is really happening, isn’t it?”

“Unless you tell me not to,” I grunted as I stepped between her legs.

The hand rubbing her pussy reached out and grabbed me instead. Her warm fingers were wet with her own dew as she stroked me. I gave the logistics of this a thought, and stepped closer. I grabbed her hips and Dernorra whimpered as I pulled her closer to the edge, before turning her so she was seated facing outward, instead of on an angle how she’d displayed herself.

“Wait.”

I froze and she looked up at me. Only, there wasn’t fear, or apprehension in her eyes. No, there seemed to be a little determination. Rather than speak, she leaned forward and I groaned as her mouth wrapped around the head of my cock. She closed her lips and slid half my length into her mouth where she bobbed slowly.

If I wasn't as hard as Dorfen armor before, I certainly was now. I brushed my fingers through Dernorra’s hair and slowly thrust into her mouth. She moaned softly and I could hear the slick sounds of her hands as she rubbed at herself. I was hurtling towards my release, when she suddenly pulled back and let out several long breaths. It was then, I noticed she was trembling, before locking eyes with me.

“Do it,” she pleaded.

I leaned in. I grabbed my cock with one hand to steer as I aimed it between her legs. I missed the first time, since she was seated on the crate and my cock slid up and over her clit. Even that left her whimpering and I pulled back. Dernorra helped by raising one leg. I didn’t think as I grabbed her under the knee and set her leg over my shoulder. Due to our height difference, Dernorra was forced to lean back, and rock her hips up, giving me a much better angle as I sank myself into her.

“Oh!” she moaned, a sound between pleasure and a growl.

I slowly thrust into her. She was tight, warm and utterly soaked. Her pussy stretched around me and her breathing sped up as I pressed my balls into her ass. With her leg over my shoulder, I pulled back and slid myself fully into her once more. Dernorra threw her head back, moaning as I fucked her. I wanted her, and she wanted me. So I gave her all I could. Her inexperience took a back seat as she squeezed her leg down on my shoulder, I took it as permission and kept thrusting. Her pussy fluttered as I drove myself into her.

“Toby!” she cried.

I couldn’t help myself. I was fit to burst already and I wanted her to enjoy herself as much as I was. So I slapped my hand down between her legs. The glistening jewel of her clit was firm beneath my fingers and Dernorra’s harsh cry of pleasure echoed, right before her pussy squeezed.

I thought for a moment about pulling out. It was the smart decision. This was a mission, we were technically in danger and yet. Her eyes were unfocused, her body trembling. One hand extended out to me like she wanted to grab me. Rather than ruin this, I pushed in, driving my entire length deep into her, as her pussy sucked and held me in place.

The intense squeezing and sucking proved to be my final undoing. I let out a gasp as I slumped down atop Dernorra. Her hand wrapped around the back of my head and she pinned me against her chest as I flooded her womb with my seed.

“Fuck,” I grunted. “Norra.”

“Toby,” she whined as my cock continued to throb.

Her legs were curled up around my sides. I could hear her heart thumping in her chest. I lay, curled and slumped against her and she wasn’t letting go. I felt every twitch. Every shift. She even let out a soft hum after a few moments, and I looked up, to see her wiping away a tear.

“Don’t,” she whispered. “I’m happy.”

I knew what she meant. All of my wives talked about it. Achieving a lock was something special for them. Both as a sign of extreme pleasure, since it happens during orgasm. A sign of physical compatibility, since I was large enough to achieve the lock to begin with. And finally a sign of deep affection, since apparently it was impossible for a Dorf to achieve a vaginal orgasm without locking. That all of them locked with me, was a bit of a thrill. But for them… It was so much more meaningful.

I took a deep breath and pushed my arms under her shoulders. Dernorra didn’t struggle as I lifted her and her arms clung to me as I stood. Her eyes widened as she looked around, but all I did was turn and sit back down once more.

She now knelt on the blanket with her legs straddling my own. Her eyes met mine and she stared at me in both shock and awe as I palmed her ass. When I slowly rocked her back and forth, my cock, still locked inside her, ground against her walls and her eyes widened in surprised pleasure.

“Keep going,” I told her.

She gave a quick nod and I let her go. She kept the rocking going, but added a slight bounce to her hips, which ground her clit into me as she did so. Which gave me the chance to pull her into a kiss, which she responded to with obvious eagerness.


CHAPTER FIVE


Istepped out into the sunlight. Our frames stood like grand monarchs. Empty, but foreboding. They seemed to have done their job though. Nothing stirred, larger than an insect. A faint breeze wafted by and I heard a small whimper. With no signs of danger, I turned back to the basement entry and leaned down.

“You okay?”

“A little tender,” she admitted as she climbed the narrow ladder. “Don’t apologize.”

I smirked as I watched her climb out into the sunlight. “I wasn’t going to,” I told her, as I bent and took her arm.

She smiled shyly as I helped her up and we stood for a moment. She looked around, but I had my eyes on her. The pink of her eyes, matching her hair. She was beautiful, and while I had some reservations about what we’d done, or at least how we’d done it, she was mine. And when she turned back to me, and met my eyes, her cheeks reddened, before she raised her chin.

“Propriety would say you shouldn’t⁠—”

I kissed her. She moaned softly and her lips were as soft as they’d been below. When we broke, she was smiling gently and I kissed her once more. That was enough and she gently pushed me away, shaking her head as she glanced around.

“We need to keep moving,” she insisted.

“We do,” I agreed. “I just wanted to make the best of what we have together, before going back to pretending it didn’t happen.”

Norra blushed softly, and gave a long slow nod. Her eyes drifted over the landscape and she sighed. “We should bathe, at the least.”

I thought for a moment, before nodding. We were both a little sticky. Climbing back into our frames would make that worse. “Alright,” I agreed. “River, bathe, and then let the others know what we’ve found.”

“The blankets will be a nice addition to the nest,” Norra said, a fond smile on her lips.

“Not to mention the other supplies,” I said, thinking about the possibilities. “Better to catalogue, but that’ll take some time. Which is why I don’t want to start this now, in case someone comes searching for us.”

“For the best,” Norra said with that wistful smile.

“Now,” I said, turning to the water. “You bathe. I’ll jump in my frame and clear the river first, just in case.”

“Thank you,” she said and smiled. It was a beautiful sight to see “I am rather… messy.”

Before she could step away, I snagged her arm and pulled her into one final kiss. One softer, but longer than before. When we broke, I turned and headed right for my frame, before we descended into what we’d started below. From the look on her face when the faceplate of my frame activated, she was still tempted to try and coax me back out.

I left her behind as I walked the short distance to the river. I thought about the ruins and what this meant. This place, if I had to guess, was a tavern, or the equivalent. It wasn’t large enough, or grand enough to have been some kind of manor home. That went double when I thought of the stone foundations. Some kind of house for nobility wouldn’t have been built out of wood.

So either this world was a peaceful one, or it wasn’t built by the orcs. And if it wasn’t built by the orcs, or with dangerous neighbors in mind—who built it, and why? A tavern implied travel. Travel implied trade. Trade implied politics, ruling classes, diplomacy. All things I doubted were things the orcs were capable of, and that’s without thinking about the bones we’d dug up. The more I thought about it, the more it made me think that the orcs weren’t from this world.

The portal was a big clue. Perhaps they’d come through. Years ago. Decades, if not centuries ago. Maybe what they did to this world is what they tried with the Dorfs. Flood the portal, kill and eat what they could, then surge through the next one. A never ending cycle of violence and brutality. It hurt my head a little to think about, but it was the only thing that made sense to me. Short of talking to an orc themself.

I chuckled at the thought and stomped into the water. The water splashed and I waded in. This section of the river ran slower than the shallower spot we’d bathed in a little ways up from here. It was also significantly deeper, which I learned the hard way as I stepped and plunged below the surface. The frame, thankfully, was built for such events and I floundered in my shock for a few moments. The bottom was murky and I couldn’t make out much. Just a few fish and a lot of silt, as I marched out the other side.

“Toby?”

“I’m fine!” I called back. “It’s deeper here!”

I turned and looked around. I was now on the opposite bank looking back. And there, hidden in the grass, not six feet from Norra, was a huddled shape. I froze as I stared, and she stared right back. The female orc. Terrified and silent. Her body was covered in cuts and bruises. I must have walked right by her as she hid in the grass. We locked eyes, and I held up my hand.

“Wait.”

“Toby?”

“Norra, wait,” I ordered once more, before addressing the orc. “We won’t hurt you.”

The female orc’s face twisted and she began to whimper. The sounds reached Norra’s ears and she skipped back a few steps, looking from the spot in the grass, to me and back again. I kept my hand up as I strode forward. This time I was careful not to plunge into the water. It was still deep, but I crossed quickly and marched up the other side as Norra moved around to stand beside me.

Where she too saw the state of the woman.

The orc was covered in deep scratches and cuts. Parallel lines covered her body, and puncture marks along her arm. She was bleeding in several spots, and had bruises on her face like she had fallen multiple times.

“N-no,” the orc whimpered as I stopped on the bank and looked her over. “No, no.”

My heart broke. With the gesture, I opened my frame. The orc woman’s eyes widened as she watched me emerge. I stepped down into the grass, and gained my balance, before holding up both my hands.

“No weapon,” I told her. “No hurt.”

She cried harder now. She was terrified and breathing hard, but as I looked her over, I could see she was in a bad way. The bleeding had mostly stopped, but she had gashes along one leg and her side. If I had to guess, I’d say she’d been mauled by one of those big cats we’d seen. How she escaped was anyone’s guess, but she’d put up one hell of a fight and crawled the rest of the way here on her own.

“No,” she cried softly.

“Shhh,” I tried to soothe her as I moved closer.

“Toby?”

“She’s hurt,” I told Norra. “Badly, I don’t think⁠—”

“Dammit, Toby, she might still be dangerous!” Norra snapped.

I thought for a moment, before nodding. “You might be right.”

Then I stepped closer. The orc trembled, but I could see in her eyes, she was in pain. She was around the same height as a Dorf. Matted black hair ran down her head and over her shoulders. The luster long gone, replaced by the splatter of sweat and blood that stuck to her skin. Her eyes were the soft orange of warm embers and her skin, where it wasn’t marred with mud or blood, was the color of emerald. She was as busty as any of my wives and lay there trembling wearing nothing but rags. Even now, I could make out a nipple, poking out through a tear in her chest wrap.

“No!” the orc growled and raised her hand.

In it, she held a knife. One just like the ones we’d left out for the others. How she got it, I didn’t know, but she had it now. Norra, seeing the weapon, lunged. The orc let out a shriek of fear and protest as Norra wrestled it free. I lunged, worried for them both, only for Norra to pull back, knife in hand as the orc began to wail. Tears rolled down her cheeks and she shook violently as she began to rock.

Some kind of panic attack. She was terrified beyond belief, badly wounded and now from her perspective; she’d been captured.

“Hey,” I whispered as I moved in close. “You’re okay. Safe. No hurt. No danger.”

The orc wouldn’t look at me, she just kept crying. I took a deep breath and turned to Norra, who had a complicated expression on her face.

“Can you get me some of those blankets?” I asked.

Dernorra narrowed her eyes for a moment, before nodding. She kept the knife as she slipped away. I remained behind with the terrified orc as she cowered, cried and did her best to appear small. It was all I could do as I waited, and thankfully it wasn’t long. Dernorra came back, a pair of blankets thrown over her shoulder and she hurried over, giving the orc a pitying look.

I took the first blanket, and then held my hand out for the knife. This wasn’t going to be clean, but it was the best we could do right now. I cut strips of the blanket and set them out in neat lines. The orc saw what I was doing and began to tremble once more. When I estimated I had enough, I picked them up and moved closer.

“No,” the orc whimpered.

“Help,” I told her. “Help. No hurt.”

The orc whimpered and hid her face in her hands. I took that as permission and pulled free the first strip. I bent down beside the orcs' feet. Her soles were cut up. I’d need to do something about that later. Right now, I needed to get her to trust me. Because I couldn’t let myself just leave her. Not like this.

I was gentle when I reached out and touched her leg. She flinched, but that aggravated her wounds and that flinch turned into a soft, pained whimper. I ignored that, and had already slipped the strip of blanket around her leg, where I slowly wrapped. The orc held still as I worked. The blankets weren’t sterile, but this was better than nothing for now. I wrapped quickly and covered the wound in her leg.

Dernorra, seeing what I was doing, was quick to hand me another strip. I tied the ends together and continued winding the material up her leg, doing the best I could to keep pressure and stem the blood, but without making anything worse. I wrapped most of her leg, and covered the worst of it, before examining her arm next.

It looked like she’d stuffed it into the mouth of the cat and it had bitten down on her forearm. I’d need to wash those wounds, but that wasn’t going to happen here. Instead, I was as gentle as I could as I bound those too. By now, the orc was looking at me. Still terrified out of her mind, but there was something else in there. A strange curiosity. I ignored it for now though, and cut a larger patch of blanket to cover her side.

This wasn’t going to be pleasant, but I worked quickly. It was awkward, and she grunted in pain as I shoved my arm beneath her to pull through the strips. It wasn’t so much of a bandage, but a way to hold the larger patch in place, before I tied it off as best I could. Three more strips and I had covered the worst of her injuries. Which meant moving onto the next step.

“We’ll bathe later,” I explained. “Right now, we have to get her back.”

“You think it’s wise?” Dernorra asked.

I looked at her. She didn’t seem bothered by the idea. More like she was making sure I’d thought of the consequences of doing so.

“Yeah,” I said and nodded. “I think if she could have gone home, she would have.”

Dernorra nodded slowly too, before tucking the knife away. She moved up beside me and we looked at the injured orc. She was still scared. Her chest rose and fell and she let out pained whimpers, but she didn’t look like she was about to literally wet herself.

“Stand?” I asked, and the orc looked at me. “Walk?”

“No walk,” she whispered and made a slight motion towards her bandaged leg.

“Okay,” I said, adopting a soothing tone. “No walk.” Then I pointed at Dernorra, and then myself. “Help.”

“Help?” she asked.

I nodded and moved closer. She flinched, but didn’t fight as I gently took her under one arm. Dernorra moved up beside me, and the orc rolled onto her back. With Dernorra taking her other arm, the two of us were able to lift her. The orc whimpered, but it sounded more like she was in pain, than scared at this point. One more lift, and we had her upright. She wasn’t putting any weight on her bad leg, but she was able to stand with some help for balancing.

“Dernorra, we need to get her strapped on, like we did for me, when you first found me.”

“We don’t have the gear,” Dernorra admitted. “But I can make something up.”

I nodded and the two of us helped the orc hobble over to my frame. It took a little wiggling. I recalled when I was first brought to the Dorf world and broke my legs in that fight with the flayer. They had worked in pairs, attaching the harness and lifting me into it. It would be easier with Kiggaelin’s help to do the same, but she was back at the camp.

With just us, it took some more effort. I had to climb into my frame and kneel down. That left Dernorra urging the orc to lay herself on my back, before cutting more strips to make the harness. In the end, it was more like tying the orc in place, than creating a harness like I’d sat in. The orc was too badly injured to hold onto anything properly, and too terrified to sit here and take lessons even if she was.

We tested the bindings, and I stood up to make sure the orc wasn’t going to slip. Until finally, we had something that would work. The orc softly cried, strapped to my back. She was overwhelmed with everything, and I didn’t know what comforts to offer her. We did the best we could, got her as secure as possible, and then I watched as Dernorra scurried back into the basement once more.

When she emerged, it was with a large copper pot. Inside it, she had stuffed yet another blanket and hurried over. She used the blanket and bundled up the orc, swaddling her like a baby, before setting the pot down before her own frame. Then, after climbing in and picking up the pot, it was time to bring her back.

“We didn’t get to bathe,” I pointed out.

“This is more important,” Dernorra admitted.

I didn’t reply and we continued to march. The way back was clear. The orc let out pained whimpers when I stepped too heavily. She didn’t appear to be a warrior, even if she could use a knife. We carried on and I was as gentle as I could be as we marched. When the walls of the camp came into view, the orc began to whimper once more. She didn’t struggle though and I couldn’t think of a way to calm her without stopping and wasting time.

We marched on, with Dernorra coming up the rear to watch in case the orc slipped. Nothing of the sort happened and soon we were passing through the gates.

“She’s looking around,” Dernorra told me. “Looks confused. Like this isn’t what she expected.”

“Probably thinks the camp is full of orcs or something," I muttered. “They might not know it’s just us now.”

“That’d be my guess.”

We reached the middle of the camp, where the cookfire was, and I spotted Kyanite watching us. He hadn’t seen the orc yet, and his frown increased when I knelt. Dernorra exited her frame and she called out for help. Kyanite hurried over, and froze when he saw the orc. The orc let out a terrified wail, seeing the Dorf male and I had to wonder if it was the male aspect she was frightened of, more than just that we’d caught her.

“Oh, you poor thing,” Kyanite whispered. “Dernorra, help me get her out, Tobias, hold still.”

“Got it,” I replied as they worked.

The orc, while terrified, didn’t struggle as they got her free. Kyanite lay her on the grass, and I stood. The orc let out a shriek and when I turned, she was holding one arm out towards me. Her eyes were wide and pleading, while Dernorra gave me a long look. I didn’t know what to make of it, but I exited my frame with a gesture of my hand.

The orc woman looked at me, and while she was clearly wary of me, she was completely terrified of the elder Kyanite.

“Help,” I told her as I moved in close and took her hand.

“Help?”

“Help,” I nodded. “No hurt.”

She blinked slowly. “Rape?”

“NO!” I snapped, making her flinch. “No. No rape. No hurt. No.”

She blinked and then nodded slowly. “No hurt.”

“No hurt,” I repeated.

“These bandages,” Kyanite said, touching them.

“Blankets,” I told him. “Found a basement full of supplies. We were coming back to talk about them when I found her.”

“We have little water stored,” Kyanite said. “I assume the pot is to boil them?”

“That was the plan,” I said with a nod. “She’s dirty. Looks like one of the big cats got her.”

“She’s strong if she fought one of those off,” Kyanite eyed her.

“I’ll boil some water. Dernorra… we’ll need more of it.”

“Maybe I should⁠—”

“You need to stay,” Dernorra urged me.

I frowned. “But⁠—”

“I’ll find Kiggaelin,” Dernorra spoke over me. “You stay here, keep her out of trouble.”

I looked at the orc and saw the look on her face. I didn’t know what it was. She was terrified, but… she stared at me like I was some kind of comfort to her. Especially beside Kyanite, whose every moment drew her eye, like she expected him to lash out at her.

“Fuck,” I sighed. “Alright, be safe. I’ll… I’ll lose my mind if something happens to you. Got it?”

Dernorra smiled and she was about to lean in to kiss me, when she thought better of it. Instead she bowed and climbed back into her frame, leaving me alone with the elder and the orc. The orc, seeing Dernorra leave, reached out for me once more, as Kyanite carried off the pot.

I moved over and knelt at the orcs' side. She was just lying there, in the grass. Her eyes were wide and fearful, but me being here seemed to be the least frightening thing for her. Made more evident as she reached out towards me once more. I smiled and took her hand. Her injured one remained at her side and she curled into the grass.

“How is she?” Kyanite asked.

“Scared, in pain… probably needs a bath,” I admitted.

The elder looked at me and sighed. “You’re probably right about that. I’d have preferred one of the ladies to do so, but… she looked comfortable with you, all things considered.”

I realized what he meant. The bandages needed to come back off. Then to clean her, and put fresh ones back on again. Kyanite kept his distance, as he cut the whole blanket into strips and added it to the pot with the water we’d stored.

“Okay,” I said with a small sigh as I looked over my newest charge. “I have no idea how much you actually understand.” The orc looked up at me like I was speaking another language. I might have been. The words they’d used were very broken, and they didn’t seem to talk in complete sentences. I didn’t know if it was a language barrier, or just an absence. So I tried to use simple words. “Me,” I said, patting my chest. “You,” I said gently, patting her hand.

“Me… Morn,” she said.

“Morn,” I smiled, before patting my chest. “Toby.”

“Toby?”

“Toby,” I repeated. “Toby… friend.”

“Friend,” she frowned, as if the word didn’t make sense.

“Toby…” I thought for a few moments. “Toby help.”

“Help,” she nodded, understanding that much.

“Family?” I asked.

“No…” she said, eyes drooping in sadness. “No family.”

I nodded. “Okay. Morn. Toby help. No hurt. No rape. Help.”

“Help,” she said, smiling slightly.

I saw her teeth. The flatness of them, and couldn’t help but smile back. Her eyes seemed to drift to my teeth for a moment. Like coming to some realization she let out a breath. “Toby help.”

“That’s right.” I smiled reassuringly and gave her a nod, while I knelt down beside her. “I need to take these off?” I gestured at the bandages and she gave me a strange look. I thought for a moment and tried again. “Clean,” I said. “Clean hurt.”

“Clean hurt?” she frowned. “Clean no yuck?”

Now it was my turn to think about what she was saying. “Yuck? Bad smell? Sick?”

“Sick,” she said and nodded slowly.

“Clean hurt,” I agreed. “No yuck. No smell. No sick.”

“No sick,” she said, looking slightly hopeful.

She wasn’t stupid. If she understood what infection was, that put her well into human levels of intelligence. Even if she lacked vocabulary to talk about it.”

“Toby clean,” I told her. “Bandage off.”

“Bandage?” I pointed to the strips, and she nodded, before reaching down with her good hand to gently touch the one at her side. “Bandage?”

“Bandage,” I said and smiled.

She shifted slightly, showing me more of where the knots were, and I reached out. She watched me, still fearful. Still nervous. She swallowed that down and held still as I tugged at the knots and pulled them free. Her wounds were much the same as before. The few that were still bleeding had stopped. They might start again, but right now, I had other things to worry about.

The first step was getting her clean. Which was made easier by Kyanite coming over. He had a bowl of steaming water. In it, were the shredded remains of a blanket, having been boiled. It was hot to the touch, and I took a few attempts to pick it up and toss it about to cool it enough before I could use it.

Morn let out a soft whimper when I brought it to her skin. She closed her eyes and let me work as I gently wiped away at the injuries. There was plenty of dirt and grit in the cuts, scabbed over as they were. I wiped, and rinsed several times. The wounds reopened somewhat, but there wasn’t much I could do about that right now. Kyanite brought over more rags as he boiled and squeezed them out.

They’d be better dry, but for now, I needed to just keep the wounds covered. The more I cleaned, the more of her I saw. The soft green skin beneath my fingers was soft and warm. More than that, she was barely dressed, even before the cat had torn her up. Made all the more obvious as I lifted her leg to clean that too. Which accidentally gave me a clear look right up between her legs.

I wasn’t sure what to make of the fact her pussy was hairless. Not like she shaved or waxed. In fact, now that I thought of it, she was entirely hairless other than her eyebrows, lashes and the top of her head. Her legs, while dirty and cut up, were entirely smooth.

“Toby?”

“Hmm?” I glanced up at her.

She had a worried look in her eye, but didn’t say anything. So I smiled and set her foot back down and continued to wipe.

“You’re safe,” I told her. “Get you clean. Get you bandaged. Then fed.”

“Fed?”

“Food?”

She blinked slowly. “Food good.”

“Food good,” I agreed.

Her eyes flicked over and I turned, to see a pair of frames walking towards us. I breathed a sigh of relief, seeing them both. Each of them were carrying large pots, like they were filled with water. And when they stopped and set them down with Kyanite over by the fire, I laughed when I noticed the crates strapped to their backs.

“Looks like we get to sleep better tonight.” I grinned.

“Tired,” Morn sighed. “No sleep.”


CHAPTER SIX


The light patter of rain was what woke me. I blinked in the early morning light. The camp was still rather dark, but my body clock had gotten used to the cycle here. Today, I was even lucky enough to stretch my arms overhead since my wife and… wives? I don’t think she counted as a wife yet, not technically. But they were pressed up on either side of me but left my arms free to stretch them overhead.

With a grunt, I did just that, feeling something in my back pop, before gently placing my arms down against my lovers. Bare, warm flesh greeted me. My right hand cupped a firm, well rounded ass and I gently stroked down her thigh. My left did much the same, right until my fingers brushed against strange fabric. One of the many things we’d done in the last few days was to transport a lot of what we’d found, from the basement, to the camp.

We now had plenty of blankets, pots, some flat pillows, most of which we’d taken apart to use for kindling. The urns were still a mystery. Nobody had been willing to open them yet. Even if they were just wine, there was no telling if it was spoiled or not. With access to wood, old rope and other bits and bobs, we’d managed a few improvements. Like turning our camp into an actual structure.

The animal skins stretched overhead to make the roof were still in place, but the wooden roof provided far more protection. It also let us use some of the less well-kept blankets as wall panels, to separate us from the likes of Kyanite.

And that was all in the nick of time it seemed since the temperature had plummeted with the weather. The air had a certain chill to it and my wives were huddled close. I still traced the strange fabric over her thigh and I thought for a moment about why that stuck out to me.

“That feels nice,” Kiggaelin said with a soft yawn.

A pair of arms stuck out from the blanket, and she pushed it down far enough to peek out at me. A sleepy smile was plastered across her face. She wiggled slightly and moved up. I felt the hard tips of her nipples drag along my chest as she approached and I turned to meet her. Our lips met and Dernorra on my other side began to squirm.

As I kissed Kiggaelin, Dernorra took my hand and pulled it higher. I smirked and slid my hand up her stomach and cupped one large breast. There was the softest whimper as I found her nipple and gently pinched it between my fingers. Dernorra let out a soft gasp as I gently toyed with her nipple. The way she shifted, I guessed she was rubbing her thighs.

When Kiggaelin’s hand wrapped around my cock, I let out a grunt of surprise. I had half a chub already, and with just a few strokes I rose to full attention. Right as the blanket, making up the entry of our small room swept aside. Dernorra stepped in, and I froze in place. She looked at me and I stared back, Kiggaelin continued stroking my cock, while… the woman on my left, continued rubbing her thighs.

None of us expected the complaining grunt that echoed from beneath the blanket. Or the frustrated, “more!” that came after.
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“Well,” Dernorra said evenly, as we sat around the fire. Only this time, it was on small stools. It hadn’t taken long to get things in order, but we’d rapidly improved on our situation without introducing any more horrible smells, like inside the old warlord's shack. The basement had been a goldmine. “At least she’s… improving.”

The orc sat in the grass. Far enough away that it was obvious she wanted the distance. But not so far as to put her closer to Kyanite. She had slept in the nest with us since she arrived, more out of necessity. It was that, or leave her out in the grass. With her injuries, nobody thought that was a good idea, and when we’d explained about an idea to make a bed of her own, she’d been so upset at the idea we’d dropped it. When the temperature dropped throughout the night that lead to her getting closer than she ever had before.

And what had started with simply cuddling for warmth had… turned into something none of us knew quite how to rationalize. Mostly because Morn, the orc, seemed more upset by our reaction to realizing it was her, than what I’d been doing to her to begin with.

The five of us were sitting around eating the leftover stew made the night before. Kyanite and Kiggaelin had gone hunting together when the latter spotted movement in the nearby hills. It took a little work, but the shotguns, while inaccurate, gave them a huge advantage. Against a single target they would struggle, but when a herd of elk-like beasts crossed a valley, it was like hitting the broad side of a barn. Accuracy didn’t matter so much, as long as they hit one.

The results of which were smoking for later rations, while a decent portion had gone into a large meal for us to enjoy. I had to admit I was slightly amused by the fact Kyanite seemed to be the one doing the cooking. I had to wonder whether maybe he’d taken on the role at times for his children. After the passing of his wife, he might have wished to step up. That was something I’d talk to Folotelyn about though. I wasn’t going to ask him now.

“How long do you think the rain is going to stick around?” I asked.

“Hard to tell,” Kyanite muttered, across from us. “I’ve never seen so much rain in my life.”

“That would be my answer as well,” Dernorra admitted.

“Our world is a dry one,” Kiggaelin agreed.

I nodded as I thought about things. I could make guesses about the climate here. That everything was lush and green, suggested the weather could stick around for a while. But it was progressively getting heavier the longer it went on. It had been a light patter first thing this morning, but was steadily getting stronger.

“Rain,” Morn spoke up, catching everyone’s attention. “Rain go. Many days.”

She then noticed everyone looking at her, and shrunk down on herself like she was in trouble.

“Thank you, Morn,” I called out, getting her attention. She glanced up at me, and I smiled. “Very helpful.”

“Help… full?”

“Helpful,” I repeated. “Helpful… Helpful good.”

She brightened. “Morn good?”

“Yes,” I said and smiled. “Morn good. Morn helpful.”

“Morn good,” she agreed with a nod. “Good Morn.”

“We should set out the empty vessels,” Kyanite suggested. “Fresh water won’t need to be boiled.”

“That’s a good idea,” I agreed.

A murmur of agreement went around from everyone except Morn, who was confused by the statement. She didn’t seem upset though. In fact, if I wasn’t mistaken, she was mouthing repeatedly to herself that she was good. It made me think of the situation that led her here. The other females had brought her to us as some kind of sacrifice. They were going to kill her, rather than offer her alive, which… if I had to guess, was a mercy. But they fully intended to kill and gift her to us.

Which told me she was rather low in the pecking line. That she responded so well to being called good, made me think her life had been a rather difficult one.

She was different, but… in the grand scheme, not that much different to the Dorfs. She was roughly the same height and body shape. Her physical toughness was something to figure out later. She also seemed rather intelligent. She watched a lot, and picked up on things happening around her. She didn’t exactly understand everything said and done, but she figured it out quickly enough.

Then there was her healing factor. It had been days since we’d found her. In those days, she’d gone from a huddled mess of cuts and bruises, barely able to walk. To this bubbly, energetic bundle of bandages. She still winced when she moved too quickly, or strained something, but she was recovering at a rapid pace. My focused attention on her must have given me away. Her eyes flicked up to mine and they met.

Her face flushed and she lowered her eyes once more. I turned away as well, ignoring the pointed looks Dernorra shot my way. And I tried to convince myself the firm nubs in Morn’s chest wraps didn't exist. I would have hated myself for dragging her into something she wasn’t comfortable with. Especially after her concerns about being raped.

Which… Now I thought about it, only gave weight to my assumptions about why the other females were going to kill her. Dead, they might just eat her. Alive? That would be so much worse.

“Alright,” I said, as I put my bowl down. “Let’s get to work.”

“Work?” Morn asked.

I looked at her, and then thought about her injuries. “You want to work?”

“Morn work,” she said decisively. “Morn… Morn helpful.”

I smiled at that, but I wasn’t going to get her to haul around copper pots full of water in her condition. But there was something else.

“Dishes,” I suggested.

“Ditch’s?”

“Dishes,” I repeated slowly, before picking up my bowl. “Come,” I waved at her.

She looked down at her own bowl. She had been eating with her hands, and not a spoon like the rest of us. So she quickly slurped down the remains, before getting up. I saw it then, the telltale wince of pain as she did so. She was better, but by no means fully healed. Even if she tried to pretend otherwise.

I took her out to the edge of the covered area and set my bowl down. It slowly began to fill with water and I gestured for Morn to bend down. I knelt and ripped up a clump of grass. I scrunched it up like a dish sponge and then used it to wipe out the bowl, filling it with water as I worked to wash away the grime.

“Dishes,” I said, wiping it out until it was clean. “You try?”

Morn nodded and put down her bowl. When it began to fill, she ripped up a clump of grass, but took the roots too.

“Wait,” I held up my hand. A flash of panic washed over Morn’s face when I stopped her, but I calmly took the clump of grass and pried it free. “No dirt,” I explained in a calm tone. “Dirt bad.”

“Dirt… bad,” Morn replied nervously.

I tossed the clump of roots aside and handed her the grass. She gave me a nervous smile, and I nodded in encouragement. She took a moment to scrunch the grass up like I did, before she got to work. Dishes weren't a complicated thing and she figured it out on her first try. She scrubbed, wiped and rinsed until her bowl was as clean as mine, before holding it up with a smile.

“Good,” I told her. “Very helpful.”

“Morn helpful.” She beamed. “Morn good.”

“Morn very good,” I heaped on the praise, since I figured she hadn’t had much in her life. “Maybe… Morn get a reward later?”

“Reward?” she asked, looking up at me.

“Yeah,” I smiled. “Reward. Reward is good. Morn is good. Morn get reward.”

She seemed to realize what I was talking about and brightened once more, before scampering off to the others. She collected all their bowls, including from Kyanite, before hurrying back to the clump of grass she was using to clean them with. Then got to work.

The ladies smiled and made their way over to our storage area. It was the spot covered in all the skins now, and stacked with the crates we were still using. The pots were in the bottom, so it took some shuffling to get to them, before we started with the largest. They must have been great stock pots for something. The walls were thick and from the marks, pounded by hand, rather than pressing or with a modern lathe. The ladies worked together, while I muscled along. Kyanite got into a frame and began his patrol.

We hadn’t seen any sign of the orcs since they left, but that could change at any moment. When the pots filled with water, we drank what we could and then let them refill once more. I even saw Kiggaelin take a pot over to Morn and let her drink from it as well. The two exchanged a brief word, before the two of them came back.

Kiggaelin gave me a strange look, while Morn hurried over to me.

“Morn… Morn done.”

I smiled. “That’s very good. Very helpful.”

She smiled. “Morn good?”

“Morn very good,” I nodded.

“Morn… reward?”

I chuckled and nodded. “Sure. Morn gets a reward.”

She nodded and glanced back at Kiggaelin, who I noticed had whispered something to Dernorra. Both of them were now staring at me.

“Reward,” Morn said, eyeing me.

She promptly pulled her chest wrap up, exposing her breasts. I stared at her, and then at the ladies, who stared right back. Neither of them said anything, or tried to intervene in any way.

“Touch?” Morn asked.

“Ah…” I hesitated.

She reached out and took my hand, before pulling it to her breast. I felt her nipple in my palm and she gave me a pleading look. Even now, the ladies were standing by, just watching like they knew more than I did. I knew for absolute certain that at least one of them would have intervened if this was a problem.

Resigning myself to this fate, I squeezed and Morn smiled. “Touch… more?”

“More?” I asked.

She nodded and pressed her tit firmly into my hand. “More.”

I gave her breast a squeeze and she inhaled softly, but seemed frustrated by something. Her frustration grew, even as I massaged gently, before she pulled back.

“Bad reward?” she said, sounding disappointed.

“Ah…” I hesitated.

“You were pinching her nipple in the nest, weren’t you?” Kiggaelin asked.

I groaned softly. This situation was weird enough already.

“Nipple?”

“Nipple,” I said, brushing a finger over the firm, fleshy tip of her perky green breast.

“Ah!” Morn brightened. “Touch nipple!”

One glance back towards the ladies offered me no escape. They looked invested, so there was no talking my way out of this without making it awkward. So rather than fight it, I extended my fingers and gently grabbed Morn’s nipple between my thumb and forefinger. Morn sighed and smiled softly.

“More?”

I squeezed a little firmer. Not as firmly as I had back in the nest, but enough to pull her breasts into small peaks. Morn let out a soft moan and her eyes widened as a result. I tugged a little harder, before releasing her.

“More?”

“No,” I told her. “That’s enough.”

“Enough,” she repeated, sounding disappointed. “More work?”

“Do you want more rewards?” Dernorra asked.

Morn brightened and cast a glance over at the pink-haired Dorf, before Dernorra beckoned her over. Morn shot me a quick look, but when I didn’t say anything, she stepped away. Dernorra took her by the arm and gently led her away, leaving me with Kiggaelin, who walked closer.

“Tobias?” she asked softly.

I let out a long sigh, “Yes Lyn?”

“Are you mad at me?”

I groaned and shook my head. “I don’t know. This… got more complicated than I thought it would.”

“Oh,” she nodded, before kneeling down.

“What are you doing?”

“Remembering my place,” she replied as she took hold of the front of my pants, and pulled down.

My cock sprang out in front of her and her eyes locked in.

“Lyn—”

“Tobias,” she hissed, letting me feel her hot breath on the head of my cock.

I knew where she was going. She’d started it back when I was playing mayor of that mining town. Whenever things became frustrating, or someone came to me with some idiotic question, she showed up. Her eyes remained fixed on me as I gently cupped her face with one hand, and steered my cock between her lips with the other.

She moaned softly, closing her mouth around me. Her tongue pressed into the underside, protecting me from her teeth as she breathed through her nose.

“Fine,” I growled. “But when we’re done here, you and I still need to have a talk about all this.”

“Mhm,” she mumbled, sliding her head back and forth, while her tongue lashed the tip of my cock.

I gritted my teeth at the sensation. I was pretty pent up from this morning already, truth be told. But then, so was Kiggaelin.

“Touch yourself.”

Kiggaelin’s eyes widened as she stared up at me.

I pulled my cock out of her mouth and she pouted cutely. “Now.”

Kiggaelin nodded and then smirked as she lifted her top, letting her breasts spill out. I saw the slight smirk on her face, but she obediently slipped her hand into her pants and I heard the wet slick of her fingers over her own clit. It only confirmed that she really was as pent up as me. Her breathing changed as she pleasured herself, and her mouth fell open right as I pushed my hips forward.

She held still, letting me fuck her face. My cock slid between her lips, over her tongue and then intruded on the back of her throat, before I pulled back once more. I stroked in and out of her mouth, holding her face gently in my hands as she rubbed her own clit. Her soft moans broke out around my cock, but she didn’t stop sucking.

“Oh, shit,” I sighed. “I really needed this.”

“Mmmhm,” Kiggaelin moaned around my shaft.

She lazily bobbed her head in time to my rhythm and I felt my cock hit the back of her throat. Rather than choke, she tried to push harder, taking more of me. Her eyes watered and she choked once, but I could still hear the slick sound of her pussy. Her eyes closed and she let out a soft whimper.

“Go ahead,” I urged her.

She let out a soft squeak, and I felt a tremble around her jaw. She relaxed and inhaled sharply and I thrust firmly into her mouth. She held still, moaning deliciously as she came on her own digits. I used her mouth, fucking her rapidly, while she struggled to hold still. I came with a snarl and she yanked her hand out of her pants to grab me by the ass. She pulled herself in, sealing her lips around the base of my cock as I fired my seed straight down her greedy gullet.

I heard a noise and opened my eyes. For just a single moment, I saw her. Morn, staring at Kiggaelin with wide eyes, before she realized I’d noticed her. As quickly as she arrived, she vanished and I slumped as I withdrew my cock from Kiggaelin’s suckling mouth. It popped free, and she took a trembling breath of air, before looking up at me.

“Thank you.”

I froze. “What?”

“After… Dernorra⁠—”

“No,” I knelt down in front of her. “No, no, don’t even think it.”

“I’m sorry,” she sniffed. “I just… don’t know⁠—”

“I don’t care about that,” I snapped, pulling her into a hug. She clung to my front and I held her close. “I didn’t save your life just so I could have sex with you. I’ve told you that already and I fucking meant it.”

She sniffed and nodded. “I’m scared.”

I knew what she meant. Neither of us knew how badly her injuries had harmed her. I felt pretty good about things, knowing she was able to reach orgasm. Lock or not, if she could cum, that was good enough for me. But I knew that wasn’t the whole story for a Dorf. The lock was intimate and it was the measure of a good partner, both practically and psychologically. Foly, Alfi, Ra and now Norra, had all proven to love the experience.

The idea that Lyn might not… I knew it would hurt her. It would break her heart, and I didn’t know how I would ever be able to fix that.

“Listen to me,” I whispered as I held her close. “You’re my wife.”

“I am,” she whimpered. “And that makes me so happy.”

“Good,” I said firmly. “But I also need you to understand that… even if you can’t—that doesn’t change anything.”

“I don’t want you to forget about me⁠—”

“Like hell that would be possible,” I snorted, and pulled back just far enough to look her in the eye. “Dammit Lyn, you make me feel fantastic. And it’ll break my heart if your injuries mean you can’t do it, because I know how much it will hurt you. But I need you to believe me when I tell you that I will still love you. You are still my wife, and I will still spend time with you, just how I always have.”

She let out a shuddering sigh and shook her head slowly.

“What?” I asked.

“Just remembering how it felt. Laying back, with you thrusting into me,” she whispered. “I could almost pretend, and… it felt so good.”

I smirked. “Well, then there’s that,” I agreed. “But unless… unless you don’t want me to, not being able to achieve a lock won't convince me otherwise.”

“Maybe I could still hold a child… even if…”

“Doesn’t matter,” I said, giving her a small squeeze. “I love you. You’re my wife, and I’m going to love you for the rest of my days. I don’t blame you, nor do I care beyond my hopes you get what you wish for.”

“Then…” she trembled and slid her hands down her side. “If…you’re gentle⁠—”

“Stop,” I said, taking both her hands. I saw the look on her face and kissed her. “None of that,” I ordered softly. “Our first time will be in the nest. Where it’s comfortable, after a good bath and I’m going to start with my tongue on your clit.”

She shuddered and nodded, before leaning in to kiss me once more. I held her close as her mouth moved against mine and I had to hold back a laugh. My Dorfs really loved to kiss. It was strange to think I’d introduced it to them.

When she finally broke, she wiped a tear from her eye and smiled. “I’m sorry⁠—”

“No apologizing,” I said, chuckling lightly.

She smiled and shook her head. “Not for that. I was apologizing for… that first night.”

I paused and then shook my head. “You mean, when you accused me of sexually assaulting you, and punched me?”

She nodded shyly. “Had I known then… what I do now.”

“It doesn’t⁠—”

“I was jealous,” she admitted. “Folotelyn. You saved her life. I knew what that meant, and… I was so angry.”

I remained silent and she gave a small shrug.

“I dreamt that night. Of having you to myself. Of you laying me down, on silk sheets and I imagined, so perfectly the feeling of your cock in my hand.”

“I wonder why,” I joked softly.

She giggled and let out a sigh. “None of you deserved my anger. The others… they were my friends, even… even if father told me otherwise. He would interrogate me after every visit, every mission. Every meeting, and… By the depths Toby I cried. I cried so hard, I didn’t know what was right or wrong. I convinced myself you were the monster my father said you were, and blamed my problems on you. I lost my friends, I lost wealth, I lost my father’s respect, my betrothed and then soon even my own life.”

She took a deep breath. “And then you came for me. Just like you did Foly. Just like you did Alfi.”

“Don’t you dare try and blame yourself for that either,” I growled.

She smiled and shook her head. “I don’t… or at least, I don’t now. My… my sister-wives have been quite clear with me, since I joined the family.”

“Good,” I said. I smiled and kissed the top of her head.

“My life was one of fear. Of anger. Of hate, control and power,” she whispered. “I don’t want that. None of it.”

“No?”

She shook her head. “Toby, I want to let go.”

I nodded, unsure of exactly what she meant, but I agreed. “Okay.”

She smiled. “I’m yours Toby. For whatever purpose you see fit.”

“Ah…” I frowned. “Wait⁠—”

“No,” she shook her head. “You heard me correctly. I want to let go of it all, dear husband. Nothing, in all my years, has made me happier than to feel your arms around me. And nothing had made me more satisfied than those long days, with me curled up under your desk, serving between your knees.”

“Lyn…”

She shook her head slowly and smiled. “I’m yours, Tobias. Broke, whole or otherwise, all that I am, belongs to you. The tenets would say so already, but I needed you to hear it from me as well. I am yours.” She leaned in close and in a soft voice, she whispered. “I don’t need the nest.”

My cock throbbed. It was still out from what we’d finished earlier, and part of me was sorely tempted. But there was a muffled shout. Lyn sat back and I got up, before the two of us quickly dressed and made our way out. Kyanite was stumbling into view looking confused as Dernorra charged out of the old shack. Her eyes were wide and she was furious. I had only a moment to think before she spotted me and shouted two words.

“He’s gone!”


CHAPTER SEVEN


Morn had slowed. She wasn’t particularly fast to begin with, but I could tell this was different. She looked around, huffed and slowly came to a stop.

“Morn?” I called gently as I knelt beside her.

She wouldn’t look at me. There was a slight scowl on her face that shifted to guilt and then a measure of fear.

“No can find,” she whispered, before pointing to a few spots.

I tilted my head and nudged the switch to activate the lights on my frame. The forest lit up and Morn jumped in shock, but I wanted to see what she was talking about.

When Garnet vanished, we searched the village. That’s when Morn found his tracks and followed them to the gate. She’d suggested he’d waited for Dernorra, who was on guard at that point, to march away. Then he slipped out the gate and sprinted for the treeline. At that point, he’d crossed the river and continued up into the nearby hills.

Morn had tracked him this far. It was obvious we weren’t going to catch up. The man had left at a sprint. Morn, with her injuries, could only keep a moderate walk. I had hoped we might catch up after a distraction. There were plenty of things out here capable of hunting a Dorf. I hadn’t expected to see the thick footprints of an orc though.

Not just one set, but almost a dozen. I remembered the scouting party that attacked our landor back home… home… That was an odd thought. I hadn’t been on the Dorf world all that long, and yet when I thought of home, it was with my wives in a comfortable nest. I shook those thoughts away as I examined the ground around me.

“No blood,” I announced, before glancing back at Elder Kyanite, who had followed in Kiggaelin’s frame. “I think they captured him.”

“Meat,” Morn whispered.

I nodded. I had hope that was the case, but I didn’t know for sure.

“We go,” Morn turned to me, with a pleading expression. “Go, run, go.”

I sighed and hefted my weapon, before shifting around. The one thing I’d insisted on before we left was putting on the sling to carry her. While I needed her out to track, we’d make far better time carrying her home again.

“Morn… bad?”

I hesitated and slid my faceplate up so she could see me. “No Morn,” I told her. “Morn good…” I hesitated, remembering what happened before. “Morn very good.”

She smiled and nervously shuffled from foot to foot.

“Now. Morn, climb up,” I said, patting my shoulder. “Home now.”

“Home,” she said and nodded. “Morn good. Morn climb. Morn… Morn home.”

“That’s right,” I agreed as she slipped around behind me.

I felt my frame rock as she climbed. Kyanite kept some distance. She didn’t respond to him very well. She didn’t look at him like he was going to eat her any more, but she didn’t like being around him very much either. Whether hero worship, or some cultural thing… Honestly none of it mattered. She settled into place, in the sling and gave my shoulder a tap. I shifted my weight, picked up my gun and stood up once more.

“What are you thinking?” Kyanite asked, as I turned to face him.

“That he’s as good as dead,” I muttered, dropping my faceplate down once more. “I don’t think he’s getting out of this one.”

Kyanite let out a sigh and turned to walk alongside me. We marched through the forest and every now and then a green arm would gesture, pointing me in the right direction. Without her help, I might have walked around in circles for hours. The never ending patter of rain droned out the sounds of the forest and in places, washed away our tracks. In the end, it was late noon when we broke through the treeline, overlooking the river as a continuous mist of rain fell around us.

And that’s where I hesitated. Because along the edge of the treeline, there were more tracks. They’d stomped the grass down, making it obvious. They weren’t trying to hide at all. And they had clearly found the tracks we’d left. They’d mulled back and forth, and then their tracks had followed off into the forest.

I lifted my weapon and spun around, hitting my lights to illuminate the trees behind us. Morn let out a yelp of shock at the sudden movement and Kyanite did the same thing. But all was silent. The tracks went into the trees and dispersed far enough I’d need Morn to track them again.

“Home,” she pleaded. “Home. Home. Home.”

“I don’t see anything,” Kyanite muttered.

“Neither do I,” I admitted. “I’m betting they see us though.”

He huffed and lowered his shotgun. “We need to get back.”

I couldn’t help but agree. From here, it was a straight shot back. A run back to the river, through the water and past the ruins we were still checking. I had a hunch there were more basements to find, we just hadn’t had much time to check things yet. We continued on our run, letting the frames take up most of the work. I didn’t know how long they’d run for. I’m sure Alfi would have said something by now. I’d seen Dernorra and Kiggaelin doing maintenance, but I didn’t see them doing anything to the extent my little mechanic did.

I missed her. I missed Ra and Foly too. Thinking about them made my chest ache. Ra had lost her whole family. Most of her clan too. Only then, had she fallen pregnant to me, and now I was lost to her as well. I didn’t know if the portal was still active. I might be trapped here. Isekai’d twice in one lifetime. Who’da thunk?

I just hoped that while we were setting up to survive on this world, my wives were digging on the other side to find us. I, for one, very much wanted to go home. That went double, if Foly was indeed pregnant too.

“Is that?” Kyanite snapped.

I looked up and saw a frame marching towards me. They waved, and I waved back, before my radio crackled.

“Toby?” Dernorra’s voice echoed. “You’re both safe?”

“Us and Morn,” I agreed as we closed the distance. “What’s going on?”

“Look behind you,” she instructed.

I did just that and turned around. Through the haze of the rain, there was an obvious difference. A tall plume of smoke. Clearly a fire, like that of what I’d seen in the orc camp that first time. The fire would have been large and with everything so damp, it was clear to see with the backdrop of the afternoon light.

“We thought that was something to do with you, so I came out to check,” Dernorra said, sounding relieved.

“Not us,” I admitted.

“Garnet,” Kyanite said with a drawn-out sigh.

“That was going to be my next question,” Dernorra said as she halted beside us.

“We didn’t find him,” I explained. “Morn here, helped us track him into the forest and through the hills,” I continued, gesturing with my arm the direction we’d come from. “The orcs found him, and on our way out, we found more tracks suggesting they found us too.”

“But you didn’t see them?” Dernorra asked.

“No,” I said, frowning. “Which worries me.”

“It should,” she agreed. “Let’s get back to the camp.”
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Kiggaelin was equally concerned. One quick explanation and the discussion turned to defenses. We didn’t have a lot. No weapons, beyond what we’d carried in with our frames. We had a few tools though, and plenty of rope. There was no time to dig pitfalls, or counterweight traps. What we could do was demolish any structure near the walls, to give us better lines of sight. Then we arranged all the wooden debris in a massive ring inside the walls. One of the things we’d found in the ruins was a collection of clay jars. In them, we’d found a foul smelling liquid. Whatever it was, we weren’t sure. But the fumes gave me an idea and after tossing a small cup into the fire, I’d found a fresh use for it.

We soaked the wood around the edge of the camp in the fluid. Oil, concentrated spirits, whatever it was, it burned and didn’t mix with the water, so we let it soak in. We covered it all with the skins we hadn’t kept, to prevent it from washing away. Then, taking it a step further, we set up a long line of tripwires, from the ropes. From the gate, along the wall, anything that failed to spot it, would bump it. That, in turn, would knock free the wooden pegs we’d hammered and the slack in the rope would send all the empty pots crashing to the ground.

By keeping the rope close to the height of the grass, we hoped it wouldn’t be spotted until it was too late. When we were finally satisfied that everything was set up, I found myself sitting quietly with Kiggaelin, as we both enjoyed a hot meal.

Dernorra was patrolling with Kyanite, while Morn cleaned up the dishes from dinner. She kept glancing back at me with an expectant smile, but that was something I would deal with later. For now, I put my arm around Lyn and dragged her a little closer.

“There’s no need for this,” she muttered as she continued eating.

“All the more reason to do it then,” I grunted and pulled her a little firmer, until her elbow was wedged into my side.

“I really don’t want to talk about it.”

I nodded slowly, before leaning over to press my lips into her temple. She let out a sigh as I kissed her and I went back to slowly eating.

“Why are you like this?” she asked.

“Too broad a question,” I grunted as I took another mouthful of the stew I’d been eating.

“Of course it was,” she grumbled softly. “You know what my life was like, before I met you.”

“Nope,” I admitted. “I really don’t. I just know that it was terrible.”

She turned and regarded me as I continued eating. “And what about now?”

“Still pretty bad, all things considered,” I said with a grin.

She rolled her eyes and nudged me. “I’m serious.”

“So am I,” I retorted. “Mostly. I want to go home.”

“You don’t like this world?”

I shrugged. “It’s not really the world that’s the problem. My original world wasn’t either, there just… wasn’t anything there for me really. Now I have a family, but… I’m stuck in a place with only half of them.”

“You know that under Dorf culture… Morn⁠—”

“She’s not part of your or my culture,” I cut her off. “I’m not about to impose Dorf tenets on Morn. Doubly because this isn’t a Dorf world.”

Kiggaelin sighed and leaned into my side. “Exactly.”

“Come again?”

“I said, exactly,” she whispered. “Tobias, I wasn’t joking when I told you that I’m yours. I told you that, so you’d know it. So that I knew it. So that if asked, there would be no doubt about it.”

“And, where does Morn come into this?” I asked, glancing over at the orc woman, still cleaning up.

“Because most men in our culture would have applied the tenets. Whether they’d sleep with her is up for debate, but they’d certainly have insisted on certain measures of control, at the very least.”

“You’re going to have to explain the tenets to me, because from where I’m sitting, it sounds like there’s an awful lot of terrible things going on,” I muttered darkly.

“You’re exposed to the ruling class, Tobias,” Kiggaelin muttered. “We do things differently. The tenets are held in high regard. We can’t afford to be seen as weak, or blasphemous. You’re not entirely wrong, but your experience is far from the norm.”

I thought for a moment and nodded. “So… the regular citizens.”

“Most of them marry who they wish,” she admitted. “They grow up, make friends, get jobs, meet a Dorf or… if they are important or wealthy enough, a couple of Dorfs. They raise families, and the cycle continues. It’s rare for the tenets to be invoked.”

“Like me saving the lives of Foly, Alfi and you?” I guessed.

“Exactly,” Kiggaelin said. “For the tenets to apply, it needs context. Simply pushing someone out of the way of an out of control tracab, for example, isn’t enough to invoke the tenets. It is no small thing, and requires decisive action.”

“Like jumping on the back of a flayer?”

She smiled and nodded. “I don’t believe we have on record, of any Dorf strangling a flayer to death.”

I shrugged. “Worked out in the end… sorta.”

“Sorta,” she grinned. “You rescued Foly from certain death. Then you fought Ra, to spare Alfi from certain death. Then you broke into my family’s ancestral home, rescued me from certain death. Only to land here, on a foreign world and rescue Morn, from certain death.”

“In my defense, all I did was shoot the cat⁠—”

“And when combined with rescuing her from having her throat cut, then bringing her back and tending to her wounds,” Lyn sighed. “Tobias, were she a Dorf, it would be all but concluded.”

“But she’s not a Dorf,” I pointed out. “And I have no desire to force the issue.”

“Then promise me this,” she pleaded. “Don’t refuse her either.”

I wanted to curse. But I remembered how things had gone so far. The fondling, and how both Kiggaelin and Dernorra had watched it. I knew how they saw things. Was it even worth fighting? I didn’t know if that was fair. Not just on Lyn and Norra, but Foly, Alfi and Ra as well. They didn’t know anything about her, or the situation we were in.

“Every time you stop and think, how your actions will make us feel,” she whispered at my side. “It reminds me how lucky I am to have found you. And how stupid I was to mistreat you.”

“You didn’t⁠—”

“Tobias, my dear husband, I treated you poorly,” she said, silencing me with a nudge. “I pray the gods of three worlds forgive me for that sin. I know not why or how you have forgiven me, but I will spend the remainder of my life doing my best to earn it.”

“I don’t know how many times I need to tell you that I don’t blame you for any of this,” I said with a shake of my head. “All of this is on your… On Garnet. Which I’d hoped you’d remember, after what Ra said when you cut your hair.” I hesitated. “What… was the significance of that, anyway?”

“Honor,” Kiggaelin whispered. “Were I a man, it would be my beard. Cutting it, is cutting away my honor, and gifting it is a way to acknowledge a wrong.”

“And Ra wearing it?”

“Is a sign of respect.” Lyn smiled. “Accepting it is the least she could have done. Destroying it, hiding it, or refusing it would harm my reputation in the clans. By wearing it, she acknowledges what it is, but shows the others that she holds no ill will towards me. She wears it as a gift.”

“I guess that makes sense,” I said, filing the information away.

“Tobias?”

I turned and looked at her. “Yeah?”

“Would you make love to me?”

She trembled beside me. I could sense her fears. She was anxious, and I knew it might still be too soon. I didn’t know it was safe but then… None of this was safe. I remembered our first time together, before the conflict, and this didn’t feel so dire. But perhaps it was just as meaningful.

I nodded slowly. “Okay.”

Morn looked up when I stood. I smiled at her, and she smiled back. She was almost done, but there were significantly more dishes to do now that we’d gotten our hands on proper cutlery and cooking utensils.

When I helped Kiggaelin to her feet, she was nervous and wouldn’t look me in the eye. I think she expected me to take her to the nest, but instead I led her away. It wasn’t going to be the most comfortable thing in the world. The rain hadn’t really stopped and we didn’t have hot water. But we had more than enough to bathe, and even a little soap.

So when she noticed me bringing her to the bathing area, she started to blush. It was just a patch of grass, between some of the more solidly built structures. Inside were several large tubs, left to fill in the rain. A separate bucket turned on its side held the soap we’d been using sparingly, along with some torn fabric from the blankets we’d found.

“This—”

“Shhh,” I pressed my finger to her lips. “I’m making love to you. So let me do it properly.”

She blinked slowly and nodded. I smiled and leaned in to kiss her. She whimpered when I brushed my lips against her own, but she didn’t fight me as I pulled back. Even if she looked slightly disappointed as I did so. It didn’t last long though. Her disappointment turned to nervousness as I slowly peeled her out of her clothing.

She trembled, but that was out of nervousness, not the cold of the rain. In the small shelter, we were protected from any breeze and the rain, while cold, was not enough to bother us as we stood so close. I slipped her flight suit over her shoulders and slowly pushed down. Her breasts popped out of the neck hole and she blushed, but didn’t try to hide herself. Her nipples stuck out, poking me in the chest as I pushed down to her hips, and stopped.

Then I did the same to myself. Pulling my modified pilot suit down exposing my chest down to my own hips. Kiggaelin’s hands crept up, and she touched my stomach, before tracing the lines of muscle up my chest. I wasn’t some powerlifter with a six pack when I fell down that mineshaft. But I had built up a little definition as time went on.

“I should be terrified of you,” Kiggaelin whispered. “You’re so tall. Strong and… Beautiful.”

I smirked. “Beautiful?”

She nodded. “Like a grand statue of a long dead hero, locked in the halls of the dead.”

“I haven’t seen them yet,” I pointed out, as I recalled the funerals I’d attended.

“I’ll take you when we get home,” Kiggaelin whispered. “Right now though…”

I smirked and leaned down. This time, the kiss was not chaste. I wrapped my arms around her. She moaned softly and I felt her twitch as she felt my erection press against her front. While we kissed, I slid my hands down her sides and she trembled once more as I worked her suit off. Until finally, it fell around her ankles and she stood nude before me. I ran my hands back up and cupped her ass, giving it a firm squeeze. She trembled and pulled back, before yanking my own suit down.

My cock sprang out, smacking against her front and she stared at it, before leaning in.

“Uh, uh,” I cupped her chin and lifted.

“But—”

“I’m making love to YOU,” I pointed out. We can do that later, right now, is about you.”

She blinked up at me, before nodding. I reached into the dry bucket and plucked out some of the soap. It had a strange, herbal smell to it. Something I hadn’t quite figured out. Nothing else was like it. I could only guess it was some seasonal plant that wasn’t growing right now. Not that it mattered. It lathered easily and I rubbed it on the cloth I selected, while letting the rain wet it down.

Then I got on my knees and saw Kiggaelin’s shocked expression as I leaned her back against one of the large tubs and started to wipe her down. She held still and did her best not to moan as I started at her shoulders. Lathering her with soap, I worked down her sizable chest and to her stomach. I made no effort to ignore the scars, and even made a point to touch them gently to show her they didn’t bother me. What I did notice as I got lower, was that she had been doing some upkeep. She wasn’t shaved smooth. At least, not all of her. She had a small tuft of hair on her mons, shaped into a red heart.

“That’s cute,” I whispered.

She smiled. “You think so? I shaped it after the mother gem.”

“Mother gem?”

She nodded. “Old tale. The gem isn’t real, but we tell stories about it.”

“Makes sense,” I said, my fingers gliding over the tufts of hair. “In my culture, that’s a heart, and… well it’s fitting.”

“A heart?”

I nodded. “Not anatomically correct, but yes. We use that shape for… romance.”

Her smile widened, and I went back to washing her. When I finished with her toes, I had her turn around and started on her back. She moaned softly as I pressed my fingers into the tense muscles along her back.

“Tobias…”

“Good?” I asked as I worked my way down her back.

She nodded. I smiled and kept going. She spread her legs for balance and I took advantage of her stance to gently clean her. By the time I had gotten to her feet, she was trembling. But I wasn’t yet done. I turned her around and sat her back on the tub. Then collected the soap.

I lathered it between my fingers, and then drew them through her hair. She let out a soft gasp and looked up at me as I combed it through. Her hair was short, but I figured after all this, washing her hair would mean something. The way she locked eyes with me as I worked, told me everything, so I made a note to do it for the others too.

With a small bowl left in the tub, I leaned her back and rinsed her hair, before combing it through with my fingers to make sure I hadn’t left any knots. I then left her to watch as I washed myself down with a fraction of the effort. That didn’t stop her from rubbing the cleft between her legs as she watched me though.

After a rinse and a grin, I made a point to stare at her, and she blushed as she removed her hand.

“Don’t stop on my account,” I joked.

“I’d rather it be you,” she replied quickly.

I paused, then smirked and nodded. “Then we better get things going. It’s going to be a long night, so we need our rest.”

She nodded slowly as I stepped in closer. Her eyes widened as I bent, and she let out a small squeak of fright as I picked her up into a bridal carry. She grabbed my shoulders as I stepped out of the bathing area. With Kyanite and Dernorra patrolling, it was just Morn who might see us, and I didn’t really care about that.

I carried her into our sleeping quarters, and here it was dry and warm. It was also where we’d left our towels, since it had started raining. I set Kiggaelin down on her feet and then set about drying her myself. She protested weakly that she could do that herself, but I swatted her hands away and did it for her, just to make the point. When she was done, I nudged her to the nest.

“Get comfy,” I told her.

She blushed and slipped in, while I took a moment to dry myself as well. I tried to ignore the way she sat herself on the far side, legs spread, and touching herself once more. I remembered that night. When she’d witnessed me with our wives and the mess she’d left on her thighs while she was trapped in that horrible cylinder.

Only this time, her eyes were wide and wanting as I dropped the towel and turned to her.

“MOVEMENT!”

I jumped and turned around.

“BY THE TREES!”

“Fuck,” I cursed as I remembered my sodden pilot suit.

Kiggaelin looked conflicted but there was nothing I could do right now. We only had three frames and Kyanite was in hers right now. I turned on the spot and sprinted out into the rain. I passed Morn who was rushing to the shelter in a panic and scrambled into my frame. I made the gesture with my hand and was only barely conscious of the fact my erection didn’t get pinched as it closed up around me. When the faceplate illuminated, I spotted Morn staring up at me.

“Go wait with Kiggaelin,” I told her.

“Dishes,” she whined.

“You’re done?”

She shook her head.

I sighed. “It doesn’t matter. You’re a good girl.”

“Morn, not⁠—”

“No,” I cut her off. “Morn is a good girl. Go sit with Kiggaelin.”

She looked conflicted, but turned and left as I scooped up my minigun. I could only hope that Alfofida built it to withstand rain, or this was going to get bad, quickly. I didn’t have time to do more than give the barrels a spin and see if they moved freely. When they did, I hurried over to the gate. Kyanite and Dernorra had stacked crates up in a large platform. Just enough to see over the wall and down the hill.

“Tobias, we need to make a decision,” Kyanite’s voice came over the radio.

“How many are there?”

“Right now?” Dernorra sighed. “Dozens. But more are showing up.”

“Get the gate,” I muttered as I marched by.

Kyanite stayed up top, while Dernorra followed me to the gate. Together we unbarred it and pulled it open, not worrying about the noise traps as we did so. With a clear view down the hill, my blood froze.

Because while he wasn’t the largest orc I’d ever seen, he was the biggest before me right now, and leashed to his side…

Was Garnet.


CHAPTER EIGHT


“Where did they come from?” I asked myself. “Even if Garnet got this far, they lit the fires only hours ago.”

“It’s something we’d have to ask them,” Dernorra muttered in reply.

“The animals of this world avoid this place,” Kyanite’s voice echoed over the radio a few moments later. “While on patrol, I sometimes catch glimpses of them in the distance. But they come in waves, like they are being herded by something.”

I thought for a moment and let out a sigh. “So the orcs might be migratory, or… nomadic?”

“They knew how to find this place easily though,” Dernorra added.

I didn’t see any signs of a great civilization here. Not one for the orcs. There might be an ocean somewhere with people living on the other side. It was impossible to tell right now. Whether native, or having slipped through a portal, it didn’t matter.

It made sense to think of the orcs as nomads that roamed the lands. Keeping on the move, following the herds, they wouldn’t have time to build, or create grand artworks. If they did so, around a fixed position such as the camp with the portal though. That added another element. The largest and strongest orc could take over the camp, rule as a warlord over the area. When the portal was active, they’d hunt and surge through in large numbers. When it was inactive, they roamed the lands in search of more prey.

It was an awful thought. I could only imagine the horror of waking up one day under attack from the middle of my own civilization. Only to look down from whatever heavens might exist and watch them do it time and time again. For the portal to open and for the orcs to surge through in search of fresh prey—the ruins I’d found had sat empty and derelict for decades, if not centuries. How long had they been here? How many lives or entirely civilizations had they destroyed?

As more figures in the trees came into view, I swallowed down my nerves. I took a deep breath and my head went into white static. I felt numb. Our frames were tough, but they weren’t fast. I’d seen the orcs running over open land. We weren’t going to be able to run, and even if we tried, we would be slower carrying Kiggaelin and Morn. If we took them at all, and I didn’t think I could bring myself to leave them behind.

I looked back down at Garnet. He wasn’t in great condition. I knew, while pretending I didn’t, that Kyanite had been giving him regular visits. Not enough to break anything, but enough to ensure he was never comfortable even in his isolation. Right now though, he looked so much worse.

One of his arms was at a strange angle, like his shoulder had been dislocated. His face was swollen and one eye was closed up. He still had a hateful glare on his face. He looked like a man who knew his end had come, and all he wanted was to make sure it ended for everyone else as well.

The orc holding his leash, thrust out a hand, and another orc took it. Garnet was yanked off his feet by a sharp pull, and dragged along the ground, back towards the trees. Whatever he’d told them hadn’t been enough to spare him the indignity of joining what they had planned for us. And as if to emphasize the point, a glow from the forest behind filled the air, along with a tall plume of smoke.

I thought about the first fire we’d seen. All I could think was that it was a signal. A call for action, and they’d come here right away. Now with this second fire, I felt my stomach churning. This wasn’t going to be a siege. They were going to charge, scale the walls, rip the camp down searching for us, and then we’d be butchered alongside Garnet.

“Get back to the portal,” I ordered over the radio. “Find the others. Gather the oil. Pop the seal, stuff in a cloth, light some torches. Then all you need to do is light the cloth and throw the jar.”

“Elder Kyanite,” Dernorra whispered.

“Yes, dear?”

“As the eldest Dorf present, I ask that you allow me to wed this man,” she pleaded.

I turned my frame around and stared at her. She stared right back, but she kept her visor down. I knew what this was. As did Kyanite, who let out a long sigh.

“May your union serve us all,” Kyanite answered, before marching back through the gate and towards the portal.

“Fetch my ammunition crates, dear wife,” I instructed. “I’ll meet you up there.”

Her voice was soft and broken as she answered just two words. “Yes, sir.”

I turned back to the forest. The sea of orcs swelled in numbers. Growing with every moment. I knew how this was going to end, but I wasn’t going quietly. I lowered the minigun and pointed it at the large orc who was howling and raving. He stirred up the rage of the others around him and I saw the glint of metal from a weapon clutched in his hand. Right as I squeezed the trigger.

Rounds shrieked out of the barrel. They tore through the air. In the dark of night, with the orange glow filtering through the trees, I could make out the impacts. Puffs of dirt, showers of wooden splinters and flashes of red as rounds tore through orcs and trees alike. I swept my weapon from side to side, the angry shrieking of the darts drowned out the screams of the dead and dying. Until it stopped with a shuddering clunk.

A tree toppled, bodies thrashed. Those who could run, did so. I couldn’t see if the large orc had survived, but their furious and pained roars echoed around us. I could only hope that was enough to drive them back, at least a little while. With no ammunition remaining, I stepped back through the gate and pushed it closed.

When I reached the portal, Kiggaelin was comforting Morn. The orc woman looked terrified and I had to wonder if she recognized the sound. I hadn’t tried to shoot her or the other women, but I’d clearly rattled them anyway. Her eyes widened as she saw me approach, but she swallowed her fears and held still.

“I need a reload,” I instructed. “No way to tell if they’re still coming or not.”

“They come,” Morn whimpered. “Come for meat.”

“Thank you Morn,” I addressed her. “You’re a good girl.”

She brightened slightly, but shook her head. It probably didn’t matter. Howls of pain continued to echo as Dernorra showed Kyanite how to reload my pack. They had carried crates of ammunition into the tunnels, but it wouldn’t last long at the rate I could fire it. The rounds fed into the bulky pack on my back and were inserted via a chute into the weapon. I was a little surprised to see that it wasn’t on a belt like I expected. They went in loose and were fed by some mechanism in the bottom.

It was only when Dernorra closed the top, that I became aware of how quiet everything had gotten. We looked around at one another and Morn was the first to speak.

“Meat,” she whispered.

I grimaced and knew exactly what she meant. The dead would have gone first, followed by the wounded. Cannibalism was obvious for monsters like these. But I knew, with how many were coming, and that fire still burning, more would come. More mouths to feed would mean less to go around and urge them to come for us instead. I didn’t know how many I’d actually killed, but I doubted it would be enough to feed the thousands who stormed the Dorf world before we came here.

“Alright,” I said and sighed. “Food, water, supplies. Get as much here as we can. We don’t know long until they come for us. So let’s do what we can, and don’t move far from the frames.”

“Yes sir,” came a chorus of agreement.

I made the gesture and climbed out of my frame. Morn hurried over, holding a bucket of fresh water. I smiled and resisted patting her head like a pup, before I scooped up a mouthful with my hands and took a drink. When I felt a presence beside me, I hesitated, before dropping my hands.

I turned to face her. Dernorra’s mouth had fallen open like she was going to ask something, but all she managed was a soft squeak of surprise as I grabbed her shoulders. Our first kiss as a married couple, even if I didn’t know if it were legal, was heavy and filled with as much passion as I could inject into it. When we broke, she was wide eyed and panting. Kiggaelin, who had appeared, holding a pair of clay jars, was smiling. Morn… looked like she wanted a kiss too, but I wasn’t about to address that yet.

Telling though, was Kyanite. He watched me for a moment, before nodding slowly. He didn’t speak, and simply turned away and headed in the direction Kiggaelin had come from. It was the last moment of comfort I could offer, before this all went to hell.

I had hoped, beyond hope, that they might leave us. That my show of power would drive them away. At least long enough to squabble amongst themselves and thin their numbers. It was barely an hour before cries went up once more. I was standing in front of the portal. A blanket in one hand, a knife in the other. I’d been cutting strips and handing them to Morn, who was weaving them into a thick rope, the right size to shove into the clay pots. Kiggaelin was behind her, doing that, while Dernorra and Kyanite were carving wooden stakes. A last ditch effort to stem the advancing tide.

I took a deep breath, and dropped the blanket. I handed my knife to Morn, who took it with a strange look on her face.

“You’re a good girl, Morn,” I told her. “I’m sorry I couldn’t keep you safe.”

“Safe,” she whispered.

Already the pounding of feet filled the air. I looked at my wives, from across the fire. I wanted to hug them. To tell them that I loved them. And from the looks in their eyes, I could tell they wanted to tell me the same.

“Get in the frames, ladies,” Kyanite snapped. “If this is our time, then I would have you remembered as heroes.”

Morn let out a whimper as I turned away. The rumble of the charge filled the air. I didn’t know where they all came from, but the very ground shook. We weren’t going home. Nor would we lie down and simply accept it. I hurried to my frame and climbed in. I caught a single glimpse of my wives, both staring at me as their frames closed around them.

I kept my eyes on them, right until my faceplate dropped down. I closed my eyes and took a deep steadying breath as my frame came online.

“Sir,” Kiggaelin’s voice came over the radio. “Your orders?”

“Forgive me?”

Both their frames turned to face me.

“There’s nothing to forgive,” Dernorra replied softly.

“Nothing,” Kiggaelin agreed.

I took another breath and fought back my own fears. I could feel the ground trembling beneath my boots and I knew they were almost at the walls.

“Norra, Lyn, take my sides. Keep the Elder and Morn wedged between you both. Their job is to use fire as a weapon, your job is to keep them safe. Mine is to thin the herd,” I snapped.

“Yes sir!” came their replies.

I hesitated for a moment and sighed. “I love you both. And if just one of us makes it out of this. Tell Foly, Alfi and Ra that as well. And… my children.”

I turned my back to the portal. Covered in stone, there was no way through. Had we known this was coming, we might have started to dig, if only to create a chokepoint. Hindsight really was twenty-twenty. I saw movement and spotted shapes coming over the wall. A tent collapsed and I leveled my weapon. Dernorra and Kiggaelin raised their shotguns, as a flaming pot flew by. It cracked on the ground, spilling flames across the damp grass.

Those flames hit the barrier we’d put around the walls, and I watched as a blue and yellow flame shot out in two directions. That flame raced around behind the tents and structures and the moment I spotted an orc, I squeezed the trigger. Just a quick burst. A handful of rounds. They shrieked through the air, tiny darts, like angry hornets, before smashing into the wooden walls.

I swept my weapon around, and heard Dernorra fire. A pained roar went out and more figures came over the walls. They were like a wave. An endless horde, hellbent on destroying us. Our initial defense drove them back. Having come through the portal, they fled even further. Garnet must have told them the truth. That we were low in number and trapped.

And so they turned, and came right back.

First a handful. Then a dozen. Then more than I could count. They came from every direction at once. Some of them leaped, others climbed. More than a few were shoved and fell forward. Some ended up in the flames, rolling and screaming as the burning liquid stuck to their skin. In a blind rage, they tore down the structures, giving clear sight lines, where I lowered my weapon and filled the world with pain.

I kept it to small bursts. Tearing the orcs to shreds. They were tough creatures, but not in comparison to our weapons. Another flaming jar flew over my shoulder and I turned to see it crash into the chest of an orc who had slipped through the buildings and snuck closer. He went up in flames, as did the couple behind him.

He tore through the camp, spreading fire and chaos as someone threw another burning jar. More fire meant more light and it only showed us more coming over the walls. I could see down below us, the gate was rocking. Sections of the wall were coming down, log by log. Where I saw weakness, I lowered my weapon and unleashed hell, in the hope that the darts would punch through the wood and hit them on the other side.

Successful or not, my ears were filled only with the shrieks of darts, and the screams of dying orcs. Dernorra and Kiggaelin were firing their weapons. The shotguns barked, but their ammunition was limited. We only had so many magazines for them, and then they were going to be left with hand to hand weapons. Kiggaelin with her hammer and Dernorra with her sword.

Even as I watched, an orc stepped into view and locked eyes with me. He had in his hand a massive stone axe that he whipped over his shoulder and back. It spun through the air and I ducked as the massive weapon struck me a glancing blow across the back of my head. A moment later, his chest opened as Kiggaelin blasted him with her weapon.

“Reloading!” her voice came over the radio.

I turned to cover her sector and peppered a few groups charging in. They seemed to be avoiding the fire, but the more that came in, the less that would be the case. I heard a crunch as a section of wall came down, and the rumbling beneath my feet was only getting worse. Soon enough, the numbers coming over the wall would push through and there wasn’t a damn thing I could do about it.

“I’m reloading too!” Dernorra shouted.

I hesitated for a moment, before Kiggaelin’s shotgun barked.

“Tobias!”

I swung around and squeezed the trigger. The three orcs who closed in, weapons raised, died in a hail of gunfire. Dernorra quickly fed a new magazine into her weapon and I brought my minigun back around to the front. Pots of burning liquid flew out over my shoulder and between the frames, exploding on the ground and closing gaps where the orcs could close in. As I had predicted though, it wasn’t to last.

The gate buckled and a section of the wall fell with it. Pained cries rang out, and were stomped down as hundreds of orcs poured in through the gap. I turned and held down the trigger, shredding the orcs as they pushed. As fast as they went down, more came in. The fires were squashed by the weight of corpses. The tents and buildings came down with wild swings.

I heard both ladies shout they were reloading and raked my minigun from right to left. I still had more ammunition set aside, but as it ran out, I knew there was no time to load it. The breathing room I had created would only last a few moments. As my weapon ran dry and the barrels stopped spinning, I dropped the weapon and grabbed the handles on my wrists. With practiced ease, I extended those blades and put my fists up in preparation for what was coming.

“I love you both,” I muttered. “I’m sorry I couldn’t get us home again.”

I got nothing back but garbled words and static. I felt sad that I wasn’t going to hear their voices again. The orcs poured in. Their savage cries echoed as Kiggaelin got off another few shots. Dernorra abandoned her shotgun, bringing her sword into play.

The radio crackled once more. But I couldn’t make out what they said to me. The ground shook beneath my feet as the orcs rushed in. They slipped on the blood and a burning pot flew over my shoulder. The orc swiped at the pot, shattering it, and covering himself and several others with burning oil. They screamed and were shoved aside by the ones behind, who closed in.

I stepped forward. Their surprise at clearing the flames doubled as my fist slammed into their face. The stubby, triangular blade shattered bone and sent them to the ground. Around me, orcs fell under hammer and sword. The wave had not yet struck, these were the ones testing our mettle.

More were coming and there was nothing I could do.

I closed my eyes and offered a prayer to whomever might have been listening. If not for myself, then for my wives. I knew what was coming. There was no escape.

“…eapet! Portal entrance!”

I opened my eyes.

“Do you hear me Tobias!” a familiar, feminine snarl echoed.

The ground buckled and I heard a crunch. Something struck me in the back and I twisted as rocks and debris shot out of the portal. I saw Dernorra fall one way, as Kyanite ducked and ran with her. I was left with Morn and Kiggaelin. I grabbed Morn and she yelped as I threw her down. Dust billowed from the portal as I lowered myself down above the terrified female orc. She screamed in terror as something in the dust shifted.

Followed by the glow of green eyes.

“FIRE!”

Kiggaelin threw herself down, as the air tore itself apart. I could feel the vibrations in my bones, drowning out all the rest. I knew the terror of the orcs, fleeing through the trees when I had fired on them. Only this time, there were more.

Many more.

Morn was screaming. Clutching her ears with both hands. She curled into a ball and I saw figures charging out around us. Someone bumped my leg and I heard brief chatter, drowned out by the howling of more miniguns being fired.

I didn’t know where Kiggaelin was. Nor Dernorra, Kyanite or even the orcs. When I caught a glimpse of Morn’s terrified face as she twisted herself into a ball, I balanced myself as best I could and hit the release. My frame opened, and thankfully held still. I dropped out, landing atop Morn who thrashed once, before realizing who it was. She clung to me, and I held her tightly. The sound of all the weapons firing was painful to my own ears.

I could smell metal, oil and heat, but all I could hear was the screams of tearing wind as thousands of darts destroyed the orcs. Something grabbed my frame and tossed it aside. I glanced up and saw a pair of blue eyes. They reached for Morn, but I swatted the hand away. I didn’t know who they were. It might have been Folotelyn, or just a random member of Kyanite. But I wasn’t going to be separated from Morn, or let anything happen to her while I could breathe.

Morn clung to me, and the figure reevaluated. This time, they stood and gestured for me to get up. I nodded and struggled to get Morn to her feet. When the frame saw this, they reached down and this time, took us both by the arm. Morn clung to me desperately but she got to her feet and the frame pointed for the tunnel.

I lurched forward. The sooner I could get Morn to safety, the sooner I could come back for my wives. I dragged her along and Morn took the hint to start walking. She clung to my side as we made it to the tunnel entrance. It was dark in the orc world. Night time, with dust and flames to brighten it enough to see by.

Morn gasped as we broke out into sunlight, and truthfully, I wasn’t expecting it either. I blinked in the sun and heard shouting. Instinctively, I pulled Morn close and shoved her behind me.

“LEAVE HER!” someone shouted.

“This way!” someone urged.

I headed to the second voice. My vision swam. I had expected this to be a tunnel, deep within the ground. Not an open pit. Someone had dug down and widened it all to resemble a giant quarry. A road ran around the edges to the top, where walls and towers were being built. Around us was equipment, including a strange device, like they put a corkscrew on the front of a tracab. Which was vaguely familiar to the thing that came through the dust of the portal.

“TOBIAS!”

I froze and looked over.

Folotelyn Kyanite-Conner. My first wife. Her eyes the brightest blue, her hair the color of the noon sky. She stared at me with tears in her eyes as one hand pressed to her stomach. Her eyes flicked down to Morn, but she didn’t hesitate for even a moment as she charged towards me. I caught her with one arm and kissed her hard as she clung to me.

Morn, in the presence of another person, simply turned her head while refusing to let go of me.

“You’re back,” Foly cried. “You’re back. By the depths you’re back!”

“I’m back,” I hugged her tightly. “But the others are still back there,” I pushed her away. “I need you to take Morn.”

“Tobias—”

“Foly, your father is alive, we need to⁠—”

“We have the elder!” someone shouted.

We both turned and there was Dernorra’s pink eyed frame. She walked along, leading Elder Kyanite. He had been burned down one arm. Not horribly, but enough he was grimacing in pain, right up until he spotted his daughter. On their heels, was another frame. This one with red eyes and moving like it had a damaged leg.

The hammer still clutched in her hand told me who it was.

“Father,” Foly clung to me and pressed a kiss to my lips. “You brought him back.”

I held her close, before urging her towards him. She broke away and hurried over to her father, as Kiggaelin and Dernorra exited their frames. Looking battered, but unharmed. Which meant I was still missing Ra and Alfi. I looked around, trying to see them. Until I remembered the green eyes that came through the dust, and the distorted voice on the radio.

“Sir,” a Dorf took my arm. “Do you or… your companion require assistance?”

“No,” I said, before giving Morn a quick look over. “But you could point me in the direction of my wives, Elder Obsidian and Alfofida.”

“Sir,” the man hesitated. “They led the charge through the portal.”

“Shit,” I cursed.

I pulled Morn around and brought her over to my wives who were clustered around Elder Kyanite. The old man was wincing in pain, but had, as of yet, refused to stop hugging his daughter. When I arrived, I pushed Morn into Dernorra’s side and watched a range of emotions cross her features.

“Morn, stay with Norra and the others,” I told her.

She looked up at me and then curled into Dernorra’s side as well. Foly saw the exchange and shot me a look as I stepped back. “Tobias?”

“Alfi and Ra are still over there.”

Foly called out, but I was already moving. Back across the rocky ground, through the portal. The sound of gunfire was deafening, but it was also distant. The orcs were again on the run and I hurried over to my frame. Someone had kicked it over, likely having checked to see if anyone was inside. I climbed into it, and made the gesture for it to close up around me once more.

In just a few moments, I was back on my feet and moving. Through the haze of dust, smoke and fire, I could make out a distant figure. She held a spear in hand, beside her, with a minigun was a frame with green eyes I caught a glimpse of as they turned. I wasted no time, hurrying down towards them.

“I’m sure he’s fine,” Alfi muttered over the radio. “I saw him at the entrance and sent someone back to check him. He… had an orc with him.”

“I sent the others back too,” Hanwarra’s voice responded. “Elder Kyanite was burned, but walking. Dernorra and Kiggaelin were still in their frames.”

“So we should all head back,” I chimed in. “Where it’s safe.”

Both frames stopped. The others continued moving. Dozens of them with miniguns, dozens more with shotguns. Every now and then a scream of gunfire would ring out as they pushed the orcs further out.

“Tobias,” Hanwarra’s voice warbled slightly.

“Hello my love,” I said, letting a smile creep across my face. “And that goes for you too, Alfi.”

Her response was a sniff, like she was trying not to cry. Then again, it might have been both of them. I marched up and grabbed both their shoulders. A far cry from the hug I could give them without the frames, but we were interrupted by a crackle on our radios.

“Elder Obsidian, we found him.”

“Him?” Hanwarra asked as I felt a pit fall out of my stomach.

“The traitor, elder,” the voice continued. “We found Garnet.”


CHAPTER NINE


Our footsteps sounded like drums. The solid thump of metal on grass. Like a death knell I wasn’t sure I wanted to see through. The frame led us to the treeline. There, he knelt in the mud. The surface was slick with blood and torn up from boots. Bodies lay scattered, blood, entrails and limbs, torn apart and strewn across the ground.

“We found him hiding under a corpse,” the frame announced, his voice coming through the radio.

Clearly my Alfi had been busy.

“I demand,” Garnet choked, “a trial.”

I stared at him. Defiant to the end. I stood to the right of my dear Hanwarra, with Alfi on her left. Part of me wanted to see him dead. After all, what was one more body? But part of me knew better. Killing him now, would send shockwaves through their peoples. He had supporters. Some in hiding, others in positions of authority. Many biding their time. His death, like this, would not be kept a secret. It would get out, and their anger would rise along with the possibility he’d become a martyr.

Then there was Hanwarra. My dear wife, who had lost almost everything she had ever known to the actions and orders of this man. So when she spoke, I listened.

“I should have you killed,” Hanwarra said, her voice projected through the speakers in her frame. “Cut down in the dirt and left to rot on a world away from your ancestors, where your spirit will never find rest.

“Your father would have done it already,” Garnet chuckled. “Traitor he may be, but not a coward.”

“Gag him,” Hanwarra ordered. “Bind him. Then drag him back through the portal. Under full guard.”

“If you’re going to drag me back, you will have to treat me as an elder,” Garnet smirked.

“That would be true,” Hanwarra agreed. “Except you finally got your wish, Garnet.”

“My wish?”

“The four great clans are whole, once more,” Hanwarra said, with a hint of dark mirth. “May Elder Spinel guide our people onward.”

Garnet's face twisted with horror, and then rage. Before he could say a word, the Dorf in the frame behind him clamped one metal hand down on his shoulder, shoving him to the ground.

“You are an outcast, Garnet,” Hanwarra continued. “You are afforded no rights, hospitality, or service.”

“You can’t do this!” Garnet roared as the frame picked him up and carried him towards the portal. “I am an elder!”

“It has already been done,” Hanwarra scoffed.
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It turned out the original tunnel still existed. The original quake that formed the tunnel, followed by the additional tremors, then the blast and being dug out once more, had left the ground weak. Only sheer dumb luck had spared us from being buried within, rather than simply trapped on the other side of the portal. The moment someone realized what had happened, the elders reacted.

Rather than clear the tunnel, they dug. Around us, swarmed frames and modified tracabs. I had heard that they used the frames for things other than combat, and I had seen sporadically during the collapse of the pillar this being done. I hadn’t seen these though. The frames they used to dig were heavy things. Their arms didn’t articulate, and their legs were thicker and sturdier. Like a weird legged excavator. With those clearing away the rubble, broken down by blasting, they dug down as quickly as they could. Without being able to trust the ground, they simply removed it.

That lead to what really looked like a quarry to my inexperienced eye. On the way down though, they had in fact found the tunnel. It was then a quick effort to excavate part of it, and convert it to a command center, barracks and whatever else they needed.

This included Alfi’s armory, which was where I now stood. Kiggaelin was the first out. Her frame hobbled along with a broken knee. She wasn’t injured beyond a few knocks hard enough to dent her frame. Dernorra beside her had been lucky as well. She walked upright and didn’t seem hindered, but there was a massive gash down her back, like she had been cleaved with an axe. I shuddered, thinking about them peeling her out of the armor. With those two safe and climbing out, I stepped back into the next stand and hit the release.

I took a deep breath as cool, familiar smelling air filled my lungs. Waiting ahead of me was Folotelyn. She looked anxious and I knew she was torn between me and her father right now. So I moved close, kissed her softly and pulled back long enough to look her in the eye.

“Are you?” I asked, looking down towards her belly. She blushed, and I kissed her again. “Go tell your father,” I whispered. “I’m home now.”

“I love you so much,” she hissed, before hugging me tightly. She felt warm. Warmer than I remembered and I had to wonder if that was like human women feeling hotter during pregnancy. Maybe they ate weird things too?

When Foly pulled away, she wiped a tear and hurried from the room. Her father was being treated several rooms down. They’d used the existing tunnel as much as possible, only carving additional room where they needed it. The end result was a set of rooms that were arranged in a row, going deep into the ground, with stabilizers built into the walls to hold it steady.

With Foly gone, I was able to check on Kiggaelin and Dernorra. Both had looks on their faces, like they didn’t believe they were here. I had to admit, I felt that too. Nothing would have prepared me for my wives’ timely intervention. I said my goodbye and my only hope was that the end was quick. When I moved closer, both of them moved into my arms.

I hugged them both and kissed their heads, before each of them turned their faces up for a second on their lips. It was as I moved between them for a second kiss each, that I heard the next frame open. Kiggaelin and Dernorra shifted and turned as I spotted my green-haired wife.

She looked like she was trying to be angry. Her face twisted in a scowl, but the tears running down her face and the way she practically threw herself forward to hug me, told me it was an act. Then again, she was probably mad, and just hiding it with her relief at having us all back together again.

She clung to me, and I heard her soft sobbing into my front. Norra and Lyn slipped out of my arms, letting me hold my Alfi close. She squeezed me tightly and I leaned down to kiss her head like the others. Only for Alfi to snap her head up. Her eyes widened and her arms flew up and around my neck. What should have been a chaste and gentle kiss, turned into a fierce mauling as she captured my mouth with her own.

Her tongue scraped against my teeth and I kissed back just as hard. We both ignored the wetness running down her cheeks and when she finally pulled back, the anger was gone and all that was left on her face was a desperate relief.

“Please don’t do that again,” she whispered. “I-I thought I lost you. After…”

She clenched her eyes shut. Garnet’s ultimate betrayal hadn’t only killed Hanwarra’s entire clan. Alfi’s mother Lotmatalyn had died in the initial attack. While Elder Kyanite had been kidnapped, with the help of his eldest son Yabreal, who decided to work against the clan and sold them to Garnet.

“Take me with you,” she pleaded. “Don’t leave me behind.”

“Shhh,” I crooned. “None of that. I’m not going anywhere. Not now. Not now that I’m home.”

She sniffed and gave a small nod, before yanking me down into a kiss once more. When she finally broke from that, her face was red and puffy, but she looked far more like herself as she stuck to my side. I looked up at the final frame, with the black eyes. The one I knew held my Hanwarra, but she had yet to leave her frame.

I sensed something wrong, and patted Alfi’s side, before stepping away. Her frame was still active. She didn’t move though. I thought about her reaction to finding out she was pregnant. How she tried to hide. Thinking I might not want her, the baby, or have some kind of horrible reaction to the news.

“How am I supposed to kiss you, if you stay in there,” I said, grinning at her.

I saw the hand move. The gesture was different for them, at least in a sense. The physical gesture they made with their hands was the same as I did, but their arms only came to the elbows inside those frames. So the actual hand didn’t quite make the same movement before the frame deactivated and began to open.

The faceplate slid up, as the front opened like a door. And there she stood. A stern expression on her face. One I realized she had adopted to hide her nerves. The reason became quickly obvious. In our frames, we wore pilot suits. Thin, silver material, that stretched and hugged our skin. It prevented chafing and helped keep our temperature regulated while we were inside.

And on Hanwarra, there was no way to hide the bulge of her belly. My Dorfs were a curvy bunch, but both her breasts and her stomach were pronounced. The way she eyed me was like she expected me to react negatively.

I stepped up, watched her eyes widen slightly in panic. While in the frame, she was at my eye level, so it was easy for me to push my arms into her frame, around her hips and lift her out.

“Here, my love,” I whispered, as I held her against my chest. Her expression twisted and I held back a laugh as both her arms and legs swung around me. She held on tight and cried into my shoulder as I stood there awkwardly.
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“I’m sorry—”

“Don’t you dare apologize,” I growled softly. “This has been stressful on all of us, for lots of reasons. I don’t blame you for being worried, I don’t blame you for being upset and I certainly don’t want you to feel like you have to apologize for anything.”

Hanwarra sniffed and nodded. The rest of my wives were clustered around. Dernorra and Kiggaelin were standing back a little. Not by much, when they had tried to make excuses to leave, Foly, who had returned by that point, physically dragged them into the huddle. The huddle now in the middle of the makeshift room we were going to spend the night in.

I had caused a bit of commotion it seemed. The radios we had didn’t receive signals as easily as they could send them. Alfi had refined the technology somewhat and when she heard things going wrong, they pushed to break through as quickly as possible. The madwoman had put guns on just about everything she could think of. Including some cut down tracab frames, shaved down to fit into tunnels. Having a power source on tracks to run a minigun was a smart move. Even if the idea of modern warfare on this world terrified me.

They had worried endlessly and had simply been determined to reach me. Only to hear the battle through the radios and then finally my goodbye. The damage they’d done, blasting and clearing needed to be stabilized and reinforced before a proper guard station could be installed. There were plenty of weapons mounted around the rim of the quarry, all pointing down at the portal, ready for the moment the orcs pushed.

They were certainly going to be a problem for the future. While that portal was active, we were taking no chances. The orcs had invaded once, we’d collapsed the entire mine and had them dig out to invade us again. There would not be a third time and the entirety of the Dorf people had come together to withstand them.

“Now,” I said, looking at each of them. “What happened to Morn?”

“She is with Grandmother,” Foly replied. I looked at her and Foly held her hand up to stall me. “She’s fine. A lot of old injuries. Grandmother is studying her as best she can, so we can treat her. Her physiology is more different to us than you are.”

“Not different enough, apparently,” I said, glancing between her and Hanwarra. “And no, that wasn’t a complaint.”

Foly smiled, Hanwarra nodded. I looked around quickly and let out a sigh. “Can someone take me to her?”

“You’re going to have to explain exactly what she is,” Hanwarra replied, evenly.

“Likely only a step behind myself,” Dernorra explained.

“And how far is that?” Hanwarra asked.

“Am I speaking with Hanwarra, the wife of Tobias, or Elder Obsidian?” she asked quickly.

Hanwarra hesitated for a moment, before sighing. “Your mother has already spoken to me about it.”

“All the same, he saved my life on the orc world,” Dernorra admitted. “I belong to him. Same as the orc.”

“Is she really an orc?” Alfi asked. “She’s different enough visually to be a different species.”

“As far as we can tell, she is,” I added. “She was with a small group. Only women. I don’t know how it works, they were terrified of us and left her behind as… an offering.”

“Kiggaelin and I can explain the details,” Dernorra said. “You should go to her.”

“I’ll take you.” Foly took my hand.

I followed her out into the hall. It went on for a while, past several rooms. Some were storage, others were meeting rooms. I knew deep in the back was where they sent Garnet. We weren’t going that far though. In a small room, brightly lit, a smiling face caught my attention. Grandmother laughed as she used her fingers to create shadows on the wall for Morn to enjoy.

“Tobias,” Grandmother said as her kindly gaze met mine. “It’s good you’re here.”

“I’m sorry I didn’t come sooner,” I said as I came in and took Morn’s outstretched hand.

She was in a chair, and there was a smaller, more portable version of the machine that hung from the ceiling in the room where I’d been treated. This was the source of the light Grandmother was using for her shadow puppets.

“Your little orc hasn’t been a problem, just nervous,” the old woman clarified. “You’re a good girl, aren’t you?"

“Morn good,” the orc said and smiled widely.

“Morn is very good,” I agreed. “Reward later.”

“Reward,” Morn’s grin grew wider

“Tobias, would that reward be of a sexual nature, by any chance?” Grandmother asked.

I winced and she nodded. “The scans I could take don’t show a pretty history. She’s older than I would have thought.”

“Okay?” I stressed, unsure of what to make of that statement.

“Assuming she heals at similar rates to you or us, she has dozens of fractures throughout her body.”

I winced. “How about now?”

“Several fingers and a crack in her wrist, though the bone is stable and healing,” she said.

I nodded. “Probably the cat.” I saw the look on her face and shrugged. “Quadrupedal predator. One attacked Dernorra, but when we found her, she was all torn up and that’s what we guessed happened to her.”

“Toby save Morn,” Morn said softly. “Morn scared. Morn think Toby bad. Toby not bad. Toby good.”

“And you’re good too,” I told her.

Morn trembled, then seemed to come to a decision. “Toby reward.”

“Yes, reward.” I grinned. “You’ll get it later.”

“No!” Morn shook her head. “Toby reward later.”

“She has quite the attachment to you,” Grandmother said, bringing my attention back to her. “I will leave the… consequences up to you and the rest of your wives, but…”

“But?”

Grandmother grimaced. “Be gentle with her.”

I hesitated. “Why?”

“Scarring,” Grandmother admitted softly. “Wherever you found her. Whatever she escaped. Tobias, I said I wasn’t sure if Kiggaelin would recover. Morn, will not.”

I thought about the orcs. The big ones. Then how terrified the women were of being found. How they’d gone to cut her throat. I had to wonder if it really was as bad as I thought.

“Should I, perhaps⁠—”

“No, don’t talk to me about it,” Grandmother said with a quick shake of her head. “That is something you will need to figure out with her. I just need you to be aware that her history was horrific in ways I have seldom seen in all but the rarest of cases. Cases that led to immediate execution.”

I nodded. “I understand.”

“Good boy,” Grandmother patted my arm. “Onto a more positive direction. Have you had the talk with your wives about how Dorfen pregnancies work?”

“I could only guess, based on my knowledge of human pregnancies,” I admitted.

Grandmother regarded me for a few moments. “Does the subject make you uncomfortable?”

“No,” I replied. “I’m assuming Dorf men do though?”

“Many of them, yes.” Grandmother sighed. “A shame really. A pregnant Dorf’s level of comfort during pregnancy can vary greatly, due to cultural sensitivities in our men.”

“In what sense?”

“Just that many Dorf men find their wives… unbecoming, during pregnancy, for various reasons.”

I glanced over at Foly, who was trying her best to talk to Morn, who seemed quite at ease with the woman. I thought about what Grandmother had said, and how she reacted to men around her. A lot was adding up right now, but my eyes then drifted over to Foly as he turned and looked at me.

“I don’t think that’s going to be a problem for me,” I replied.

“In your case, it shouldn’t be as large a problem anyway,” Grandmother admitted. “Single wives and smaller harems suffer the worst. More wives, in particular more who are pregnant at once, end better.”

“Why would more pregnant wives be better?”
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“Tobias?”

“I’m sure Foly.” I smiled. “It’s going to be fine.”

“I just… I don’t want to get my hopes up and⁠—”

“Foly,” I squeezed her hand. “I promise. It’ll be fine.”

She shot me a quick look, before nodding. Morn was remaining behind with Grandmother. The orc seemed quite at ease with the older woman. It made me think of that matriarchal orc I’d seen. The one who appeared in charge, both when we first spotted them. And when they tried to… give us Morn.

That thought left my mind, when Foly led us into the room. They weren’t proper rooms yet. The nest was on the smaller side of things and there was no bath. Instead, someone had brought in a large tub filled with hot water. Kneeling around it, were all of my wives. Foly let out a soft whimper, and I glanced at her. She was pink in the face and chewing her lip.

“Please?” she whispered.

I was about to ask what she meant, when I realized she was staring at Hanwarra. Hanwarra was staring right back at her, before slowly turning to look at me.

“He came,” Dernorra gasped.

A small smile tweaked Hanwarra’s lips as she let out a long, deep sigh. “Thank the depths.”

Grandmother had said that pregnant Dorfs would be ravenous. That they desperately sought the pleasure of their husbands, yet were usually rebuffed. It could cause problems in smaller family units where multiple wives lived together, particularly if there was more than one pregnancy, they could turn to each other.

I just couldn’t help but think, I was being stared at like a lion would stare at a fresh steak, rather than a woman staring at her husband.

“Ah, so,” I said, letting my eyes feast on my wives. I lingered on Hanwarra for a moment. Her breasts had definitely gone up a size or two. Dorf women were impossibly proportioned to begin with, she was now bordering on obscene and… I was kinda into it.

“Tobias?” Hanwarra asked, shifting her elbows in slightly, like she was suddenly nervous.

I heard the tone in her voice. The subtle hint that she was worried. Grandmother had definitely toned things down, and despite my assurances, they still half expected me to leave. And if words weren’t cutting it, I might as well use actions.

I reached up, taking the neck of my pilot suit, and pulled it down. Baring my chest was one thing, but when my cock sprang out as I shoved it all the way down, there was no question in how I felt right now.

Hanwarra sniffed and wiped a tear though, and I hesitated as I tried to figure out what was wrong.

“Ra?”

“Relief, dear husband,” she let out an uncharacteristically girlish giggle.

Foly, nudged me forward. Alfi eyed me hungrily, but without the rabid edge Ra and Foly were giving me. Lyn looked like she wanted to argue, but thought better of it. I still owed her time, but right now, things were out of my control as Foly stripped down as she reached the bath beside me.

“Are you two… okay?” I asked as I spotted a washcloth in the steaming water.

“We hope so,” Foly whispered as she grabbed one of her own.

I looked at them both, and then at the way my three other wives were staring at me like I was doing some noble deed. I shook my head. “Seriously, what am I missing here?”

“Didn’t Foly’s Grandmother explain things already?” Ra asked.

“I mean… I thought she did,” I answered with a shrug. “Dorf women have heightened sexual appetites. Dorf men generally find it off-putting and avoid them. She said I should be prepared for a lot of sex.”

“Do I smell bad?” Foly asked.

I twitched. “What? No?” A murmur went around the tub. I looked at my wives and frowned at them. “Seriously, what am I missing?”

It was then, I noticed Foly was scrubbing furiously at herself. I was about to ask, when she shot me a strange glare.

“Off-putting, is putting it mildly,” Dernorra tried to explain.

“Our men have a visceral reaction to the scent of a pregnant woman, as we are,” Foly whispered. “There are few men who would be around us in such a state.”

I blinked slowly. “And it doesn’t bother the other women?”

“It’s the pheromones,” Alfi explained. “One pregnancy causes the rest of us to desire it. While the men are repulsed by it.”

I hesitated. “So…”

Foly let out a soft whimper, before turning to face me. I had all of a moment, before she shoved me back. I flopped onto the ground with a grunt, unharmed but flat on my back. The ladies started shouting, while Foly grabbed my cock in hand. I was unprepared for her to scramble up my body and shove herself down over my cock.

“To the depths, Folotelyn!” Hanwarra snapped. “We were supposed to let him choose.”

“I’m sorry,” Foly whimpered as she threw her head back. “I needed this.”

I, on the other hand, was struggling. Because Foly’s body was unlike anything I had ever felt before. The lock I was used to achieving when she hit her orgasm, was something I was familiar with. This though… She would lock, then release, and then lock, all over again. Every half second or so. Each lock would suck me deep, before releasing once more. It was like her body was deliberately trying to milk me, even while she sat there and simply enjoyed the sensation.

“It’s so good,” Foly whined.

Hanwarra stepped into view. From my spot on the floor, she was definitely larger in the chest. I had no doubt at all. She knelt beside me and I could see the sticky mess dripping between her legs.

“We’ve been taking care of one another’s needs,” Hanwarra said as she eyed me. “Alfofida has been helping.”

I turned my head and saw my Alfi. She met my eyes, before blushing.

“I’m sorry Ra,” Foly whimpered.

“Hush now,” Ra said, taking Foly’s thighs and spreading them.

I watched Ra lean in. Her lips closed around Foly’s nipple, as her fingers slid down through Foly’s bright blue pubic hair. Both actions made Foly’s pussy pulse around me. But it was when Ra’s fingers reached Foly’s clit, that she experienced a full body tremble. Ra quickly mounted my chest, giving me a view of her ass as her pussy dripped onto my stomach. I listened to Foly let out a cry. The spasming increased and my cock was being actively jerked by her pussy muscles.

“Ra, please?” Foly begged. “I’m sorry.”

“No you’re not,” Ra whispered, before raising her lips to kiss the blue-haired Dorf.

“They’ve been like this since you left,” Alfi said, moving over to join us. “Only now they’re happy.”

Foly’s legs trembled and the strength of her sucking pussy suddenly doubled. She clamped down hard, pulling me deep, as Hanwarra’s questing fingers continued to circle over her target. From the muffled scream, Hanwarra was still kissing her, before Alfi leaned down to my ear.

“Is this really okay?”

I responded, by grabbing my green-eyed wife and kissing her hard. All the while, Hanwarra continued to both please and punish Folotelyn for jumping the bandwagon.


CHAPTER TEN


“Forbawynn Kyanite, for services rendered during this egregious event, I am proclaiming you my official heir,” Elder Kyanite told his kneeling daughter. “Rise, and stand beside me, that you may better know my ways and ascend with the knowledge of your forefathers.”

I was told this would happen. Forbawynn was the heir, we all knew it. Until now though, it was only an expectation. With Elder Kyanite’s claim, he could step down tomorrow and she would step up. From the lines on her brow and bags under her eyes, that was likely not going to be the case. She still had things she was learning and was yet to start her own family. I had to give it to her though, she held things together at their worst. She would make a formidable elder.

I was also rather amused to see a glistening spot under the noses of both Elder Kyanite and Elder Malachite. Between them sat Hanwarra and I had to wonder what it was they’d put in their moustaches. It was obvious it was there and it made me think they were masking my wife’s smell. Something that left me more confused. I hadn’t noticed much difference in their scent. If I had to put a description to it, I’d just say they smelled… nice? Then again, they all smelled nice. My wives were beautiful, inside and out. Whatever hormones were in play, they didn’t affect me in the least.

“Which brings us to the event in question,” Elder Spinel announced as all eyes turned to me. “Tobias Conner-Kyanite. Please step forward.”

The pink-haired elder’s tone was regal. I didn’t sense any malice to it though and I moved to the center of the room where Forbawynn knelt just moments before.

“Elders,” I bowed.

“Tobias, you leave us in a position not known to any living Dorf,” Elder Spinel announced. “With access to the Grand Archives, I had my finest scholars seek out the appropriate response.”

I blinked slowly, but I had no idea where this was going. I thought I was just going to assure them that Morn was safe and likely get some kind of payment for bringing back Kyanite.

“Actions such as yours deserve merits beyond what we can reasonably provide,” Elder Spinel explained. “In our histories, when those who have risen up as you have were victorious, they were granted lands, rights and the formation of their own clan⁠—”

“No thank you,” I replied quickly.

Elder Spinel hesitated. Unsure if she should be furious at being interrupted, or amused by my immediate refusal.

“My apologies Elder Spinel. My wife Elder Obsidian would be put in a more difficult situation should I form my own clan. Even if you allowed it, things would go back to the way they were with five clans, while two of them would almost certainly vote together. I feel that would be a detriment to the Dorf people,” I explained quickly. “I want nothing but to live my life as I had previously. With a branch of my own, and my wives to keep me company.”

“Quite simply, my boy,” Elder Malachite muttered. “It would shame us to reward you so poorly.”

“And with the refusal of your right to form a new clan, I have but one alternative,” Elder Spinel smiled in a way that told Tobias this is what she actually wanted. “In ages past, when our core rocked and our world became unstable and unpalatable, we elevated those of worth. Their role in our society was to stride forth into the unknown, with the full backing of the clans, in search of resources.”

I realized exactly what she was talking about. The portal. There was a whole world back there, and while a handful of frames might not be enough to hold back a horde of orcs… An army could. An army backed with Alfofida’s machines could do so easily. Taking her with me, would prevent such things moving back into Dorf society as a whole. That would protect their culture from my own world’s idiocy, while providing them a new avenue of resources.

Then there were the ruins, the bones and the lush green world. The orcs were a threat as long as the portal remained open. Whether that be a day, a week or a year, I didn’t know. If anyone could find out, that would be my dear Alfi. There was just… one problem, and I found myself staring at Hanwarra, who seemed to be thinking of the same thing.

“I would volunteer to oversee the fortress at the portal,” she said quickly. “As my father would have done, so shall I.”

“Hands?” Elder Spinel asked as she raised her own.

I held back a smile as Malachite, Kyanite and even Forbawynn raised their hands in agreement.

“We have consensus,” Elder Spinel nodded. “Isn’t that a pleasant change?”

A handful of light chuckles echoed through the room, before a muffled grunt shot back. I turned and stared at him. Kneeling by the wall, chained at the wrists and ankles with a collar around his neck with a length short enough to keep him kneeling, was Garnet. The final insult, the bag over his head, so that none were able to look at him.

He had received just enough medical care to know that he would survive without long term injuries if left as he was. But he wasn’t comfortable, nor without any pain. I didn’t feel an ounce of pity for him.

“Tobias Conner-Kyanite, I offer you the title of Pathfinder, should you wish to take it,” Elder Spinel said with an even tone.

“I accept,” I bowed to the elder. “I found many questions beyond the portal and look forward to answering a few.”

“We shall hold a feast in celebration,” Elder Kyanite smiled. “One of our clan has brought glory to us all.”

The other elders, Forbawynn included, raised their hand in agreement.

“Now, to more personal matters,” Elder Spinel snapped. “Dernorra Spinel, step forward.”

I hesitated for a moment, unsure of what to do. With no instruction to leave, I remained where I was, as Dernorra moved and stood beside me.

“Elder Spinel,” Dernorra bowed.

“My dear girl, you are already smitten.” Elder Spinel sighed.

“Yes mother,” Dernorra said and smiled shyly. “Tobias saved my life. By the tenets, I am his, no matter the discussion we are to have.”

“You always were my most troublesome offspring,” Elder Spinel muttered, though I could hear a fondness in her tone.

“She has already been accepted provisionally,” Hanwarra added. “My sister-wives are in agreement.”

“Then would I be correct in my assessment that there is no further discussion to be had?” Elder Spinel asked, glancing over at my other wives, who remained silent and supportive behind us. “If that is the case, may your union serve us all.”

Norra let out a small noise and I glanced over. She was desperately trying not to break out into a wide smile, but her mother wasn’t having any of it.

“Daughter, kiss the man before you vibrate a hole in the floor.”

Dernorra spun and I barely caught her in my arms. Her mouth was on mine and her arms flew around my neck. She kissed me and I kissed her right back, before she pulled away with an embarrassed smile.

“I love you,” I told her.

“I love you too,” she whispered.

“With the joyful moments of this meeting finalized,” Elder Obsidian spoke up, “I move to address the main reason we are here.”

Garnet made a noise, though he was clearly gagged and it came out as disgruntled nonsense sounds. Knowing what was coming, I took Dernorra’s hand and led her back to my wives. Kiggaelin, Folotelyn and Alfofida gathered around welcoming her to their midst. Not that she’d needed much welcoming. Our relationship was an open secret. All that had changed was the public perception of it.

“Bring forth, Yabreal Kyanite,” Hanwarra ordered.

The door opened. The one I once watched Dernorra race down, in an attempt to apprehend an assassin armed with a crossbow. This time, two Dorf’s in Obsidian colors stormed in dragging Foly’s elder brother. He hung limply, like he had been kneeling and they hadn’t waited for him to stand before hauling him, supported under his arms.

The two Dorfs marched into the middle of the room and released the young Dorf, who collapsed on his front. He looked like he was wearing the same clothing he wore when we first found him after the battle with the orcs. The outfit was still stained with blood, though it was likely he’d at least been able to rinse it a few times. Otherwise, he was a little grimy, but unhurt.

“Father, this is a mistake,” Yabreal pleaded from the floor. “They treated me like a common criminal.”

“Under our laws, you should have been treated as a traitor,” Elder Kyanite whispered. “Be thankful you yet live to face this trial.”

“Father—”

“SILENCE!” Elder Obsidian roared. “If you speak again without instruction, you will be chastised.”

“Father—” he said, ignoring Hanwarra, his eyes only on Elder Kyanite.

He didn’t get another word before the guard to his left spun and drove a fist into the young Dorf’s stomach. Yabreal gagged and slumped forward as he desperately tried to breathe. If Elder Kyanite wanted to intervene, he made no efforts to do so. Rather than watch, he simply bowed his head, as if ashamed.

“The crimes you have been charged with are many,” Elder Obsidian hissed. “Aiding the enemy, corruption, kidnapping, torture, the blatant violation of our own tenets. I would be well within my rights to have you cut down⁠—”

“Please.”

It was a single word, and not from the young Dorf. Elder Kyanite turned to look at the other elders. He looked like he was being forced to chew on something unpleasant as he refused to look directly at his son.

“No blood,” he pleaded. “That is all I ask.”

Elder Malachite was the first to raise his hand in agreement. Spinel came next. Hanwarra thought for a moment, before raising her own.

“Very well,” she said. “Yabreal will be spared the death he so richly earned. Does the accused wish to speak?”

“I did this for our people,” Yabreal pleaded. “Elder Garnet⁠—”

“Garnet is not an elder,” Hanwarra snapped. “He is clanless, and holds no titles.”

“G-Garnet then,” Yabreal nodded. “I was swayed by his words, and did only what I thought best. I listened to his madness and acted with error. I plead for mercy.”

“Mercy has already been granted, in the staying of your death,” Elder Spinel replied evenly. “Have you no words of defense?”

“Please?” Yabreal begged. “I still have value to our people. To our clan.”

“Is this true?” Elder Malachite asked, turning to the two Kyanites.

Elder Kyanite closed his mouth. His eyes downcast as he refused to speak to his son’s defense. But Forbawynn did not.

“He is not inaccurate," Forbawynn replied evenly.

“Thank you sister—OOF!”

The guards struck him once more, for speaking out of turn.

“If he is to be spared the blade,” Forbawynn continued, “and continue to provide worth to both clan and people, I would let him serve his days in the mines.”

“What?” Yabreal croaked.

Elder Obsidian raised her hand, stalling the blow before it landed. “Please, heir Kyanite, I would hear this idea?”

Forbawynn nodded. “Let him toil in compensation for his wrongs. Deep within the ground, may he find solace in labor, for the good of the clan and our people.”

“If I may,” Elder Obsidian said and added, “I would ask that he be stripped of his clan.”

“No,” Yabreal whimpered, this time earning a heavy swat on the back of the head, hard enough to almost knock him forward.

“To the stripping of his clan?” Elder Spinel raised her hand. Hanwarra did so immediately, with Elder Malachite only a moment behind. Elder Kyanite let out a long sigh, and slowly raised his hand.”

“Father!” Yabreal cried, before the guard on his right kicked him to the floor, and placed a boot on the back of his head. “Noooo!”

“And to the lifetime of hard labor?” Elder Spinel asked.

This time there was no hesitation from everyone. All four elders put their hands up. A show of solidarity. The guards didn’t wait. They grabbed Yabreal, who tried to shake them off. He begged, screamed and howled, before breaking down and cried like a babe as the guards hauled him from the room by his ankles.

There was a moment of silence while the room collected itself. Yabreal’s screams echoed through the halls a while longer, before Hanwarra nodded.

“Bring forth, Huldren Clanless,” Elder Obsidian ordered.

Garnet twitched and turned his head as the doors opened once more. Huldren moved at a shuffle. Like Yabreal, his care was little more than ‘adequate’ to ensure he survived. Missing an arm though, had left him horribly disheveled. His skin was pallid and his eyes red. He looked exhausted and unlike Yabreal, and apparently pregnant Dorfs, Huldren certainly offended my nose.

Despite all that, he raised his head and his glare was sharp. He glowered at each of the elders in turn, before looking back. His eyes raked over me, settled on Kiggaelin, and then turned back to the elders standing before him.

“Get on with it,” Huldren snapped.

“I would like to bring forth a witness to the first of many crimes we will be hearing today,” Elder Spinel announced.

It was then I noticed in the seats behind us, there was a couple. I didn’t recognize them, but their faces were twisted with hate as they stood together and moved forward. They could have been any Dorf on the street and the only thing I noted was their pale green hair.

“Be welcome in this place,” Elder Obsidian told them both. “You are not on trial.”

“Thank you elder,” the man, clearly the husband, spoke first. “We thank you for accepting our grievance."

“I have heard the reports of this,” Elder Spinel said and nodded towards them to continue. “I would hear what you have to say.”

“He murdered my little girl,” the woman hissed. “When he took the mine, he took the women… the younger women.”

I grimaced and nodded, before freezing at the recollection of that day. When Dernorra and I had crept out to observe the mine… when I first laid eyes on Huldren.

“We found her… out in the dirt,” the husband spoke. “An arrow in her back.”

“I deny everything⁠—”

“I witnessed Huldren murder a woman,” I spoke up. “She ran from him… She was without clothing, fleeing for her life, I then saw Huldren exit his landor, holding a crossbow.”

I realized everyone was staring at me now, the girl’s parents included.

“I’m sorry I couldn’t do more,” I added. “Dernorra and I arrived without our frames and with explosives to destroy the landors. I saw it happen and could do nothing to stop it.”

“You lie,” Huldren snapped as he turned. “Foreign monster! Liar! Deceiver!”

“To you perhaps,” I told him. “But not a rapist.”

“I didn’t⁠—”

“Why else would she be nude, fleeing into the night?” I grunted. “Hate me all you wish, don’t insult my intelligence, or her memory in front of her parents. Have a spine and admit to it you fucking coward.”

“Thank you Tobias,” Elder Spinel cut in. “Huldren⁠—”

“I deny everything,” he spat.

“And you have someone who can verify your denial?” Elder Spinel asked.

Huldren glared. “My men⁠—”

“Have already been charged with various crimes, and cannot in good standing, act as your defense,” Elder Obsidian snapped. “If you have no alternatives, you will be judged on available information.”

“You can’t do this,” Huldren pleaded.

He honestly sounded terrified. I knew they put rapists to death, but this felt like more than a simple execution. While I was pretty soft compared to the Dorfs, Huldren was as hard as they got. He was a monster through and through and now he was sweating.

“Is the testimony of the witnesses great enough to convict this man of rape and murder?” Elder Obsidian asked. Four hands went up. “We have consensus,” she said firmly. “Now, for the crimes against our people. The murder of my father, Elder Obsidian, the murder of Lotmatalyn Malachite, the almost complete destruction of the pillar of Spinel. The uncounted murders of the thousands off Dorfs still unaccounted for⁠—”

“That… was my father,” Huldren grimaced.

“Then he shall be trialed alongside you,” Elder Spinel stated.

Garnet’s guard dragged him forward, yanking off his hood. Sure enough, beneath it, he wore a gag. His eyes were wide and furious as he glared around the room.

“Why is he so badly beaten?” Elder Spinel asked.

Garnet tried to speak, and she gave a nod. One of the guards pulled the gag free.

“Cursed depths, may⁠—”

“Garnet, your right to speak lasts only as long as my patience,” Elder Spinel snarled. “Long have I wanted to have you gagged and it is well within my rights to have your lips sewn with wire to ensure I never have to hear you again.”

Garnet sneered. “I am in this state, due to treatment while captured.”

“The orcs are truly monstrous⁠—”

“I meant before that,” Garnet growled.

I shifted and raised my head slightly, catching the attention of the elders.

“Tobias, you wish to speak?” Elder Kyanite asked.

“I bore no witness to abuses on Garnet prior to his escape and recapture by the orcs.”

Kiggaelin and Dernorra both nodded in agreement. They certainly knew about Elder Kyanite beating Garnet senseless, but nobody actually saw it happen.

“The testimony of one clanless holds little weight. Your condition is as easily explained by the orcs, who are known to be highly destructive,” Elder Malachite shook his head. “Let the matter be struck from the record.”

The elders held up their hands, voting in favor, while Garnet scowled.

“Know this, Garnet,” Hanwarra announced. “You asked for a trial. So you are here. But your guilt has already been verified. Your deeds will be recorded, and you will be punished. The Clan of Garnet is no more. Those who chose peace, have been moved under Clan Spinel. Those who have not, are clanless. They had that option. You have not.”

“I am an elder,” Garnet snarled. “I sat on my throne, and led our people to the best of my ability⁠—”

“And your ability was both lacking and treacherous,” Hanwarra stated harshly. “Were I as monstrous as you, I’d have cut off your limbs and dragged your torso behind my landor. Unlike you, I am not a monster.”

I smiled when she said that, and Hanwarra caught it with a glance. She didn’t change her expression though as she continued to admonish the elder as the guards gagged him once more. There was just a brief moment, right when he was sentenced, that the man who once condemned me to death finally met my gaze. Right there, in his eyes, was the same helpless rage. That mute desperation, where one could not believe the situation they were in.

Mine was born of simple existence. He saw me as a threat, simply for arriving in this world. His was earned by his own action. And as father and son were dragged from the room, I found myself standing with Ra before me, looking apprehensive.

“Tobias,” she whispered.

“You did well,” I told her.

She smiled, but a tear tracked down her face. Beyond, Malachite and Kyanite were looking somewhat relieved now they had distance from the pregnant Dorf. Spinel was chatting quietly with Norra.

“You told me you couldn’t love a monster,” she whispered.

“Have you done anything to make me question whether you are one?” I asked.

She shifted. “I may have been needlessly harsh with my sentencing for the Dorfs involved in the plot to destroy us.”

I shook my head. “That isn’t monstrous. And while I’m uncomfortable with the idea of an execution, I can’t really blame this on… well anyone. If there’s one thing I’ve learned about the tenets, it’s that they’re ancient and to be upheld by those in power. I don’t have to like it, but this looks pretty much like Garnet got what was coming to him. Just not in the way he expected it.”

Ra stared at me for a few moments and nodded. “Would you like to see the hall of the dead?”
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“This is… amazing,” I said as the doors opened.

The massive things were made of stone, braced with metal beams. They stood at least three stories tall by my own estimation. The hallway beyond was the same diameter, with statues of former clan leaders and their tombs on either side.

“I have only seldom been in here,” she whispered.

“My mother lies in this place,” Folotelyn said.

My wives had joined us, and I saw the way she looked down the end. It seemed the tunnel was dug, stabilized and statues erected when needed. The spouses of the elders were placed in tombs adjacent to the departed elder. Each with a plaque, signifying who they were.

“When the world changed, it became easy to find sources of magma. Placing our dead in the womb of the world fell out of favor, and we began building this monument instead,” Hanwarra continued.

“We have records dating back millennia,” Dernorra added. “All their deeds, great and terrible.”

“Sealed by the Garnet clan and guarded jealously,” Folotelyn muttered.

“Mother will open the hall once again, to visitors,” Dernorra said, she smiled patting the blue-haired Dorf’s shoulder. “But this place will be in use no longer.”

“With the actions of Garnet, this tomb will be a monument of its own. And once again, we shall give our dead to the womb of the world.”

As they talked, we walked, and I noticed when Foly broke away to stand before a statue of her father. The enormous sarcophagus to hold the elder, remained untouched. A smaller alcove with a plague was not.

“Foly?” I called as I moved to stand beside her.

Folotelyn bowed her head, before touching the plaque. “Arazmolin Kyanite. Wife, mother, and lover. May your rest be as comforting as memories of your embrace,” she read.

I thought for a moment and put my arm around her shoulders. “If… our child is a girl, would you like to name her after her grandmother?”

Foly sniffed, and gave a small nod. My other wives gathered around. Lotmatalyn wasn’t buried here. The few they knew in person were old. Parents of grandparents, dead for many years now. The children of elders were not entombed here, unless they themselves became elder. Those were placed in a second tomb nearby, that was also guarded by Garnet, though it lacked the same grandeur.

“And down that end there,” I said, nodding at the statues.

“Those would be for the current elders,” Hanwarra said. “Though my father’s remains empty. If the other elders choose to be entombed, I see no reason to stop them, but I would like to go the old way. They way my father, and Alfi’s mother did.”

“As would I,” Alfi sniffed. “Father shall too. He loved her so much. I believe they all will.”

I nodded slowly and turned to offer her a hug as well. Which turned into a group of us standing around with me somehow in the middle. Foly, Alfi, Ra, Lyn and Norra. All of us clustered together while we shared a moment. It was warm, comforting and I had to admit, I was one lucky mother fucker… Almost literally.

But, before the feasting, the celebrating and the beginning of our new futures, we had to finish what today had started. And that meant making our way to the surface once more.
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This place, it turned out, was an old mine. One of the originals used to build their grand city. In fact, it was where much of Garnet’s ore had been mined. This area targeted for the mineral vein found within. Their unstable tectonics shifted things around, so it was unpredictable where you would find veins. They could go for miles, or be a single lump in a sea of foreign material. It made this mine special, and somehow fitting for this end.

Frames had been brought in. Drilling a hole, barely two feet wide, and straight down into the darkness. Two of them, side by side. Simultaneously, two manholes had been forged out of iron. There were only a scattered few of these manholes visible, telling me how seldom this had been done.

Huldren was first. Nude, all but for a series of bandages wrapped around his pelvis. His punishment for rape conducted in advance of his execution. When I heard about this, I worried about my potential fate. The Dorfs would normally use something quick and violent. A beheading, being beaten, something of the sort, depending on the crime. This… was as bad as it got.

Huldren was lifted by ropes tied around his wrist. His twisted expression barely acknowledged those in attendance as he was lowered feet first into the hole. I tried to count how many feet of rope went down, but I lost count somewhere in the thirties.

Then came Garnet.

“NO!” he shouted. “You can’t do this to me!” He thrashed, pulling free of one guard before two more came to help.

They held him with surprising delicacy as they bound him with ropes. He was trussed up, hands over his head, ankles and knees together, before he was forced into the hole as well. Like before, ropes were attached to his wrist, to lower him inside. Where he would be alive for what came next. It honestly made me shudder as I thought about it.

The man continued to wail, protest and eventually beg and plead as he was dropped at the bottom. The rope extracted and the final piece brought in. It looked like an industrial crucible. A giant pot, held by a crane, filled with heated material. In this case, it was Garnet’s throne, ground into course, jagged gravel, before being heated to scalding.

Enough to maim. Not enough to kill.

The parents of the dead girl stepped forward, and took hold of a small control dangling from the side of the crucible. It was lowered into place, covering the hole entirely. Together they held the control. Like a remote, but with a dial on the front, which they both twisted together. I heard the rumble of gravel sliding over metal and tried not to think about what came next. Only to completely fail as the process halted and the crucible was raised up.

Huldren’s cries were animalistic and pained. I swallowed bile as a pair of frames brought over the first manhole, and sealed it into place, cutting the sound below.

“YOU’LL REGRET THIS!” Garnet’s voice echoed up. “MARK MY WORDS, THAT MAN WILL DESTROY US ALL! OUR PEOPLE WILL NEVER BE THE SAME AGAIN! TAINTED! POINSONED! CHANGED FOREVER MORE!”

His curses were silenced as the crucible was lowered into place. And I held my breath as Hanwarra, alongside Alfofida and Elder Malachite all stepped forward. The latter stood back, while Hanwarra took a deep shuddering breath.

“For my clan,” she announced, and turned the dial once more.


CHAPTER ELEVEN


“Tobias, are you…”

I turned and saw the look on Foly’s face. She stared at me, and when she spotted me looking right back at her, she blushed.

She was dressed to the nines, or… however that old phrase works. Her blue dress matched her eyes and fell from her shoulders to gently brush the ground she stood on. The soft taps of her feet told me she wasn’t wearing heels, but something soft. Her hair was done up, into a long braid she’d pulled down over one shoulder. Ribbons, matching the other clans, wove through, adding a splash of color.

“You look… handsome,” she whispered.

I wore a suit as well. Not quite like what I’d worn before. My trip through the portal gave my wives plenty of time to figure things out. A full wardrobe was just one of them. They had my measurements, so they each worked on a set of outfits for me to wear. I had a selection of outfits, all with subtle nods to the clan of the wife who put it together. This though, was a combined effort.

The jacket was trimmed in green, and accented with blue. My cuffs were red and my undershirt was pink. The rest of the outfit was mostly black, since Hanwarra was an elder. She had been particularly worried about that and assured me that her place in society was separate from our marriage. While I didn’t hold any one wife above the others, they had their own hierarchy. Folotelyn, being my first wife, was at the top. Not that it meant much to me, beyond knowing they were safe and happy.

“And you look beautiful,” I said, moving closer.

Her eyes widened and she took a subconscious step back. Something I’d noted they did amongst the men of their kind. Like they knew whatever scent they gave off, since falling pregnant, was off-putting. As I took her in my arms, she melted and I halted only momentarily, before the hungry kiss turned to a chaste one.

“Don’t want to smudge any of your makeup,” I told her.

“N-no,” Foly admitted, though she didn’t sound terribly happy.

I breathed a soft sigh. Then I kissed her anyway. Her mouth was soft and warm, and she moaned softly in annoyance. She also grabbed me by the front of my shirt and held me until she was breathing hard and starry eyed.

“I’d apologize, but it would be a lie,” I told her.

“I’m going to go now,” Foly whispered. “Make sure you clean your face before you come out to join the rest of us. I need new underwear.”

I swallowed when she said that. There was a soft sparkle in her eye as she turned and swept herself from the room. I wasn’t sure who won that exchange. Since falling pregnant, new panties were apparently a thing they had to do quite regularly. Right now though, I wished I had pants a half size larger as I shifted my erection to a more comfortable position.

With a few deep breaths to calm my heart, I turned back to the mirror. My lips, stained blue from Foly’s lipstick, made me chuckle. There was a washcloth in the bathroom and I made my way in to find it. The makeup they wore wasn’t as potent as the stuff back home on earth. It wiped off quite easily, which was half the issue. My wives didn’t normally wear much of it, but tonight was a feast, so they were going all out.

“Tobias?” Alfi’s voice filtered in.

“In here!” I called as I stepped out of the bathing room.

There, my dear Alfi stood, transfixed with a washcloth in one hand, and a wide eyed stare plastered across her face.

“Is that for me?” I asked.

Alfi blinked, then held up the cloth, then looked at me and sighed. “It… was.”

“Good,” I said, swooping in to collect her lips as well.
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“Alfofida, your father would be horrified if he spotted this,” Doraletain chastised her.

“Sorry—”

“We’re not blaming you dear,” Reiteahuldra assured her as she moved in to help.

Alfi was blushing as her two stepmothers dusted off the front of her dress. It was exactly what it sounded like, only we didn’t get very far. My default setting was to be aroused by my wives. Seeing them dressed up like this really put emphasis on that and the only reason we’d stopped was because Dernorra had come looking for Alfi when she failed to return.

Only to correctly guess why we were both red in the face when she burst into the room, and gloat about some bet she made. From there, we were swept from the Obsidian clan home, taken to a large, open top tracab designed to let us see the sights. And we were brought into the center of the city.

People were already arriving. Young and old, rich and poor. This kind of thing had a sort of organized chaos to it. Conflict, death, destruction. There was still digging going on at the fallen tower. The Dorfs working would be swapped out every hour with fresh diggers, so that all could enjoy the feast.

Already, bands were being set up. Strange, slightly familiar instruments, distorted in ways that didn’t make sense to me. Then again, who was I to judge, when I looked at the details of a French horn. More than that, was the smell. I hadn’t yet seen the farms on this world. Like most of their kind, it was handled underground for the most part. With few exceptions, made for the main sources of protein, like the batham. The only herbivore able to thrive in a world with constantly shifting tectonics.

I cast my eyes around, looking at each of my wives in turn. We sat in a half-ring with me closest to the edge of the ramp where I could get out first and help my wives.

Hanwarra was in her black dress with colored highlights. The main change to her outfit was the braid of red hair she had added as a strange kind of hair tie. A gift from Kiggaelin, in an attempt to recover her honor. Speaking of, Kiggaelin sat beside Hanwarra, once again showing that she was definitely not being slighted, despite her short hair.

She wore a deep red dress, with matching colored highlights. Beside her was Foly, then myself, and Alfi on the other side. And finally Dernorra on the far side of Alfi in a lovely pink dress. She reminded me a little of a popular doll, only with curves that would never have gotten past the approval board. And finally, beside my newest wife, was Morn. She looked uncomfortable, and I couldn’t blame her. Still wearing the cylinder around her middle, her outfit was bulky and misshapen.

She still looked lovely though, and was going to be sticking close for the night. She didn’t like being around men, with the singular exception for me. That meant my wives would be keeping a close eye on her, while taking turns with me on the dance floor.

I wasn’t one for dancing, but I remembered Foly’s reaction when I took her on that date. I hadn’t done the same for the others. I’d need to change that. We spent plenty of time together, but not much as a family, or even as a couple. Just… work, sex, politics and more sex. Not that any of them were complaining. Just something I kept in mind.

When the tracab came to a halt, I breathed a sigh. Just about the entire city had been decked out for this feast. Landors had scoured the surface, while the farms had been raided. Food was being brought in via tracab, when it wasn’t being cooked on site. While all were welcome at any given section of the feast, there were unspoken rules and barriers. This one, for example, was a spot for women who were pregnant.

There were a few men here too. Men and children. The children were happy and playing together. Some of which were in simple outfits of the working families who lived here. Others, like my wives, were in gowns and little suits, signifying their higher stature in society. None of them were being shunned or left out and their parents mingled as well. Many of whom, were extremely pregnant women.

A few lingering eyes checked us over when we arrived. A few recognized my wives, a few more recognized me. Tonight wasn’t a night for subservience though, and after a moment of awe, their expressions turned welcoming as they waited for us to climb down. As expected, I was first, lowering the small ramp at the back. Without it being a full box-truck style, the ramp was more of a step, which made it important for me to be here. I hopped down, and extended my hand.

Alfi was first, and I guided her to the edge of the step where she couldn’t see beyond the volume of her flowing gown. At that point, I took her by the hips and lifted her gently off her feet, before setting her down before me. I leaned in, and pressed a kiss to her cheek, that left her blushing. It also amused our witnesses, who oohed and aahed, laughing in good measure as I helped the rest down one by one.

By the time the tracab was moving, I was being swept over to some seats, as the music began to play. It had a soft tone to it, slow and welcoming. The families, particularly the wives already here, moved in, making a point to introduce themselves to my wives. There might have been a little bit of politics in there, seeing as they essentially had the attention of an elder and a bunch of princesses. But it didn’t feel like it. This just felt like happy people, meeting new faces and making friends.

“Quick, while they’re distracted boy,” a gruff voice called.

I glanced over and saw a trio of men. Two of them were obviously husbands of the group now mingling with my wives. The last, might have been a father of one of them. He was older than the others and doing a better job of hiding the face they occasionally pulled when they smelled a pregnancy.

Honestly, I found it baffling.

Still, I made my way over, noticing that even Morn had been dragged into playing with a few of the children. She was wary of the little boys at first, but warmed up quickly as she hobbled around with them all.

“You’d be the human then?” one of the men asked. “The one that got tangled in old Garnet’s beard?”

I turned and saw the younger man, who realized he had not only my attention, but everyone else's as well.

“Didn’t mean nothing by it,” he insisted. “My Limtiyana’s descended from Garnet and Obsidian. This whole thing has been hell on her pregnancy.”

I glanced back, and saw one of the women. She was probably the most pregnant there. I had to guess she likely held twins or… one absolutely massive baby. That she had dark red hair, almost maroon was how I guessed she was the woman he spoke of.

“Yeah,” I admitted. “I’m the human, and⁠—”

“Say no more boy,” the old Dorf cut in. “Didn’t invite you over to grill you. You’ve had enough of that already. I brought you over for a drink.”

With that, he handed me a mug of frothing ale. The men stood around and grinned as if waiting. I then realized they were waiting for me to say something.

“On me?”

“Aye,” one of the men who hadn’t said much, nodded.

I thought for a moment and grinned. “To peace, and the love of good women.”

“TO PEACE!” the men roared. “AND THE LOVE OF GOOD WOMEN!”

The ladies turned to look, but at that point, we all had our tankards tipped up. The ale wasn’t quite as good as what Alfi had made, but it was still damn good. When I finished the first, I was handed a second, and when that was replaced with a third, I had to beg off. I didn’t have the same tolerance for booze as a Dorf did, and I didn’t want to tap out too early.

With a healthy buzz, and a promise to talk about the various drinks from earth, I stepped away. My target never saw me coming, but she let out a piercing laugh as I swept Alfi over to the dance floor. There, a trio of ladies danced with a small boy. The band, seeing me coming, picked up the tune a little and I swept Alfi into my arms.

Like with Foly, I was a little uncoordinated and stuck to simple moves. Alfi was absolutely delighted and smiled the whole time, before vanishing with a mug of ale supplied by Ra. She moved in close and let me hold her gently. The musicians slowed the music once more and I swayed gently with Ra for a time.

After a song, she wiped a tear, shot me a smile and stepped back, as Foly practically leaped at me. She and I danced and twirled as we had in the tavern and only when Dernorra arrived with a drink to distract her, did I spend a moment with my pink-haired wife. She was more rigid and uncomfortable. Sticking close and not moving much, but she was adamant about staying for a whole song. When she finally parted, I was greeted by Kiggaelin, who nervously moved in close.

I saw the look in her eye. There was something bothering her, and I wasn’t sure what it was. I pulled her into my arms and gently kissed her cheek as we danced, but she revealed no secrets. I would have pried, but when the song ended, a firm push got our attention. Kiggaelin laughed as Morn shoved her way in, and I got to admire the small orc in all her splendor. She wanted to hop and bounce, sloshing the liquid inside the cylinder she wore. It weighed her, but didn’t seem to slow her as she bounced and wiggled similarly to how you’d expect from drunk frat girls at college parties.

It worked for her.

When the dancing ended, food was finally brought out. I spotted roast batham. Whole carcasses spitted in a row, roasted over open flames and carried out by grinning cooks. The cooks looked fresh, like they too were being swapped out to enjoy the festivities.

With Alfi at my side checking and double checking what it was I was eating, I was fed, plied with booze and fed once more. When I was sick of eating and drinking, I got up. Sometimes to dance with my wife, sometimes with a quick nod of approval, to dance with another’s wife. The pregnancies didn’t let them stay on their feet for too long, and their husband’s reluctance to be around them left a weird gap that nobody minded me filling.

Dorf women were all rather attractive to my eye, but I wasn’t about to jump the train on a married couple. Nor would I ever risk hurting my own loved ones. Instead, I happily worked up a sweat, then sat down for more drink. By the end of the evening, I had a happy buzz, happy wives and a few polite enquiries about whether I was interested in more wives. Most of whom, from the happily married women I’d danced with, enquiring on the behalf of a sibling or friend.

The only thing that marred our evening, was the subtle looks that Kiggaelin gave me. She was worried. I didn’t know what or why. My attempts to talk to her, quickly ended with assurances she was fine. Questioning the others gave me the same result. Whatever she was struggling with, she was struggling along, and that worried me.

I had no idea what time it was when we got back. I lost count of anything by that point. I had danced until my legs wobbled, drank until my head buzzed, ate until my stomach cramped. And then did it all over again. The kind of evening the Dorf people would talk about for years.

I breathed a sigh of relief as we arrived back home. The step went down and I climbed out. Morn was off first, with Foly right behind her. Ra came next, with Norra and Alfi. Finally, it was Lyn, who still had that look on her face.

I held her hand and she slowed, letting the others head inside, while the tracab pulled away to collect the next household. I watched my wives vanish through the front doors, before Kiggaelin let out a soft sigh.

“Come on,” she whispered.

“Lyn—”

“It’s fine,” she said and shook her head. “I’m just… nervous.”

We walked slowly, and I gently pulled her to my side. One hand on her shoulder, she leaned against me, and even sighed as if content as we strode in. I could hear my wives ahead of us, laughing and chatting. I could even make out Morn, interjecting and laughing along with them. I wasn’t sure how her introduction was going to work, but I felt relieved that she was fitting in so well.

By the time we made it to our rooms, things had gone quiet. The door was shut, so that wasn’t a surprise. I pushed it open, and gestured for Lyn to step inside, before following her in. The room was well lit, and there were signs of my wives getting ready but… no sign of them now. I stepped around Lyn and walked to the back, checking the bathing room, in case they were hiding from me. But there was no sign of them.

I was thinking about what was going on, as I moved back into the main room, only to freeze as Lyn cleared her throat.

She was… almost nude. Her dress was pooled around her ankles as she daintily stepped out of it. Her eyes were downcast as she blushed as deeply as her hair color. Her lip pulled in as she nervously chewed it. Her breasts stood out, tall and proud with rock hard nipples drawing my attention to the peaks. She had already kicked her shoes off, comfortable flats for dancing, but she wore a kind of… tights. Like how human women wore stockings, complete with a little belt to hold them up. The dark material stood out on her pale skin, but not as much as the red heart above her mons. She’d otherwise shaved herself smooth from the looks of things.

“D-Dernorra and I spoke,” Kiggaelin whispered. “We still haven’t… she…” Kiggaelin frowned. “T-Tobias, I’m so scared.”

“Hey, hey,” I crooned and crossed the room. She trembled and I took her in my arms. She wouldn’t look at me, so I placed my finger under her chin and lifted. Her eyes were red and puffy like she was trying not to cry and I slowly shook my head. “You’re so beautiful, please don’t cry.”

Her chin quivered and she nodded. “I’m scared.”

“Don’t be,” I told her.

“What if⁠—”

“What if it’s the best thing you’ve ever experienced?” I cut her off. “What if everything turns out well? What if it’s not exactly what you wanted, and I love you anyway?”

She sniffed. “Maybe you could just…” she turned and bent slightly.

I saw the gleam of polished metal. She was wearing a plug. If I had to guess, she’d been wearing it all night.

“Where did you get the idea for a plug?” I asked.

“Alfi,” Kiggaelin whispered. “She made one to practice and… I asked to borrow it, so that… Just in case.”

“Wait, so Alfi could practice?” I asked.

Kiggaelin giggled softly and nodded. “Yeah, she’s made a few of them now. The others…” she hesitated and closed her mouth, like she wasn’t supposed to reveal that. I let it go for now and decided on my next course. Mostly by scooping Kiggaelin up into my arms like a princess.

“Toby!” she yelped. “What?”

“Shhh,” I said, walking over to the nest.

“Shouldn’t we⁠—”

“Shhh!” I hushed her and kissed her for good measure. She kissed back, and fell silent as I stepped into the nest.

She let out soft whimpers as I lay her down. Her back up on the edge of it with her legs open on either side. I maintained my position, standing over her as I stripped down. She watched me, her face twisted with idle thoughts. The worry eating at her, while her desire couldn’t help but peek out. I didn’t waste any time. My jacket came off and I threw it aside, before pulling my shirt off as well.

In just a few moments I had my belt loosened and shoved them down, letting my cock spring out. Lyn’s eyes tracked my length and I could see her ass cheeks glistening as she responded subconsciously. Her nerves aside, she wanted this and she wanted it badly. With a kick, I lost my shoes and tossed the rest of my clothing out of the nest, before dropping to my knees. Lyn’s eyes widened and she held her hand out towards me. Almost as if to ward me off, as I grabbed her ass and pushed.

She threw her arms out, grabbing the edge of the nest as I threatened to push her up and out of it. Truthfully, I was just making some room. Kiggaelin was breathing hard as I leaned in. The realization of what I was doing only sank in a moment before my tongue reached her folds. I tasted her, like I had done dozens of times before. She squirmed and let out soft gasps. The first time I did this, I held her upside down with my cock buried down her throat. We’d tried a few different ways since, but I knew she loved it when she had my full attention like this.

I slid my tongue into her pussy, tasting her at the source. She trembled and I ran my tongue up over her clit. Her breathing deepened and I repeated the action. Letting my tongue slip into her entrance a little longer, and a little deeper each time. I wanted her to enjoy the experience as much as I was going to. From the way she was writhing beneath me, I knew it was going to be a pleasurable experience for her. Locking would be another matter, but the initial sex would be amazing.

“T-Toby,” she groaned.

Which was my cue. I paused, tongue directly on her clit. Her pussy dripping into the nest under her. I pulled back and heard the soft, pained whimper. Like she regretted telling me. I hoped that would be the last regret. I sat up, and shifted forward, as I took her hips and pulled her towards me. She was slack, but when I began to move her, she realized what was happening and began to freeze up.

“Toby—”

“No,” I said, placing a finger to her lips. “Listen to me.” She whimpered and I nodded. “I love you. You are my wife. I want what is best for both of us. I hope that you get your wish, but even if you can’t… Kiggaelin Conner, I will love you no matter what.”

“And… if⁠—”

“If it doesn’t, I’m going to pull out that plug and stretch your glorious ass around me until you beg me to stop,” I told her. “I love you. I want you to feel good. And there’s only one way to know how good this will feel.”

“Can you hold me?”

“Of course I can hold you,” I said with a smile.

I leaned in, wrapping my arms around her. She trembled and her eyes watered. A tear escaped and ran down her cheek. She was terrified, but it was the kind of fear she wanted to conquer. We had to know if this would work. With one hand cupped around the back of her neck, I pulled her into a soft kiss. Soft, but demanding, as I held her close against me. My other hand, I took hold of my cock, and steered it into position between her legs.

This time, there were no distractions. No shouts, no cries of danger. Just the slick, wet entrance of my wife, stretching to accommodate the head of my cock. Lyn let out a soft groan as my cock met her entry. She pulled her arms around my neck and held on tightly as I rocked my hips. Inch by inch, she took me deeper. Her eyes fluttered, her mouth trembled and the whole time, she held onto me.

I felt the plug through her canal. It was longer and thicker than I thought it would be, and filed that information aside for later. Kiggaelin let out a choked whimper as I pushed slowly deeper, and it was only when my crotch met hers, that I held still. I kept one hand, cupping the back of her head. With the other, I cradled her face and slowly broke the kiss.

She opened her eyes. Blinking slowly as tears rolled down her cheeks.

“It’s good,” she offered without prompting.

“Just good?” I asked.

She smiled briefly and another tear escaped. “You’re very large, dear husband. Thank you for taking your time.”

“And thank you for trusting me,” I told her.

She smiled. Then nodded. “I trust you, Toby.”

Her legs raised, and she rested her knees on my hips. Her eyes met mine and she nodded slightly, as if giving me permission. I was slow as I pulled back and watched her expression as I stopped and pushed back in. Her breath hitched and she nodded quickly, either to encourage me, or reassure herself as I felt her body tremble beneath me.

Her pussy was a silken vice, clamped around my cock. Both restricting me from pulling back, and hampering me from pushing in. All the while, rewarding me for both. Lyn whimpered and I kissed her gently. When we broke, she blinked slowly and took a deep breath, before making a request.

“More?”

I grinned, and increased my pace. Pulling more of me out of her, she arched her back. Before whining as I slid firmly back into her. She was so tight, I didn’t want to hurt her, but this wasn’t easy on her either. It was just as well, Dorfs were tough beings and she was one of the toughest.

“More please?” she asked.

I grinned and gave her a little more. Her face screwed up and I worried, before she threw her head back. The loud gasp that broke out, made me grin as she rolled her head from side to side. Her pussy leaked around me, and I could feel her juices splash every time my balls hit her ass. Whatever hurt she was experiencing, was drowned out by the pleasure.

“Toby!” she snarled. “Toby. Something⁠—”

“Just let it happen,” I told her. “It’s okay.”

“But—”

“Let it happen, Lyn,” I told her, increasing my pace just a little more.

My hips were now smacking into hers and she threw back her head.

Her eyes widened, and she sucked in a huge lungful of air. Her back arched and I felt a flutter around my cock. One firm thrust in, the smack of my hips on her ass. I began pulling out, when it happened. I felt it. The overwhelming suction of a Dorf’s orgasming pussy. Rather than fight, I drove myself deep as Kiggaelin let out a choking sound. The squeezing, pulsing sensation milking my cock was like my own trigger. I couldn’t have fought if I wanted too, and pulled Kiggaelin into my arms as I erupted inside her.

She let out a squeak of surprise, when she felt my cock throb, before her arms and legs swung around me. She held on tightly, and I admittedly felt a little bad, hearing her soft crying, as I came down from my orgasm. I just held her close, because for once, I had no reason to hasten a release.


CHAPTER TWELVE


“See… This is what I was talking about,” I said, looking over the factory. “This is… dangerous.”

“I agree,” Alfi said, leading the way.

I had thought it was a warehouse from a distance. It was in the warehousing district of the city, but the stone walls were surprisingly soundproof. Only once we got inside, was the full scope of the building realized.

“That’s why no single Dorf, other than myself, has enough information to build them,” she explained. “I took your words to heart. Mass production is here, but I’m limiting their scope. These are for a single purpose, and I will not allow them to be used against my fellow people.”

I wanted to believe her. But the road to hell was paved with good intentions. Alfi seemed to notice my discontent, and led me further in. This part of the factory was spitting out barrels for miniguns. A team of Dorfs worked quickly, cutting metal rods, drilling them out and cleaning the edges. Where the final member collected the rough barrels and took them to a separate part of the factory.

“These barrels are unfinished,” Alfi explained, as she greeted the workers. “Tuynuka here, is the foreman of the group,” she introduced an older Dorf, who nodded politely, before frowning at the barrel he was holding.

After turning it over, he seemed dissatisfied with the metal and placed it in a press that promptly bent it in half, destroying it. The destroyed barrel then went into a scrap bin.

“The problem was the metal, not the work, Miss,” he explained.

“And that’s why we have a professional with each cog,” Alfi praised him.

If each team, or cog, as Alfi called them, only carried out a single job, that was checked before moving on. That would keep up the quality, and provide a traceable log to figure out where problems came from. It also slowed things down from full scale mass production, to a more manageable scale, still dependent on workers with skills. It wouldn’t do much for theft though, as another Dorf swapped out the partially full trolley for an empty one.

“What about theft?” I asked. “What’s stopping someone with Garnet’s ideology from breaking in here and taking whatever he wants?”

“That was the hard one,” Alfi admitted. “Theft is difficult. If the thief has enough time, resources and willpower, there is nothing you can do to stop them. So… I’ve had to get creative.”

“Creative?” I asked.

Alfi nodded and brought me along the lines. It wasn’t just the miniguns being built. The rifles were too. Magazines, ammunition and further back, I could see larger constructions going on. I could see landor tracks, and had to wonder if they were being outfitted for combat as well? Had I unwittingly unleashed tanks on this world?

“You were the inspiration for this,” Alfi explained, taking me through a door at the end, into a quieter part of the factory. “Your duel, where you won me.”

“I what?” I glanced at her.

Alfi blushed, before nudging my side. “It’s how I think of it. My protector, fighting to save me. Striking down a deadly foe, before being brought low by bad luck. Only to recover in time for me to give myself to him. My body, payment for his deeds⁠—”

“Alright, alright,” I laughed, before noticing the look in her eye.

“Husband, there is nothing you could ask of me, that I would not strive to accomplish,” she whispered. “Were you to drag me into the middle of the factory and take me in full view of every worker here, my only thoughts would be on whether it would result in child. If you⁠—”

“Okay,” I held up my hand and cut her off. “I get it. And if you want to explore some kinks, I’m happy to talk about that. But let me make one thing clear.” Her eyes widened as I grabbed her and shoved her against the wall, before looking her in the eye. “You belong to me. I don’t share my toys, not even just to watch, am I understood.”

“And your other wives?” she asked softly.

“They’re an exception to the rule,” I answered with a small shrug. “You, my dear, sweet, inventive, intelligent and submissive wife, are all mine.”

“I love you,” she whispered.

I laughed and kissed her. Just a soft one, we were busy right now. “I love you too,” I told her, before straightening up. “Now, the tour?”

“Huh… Oh right, where was I?” she asked.

“You said I was your inspiration?” I recalled.

“That’s right,” Alfi said, before taking my hand to lead me on. “I remember the duel. The generator for the frame melted down, and exploded.”

“You’re not rigging them to blow, are you?” I asked.

Alfi tilted her head. “Not if they’re calibrated correctly,” she said. “This is… my next project,” she said, guiding me into her workshop.

I had no idea what I was looking at. A bunch of glowing crystals, metal coils and other things that made no sense to me.

“Ra lets me build things in the clan home, but some things are more delicate. You didn’t see it, but the doors only opened because of me. That hallway has similar technology developed by the Kyanite clan. It’s too intensive to put everywhere, but a building is just fine. Had I not been here, the doors would not have opened. Had you forced them, there are mining charges lined in the walls designed to collapse this part of the factory and bury everything.”

“What the fuck?” I gasped. “Alfi⁠—”

“It’s for security, and not just my own,” she explained. “This is important, because none of this factory is worth the expenditure without the work in this room.”

I took a deep breath, before letting out a long sigh. “You need additional security. A way to close this off in case you come under attack. With you and I here, we’re a target and it wouldn’t take an assassin long to figure out he’d just have to force the door to kill us.”

Alfi froze, before frowning. “That makes sense.”

“Good,” I said, leaning down to kiss her. “Don’t break my heart, please.”

Alfi nodded. “I’ll stop my work for a few days while I figure something out. Most of this will be moved to the fort by the portal when we move. I’ll have additional security for that.”

“Sounds good,” I told her. “Now, what is all this?”

Alfi took a deep breath, before putting her arms behind her back. Despite her stature, she conducted herself like I’d seen many teachers in the past. “The machines we have built so far are dangerous to the extreme. Avenues for abuse and theft exist, and while there are no current known threats, the caveat is the word, known.”

I grinned and leaned back on a counter as I watched her.

“So, I had the idea of making the weapons, equipment and… well anything really, that is dangerous. And making it modular, with its own power source.”

I froze, before narrowing my eyes. That was worse, yet… I had the feeling Alfi wasn’t done.

“A unique, miniaturized generator. Smaller than that of a frame. More compact. More efficient. No longer will a shotgun be tethered to a frame, or a portable generator. Instead,” she directed my attention to a bench with a half constructed glowing device. “It will be this.”

“How is making them more portable, going to make them safer?” I asked.

Alfi grinned. “Because by building the generator, and the cooling systems into separate halves of the housing, it will melt down the moment it is opened.”

“So… don’t open it?” I suggested.

Alfi grinned. “Operation of a unit requires an input key,” she said, plucking a literal ring off the counter. “They only contain finite charge, and without it, the device will not work. The security system is housed within the generator, and opening it…”

“Causes a meltdown.” I nodded. “What about the rings, then? What’s stopping someone taking the rings and charging them on their own?”

“They’re built in pairs. The system locked to a specific code. That code is stored only while the ring contains a charge. To charge it, you need a pair of codes. The original in the ring, and a security code to allow it to charge, or the ring will malfunction and melt down.

“I can add as many of these systems as I please, with a function to meltdown if it’s tampered with, all the way back to a master code I keep on my person. Without me, the charging stations won’t function. Without the charging stations, the rings won’t function. Without the rings, the equipment won’t function. Tampering with any of the stages will cause a meltdown that will destroy whatever system they are tampering with. They can’t even be opened and examined to learn how they work, without causing a meltdown that will destroy it.”

“So they can’t break in here, steal a generator and the key to go with it, and learn how to make their own?” I asked.

“They might be able to replicate their own ring, but opening the generator will destroy it,” she said shrugging casually. “The generator is the important part, anyone can make a key. If all the generators run on the same concept, with tighter and tighter regulations the higher you get, the safer the system becomes, until finally at the top is just me.”

“Making you a kidnapping target,” I pointed out.

Alfi nodded. “Which I would be, with or without this technology. I’m no more under threat today, than I will be tomorrow, as I was yesterday. This is the best I can come up with, to make these weapons safe, so they don’t end up in the arms of our enemies.”

“And who are our enemies?” I asked.

Alfi looked me in the eye. “Right now. The orcs.”

I stared at her for a few moments, before nodding. “Right.”

“Most of what I’m building here is not staying here,” she explained. “The security is to safeguard against theft and abuse. The last thing we need is an orc picking up a shotgun, or someone trying to replicate one elsewhere. The other clans, while they would have their own research divisions, are unlikely to have the equipment ready to replicate what I have done here. We all have our own focusses, and deviating from that would raise questions amongst the elders.”

“Something… unlikely to happen, since I’m married into each one,” I pointed out. “Leaving only rogue elements as possible detractors.”

“Exactly,” Alfi said and grinned. “We are a branch, and our goal is not of this world. Had Hanwarra been in a… stronger position, militarily speaking, there might be cause for concern as an elder…”

“I get it,” I nodded. “So all of this basically just means that anyone who steals a gun can’t use it, and anyone without the equipment to safely examine it will kill themselves trying to make it work. And the only people with that equipment… are unlikely to attempt it. All the while, we ship most of it to the orc world.”

“Precisely,” she said.

I thought about the orc world for a few moments. Whether this was fair. Whether it was right. Then I remembered those bones. Buried in the ground. Then the ruins. There was too much evidence suggesting that there had been something else. Something before the orcs. They hadn’t been gone all that long. Centuries at most. Likely less.

“Alfi,” I caught her attention. “What do we actually want, with the orc world? Why not just… block the portal?”

“We buried a whole mine atop the portal,” she pointed out. “They dug their way out, remember?”

“What about closing it then?” I suggested.

She shook her head. “I admit, it’s a new science. But from my examinations, there is something powering the portal. I don’t understand what it is, but the portal seems to be stable.”

“And if it closes while one of us is on the other side?” I asked.

Alfi frowned and nodded slowly. “That’s why Hanwarra volunteered to guard the portal.”

I thought about the factory. The weapons. The vehicles. I then thought about the orcs, and the skeletons we’d found. We weren’t preparing a defensive force. This was an invasion, and my wives were already taking steps to ensure we were all on the same side of the portal, should it close.

“Promise me something?”

“Anything,” Alfi pledged.

I took a deep breath and looked her in the eye. “Don’t let us be what the orcs are.”

“What?” Alfi frowned in confusion.

“I found things on the other side,” I pointed out. “Ruins, skeletons. Things that… weren’t orc in origin. If the orcs came through a portal, and waged war on the people there, I want you to promise me that whoever is left isn’t just going to swap their war with the orcs, for a war with us.”

Alfi finally understood, and gave a long slow nod. “I control the flow of weapons, my husband. But you control me.”

“Thank you,” I said with a sigh of relief.

Alfi smiled. “We’re still refining things. Working out details, like how long between charge intervals. Whether it would be prudent to have some equipment set with a unique ring, or if we could share rings. Then there’s the possibility of master rings.”

“One to rule them all,” I joked.

Alfi tilted her head slightly, before nodding. “That too.”

I thought about explaining it, but decided against it. I’d seen enough of the clips they filmed for me to know they understood the concept. But a feature length film for entertainment purposes might be a stretch. Not to mention, it might damage their entertainment industry more than I had already done to their military.

Instead, I looked around and saw something else that caught my eye. Alfi followed as I walked to the other end of the room. It was still diagrams, drawn up on the boards, but what interested me was something out of Leonardo’s playbook.

“Alfi… Is this a flying machine?”

“I’m not going to test it myself,” she replied quickly. “I thought about that, and… no.”

I breathed a sigh of relief. “Great. Humans learning to fly was… bad. It killed more people then there were successes, until we worked out the rules.”

“Rules?” Alfi asked.

I shrugged. “Power to weight, how balance works. Getting off the ground is one thing, getting it back on the ground is another. Doing it twice is another matter all over again.”

“Do you think my design would fly?” she asked.

What she’d come up with, was similar to the paper plane her father’s people had retrieved that day. Only she widened it, and added a place to sit with a pair of levers that would tilt the entire wing under tension. There weren’t any notes on what it was made of, or a powerplant to drive it.

“Like this?” I hedged. “Probably not. There’s different rules depending on how high, how fast, and how light you want to make it. This design is similar to what we’d use for some of the fastest aircraft from my world and I wouldn’t have a clue how to build one of them. If you want though, I can draw up some things from memory, and see if those designs work better.”

Alfi smiled. “Maybe we save it for the other side of the portal?”

“Sure.” I grinned. “Later then. What else is there to see now?”

“Oh, I do have something.” Her smile grew wide with anticipation.
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“How many?” I asked.

“Just the one,” she admitted. “It’s a prototype. The production version will have the safeties installed. I have other designs, but they’re all in testing.”

I stared at it, and knew exactly what she had done. The shotgun, back in the first edition, now resembled a rifle. It loaded via magazine, but wasn’t yet optimized for use with a frame. It was a long barrel weapon that, with a few tweaks, would make an interesting high-powered rifle. Of which, I could see designs on the wall leaning into that. What she had created in the meantime, was something in the opposite direction.

“I started as soon as the mine collapsed,” she admitted. “I wanted something smaller. Shorter, to use in the tunnels.”

She’d built an SMG, not terribly dissimilar from a popular franchise known for painted minis and an immortal emperor. It still had a power cable linking it to a nearby generator, and took a magazine, a little larger than the ones I’d used on the shotguns.

“Do you want to see it fire?” Alfi asked.

I looked at the weapon, then at Alfi. She saw something in the look I was giving her and reached for a control panel. The gun was locked on a trolley system, along with the power source. Now, back at the Obsidian clan home, she had more freedom to test her equipment. Unlike her workshop back at Malachite, there was no hidden wall to open here, so the trolley, newly installed, had to move along a rail system and follow the hall outside into the training yard.

The few guards in attendance got eager looks on their faces when they saw it. None approached though and I could see why, as I spotted what must have been the target. Painted on the side of a massive stone wall, there were chunks blown out of it from sustained impacts.

“Toby?”

I realized I was in the way and stepped back as Alfi ejected the magazine currently installed. It was empty, and she slipped it into the front of her coveralls, before plucking out a second.

“It takes the same rounds as the minigun,” she explained, before slotting it into the weapon. Then she attached a small device with a cable to the trigger. “We might want to step back.”

“Do you trust it?” I asked.

Alfi nodded. “I do. You could mount this to a frame right now and use it.”

I nodded and followed Alfi back. She looked at the device in her hand. It looked like a bulky handle from a pair of scissors with a spring inside. When she squeezed it, the weapon unleashed. The shotgun would bark and the round would shriek as it tore through the air. The minigun emphasized that shriek with hundreds of them flying through the air at once.

This fired at a steady rate. Around three or four shots every second. The gun kicked and I watched as the target downrange disintegrated with every shot. The darts hit hard, stone exploded and pieces went flying until the magazine went dry. More to the point, there was a series of cheers behind us, where the guards had been watching on.

“Alfi,” I said, touching her shoulder. “Have you ever fired this, from a frame?”

She smirked slightly, and shook her head. “Would you like to? I have your frame here.”

As much as I wanted to run back, we did the responsible thing and took the new gun with us. Leaving it outside, even while guarded, would be one of the very things I was worried about. Once back in the workshop, Alfi parked the trolley and directed me to the frames over on the far wall. Meanwhile she began disconnecting the weapon from the trolley, so it could be mounted to a frame.

I found mine easily enough. The damaged components had been swapped out already. It was looking pretty new on the outside, with just a hint of scuffs and weathering. I climbed in, gestured with my pinky and thumb to the palm of my hand and felt the frame close up around me. When the faceplate dropped down, I waited for it to illuminate.

“Is that the right angle?” Dernorra’s voice asked.

“Looks fine,” Ra’s voice came next.

The view shifted and I realized that Dernorra had been standing directly in front of whatever they were using to record this. When she stepped back, Ra’s grinning face was visible. She lay back on one of the loungers, taken from Alfi’s balcony, though this was filmed indoors. On one side of her was Alfi, curled into her side. On the other, was Foly, with Dernorra settling down at the bottom of the lounger, by Ra’s feet.

Each of them was nude. Each of them stared directly into the recording device.

“Hello dear husband,” Ra said with a sultry grin. “Should everything be going to plan, right now, you are with our dear Kiggaelin. And while I certainly hope that she gets what she hopes for, I know that even without, you’ll make it special.” Ra spread her thighs, and Dernorra turned, before leaning in to feast.

“I just wanted you to know that you’re not the only one,” she continued before letting out a soft moan.

Foly leaned in, and Ra turned to accept the deep kiss. While Alfi leaned in and closed her mouth over one of Hanwarra’s delicious nipples. Meanwhile Dernorra slurped gently against Ra’s pussy. I groaned softly, watching my wives please one another, before noticing two things. Both Alfi, and Dernorra, had shiny metal rings, for anal plugs.

“Shit,” I cursed as I watched Ra reach down and grab Dernorra by the back of the head.

The four women kissed, licked and sucked, quickly driving Ra towards her first climax. When her hips bucked, Dernorra grabbed hold, which caused her to slip. At that point, her foot must have struck the recording device, because everything pitched sideways and went blank.

Before finally, the faceplate turned transparent, and the room came into view. I took a deep breath, before marching out of the armor stand and turned around. There, Alfi stood, red in the face beside the dis-mounted SMG, having clearly remembered what it was she had installed.

I marched slowly over to her and raised my faceplate to look her in the eye.

“Alfi?”

“Yes husband?”

“Did you break, whatever it was, that you use to record these?” I asked.

She nodded. “I ordered a replacement. They take time to make.”

I sighed. “When it gets here, don’t tell the others,” I instructed. “Instead, you’re going to tell me.”

“Okay,” she nodded. “May I ask why?”

I smirked. “Because this time I’m going to be the one in the video.”

“Oh—”

“With you,” I continued. “And… The hole of your choice.”

“Hole-OH!” Alfi gasped as she realized the implications. “Ummm… Yes. Okay.”

“Just okay?” I asked.

She looked me in the eye and swallowed. “If… they liked it⁠—”

“Then I could probably do it again, in person,” I grinned. “Now, I think I’ve returned the favor for now. Where’s my gun?”

Alfofida closed her eyes and let out a deep, shaky breath, before opening them once more. “Let’s get you set up.”

It wasn’t all that different from the minigun. The weapon was placed in my hands, and the cable fed into the rear where a socket had been installed. I knew that the production models wouldn’t need that part, which would take out some of the weight and fix how cumbersome it was to hold.

With the weapon attached, I was able to pull the magazine and leave the empty behind on the counter. Alfi placed some full magazines back into the trolley and then we were back outside once more. This time, the guards watched on with more than casual interest. The weapon was lighter than the minigun and much shorter, so it swung easily. I could also hold it in one hand, but I wasn’t about to try to fire it like that right away.

We marched out into the shooting range and I stopped where the trolley had before. Alfi handed me a magazine and I fed it into the weapon. Since it ran on magnets, there was no bolt to pull and I gripped the weapon tightly with both hands.

“The barrel needs to be a little longer,” I said. “In a frame, it’s just a tad short. One slip and my hand gets a hole in it.” I turned it over and looked a second time. “Or perhaps just a better grip. Something to help me hold the thing, so my hand doesn’t fly off the end. Right now it’s fine, but covered in blood or other nasties and grip could be more important.”

“I’ll make a note,” Alfi said and nodded. “Are you comfortable firing it?”

I looked at the weapon and nodded. “Yeah. Let’s do this.”

I held it close, and pointed it downrange. The shattered rock had a deeper than average hole in one spot, so that’s where I aimed.

“Whenever you’re ready, there’s nothing but solid rock back there,” Alfi called.

I nodded, and pressed my finger to the trigger. Even through the frame, it provided satisfying feedback. A small click, before the weapon barked. A single shot tore out and struck the wall, a little to the left of where I had been aiming. I squeezed the trigger once more, letting off another shot, this time hitting a little closer to the large hole.

“Try a burst!” Alfi yelled.

I held the trigger down and felt each small kick as the SMG fired. Rounds struck all around the hole. Four shots, and four wide misses. I had to think that this was more to the length of the barrel and the inaccuracy of firing from the hip. The minigun you could hold down the trigger and draw a line of rounds towards what you wanted to hit. The rifle was more of an aimed guess, while this thing was in between.

I held the trigger down and walked it around the hole I was aiming at. The weapon barked, rounds shrieked, but unlike the minigun, this was far more controlled. In under ten seconds, the magazine ran dry. I raised the weapon, pulled the magazine and dropped it, before grabbing a second. In just a flash, I was reloaded and ready to go as I started putting rounds downrange once more.

Rather than stand, I walked back and forth, keeping my weapon up and steady as I fired burst after burst. I did love my minigun when I got it, but the weapon needed a team to reload the damn thing. This though? This, I could manage. We all could.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


“You ready to get that thing off?” I asked.

Morn looked at me. She seemed to be thinking for a moment, before opening her mouth. “I am… word,” she frowned. “Good… Happy… More…”

“Excited?” I guessed.

She smiled. “Morn is… I. I is. No!”

“It’s okay,” I tried to reason as she scowled and chastised herself. “You’re doing great. I can tell you’ve been practicing.”

Morn shot me a look somewhere being exasperated by her mistakes, and grateful that I wasn’t upset at her for making them. She nodded to herself, licked her lips. “I am excited.”

“Good,” I praised her. “And you should be. That can’t be comfortable.”

She nodded. Grandmother had opted not to place one on the fracture in her wrist, since it was already stable. The main thing was to slow her down so she couldn’t injure herself further. Which they had achieved with the cylinder around her middle. All the various cuts, abrasions and small infections. Nobody had been sure if she’d survive or not. The assumption was she likely would, but nothing was certain and the only way to know would be to test it. Something none of us were willing to do at Morn’s expense.

Her hand clung tightly to my own as I walked her out to the tracab. Foly was already waiting for us, having gone over to set things up with her grandmother. Morn was still awkward on two legs, with the contraption around her. Though half of that was also likely the outfit. One of my wives had jammed her into a dress, but it didn’t exactly fit right.

When we first found her, she wore a collection of wraps and bindings. Barely clothing at all. It was nice to see her settling into things. Nicer still, that she wasn’t bothered about being underground. It made me wonder where she’d come from. Whether they’d been hiding in a hole somewhere. Away from prying eyes, and out of sight of the males tearing across the land.

Maybe I could change that one day.

In the tracab, Morn huddled close, pushing herself awkwardly into my side as we drove along. I put my arm around her and she took that as permission to snuggle in harder. I thought about what we’d do with her. On the other world, I’d been using rewards for behaviors. It seemed weird as hell in hindsight to reward doing the dishes, with nipple stimulation. It hadn’t lasted very long though. Between the fight, coming home and then stuffing her into the tube to heal, I really wasn’t sure what was best.

The weirdness could be an excuse, since I needed to do something, and we were essentially stuck. But now we had options. Rewards could be other things. Nice clothes, food, maybe a place to live. It wouldn’t be out of the question for me to have her educated and give her options. Maybe she didn’t want to come back with us to her original world. Maybe she’d be more comfortable here.

“Morn,” I said, catching her attention. “If you could choose. Would you want to stay in this world? Or go back to where we found you?”

She slowly sat up and just from the look on her face, it felt like I’d kicked a puppy. “You not… Toby… Want me?”

“That’s not what I mean,” I said, taking her hand. “Please don’t think of it like that. I just want to give you options.”

“Choose?”

“That’s right,” I said.

“Choose Toby.”

I hesitated as I looked at her. “I’m not sure you’re understanding me.”

“Choose. Toby.” She replied with a huff.

I thought for a moment as she glared. “What if… I wasn’t here⁠—”

“Find Toby,” Morn grunted. “Morn… I n-don’t care. Find Toby.”

I sighed. “How do I explain this to you?”

“Me?” Morn scoffed. “Me not… brain bad?”

“Confused?” I offered.

She nodded. “Confused. Me… I am not… confused. Toby confused.”

“Uh huh,” I said, staring at her.

She saw me looking and pulled a face. Then let out a sigh. “I… smallest orc. Least… good. Clan offer I to strange men. Payment.”

“I’m sorry that happened,” I told her.

She shook her head. “You confused.”

“Am I?” I asked, actually meaning it this time.

Morn nodded. “Clan mother bring I. Make offer. Cut neck. No suffer… You scare. Air scream. Clan mother run… Morn run.” She took a few breaths. “Morn no clan. Morn meat. Morn scared. Cold. Hurt. Then… meat again.”

“The cat,” I nodded.

“Cat,” she frowned. “Biter?”

“Biter sounds about right,” I said, touching her arm. “Did this?”

“Biter,” Morn nodded. “Toby find. Air scream. Biter die. Morn… worse meat.” She took a steadying breath. “Then not.”

“Not?”

She nodded. “I… wait. I waited,” she self-corrected. “Men. Take. Toby take.” She hesitated. “I want…”

I stared at her and the tracab came to a halt. Morn gave me a strange look, as I helped her up. When the door swung down, Foly and Grandmother were waiting. My dear wife smiled brightly, until she saw Morn. Something passed between the two, and her happiness faltered for a moment.

Only until I brought Morn down to the ground level and kissed Foly thoroughly. Foly’s stomach had grown in the weeks I’d been back. Enough that she had started getting new clothing made up. That hadn’t slowed her down though.

“Hello my love,” I said, right before I kissed her again.

“Mmm,” she moaned happily, before pulling back. Her smile dropped as she glanced at Morn, but didn’t say anything about it.

“Come on you three, let’s get this over with. I’m sure Morn wants that blasted thing off her.”

“Off, yes,” Morn agreed.

I held her hand and Foly took the other. With us holding her steady, we made our way into the familiar room. The stone bench was where it always was. Same as the doomsday laser on the ceiling. It wasn’t one, but it certainly looked like it was. Morn waddled in, and I helped her up, before laying her down, and I stayed by her side while Grandmother made her checks.

She and Foly talked quietly, going over the scans that were projected. It still amazed me how advanced some of their technology was. It was far more than a simple x-ray, and yet somehow I thought the technology was more primitive in nature. The whole time, Morn clung tightly to my hand.

“As expected,” Grandmother announced loudly. “Your wounds are sealed. The infection is gone. You’ll need to take things slow, or you might aggravate the minor breaks, but…” she hesitated. “You seem to be fine.”

“Fine?” Morn asked.

“Good,” I told her. “Your injuries are good.”

Morn nodded in understanding. When frustrated, she would quickly fall back into her old style of speaking. But given the chance, she’d think about what it was she wanted to say. My wives had worked with her a lot, but it had only been a few weeks.

“Now, assuming she’s not going to let you leave. You just stay there, and Foly dear, could you help me with her clothing?”

If Morn had any complaints about being stripped down, she didn’t voice them. Foly and Grandmother had put her in outfits that did up around the cylinder. She couldn't dress herself, since she couldn't reach all the ties. So it was normal for her to get help. Right now, it just looked like she was relieved to be getting rid of it.

After stripping Morn down, they emptied the fluid. Finally, the seals were released and the cylinder opened. I kept my eyes on Morn’s face as I helped her out of it. She was dripping wet, and entirely nude. Grandmother made a scoffing noise and tossed me a towel. Which I used to wrap her in and gently rubbed her sides. She smiled for a moment and then stepped in.

I felt her bump against my chest, and put my hands on her shoulders. When she didn’t move, I rolled my eyes and hugged her properly. Only with my arms around her, did she let out a long sigh.

“Morn not meat.”

“No, Morn is not meat. Morn is Morn,” I told her.

She nodded, before looking up at me. “Morn is Toby’s.”

I sighed and glanced over at Foly, but she was staring at me in a way that said she wasn’t going to intervene. Even Grandmother stood there, giving me a pitying look.

“Morn…”

“No meat,” she said. “No… rape.” She trembled. “I… home… men take. Rape. Babies. Many babies. Then meat. Bad. Slow death.” She shuddered. “Clan mother use… knife…” she trembled and pulled back far enough to place her hand over her crotch. “No babies. Men still rape. Bad death. Not slow.”

Grandmother and Foly both made noises, suggesting Morn hadn’t said anything about that. I recalled Grandmother saying that Morn had been scarred and was incapable of having children. I just hadn’t thought that was an intentional act.

I took a deep breath and let out a long sigh. My wives had already talked to me about it. That under Dorf customs, she was mine to do as I pleased. It was only me who fought against the suggestion. Now, here with Morn…

“You want to be mine?” I asked, once and for all.

Morn nodded slowly. “Morn go with Toby. Always with Toby,” as if to emphasize her point, she dropped the towel. “Reward Toby… Toby save me. I choose Toby.”

I saw the writing on the wall and let out a long sigh. Morn trembled as I reached up and cupped her cheek. Her eyes widened like she hadn’t actually expected me to agree. She was soft clay in my hand as I tilted her head back and barely reacted as I placed a kiss on her emerald green lips.

“Morn,” she said.

I smiled and brushed her hair back. “We will talk more soon. We have things to do first.”

“Toby take… me?”

“You’re mine,” I assured her as I knelt and picked up her towel, before draping it over her shoulders. “Where I go, you go.”

“I go with Toby,” she agreed with a nod.

“That’s right,” I said.

“And… rewards?”

“Lots of rewards,” I chuckled. “But here. No rewards. Rewards at home. Rewards when ready. Rewards better if we wait.”

“Better rewards,” Morn said as she licked her lips. “Morn reward Toby. Toby wait.”

“I can wait,” I chuckled. I wasn’t entirely sure what she meant by reward, but I could guess.
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There wasn’t much of a farewell. All the preparations had been made. Alfi had finalized her designs, and begun packing down her production lines. The last thing we’d been waiting on was for some important notification. Hanwarra insisted on being here to receive it personally, and conveniently enough, that happened almost as soon as I returned with Morn and Foly.

Already packed and ready to go, Foly helped Morn bathe and then helped her dress. We were bundled once more into a tracab and taken to the massive elevator where I was given some news.

“What do you mean, we have to travel separately?” I asked.

“You have to travel separately to Hanwarra, since she is the clan Elder, and you are her appointed representative,” Folotelyn explained. “I will be travelling with Hanwarra, as her medical specialist, since she’s so far along in her pregnancy.”

“I need to stay with my equipment,” Alfofida explained. "Dernorra is coming as a bodyguard, along with several dozen soldiers.”

Which was the sticking point. This wasn’t just a few transports. This was a whole convoy. The first convoy had gone over with construction equipment. Dig out the hole, set up walls and form a defensive perimeter. Now that was handled, they were actively moving in. Which meant proper medical facilities, growing operations and Alfi’s promise to manage her production lines for the new weaponry and equipment.

For the sake of succession, I couldn’t travel with Hanwarra and Foly. For the sake of Morn, who refused to be separated from me, I couldn’t travel with Alfi and Dernorra. It almost felt staged, and yet… There was a logic to it. Modern militaries and people of importance sometimes followed similar rules. More than that, Alfi was actually pouting. And not in the cheeky way she’d do when she wanted attention. She looked genuinely upset, while the rest of my wives were trying to hide the fact.

“And we have to leave now?” I asked.

“The crews are on the way,” Lyn said. “Once they’re here, there’s no further reason to delay.”

“Within the hour,” Dernorra said.

Some of the landors were already on the surface. The one Morn, Lyn and I were taking apparently was too. Alfi’s and Ra’s landors were down in the city, waiting on the elevator to be taken to the surface. Rather than separate, we stayed together and waited in a group as the elevator rose to the surface. I kept them close. The trip wouldn't be terribly long, but we weren’t going to stop at night. So once we said goodbye, that was it until we arrived.

I held them all close, with Morn huddled amongst them all. She wasn’t kept separate, and when the evening sky opened above us, she was included in the hugs goodbye. Ra was the first to board. Her advanced pregnancy made her a priority. When she was safely tucked inside, we migrated over to Alfofida’s landor, and I sent her off as well.

Then it was just the three of us, walking along the gravel with the trailing end of the few workers coming with us. This landor was a quiet one. Food transport, for the most part. Basic materials. Things that were needed, but not critical. The crew had gone off ahead. There was enough for three rotations, so there could be rest and relaxation while constantly travelling.

It was also the most private. The landor was huge. The back was multi-story’s tall. Designed for stacked crates and optimal crew quarters, so they actually had small cabins installed. This was where we’d stay for our trip. A cramped cabin, with a small wardrobe. A tiny shower, toilet and a space large enough for a nest. There would be no privacy and meals would be taken in the main room behind the cockpit.

“My, times have changed,” Lyn sighed as we stepped into the cramped space. “At one stage, I’d have pitched a fit being given a room this size.”

“And now?”

She shrugged. “It’s still cramped, but I'm the one who gets to cuddle with you.”

“And Morn,” Morn stated.

Lyn grinned at the orc. “Of course. And Morn. We both get to cuddle him.”

Morn made a soft noise as she crawled into the nest. It had actually been a long day. Pretty much as soon as everyone was aboard, the massive engines were started and the muffled sounds of landors crunching along gravel was in the air. Ra’s landor was leading the way, with Alfi in the middle. Ours would be last, so we were waiting for the all clear.

“Oh, excuse me?” a voice called.

I turned and spotted a young woman. Barely a teen in the doorway. “Are we in the right place?” I asked.

“Oh, yes, this room was for you, sir,” she said and smiled politely. “I was sent up to let you know once we start moving, we’ll be setting out meals.”

“We’ll come down for them,” Lyn told the girl.

“Oh, if you’re sure? I was told about a um… a problem with… men?”

Morn frowned. I knew how she felt. She was getting better, but she definitely wasn’t comfortable around men other than me. It would be hell over on Alfi’s landor being around soldiers. Smaller groups though, she could handle.

“If it’s a problem, I’ll handle it,” I told her. “Thanks for letting us know.”

“You’re welcome sir,” she bowed slightly and hurried back down the stairs.

“Clan mother talk about men…” Morn whispered. “Come in the dark. Grab girls. Rape. Kill. Steal. Then kill anyway.”

Every time she spoke, my hesitation to invade that world shrank less and less. If the orcs were the only ones left, it would be no loss to anyone to simply wipe them out of existence. Maybe it would be possible to spare children. Teach them. Raise them with a bit of love and care… I decided then and there, to do what I could. But monsters were to be put down.

“Tobias doesn’t do any of that,” Lyn said, trying to soothe the sullen orc.

Morn shook her head. “No. Tobias…” She glanced up at me and licked her lips. “Morn want.”

I saw the look in her eye. I might be stubborn, and possibly a little dense. But even I knew I wasn’t getting out of this landor without giving her something. She wasn’t going to take no for an answer. Not in these confines. But it wasn’t going to happen right away, as the landor began to rumble.

“No stabilizers," Lyn huffed.

“Isn’t that normal?” I asked as the landor rocked.

“Depends on the landor,” she admitted. “For efficiency’s sake, it’s better to have them off. Landors, particularly the larger ones, require more maintenance, and the stabilizers can hasten how often it's needed.”

“Makes sense,” I said with a nod. “We ready to eat?”

Morn licked her lips for a different reason this time. I held out my hand and she took it. Then, with Lyn leading the way, we made our way down. There, we met with the rest of the crew. Them, and their families. A good mix of men and women. The few men were husbands, and each of them had at least one wife. Surprisingly not all of the men were actually crew.

The current pilot was a woman, and her husband worked in construction. While she worked, he was looking after their two children. His second wife, who was one of the new trainees, was working with Foly in the hospital they were setting up.

The food itself was bland but filling. It was travel rations, heated and lightly seasoned. The cook, who turned out to be the mother of the teen girl who fetched us, was apologetic. We took it in our stride and thanked her for the meal. Then surprised the hell out of them when Morn insisted on doing the dishes. Which Lyn and I helped with.

The small kitchen was cramped with the three of us in there. But we made it work and the cook was nothing but smiles as we left. When we got upstairs, Lyn and Morn stuffed themselves into the tiny shower together. Leaving me to wait in the nest. Whatever they were doing, it took a while before both came out, hair damp and nude.

I let my eyes drift over them, before Lyn shooed me into the shower. It was then my turn to experience the hell of a showerhead set too low. Though the pressure was nice, I still didn’t quite know why some landors had a bathing room with a bucket and others used a shower. The only thing I could think of was their preference for ornate baths. It might have been a familiarity thing, and showers took up less room.

When I finally got out of the shower though, Lyn was smirking at me. That might have been the cue for a fun evening, except for Morn softly snoring at her side.

“We were talking one moment,” Lyn whispered, “and the next, she was like this.”

Morn snoozed softly. Her arms pulled up in front of her face. Her legs too. She was nude, implying what I thought was going to happen. But it wasn’t happening tonight. Lyn watched me slip into the nest and gestured for me to take her place. When Lyn got up, Morn’s hand went in search of the warmth she’d been near.

As I took that place, she shifted over, grabbing hold of me, leaving Lyn to snuggle down on the other side of me. She and I talked quietly for a time, discussing our next steps. Things we might find on the other side of the portal. And whether or not we might live there permanently, or in the fort on this side.

In the end, I finally drifted off, with a beautiful woman clutching each of my arms.
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“See, he’s already hard,” Lyn whispered. “That means he’s going to be awake soon.”

“Morn should start?”

“I should start,” Lyn gently corrected. “And yes, if you want. He won’t mind if you don’t. He’s not like orc men. He won’t force you.”

“Morn… no. I. I am his. No force. Want.”

Lyn giggled softly. “Then he’s all yours.”

The words felt like a dream. I was pleasantly warm. My legs were weighted down. The warm tongue that ran up the underside of my cock, was definitely not part of a dream though.

“See the twitch?” Lyn crooned. “He likes that.”

“Just a lick,” Morn murmured.

“A cock, is very sensitive,” Lyn explained. “See?”

A second tongue joined the first. This one, clearly more experienced. She licked me from the balls, all the way up the underside to the tip. I opened my eyes and stared at them both. Lyn grinned.

“You try?”

Morn leaned in, opening her mouth wide. Her tongue was longer and more slender than a Dorf tongue but that didn’t matter as she ran it up the underside. She treated it like a literal icy-pole. Licking to the tip and back. She hadn’t noticed me, but Lyn had. When our eyes met, she made a gesture by giving two very long blinks, before she gave my leg a firm tap.

I didn’t move. I simply closed my eyes, and got the confirmation with a much gentler tap in the same spot.

“When you’re ready, we’ll take the next step,” Lyn whispered.

“What’s next?” Morn asked, between licks.

“This,” Lyn sighed.

I felt her mouth. Morn backed off, as Lyn’s lips wrapped around the head of my cock. She didn’t bob, she just suckled and I couldn't help but let out a soft grunt.

“Shh,” Morn hissed.

“It’s okay,” Lyn giggled softly. “He’s still asleep. Do you want to try?”

I grunted when a second mouth closed around the head.

“Careful,” Lyn hissed. “No teeth. Teeth hurt.”

The mouth widened and it was just warm softness as she sat there.

“Start gently. But suck. Remember, when he’s having you, you’re going to me warm, wet and soft. You want to make your mouth the same way.”

“Mmm,” Morn nodded and slowly began to suck.

I felt the transition. From zero idea, to instructions. She wasn’t particularly skilled, but she was putting in the effort, and that was more than enough for me at this point. She was gentle, awkward, but very insistent as her lips tightened around my shaft.

“Now, for your first time,” Lyn whispered. “Take your hand, and gently wrap it around the base.”

I felt a warm set of fingers grip me.

“Now do this,” Lyn whispered.

I peeked. Morn was studiously staring at Lyn’s hand, that was loosely holding her wrist. Morn’s emerald fingers were wrapped around the base of my cock as she slowly jerked me up and down. Her mouth was tightly sealed around the head of my cock and she was doing her best to please me as I closed my eyes once more.

“Now watch him,” Lyn instructed. “See how he reacts.”

“Mmm,” Morn nodded slightly, making me grunt as my cock slid between her lips.

“Oh, he liked that,” Lyn whispered.

Morn began nodding quickly.

“Slow,” Lyn instructed. “We watch first. When he starts waking up, and his dick starts to twitch, that’s when you go harder and faster.”

The awkwardness actually worked for her. The slow bobbing of her head. The jerking of my cock and the unpredictable suckling had me on edge. I couldn’t think about just one sensation since they blended and I felt my cock twitch in response. Morn felt it too and tightened her grip. Which made me shift.

“He might be waking up,” Lyn giggled softly. “Keep going.”

She did just that. I couldn’t help the tremble that ran down my legs. Or when my cock tensed in her mouth. I was rapidly approaching my limit and Morn wasn’t slowing down. Lyn’s voice reached my ears, but I couldn’t make out the words as my heart thumped in my ears. I couldn’t help it.

I reached down, and ran my fingers through Morn’s hair. She let out a terrified yelp. And slammed her face to my crotch. My eyes bulged and I saw her. Eyes wide with a shock of her own, beside Lyn whose jaw had fallen open. My entire cock was buried somewhere down Morn’s esophagus. While I would have liked to have reassured her, after clearly terrifying her, I wasn’t in control of my body right now. My cock throbbed and the first pulse of my seed erupted from the tip of my cock, directly into her stomach.

Morn reacted almost as violently as she yanked her head up, as when she went down. Only for her to stop with the head of my cock still in her mouth. And push forward once more. Morn moaned as she repeatedly slammed her face down, driving my cock into her throat like she needed it to live. Saliva pooled over my crotch as she worked back and forth. Her eyes, wide with panic, gleamed with happiness as she swallowed and sucked like nothing I had ever experienced before.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN


“Sir! You’re needed in the cockpit!”

I heard the shout even in the shower. Dumb luck already had me finishing up and I turned off the water. I wrapped myself in a towel and yanked the door open. Morn was in the nest, while Kiggaelin, seeing me, opened the door. The teen girl who had been playing messenger since we got onboard looked frantic.

“Something’s happened,” she said. “I was sent to fetch you.”

“We’ll be right down,” I told her.

She nodded and hurried down. From the look on her face, it was serious. She looked genuinely upset by something. Kiggaelin was already dressed for the night. Morn was undressed for the same reason. She had… taken a liking to rewards. I hadn’t gotten far in terms of reciprocation, but that was more to do with her. Part of me thought she wanted to, but she insisted on taking care of my needs before others.

Kiggaelin had no such restriction.

Putting that aside for now, I scrambled into an outfit. Or at least enough of one to get me down into the cockpit without giving the crew an eyeful. Kiggaelin threw a nightdress at Morn, who unhappily put it on. I was pleased to see how well she was settling into her new life. She wasn’t upset about wearing clothes, but in having her plans for the evening ruined. Plans, I am man enough to admit I was looking forward to.

Orcs apparently had no gag reflex.

I swallowed down my annoyance and tried not to let the panic overtake as I got myself sorted and hurried out the door. Morn was right behind me, with Kiggaelin following up the rear. We rushed down and I felt the floor bouncing beneath us. Which told me at some point we’d put on additional speed. Which told me something had indeed happened.

Down the stairs, and through the meeting room we went. The rest of the crew were in attendance and looking worried. They weren’t guards. They weren’t even armed. Just enough of a crew to drive a landor without having to stop for breaks. This was a pure utility vehicle. A transport full of goods and nothing else.

I rushed past them all, and into the cockpit where the navigator glanced over and saw me. An older man, who I believed was the father of the teen who fetched us.

“Sir, the radio,” he said and nodded in its direction.

It was something halfway between a CB radio you’d see in a truck, and the very earliest telephones with a separate headphone and mouthpiece. I picked it up and held the speaker to my ear. Before I could tell them I was here, the voice was already snapping.

“—est depths where is he!?” Alfi’s voice snapped.

“Alfi?”

“TOBIAS!” she yelped. “Sorry, it’s bad. We’ve got a distress call from the fort.”

My blood ran cold when she said that. I remembered the army of orcs. The swarm across the land. How quickly they crossed to the Dorf city, and how we were quickly overwhelmed by them. Even with a technological advantage, we were on the back foot. Only proving to drive them back in a strategic retreat.

“We’re slowing down,” she continued without prompting. “We need to get you onto our landor. We’re going to arrive in the middle of a battlefield.”

“Shit,” I cursed. “How bad?”

“Hanwarra is receiving updates. It sounds bad, but that’s why we’re going in.”

I thought for a moment. The crew looked nervous. They weren’t military. I wasn’t even sure they were part of a main clan.

“How do we do this?” I asked.
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“When we’re across, you should slow down,” I told the crewmember. The emergency response got all hands on deck. The current team in charge were still driving, while the rest were handling getting me to the next landor. It turned out to be simpler than I realized.

“Sir—”

“None of you are armed,” I told him. “You have no frames, no weapons and no way to repel boarders. I’ve seen these things crack a windscreen with a club,” I told him. “Stay in range of the radios, but make sure you’re ready to leave if things go wrong. You might be the only ones able to relay a warning.”

The Dorf man stared at me. He had dull green hair, like he’d earned some grays from the Obsidian clan. Possibly several generations removed. He nodded slowly. “Sir, we’ll do as you suggest.”

“Good,” I told him. “Stay safe.”

He nodded and finally hit the button to lower the ramp. We were still moving. The stabilizers had been activated, giving us a stable platform for what came next. I saw the dark sky first. The stars would come soon, once I was away from the light inside the landor. There was enough moonlight to see the rocky ground, which was going to be the problem. Alfi’s landor was moving into position. Their ramp already down.

I could see my green-haired wife leaning out to watch. She did something with the controls and the ramp on her landor dropped further. It made a horrible noise as it began to drag along the ground behind them.

“That’s the cue, sir.”

I nodded. “Remember. Back off to radio range. You could be the difference between the city being taken unaware, or the city mounting a proper defense.”

He nodded and gave me a pointed look. Which put me back to the task at hand. I swallowed my nerves. It sounded simple over the radio, but looking at it now…

“Shit,” I cursed and glanced back at Kiggaelin and Morn, who were both ready to go. “Let’s go ladies.”

The massive tracks of the landors meant we couldn’t get them side by side without risking serious damage. If the tracks collided, it would end badly for both landors. So I had a gap nearly a school bus wide. And the landors weren’t stopping.

We were mere minutes out from the fort. And even from here, I could hear distant gunfire. The echoing howl of miniguns firing in small bursts. The orcs had pushed. The Dorfs on the other side had retreated as planned. But they hadn’t wasted time in setting up supply chains at first. Alfi and Ra had planned an extraction. The fort was only half built when they uncovered the portal. Ammunition was what they had at the time.

Our convoy was the resupply. And we were already too late. The ramp was steady, but the ground was not. Rock, loose and difficult, there was a solid chance someone was going to trip. And I’d fallen on my face in the gravel once before.

I felt a pair of warm hands. One on each side. Morn and Kiggaelin. We descended together. The ramp lowered slightly, almost tipping us off balance. I shot a glare over my shoulder and the Dorf man had a guilty look on his face that suggested he’d second guessed his own actions. I let it go, and brought the ladies down.

“We need to turn around. Then step off backward and go straight into a run,” I told them both. “You ready?”

“No,” Kiggaelin admitted.

“I follow,” Morn growled, committed despite an original offer to keep her here.

This was either going to sound really cool when we told it to our grandkids. Or listen to them laugh when the others told them for us.

“Let’s go!”

I stepped back, pulling the ladies with me. Morn hopped, Kiggaelin tried to match me. There was a moment of freefall. The drop was higher than expected. I landed on one foot, with the other ahead of me. Morn landed easily beside me. Kiggaelin stumbled. If not for me physically dragging her upward, she’d have collapsed, and it was only dumb luck she didn’t take me with her.

Landors weren’t the fastest. They weren’t built for speed, on a world where the landscape could reshape itself in a matter of minutes. That didn’t make them slow. Where I was running, Morn and Kiggaelin were in a dead sprint. I led the way, pulling them onward as I turned and steered us away from our landor. To help, our original landor began to pull away, making room for Alfi to close in.

Even as I watched, a team of Dorfen soldiers were holding long poles. From the ends of those poles, hung ropes, with convenient knots tied in place. They were to grab on and help pull us up. I couldn’t grab them at all, with my hands full and Morn wasn’t about to take a helping hand from a man that wasn’t me. That left Kiggaelin to take the rope first. The Dorfs within began to haul back, tugging her along ahead of me. When she reached the ramp, it took a moment for her to figure out how to board the thing while running.

It wasn’t dignified, but a lunging bellyflop did the trick. With Kiggaelin now scrambling onto the landor, I shoved Morn forward. She yelped as I took her by surprise, but she did the same as Kiggaelin and flopped onto her belly. With both of them on the ramps, I reached for the rope myself, for that extra little nudge.

That’s when a larger than average rock came out from under the ramp. It scraped hard, spat itself out and rolled before I could respond. My ankle caught and I pitched forward. My forearms slammed into the ramp as I went down. A firm grip snagged my wrist just as I felt myself sliding backwards.

“GET THEM!” Alfi yelped.

I looked up, and saw Morn losing the battle. She had my hand, but I wasn’t on the ramp properly. She just didn’t have it in her to keep herself in place, and hold me at the same time. I could already see it on her face. She was coming with me, or I was coming with her. Kiggaelin reached over and grabbed the orc, steadying her as Alfi and Dernorra rushed down.

My legs dragged in the gravel. It was going to scrape me up a bit, but falling flat on the ground would probably hurt more. And I’d still have to either try again, or have the landor stop and wait for me. Dernorra came to the rescue, grabbing Morn, while Alfi took Kiggaelin. When the soldiers got involved, momentum reversed and we were quickly hauled up the ramp and into safety.

When I finally found myself on my own two feet, I grabbed Morn. Her eyes went wide as I pulled her in and then she let out a soft whimper as I kissed her. She hung limply against me for a few moments, before I broke it off and smiled.

“Reward later. Big reward.”

“Big?” She brightened. “No more wait?”

I stared at her for a moment as I realized she might have taken a few things more literally than I had intended. I’d have to rectify that later. For now, I just nodded. “Whatever you want. As soon as we’re done with the orcs.”

Her eyes narrowed and she nodded. “Toby kill orcs. Toby fuck Morn. Morn kill orcs, Toby fuck Morn harder?”

“Oh by the depths,” Alfi said and shook her head. “Later, both of you. Toby, Frame. Now.”

“Later,” I promised Morn.

Morn nodded. Accepting what I’d told her, but clearly not happy about my lack of confirmation. Honestly, I just felt weird as shit talking about that in front of all the soldiers. They took it in their stride. Most of the soldiers were men, but there were plenty of women in there too. A mixed batch. A few had hair putting them within a few generations of Obsidian, but it was obvious most of them were from the other clans.

With the sound of distant gunfire getting closer, we hurried up inside the landor. Most of the space in the back was taken up with the new equipment. Alfi, as always, had our frames. I spotted mine immediately. It had been modified slightly from where I had seen it last. Containers mounted on the hips and shoulders to hold magazines. Overall, I would be carrying almost as many rounds as the minigun backpack did. Only now, I’d be firing them in controlled bursts at a slower rate.

I hurried in and made the gesture to close it up. The armored sections closed in, squeezing me comfortably into the frame. The faceplate dropped down, and… honestly I was slightly disappointed that there wasn’t a video to play as it turned transparent.

I saw Alfi looking me over, before her head snapped over like someone was shouting something. I didn’t hear what and she hurried from my view. Beside me, Dernorra was already climbing out of the armor stand. She gave me a quick wave to catch my attention and moved over to one of the large crates. The handles on the front of it were too large for a Dorf to open by hand.

A frame though made short work of it, lifting it with ease, showing neatly stacked SMG’s. No cable necessary.

“We need to hurry,” Alfi’s voice came over the radio a moment later. “The orcs are breaking out of the containment. The fort is holding chokepoints, but the orcs are slipping through.”

“We’ll get there,” I promised. “But ah… How do I use these?” I asked. “You never gave me a ring.”

“I made it so you don’t need one,” Alfi said, marching past in her frame, before plucking out an SMG and holding it out to me. “You were right about a lot. So I made two keys that control everything. The first is keyed to me, with a password. The second is to you. Everything I’ve built. Everything. It will recognize you, specifically.”

“Alfi—”

“Toby, you said you worried about the damage these kinds of things could do to my world,” Alfi said. “No matter what. You can turn it off. You can take it away. The only way to make that happen, was to put you at the head of the whole production.”

I didn’t know how I felt about that. I understood. She was giving me an out. If something went horribly wrong. If she were injured, taken captive, there was a second option.

“Fine,” I agreed and took the SMG. “But you get rewards too.”

“Toby give best rewards. Good tasty. Very good tasty.”

I shook my head at Morn’s antics, before freezing. When I turned my head, there was Dernorra loading a magazine into the SMG. Alfi was retrieving a second SMG for herself, and the soldiers were all getting into position to deploy their own frames and weapons. Each of them as heavily weighted down with spare magazines as ours.

And right there, in a frame with green eyes and green painted lines… Was Morn.

“If you’re going to be angry with anyone, be angry with me,” Alfi said, noticing what I had spotted. “But be angry⁠—”

“I’m not angry,” I cut over the radio. “If you put her in a frame, I’m guessing it was for a damn good reason and I trust you.”

Alfi sighed. “Thank you husband.”

“I will of course be putting considerable thought into a suitable punishment for hiding the fact from me,” I continued. “Right now though… Does someone want to tell me where Hanwarra is?”

“She’s… in her landor,” Alfi replied, sounding confused by the question.

Dernorra’s eyes went wide as she realized the implication.

“ORCS! COMING AROUND THE SIDE!”

I spun and raised my SMG, right as Morn shouldered me aside. I watched her green painted frame march to the edge of the doorway and raise her SMG. A massive green figure leaped onto the ramp and stood, holding a war pick. It was only for a moment before three shots struck him. Once in the chest, once in the neck and after she adjusted for recoil, a third in his stomach. Of the three, it wasn’t clear which killed him, but he fell backward and rolled off the back of the ramp.

“Morn want big reward,” she muttered.

“Alfi—”

“Yeah, I’m going to watch her,” Alfi agreed before I could make the order.

With Morn taking the first kill, several soldiers moved up on either side of her. Finding herself surrounded by men she didn’t know, Morn retreated and returned to our group. She muttered a few things, too softly for the radio to make out. I decided that was for the best. She was either cursing out our friendlies, or wishing out loud for whatever reward she wanted. Neither of which were things I wanted to be distracted by right now.

Several shots rang out. Several more heavy thumps hit the ramp.

“Coming around, then we’re going to back up!” the voice came again.

I wasn’t sure who was making the order, but Dernorra gave me a nudge. “Sir.”

“What, am I leading the—I’m leading the fucking charge, aren’t I?” I realized with dread on the situation at hand. “Fuck, fucking fuck.”

I thought about all those tv shows and movies I’d seen back home. How they moved in squads, or at least formations. Most of it was bullshit, and the rest was going to take some practice. But it did give me a little perspective. I thought about how this was going to work and nodded to myself.

“Alright, let me get in the middle. Alfofida on my left, Dernorra on my right. Everyone else split up, half on either side. Spread out in a single line going out, but let the next person closest to the center, move one pace ahead of you. Cover each other. Work together. Trust teamwork. We are moving in a wedge!”

“Sir!” came a chorus of white noise as every Dorf in the landor replied at once.

I pushed my way through, checking my ammunition and loading my SMG in preparation. Alfi got on my left, with Morn on hers. Dernorra got on my right and a random soldier did the same. I spotted an orc and raised my weapon, but another Dorf shot him down before I could line up my shot.

“Oh!” Alfi’s voice echoed. “Everyone, there’s a switch on the front foregrip!”

I heard her tip and turned the SMG over. The barrel wasn’t any longer than it had been when I first tested it. But there was a brace added with a lip, to keep your hand from slipping off how I’d feared. More to the point, there was a small block attached to the top, with a switch on it I hadn’t noticed.

When I flicked that switch, I spotted a beam of light. It wasn’t like a spotlight from a video game. It was pointed straight ahead. Not quite a laser, but clearly with that in mind. Pointing it out into the darkness, at the base of the ramp, the circle of light was almost a dinner plate in size. It wasn’t going to be perfect, but it was a hell of an improvement from what it was.

“Turning!” the voice, I assumed was the pilot, called over. “Elder Obsidian’s landor is already moving away!”

“Fuck, Ra,” I snarled as the landor made its long, slow turn.

The stabilizers kept the floor level. It didn’t do anything for g-forces. Thankfully, landors weren’t fighter jets. The turn was enough to put you off balance. I wasn’t at risk of falling over since I’d been warned and the world spun around.

I could see flames. They were in the middle of the fort. Black smoke billowing up from where I assumed the portal was. Only one of the guns on the walls was still firing. Pulses of rounds, down into the fort, while figures moved on the walls. It was chaos. A siege from within. The only thing that made sense was that the orcs had massed once more, and pushed through the portal.

“LET’S MOVE!” I ordered as I led the way down the ramp.

I could make out a team of frames ahead of us. Pushing hard for the entrance to the fort. Inside, holding the gate was clearly a team of frames, but they were using hand weapons to hold back orcs. From the looks of things, they were pinned in the middle fighting to keep orcs inside, while defending against those who had slipped out already.

Of them, it resembled an old zombie movie. The orcs roamed about. Some were heading towards Hanwarra’s group, others were shambling around, trying to figure out their next steps. The ones closest to us turned and headed our way, as Alfi’s landor was already retreating with the door going up.

I picked my first target. The light illuminated him. A big fellow, wearing a skin of something almost jet black tied around his waist. In his hand, was what resembled half a sword. The pointed bit had been hammered into the end of a thin tree-branch. He held it like a sword staff, but didn’t seem to have any skill with it, beyond swinging it around in circles.

My round punched through his chest. He jerked back, and I hit him again. The second shot didn’t work either. So, I held the trigger down, and put three more into him. Clustered as closely as I could, the shower of gore finally signaled I’d punched through into something vital.

“Short bursts,” I called over the radio. “Keep the shots close together. Get a nice cluster, they fall.”

“Sir!” came several acknowledgements.

Bursts went off in all directions. I moved at a fast walk. I kept my aim up and only shot orcs that were directly in front of me. Or were heading directly for me. I trusted my wives, and the other Dorfs to handle things to either side as we closed in on the gate where my Ra was likely doing her duty.

I marched on, putting down orc after orc, before I noticed a red light. “Alfi?”

“Three rounds left,” she answered immediately.

I picked a target, a little further back than I’d been risking, and held the trigger down. The orc fell with a scream and I jettisoned the magazine. Later, I might think about a bag or something to keep the spent ones. Right now, I just grabbed the next magazine I could find and stuffed it into position. Without a slide, there was no need to cock it. I just tapped the trigger and sent more rounds downrange.

“They’re copying us,” a voice called.

“Who?” I asked.

“Sir, there is another group behind us, moving like we are,” the soldier replied.

I didn’t turn back. I knew there were other landors. More troops, more frames. I couldn’t hear any distant shooting from behind us though, so I didn’t think they had Alfi’s new weapons. She hadn’t planned to need them until after we’d arrived.

“Big surge, left side,” Alfi nudged me.

I looked over and saw them. A section of the wall must have fallen. The gun was rocking violently, while the one that had been firing, was now sitting still and silent. Figures rushed over the wall and flowed onto the ground. I looked over at where I knew Hanwarra was fighting and saw her cut through the orcs on the outside.

“Fuck,” I cursed. “Swinging left. Need to cut down their numbers.”

“Need to get the guns on the walls firing again,” Dernorra pointed out. “If we don’t hold the portal, more will come through.”

“Good thing we’re here then,” I muttered. “Can someone tell the team behind us to move right? If we hold left, that’ll leave a gap in the middle that’ll be clear enough for a supply run.”

“Sir,” Alfi acknowledged.

I plucked out a second magazine and held it in my off hand, while aiming at the orcs streaming over the wall. The gun at the top pitched and fell inward. Right before a flash of light erupted. A moment later, the sound of the explosion reached our frames. The internal speakers cut the noise, but it still rattled our suits.

“Generator detonation,” Alfi gasped.

I realized a smaller version of that was what almost killed me in the fight to save her. For whatever reason, that filled me with some grim hope.

“While they’re off balance!” I shouted. “Push!”

We rushed in. The orcs who had been streaming over the wall, turned and looked at the plume of smoke rising into the air. Right before chunks of metal and rock rained down around them. That sent them scurrying around, rather than in a coherent wave. When I led the charge, they were off balance and distracted. I took full advantage as I pumped rounds into the closest orcs.

“Hold them back!” Hanwarra’s voice came over the radio. “Resupply incoming! Tobias… Be safe.”

“Should be saying that to you, elder,” I snapped as I put down another orc. “Hold the line! Let them come to us!”


CHAPTER FIFTEEN


The only word that came to mind was meat grinder. The explosion cleared the top of the wall, and sent a plume of smoke and flames, towering into the sky. That didn’t stop the orcs though. It just slowed them down. Whatever they must have thought within the walls, they clearly couldn’t see what was outside of them.

I led the way. Marching forward. I ignored the orcs coming from my sides and focused only on what was right ahead of me. The SMG’s Alfi built for us lacked the same stopping power as the shotguns. But the controlled bursts made them far easier to pick targets without spraying down an area. It didn’t matter if it took three shots to put down an orc, if the alternative was to miss or waste another dozen hitting the ground around them.

I almost felt bad for them too. An orc with a spear slipped over the wall. I saw him land and check the area. His eyes were red and puffy from the smoke, having not been able to stand on the top for very long. He recognized us quickly and stood, but by then, I was taking aim. I saw the glint in his eye as he stepped forward, as if to throw his weapon. I was faster.

My first round struck him in the shoulder, knocking him off step. The second glanced off his jaw, sending a shower of bone and teeth off to one side. With his head whipping around, my third shot took him below the ear, and dropped him to the ground.

Around me, others did the same. Marching slowly forward, taking shots and covering one another while we reloaded. Behind us, the landors continued moving, rumbling along as they watched to see what would happen, ready to respond should we need to leave. Ready to flee if it was too late.

I put down another orc and saw the red light appear on my display. I was already pulling out a spare magazine, when two orcs dropped out of the smoke. I fired my last rounds at them. Rushed, I missed and hit the wall twice, and then low in the stomach on the third shot. That slowed the orc, but didn’t stop him. It didn’t deter the second at all. I batted the magazine out of my weapon and was fitting the magazine, watching as my attackers got closer.

A handful of shots rang out and both orcs fell. When I looked to my left, Alfi was reloading, the same as I was. Beside her was Morn, who bounced in place.

“Morn good?”

I chuckled. “Morn good.”

“Morn ready for hard fuc⁠—”

“Morn! Professional,” Alfi cut in. “Like we spoke about, remember?”

“Morn…” She grunted into her helmet. “Morn good.”

“Later Morn,” I told her. “Slow the enemy here everyone,” I continued to the whole group. “Thin the numbers as they come over the wall. We don’t want to get too close, or they’ll throw things from the top.”

As if to emphasize the point, an ax landed in the gravel ahead of us. When I looked up, there was an orc waving his arms, before taking a shot to the hip. That pitched him sideways, where he tumbled from the wall and hit the ground hard. The orc didn’t get up again.

Shortly, he was joined by more of them. The smoke and flames kept the orcs from swarming. The lack of consistent pushing was enough for us to hold our ground. The gun atop the wall had finally fallen silent, but things were still moving. The team on the other side of Hanwarra’s was holding the same position as us. It formed a barrier that kept back the orcs, as Alfi’s landor backed up with supplies.

I watched as a construction frame rushed out, carrying equipment, followed by two more. They ran across open ground, unguarded but unmolested. They’d have been cut down by orcs had we not been here. Their target was the right side, since the gun above where I was had already been destroyed.

I watched the first arrive, and begin extending a pole with a catch on the end. It was as much attention as I could spare as a voice cut over the radio.

“They’re coming around the side!”

I turned and realized I’d made a mistake. We’d pushed to the wall, but the smoke and flames were already slowing them down. Which pushed them to go around. The fort around the portal was a box with a gate on one side. The orcs simply went around the flames and were coming in hard.

“Left side pull back! Form a single line! Don’t let them get close!”

To emphasize my point, I grabbed Dernorra, still on my right and pulled her ahead of me as I walked my section of the line back. The Dorfs clearly had some kind of training in formations and quickly figured out what I was doing. As we straightened the wedge into a column, we peppered the leading edge of the orcs with shots.

“Keep an eye on the wall, don’t let us⁠—”

“Hanwarra!”

I heard Foly’s voice cut through and I almost turned my back. I gritted my teeth and kept firing, trusting my wives to look after one another.

“I’m fine!” Hanwarra’s snarl cut over the radio. “Keep them—AHHH!”

I held down the trigger, and emptied my magazine into the approaching orcs. The others began to do the same, pushing a wider gap than originally presented.

“Hanwarra!” I called over the radio. “Talk to me.”

“Fine!” she snarled. “Do your duty!”

I growled as I set the next magazine and emptied that into the green wall ahead of me as well.

“Foly?”

“I don’t know sir,” Foly replied immediately. “She fell, and got back up⁠—”

“I said I’m fine!” Hanwarra snarled furiously.

I thought of her pregnancy. How she’d stuffed herself into a frame. “Hanwarra⁠—”

“I said I’m…. BY THE DEPTHS!”

“Tobias!” Foly’s voice cut over. There was a large thread of fear in it.

“That’s not helping!” I snapped as I reloaded and began putting rounds downrange once more. “Someone talk to me! What is wrong with my wife?!”

“Sir, she fell,” an unknown soldier’s voice replied. “Her frame might be malfunctioning⁠—”

“Do not speak for me!” Hanwarra snarled. “I am… I…. AHHHHHH!”

“GET HER BACK TO THE LANDOR!” I ordered.

“If we break, the orcs will flood out the entrance!” Foly countered. “She’s not moving, we’ll need to get her out, or frames to carry her.”

“One of the constructors⁠—”

“IGNORE HIS COMMANDS!” Hanwarra snarled. “DO YOUR DUTY. I AM FINE!”

“Dammit Hanwarra, I will come over there!” I snarled as I put down an orc with a rather impressive mohawk.

“You would dare countermand my orders⁠—”

“Absolutely the fuck I would, and that’s why you made me your second,” I snapped back.

“He’s right⁠—”

“Shut it Foly,” Hanwarra snapped. “Help me get—AAAAAHHHH!”

I clenched my teeth so hard, I nearly chipped a tooth. I needed to make a decision. Something was happening and Hanwarra was being stubborn.

“This is Tobias Conner-Kyanite, husband to Hanwarra Obsidian, second in command. If anyone is listening, we have a medical emergency.”

“Tobias—”

I ignored her and continued to talk. “I am authorizing whatever is necessary to end this. If you have weapons. Use them. If you have ammunition, deliver it. If you have an idea, do it. Consequences be damned.”

“TOBIAS!”

“ONE MORE COMPLAINT OUT OF YOU AND SO HELP ME I WILL TURN THIS FORMATION AROUND!” I roared back. “Foly, do what you have to do. Hanwarra, I love you, but you’d have to be blind, deaf, dumb and stupid not to recognize something is wrong!”

“It’s the baby.”

I froze. My world narrowed. My heart beat and I almost turned around right then and there. “It’s what?”

Hanwarra let out a pained groan and was silent for a few moments, before finally answering. “I think it’s coming.”

“Foly—”

“Tobias, she needs medical facilities. We need to scan her. There’s a lot going on here,” Foly answered.

“This is too soon, isn’t it?” I asked.

“I’m a Dorf, pregnant to a human, you tell me?!” Hanwarra snapped back.

She was very pregnant. If she were a human I’d be concerned this was quite early. For a Dorf though, I had no idea. How genetics worked, between a Dorf and a human, I had no idea. This could be normal, or…

“Foly?”

“I don’t know, sir,” Foly’s voice came over. “But there’s only one place we can do a proper scan and find out.”

“The medical facility is being prepared for the elder,” an unfamiliar voice came over. “Inside the walls is turmoil, but we have them in a chokepoint. If you can get her here, we can look after her.”

“Get us ammunition, we can get the wall guns firing again, clear you some space!” a second voice cut through. “We’re holding our own, but only barely.”

“Everyone, do what you have to do!” I ordered. “Foly, you look after Hanwarra. Keep up communication, as soon as we have the walls secure, I’m coming for my wife!”

“Bastard!” Hanwarra choked out.

I smirked and took a deep breath. “My team spread out. Get a line around the corner! How are we for ammunition?”

“About half,” Alfi replied, along with half a dozen calls of agreement.

Efficiency aside, there were lots of orcs to shoot.

“If anyone’s out there, we could use a resupply ourselves,” I called over the radio.

“Sir,” the familiar voice of the teen girl from our landor came over the radio. “We’re coming to you now.”

I wanted to argue with her. That landor was just supplies and a couple of families. They weren’t combatants, but we needed the help. My line spread out. Pushing wider, to cover more ground. I kept us angled so we could see the wall we were holding. Orcs were still climbing over and dropping down. But most of them were coming from around the corner. They surged in waves. Sometimes a handful, sometimes several dozen. They weren’t organized, and I thanked my lucky stars for that.

Voices came over the radio. Requests and instructions, requests for aid. I heard the rumbling sound of an approaching landor before Dernorra nudged my side.

“Hold still, don’t move,” she said.

I glanced over and saw her in a shooting stance. Weapon up, one step forward. Stuffing magazines into the pouches was the teen girl I’d been worrying about. I felt a bump and looked down to see her mother doing the same thing to me. They had armfuls and were working down the line, starting in the middle with me.

“We’ll load you up and take the empties back,” the older Dorf called. “It’s not much, but we can’t sit back and do nothing.”

“When we get out of this, come find me,” I told her. “You and yours will be recognized.”

“Thank you sir.” She bowed. “But I’m not doing it for recognition.”

I didn’t care what her reasoning was. They were unarmed civilians standing on a battlefield. I called out an order for all the frames to stop moving. If we bumped them we might injure them by accident. The civilians scurried around. Armfuls of loaded magazines from Alfi’s landor parked nearby. With their arms empty, they picked up the empties we’d been dropping and hurried back.

There was another group over on the other side. But they weren’t the only ones moving. The constructor frames were still at it. Hauling crates over to the wall. The original delivery had been a lift system. A scaffold-like frame that locked onto the top of the wall like a medieval siege ladder. It was flimsy, not the kind of thing you could use in a siege, but for a resupply, it worked well. I watched as a frame placed a crate between the two sides, and connected it somehow. Then it seized a mechanism built onto the side and cranked it.

The crate rose slowly, and I marveled for a moment about these industrious people once more. Were this a proper siege, the ladder, the mechanism and the frame would be targets. It was only useful since we held the top of the wall. Getting it set up would have been impossible had there been attackers trying to stop them. This had the look of utility, like how you’d put furniture through an upstairs window, rather than carry it up by hand. I’d have to introduce them to the idea of a crane. Cranes didn’t generally kill people, at least.

“Sir, I need a spare frame!” a voice called.

“For what?” I answered, not looking as I turned my attention to the orcs and put rounds downrange once again.

“I need them to hold this. The constructors are busy, and it will only take a moment.”

“Whoever’s closest, if you can break off, get over there now!” I ordered.

“Sir!” came a clipped response.

The fighting was growing more intense by the minute. More orcs were flowing over the far walls. More were coming around in waves. A group of almost one-hundred pushed around at once. Our wall of frames opened fire, holding down our triggers and mowed them down. I ran dry as the last half dozen closed in.

“To arms!” came a cry.

I hesitated for a moment, before reaching up to the back of my hand. It had been a while since I’d used them, but I made the effort to extend my wrist blades. It was quicker than reloading and the orcs were coming in fast. Dernorra stepped ahead of me, swinging her sword. The orc sidestepped at the last moment and redirected to Alfi. I lunged and threw out a punch.

My blade struck him in the chest as he went past, just as Morn reseated her magazine and opened fire, point blank into the orc’s chest and head. He collapsed, knocking Alfi to the ground in the process. I grabbed the dying orc and dragged him free. Someone screamed and I looked up, seeing another frame fall. More were coming and only half of us were reloaded. This first batch were coming to pieces under the weight of hand to hand weapons. But we weren’t ready for the second.

Which was when the landor rumbled by. It angled out. Moving further from the wall, while angling away from us. I spotted it. The ramp down, but not all the way. It was being used as a platform, and mounted to the back of it, was a pair of guns, like the ones on the wall. One facing in each direction.

“FIRE!” A voice cried.

The gun pointed towards the fort, now clear of hitting us, opened up. The air shrieked and orcs fell. The gunner held the trigger down, sweeping it along, cutting the orcs down. At the same time, a voice came over the radio.

“Wall gun reloaded, wait for an opening and take the elder!”

But it was Hanwarra’s voice that made all the difference.

“Toby, please?” she called.

That plea, the vulnerability was all it took. I looked around. The landor was sweeping along around the corner. Firing away and cutting down the orcs. Even as I watched, it slowly began to turn away from the wall. That gave the second gun an opening to continue firing as it made its way slowly back towards us again. By driving in a figure eight maneuver, they could keep the guns on the target at all time while giving precious moments to cool and reload them in between bursts.

“Sir, we can swing around and hit the other side, if you want to break,” someone in the landor said over the radio.

I could only say one thing in return. “Thank you all. Alfi⁠—”

“Take Morn,” Dernorra snapped. “Alfi and I will hold the line. Get to Hanwarra.”

“Morn come,” was the feisty orc’s reply.

“Go,” Alfi ordered and shoved me with an elbow.

I didn’t need to be told twice. Hanwarra must have disabled her radio. She wasn’t making any noises. With the opening I needed, I turned and made sure not to knock anyone over as I ran back towards the gatehouse. There was a ring of corpses around it, the orcs who had been outside the walls when we arrived. Since we got into position, there weren't any more of them. One of the constructor frames hurried by, holding another crate, but I ignored them as I reached the gatehouse entrance. The frames here were battered and I realized this was a rest spot.

They saw me coming and stepped aside to let me through. It was cramped. Frames were everywhere. The far end, on the inside was chaos. Three frames, shoulder to shoulder with three more behind them. They fired continuously, before pushing back and letting the three behind them move up and fire as well.

In the middle of it all, was two frames. Foly and Hanwarra. Both were upright, though it looked like Foly was supporting Hanwarra.

“Toby?”

“I’m here, what’s going on?”

“Baby,” Hanwarra grunted.

I wasn’t sure what to make of that, but I already knew what we needed. The medical facility. We had to go through the gate, down to the bottom of the pit and double back into the tunnel that was originally how we got to the portal to begin with. It was strange to me, that everything that had happened since I arrived on this world—happened here.

“I can see a second wall gun coming online,” someone called over the radio. “When you’re ready to move the elder, we’re in position.”

“Let’s go,” Hanwarra growled. “Before the next one.”

“Next what?” I asked.

“I can’t examine her inside the frame,” Foly explained as she urged me to take the lead. “But it sounds like contractions.”

“Is that⁠—”

“Nothing about this is normal, so let's go,” Hanwarra snapped and gave me a shove with one armored hand.

I took the hint and spun around. “Walls, we’re making our move,” I called over the radio.

“Let’s thin the entrance. When the shooting clears, start moving. We’ll keep the bulk away from you.”

“Whoever this is, thank you,” I acknowledged.

Then, all hell broke loose. So many rounds struck near the entrance all at once, the Dorfs guarding it scrambled back. They weren’t in danger, but the dust and chunks of rock went everywhere. It kept up for several seconds. The dust was joined by red mist and finally the shooting moved away.

“GO!” I ordered.

The Dorfs pushed and we broke out of the gatehouse. There was a small mountain of corpses just outside the gate. Many of them had fallen down the slope into the pit. Which was a horrible realization. We’d have to march around the entire outskirts to get down. That, or risk sliding. In Hanwarra’s condition, I wasn’t sure of the best option.

“Ramp or jump?” I asked.

“What?” Foly asked.

I gestured to the ramp. Like a quarry, it was a road, built like a ramp around the outside of the pit. We might climb down, but it wasn’t going to be safe or comfortable.

“No time,” Hanwarra growled as she pushed past and got to the edge of the ramp. The slope here was dangerous. If she fell, she could hurt herself. Instead, she dropped onto her rump and hesitated.

“Shit,” I cursed and went first.

I shoved my blade into the road with one hand, the other held my gun. I leaned into the side and let gravity take me down. There were orcs moving everywhere. The wall guns couldn’t risk hitting everything near us. They fired in bursts. Pummeling the clumps, and thinning those coming through the portal. The far walls were swarming with orcs trying to climb out, but the guns swept over them as well.

I hit the lower section of ramp and found myself facing an orc, sprinting right for me. Channeling my inner spartan, I kicked out hard, knocking him flat onto the ground, while slumping against the wall behind me in return. Which put me in the right spot to put two rounds into his head as I turned and watched Hanwarra slide down with Foly and Morn supporting her.

“Oh, by the depths,” Hanwarra groaned as she hit the ground and staggered to her knees.

“We need to keep moving,” Foly urged her. “Two more till we hit the bottom.”

“Two?” Hanwarra moaned.

“Drag if have to,” Morn suggested.

I grimaced and shot a few nearby orcs who were weighing up their options. More Dorfs were streaming in, holding the area inside the gatehouse. It made it obvious how this place fell when the orcs streamed in. The guns opened fire. When they ran out of ammunition, the orcs took over. The two guns firing in bursts, is what kept the orcs from wiping out all the Dorfs and they had adapted their tactics even now. They stayed above, taking pot shots at the orcs who were coming up the ramp. The few now stuck between the Dorfs at the top, and my group, were split and heading in both directions.

As more Dorfs came onto the walls, some of them slid down to join us as Hanwarra got to her feet. Only to collapse.

“C’mon Ra,” I called as I took her arm.

“No,” Ra hissed. “Can’t.”

“Sure you can,” I pleaded.

“Ra, we can’t do this here,” Foly insisted as she tried to get Hanwarra up again.

Rather than argue, Ra fell onto her side and rolled onto her back.

And then opened her frame.

She was sweating and grimacing as she pulled herself out. Foly and Morn were trying to get her back into the frame, while I spotted an orc scramble over the edge. I spun and put two rounds into him, sending him back, while the guns on the walls kept firing at any clump that moved.

“Toby, this is happening now, whether we want it or not,” Foly said.

I turned and watched as she opened her frame and jumped out. Hanwarra was red in the face and Foly scrambled free.

“Someone shove her frame over. If something bumps it, I don’t want them getting crushed.”

Morn reacted first. Kicking the frame over as she stood where it had been and took up a defensive stance.

A cluster came charging up the ramp. One of the wall guns momentarily fired, cutting them down in number. Morn began firing while I shifted into position to help. The Dorfs at the top fired down, but were struggling with the steep sides. If they got too close, they risked a fall and that would send them tumbling down onto Hanwarra.

I caught sight of my wives. Hanwarra, on her knees. Laying forward over the side of her frame. Foly had pulled her pants down and I could see a mass of something dark between Hanwarra’s legs, and a trickle of blood.

“SIR!”

I spun and narrowly avoided getting my leg swept by the orc who came up the side. He snarled, having barely missed, before I put a round into the dirt beside his head. I’d missed, but the distraction was enough that he slipped and fell on his own. I cast one look back at my wives, and saw that dark mass was the top of a head. Hanwarra was crowning and Foly was doing her best.

Whatever worries I had, it was too late. My best chance, for all of us, was to concentrate. When the orcs above us were finally cut down, the Dorfs began to descend. It would take time, but they would reach us eventually. The small number of us that got this far, held our ground. Morn stayed by my side shooting everything that came up the ramp, while I shot orcs that climbed up the side.

“Tobias, it’s time to go!” Foly called, only just loud enough for me to notice.

I turned and looked back. Foly held Hanwarra by the shoulder. Hanwarra was wide eyed and swaying, but clutching a bloody bundle to her chest. I didn’t know what to think, but I knew what we needed to do. I cast my eyes up at the Dorfs marching down towards us and sighed.

“Everyone, clear a path. Now.”

Then I charged. Morn stuck to my side. We rushed down the ramp. The wall guns opened fire, concentrating on clearing our path. Foly and Hanwarra hurried along as best they could. Hanwarra stumbled like she was drunk, in nothing but her pilot suit, now stained heavily with her blood. I hoped they’d be okay, but we needed to get to the medical facilities to be certain.

At some point, Morn lost her gun. The weapon thrown aside, instead, she held a pair of bone clubs. She used them to great effect, beating down the orcs who managed to get close, while I reloaded. The guns on the walls did their best. Switching from hosing down the portal, to thinning the number trying to climb up and kill us.

It was almost dreamlike as we finally reached the tunnel. Frames beckoned us in. I stood to one side, and gestured for the release. My frame cracked open and I dropped to the ground beside Hanwarra and scooped her up into my arms. I didn’t look. I couldn’t bear to know if something had gone terribly wrong. Hanwarra was almost limp, clutching the baby in her arms. My baby. She was holding… our baby. I had a son, or a daughter. If anything, that got me moving faster.

Foly pushed ahead, calling for help. More Dorfs appeared and we were swept into a room before I was ushered back out. Part of me wanted to argue, but Foly’s pleading expression got me moving. This was an emergency, and I was in the way.

A warm set of hands took my own, and I found myself being steered away. Until finally, it was quiet. The door closed and I took a deep breath, before yelping as I was violently shoved forward. My legs hit the familiar edge of a nest and I collapsed in a heap at the bottom.

“Ouch,” I complained as I rolled onto my back, only to stare as Morn shoved the rest of her flight suit off. “Morn⁠—”

“Toby be quiet,” she muttered.

“Morn, I really⁠—”

“TOBY BY QUIET!” she yelled as she tossed her suit aside and climbed into the nest. “Toby wife not here,” she said, mounting me even as I tried to figure out if I even wanted this. Not that… she wasn’t rather beautiful, just that— “Morn pretend wife. Others say I have right. I not know if right or wrong. But Toby need distraction. So Morn fuck.”

“Morn—”

“Toby be quiet,” she muttered as she pulled at my outfit.

Truth be told, I was heavily conflicted mentally. But as my cock sprang into view… physically, was a whole other matter.

“Good. Hard,” she nodded as she took me in her hands and sat up.

“Hey, wait—gnnn!”

I shuddered as she sank onto me without a moment of hesitation. Her pussy felt like a warm vice and she sank fully onto me in a single motion.

“Oh,” she groaned.

“Morn, are you okay?” I asked, grabbing her wrists as she stared at something ahead of her.

“Morn… not know…”

“You don’t know?” I asked. “Know what?”

Morn blinked and took a deep breath. “Morn not know how to fuck.”

I met her eyes as she stared at me and swallowed. Whatever argument I could make about slowing down, thinking or… Anything. It didn’t matter. Morn wasn’t going to be told no, and it was hard to worry about things I couldn’t help, while I was balls deep in a green cunt. “I ahh… You… bounce, I guess?”

“Bounce,” Morn nodded as she raised herself up. She made a soft noise as my cock slid halfway out of her, before she relaxed and slammed deep. “Oh.” Morn groaned softly. “Morn like.”

“You like?” I grinned, despite everything. “So do I.”

Morn nodded and did it again. Then stopped and got her feet under herself. She leaned forward, putting her hands on my chest, and raised herself up on the balls of her feet. Then she dropped her weight, slamming my cock deep into herself. I grunted at the impact, but didn’t have time to prepare as she did it again.

“Wait,” I said, grabbing her arms. “You don’t need to go so high, you can just bounce faster.”

“Faster,” Morn nodded.

And then she shattered my world. She didn’t slam down quite so hard. But she still raised herself until just the head of my cock was inside her. She jackhammered down onto my cock, as quickly as she could. Her mouth fell open and her fingers dug into my chest. She drove herself down like she was trying to bury me in the floor and wasn’t stopping for anything. All I could do was hold on for this ride as best I could while she took what she wanted without mercy.

I grabbed her arms, and thought about football. I don’t know why I thought of that, but it was the only thing that came to mind as her vice-like pussy attempted to remove my soul via my cock. If she wasn’t squat and green, I’d have sworn she was a succubus. So when my orgasm boiled up, it came with the pressure of a firehose.

I grabbed her and pulled her down as my cock throbbed and she let out a gasp as I pumped deep into her womb. Morn trembled and I cupped her head, to bring her lips close enough to kiss. She clung to me, wriggling the whole time, desperately milking me as she did, and it was only then I realized she was convulsing and whimpering too. She didn’t orgasm like a Dorf, more like a human woman, and I was happy that she’d gotten there for our first time.

I slumped back and blinked as I noticed Foly standing over us. She had a relieved smile on her face.

“Hey you two,” she called gently. “It’s good news. Hanwarra and your daughter are going to be fine. We did our scans, and other than being a little earlier than expected—both are healthy and doing well.”

“Oh, that’s a relief,” I sighed. “Morn⁠—”

“No,” Morn grumbled.

“Morn, let him up,” Foly said, exasperated. “You can have him again later. We’re not⁠—”

“Toby only filled once. You said twice,” Morn growled, and got back on the balls of her feet. “One more. Then go.”
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“Toby?”

I looked up and saw the tired smile on Foly’s face. I glanced over at Morn, who was snoozing softly in the nest beside me. She had been… vigorous, but once all that energy had been spent, she curled into a ball and promptly fell asleep. I wasn’t offended. Just worried, and my thoughts had kept me up far longer than I should have.

“Is she okay?”

“Hanwarra, or your daughter?” Foly asked.

“A daughter,” I hesitated. “Is…”

“She’s perfectly healthy, as far as the scans can test. Ra sent me to fetch you.”

I felt numb as I dressed and left the room. Foly didn’t speak. She didn’t need to. I came along, tame as a lamb and held my breath as I entered the small room. Ra was there, laying back on the big stone slab beneath the scanning contraption. Only now, with a thin mat, some pillows and a blanket draped over her. Her big obsidian eyes rose from the bundle in her arms as she saw me come in.

We stared at one another for a moment, before I hesitantly moved closer.

“T-Tobias,” Hanwarra whispered.

She sounded tired and I reached out to cup her cheek. She gasped as I leaned in and kissed her. Despite Morn’s attempts to keep me occupied, I was stressing out of my mind thinking of Hanwarra. Seeing her upright and holding our child, I felt my lip tremble as I pulled back.

“I love you,” I told her.

“I love you too,” she smiled, before looking down at our child. “But between you and me, she’s cuter.”

“Between me and her, I’d agree,” I joked, making Hanwarra giggle softly.

“Do you want to hold her?”
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In the halls of Valhalla, a great game is played. To see who will lead the armies during Ragnarök. Each competitor, given a rank to determine their worthiness and their ability. Only things haven’t gone quite to plan.

Loki, having watched it for a millennia, is bored.

Luthor wasn’t the brightest, the smartest, or the most athletic. What he had going for him was an interest in strategy-based video games. With the final click of a mouse, Luthor took the win, and failed to notice he was no longer with the living.

Loki noticed.

Given a choice, a token and a new beginning, young Luthor’s first steps into Valhalla, made him his first enemy. One powerful enough to have Luthor taken out of the game as quickly as he had arrived.

Luthor’s going to have to learn on the fly. Or he, and his pretty companion who seems to know his every thought, aren’t going to last long.

At last, for Loki’s sake. Things weren’t going to be so boring.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0H54R8C5M
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Detective Jimmy O’Neill was one of the best. He played by the rules, did the job right and his instincts rarely failed him. If only he could say the same about the legal system that bound him.

With one phone call, Jimmy lost his key witness and a man-turned-monster would slip through his fingers yet again. Something Jimmy couldn’t live with. Consequences be damned.

That one, simple decision. A wrong, committed for the right reasons, caught the attention of something greater. Earth isn’t quite so alone as one might think. Hidden from most, but not from all, Jimmy O’Neill is flagged as a potential candidate.

The galaxy is a dangerous place. A fragile peace, held together with a mix of precise action and raw power. So when the trigger mechanism for an anti-matter bomb is located by chance, on a mostly quiet station, orbiting a backwoods mining planet. The first step is to send someone in, to quietly poke around.

It’s time to send a sheriff.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0GZN18NT9
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Dapy's whole life has been turned on its head.

First there was the drunk, mad wizard Efaris. Then a borderline sociopathic cat. Only for Efaris to reveal herself as a woman in a magical disguise and that cat... Prince Sagroth, the demon lord of Lust.

Dapy didn't fully understand why his dear Kitty loved him so, nor did he understand where all the other demons came from. Heify, Allmiron and all the rest.

But not all are pleased with Kitty's newfound distractions. There is another in the plains. Deeper. Colder. More calculating. And he's been playing a longer game than anyone else.

Who else? But the embodiment of Treachery himself.

It's time for Dapy to man up. Make a few decisions of his own and make a few more friends along the way.

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0GX38ZD85
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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


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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