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CHAPTER
 ONE












“U
 ghh! Is that—is that all your human cock can do?” Norse groaned as her hips wetly slammed down on my shaft. Her hands were like iron shackles, pinning me to the mattress as she rode me. I bit my lip as I tried to control myself but the friction and grip of her pussy was too much to fight against. “Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me, you worthless snake!”

Norse’s body was near perfection, but unlike the Amazons, Norse’s Elven body didn’t appear to be cut of muscles and instead had the familiar curves of a woman. The belly and waist, while trim, were also soft. Her breasts were ample and overflowing, and her hips and thighs were thick and curvy. The milky white skin all the Elves possessed was the same as Norse, creamy and soft. Had the woman not been so angry or mean, I might have been enjoying myself at that moment.

“Ohhhh yes! AAhhhhh!” Norse flicked her long raven hair over her shoulder as she arched her back and moaned. I felt her thighs lock around my sides and wrists, and for a second, as with every time she came, I wondered if this was it. If Norse was about to crush me to death. “Ohh God yes! I’m cumming on your worthless cock!”

Norse’s face became mixed as her eyebrows went high with pleasure while her lips snarled. She ground her pusssy into my cock, and her thighs quivered briefly before she arched her back and screamed, “Ahhhhhhh Gods, yes!”

I enjoyed the few seconds of reprieve while she came, but the moment was fleeting. Almost immediately after catching my breath, Norse began to ride me again. Hard and fast was the only pace she seemed to know. Her plump tits bounced from her chest and fell back down to it as she slammed her sopping wet pussy down on my cock. A few more minutes passed before I knew it was all but inevitable.

Grunting and bucking my hips, I came hard as my balls flexed and my cum filled the Elf girl up. She growled upon receiving it. The sound she made was something between a moan and a strained gasp, as if she was actually exuding effort. A rare thing when it came to a magical creature like an Elf when dealing with a human.

“I… I think I need a break,” I panted and winced from the numerous cramps and sores that were torturing my body. The truth was I needed a break hours ago, but the pain from the many injuries I had sustained throughout the morning and afternoon had worsened and was unbearable now.

A snake of a smile grew over Norse’s lips as she looked down on me. “You wish to quit? We can quit. Then, all of this would have been for nothing. No power for you. Your travels here and time spent here will have been for nothing,” Norse said as if she would enjoy that failure.

“No, no,” I protested, “I don’t want to quit, my body just needs a moment to recover.”

Norse swung her legs to one side of me and began to stroke my softening shaft again in her palms. I winced and groaned at the pain of her grip.

“There is no recovery,” she said, “You either quit or you continue. Those are your options.”

Through clenched teeth, I sucked in a deep breath and grunted, “Continue…”

“What was that?” Norse asked with an edge to her voice.

“Continue!” I yelled, and the speed at which she stroked my shaft increased, and I swallowed my grunts of pain. This was the most painful process in the process. Unlike Lanely, Norse did not use her mouth to get me hard again; instead, she used her rough hand.

I must have come nearly a dozen times since we began at dawn, and Norse came at least as many times. The pain I felt was only the tip of the issue. The exhaustion I was plagued with grew from the inside. Whatever magic Norse used on me, it was twice as powerful as what Lanely used. I could feel my heart beating in my chest. I could hear my blood rushing inside me. I wondered if I would even survive the process.

As strange as it was, I got through the day by focusing my thoughts on Isabella. I was doing this for her and our unborn son. From what I had learned from the Elves and Isabella, the world was about to drastically change in the coming months. Change for the worse. I had to make preparations. I had to succeed.

The second half of the afternoon lasted twice as long as the first half, and the evening was even longer. I kept telling myself the end was near. I lied to myself after each orgasm that that would be my last but it never was, until it finally was. With a finally buck of Norse’s hips as she rode me, I came for the last time, my eyes were barely open as Norse climbed off of me and left the room. I didn’t move as I felt my energy and life force draining from me.


Is this what dying feels like? Am I too weak to get the power that Isabella sent me for?


Suddenly, my eyes opened again, and I realized someone was sitting me upright. Soft fruits were fed into my mouth for several minutes before my eyes opened enough to see her silver hair. It was Tuly, the princess, and my guide since being down here. Somehow, she held me upright with ease in one hand and fed me fruit with the other. I was too tired to eat, but she fed me through my protests. When I had finished my meal, she put me back on the bed and left me to rest.

I had succeeded. Completing my task, I was given power now… or so I thought.













CHAPTER
 TWO












I
 awoke twice over the next however many hours I slept before finally waking for good. Both times it was to Lanely applying a healing ointment to my wrists, hips, and cock. I would try to speak, but Lanely would hush me and tell me to rest, and so I did. When I finally woke, it was to a strange and uncomfortable sensation. My physical body was healed and felt as good as ever. However, there was a fullness inside my chest that left me hobbled. I limped when I walked because I feared I might tear my body in two if I straightened.

“Ah, you’re awake,” Lanely said, meeting me at the doorway. “I worried you would not wake.”

“How—How long have I been asleep?” I said, palming my chest.

“Six days,” Lanely replied.

“Six days,” I said with shock but felt a crippling pain double me over.

“Yes, now, quiet,” Lanely said and quickly rushed to my side. She brought me to a chair beside the bed and sat me down. “You are far too weak to stand. I will bring you food. You must eat.”

“There’s this pain in my chest,” I grunted, “It feels like I’m about to explode. Is this normal?”

“I could not tell you,” Lanely said, pausing at the door, “You are the first human we have blessed with power.”

“I am?” I asked.

“Truth be told we did not know if you would survive the process… we still are not sure,” Lanely added before leaving the room.

“Well… great…”

Lanely returned with Tuly and a tray of food. After a few bites of the vegetables and fruits, I was ready to be done, but the women insisted that I eat more. The whole ordeal was exhausting, and I collapsed back into my bed and fell asleep. Tully covered me in blankets, and I felt her presence sitting in the chair beside the bed as I slept. Sensing her presence was a new feeling, but I was too tired to explore it. Waking four times more over the next several days, I repeated the same process of standing, sitting, and eating before crashing out to sleep again. Each time, I felt a little better than the last.

Finally, I woke after nearly ten days spent asleep. The pain and discomfort were gone in exchange for dizziness. Sitting up from bed and walking felt like a new experience. It was as if I had just been placed in someone else’s body and was learning to use it again.

“You’re alive,” Tuly said from the doorway. She sounded equally excited and relieved. To my surprise, she hugged me. I smelled the sweet scent of her silver hair and the creamy texture of her soft skin.

“I’m alive,” I smiled as we separated from the hug.

“Your life force sunk to its lowest level last night. We all felt it. father said there was nothing we could do but wait.”

“It did?”

“You are quite impressive,” her father said, entering the room. “I dare say that most men would not have survived that transfer. Norse gave you more power than we discussed.”

I looked at my hands, “I don’t feel any more powerful,” I said, turning them over.

“Your power is still locked away for the time being,” her father said.

“Locked away? How do I unlock it?”

“The succubus who… attacked you… Before we met, she was once our prisoner. The demon woman is a crafty thief, and she took more than just your energy. She took your Heart-Key.”

“My Heart-Key?”

Tuly stepped forward and touched my chest. “Every mortal has one. It is a spiritual tool used to grow a person’s mana. This tool is rich with life force, and only an experienced succubus could extract it.”

“So what? I can’t use this power at all? This whole thing was for nothing?” I felt anger beginning to boil inside me.


Had these Elves just tricked me just as the Succubus had tricked me?!


“Calm yourself,” Tuly’s father commanded, and I took a deep breath. “This is no trick. The Succubus is the last step to your transformation. Here, wear this,” he said, holding out a necklace with a small green talisman on it. “When you mate with her again, this will call your Heart-Key back to you. As long as you wear this, the succubus’ powers will have no effect on you.”

I took the necklace, eyeing it carefully. “But how will I find her? What if she is long gone by now?”

“She remains close,” he said, “she is too weak to travel far. She would linger close to the road on the outskirts of the woods. After you use your talisman, she will be greatly weakened. Leave her in the dirt where she belongs; my people will collect her and imprison her for another thousand years.”

A thousand years did seem like a long time, but then again, the succubus had just tried to kill him.

“So that’s it, then? Mate with the Succubus again while wearing this?” I said.

“We have done all we can for you. It is up to you to do the rest,” he said, “you may stay for one more day to finish your recovery. Then you must be on your way.”

He left as abruptly as he arrived, leaving his daughter and me in the room. After an awkward moment, she left and returned with a tray of food and happily sat to watch me eat.

“Do you guys not eat?” I asked as I devoured food hungrily for the first time in days.

“We eat, just not nearly as often as mortals. Our bodies are more efficient,” Tuly said.

“Your people sure do brag quite a bit,” I said dryly.

Tuly smiled sheepishly, “It is so,” she said.

A few minutes passed in silence before I asked, “Your father said Norse gave me more power than she was supposed to. Why?”

Tuly’s girlish expression darkened, and she looked to the door to see if someone was listening in. They were not.

“To hurt you, most likely, or kill you,” Tuly admitted, “Father intended to give you enough power that your body could handle, but Norse gave you more, much more.”

“Why would she do that?”

“Norse is fiercely loyal to my mother. Several of the Elves are. Many think it best that the child dies before he is born. The greater good…” Tuly said sadly.

“But not you?” I asked.

Tuly shook her head, “The world changes all the time. It is not our place to interfere.”

I smiled and nodded appreciatively, “And how will I know how to fight with this power, assuming I unlock it.”

Tuly shrugged, “Perhaps your Amazon Princess can help you learn. I’ve heard they are quite the fighters.”

I smiled, remembering Izabella. “That they are.”













CHAPTER
 THREE












I
 n the morning of the next day, I gathered to leave. Tuly had me dressed in fresh Elvish clothes, packed me plenty of rations, and sent me off better prepared than I arrived. She, Lanely, Tuly’s father, and several others saw me off, while Norse and Tuly’s mother were notably absent.

“Remember our deal,” Tuly’s father reminded me, and I nodded in agreement.

To my surprise, Tuly gave me a final hug and smiled up at me before I turned and walked the path to leave. Leaving Elvenland was a strange experience. I followed a dark, narrow hall that grew darker and narrower until it suddenly opened up to a bright, sunny morning, and I was in the forest again. When I looked behind me to see if I could see back inside the Elvenland, all I saw was the wide trunk of a tree.

Once again, I stood in almost a daze as the animals of the forest chittered and flew overhead. I found myself questioning if the past weeks of my life were real or if it was all a dream. It was a challenge to remain grounded when every few days, another supernatural race of sexy beings wanted to fuck you, kill you, or both. Double-checking the talisman was still on the necklace beneath my shirt, I set off in search of the Succubus who robbed and nearly killed me what felt like a lifetime ago.

Following the sun back toward the road, I kept my eyes on the dirt and leaves before me. As a bowman, I was used to tracking deer and small game animals for a mean, however, I had never tracked people before—or half-demon women, or whatever the succubus was. I spent the better part of the day pacing the long road and circling the terrain and finding nothing. Well, that was not entirely true. Using the sticks and rope I had, I made three traps early in the day, and two of them snared rabbits. Using my knife, I cleaned the carcasses and made a fire just as the sun fell. I dug into my pack and put on my cloak and hood as a chill grew with the night.

My mind was lost in the hopelessness of my current situation, and I wondered what Izabella was doing. Was she safe? Is she still at the inn? Had she been discovered for what she really is?
 As my thoughts wandered, the smell of the roasting meat on the spit was the only thing pulling me back to reality. It had been ages since I had eaten freshly cooked meat, and the smell was divine. I had just taken then two racks of meat off of the fire when I heard motion in the woods.


Or did I?


I looked around and saw nothing but darkness. I felt the cool breeze of a slight wind, but I heard nothing. Then why did I think I heard something?
 It was there still, like a gnat on the backside of my brain. I could feel someone close. Their presence was a certainty but I didn’t know how I knew that. Keeping my hood low and my head down, I pretended not to sense anything and waited for them to approach.

Halfway through my first rabbit, I sensed the person coming. Finally, I heard their footsteps ahead of me and smiled when I finally saw her. It was her, the succubus.

“Don’t be frightened,” her velvety voice purred as she stepped out of the darkness and closer to the fire. “I’m just a lonely woman in need of some warmth.”

She wore a red dress that was thin and hugged her sensual curves and ample bosom. Her black hair glistened in the light and draped over her shoulders. She concealed her demonic features of a tail, horns, and fangs, but I still recognized her. I couldn’t describe it, but I saw her soul.

“Can I sit with you by the fire?” She asked, her hand tracing her cleavage.

I realized then that she must not recognize me. My cloak and hood was shadowing my features. I was a stranger to her.

“Yes, please, sit and eat,” I said, gesturing to the second cooked rabbit I had cooling.

“You are too kind,” she whispered and sat on the ground opposite me with her legs parted so the flames illuminated her sex. “But I am not hungry for food… tell me… what is your name?”

“George,” I lied.

“George… I like that… My name is Emerald,” she said, her hand continuing to tease and grope her breasts.

I recalled the intoxication Emerald caused me during our first meeting. Back then, she could have walked me to a cliff and told me to jump, and I would have. The power of her magic was that strong, but now, while I felt her influence, like spider webbing reaching out to me, I also knew I had the ability to ignore it.

“You’re quite beautiful,” I said, marveling at her body.

“You’re too kind. I’ve been lost in the words for far too long. It was such a relief to see your fire,” she said. Her voice was light, like clouds floating in my direction.

I parted my hands. “You're welcome to my fire and food.”

“But I have nothing to pay you with,” she said and slowly began to crawl around the fire, “There must be some way I could repay you.”

The succubus moved closer on her hands and knees. Her approach was enchanting and primal. Where before I would have felt like the luckiest man in the world to watch such a gorgeous woman approach, now I felt my mind demanding I either flee or prepare to fight for my life. Watching her deviled eyes narrow on me felt like a lamb being circled by a bear.

“Would you like to touch me?” she asked, letting her gown fall away as she crawled naked into my lap. “Would you like to taste me?”

I fell backward as she mounted me. Her heavy breasts swayed over me as she smiled down upon me. We kissed, and I could feel the sharpness of her fangs with my tongue. When my hands groped her bountiful breasts, she hummed a moan and ground her crotch into mine. Her hands undressed me with ease and removed my cock.

“Mmmm… you are a big man,” she panted, “I could smell your cock from a mile away,” she groaned as she stroked it gently between her fingers. Her succubus features seemed accentuated and grew more noticeable the closer she came to putting me inside her. Her pointy ears protruded from her hair, the fangs grew longer, and her skin turned a pinkish hue. It was as if she was so ensorcelled by my cock that she couldn’t focus on hiding herself.

She pulled my cock until it stood tall like an iron spear. Without looking she lined her slit up with and lowered herself on me perfectly. Immediately, I felt a stirring inside me. My face flushed, and I felt heat radiating from both of us. My arms grew tingling, and I felt lightheaded. It was then that I realized I had no idea if this was what I was supposed to feel, and I wished Tuly were here to tell me if this was normal or not.

The succubus must not have noticed a difference because her vigor as she rode me only grew. Her hips popped up and down quickly on my cock and the clapping sound of our bodies connecting over took the woods.

“Yes… That’s it…” she moaned as her palms pressed into my chest. “I feel you stirring between—ugh, fuck yes… that’s it… force that big fucking cock inside—me… ugh…”

Her plump breasts rose and fell with every bounce. My hands rubbed from her ass to her tits as I squeezed them and I listened to the demon’s guttural groans.

“Fuuuck! Yes!” she growled through gritted teeth as her humping took a more aggressive edge. She was lost in the moment. She thought I was just another soul for her to steal. She didn’t feel this energy emanating from me, and she didn’t realize I could see her. I could really
 see her.

Her skin was red now, or at least a light shade of it. Her eyes looked more like those of a house cat than a man’s—they were emerald green and slitted. Her tail whipped about over both of us, and her horns—god, she has horns!—
 they began to protrude from her hair.


She is a demon!


“Yes! Give it to me… give it to me… give me your seed!” she cried.

Grunting, I felt the moment come just as the demon came. My cock flexed deep inside her and I felt a searing pain on my chest where the talisman necklace rested. It let out a ringing sound that deafened my ears, and for the first time, Emerald noted something was wrong. Halfway lost in her orgasm, she gasped. Her eyes went wide and darted down toward my chest to see a light shining through my clothing. Her clawed fingers swiped at my chest, tearing my shirt and hood away, revealing my face and the talisman.

“You!” she said. She tried to stand, she tried to stop what she started, but my hands snatched behind her hips, holding her in place. “No!”

I felt heat coursing through my body. A fire so hot it burned away my insides and my flesh, but it did not hurt. It was as if my soul had a shield that protected me from the pain. I was shedding one skin and growing another. I was changing. I was becoming… more.

The ringing from the talisman rose to an unbearable pitch before finally going silent. My hands fell away from Emerald as she collapsed beside him and scurried away, closer to the fire. I sat up slowly. My body felt stiff like wet clay that had dried out. Looking at my arms, I thought that every movement was the first I had ever made with them. Standing, I stretched out my muscles and tried to decide if I felt strong or weak.

“Wha—What are you?” Emerald whispered.













CHAPTER
 FOUR












W
 e were both naked now. Me standing, and the succubus on her back beside the fire. I walked over toward her and she scurried back from me, hissing like a cat.

“Stay away from me! Wha—What did you do to me? What is that thing on your neck?” The soft, casual tone she had before was gone. Her voice was strained, now, worried.

“Do you remember me? Do you remember what you did to me?” I asked.

Emerald looked me up and down and nodded, “I remember.”

“I just undid it. I took back what you stole from me.”

“Impossible!” she hissed. She clambered forward on her hands and knees aggressively.

“You feel it, don’t you?” I narrowed my eyes, but what I saw wasn’t with my sight. It was something else. “I don’t know how, but I can sense that you are less than what you were. You’re missing something.”

The succubus panted. Fear mixed with rage in her expression as she gritted her teeth. “You know nothing!” she growled and launched into the air. Leaping ten feet above my head, she angled her body like a beast ready to pounce. Her claws extended, her fangs showing, and her tail hooked over her shoulder. She landed on me, and I could sense that her intentions were to bite me.

Swiping my arms out at a speed much greater than hers, I snatched the succubus in mid-flight and threw her into the dirt. The impact shook the tree and echoed a heavy thud throughout the forest, sending critters scurrying and birds fleeing the trees. It wasn’t until the brief fight was finished that I realized the speed at which I moved and the strength with which I tossed her.

Emerald coughed a gasping breath as she groaned and turned over on her side. She must have been a magical creature because no human could survive being slammed like that.

“H-How is this… possible?” she panted as she staggered to her feet. “You were a mortal… I fed on you… you should be dead.”

“I would have been killed, except apparently fathering a son with an Amazon gave me some energy boost, or something?” I said with a playful shrug.

Shock appeared on Emerald’s face and quickly disappeared. “So you are the one.”

“I am the—wait, you knew?” I said, surprised. “How?”

I have walked the world for millennia before being imprisoned. When the flux in power came and set me free from the barbaric Elves, I sensed a disturbance. The Amazons… they have broken the spell?”

“They have,” I confirmed, then held up a finger, “Well, they’re in the process of it.”

Emerald laughed, clutching her belly, “So the war shall begin again. My brothers and sisters will flood this land once more.”

“I wouldn’t be too cheery, I don’t suspect you’ll be seeing your family reunion of evil. The elves have said they would come to collect you once I received my power back from you.”

The shock returned to her face, and this time, horror came with it. “You are working with the Elves!” she spat on the dirt between us. “I should have known those devious swine would employ such duplicitous works if it meant benefiting themselves!”

Emerald turned to flee, but when she ran, it was barely faster than that of a man. She staggered and fell against a tree and tried running once more. In total, she made it barely a half mile when I sprinted ahead of her with ease. My eyes tracked the passing trees as if they were in slow motion, and when I came to a halt in front of the Succubus, the nearby bushes and branches creaked and bent.

“N-No…” Emerald fell backward, gawking up at me. Her anger and disbelief finally gave way to sheer terror as she looked up at me. “Please, mercy…” she begged. I noticed her succubus features retreated as she whimpered. Her red skin lightened to a pale hue. Her horns, claws, and tail disappeared, and yet I could still sense her demonic ways. Stronger than sight, sound, or smell, I could see beneath her naked beauty to the dangerous demon beneath.

“Mercy?” I balked, angrily, “What was the mercy you showed me when we first met? You had all the power then.”

To the demon’s credit she didn’t try to defend her actions and only whimpered with her palms raised in surrender. There was a kiss of a thought to crush her where she sat. I had enough strength to do so, I thought. It would be a grand feeling to take my rightful vengeance. All my life I had little more status than a cow along the field. Leaving home, I stumbled into several different races that showed me that I was utterly powerless in the grand scheme of things. For the first time, I had the power, and soon I could use that power to get the status.


This whole world could be mine…


The flame inside me that spoke these thoughts burned then flickered out as I quickly realized the direction my mind was going.


Gods’ be good… No wonder man isn’t supposed to possess this kind of power…


I looked back down at my hands and took a step back.


Remember why you are here. Remember what this power is for.


“You will have mercy from me, Succubus,” I said, stepping back a step, “this power I have is to protect my lady and child, not for delivering the justice you deserve.”

“Oh, thank you, my lord. Thank you!” she cried and grabbed at her ankles pleadingly.

“Do not thank me. Just because I won’t give you justice, doesn’t mean you won’t see it. I will leave you here, and before long, the Elves will come to collect you,” I said and turned to leave. It just occurred to me that she and I were still naked and standing in the dark. Apparently, my vision in the dark had increased as well.

“No, please! Don’t leave me!” Emerald cried, “A quick death would be better than another thousand years spent with those monsters.”

She crawled after me in the dirt, but I continued walking.

“And how many men have you killed in the last fortnight? How many did you kill before you were imprisoned?” I yelled over my shoulder.

“It is in my nature is all,” she said, “you don’t chastise a grizzly bear for feeding on a deer, now would you?”

“No, but I would try to kill the bear back if it tried to kill me,” I replied.

Emerald stood, dusting off her knees, and ran to catch up with me.

“But I will not try to kill you, and⁠—”

“You already tried to kill me,” I rolled my eyes.

“That was the old me,” Emerald said.

“It was but a moment ago—twice, in fact.”

“As I said, that was the old me. I’m changed now.”

“Now that you know I’m more powerful than you,” I said.

Emerald blinked and shrugged as if it was obvious, “Of course, that’s why. From now on I will not try and kill you, and… and I won’t kill anyone else, either—well, unless it is absolutely necessary.”

I looked at the woman incredulously and shook my head, “Leave me in peace, demon, or I’ll change my mind on serving the justice myself.”

We arrived back at my camp and stood by the fire. I wanted her to leave before I sat down to my meal, but that wasn’t happening in a timely manner.

“I can’t leave, I have nowhere to go.”

“You have everywhere to go. Pick a direction and run, maybe you’ll get far enough from the Elves to hide.”

“Without my powers, no distance will matter. You drained me of my abilities to hide!” she complained.

I wagged my finger, “No, you
 drained yourself of your powers when you tried to feed on me. Now leave, be gone with you. This is your last warning.”

Grabbing the remains of my clothes, I started to dress when she spoke one last time, instead of using her chance to flee. In my head, I mentally prepared myself to kill this demon, swallowing the small part of me that felt bad for her.

“Your purpose is to protect your child, yes? The son of an Amazon?” Emerald stepped forward. The tattered remains of hope clung in her eyes. “The Amazons will try to kill him as soon as they are free. They will
 kill him. It is certain, if their numbers are what they were before.”

“No, they will not. I will give my life to see that doesn’t happen,” I growled.

“And you shall. So shall the child’s mother and all others who stand in their way. Many will want your child, not just the Amazons. You can’t fight them all—no one can, but you could hide him. Maybe not from everyone, but from enough to survive. Enough to give you a fighting chance.”

I paused and looked at her again. It was plain that she was desperate. She was grasping for all that she could, but I sensed that she was telling the truth. That no matter how powerful I felt, it wasn’t enough. Not for what was coming.

“How?”

“Succubae are powerful creatures, but our power is not in the violence we use. We survive by hiding in plain sight. Our abilities make this possible. Take me with you, and I will pledge you my life and service in this manner. In return, you will keep me from being recaptured by the Elves.”

“You can do this? You can use magic to hide other beings?” I asked, but another voice answered.

“No!” Tuly yelled as she exploded from the dark woods and toward the fire.

Emerald’s eyes narrowed, and a snarl came over her face. “Elf!”













CHAPTER
 FIVE












“T
 uly! What the devil are you doing here?” I asked, looking back and forth between Tuly and Emerald. The Succubus was in a crouch and looked like she could attack at a moment’s notice, but I knew she wouldn’t. Besides the fact that her power was drained, Emerald’s only hope was this offer she had made me.

Tuly jabbed a finger at Emerald, “You cannot trust this demon!”

“Why do you say that? What do you know of her?” I asked.

“Only what my father has told me of her, and that she is a demon,” her eyes darted to me, “That, should be enough!”

“The Elves have killed far more than I ever had you little witch!” Emerald seethed.

I nodded, “Have you come to collect her as a prisoner?”

“No, others will come for her soon. We did not think you would find her so quickly.”

“She found me,” I said, “Then why have you come at all?”

For the first time, Tuly’s eyes broke away from the succubus and looked at me. She made a face and glanced at my cock dangling between my legs.

“Perhaps you should dress first. Both of you,” she glared back at Emerald.

We dressed quickly as Tuly spoke. The entire time, Emerald angled her body as if she was about to lurch into an attack.

“I’ve come to warn you,” Tuly said, stepping closer to the fire. The orange light caressed her loose clothes and her gentle curves. “Marva, Goddess of Elvenland, has gone missing.”

“Missing? You mother’s missing?” I asked as I slid my pants on. “Is she alright? Do you think something has happened to her?”

Tuly smiled sadly at my words. “It is a sign of a good man that you ask such a thing, but I fear she is fine. Norse and two other warriors are also missing. I fear they have left to hunt your woman and child.”

“What?” I snapped, rounding on her.

“She does not wish to hurt anyone or cause you pain,” Tuly defended her mother, “She is a caring person for all lives is all. She is trying to save lives, really…”

“By murdering my son and his mother?” I replied.

“Well, yes…” Tuly replied with a helpless shrug.

“As I said,” Emerald said with a gesture toward Tuly, “Many will come for your child—before and after birth.”

“Shut your mouth, demon!” Tuly snarled.

I stared at the dancing fire for a long moment in thought while the two bickered. I had been away from Isabella for too long. She could already be in danger. She is not a warrior, not like some of the other Amazons. And neither am I.

“Enough!” I yelled, silencing the two women and turning to Tuly. “Can you stop them? Will your father stop them?”

Tuly went to speak but stopped. Stepping backward, she hesitated a breath and then said, “My mother is of her own mind. Her path is her own. My father will not stand in her way.”

“Blasted all to hell!” I growled and clenched my fist.

“He… He doesn’t know that I’m here. No one does,” Tuly admitted, “I wanted to warn you. Perhaps, talk sense into you to not⁠—”

“Not what?” I said, turning on the Elf. “Not what? Not to interfere? Not to stop your mother from slaughtering a woman with a child inside her?”

I stomped closer to her with every word. My anger grew limitlessly just as the fear in Tuly’s expression. By the time I realized she was staggering backward, I started to notice the tremor in the ground and the campfire whipping about wildly. Stopping myself, I let out a breath, and the vibrations in the dirt ceased, as did the wind.

Emerald’s laugh was quiet and daunting. She watched from the opposite side of the fire, enjoying the spectacle.

“Not used to being on the weak side of power, are you, Elf?” Emerald asked.

Tuly’s eyes didn’t peel away from me. Stuttering, she whispered, “Y-You s-shouldn’t have that much power… W-We didn’t give you that much⁠—”

“You didn’t give me anything but more problems,” I interrupted. Grabbing my things, I began packing my bag. “I should never have come to Elvenland. Your people have done more harm than good. I must leave with haste—now!”

The Elf and succubus were quiet for a minute while I packed and made my final decision. The news Tuly brought made my choice simple.

“Your magic can help conceal us? Izabella, our son, and I?” I asked Emerald.

“Yes, it is so, my Lord,” she said with a small bow of her head.

“Then we have a deal. You pledge yourself and your magic to me, and you will have your safety and freedom.”

“No, you cannot,” Tuly said, finding her voice, “You struck a deal with my father!”

“My deal with your father was to take my woman and child to the west so my problems follow me away from your land. It had nothing to do with Emerald, besides, any allegiance I had to the Elves ended the moment they sent assassins after my kin.”

Tuly looked away, unable to retort. I turned back to Emerald.

“If you betray me, I will destroy you in an instant,” I said.

“I am in your debt and service,” Emerald said with an elegant curtsy of a bow. The desperation in her voice was gone, and back was the feathery light voice of a beautiful being. I extended my hand, and she smiled as she took it, grabbing it daintily like the slender woman she pretended to be. Somehow, I felt as though she was already betraying me by the look in her eye.

Tuly shook her head, “We didn’t give you that power to ally with demons.”

“You didn’t give me anything,” I replied, stomping out the fire with dirt, “one of the women who is going to kill my family did. I’m going to stop them, are you coming to help or not?”

“Me? Oh, no, I cannot leave the forest. Father says it’s far too dangerous,” Tuly said.

“It is, it is far too dangerous, and it’s only going to get worse,” I said, throwing my pack over my shoulders. “Do you want to listen to him?”

Tuly chewed the corner of her lip while her eyes darted between me and Emerald for a long moment.

“I’ll go,” she whispered.
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O
 ur small band marching through the forest was an odd one, for sure. An Elf, a Succubus, and a magically enhanced man… it sounded like the start of a bad joke, but it wasn’t. It was just the latest in a series of odd but real events in my extraordinary life. The night was a quiet one, with only one of us three walking in silence. I took the cooked meat on a stick with me and ate as we walked. I offered half to the others, but both ladies refused, the Elf saying she didn’t ‘eat flesh’ and the Succubus saying the meat was ‘too well done for her taste.’

They didn’t bicker, but that didn’t mean the two magical beings set aside their differences. Whatever this new sense he had was, it told them that the two women were both sending hate toward one another. It was morning before they made it out of the forest, and by then, I could sense Emerald growing nervous.

“We must act soon,” she said, looking behind them, “the Elves will be out searching for me.”

“Yes… They will be,” Tuly said with a smirk. She was enjoying her worry.

I made a face. “We will deal with it when they come.”

“You said if I pledged myself to you, you would keep me safe,” Emerald said.

“I did and I will.”

“I won’t be safe if the Elves find me. As strong as you are, they could still overwhelm you.”

“Okay. What will you have me do?”

“In order to cast my spells to hide you and your family, I will require mana to do the same to hide myself from the Elves.”

“Mana?” I asked.

“Energy like that the sun gives off,” Tuly answered, “but different. Condensed inside each of us.”

“That’s what we use for our powers?” I asked.

Tuly nodded as we walked the trail, “Yes. You and I regenerate our mana over time. Rest, food, and the world around us replenishes our mana, but demon scum like her can’t regenerate their mana.”

“Watch your tongue, cow,” Emerald glowered.

“Maybe I should end your life now and save my brother and sisters the trouble of finding your corpse!”

“Enough!” I bellowed, and a set of ravens flapped from the tree beside us. “How do you regenerate your mana, Emerald?”

“By devouring man,” Tuly answered.

“The same way you do,” Emerald rounded on Tuly, pointing a clawed nail at her pale face. “You eat the flesh of a plant, and you eat the flesh of an animal,” she said, pointing at me, though her claw was retracted. “Only eat a man… well… not unless he wants me to swallow,” she said in a seductive voice. “I give them pleasure.”

“And then you take their life,” Tuly quipped.

“No killing, remember,” I said.

“Unless it is necessary—this is necessary, my Lord,” Emerald insisted.

I sighed, rubbing my temples. “Is there no other way for you to gather mana? Do you have to kill a man you lie with?”

Tuly raised an eyebrow and moved closer, clearly curious about the answer as well.

Reluctantly, Emerald admitted, “No, but taking partial energy from mortal men was an insignificant amount. You completely drained me… my Lord,” she added when I looked in her direction. I sighed and walked for a moment in silence as I thought. The day was warming up as the sun rose. It could almost be confused for a cheery day.

“You say you are at empty. How much mana would you need to cast the spells to hide yourself?”

“At least half,” she said.

“And how many men would that be if you did not harm them?”

Emerald shrugged, “Depends on the men. Could be 500, could be a thousand.”

I sighed and briefly imagined waiting outside every bar and keep along the road as she fucked half the men in the land. It would be far quicker if we were in the city. The men would form a line, no doubt.


“Or…” Emerald began, and was immediately cut off by Tuly.

“No.”

I looked back at the two of them exchanging glares. “What?”

“This was her plan all along,” Tuly snapped, “You should have killed her before we left the forest.”

“What?” I repeated.

“I was going to say, I could reclaim the mana you drained from me.”

“You want me to give it all back? Why would I do that?” I shook my head.

“Not all, some. You took back your heart-key, which unlocked the Elvish power they put inside you, but then you also took all the mana I had been collecting in the forest.”

“From all the men you killed,” Tuly added.

“Just so,” Emerald admitted. “Just as I can take a partial amount from a man and not kill him, I can take back enough mana to hide myself and nothing more.”

I shook my head, “How can I trust you? I can’t risk it.”

“I have everything to lose. Without this power, I will be found by day’s end and imprisoned. I’m not lying,” Emerald said, but she could sense my hesitation. Finally, she added, “She could regulate it.” She nodded at Tuly.

“Regulate?” I asked.

“Control, monitor—whatever—Tuly can protect you,” Emerald said and didn’t sound too happy about it.

“Is this true,” I stopped to ask Tuly. She folded her arms, scowling.

“I have this power but you should not do it. To willingly give an animal like her anything is barbaric.”

Emerald hissed and took a step toward the Elf with a claw raised, and Tuly moved to do the same. I managed to get between them before the strikes fell.

“Hey, hey!” I said, “Enough you two. How would this work? How do you control the exchange?”

Tuly made a face before she even spoke that suggested she did not like where this was going.

“You would have to mate with her again. I would wear the talisman and…” Tuly trailed off.

“And?” I insisted.

“I would have to participate. Once connected with you two, I could monitor to make sure she didn’t take what she should not. And I could stop the transfer if she tried.”

“Participate?” I said aloud before realizing what she meant, “Oh…”

Emerald smiled a wicked grin as her finger traced an imaginary line down her cleavage.

“I’d say it was time for all three of us to get to know each other, inside and out,” she teased.
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A
 fter the type of life I lived over the past days, sex had become common. What used to be a rare occurrence I fantasized about, now someone as typical to me as water. I hadn’t had enough time to catch a breath and bask in the positives of my sexual conquests, and I still didn’t know, but this was the first time in a while I was nervous before a sexual encounter. My nervousness was not from performance (actually, the faster I came, the better for this particular experience), but from an injury or death occurring while this sexual event transpired.

Tuly and Emerald could barely walk beside one another along a trail without insulting, threatening, and coming to blows with each other, I had no idea how they would manage to have a threesome without ripping each other throats out in the process (and my cock dangling between them as they fight).

We walked off the trail toward a clearing in a field. There was a small pond in a trough between two hills that was private enough. A large tree gave them shade as the warm breeze whipped the leaf-filled branches this way and that. Tuly agreed to participate
 reluctantly. Oddly enough, her reluctance had less to do with the sex part and more to do with helping the succubus at all. I decided to see this as a test to see how this could work moving forward.


Can this pair of ladies work together? Because if they can’t now, I imagine once Izabella gets thrown into the mix, it will be a disaster.


From what I gathered from conversations with the two of them, no one particularly liked the Amazons in the world before. Why? I wasn’t sure, but if I couldn’t get these two to play nice, I doubt they would with Izabella.

After grabbing a drink from the pond, I sighed and enjoyed the peaceful still water for just a moment longer.

“Alright, how do we,” I said, turning around to see Emerald already naked and laying in the shade of the tree, “start…”

I approached Emerald and undressed. She lay on her back in her human form. Her black hair hung over her shoulders, and her legs were slightly parted, revealing her tender, trim slit. Her plump, bare breasts rested on her chest as she stared up at me with an excited anticipation. It was strange to see her gorgeous body in human form, but knowing the true form of the demon was buried underneath. Not that her demon form was hideous (though the horns were a bit much), but there was something dehumanizing in knowing I was looking at a façade.

Naked, I kneeled between her legs and the succubus instantly reached forth to cradle my cock in her palm. I sighed as she stroked me, reticent to admit how good it felt. Her soft, gentle fingers rubbing from the base of my cock and to the tip, again and again. I didn’t need to admit it since my size swelled quickly.

“Mmmm… you don’t need to pretend you don’t enjoy this,” Emerald giggled, her eyes devouring me as the pleasure grew. “Pleasure is my life, human. Literally, I live and breathe sex. I can feel your lust radiating off your strong body…” She groaned and kissed up the center of my chest, her free hand clamping on the small of my back so I could not escape. “I feel you begging to be back inside this warm pussy of mine.”

Feeding my cock inside her pussy, Emerald lay back on her elbows, panting with anticipation as I entered her. “Ohh, yess, put it in me… put it—all the way inside me, boy,” she moaned, her eyes narrowing.

As I leaned forward and pushed my cock all the way in her, she let out a long humming moan and laid all the way onto her back. My palms slid up her belly to grope her wonderful breasts, which made her squeal. That was when Tuly dropped her light clothes in a pile on the grass. Standing over Emerald’s head, her pale elvish skin glistened in the sunlight like her flesh was embedded with crystals. She was naked, except for the talisman hung around her neck. Bending over, she took my face in her hands as she kissed me. The kiss was lingering and deep. My hands moved from Emerald’s breasts up to Tuly’s chest. The Elve’s breasts were slightly smaller, but her skin was smooth, her nipples hard. She released the smallest gasp as I massaged her dangling tits.

Tuly broke the kiss only for a moment, and I saw a line of frustration on her face. That was when I realized why. Emerald, whose legs hooked around my backside—beckoning me to thrust more and harder—was thoroughly enjoying her view from between Tuly’s legs. She snickered deviously as her hands slid up and down the Elf’s calves and thighs like a snake corralling around her body. Looking up at Tuly’s slick pussy lips, Emerald kissed and licked at Tuly’s ankle.

Thrusting harder, I listened to the Succubus groan and giggle to herself as I forced my cock deeper inside her.

“Hey, watch it back there,” Tuly whined, looking over her shoulder.

The harder I fucked the succubus the most insatiable she became. Her fingernails clawed up toward Tuly’s ass as her kisses on Tuly’s leg turned into excited bites.

“Bring it to me…” Emerald growled, “I can smell your juices… I can taste your pheromones… You are dripping for my touch—don’t fight it. I can’t wait any longer…”

Tuly made a face of disgust and hesitated for a moment more before finally squatting over the succubus’ face. In a flash of motion, Emerald’s hands snatched Tuly’s thighs, yanking her down to a kneeling position over her face, and Tuly let out a yelp. I tensed for a moment, thinking this was some kind of planned attack, until I saw Tuly arch her back and release a second cry, this one full of pleasure. The succubus’ tongue, long and wild, pushed inside the Elf’s pussy and made deep laps inside that made the girl squirm.

“Oooh, Gods’ be good—ah!” Tuly moaned and tried to lift herself off of Emerald’s face only for the succubus to dig her fingertips harder into Tuly’s ass, pinning the girl’s pussy down on her slurping tongue. “Ffffuck!” she cried as her thighs quivered.

Invigorated by her sounds of pleasure and the succubus’ wet moans from underneath her, I flexed my cock, and slammed my hips forward, penetrating Emerald’s tight pussy. The clapping sound of our bodies joined the ladies’ screams and the rush of the summer wind.

When Tuly arched forward, her eyes fell on mine, but they were weak this time, helpless. She was a victim of the pleasure that assaulted her, and just like me, she didn’t want to admit she wanted more. Grasping the back of my neck, she pulled my mouth to hers. Our kiss was long and tender. Both my hands grabbed and squeezed breasts as I kissed her back while fucking Emerald, but I was so lost in the moment that I didn’t realize I was groping Tuly’s boob in one hand Emerald’s in the other.

“Mmmmahv—fuck!” Tuly suddenly screamed as her abs went dystonic and her knees tried to invert. The succubus growled and sounded as though she could have been tearing into a juicy steak as much as she was eating a girl’s pussy. Her face shook from side to side as her tongue assaulted her, extending, lapping, and doing God knows what else to her pussy and clitoris. “Oh my Gods, Oh my Gods—fuckk!” Tuly moaned in a panic. Her eyes went wide as she tried desperately to move but was locked in a position where the demonic tongue ravaged her.

My tongue and lips licked and sucked on her neck and the Elf’s strong grip grabbed the back of my neck as she braced against me.

“Uuuuughhhh!” she groaned a guttural sound as the thin woman arched her back and accented her hard ass in the air as she came. The wet sounds that came from between her legs bordered on a downpour of rain as Emerald hungrily ate it all up. “F-Fuuuckk! Ahhhhh!”

Tuly’s teeth chattered as her eyes rolled backward and a tremor waved through her entire body. Her body finally wilted under the intense orgasm as she fell forward onto the succubus’ belly.

“Mmmmm,” Emerald groaned as her lips smacked against her pussy, “You’re pretty tasty for a pale Elvish girl.”

“Quiet demon,” Tuly snapped between panting breaths, but her next move was to stick her middle two fingers deep in her mouth, sucking on them until wet and then begin circling the succubus’ clit.

“Ohhh, yes…. Mmmmm good girl, that’s the –ugh!” Emerald moaned from behind Tuly’s perfectly round ass. Leaning back, I grabbed the back of Emerald’s knees, spreading her wide as I began to ram my cock into her hard. “Ugh, fuck yes! Give it to me—ohhhh fuck—ravage that pussy!”

Pounding into the demon, I gritted my teeth as her voice broke and her pitch heightened. “Ohhhmmmyyyy… Fuck me… Fuck me… Fuck me!”

I realized I had to control myself as I felt the power flowing through me was strong enough to break her in half if I wasn’t careful. For the first time since the beginning, I remembered the purpose of this in the first place. As Tuly leaned forward, her tongue extended and flicked back and forth across Emerald’s swollen clit, while my throbbing shaft slammed in and out of her pussy like a machine. The talisman around Tuly’s neck began to hum, and light rose out of the edges of the necklace.

“Ugh, ugh, ugh—God yes… yes… I feel you—so close! Give it to me! Cum! Cum inside me!” Emerald screamed.

Grunting, my balls flexed as my cock stabbed deep inside the succubus and my seed spilled inside her.

“Oh, yes! Yes! I’m cumming!” Emerald moaned but the ringing of the talisman drowned it out.

My girthy cock flexed and throbbed inside her as I felt her tight pussy walls milk me dry. When I finally fell backward out of her, Tuly hesitated a half a moment before standing, leaving the succubus twitching and panting on the grass.

“It is done,” Tuly said.
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W
 hile we dressed, I eyed Emerald the entire time. I could sense the power in her now. I could sense she was more… dangerous. Not having a true handle on my powers, I didn’t know for sure, but I thought I could still destroy her if it came to that. Especially with Tuly by my side, but I suppose we wouldn’t know until the fight came to pass.


Now we will see how true she is to her word.


“So you have the power now to hide yourself?” I asked.

Emerald smirked. She put her fingertips together over her head and parted them down to her side. My eyes saw nothing, but I felt an invisible energy flow out from her. Glancing at Tuly, her smile widened.

“The Elves’ magic can no longer see me,” she said.

I nodded, exchanging a hesitant look with Tuly, “It is settled then. You’re satisfied… We’ll continue onto Sandcastle?”

Emerald cocked her head to the side. “Of course, I am pledged to you,” she said, though her voice left me wondering. We continued onward to the trail, and the succubus yelled from the rear, “As for satisfied, I think the Elf girl was quite good at handling that,” she teased.

“Shut your mouth, swine,” Tuly growled, and Emerald snorted a short laugh.

We continued on for another half a day on the trail before we reached Sandcastle. It had been several days since I left Izabella in this massive city. Had it been any other young, beautiful girl I abandoned there, it would have been a cruel torture. But Izabella was not any other girl.

“You should take care to hide your ears and eyes,” I said to Tuly on the edge of town. Those were the only two features that showed her to be an Elf. Elves were all but children’s stories at this point. It had been thousands of years since any man had seen one. “And you…” I said, turning to Emerald. She still wore her red lacy dress that left more of her skin exposed than covered. I realized Tuly wasn’t much better.

“What?” Emerald asked, her face turning angry.

Using a coin, I bought two brown blankets from a wine merchant passing by, shook them out, and handed them to both women. “Here, cover yourselves, face and body.”

“Why? I hide my succubus features just fine. Deception is my life,” Emerald said.

“These smell like sheep dung,” Tuly said, making a face.

“We mean to pass through town without drawing attention. Your beautiful faces and bountiful bosoms attract as many eyes as fangs and pointy ears,” I said.

Tuly reluctantly covered herself with a huff.

“You think I’m beautiful?” Emerald teased as she did the same.

“Of course,” I said, “That’s how you attract your prey.”

“Hm, business was always good,” the succubus reminisced.

The three of us waded through the packed streets of Sandcastle and toward the inn where I left Izabella. I knew there was much to discuss, and there would be several issues (the least of which was the succubus I traveled with), but as I neared the inn, excitement was all I felt. excitement to see Izabella again. To be with her. To show her what I achieved.

“This is it,” I said and entered. The bar was packed as they neared suppertime. Even with their shawls, the two women collected stares as every man’s imagination went to work on what they were hiding. Going up to the room, I knocked several times and received no answer. Returning to the bar, I found the barmaid who checked us in to ask her about Izabella.

“What do you mean she doesn’t stay here? We checked in a fort night ago. You remember me of course?” I yelled over the roar of talking and laughter in the bar.

The older woman made a face, looking me up and down, “No, not really. Not much to remember.”

Emerald snorted a laugh at that but raised a hand, apologetically.

“I do remember the girl, though. You beauties like that rarely come to a place like this,” the barmaid continued and eyed the ladies behind me, “You rich? Or some kind of slave trader?”

I shook my head and felt my rage building, “Neither. Then where is she?”

“Hm. Dunno,” she replied and went back to filling cups with ale.

“When did she go? Who did she leave with?” I insisted.

“Listen, I ain’t want none to do with royal business, so I think it’s best you just leave now. Go on.”

“Royal business? The King took her?” I raised my voice.

“I said out with you! Go!” she squawked.

“No,” I growled, and a shudder went through the ground, silencing the once noisy room. All eyes turned to me as I stared at the Barmaid, who looked more confused than anything else. “Tell me who took her. Tell me now.”

She licked her lips. “The King’s Guard came. The day before last… Six of them. Escorted the girl out and toward the castle… It’s all I know, I swear it.”

I turned and stomped out of the bar in a hurry. My eyes on the castle, I marched toward it, gritting my teeth. I had half a mind to jump as high and hard as I could see if I could leap onto it.

“Hey—Hey! This is something we should discuss!” Tuly yelled as she and Emerald jogged to catch up. “Based on the way you're moving and the anger you’re giving off, I feel you mean to do something rash like break something or hurt someone…”

“I’m that transparent, huh?” I snapped.

“Given that we are headed for the castle, I should let you know I can’t be part of any assault on the kingdom of man. I’m an Elf after all, I could be starting a race war that could ripple centuries into the future.”

“No one would think you speak for anyone important,” Emerald quipped.

“Quiet, demon,” she hissed over her shoulder, “We should discuss this.”

“The King’s men took Izabella—there’s nothing left to discuss. I will take her back, these soldiers can’t stop me,” I said as I neared the castle entry gate. Two soldiers wearing armor and holding spears stood sentry on either side of the concrete passage. While plenty of people came and went from the castle gate, it was clear that only those wearing wealthy garments were allowed in. I prepared for my first fight as I was definitely not dressed well, but Emerald had a different plan.

Shucking her blanket off, she yanked Tuly’s away as well, leaving the Elf scrambling to brush her hair over the points of her ears.

“What are you doing?!” Tuly exclaimed.

“Do as I, Elf,” she hissed back.

Emerald scooted to my right side, tucking my arm in hers. Tuly did the same as we approached the gate. While I was average in appearance and homely dressed, being flanked by beautiful women, each dressed in elegant dresses, was apparently enough to conceal me. Aside from the stares that the women earned, the guards paid no more attention to us.

“That was good thinking,” I said, and Emerald smiled, sending me a wink.

“I suppose when it comes to manipulation and deceit, you have your talents,” Tuly grumbled.

Emerald leaned forward to whisper around me, “Don’t worry, Tuly, I already know where your talents
 lie.”

Tuly scoffed, offended, and shook her head.

“We should be focused on my mother and the Elves who are coming for your Amazon,” Tuly said, changing the subject. “They will come quickly as they would need to get here before the child is born.”

“Izabella only became pregnant days ago,” I replied as we jogged up the stairs to the castle. Tan stones that were carved out of the same material the castle was made from. Had I not been in such a rage, I would have marveled at the scale and size of it all. The only thing close to it that I had seen was the magical city of Elvenland, but this was built by man and without magic. “It will be months—nearly a year before Izabella gives birth.”

“Oh no,” Tuly gasped, “You don’t know…”

“Know what?” I said at the top of the stairs, but the two guards to the castle entryway extended their arms, crossing their spears.

“Halt!” they said in unison. The slightly shorter man on the left then added, “State your purpose.”

“I have business with the King—or the Captain of the King’s Guard,” I said.

“The time of plights has passed three days. You may not enter,” he growled.

Grabbing their forearms, I moved them out of my way and dragged them to the edge of the stairs.

“Hey!”

“Unhand me!” the guard yelled. I then did as they asked, letting them go, and watched as they lost their balance in their heavy armor and fell down the considerable number of stairs, rolling over each other.

Emerald’s eyes lit up as she watched them fall. She smiled as she looked at me, “That was fun!”

Continuing into the castle, we walked through a series of hallways with gigantic ceilings that gave all three of us awe. Pillars as thick as five men reached up into the sky. I heard a sound echoing and followed it down another hallway with aged colorful murals splashed on both walls. Battle scenes of men fighting beasts and devilish-looking creatures.

“Do you even know where you are going?” Emerald asked.

“Not so much,” I admitted. Nearing the end of the walkway, I saw a great hall populated with dozens—no, hundreds of people. Lords and knights dressed in fine clothes and shining armor. Ladies fanned themselves while wearing colorful dresses and tight corsets at the rear of the room.

“Daniel,” Tuly whispered behind me as she tugged at my arm. “I have something to tell you…”

I pushed through the crowd and the men reluctantly parted for me. Either the women who trailed me or my motion and poor dress drew the attention of everyone I passed. All knew I didn’t belong there.

After pushing between hundreds of men, I arrived at the front of the hall and saw an open gray tiled floor in front of a large throne. The king, an older man with a black and white beard, sat in the chair. At his back were a dozen more chairs, smaller and populated with both men and women who appeared in various states of boredom and disinterest.

“Your Grace, with our shipments of grain from Yokeland halted, Sandcastles stores have been reduced by a third,” a portly man with blonde, balding hair, dressed in a green tunic, spoke from the open floor. “Should trade routes not be opened again, I fear our reserves will be spent by year’s end.”

All the men and women I had passed whispered questions of my identity at once, which rose to a low murmur in the court.

“Silence!” the King shouted. It was then that all eyes seemed to find me and the two ladies behind me at the same time.

For a brief moment, I forgot the power I possessed and felt small and weak before the King and his great court of Lords. Stealing myself, I thought of Izabella and my fear for her safety when I spoke.

“I’ve come to speak to the King and his Captain of the King’s Guard,” my voice boomed loudly and yet seemed to be swallowed up by the enormous hall.

“Who is this? What do you think you are doing, boy?” the King sneered. Five knights in full armor stepped forward, their hands on their swords, ready to draw.

“I have received word that your King’s Guard has taken my lady, Izabella. I will have her back from your dungeons or there shall be violence,” I declared.

The King slammed his fist down on the arm of his chair. “You dare threaten me, boy!”

I opened my mouth to speak, but a woman’s voice silenced me.

“Daniel?” she said. I recognized Izabella’s voice immediately and looked to find her.

Along the wall, to the left side of the King, a woman stood and pushed past a line of men watching the argument. I saw her face first. She was as beautiful as ever. Bright eyes and parted lip as she smiled at me. My eyes drifted down, surprised to see the fine white silk dress she was wearing, but that was nothing compared to the surprise of her belly. What was a taut athletic body just days ago was now a round pregnant belly that belonged to a woman about to give birth.

“Izabella…” I gasped as she palmed her belly with a growing smile.

Tuly leaned forward to whisper, “I was going to tell you, Amazon pregnancies last days, not months.”








[image: MOB BOSS WIFE]













READ THIS BOOK NEXT!













An Action, Cougar Story









Mob Boss’ Wife





On Amazon!


















JOIN THE NEWSLETTER












You’ll receive one (1) email at the beginning of each month with a preview of all upcoming books by Raven Black.








Join Now!


















ABOUT THE AUTHOR












Raven writes outrageously sexy romance that is extra spicy. When not writing, Raven loves to read, travel, and battle imaginary zombies!






New Raven Black books are published on Amazon every Friday. Follow on social media to preview new releases!








Author Website





















 Instagram














 X (Twitter)














 Facebook












[image: INDECENT BOOK CLUB]













PREVIEW!



Indecent Book Club








“Ohh Derek! Don’t stop!” Angela moaned.

He couldn’t if he wanted to. The gorgeous MILF he fucked had her feet touching behind his back as he thrust inside her and her right hand hooked around the back of his neck, keeping her balanced on the kitchen counter. Glancing up at the rustic mahogany clock Angela kept on her kitchen wall, he could see the big hand hovered a centimeter behind the little one.

It was nearly noon.

“Mrs. Thompson, it’s almost noon,” he said. “They can show up at any minute.”

“Ugh! I don’t care! I don’t care! I need this. I need this now! Now fuck me like the deprived slut that i am!” she screamed so loud I was sure people walking their dogs on the sidewalk in this quiet neighborhood heard her.

What began a week ago as a ‘well, it seemed like a good idea at the time,’ an opportunistic fling with the mature neighbor was about to ruin Derek’s life in one minute. This insatiable woman he had somehow sexually unlocked was the social butterfly with her nose weaseled, not only in Derek’s personal life, but apparently farther than Derek’s liking into his professional life, too. In fact, the longest attending member of her monthly book club also happened to be Derek’s boss’, boss’, boss at the law firm he was just hired into for his first job out of college.


Only I could ruin my career at twenty-five years old, three weeks into my first job as a lawyer.


Another attendee of this well-known book club was the mother of his ex-girlfriend, another gem that connects to every friend and acquaintance he had in real life or social media. So that was a bomb ticking closer to zero, and yet, that wasn’t the bomb he feared the most and the reason he dreaded the two clock hands coming together. This book club, which was beginning in the next few minutes, also attended his mother.


How could things have gotten so fucked in just a week? I’m about to lose all my friends, ruin my career, and be despised by my own family all because I got tipsy and had rebound sex with the hot neighbor.


“Oh, yes. Give it to me! Harder!” Mrs. Thompson demanded.

Derek knew from experience if he were to try to disentwine himself from the horny woman her voracious sexual appetite would only urge her to cling tighter and demand more. The fastest way to extricate himself from this conundrum was to finish what he started.

Sliding his left hand up her chest, Derek groped her breasts one at a time. Squeezing and mashing them into her chest, he scooped them out of the white and blue flower-patterned sundress she wore. Mrs. Thompson’s breasts were pale compared to her tanned arms and neck. The heavy and round tits bounced wildly in her sundress and now clapped together with every thrust outside her dress. Out of her hairstyle, which she had scolded him for calling it a ‘Karen haircut’ (it’s a blond with streaks inverted bob with side-swept bangs cut at an angle, she had said after one passionate night of powerful orgasms), the only part of her perfectly sculpted hair that moved was her bangs shook from side to side as her body rocked.

“Yes, take me. Make me your whore!” Mrs. Thompson demanded.

Derek’s hand slipped behind her neck, grabbed a lock of her crispy, product-filled hair, and yanked her head down to the kitchen.

“Ahhh! Fuck! Yes, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” Mrs. Thompson screamed.

Flipping the skirt of her dress over her belly, Derek saw his thick throbbing cock force open her tight pussy lips as he entered her. Scooting her lower on the kitchen counter by her hair, he bit his lower lip hard as he rammed her pussy harder.

“Ah ah ah ah ahhh–oh god!” she grunted with every thrust.
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