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      “You’re their God?” I repeated incredulously.

      Izabella shook her head, “That is not my understanding,” she paused furrowing her brow and cocked her head to the side, “I don’t know actually. I think they think our son is God and I’m just his mother.”

      “That sounds like they think you are a God,” Emerald remarked.

      “You will hold your tongue in my presence, demon!” Izabella snapped and to my surprise, Emerald actually listened. She shrunk away, into the corner of the Izabella’s chambers. It was an enormous room that could fit five of the rooms they had previously stayed in at the inn. Tropical plants were potted around the room; their flowers complimented the thin violet drapes that hung over the windows. I glanced briefly outside when we first entered the room and would not make that mistake again. My belly flipped over on itself. I had never been so high in my life. Were I to fall, I might die of boredom before the fall.

      “Daniel,” Izabella said, taking my hands in hers and looking up into my eyes, “I am grateful that you have returned to me, but you must explain why you have come with demon trailing you? Are you under her spell? Should I vanquish the harlot where she stands!”

      Izabella turned to stomp toward Emerald but was halted and surprised to be halted when I grabbed her arm.

      “Izabella wait. She is… perhaps not a friend, but an ally, at least for now. It is a long tale to fill you in on, but what I can tell you now is, whatever decisions I have made, I make for you and for our son.”

      Izabella blinked as she looked me over. It was as if she was seeing me again for the first time.

      “You… You found your power? The elves they⁠—”

      “We have gifted Daniel the power he requested,” Tuly interrupted. She had been a ghost along the wall since they arrived and decided now to introduce herself. “My father, God of Elvenland, agreed to this exchange in reparation for the expense the Amazons have paid over the centuries, and in payment for the pact Daniel made with him.”

      “Pact?” Izabella glanced at Daniel before looking back to the elf. “I thank you for escorting my man back to me, Elf.”

      “Tuly, is what I am called,” she said.

      “Tuly… should my family expect assistance from the Elves to keep us safe?” Izabella asked.

      “You should not,” Tuly said bluntly.

      “They mean to harm you, they mean to slaughter our son,” I said.

      Tuly raised her hands and quickly stepped forward to calm Izabella’s fighting posture. “Not all of us mean to, and especially not I! I’ve become quite fond of Daniel and don’t mean him or his family ill will.”

      “Quite fond?” Izabella repeated with a raised eyebrow. Tuly shrunk and her cheeks reddened.

      It was strange watching Tuly and Emerald respond to Izabella, a woman who was barely an adult. They feared and respected her in a way they did not each other and especially not mankind. I was beginning to wonder how the Amazons existed back in the age of demons.

      “She’s been a friend, she got be back to you,” I said in attempt to lower the hostility in the air.

      There was a rapping at the door before a funny dressed man with a snooty look on his face stepped into the room. Ignoring all except Izabella, he gave a small bow of his head to her.

      “My lady, the king requires your presence,” he said. His mouth was stuck in a permanent sneer.

      “Argyle, Tell the king that I will see him in time when I am ready,” Izabella replied.

      “Very well,” Argyle said and bowed once more before stalking off.

      “Argyle?” I asked.

      “He assists me,” Izabella said.

      “Assists you with what?”

      “Not with doing her hair,” Emerald muttered to herself. Argyle was the one who escorted them to Izabella’s chambers after I interrupted court. Twice the king tried to arrest me and have me beheaded, but Izabella challenged him in front of the lords of the kingdom. She even threatened him if he should try which did not go over well. The King stewed and growled on the throne all while the murmur of the lords grew louder from the girl’s blatant challenge. Had I not been enhanced with magic powers, I would have been frightened in that moment. Surprisingly, the King allowed the challenge to go unanswered and dismissed court.

      It wasn’t until we arrived in her chambers that I learned Izabella had ripped three soldiers literally in half when they tried to arrest her as a spy for Yokeland. Apparently, she was too beautiful and tall to be a native of Sandcastle. Between the king learning of her physical capabilities and inviting her as a spectacle to court to observe. There he saw her flat and taut Amazonian belly grow full with a baby before his eyes in a matter of days. This miracle combined with her physical prowess led the King and a few others to decide upon her divinity.

      I imagined when faced with an unkillable Amazon it was better to befriend her than make her your enemy.

      “What do you mean, Elf? Who means to harm us?” Izabella demanded.

      “My father and I and many other elves do not wish to interfere,” Tuly began, “We believe the fate of the world is not ours to meddle in and wish you no harm, however… there are those such as my mother who believe your son’s birth will damn this world. It will kill many. She means to kill you before his birth to save the world.”

      “You should know, then,” Izabella warned, “should you stay with us, you will watch your mother die.”

      Silence hung over them as Izabella’s threats remained as sharp as knives. Tuly dragged her gaze against the floor, while Emerald fought to hide her beaming grin.

      “Now, you will leave us,” Izabella said, turning to me. “We must mate.”
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      The door closed and I could help but feel strange knowing Emerald and Tuly were just standing outside the door. Izabella showed no signs of care as she seized me like lion and shoved me onto the bedding.

      “Izabella, don’t get me wrong, I missed you, badly, but is this such a good idea right now given the situation?” I asked.

      She stood in front of me attempting to untie the various knots and buttons that secured her formal dress to her body.

      “It is the most important thing for us to be doing,” she said as her frustration grew toward the knots. “Sex is the only way for an Amazon to induce birth. Sex in general would do, however, sex with the child’s father is best—ugh! Why would humans make these blasted garments such a challenge to remove!”

      Izabella clutched the chest of her dress and tore it off her in one easy motion. Her naked body was golden and beautiful as ever. The curve of her belly pointed to me as she crawled on top of me hungrily. Luckily for me and for my garments, they were much easier to removed. Naked, I felt the Amazon’s skin against mine as she mounted me, a slight curve in the corner of her smile as her fingers explored my muscles. While not obscenely big, my muscles had grown in my transformation. The divots between my abs and chest were more pronounced.

      “You’ve changed, I can tell,” she admired, and then touched my chest above my heart. “Not here. I can still tell you are a good man,” she whispered and bent low to kiss me. Her lips felt familiar. She tasted like home. “You are ready to be a father?” she asked but it sounded like a statement.

      With my arms wrapped around her narrow back, I spun Izabella onto her back side with my hips pressed between her thighs. She exploded with a giggle. “You’ve grown fast and strong, my Daniel.”

      I kissed her long and deep as my palm gently rubbed over the arch of her belly. Izabella hummed a note of approval as her hand covered mine. It was a strange feeling of connection between the three of us. There was a bond that could be explained but I knew existed. A wholeness that made me know my place in this world. A strength that surged within me.

      I would break this world in half before I let harm come to either of you, I thought.

      “I am ready,” I said, my heart racing as my face hovered over hers. She searched my eyes and smiled when she liked what she saw.

      Her hand raked down my hair, pulling my lips to hers as her other hand reached between us. My hard cock flexed when I felt her palm wrap around it and she instantly whimpered a moan into my mouth. She fed my cock between her pussy lips, and I felt her walls squeeze and welcome around my shaft.

      “Mmmmoooohhh Gods be good!” Izabella moaned as she broke from the kiss. “Take me, Daniel—Take me!”

      Bucking my hips into hers, I slammed my throbbing cock into her pussy making the massive bed frame rattle. Her hands clawed at my back, but the pain was barely noticeable. I felt her strong thighs grip my hips in a way that would have cut me in half a fort night ago but now felt like a small hug.

      “Ah ah ah ahh, yes! Yes! Don’t stop!” she moaned as she arched her back.

      Izabella’s breasts had grown significantly since he’d last seen her. Slight lines of stretch marks curved around the edges of her breasts as they bounced with every thrust into her. My hands slid up, scooping up handfuls of her tits, squeezing them and mashing them into her chest as I fucked her.

      “Ahhhhh yes!” Izabella ignited, her eyes rolling backward. “Yes, baby, my nipples are so sens—sensitive—ahhhmmmm fuck! Don’t stop… don’t stop…”

      Squeezing her massive tits together and pinching her nipples, I watched Izabella cry out and arch her back as her hands pressed on the headboard as I fucked her hard.

      “Daniel… Daniel…” she gasped and then moaned. “I’m cumming… I’m cumming!”

      Thumping his cock inside her pussy, I felt her ankles lock around my back as I kissed her hard. The Amazon trembled and released a moan too loud for me to swallow it all.

      “Ohh Goddsss!” she cried as her thighs quivered, and her arms and legs clutched me hard enough to tear down a castle wall. My final thrust inside her released my strings of ropey cum inside her tight pussy. Simultaneously, something broke in the bed frame below us and the entire mattress dropped down a foot. “Mmmmm… ohh….”

      We lay on each other on the broken bed for several moments, panting and jolts of pleasure shot through Izabella’s body like I had never seen before.

      “All those times we slept together,” I said between breaths as I slid to her side, “you could have crushed me in an instant.”

      A coy smile curled on Izabella’s lips as her hand cupped my cheek. “I would never. I always knew what sort of man you could become. I was just waiting for you to see it.”

      As if my body responded on cue, the simple touch of her hand rubbing down my chest arose my cock from it’s limpness. Despite only seconds having past, my cock throbbed hard again.

      “That’s new,” I noted, looking down.

      Izabella giggled and continued her hand down my body until she could wrap her fingers around my shaft.

      “I believe you’ll find many new things are possible with your new powers,” Izabella purred and planted one last kiss on my lips before scooting down my body.

      Izabella lips wrapped around my cock and her tongue slid over ever in of my shaft and balls as she swallowed me. Over the next hour, the Amazon and I reintroduced ourselves to one another. The gorgeous woman rode my cock, allowing me to watch her magnificent tits bounce with every hump. I bent her over the remains of the bed a fucked her like an animal as she howled like one.

      When the time finally came that Emerald and Tuly could no longer stop the insistent Argyle from entering Izabella’s chambers, he stepped inside and stammered in shock at the scene. Splinters of wood from the bed frame were spread from one end of the room to the other. A mound of feathers covered them and more yet still floated about with the breeze from the window. I had lost count at how many times I came as did Izabella. We both lay on the concrete giggling from the joyous moment.

      “Wha—What in the kingdom have you two done!” Argyle exclaimed as he took in all the damage. Tuly poked her head in as well, curious how it was possible. Emerald leaned draped along the doorjamb, completely enamored by the sight, smell, and aura emitted from us. The horny succubus appeared to be doing all she could to keep from stripping down and joining the sexual mess we had created.

      “We will see your king now. I will require a new garment to wear,” Izabella announced and stood without care at who saw her naked body. As she did a pile of feathers fell from her lap and slowly floated to the floor. “Also, a new bed…”
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      “Miss. Izabella. You’ve decided to finally grace us with your presence,” King Meijer said from his throne. Ten knights stood flanked on each of him. The hall, which was once overflowing with citizens of the castle, was now barren of people—even the servants.

      “King Meijer, I thank you for your patience. It has been some time since I’ve seen my suitor,” Izabella replied. She wore a green gown now that matched the colors of her leafy garments she used to wear in the forest. Emerald also jumped at the opportunity for a new dress and wore a stunning red silk dress. Not to be left out, Tuly found a more modest silver gown that matched her complexion. Izabella held my arm as we walked in together. Perhaps it was my imagination, but her belly seemed to swell more so than it had when he first arrived. The elf and succubus trailed behind us.

      “Yes… well…” the king said, his eyes glaring assessing at me before turning back Izabella. “I must admit, I find your new division of attention annoying. I thought the royal king would keep the majority of your affection.”

      “The father of my child keep’s my affection always,” Izabella replied squeezing my tighter to her.

      The king gave a half shrug, “Perhaps I could lay claim to the next child in your womb?”

      “I think not,” Izabella said just as I spoke.

      “Perhaps not.”

      The king’s expression darkened, and his jaw set before loosening into a twisted grin. “Of course…” his eyes wandered behind us and his neck craned for a better view. “And what of your two lovely companions? Are they spoken for?”

      While Tuly lowered her gaze to hide her milky white elven features, Emerald lifted her chin, accenting her bosom and beauty, and gave the king a naughty smirk. Tuly smacked Emerald’s arm who jumped and seemed to remember something before muttering, “Sorry. It’s a habit.”

      Izabella softened her glare when she looked at me and I gave a half shrug as an apology for the succubus.

      “They are not spoken for; however, they mean to travel with us,” I said.

      “A shame,” the king said and adjusted in his throne. “You’re leaving the kingdom, you say? Why might that be? Are the luxuries offered on behalf of the Sandcastle beneath you?”

      “Your hospitality has been great, but it is time we must leave,” Izabella said, giving the king a small bow. “Our destiny lay elsewhere, and it is not safe for Sandcastle for us to remain.”

      “Oh, of that we both can agree,” the king said, swiftly snapping his finger at one of his servants. Two columns of fully armored knights rushed in the rear of the hall, swords and spears drawn. The armored guards beside the king moved in front of him and drew their swords.

      It wasn’t until the king’s trap was sprung and the four of us were surrounded that two others walked in. I nearly didn’t recognize them in their tight leather battle garments that hugged their figures. Marva, Goddess of Elvenland, entered with a short sword in hand. The blade had a slight curved and appeared pale blue when the sunlight caught it just so. Behind her was a more intimidating sight to me—Norse. The dark-haired elf carried a spear but her feral expression look more dangerous than any weapon she could hold.

      “Perhaps you’ll recognize Marva and her soldier, Norse,” the king waved to them, “they tell me you are criminals of the Elvenland.”

      “Mother! What are you doing?” Tuly asked, stepping alongside me.

      “Tuly! You foolish child! Come here at once!” Marva snapped. I stepped in front of Izabella and felt her hand grab my shoulder.

      “I’m not a child, and you are the one who defies father to commit murder.”

      Norse stepped forward, pointing the tip of her spear at Izabella. “It is not murder, when one death with save millions of lives, traitor.”

      “You’re the traitor!” Tuly yelled back.

      “Ladies… Ladies… or elves,” the king shrugged as he stood with his hands raised. “My priests tell me it has been centuries since the elves have reached out to any human kingdom. I grew up on stories about the elves, but I never thought I would get to meet one…” he smiled at Marva who nodded in return. “An alliance with the magical elven race means more to me than the keeper of another man’s Amazon,” he gestured to Izabella.

      Izabella stepped to my side as she snarled at the king, “You are the two-faced, coward human I heard stories of growing up.”

      “Silence!” the king barked, jabbing a finger at Izabella. “The Amazon will leave with the two elves, and the two elves will do their deed outside of Sandcastle’s walls. I want it to be known that the Sandcastle kingdom has nothing to do with the conflicts between your magical races.”

      Marva nodded at the king, “Duly noted.”

      “Pardon me, my king,” Emerald squeaked as she stepped daintily around us both. “I don’t really know these people. If I could just have asylum for—ah!” Emerald was yanked back by her hair and alongside Tuly who sneered at the succubus.

      “Your fate will match the rest of ours,” Tuly hissed.

      “I will rip your heads off if you come near me child, witch!” Izabella growled and stepped back into a fighting stance.

      Norse flipped her staff around her hand and held it above her shoulder, preparing to strike. “Your only option is a quick death or a slow one.”

      “Hey! Hey!” the king yelled in disbelief. “Outside of Sandcastle. It is my one demand. Respect the king’s voice!”

      And then the fighting began.
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      Norse launched the spear from her grip, and it sliced through the air faster than any human eye could see. While all the knights and the king didn’t even have a chance to turn their head, my eyes followed the tip of the spear as it neared Izabella’s belly. She moved to block it, but I tackled the spear to the ground and rolled to the wall.

      Immediately, Izabella leaped from where she stood and attacked Norse with a series of punches that put her on the defensive.

      “Seize them!” the king boomed, and his king’s guard and knights should as they ran ahead with their weapons raised.

      To the outsider, it at first appeared as though Tuly was dancing with the dozens of armor-clad knights. The men’s movement was so harsh and direct—hacking with their swords and stabbing with their spears—but by contrast Tuly side-stepped, twisted, and spun around their strikes like this all was a pre-arranged dance ceremony. Shoving warriors this way and tripping them. There was a pile of disoriented bodies left in her wake as she moved from one side of the room to the other.

      I… was never the graceful type. Parrying the first spear stabbed at me, I reached past the spear and grabbed the shoulder armors of the knight and lifted him from his feet. Spinning, I smashed his body into the second knight with a sword raised then tossed him into the line of men coming my way.

      “Fighting humans was never part of the bargain we struck!” Emerald yelped as she less gracefully hopped between the skirmishing knights. “I’m a lover, not a fighter!”

      “You are a demon, witch!” Tuly snapped from across the room. “Act like it!”

      In Tuly’s distraction while speaking, a sword strike she didn’t see until the last moment brushed her cheek, opening a cut. The shock of pain was replaced with the scowl of anger as spun her attacker around using his own momentum and ran him into the tip of another man’s spear. Up until that moment, Tuly had been going out of her way to keep from harming the humans, but the trickle of blood from her cheek motivated her to disarm a broadsword nearly as big as she was from a knight, and yet, she wielded it with one hand as she sliced through the soldiers.

      “I’m not that kind of demon, elf!”

      Emerald clutched at her dress and tiptoed to the edge of the fighting. She crouched down as if she was a mouse and tried to avoid attention. When a knight did notice her, she froze in place, and when his sword cut through her image, she disappeared to several feet away. Illusions and trickery were a succubae power, and she would not risk her life pretending to be something she was not.

      “Can you hide us from them?” I asked, tossing another knight into five more.

      “Not while in combat. We must escape first. They mustn’t have eyes on us when I camouflage your mana signatures the same as I do myself,” Emerald explained as she avoided men being tossed against the wall beside her.

      A streak of green blurred above their heads before impacting against the far wall near the entrance to the great hall. The thud Izabella’s back made against the thick slab of cement echoed and a tremor went around the entire room as dust and sand was shook loose from the ceiling. She landed on her hands and knees with a bloody lips and clenched teeth. Norse and Marva stood side by side next to the king panting and staring at her over the carnage of the battle happening between them.

      I ran to Izabella’s side. “Are you okay?”

      “I’m going to enjoy killing these elves,” Izabella said, swiping blood from her mouth with the back of her hand. She was rising to her feet when a sudden crippling pain made her cry out and collapse back to her knees. “No—” she cried.

      “What? What is it, Izabella?” I asked, grabbing her shoulders.

      “Contractions—the baby is coming… soon,” she grunted.

      Most of the knights were piled unconscious, dead, or badly wounded. Those that could, staggered backward away from Tuly, the unarmored skinny girl in a dress like she was a dragon in disguise. But it was just as she was walking forward with her broadsword in hand, that she froze. Every magic being did. I didn’t know what I was feeling but I knew others could sense it too. It was a murky foreboding feeling in my gut. Terror turned into a physical substance.

      “Is the spell broken? Did she have the baby?” Norse gasped as she turned to face the wall as if she could see through it.

      “The child hasn’t been born, yet, but the spell weakens. We don’t have much time,” Marva said.

      “Noooooo! It comes! It comes!!!” Emerald screamed as she collapsed to a crouch. The demon seemed to be the most sensitive of them all to what they were feeling. An ancient fear that she hadn’t experienced in thousands of years. “She will kill us all!”

      “What is it? What am I feeling?” I whispered.

      Izabella clutched her belly as another contraction came and went. “The contractions are weakening the magic holding the Amazons. One has escaped—ugh! She’s… coming…”

      “Who? Who is?” I asked, my heart racing.

      “Haughty is free…”
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      “You insolent fools!” the king balked as he wagged his arms. “You are destroying my hall! Out, I say! Get out now!”

      No one minded the king anymore. The only two living knights who remained scooted back to protect their monarch near the throne. Their swords trembling in the air.

      “We have to hurry,” Izabella said, taking deep breaths. “If Haughty gets here, she will slaughter everyone, wait until I birth our son, then murder us too. I don’t have the strength to stop her, and you don’t have the skill. Our only hope is to hide.”

      I nodded and looked up as Norse and Marva walked through the hall of corpses toward us. Short Sword in Marva’s hand and Spear in Norse’s.

      “We will defeat these two and escape,” I said as I helped Izabella to her feet.

      “Yes,” Izabella said. Her delicate jaw was set and her eyes narrowed in a glare. She reached down and tore the fabric along the sides of her skirt from ankle to hip on each side. Shucking off her sandals, she rubbed her calloused bare feet on the cement floor. “Yes, we will.”

      Before I could make up a strategy of attack, Izabella launched from where she stood and, in a blur of speed, was engaged in mortal combat with the two elves. She threw a three-punch combination at Marva that she blocked but knocked her off balance, and then she spun with a spinning heel kick toward Norse who ducked out of the way. Izabella’s skirt whipped in her legs wake, making her half naked for a brief moment.

      I dove forward, covering the length of five men in a blink of time. Marva swung her sword at Izabella’s neck while her back was turned, but I smacked the weapon from her hand and tackled the Goddess into the floor.

      “You swine!” Marva rasped as she rose to her feet. “You human dare to touch and elf queen!”

      I responded by swinging a punch at her jaw that missed. Spinning, I stopped myself strike again at the woman. This time with less power and several more punches. I punched at her head, chest, stomach, and even her crotch, but every target always moves an inch to the left or right or backward from my fist before it was meant to connect.

      With Marva distracted, Izabella went on the offensive, pushing Norse back and against the wall. It seemed every other strike the Amazon threw landed on the elf and the wounds were mounting. She was able to land a kick that launched Norse into the throne, narrowly missing the king but crushing his last two remaining knights protecting him.

      “You child!” Marva mocked as she ducked away from my hands as I tried to grab her. “You think power makes you a warrior? It doesn’t matter if your faster or stronger, you still move like an ogre! I will kill that child while in her belly. You cannot stop—ah!”

      In the middle of her monologue, Marva’s daughter, Tuly entered the fray. She swung her stolen broadsword like it was weightless, slashing at her mother from the opposite side. Forcing Marva to split her attention and prioritize the blade, I finally found my opening and landed a hard punch to Marva’s back, shooting her into the wall hard enough to shake the castle.

      The expression on Tuly’s face was complicated as I no doubt just injured her mother. Despite myself, I felt guilty and rasped a, “Sorry.”

      Tuly hardened her face, though it still appeared soft and sad. “My mother made her choice.”

      Emerald, who had effectively remained hidden in the shadows through most of the conflict saw her opportunity and skulked over to her target.

      “My king…” she sang in a most delicious song as she approached the stricken man. “I’m scared… will you protect me?”

      The king, who was still staring at his destroyed throne as Norse slowly stood and attacked Izabella once again, staggered backward as Emerald approached. “S-Stay back y-you witch.”

      Emerald tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear as she continued to saunter closer. “But I’m no witch, my king. I’m just a lonely girl in need of a strong man.”

      The king nearly tripped over one of his men’s corpses and drew a dagger that quivered in his hand.

      “Stay back, I say!” he warned, but the fear in his eyes was louder.

      “What’s wrong?” Emerald’s pale skin suddenly turned pink as her horns appeared out of the top of her head, and fangs and claws grew from her. Her tender voice became demonic. “Aren’t I pretty?”

      With a yelp, the king turn and ran, hopping over bodies along the side of the hall until he entered a side room in the back. Emerald pursued, galloping on her hands and knees after him with a devilish grin.

      Without warning, Marva exploded from where she fell. Her pale blue elvish sword in hand, she must’ve landed where the blade had fallen. Marva cut down on her daughter, shattering the broadsword and narrowly missing Tuly’s face. The blade continued up as I lunged for the elf and it sliced me across my chest. When Tuly attempted to punch her mother, her strike was blocked and Marva snatched her daughter by the throat, lifting her in the air.

      “What daughter would strike her mother?” Marva said in disgust. She slashed the blade across Tuly’s belly and threw her hard in the wall. When Tuly fell, she did not get up.

      “No!” I yelled and charged. Marva swiped the sword down at my head for a killing blow, but I was fast enough to catch her hand before the blow was struck. I twisted with my entire body and heard a snap as I took the sword from Marva and shoved her aside.

      “Ah!” Marva cried, clutching her hand to her chest.

      I raised the sword at Marva just in time to look see the other fight conclude. Izabella yanked Norse down to her knees and restrained one arm between Izabella’s thighs, her other arm was held by her left hand, and used her right hand to grip Norse’s jaw as she twisted her head nearly in a complete circle, snapping her neck.

      “No!” Marva shouted. “You heathen!”

      Izabella released Norse’s body and let her corpse collapse to the floor as she walked to my side. Blood dripped down my chest from my long cut, but the wound was not mortal. There were no new wounds on Izabella, but she panted heavily.

      “You two are monsters!” Marva spat. Her broken wrist hung limply at her bosom. “You mean to damn millions to death because of one child? What possible value could that boy bring to this world that his life won’t take away?”

      “Possibility,” Izabella answered after a moment.

      Marva’s expression darkened as she stepped back into a fighting stance. “You fools! I will⁠—”

      The motion happened so quickly that blood was exploding from Marva’s body before the shattered concrete, brick, and mortar had a chance to fall. She had entered the hall by smashing through the wall, pulverizing it and collapsing half of the ceiling but not before Haughty’s shoulder crushed Marva, the Goddess of Elvenland, in one motion. The elf’s body exploded and splattered against the far wall before chunks of rubble fell and filled the room. When the dust settled, Haughty’s muscled body stood barely dressed in Amazon green coverings over her breasts and crotch, blood splashed over half her body and spear in hand.

      “Izabella…” Haughty said, wearing a dark smirk. Her short black hair dusted her brow. “Time for us to finish our fight, girl.”
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      “Haughty,” Izabella growled and made a fist with one hand while holding her belly with the other. In the demolish hall that was now bright with the light of the setting sun, the three of them were all who remained. Outside there were screams and shouting as peasants and high born alike fled the castle walls. I shuffled closer to Izabella, putting my shoulder in front of her.

      “This doesn’t have to be difficult,” Haughty spoke and slowly walked a wide circle around us. “You both are heroes to the Amazonian sisters. When your child is born you will have set our sisters free from the forest. You will have the thanks of our entire people. Izabella, you will be praised as a senior Amazon and legend warrior. Daniel, pick a castle and we shall give it to you.”

      “And what about the people currently in that castle?” I asked.

      Haughty smirked. “Many things will change once the Amazons are free.”

      “Humans are our allies,” Izabella said as we both turned to keep Haughty in front of us. “We were created to protect the world of man.”

      “Man abandoned us eons ago!” Haughty bellowed and thick muscles on her stomach and neck flexed. “They chose their fate; they had their time. It is the Amazon’s time to rule.”

      Izabella shook her head with disgust on her face. “I won’t let you have my baby.”

      “This I know,” Haughty admitted with a playful smile as she adjusted her grip on her spear. “I promised your mother words before bloodshed. Now when I return to her with all three of your heads, I can do so as an honest woman. Now, Daniel. While I’ve enjoyed your cock, we won’t be needing you for this next part. Don’t worry. Your son will be joining you in the afterlife shortly.”

      Haughty leaped in the air; her spear reached back over head before she swung it down on my head. Had my powers not been unlocked, the strike would have split me in two where I stood. With my abilities, though, I managed to get the elvish sword up in time to block the strike, stopping the spear tip inches from my face.

      “How!?” Haughty yelled with wide eyes and veins popping from her forehead, but her word only lasted seconds as she received a hard punch to her jaw from Izabella in response. Her body twisted like a coil and cut a path through the debris all the way to the destroyed throne.

      Izabella used the time lunge for Norse’s spear along the wall. Chunks of rock exploded as Haughty dove across the hall from where she landed. Spear pointed and blood dripping from her mouth, Haughty stabbed at Izabella just as Izabella clutched Norse’s spear in a cartwheel, her green skirt loosely flowing behind her. She landed on one foot, avoiding the attack, but immediately spun with the other, round kicking at Haughty. The kick was blocked and Haughty spun around, attempting to sweep her leg, but Izabella performed a backflip to dodge the move. It was clear that this was exactly what Haughty planned for though as she jabbed her spear toward her fellow Amazon while mid-flip in the air.

      While I could see everything that happened, I barely had the understanding of their impeccable techniques or even how they contorted their nimble bodies in such ways. My reaction time was so stunted compared to these trained warriors that I only reached the battle in time to shove Haughty into the wall.

      Thinking I had her pinned, I stabbed my sword at the center of her back and felt hope surge within me that I could land the killing blow. My hopes were dashed as Haughty used the momentum of my shove to run herself up the wall, flipping behind me as my sword pierced brick. I winced as I sensed the spear strike coming to the back of my head, but Izabella’s spear smacked Haughty’s strike away.

      By the time I pulled my sword free from the wall, Haughty had backed Izabella across the room with several spear attacks from different angles. I joined the fray, buying time for Izabella, but doing little else. Haughty barely looked at me as I hacked, stabbed, and chopped at her back, and yet she blocked my every strike and nearly stabbed more than once.

      I realized my sword skill wasn’t going to win this fight and tried to embrace my only real contribution: hinderance. I threw the sword at Haughty’s thigh and leaped into the air. The bottom of the Amazon’s spear hooked the sword away but couldn’t block me leaping onto her back. With one arm wrapped around her throat, my other snatched her left hand. Miraculously, even with me on her back and Izabella on the offensive, Haughty was able to hold Izabella at bay with one hand, that was until Izabella gripped the tip of Haughty’s spear and performed a spinning wheel kick on her spear hand to disarm her.

      “Raaahhhhhh!” Haughty screamed like an enraged bear. For a brief moment, I tried to choke the woman, but she ignited at a speed I’ve never experience and tackled Izabella, mid spin, through the giant hole in the wall.

      The three of us plummeted to the grassy garden below. The impact made a small crater and shot dust in the air that clouded my vision and made me wonder if I was dead for several moments. My limbs were ragged and heavy as I rolled in the dirt. When the dust cleared, I could hear men and women fleeing. Their screams panicked. I crawled searching for Izabella, but found couldn’t find

      “Iz… Izabella!”

      Turning around, I heard grunting and saw the fight continuing through their silhouettes. The pregnant woman, barely on her feet, swinging lazy punches and kicks that were easily blocked by the trim, muscular woman, and countered with a hard upper cut to Izabella’s belly.

      “Ughhhhh!” Izabella cried as her knees gave out and she cupped her stomach.

      “No!” I shouted and ran to her, but by the time I neared, Haughty had scooped up Izabella’s body and jumped back into Sandcastle’s hall through the same hole in the wall.

      I had never tried it before, but I squatted and prepared to follow. My legs were weak and feeling human. My mana must have been low.

      “Come on…” I whispered to myself before leaping to into the air.

      Scrambling and clawing, I barely made it back into the castle hall. Several large blocks of debris fell off the exposed cliff as I pawed inside. They exposed where Tuly lay, unconscious and barely breathing. Crawling over her, I staggered the center of hall where Izabella screamed. She lay on her side with her legs parted and Haughty restraining her hands behind her back.

      “Ahhhhhhhhh!” Izabella screamed, her voice crackling. A puddle of soaked her skirt and spread from between her legs.

      “Yes… here he comes,” Haughty purred with a smile as Izabella struggled against her restrained hands.

      I walked quietly, sneaking up on Haughty’s backside when something happened. Izabella released one more gut-wrenching scream and a shockwave reverberated from their very spot. It was powerful enough to knock me down to a knee and sent every bird as far as the eye could see flapping into the air. Even Haughty was knocked backward on her butt from the release of energy.

      The next sound heard was my son’s crying filling the demolished hall.

      “It… It is done,” Haughty gasped, “the spell that has imprisoned the Amazons for thousands of years is broken. Our people are free, Izabella!”

      But Izabella had our son scooped up in one arm and was scooting back with the other. Haughty smiled parting her hands as she approached Izabella.

      “It’s nothing personal, Izabella. You can have other daughters—many daughters, but there are a reason male Amazons must not be allowed to live,” Haughty said. “Were your son be allowed to reach puberty, he would be the most dangerous creature on this planet.”

      “Y-You will have to kill me to reach my son!” Izabella cried.

      “So be it,” Haughty said.

      I dove into Haughty’s side and didn’t let go as we both fell to the ground. I knew I had to hold onto her no matter what if I had a fighting chance. Quickly mounting her, I landed two hard punches to the back of her head. I went to land a third, but Haughty spun her legs acrobatically and flipped me onto my face. I raised to my knees just as Haughty knife hand struck me in my throat and front kicked me in the chest, sending me tumbling backward to where the throne once stood.

      Haughty stormed over to Izabella, clearly done playing games. When the new mother rose to her knees, Haughty kicked her in the face spinning her away.

      “This ends now!” Haughty boomed. Kneeling over a barely conscious Izabella, Haughty reached down to grab the infant’s head.

      Izabella’s right hand snatched Haughty’s wrist in a last-ditch effort to save our son. When Haughty reached with her other hand, it was grabbed by two hands—Tuly’s hands. The elf was badly hurt and barely conscious, but she tucked the Amazon’s arm to her chest and she wasn’t letting go.

      “You fools!” Haughty growled, preparing to stand until I leaped onto her back, kicking her feet out from under her. “You all… shall… die…” she growled as she flexed her muscles.

      I tucked my arm under her chin and squeezed as hard as I could, but it felt as though I squeezed a boulder. Tuly’s feet slid on the floor as Haughty pulled her hand closer to my son’s crying face.

      “N-No!” Izabella cried as her strength wavered and both of Haughtys hands inched together, closing around my son’s head. “Daniel!”

      I clenched my teeth, squatted my legs, wrenched back as hard as I could. When I did, I squeezed and twisted my arm as I bellowed a roar.

      “Raaahhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” I cried and felt bones snap and every muscle in my body stretch and start to tear.

      Falling backward, I hit the ground and first thought I had been knocked away from Haughty. It wasn’t until a second later that I realized that I still held the Amazon’s head in my arms, but her body was not with it.

      Haughty’s headless corpse gushed blood bathing Izabella, Tuly, and the newborn boy in the Amazon’s blood before the corpse finally fell over. I shoved the head away from and took a breath.

      The fight was over… for now…

       

      ***

       

      After washing the blood off of them with a pale of water behind where the throne sat, they cut the umbilical chord and ensured their child was well.

      Fingers, toes, arms, legs… he looked… normal.

      It took several minutes, but Izabella was able to prepare a tonic from her potions to heal the three of them. Izabella gave a drop of it as well to our son out of caution, but he appeared healthy and even stopped crying.

      “When Tuly was finally able to hold him after I did, she wept. “Does he have a name?” she asked.

      I looked to Izabella, raising an eyebrow to see her thoughts. She smiled and limped to my side, wrapping her arms around mine.

      “His name is Daniel, son of Daniel,” Izabella announced. “First man among the Amazons.”

      Tuly smiled and whispered, “Daniel,” as she kissed his forehead.

      There was a clatter from a nearby room that caused all three of us to snap around in a fighting stance. There was a wooden door that rattled across the hall. We inched toward the door cautiously. The healing tonic had spared our lives, but it had not enough time to fully heal us. She we need to fight again so soon, we would not be prepared. I pulled the door open, and Izabella and I raised our fists to strike, but they quickly fell to our sides.

      On the floor a pinkish-red skinned woman mounted a naked man. Her tail whipped about excitedly with his cock inside her and she wrapped her arms around his backside as she kissed him on the mouth. Emerald’s tail slowed and froze as her eyes slowly turned to see us. She released the man and his head and back smacked limp to the floor. It was then that I recognized it was the king of Sandcastle she was on top of. The king’s skin was pale and his eyes stuck open in a perpetual stare at nothing.

      “I can explain… It’s not what it looks like,” Emerald said and turned her attention briefly back to the dead king she was in the middle of having sex with. “Okay, it’s a little what it looks like.” She said and looked left to right before finding and reaching to grab the king’s golden dagger. She placed it in the king’s limp hand backward. “It was self-defense,” Emerald said, raising her hands. “He was going to kill me. I had no choice… I swear!” she said innocently with a shrug.
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      I waited outside village, just along the tree line beside the pathway. The setting sun shined just over my shoulder and inside my black cloak where my son squirmed in my arms. He was sleepy and look up at me through slitted eye lids as he grabbed at the blanket he was wrapped in. I smiled, brushing my finger along his cheek.

      I was a man now.

      It hadn’t been long since I left the farm village and made the mistake of cutting through the forbidden forests, but that mistake turned out to be the worst and best thing to even happen to me. I was a father and basically a husband now. I didn’t have land yet, but I was young and there was a big country to explore to the West. Plenty of time for me to make my wealth and develop some land of my choosing.

      Three figures approached from the village, each dressed in different cloaks. They carried the reigns of a junior horse walking behind them, satchels of goods strapped to its side.

      “A horse?” I asked.

      “It was a good price,” Izabella replied, defensively.

      “And how do we look?” Emerald asked, waving her red cloak about and showing off her fresh dress. All three had bought new dresses and cloaks. Izabella wore a forest green cloak while Tuly had a silver cloak.

      “Like your prepared to fight for your life against another king,” I replied, and Emerald giggled at the memory.

      They had walked for half a day to leave Sandcastle and make it to the next village, and still rumors reached this village before us about a great magical battle happening in Sandcastle. They would have to keep a low profile going forward.

      Izabella took our son from me as she gave me a kiss. He was asleep and went quietly under her cloak. I checked on the supplies they purchased and found a freshly strung bow and a quiver of arrows. Food shouldn’t be an issue for us. There was plenty of game in the woods for us to hunt.

      They all three paused in their preparations before their next hike when a jolt in their air drew their attention. It was far away but it was powerful. The rest of the Amazons had reached Sandcastle. The waves of their power suggested they were destroying it—searching for Izabella and our son.

      “Are you sure your powers cloak us?” I asked.

      Emerald rolled her eyes as she looked at herself in a hand mirror she had purchased with the gold they took from the castle. “For the third time, yes. No one can find us, no matter how hard they try.”

      “It is as she says,” Tuly said. “I can’t sense any of your magics.”

      “You are, of course, welcome to travel with us, but you owe us nothing, Tuly. You can return to Elvenland. I’m sure your father would accept you back and the road we walk is a dangerous one.”

      “The Amazons will never stop hunting for us,” Izabella said.

      “And the realms of man will be looking to kidnap and trade us to the Amazons,” I said.

      “Not to mention the portals to the underworld are awakening now that they have magic to feed upon once again. Soon, the demons of old will fill every forest,” Emerald added, though she briefly wore a nostalgic smile before seeing the others watching her and made it disappear.

      Tuly nodded, a somber look overcame her. “I appreciate the warning, but I don’t think the elves are my people anymore… not after my moth—not after what happened.”

      “Any woman who protects our son are my people now,” Izabella said, placing a hand on Tuly’s shoulder. “You will always be welcome at our side.”

      Tuly smiled and nodded.

      “We shall travel West in search of a new place to call home,” I said. “We are all outcasts from our peoples, for one reason or another.”

      “Not I,” Emerald commented as she blew a final kiss to her reflection in the mirror before putting it away. “My fellow demons are perfectly happy with me.”

      Tuly rolled her eyes.

      “They won’t be for long,” I said, picking up Norse’s spear from the grass. Izabella took Haughty’s spear and Tuly sheathed her mother’s short sword. “We will need to slay many of your demon brethren on our journey. Will you be okay with that?”

      Emerald shrugged with a roll of her eyes, “Who cares? Succubae are loners by nature. I will have to get used to traveling with others.”

      “Yes,” Izabella said, gripping her spear, “You will.”

      As the sun set on our backs, we stood at the threshold of the dark woods. A demon, an Elf, an Amazon, and a man, all gathered to protect a child who was said to grow up to destroy the world. That was if the world wasn’t destroyed beforehand. The demons awoke from their slumber as the Amazons began their revenge against the realms of men.

      Izabella gave me a small smile as she pulled the hood of her cloak over her head, and I did the same. Side by side, and with our son tucked away safely, we started our journey west and into the woods. The Elf, demon and horse followed.

    

  


  
    
      
        [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.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            READ THIS BOOK NEXT!

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        A Horny Cougar Story

      

        

      
        Indecent Book Club:

        Mrs. Thompson

        On Amazon!

      

        

      
        Save Money By

        Reading the Bundle!

      

        

      
        Indecent Book Club:

        Bundle

        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 dirty smut on Amazon. The stories focus on MILF, Cougar, Orgies, Lesbian, and Dominant Women.

      

        

      
        Author Website

      

        

      
        Want to see the author’s entire catalogue?

      

        

      
        Master List

      

      

      
        [image: X (Twitter) icon] X (Twitter)

      

    

  


  
    
      
        [image: VIRAL COUGAR]
      

    

  







            PREVIEW!

          

          

      

    

    






Viral Cougar

        

      

    

    
      “Oh, god…” Mandy groaned as her dildo dipped into her pussy and back out. The 8-inch light pink silicone object was already glistening with her juices. “Oh, I’m so close, guys… the first one is about to happen…” her voice sang as her hips raised and lowered. One foot was to the left of her steering wheel, while the other was outstretched on the passenger seat.

      “Oh fuck! Are you ready? Are you guys fucking ready?” Mandy cried as she pumped the dildo in and out, faster and faster. She felt the pleasure building like a highlighter, circling her sex over and over. “Oh god!”

      Mandy pulled the dildo out of her pussy, watching the bright sunlight catching the droplets flung off of it as they rained on her steering wheel. Her sex pulsed, and she squirted a small rain of juices onto the towel she had laid on the driver side floor-mats.

      “Ugh!” she grunted as drips continued to leak from her. “God, I want you to fuck me right now so bad. I want you to treat me like the bad girl I’m being…”

      Mandy leaned forward and adjusted the angle of her phone. It videoed her from the docking station she had in the middle of her dash above her sound system. The red Honda Odyssey she sat in was spacious. Meant for a family of seven, the minivan suited her family of six just fine as well as handled her extracurricular activities.

      Hearts, starry-eyed faces, and lusting faces filled the screen as she live streamed video for her ultra-fans filled the screen. She had been teasing this video for some time. She meant to do it last week but her youngest was home sick from school and her husband couldn’t be bothered from his golf lessons, drinks with the boys, then a round of golf the next day that turned into more drinking—such was his way.

      “Mmmm… mmmm…. I feel another one, you want another one baby?” she moaned to her digital audience. She had nearly 50 people watching her live, which was a record. When she posted this video later that night, it would get hundreds if not thousands of views by the weekend.

      But 48 live views was pretty good for a 34-year-old mom of three.

      She did a quick glance around the parking lot and saw no one but empty cars. Mandy had parked in the back of the beach parking lot. It was a sunny Florida day, so it was busy. She had left her windows down so the sound of the AC blowing wouldn’t ruin the audio of her recording.

      The heat of the day clung to her skin and her loose white top (which allowed everyone could clearly see her nipples through) stuck to her skin. She wore a pair of large aviator sunglasses that felt like a mask to her. She normally wore an elegant mascaraed mask to hide some of her face when it was in frame. It gave her more confidence to perform her more secret fantasies. Hiding her sexual desires for so long only to put them on the internet for all to enjoy was terrifying and strangely erotic. It was amazing how a simple camera and internet post could activate an otherwise stalled and nonexistent sex life.

      Biting her thick lower lip, the corner of her mouth raised in a smirk as she teased the tip of her dildo on her pussy lips. The touch alone was enough to send butterflies pattering around her belly and sex.

      “Are you going to give me more?” Mandy asked breathlessly. “Mommy, wants more.”
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