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      I sighed as I scrolled down the list on the screen. Whoever designed it was probably some genius who memorised all twelve million parts that could be printed. Because the interface was just awful to use. You’d think ailerons would be under ‘Wing Components.’ But no, some genius thought to give ‘Control Surfaces’ their own completely separate genre. To make matters worse, the search function only worked if you had a part number. Great if I was holding the aileron I wanted to print, not so good when the purpose of the exercise was specifically to do without.

      “What’s the holdup?” My radio crackled.

      I sighed at the breach of protocol. I wasn’t even supposed to be here. The hurricane was the first Category 6 on record. There’d been some debate on that. But with rising global temperatures, the ease and frequency of storm systems forming… Well, all things needed an update every now and then.

      “Just this dinky search menu,” I grumbled, finally locating the part I needed. “I mean, how hard would it be to have an option to just tap on an image of the plane to get the part we wanted?” I paused for a moment to hear a snappy retort, before reaching to tap print, but the screen went blank instead.

      “Like this?”

      I sighed as an image of the plane appeared, just as I said. I wanted to yell, scream and curse. I had it, and he just changed it in front of me. It would have been great if I hadn’t spent ten minutes searching for the exact part, before having it yanked out of view while he hot-wired the system.

      “Yes Jerry,” I replied evenly as I tapped the image and brought up the part I needed. “This is perfect.”

      “What about,” Jerry said as the screen went blank. “This?”

      I grit my teeth, trying not to scream at him. The man was brilliant, but he was painful to deal with. I looked at the screen, and now all the search functions were streamlined beside the image. I tapped on the wing and got a list of the parts, with a search box. Running my fingers over the screen, I could even manually make it search for the part I required on sight.

      “What abou-”

      “Leave it alone Jerry!” I snapped. “Even in this holding pattern, the storm’s going to hit the mainland before I have time to run the test. So unless you want me picked up by the coast guard, I need to do this now!”

      “Carry on Lieutenant,” Jerry replied softly.

      I looked up at the ceiling and gave it the finger. It was the closest way I had to tell him how I felt. If only the satellite had infrared that could pierce the heat shielding of this aircraft. Going back to the screen, I tapped on the wing, then zoomed in on the right hand outer aileron and tapped it again. The system brought up the schematic, telling me what I needed. That was simple. Carbon, and lots of it. Sure there were some bits and pieces here and there made of metal or glass. But technology has come a long way. I tapped print and stepped away from the printer. That is if you really wanted to call it that.

      The world governments almost unanimously decided to do nothing about climate change. I mean, they SAID that they would. But what that really meant was, create a few laws and taxes to promote the civilian sectors into action. The government just rolled in the cash flow until someone came out with a stable cold fusion reactor. It had taken a decade to make that reactor small enough to put inside an aircraft carrier. The next prototype was made smaller again, and put inside an aircraft.

      Twelve trillion dollars later, I was one of the few people to know of its existence. And I was the only one who’d ever flown it. The one time I had a passenger that wasn’t Jerry, he wore a balaclava and never spoke. But Jerry said something about a funding increase, so I figured it went well.

      Either way, with access to the schematics for a cold fusion reactor and an advanced 3D printer, Jerry started printing. Through trial, error, more trial and more error, he came up with this aircraft. It had no name, no markings and almost no radar signature. It didn’t even show up on thermals unless you parked it in the sun for a few hours then moved it into a shady spot. And at thirty metres long, twenty-seven wide, shaped like a cross between an F-35 and a Hercules. That was no mean feat. But the overall size of the thing meant nothing as I sat in the roomy, comfortable cockpit.

      “I still can’t believe you convinced me to try this,” I sighed.

      “Can you think of a better stress test?” Jerry asked.

      Clipping my harness back on, I did a quick system check and got my bearing. When I gripped the controls, the autopilot disengaged. And immediately I was fighting the controls.

      “The sensors are going haywire,” Jerry remarked.

      “Yeah, it was smooth enough to make a cup of tea before I took control.”

      “I’ll put a note on that,” Jerry said in a tone I didn’t believe for a moment was sarcasm.

      The controls for the aircraft were more like some space flight simulator, than an actual aircraft. I had a throttle on the left, with the control stick on the right. Most of the various controls were within easy reach of a finger. I could take off, fly around and land and only have to remove my arms from the rests to toggle the landing gear and change radio stations.

      Twitching the stick to the right, I got a look at the storm for the first time. My radar was telling me the storm was over two-thousand kilometres wide. Which… Meant I’d cross it in a little over two hours. Not bad for an electric, experimental jet. I’d asked Jerry how it worked once but after the words ion-propulsion and supercapacitors, I lost track. The gist of it that I managed to retain was, air went into a turbine run by the reactor. That air was then accelerated by an electrical current suspended between the blades of the turbines and some additional wires and came out the back with thrust similar to that of modern fighter aircraft. And as this thing, despite its size weighs about the same as an F-18. Well... I have an aircraft like no other.

      “Alright Jerry, things are about to get interesting,” I said, rolling my eyes. If I’d spoken to my commanding officers, an air controller or just about anyone else with the same flippantly as I did Jerry, I’d probably be court marshalled. But the man outright refused to respond to me, unless I spoke like ‘a people’ as he put it.

      “Right, I’ve received the code, the printer will be done in thirty seconds. I’ll fire the explosive bolts in fifteen.”

      I grit my teeth and sighed. We’d moved right past flight tests and straight into torture tests. This was a ‘worst case scenario’ kind of test. Escaping a battlefield with minor damage, into a storm where most aircraft wouldn't directly follow. We were testing both the airframe, the printer under stress and the aircraft’s repair feature. It was a late idea, where certain components like control surfaces could be replaced mid-flight. And there was no better place to try this than during the storm season, over the Atlantic, East of Florida.

      “A-right, -ignal is ch-ppy. Goo- l-ck!” Jerry called through the static haze.

      I sighed and nodded to myself as the aircraft jolted hard to one side. Warning lights flared inside the cockpit. I glanced out the window and could see where I was missing the aileron. Switching off the warnings they fell silent as I continued to fly. The missing aileron made the situation so much worse, but with the auxiliaries and vectored thrusters, I kept it under control. The chime behind me told me the printer was finished.

      “Moment of truth,” I grunted.

      Activating the autopilot, I undid my harness and stood. It wasn’t as smooth as earlier, but I was able to walk easily enough. Stepping out of the cockpit, I moved into the next compartment and made my way to the printer. Locked in a holding bracket was the new aileron. I gave it a quick check for defects, but by now the manufacturing process was just about flawless. Satisfied, I carried it across to the other side of the hallway where the new repairs system was installed. Simply, it displayed a screen with the damaged component it needed. It wasn’t perfect. If a section of wiring had been damaged, it couldn’t tell what was left beyond that point. But an aileron was easy enough. Loading it into the dispenser, I hit the button and let it do its thing.

      “Coffee after this,” I grumbled. “Need more coffee.”

      Strolling back into the cockpit, I was just in time to see a flash of light. Blinking to clear my vision, the aircraft shook violently. I stumbled and slammed into the copilot's seat. The aircraft seemed to be rolling, and there were no warning sirens. All I could hear was the wind. Blinking to clear my eyes I threw myself at my own seat. I had to grip the armrest as gravity began to shift. Dragging myself into the seat, I clung to the arm rest as we went past forty-five degrees. Clipping part way into my harness, I grabbed the stick and tried to roll back. But nothing happened, so I dropped the throttle to idle and sent out a distress call.

      “MAYDAY MAYDAY MAYDAY!” I yelled into the radio. “This is Lieutenant Evan Brown. I am piloting an experimental aircraft that has malfunctioned and I am going down. Coordinates are…” I blinked and confirmed that my instruments were down too. Just a series of blank screens. The aircraft was at a ninety degree lean and I was struggling desperately to get myself strapped in. “I am twelve hundred kilometres East of Orlando Florida. I am going down. MAYDAY MAYDAY MAYDAY!”

      The storm must have been too intense, because the only greeting I received was silence. The radio should have had its own backup power source. But the instrument panel was down too, so I had no idea if I was broadcasting or not. With a last ditch effort, I managed to clip in the last of my harness. Staring out of the cockpit I couldn’t see the ground, but I knew it was approaching. The aircraft was in a shallow dive and mostly upside down.

      As the sun vanished behind the nose of the aircraft, I was plunged into darkness. Darkness that encompassed everything, except one small light.

      “You’ve gotta be kidding me!” I snarled and smacked the button.

      I heard the dull clunk of the reactor firing up again. Whatever had caused the failure had caused a system wide reboot. The aircraft shuddered and suddenly the flight stick became heavy. I gripped it and tried to arrest the spin. But the aircraft wasn’t responding well. Reaching down, I made sure I could reach the ejection handle. How I would fare in the ocean during a category six hurricane, I had no idea. But it beat, hitting the ocean at over a klick an hour. With a moment to breathe, despite being upside down, that is, I checked the instruments.

      “Fuck sake Jerry!” I snapped. The message before me was telling me that during repairs, I had only emergency control. Basically enough to keep the aircraft flying straight and stable and nothing else.

      “Jerry!” I shouted into the radio. “Jerry, disable the repair!” I waited for a moment. “Jerry, disable it, or I’m crashing the jet!” Still nothing. “JERRY!”

      Thumping my fist against the armrest, I went back to the screen. It wasn’t able to show or do much. But I was able to bring up a window with a countdown to completion. Looking out the window I could see the robotic arms removing any debris, while tightly gripping the new aileron. It worked along a small rail built into a groove hidden inside the upper control surfaces. Which explained my increasing dive. With them partially open, it was causing the nose to pitch up. And being upside down, that meant the ground was up.

      “Come ON!” I snapped.

      Far below, I could see waves. They were huge and I sighed, realising at least hitting the water would be a quicker death. Because I wasn’t going to survive ejecting into this. Glancing over to the wing, I saw the aileron being fitted into position. The aircraft gave a small wiggle as the system automatically tested it. There was a tone and I flicked the flight stick to try and right the aircraft, but I heard a small warning beep. I looked at the screen and saw the word, ‘WAIT.’

      “FOR WHAT!?” I screamed, jerking the stick to try and right the aircraft. I could make out the waves I was going to hit.

      “PULL. UP!” Jerry’s voice said throughout the cockpit.

      “FUCK YOU JERRY!”

      “PULL. UP!”

      “AAAAAAHHHHH!”

      “PULL. UP!”

      I heard a small beep and the ‘Wait’ sign vanished. Snapping the control stick towards my knee, the aircraft rolled hard to the left. But I was expecting it and timed it perfectly to yank back on the stick. The aircraft pitched up violently. The vectored thrusters were doing their job and orienting the aircraft where I wanted. Slamming the throttle all the way open, I felt a gravity shift. The response from the engine was rather instantaneous. But this was still twenty ton worth of aircraft to shift and there was a wave I could see peeking over the nose.

      I realised at that moment, the aircraft was going to get wet. I braced for impact as the aircraft began to climb. I had no idea what a large amount of seawater would do to the engines. They wouldn’t flame out like a regular jet engine would, but I didn’t know if they’d survive either. Gritting my teeth, I snapped the control stick forward, trying to kick the rear of the aircraft over the tip of the wave.

      The solid thump under my ass meant I was partially successful. A warning tone sounded for turbulence, but I pulled back on the stick and began to climb. Between the wind and the rain, the aircraft was buffeted from side to side in the gale, but I held it steady.

      “Jerry, when I get back, we are having a serious talk about your safety parameters!” I snarled into the radio.

      But I was met with silence. I pushed the aircraft up to ten-thousand feet before I let go of the throttle and toggled through the radio. I set it to scan and grit my teeth when it came up with nothing. No signals at all. Not even the broken, distorted signals that would tell me SOMETHING was out there. So that probably meant the radio antenna was mounted on the bottom of the aircraft.

      “Fucking Jerry,” I sighed.

      Looking over my instruments, I had speed, altitude and all the regular data. But my map was malfunctioning. The aircraft was physically capable of determining where it was, by itself. It took constant photos in multiple spectrums of its surroundings and updated its own map system. But it had lost the signal to the GPS. So maybe the issue was communication in general. Best bet, it would need a restart, or a diagnostic check. But I wasn’t willing to do either of those after nearly dying in this god-forsaken storm.

      So I went analog. Jerry had gotten angry when I’d glued an old compass to the dash instruments. But when I’d refused to budge, he had one installed. It was one of the few components that hadn’t come from the 3D printer. And it showed I was headed East, which made sense, that was the direction I was headed earlier. I wanted to get back to Florida, so I wrestled the aircraft around to face West and kept the aircraft as steady as I could. All I needed was a landmark and hopefully Jerry had the doors open, so I could drop straight into the hatch before the storm arrived.

      “Fuck it,” I grumbled.

      Activating the autopilot, I felt the aircraft stabilise immediately. It really was something and that, if anything, just made me madder. Getting up, I made my way to the cargo hold. It had been designed as a living area of sorts after doing several week-long test missions. So there was a small kitchenette, a bed and even a small bathroom and shower. If I wasn’t so pissed off at Jerry right now, I’d be laughing. For now though, I opened the small refrigerator and took out the milk.

      Five minutes later I was clipped back into the pilot's seat, enjoying being able to see again. The autopilot had climbed us out of the worst of the storm. When I looked out each window, I could still see the control surfaces fluctuating. Something about air currents affecting an electromagnetic field generated by the reactor. Actuators twitched the control surfaces as turbulence arrives, rather than as the turbulence affects the aircraft.

      Either way, sitting in my seat, strapped in place, I enjoyed my coffee as the world rushed by. The clouds extended well over the horizon, so I just watched my instruments and let the system map itself. Depending on how far we’d drifted during the storm, I imagined the system would start picking up the Bahamas soon. So I set an alarm for the first sighting of land and leaned back into my seat.

      It was as I groggily slapped for my alarm that wasn’t there, I came to realise something was very wrong. Blinking, I stared out into the late afternoon sun. Checking the time, it was an hour before true sunset. Disabling the alarm, I looked at the map and frowned.

      “Where the fuck am I?”

      I wasn’t anywhere near the landmass yet, so I got up and walked to the back to empty my bladder from the coffee I drank. When I got back to the pilot's seat, I sat down and stared at the map for a few moments.

      “Bullshit,” I grumbled.

      Tapping the screen I zoomed in and examined the shape of the shoreline.

      “Fuck, alright, I’ve just invaded England,” I rubbed my face and strapped myself back into the harness. “Alright, best case scenario, I land somewhere near a phone and make a call. Worst case scenario, I go to jail forever.”

      With a groan, I reduced the throttle and pitched the aircraft down. I had no idea for sure if their radar systems had picked me up. If they hadn’t, then I might be able to land somewhere out of the way. Then I could get to a phone and ring Jerry. If the stealth coating failed, I was probably going to be arrested no matter what. Fleeing could mean an international incident.

      “Sorry Jerry, your toy is gonna get pulled apart.”

      Shaking my head at my own stupidity, I approached the mainland rapidly. With visual confirmation of land, I knew Lands End was the closest airport. It was small, out of the way. Probably the best place to try and raise Jerry.

      There was only one problem.

      “Is that a fucking castle?”

      Looking at the silhouette in the dwindling light, I shook my head and checked the screen. Sure enough, castle.

      “Why? How?” I gaped.

      From memory, the closest castle should be St Michael's Mount. But it was thirteen kilometres… West… I stared at the compass in confusion, before giving it a small tap. Pressing my feet to the pedals I yawed the aircraft from side to side and watched the compass shift. It just… Seemed to be the opposite. It was saying I was flying west, but I had clearly flown east to England.

      “Where the hell is the airport?” I grumbled.

      Shaking my head, I didn’t have many options. But a big ass castle probably had tourists year round. So that was still my destination. I adjusted the vectored thrusters as I got closer, slowing down the aircraft so nobody panicked. Last thing I needed on top of everything else that was about to shit on me, was the assumption I was on an attack run. Yawing to the right, I adjusted the thrusters trim to keep me on course as I looked out the window. I couldn’t see anything I recognised. No roads, no airport, no sign of modern civilisation at all. A small warning chirp went off and I glanced at the radar. It was showing an approaching aircraft.

      “Oh finally.” Tuning into the guard station, I crossed my fingers that they were listening. “Ex-P One, to unidentified aircraft, do you copy, over?” It wasn’t the name of the aircraft. The aircraft had no name, but I had to call it something. I watched the blip on the radar as we closed, but heard nothing in response. “Ex-P One, to unidentified aircraft, do you copy, over?”

      I glanced out the window and frowned. It flew towards me in an odd way. It seemed to almost flutter, like it was flapping or something. Sighing, I reached over for my flight helmet. I didn’t bother wearing it more often than not as the instruments took care of most things without me. But it had a telescopic function I could take advantage of. Slipping it over my head, I looked around, trying to spot it in the low light conditions. What I did see just left me confused. The aircraft seemed to have taken off from near the castle. But there wasn’t an airstrip, so it was either some kind of VTOL or a helicopter.

      With a sigh, I patched the radar lock to the helmet and followed the indicator until I spotted the aircraft. And I was very much grateful that I hadn’t gotten up for coffee. Because as I stared at the gigantic green dragon flying towards me, I’d have dropped it. Adjusting the vectored thrusters, I brought my newly named Ex-P One to a hover.

      The dragon was beating its wings furiously as it closed. It leaked smoke from its mouth and my original estimates made its wingspan easily three times the size of the Ex-P One. With it coming straight on, I couldn’t gauge the length, but I could guess it was far larger than I was. It opened its mouth and let out a roar that I heard over the sound of the engines. It opened its claws and seemed to rear back mid-air and I froze, realising it was doing something.

      Slamming the throttle all the way forward, I watched in horror as orange flames burst out of the creature's mouth. The Ex-P One was rising, but the dragon simply followed, breathing that fire. I had no idea how actual flames would affect the aircraft, and I didn’t want to find out while I was hundreds of metres in the air. Pitching up, I let the wash of the thrusters slow the approaching flames. Hitting the toggle for the vectors, I flipped the aircraft all the way over into a backflip and dived at the ground. Pulling up hard, I raced along the treetops for a kilometre before pulling up and getting some altitude. Radar was telling me my initial manoeuvre had confused the creature, but it was still following. Even as I continued to put distance between me and it, the creature still came.

      “It’s not going to stop,” I mused and sighed. “First dragon sighting in the world, and I have to try and kill it.”

      Setting the autopilot, I put down my helmet and headed back to the cargo hold. On the last rack, in the rear by the bay doors was a crate. Grabbing it, I pulled it out and grunted at the weight. But I supposed thirty millimetre anti-material rounds were allowed to be heavy. I put it down, before grabbing the second crate and I dropped it on top of the first. Then I went and grabbed a trolley strapped to the wall. I loaded the crates on and wheeled them to the front of the cargo bay. On the floor, side by side were two hatches. Lifting the first, I pulled the safety release pin that opened the reloading hatch hidden beneath

      These were stupidly simple. The rounds were fed out a hole in the end of one of the crates. Where they fell into the barrel of a railgun. The railgun could spit almost five-thousand rounds a minute, with almost zero friction and no waste materials like shell casings. The slug was all that was required. And as I dropped the crate into the loader, I opened the second hatch to load the second one. If that dragon hadn’t turned around by now, it would be looking at one-hundred and fifty rounds a second. Closing the hatches, I returned the trolley and headed for the cockpit.

      Taking a seat, I strapped myself in and replaced my helmet. “Stupid creature,” I sighed.

      Making a wide bank, I oriented myself with the dragon. I had well and truly left it behind by now, but it was still coming. I activated the cannons and brought the targeting computer online. I could see the crosshair was adjusting to the range of the target. I thought briefly about getting closer, but maybe I could send a burst from range and scare it?

      With a thought, I dumped a dozen flares. They burst out in a star pattern behind the aircraft. I had hoped that it may intimidate the creature, but I only saw as it let loose another gout of fire in return. So with a sigh, I took aim. I didn’t want a kill shot, just in case. So I aimed for the shoulder. Right at the…

      “Is that a collar?” I wondered.

      There was a silver band around the base of its long neck. So maybe it was a pet following orders or something? With a sigh, I hoped whoever owned it wasn’t too angry. I took a deep breath, and gave the trigger a momentary squeeze. Unlike traditional gunpowder ammunition, recoil isn't how you expected. Gunpowder exploded, so there was a bang, Newton's third law came into place and the sudden acceleration of the round pushed the aircraft back, just as hard. These magnetic rail guns, on the other hand, fired each round gradually. There was no bang, no sudden oomph. It still had recoil, but it was balanced, smooth and the only bang was that of the sound barrier being broken by over one-hundred deadly rounds.

      I watched the streaks flying out towards the dragon. And the dragon must have seen them too. It had less than a second to react but flared one wing immediately. It rolled in the air to avoid the rounds, and most did so. But a few hit their mark. I watched holes open up in its wings as a round tore through the skin of its neck, shattering the collar while another couple of rounds slammed into its shoulder and arm respectively. The dragon roared and dived away from me. And if it was going to leave me alone, I was perfectly fine with that. Pulling on the stick, I brought the Ex-P One around and headed in the opposite direction.

      What I really needed was somewhere to land and make sense of everything. Because, without a doubt. Everything was severely fucked up.
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      I sighed as I turned to climb down from the top of the Ex-P One. I had just finished checking the circuits for the GPS and radio transmitter. The onboard diagnostics stated they were working correctly. But nothing beats getting out with a multimeter and checking the components manually. But that didn’t mean I had any answers. Even now, the compass in the cockpit showed that I had been travelling West, and somehow ended up on the Western coast of England. I’d confirmed this, by using an electromagnet, to temporarily magnetise a piece of thin wire. I took that wire and dropped it on a piece of thin paper in a bowl filled with water. And that piece of wire found the same North as the compass in the cockpit. Which meant, not only was I somehow in England. But England was now in the Southern hemisphere.

      With a backwards compass, a known body of land, working equipment, but no signs of modern civilisation. I had to conclude that with the presence of dragons, I likely wasn’t on Earth. Or at least not a version of Earth I recognised. Which was odd, as I recognised all the trees that surrounded the rocky outcrop I’d used as a landing pad. Plenty of Ash, Birch and Oak as far as I could tell. Even the finches and magpies looked the same as I remembered from my sporadic visits to the island nation.

      “When you have eliminated all which is impossible, then whatever remains, however improbable, must be the truth,” I smirked to myself.

      Dropping onto the ground, I removed the service pin from the slot in the airframe. I took a moment to slip the pin back into the slot on my belt as I confirmed the service ladder had retracted properly. Due to the size and capabilities of the aircraft, Jerry had installed hardware to access any part of the aircraft, from any location. He’d been rather clever about it too. Concentrating more on keeping the massive aircraft sleek, rather than overly light. So service ladders were hidden behind panels when not in use. It was rather convenient.

      Striding around to the rear hatch, I walked up the ramp into the cargo hold, where I spotted the warning light blinking in the cockpit. I made my way through the cargo hold as if nothing was wrong. Due to the secrecy of the Ex-P One, it had various security features. And as I stepped into the cockpit and examined the external sensors, I frowned. A heat signature. Large, bipedal and slowly moving closer. Judging by the shield and axe they were holding, it wasn’t for a friendly visit either.

      With a sigh, I sat in the pilot's seat, before reaching into the gap between it and the wall. There was a holster and inside, I felt the familiar grip of my pistol. Withdrawing it, I pressed the activation button on the side. I ignored the tiny prick on my finger as it unlocked itself. The weapon would work no matter who squeezed the trigger. But without being unlocked, it fired low velocity rounds designed to stun rather than kill. Unlocked though, this little beauty could punch a hole in an M4 Sherman. I checked the figure on the screen and saw they were edging out from the treeline and looking around. I couldn’t make any features, so I had no idea for sure they were even human. Considering the dragon, I didn’t like my chances.

      Grabbing a spare HUD display, which looked like a funny set of reading glasses, I overlaid the heat sensor information to one lens. Now I’d be able to see what the sensors could see. Turning about, the figure was coming from the left of the aircraft and slightly to the rear of the wings. They moved deliberately towards the cargo ramp.

      I turned and kept an eye on them as I walked back through the cargo bay. They seemed to sense me coming as the figure quickly glanced around, before moving towards the wing for cover. I didn’t want to give them that option. Stepping out onto the ramp, I turned and spotted the figure. Tall, broad shouldered, they raised their shield towards me and brandished their axe. I just smirked and raised my pistol. Tapping the trigger three times, I sent three hypersonic slugs into the ground, one to each side and one into the stone at their feet. The shower of dust and small stones made them jump back, but they froze in place. All I could make out was a set of blue eyes over the lip of the shield, and long blonde hair. The rest of them were covered in various furs and leather, with a mail hauberk thrown over the top. I've been to enough reenactments to recognise a viking.

      “Do you speak English?” I called, holding my pistol at the ready.

      The viking seemed to pause, before speaking in a surprisingly feminine tone. “What is English?”

      I nodded, “What language are you speaking now?”

      “D’rakeen,” she answered softly. “How do you speak it?”

      “Where I come from, we call it English,” I replied. “Now, what I wanna know right now, is what you’re doing here.”

      “Funny,” she chuckled. “I wanted to know the same thing.”

      “Is that why you sneak up on me, armed and armoured?”

      “With that thing in your hands, are you really surprised at my caution?” She asked right back.

      I did the mental calculations and realised this was not the world I was used to. There were dragons, probably raiders and other dangers I’d never heard of. Approaching a stranger like myself while armed is probably the reasonable thing to do here. At least until they prove themselves friendly.

      “Don’t move,” I said evenly.

      Stepping slowly back inside, I moved to the rack and quickly located a pair of folding chairs. I glanced at the figure and they didn’t seem to have moved a muscle. They still stood with their shield raised and ready. Though the axe now hung low to one side. With both chairs, I carried them out and down the ramp. Setting them up, I saw the viking lower their shield slightly as I went back inside. This time, I grabbed the small, folding gas barbeque and bottle. With the barbeque in one hand and the bottle in the other, I made my way down the ramp. Placing the bottle on the ground, I found a flat spot to set the barbeque. It had folding legs that I flicked out first. Then it was a simple matter of standing it up, opening the lid to check the hot plate and I set the gas bottle beside it. After hooking up the gas bottle, I fired up the barbeque and headed back inside. There wasn’t a lot to offer, but I did have a few vacuum sealed steaks for a rainy day. I grabbed them, some salt and pepper, along with some oil and some tongs. As I carried them out, I realised the viking was now standing awkwardly with the shield lowered.

      “What are you doing?” she asked.

      I glanced over at her and smiled. “Hungry?”

      She frowned and cocked her head to one side. As she slowly began her approach, I ripped open the bags containing the steak. Tossing some salt and pepper onto the meat, I checked the temperature of the hot plate. Then I transferred the steak to the barbeque seasoned side down. Putting aside the bags, I seasoned the other side of the meat, before grabbing the bags and turning.

      “Shit,” the word slipped out of my mouth before I realised it.

      She was standing before me. Her shield and axe had been set aside. But it wouldn’t have mattered. She was tall, very tall. My guess, seven and a half feet. Her shoulders were broad and supported a massive pair of breasts under all those layers. Up close, there was no way to forget she was one hell of an impressive woman.

      “Relax, if I was going to kill you, I would have done it with your back turned,” she smirked.

      I nodded slowly, before nodding at the ramp, “Excuse me.”

      She glanced back at the Ex-P One, and stepped aside to let me pass. Strolling up the ramp, I dropped the plastic bags into the sink and rinsed them out. Then hung them up to dry. I wasn’t about to litter on a fresh earth, even if it wasn’t really earth. Besides, the printer could repurpose all sorts of materials, plastic included. As I turned, I spotted the woman at the top of the ramp. She was admiring the inside as she brushed her fingertips along the ceiling.

      “What is this?”

      “The specific material you’re touching is a carbon fibre composite. But you’re standing inside an aircraft.”

      “Yes, it was very nimble in the skies. Is that what it’s called? Aircraft?” She turned those blue eyes on me with a curious look.

      “I’ve been calling it the Ex-P One.”

      “Silly name,” she scoffed. “Why not just call it Expy?”

      I moved past her and back down the ramp to where the steaks were sizzling nicely. “It didn’t have a name until yesterday. That’s the first thing I came up with.”

      “Why didn’t it have a name until yesterday?” She asked, following me down to the barbeque. She eyed the chair for a moment, before sitting on the ground beside it.

      “Sorry, I didn’t realise you were quite so… Tall,” I apologised. But she just waved off my concern, so I thought back to the dragon. “I arrived yesterday, and was looking for somewhere to land and ask for directions. When I saw a… dragon. I didn’t know it was a dragon at first. I thought it was a helicopter.”

      “Helicopter?”

      “Another type of flying machine,” I added, before going back to my story. “Part of trying to talk to other aircraft is to use a name. So I came up with Ex-P One on the spot.”

      “You… Can talk to people over distance?” She asked. I nodded and she suddenly looked rather concerned. “You’re a mage? Like Merlin?”

      “Merlin?” I asked, wondering if it was the same Merlin I was thinking of. “And no, I’m not a mage. This is technology.”

      She eyed me for a moment as I went back to the steaks and turned them over. “What is technology?”

      I looked over the meat and was happy with the crust it was developing. So I turned back to the woman. “Technology is anything made by someone. I can pick up a rock and use it to hit something. That rock becomes technology that causes impact. One day, I hit a rock against another rock, and that causes it to break and leave a sharp edge. I use that sharp edge to make a knife, so THAT becomes the newest technology. Thousands of years later, bit by bit, we end up with that,” I gestured to the aircraft.

      “You’re thousands of years old?”

      I smirked and shook my head. “No, I’m not even forty yet. With the right technology I can probably live to one-hundred and twenty, but beyond that the human body struggles to cope.”

      “What is your name?” She asked.

      “Oh,” I shook my head and moved the steaks off the direct heat and closed the lid. “Lieutenant Evan Brown, but my friends just call me Evan.”

      She tilted her head for a moment, “Am I your friend?”

      “Are you going to try and kill me?” She smiled and shook her head. “Then Evan works. What do I call you?”

      “My friends call me Aldith,” she smirked. “Lieutenant, is that a military title?”

      I nodded and ignored that she had omitted a title or two, “Yes. I was a fighter pilot, before retiring as a test pilot.”

      “What is a pilot?”

      I gestured at the Ex-P One, “Imagine one of those, but a bit smaller and thinner. I flew around in one of them and blew up bad guys.”

      “And they flew those things as well?”

      “Similar,” I nodded. “Different models though. The Expy is just a research aircraft.”

      She frowned, “I don’t appreciate lies Evan.”

      “I’m not,” I frowned back. “This is a test platform used by the military where I come from. Until yesterday with that dragon, I’d never fired the weapons on a real target before. Only test dummies. Its real use is to test experimental technology.”

      She eyed me for a few moments, before letting out a small sigh and nodding her head. “I’m sorry. With those weapons onboard, and the one at your hip, I made an incorrect assumption.”

      I glanced at the barbeque and looked at the too small chair I’d set out for her. “Follow me, I’ll show you something.”

      Heading back up the ramp, she followed cautiously behind. But I ignored her as I went straight through the cargo bay and stopped at the printer. Opening the menu, I opened the construction menu. Filtering out parts for Expy, I scrolled into the miscellaneous equipment.

      “This… This is-”

      “Technology,” I interrupted her as I found the design for the chairs I’d set outside. Tapping them, I looked at Aldith and made an adjustment for the size. Then hit print. The printer whirred into motion as I stepped back. Aldith stood beside me and watched through the window as the printer laid each layer of material down. It worked in several sections at once, printing the frame and the flexible material for the seat itself all at once.

      “This machine is a 3D printer. I put materials in one end, and it uses energy from the reactor to bind elements together as needed. Most of what it works with is simply carbon, but it can do metals and plastics as well.”

      “What are the limitations?” She asked slowly as she watched the chair take shape in its folded form.

      “Programming and materials basically. If I find iron, copper, silicon and wood, I can print just about anything, including a whole new Expy,” I smirked.

      “You could make more of these?” She asked, looking around.

      “I could,” I nodded. “But it would take a long time. Months, maybe years. It depends.”

      “On what?”

      “The reactor. The… Thing that powers the Expy. It’s made of a rare and dangerous element that’s hard to refine. I could make a whole new Expy in a couple of months, but I wouldn’t be able to power it.”

      She seemed relieved for a moment and nodded her head. “The world you come from sounds very dangerous.”

      I shrugged, “We don’t have dragons. How do you deal with that anyway?”

      Aldith looked uncomfortable for a moment and sighed. “The dragons were supposed to protect the world. To help in times of need. The most powerful dragons came together. They rallied behind their leader, but sat at a round table, so that none sat higher than the rest. As equals, they worked together to unite the world.”

      I stared at the large woman and pinched myself lightly. Despite the pain, nothing seemed to change except Aldith’s expression as she watched me. I heard the printer shut down and opened the case to retrieve the folding chair. “You were saying?” I prompted as I led the large woman back outside.

      She waited until I unfolded the chair for her and took a seat as I went back to our meal. “Yes well… Merlin joined the dragons as an adviser. A powerful mage, and brilliant mind beyond compare. You share some similarities,” Aldith said softly, frowning slightly at the thought. “Merlin created collars that amplified the powers of the dragons and each took one for themselves. But the power came at a cost and they were enslaved by Merlin. Forced to do the mages' bidding, war broke out, millions perished and the dragons separated back to their ancestral homes.”

      “And what do they do now?” I asked, thinking of the dragon whose collar I shot off a day earlier.

      “Now… They are shallow, twisted versions of themselves. They guard the lands and the interests of Merlin. Opposition is swiftly dealt with and all those who oppose are routed by dragon fire.”

      I thought about the words for a few moments before the small beep came from the barbeque. Opening the lid, I used the tongs to press into the meat and felt it was just about a perfect medium rare. At this point, I realised I didn’t have plates and darted back into the Expy to retrieve some, along with cutlery. It wasn’t going to be a fantastic meal, but a nice steak is a nice steak any way you look at it. So after plating up, I handed Aldith her meal, along with the cutlery she eyed critically.

      “Is this, printed?” She asked, examining the fork.

      “That?” I frowned. “Probably not. Usually a machine stamps them out of a big sheet of metal, then they just get bent into the final shape and heat treated to stay that way.”

      “I was going to ask,” she smirked. “It didn’t appear forged, but didn’t look high enough quality for an artisan to have spent the time polishing out the hammer marks to hide the fact.”

      “Where I come from, machines mass produce everything. Very little is made by hand. Anything that is, tends to be very expensive and very unique.”

      Aldith nodded, before cutting a piece of meat. She seemed to admire it for a moment, before popping it into her mouth. And if it weren’t for the expression on her face, the small moan of pleasure was all I needed to know. She chewed slowly, before swallowing and shooting me a hungry expression.

      “Down girl,” I smirked back.

      That seemed to have the opposite effect and she frowned, “Do… You see me as a girl?”

      I shook my head as I chewed and swallowed what was a perfectly cooked steak, before addressing her question. “It’s an expression from where I come from. Trust me, when I look at you, I see nothing but a woman.”

      She paused for a moment, before a small blush crept over her features. She turned her head down to her food and I dropped the subject. We ate in silence as the sun drifted lower on the horizon. It wouldn’t be long until it was dark and…

      “Aldith, do you have a camp nearby?”

      “Not exactly,” she replied between mouthfuls, a faint smile on her lips as she popped another piece of steak into her mouth. “I’m quite a ways from home actually.”

      “What were you planning after sneaking up on me?” I asked with a chuckle.

      Aldith just shrugged, “That depended on whether or not I had to kill you. And I think I’ve decided I much rather you live.”

      I blinked, before letting out a snort and I nodded, “Alive is preferable. I’d have done it, but I wouldn’t have enjoyed shooting you.”

      “What is that anyway?”

      Taking the pistol from my hip, I slid the magazine from the grip and checked that the topmost unspent round was in place. Then I offered it to her. She frowned, before taking it in her hand. I smirked as she awkwardly held the gun in one hand and the fork in the other, with a piece of steak still on the plate. I snorted when she stabbed the hunk of meat and stuffed it into her mouth, before putting the plate and fork aside as she chewed. She wasn’t exactly the viking I had expected, but she had a few of their stereotypical charms.

      “That is a pistol. A sidearm,” I explained. “Modern firearms fire rounds on a belt feeding system that I’m holding,” I lifted the magazine. “Without it, you may as well be holding a club. But when loaded and activated correctly, it’s an extremely dangerous weapon as you saw.”

      “How did it make the ground explode?” she asked, turning it over, and even looking down the barrel. If this were a twentieth century weapon I’d have just tackled it from her hands, but modern day weapons were completely inert without the magazine.

      “It fires a very small projectile,” I started. “The magazine is a supercapacitor. So it stores huge volumes of energy in a temporary stasis. Each round is moved into the barrel automatically. When I squeeze the trigger, the supercapacitor vents energy into the base of the round, which is what we call the projectile. It is made of an iron core, surrounded by tungsten. The iron is magnetic and reacts with the barrel of the gun once energised. It’s what we call a railgun, but miniaturised.”

      “Can it kill a dragon?” She asked.

      I frowned, “Maybe? The one I saw was very large. No doubt I could probably shoot and hurt it, but unless I got a lucky shot and hit something lethal, I’d probably just piss it off.”

      “The big ones, on the Expy. They could kill a dragon though…” She said softly.

      I nodded, “Yeah, that’s more likely. Do you think it’s okay? I only shot it because I didn’t think it was going to stop chasing me.”

      Aldith paused for a moment, before offering me back my sidearm. I took it, before re-seating the magazine and putting it away. “Tell me, Evan,” she said softly. “Is there a way to bathe on your Expy?”

      I thought about it for all of a single moment, “Yeah, let me show you.”

      Getting up, I adjusted my pants at the thought of her naked. Strolling up the ramp, I heard her footsteps behind me, so I knew she was following. I brought her into the small bedroom I used when out on test missions. It was basically an open plan studio apartment stuffed into a narrow hallway. With the kitchenette at one end, a bed at the other and a small shower in between it wasn’t necessarily designed for comfort.

      “I don’t see a tub,” Aldith remarked cautiously.

      “No tub,” I confirmed. “Showers take less room.”

      “How do I wash my clothing then?”

      I froze for a moment. She actually had a point. I hadn’t even entertained the idea of heading home yet. Not that there was much to head back to. But if I was going to be stuck here for a while, I needed a way to wash my clothes.

      “Here, let me show you the shower, then I’ll print a washing machine.” Bringing her further into the room, I gestured for the shower cubicle. It was a simple setup. Floor to ceiling clear plexiglass to mitigate the risk of breakages with a sliding door. The drain in the bottom was collected and used for flushing the toilet. The whole system apparently was used to help with ballast, while the water was filtered, recycled and used to help with cooling. The whole thing was inspired by space stations. “Water comes out here,” I adjusted the showerhead to point at the wall. There was only just enough room to squeeze past the sliding door so Aldith could see unobstructed. “This lever controls the water. If you pull it back,” I pulled it, letting water spray out, before shutting it off again. “It comes out. If you push it to the far left, the water comes out hot, the far right is cold. Just adjust it to the temperature you want.” I had a brief, awkward moment where I had to ask the large woman to step into the cubicle so I could slip back out. At the kitchenette, I found some extra soap and shampoo that I kept in there with the towels. Bringing them back, I handed them to her with quick explanations for what they were. And as Aldith fiddled with the shower, I stepped out and slid the door closed to give her privacy.

      The 3D printer was a relatively simple machine to use with Jerry’s changes. I searched for a washing machine and surprisingly, got multiple hits. Picking one that wasn’t too large, it gave me a list. Most of the machine was carbon fibre and I already had a spare motor it could use to save on copper. The printer could handle large items, but they were usually flat. So the washing machine came in bits for me to assemble externally. I picked a spot by the cargo shelves by a power outlet. It needed to be manually filled with water, but that didn’t matter so much. Over the next twenty minutes, I found myself walking back and forth. Each piece was simple enough to carry over and simply clip it into position. The hardest part was the tub itself. It was the only piece that was round and came in four pieces. But eventually I had it all together, and used a tie-down to strap it directly to the shelf so it wouldn’t move in flight. With a grin, I made my way back to the room and knocked on the door.

      “Aldith! I need your clothes!” I called out over the sound of running water.

      I listened as the door opened and footsteps approached. I leaned away from the opening side for her to stick her clothing through. So I was completely unprepared when she yanked the door completely open. She stood before me, completely naked and dripping with water. Her massive breasts were larger than my hands. Looking down, I realised she was entirely hairless from the neck down. Which was obvious when I saw the pout of her labia between her muscular legs.

      “Evan?” She asked softly.

      Jumping, I glanced up at the bundle she held in her hands that was her clothing, minus the mail. But that wasn’t what had my attention. There were angry red marks, like fresh scars. There were two that looked suspiciously like bullet holes in her upper arm. Another three across her shoulder, with a long angry one that took a gouge out the side of her neck. With her hair wet and falling straight down her back, it was clear as day to see. I stepped back, palming my sidearm as Aldith seemed to square herself up.

      “Evan, I’m not going to hurt you,” she said softly.

      I squeezed the grip for my sidearm as I sought answers to what I was seeing. “What are you?”

      “By the look on your face, I think you know what I am,” She replied evenly. “Are you going to shoot me Evan?”

      At her words, I frowned and yanked my hand away from my sidearm. Turning, I let out a big sigh and tried not to think about the fact I had a fucking dragon casually taking a shower in here. “Look… Aldith,” I turned to face her and froze as the large woman was standing so close I could see a small freckle beside her right nipple. Blinking, I looked up at her blank expression. “I’m sorry I shot you.”

      She blinked, almost surprised at my words. And I wondered if she was about to attack me. In all the stories, dragons were powerful, even in human form. And I had no idea if that were true. Could I have even killed her with my sidearm?

      “You’re sorry you shot me?”

      I nodded slowly. “I just… I didn’t know what was going on and-”

      She kissed me. One moment she stood tall and stoic, in the next, her lips were on mine as her hands held me close. I wasn’t used to being the smaller one in the kiss, but I ignored the thought as I felt her nipples pressed into my neck. She pulled away and smiled softly at me for a moment.

      “I harbour no ill will, for you defending yourself from a foe. Even me,” she said softly. “More to the point, I believe I actually owe you my gratitude for freeing me. I was the last to fall to Merlin’s powers, but by the time I realised what was happening, I couldn’t remove it on my own, and the others considered me a traitor for even considering the action.”

      “You’re not mad?” I asked.

      She scoffed, “I was a little angry at first. But when I realised my thoughts were my own it was… Worth it…” She smiled and pulled away. “Now, I believe you offered to wash my clothing.”

      “Right,” I snapped back to attention and looked around. “Let me show you…”
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      Elsewhere, a figure, seated on a large throne, in a dark room let out a long sigh. They’d been scrying the collar for hours to no avail. The dragon king was either dead at the hands of her retainers. Or had found a way to escape her collar. With a thought, a small portal opened before them. On the other side was a great white dragon. The creature shifted and the figure caught a glimpse of the dark grey collar around its neck.

      “My lord Merlin,” the dragon rumbled deeply and bobbed its head.

      “Your sister, Aldith,” Merlin rasped softly. “I can no longer sense her.”

      The white dragon’s eyes narrowed as it hissed angrily. “If she has betrayed us, I will crush her.”

      Merlin nodded, “Do not fail me.”

      The dragon hissed again, before beginning to drag its bulk into motion. Merlin cancelled the spell and was left staring into the darkness. There was always the chance that someone had simply snuck in and slit the dragon’s throat while she slept. But there was a seed of doubt. What if there were a way to take the collars off after all? Slowly getting to their feet, Merlin stepped away from the throne, before turning and heading down a nearby hallway. The few servants in attendance shrunk back as the dark mage passed. None wanted to raise the mage’s ire. There were days when the dark palace echoed with the screams of those unable to die. And none of them wanted to be next.
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      Waking was an interesting sensation. The soft warm body pressed against me was so far out of the norm, I almost panicked. Then as I turned my head and saw a set of powerful blue eyes staring right back at me, I really did begin to panic. Right up until Aldith sighed and lifted a massive breast. Before I could respond, she dropped it on the side of my face.

      “Oh good, it worked,” Aldith said softly.

      “What did?”

      “You’re not panicking any more.”

      I just laid there, confused with a breast on my face. Not only was it a massive breast, but it was the breast of a dragon in human form, I’d shot the day before. After a few moments, she shifted, dragging her breast off my face, before she settled beside me properly.

      “Are all human men so squeamish where you come from?”

      I frowned and shook my head, “Where I come from, we don’t have dragons. Ignoring that, it’s rare to see the breasts of a woman you’ve only met once. Unheard of having that woman forgive you for shooting her, then demand to be cuddled in bed.”

      “What if they want to have sex with you, what then?”

      I grimaced thinking about the idiocy of the situation. “There are two thoughts about woman and promiscuity where I come from. There are those who believe in women’s empowerment. They aren’t pro-sex or pro-chastity, they are pro-choice. They believe a woman has the right to do whatever she wishes with her body without shame or stigma…”

      “You mentioned two thoughts,” Aldith prodded softly.

      “There are also those who apply shame and stigma to those same women,” I sighed. “They are loud, vocal and believe themselves to be of a higher standing, so fighting against them is seen as natural.”

      “Belief is a powerful thing,” Aldith murmured. “Those battles must be legendary. No wonder your technology has come so far.”

      I blinked, trying to work out if I should explain social media. But realistically she wasn’t all that wrong. Most of the world's problems were caused by disagreements around belief of some sort. When those disagreements clashed within groups that refused to negotiate, there was conflict. Those conflicts caused rapid technological expansions right up to the modern era.

      “Tell me, does that machine of yours dry clothing as well as wash them?”

      Slapping my own forehead, I ignored her small giggle. A dragon. She giggled… Whatever. “Alright, let me put together a dryer.”

      Aldith shifted to the side and lifted her leg, so I could slide out of the bed. It wasn’t the most comfortable thing. The mattress was decent enough. But the bed was cramped. If not for it being wedged between two walls and the shower, it could be a little larger. Then I’d be able to sprawl or roll over without hitting a wall. That… And dare I say it, there’d be more room for Aldith. Her feet literally hung off the bottom. And she hadn’t complained once.

      Getting to my feet, I ignored my nakedness. Aldith was nude herself and sat up to follow me as I exited into the cargo hold. With a yawn, I ignored the open cargo door and stepped up to the printer. I tiredly navigated to the same page with the washing machine. With a few small changes, it was now printing a dryer. I know, I know. Rope and wind would be cheaper and more economical. But I had access to a cold fusion reactor so blow me. This time as I carried each piece out, Aldith hovered and watched with a critical eye.

      “It looks like the other machine,” she remarked.

      I nodded, “Same principal. The washing machine tumbles the clothes with water and soap. This one tumbles the clothes with hot air.”

      Aldith watched as I quickly assembled the device, before transferring her clothing into it. As I turned it on, the machine rumbled into life and I turned. She stood before me, tall and proud.

      “You fear me,” she said softly.

      I gulped and swallowed. “You’re an imposing woman up close, and apparently a fire-breathing dragon at arms length. I’d say all things considered, I’m handling the situation just fine.”

      The firm hand that pushed me back against the machine, didn’t leave me any options. Not only was she larger, but she was FAR stronger. A bullet might be able to put her down, but a physical confrontation would be hopeless.

      “I have tried to be patient,” she said softly. “But I am not some feeble human woman, to skirt around her desires. I am a king, Evan. And a king does not wait for what she desires.”

      I wasn’t sure what stunned me more. Knowing she was a dragon, the most recent knowledge that she was a king, or the sight of her getting on her knees. Her warm hand wrapped around my cock as she lifted the head. Her hand stroked me as she leaned in and gently licked from my balls, up the underside and over the head. At the end of her lick, she took the head between her lips and suckled on it for a few short moments while staring at me.

      Shit… I’m only human.

      With a groan, I firmed up as she slowly stroked my length into her mouth. Aldith hummed in appreciation. But it was all too much, too quickly. It had been months since Jerry had let me have time off. And after spending the night with a beautiful naked woman wrapped around me. I grit my teeth and shuddered.

      The first spray of my cum took Aldith by surprise. But she grunted and sucked my cock into the back of her throat. Swallowing, her hand cupped my balls. Between the action of her tongue, the compression of her throat and the soft pressure around my balls, I held on for the ride. She diligently cleaned my cock with her mouth, before pulling away with a sigh.

      “That was-”

      I cut her off by surging forward. Caught by surprise, she tumbled back onto the cold floor. In her shock, she splayed herself out and I slid between her legs.

      “WHAT ARE?!” I ran my tongue through her labia. “... Oh.”

      As I mentioned earlier, when I looked at her, I saw all woman. And I’ll repeat the phrase for how she tasted. She was all woman. The tart flavour of her pussy was as familiar as I could recall from any human woman. The subtle twitches of her legs was something I was familiar with. Looking up at her body, she was staring at me like I’d grown a second head.

      Reaching up, I slipped two fingers into her warm channel. She was slick, warm, and as she tilted her head back and clenched tightly over my fingers, very sensitive. Leaning in, I closed my mouth over her clitoris and gently sucked on it. With my hand, I made a ‘come hither’ motion, rubbing her g-spot. Aldith slapped both her palms into the floor as her back arched. I felt something prick my skin and I slowed as I watched scales emerge from her skin. Emerald green scales. Something thumped against my leg and I released her clit, to see a long tail extending from above her ass.

      “I-I’m sorry,” Aldith said.

      I looked up and saw what she had become. Proportionally, she was the same size as she was. But she was now completely reptilian. Emerald green scales, with some lighter ones around her neck and shoulder, from being shot. She lacked wings, but her neck had extended and turned to an elongated snout that watched me carefully. Her hands were now tipped with sharp claws and when I looked down at her muscular legs, they ended in digitigrade feet.

      Looking back up her body, she still had a womanly figure. She still had large breasts tipped with nipples. And she still had a soft opening between her legs that drooled slightly. She shifted back and rolled onto her stomach, before getting to her knees. And before I could rationalise what I was doing, I grabbed her tail. Aldith let out a snarl as I pulled myself to her. But I ignored her as I hugged her tail to my chest. With one arm wrapped around the muscular appendage, my other took my cock and steered it into the soft wet gap between her scales. She made an odd sound as my cock brushed over what I thought was her clit. I used that spot to slip my rock hard erection into the gap of her scales. I was extremely pleased to feel they were soft and malleable as I thrust my cock inside her.

      Aldith collapsed. Her top half hit the deck of the Expy’s cargo hold, while I kept her ass in position by holding her tail. Thrusting firmly into her again, Aldith shuddered.

      “I thought…”

      “What?” I snorted, slapping her ass. “That I wouldn’t want some dragon pussy? Back on earth, we have artists who draw this kind of thing. There’s a whole group of people who would give anything to fuck your sexy, reptilian pussy.”

      Aldith let out what sounded like a high pitched growl, crossed with a hiss. Her body pulsed and trembled, but I tightened my grip on her tail. That must have been the right thing to do as her legs quivered and her ass swayed as she lost coherence. This time I let out a growl as I hammered my cock into her. The milking sensation of her orgasm was pushing me over the edge. I had no idea if it were possible for me to get a dragon pregnant. But I didn’t want to risk it without her permission. With no time to lose, I yanked my cock free and shoved her over onto her side. Her confused expression met mine as I hooked my fingers into her still throbbing hole. I palmed her pussy with one hand, while I shifted closer and stroked my cock, aiming for her snout. Her eyes met mine just as the first spurt of my cum sprayed across her jaw. She opened her mouth, showing me a series of sharp teeth, but it was her tongue that really caught my attention. Long, slender and purple, it quickly wrapped around my cock. She tilted her head and leaned in, drawing my cock between her lips.

      “Oh fuck,” I grunted as I finished into her gullet.

      Aldith rumbled softly, before releasing my cock and now it was my turn to slump back onto the floor. I laid there, breathing heavily as Aldith shifted her bulk. Crawling up beside me, she laid her large reptilian head on my shoulder. I thought she would have been heavier, but it didn’t feel much different from this morning when we woke.

      “How long until my clothes are dry?”

      I groaned and looked up at the machine as it let out a small beep and came to a stop. “Now.”

      Aldith chuckled softly. “The, shower?” I nodded. “Shower. You need to make it bigger.”

      “Oh?” I asked.

      Aldith nodded, “Yes, now I know you won’t piss yourself in fear at my hybrid form, it would be nice to have some company to scrub my scales.”

      Little Evan made a small twitch of appreciation at the thought. While I’d mentioned the scalies from back home, I hadn’t really empathised with any of them. At least until I had a real life one in front of me. Even in her reptilian form, she was sexy. She also had a point about the shower. The whole situation really. I wasn’t going anywhere. I mean, I could wait till the next hurricane hits Bermuda and fly the Expy through it in case whatever it was that happened, happened again. But that left questions. Was it a one way trip? Would I go back to my world, or another completely? What about time? Here is thousands of years in the past technologically, would this create some kind of time loop scenario? No… Jerry had the resources, he could just rebuild his toys. I’ll keep Expy here with me.

      So that left me with unlimited possibilities. First on the list, the interior needed to be pulled out, the bed extended. I wanted a decent kitchen, shower, maybe a bath and whatever ballast I needed could go back as water storage or something.

      “You have a look in your eye, like you’re thinking about something,” Aldith commented.

      I just smirked and nodded. “Ever been a passenger?”

      Aldith was practically vibrating with excitement as I showed her how to put on a harness. She was a little apprehensive about being immobilised, but after I showed her on my own seat the quick release, she calmed down. Hitting the switch that brought the reactor to full power, I listened to the turbines winding up. Unlike gas turbines, these took just a few seconds to reach full speed and could do so without displacing air.

      “Aldith?” I called, to get her attention. “You ready?”

      “Let’s go!” The large woman cheered, raising her hands.

      With a grin, I shuffled to get my ass comfortable and activated the vectored thrusters. They shifted to angle down and I throttled up. The computers onboard helped with the rest, keeping Expy stable as we lifted off. Ground effect was painful to deal with, even on a larger aircraft like this. Turning about in the clearing, I made sure to drop a nav point for the map to use if we wanted to return. Hitting the switch for the cargo doors to close, Aldith was smiling wildly as she looked out the window.

      “I’ve never seen the world like this. Dragons can’t just float in the air like this. We have to keep moving!” she yelled.

      I grinned at her excitement and angled the stick. Expy gently floated over the treetops and Aldith got a good look at the surroundings. I adjusted the vectored thrusters and increased the throttle as the Expy started to accelerate. I continued the trend as our velocity increased and we were flying a short, but safe distance above the treetops.

      “Ready to see what the Expy can do?” I called.

      Aldith grinned as she nodded, but didn’t turn to look directly at me. I snorted and sat myself back in the chair. I picked a random spot in the trees that seemed to recede back and waited. As the Expy passed over the clump, I yanked hard on the stick. Expy pitched up violently and the sound of howling air filled the cockpit. Snapping the throttle all the way forward, the engines spun up in a single moment. Aldith whooped in excitement as we were both slammed into the seats. Expy shot off like a rocket, blasting vertically into the sky. The altimeter was a blue of numbers as we climbed. Stalling, while possible, was unlikely in this aircraft. The engines created more thrust than Expy physically weighed by several factors. If not for the advanced composites and structure, it would never be able to withstand its own engines.

      Punching through the cloud layer, I started to lower the nose. Unlike traditional engines, this one relied purely on access to surrounding air to produce thrust. So Expy was never going to leave the atmosphere. But that didn’t mean it couldn’t get bloody close. With a horizontal vector, we continued accelerating rapidly. Aldith grabbed hold of the arm rests as Expy began to lightly vibrate as we passed Mach 1. But she relaxed as I unclipped my harness. With the press of a button, I put Expy into a holding pattern over the area. Just one big continuous loop, too high and too fast for anything else to bother us.

      “Come on, you can help,” I grinned as I headed back to the cargo hold. Aldith joined me a moment later and I handed her an electric rattle gun. “See these,” I pointed to various nuts holding the wall panels together. “Don’t confuse them with these,” I gestured to the larger ones that were for the superstructure. “But I want them all taken out.”

      Picking up a rattle gun of my own, I gave her a quick rundown of how to use it, and fitted it over the nut. A quick blast and the nut spun off the thread and I dumped it out onto my hand to show her. Aldith looked amazed for a moment, before grinning wildly and moving up to try for herself. She had a bit of a jump when the torque of the rattle gun caught her by surprise. But her beaming smile was worth it as she moved to the next. As she worked around the wall, I cleared off the shelves that were against it. There wasn’t a lot. Ballast was set for most items to be stored on the opposite side.

      When I was done moving things, I helped Aldith lower the wall panel down, before she moved to the next. It was a sandwich system with one panel on each side. The wall was left hollow for cabling, insulation or whatever else was necessary. It also lets us drill through and mount things to the wall, without fear of hitting something on the opposite side. With Aldith busy, I pulled down the shelves and set the pieces aside. Then I moved to help her.

      “Dare I say it, I’m having fun,” she grinned.

      “Big bad dragon, playing with power tools,” I laughed as she growled at me. But she grinned and nodded her head a few moments later.

      Together we pulled down the last panels within a few minutes. Then, I showed Aldith how to feed the materials back into the printer. It was able to pull just about anything apart. Most of it went into storage bins mounted around the reactor core as a last ditch safety device in case of a radiation leak. As the printer chewed the panels into raw materials, I printed up a few upgrades, starting with new parts for the shower. The printer paused after scrapping the next panel, before starting to print the new parts. I had seen it hundreds of times before, but for Aldith, this was all new. She seemed to fidget with excitement as the parts came out.

      One by one, I carried them through the cargo hold and into the exposed bedroom. Together we pulled the walls apart to make more room, before extending them out. It was a little more difficult putting in a door that would remain watertight under slight turbulence, but we managed it. But it was as I affixed the new shower head, I found myself trapped between a wall and a hard place.

      “Aldith?”

      “What?” she asked, slipping out of her leathers and furs once again. “You can’t expect me not to test this out, after you’ve just built it.”

      I blinked and tried to step around her, but she shifted to block my path. “Really?”

      “I should be offended that you have such an issue bathing with me.”

      “We’re doing Mach 1 in a giant loop within the stratosphere, and you want to get naked and rub yourself on me?” I blinked and saw the smile that broke across her face. “Actually, no,” I shook my head. “You’re absolutely right.”

      Five minutes later, Aldith was grunting as she leaned against the wall of the shower. She was in human form as I slammed my cock into her from behind. The safety systems in the Expy had been tested, retested and then torture tested to ensure nothing ever went wrong. Technically, other than to collect supplies, I didn’t even really need to land.

      “Fuck, you feel good,” I grunted, slamming my cock up into her.

      “All for you,” she grunted back.

      “What?” I snorted, giving her ass a slap. “You don’t have a stable of concubines at home?” She shook her head quickly, sending water flicking around. I growled and gave her ass a firm slap. “Bullshit.”

      “No,” Aldith groaned, as I slapped her ass again. “Only guards and servants,” she moaned through my thrusts. “Servants acted like you. Scared, meek little things. I could use them, but they just lay there, terrified.”

      I slowed to a stop and tilted my head, “And the guards?”

      “Work for Merlin,” Aldith growled. “Evan, that sidearm of yours.”

      I slapped her ass again and she gave me a slightly angry glare that I gave right back. “No more talk about politics, until you cum on my cock, got it?”

      She seemed to tremble for a moment, before shifting into her hybrid form. I just grabbed her tail and kept thrusting as she growled and hissed. Her pussy didn’t really change all that much, it just suddenly felt much deeper than usual. Not that it mattered unless my cock was about to extend. She didn’t seem to enjoy feeling my cock any less. Reaching around, I cupped her breasts. They were slightly firm through the scales, but her nipples were nice and sensitive. I gently tugged and twisted them as Aldith growled cutely and started to cum. The intense feeling of her pussy clenching had me slow right down.

      “No!” She growled.

      “Can’t,” I growled back. “Need rest, or I’ll cum too.”

      Of all the things I was expecting, it wasn’t for her to suddenly back up. She pressed me into the far wall with her ass and looked over her shoulder at me. The smouldering look in her eye sent my libido through the roof as she thrust her ass back into me. Her strong tail twitched and I held on as an anchor. Her pussy slid back and forth on my cock and I knew I was about to blow.

      “Aldith, I’ll cum.”

      “Cum in me,” she hissed back. “I want it inside.”

      At her words, I relaxed and leaned back. Her pussy sliding over my cock was all I could think about. “Oh fuck,” I grunted.

      Firing my seed inside her, Aldith got more animated, sliding my entire length in and out of her. The feeling was intense and I gripped her hips as she fucked me. At long last, she bottomed herself out and grinned… dragonishly over her shoulder at me. The look in her eye gave her an extra small spurt, before she lifted away. My cock slipped free and she groaned, before shifting back to human proportions. As she turned around, I stepped up and kissed her. It was a little awkward with her height, but I managed it and she let me pull her close.

      When I pulled away, she seemed to blush a little, before turning and standing under the water. I spent a few moments catching my breath, before grabbing the soap. As I scrubbed her down, she moaned and relaxed.

      “I have a request, but I don’t think you’re going to like it,” Aldith said loud enough to hear over the running water.

      I nodded, “You want me to help take back your land. Watch your back while you go on a rampage?”

      “My home,” she nodded. “It’s filled with guards. They oppress the local population, extortion, rape, murder. And when I show up without the collar, they’re probably going to try and kill me.”

      “After the shower, we can be there in no time,” I answered.

      “You’ll help?”

      I nodded, “Yeah, but next time we storm a castle, I want some armour.”

      Aldith grinned and nodded her head, before taking the soap and turning on me. Needless to say, by the time she was done, my cock was beginning to hurt, but her smile was probably worth it.

      After showering and getting dressed, I swung by the printer and set it to print larger sections of bed. No matter how this turned out, a larger bed was in my best interests. With that done, I moved into the cockpit and set the autopilot to head back to the castle where I first spotted Aldith. Making my way back to where I found the ammunition for the thirties, and started searching. It didn’t take me long, before I found what I was looking for. A box filled with rounds, and another with magazines. By the time I’d filled a bandoleer with fresh magazines, I heard the cockpit alarm chirp. Aldith was staring at it like it was going to explode, as I walked in. But I just pressed the silence button and the cockpit fell silent.

      Grabbing a spare HUD, I gave Aldith a quick kiss. Then I showed her how to put it on. I could tell she was nervous about wearing something on her face, after being forced to wear some mind control collar. But she could see that it came off without any issues. I spent a moment activating it and showing her the basics as she looked around. Then I put on my pilot's helmet and switched it on.

      An overlay of the surroundings came up and I had all the information I needed. “Aldith, can you hear me?”

      “Yes,” she said, glancing at me. “But you don’t sound like you’re sitting beside me.”

      “The HUD you’re wearing. It lets us talk to each other over distance. I’ll sound like that no matter how far away I get.” It wasn’t the entire truth, but trying to explain relays and radio signals wasn’t a priority.

      “Okay, why am I wearing this?”

      “Look down,” I told her.

      She glanced down, before frowning, “I see.”

      I glanced down at the castle as we circled overhead. “How do you want to do this?” I asked. “I can land somewhat quietly off to one side and we can travel on foot. I can land quickly in a courtyard within the walls, or I can hover outside a window at the keep and we can go right in.”

      “Land outside,” Aldith said after a few moments. “The guards have weapons powerful enough to bring down a dragon, and what you’re saying, sounds like it means we’ll be floating in one spot long enough for them to try.”

      I nodded at the logic. Expy wasn’t built with armour, an actual dragon, or a ballista or something, would shred the exterior. The superstructure would probably be fine and I’d be able to hover still. But I’d need serious repairs done afterwards.

      “Agreed, do you have a spot?”

      Aldith pointed with her finger. It took me a few moments, but I worked out what she was looking at and set a marker. “There?”

      “Yes, how did you do that?” she asked.

      I explained how to set visual markers and she set another off to the side, “Right there is a deep bog.”

      I grinned, “Thank you Aldith.”

      “You’re welcome, Evan.”
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      I pulled hard on the stick as I adjusted the vectored thrusters. With the Expy pitched up and the vectors straight down, the aircraft acted more like a helicopter. The wind howled around the airframe, but we rapidly slowed as we approached the landing zone. I kept an eye on where Aldith had marked the bog. And it was a good thing too, the bog wasn’t visible from the air. Pressing the rudder pedals, Expy rotated as I lowered the landing gear. And with a careful reduction of the throttle lever, Expy gently touched down. I checked the instruments and reduced the throttle to idle. I wanted to make sure nothing beneath us shifted and I counted till the beat of thirty before I was satisfied.

      “Didn’t trust me?” Aldith asked.

      I shook my head, “Nobodies perfect, even if you look it.”

      Aldith chuckled and unclipped her harness. I was a moment behind her as I opened the cargo door. While it opened, Aldith fiddled with her helmet, before fitting it over the HUD. “I can see through my helmet,” she remarked. “Will this work everywhere?”

      I thought about it for a moment. That was something I could easily do. The sensor equipment it used was relatively low tech, all things considered. A simple battery to last a day or two between charges and it would be perfect.

      “It won’t provide visuals outside Expy, but it’ll still work as a comms unit,” I told her. “But I might be able to fix something up next time.”

      “Next time?” Aldith asked, turning to face me.

      I just shrugged as I pulled the bandoleer over my shirt. I didn’t have any armour to wear. And I made a mental note to change that. “Technology breeds conflict as easily as conflict breeding technology. Chances are, someone, somewhere will want what I have.”

      Aldith frowned, “I see… Your sidearm-”

      “Isn’t lethal unless I’m using it. Most of the Expy can’t be used without me either. It has lockout systems in place so that if I don’t touch things often enough, it switches off.”

      Aldith nodded slowly, before smiling. “I suppose I better keep you on side then.”

      I grinned as I drew my sidearm and checked it was loaded and ready. “I’ll admit, my present company has some… Appealing attributes.”

      Aldith snorted… Fucking snorted. Laughing deeply in her chest, she hoisted her shield on her left arm and grabbed her axe with her right. “Can’t resist this dragon pussy,” she said, using my own words against her.

      I grinned and shook my head as she walked down the ramp. I followed a step behind, before walking around to the pilots side. Pulling the service key, I slipped it into a hidden slot and pried open a small access panel. With the key in place, I hit the switch it covered and the cargo door began to raise. Closing the panel, I removed the service key and slipped it safely back in place. Aldith just watched with an approving nod as the cargo door closed completely with a small hiss.

      “That is probably a good idea,” she nodded.

      I shot her a grin, “Expy’s not exactly quiet. I don’t want anyone wandering around inside.”

      “They might damage the outside,” Aldith frowned.

      I just shrugged, “You said the guards work for Merlin. I’ll just kill them and make repairs.”

      She snorted and nodded her head, “Agreed.”

      We had landed in a clearing within a small forest. On the other side of the forest was a small village that was the main source of food for the city itself. This was going to be our first stop.

      “How many do you think will be there?” I asked as we picked through the trees.

      Aldith snorted, “A dozen or more. Why? Are you worried your little sidearm can’t take them?”

      I chuckled and shook my head, “No, I’m confident I can kill just about anyone I want with it. But I only have so many bullets.”

      Aldith nodded as we started to hear armoured boots coming towards us. “That’d be the scouting party sent out to see what landed in the forest.”

      I drew my handgun and once again gave it a check. Deactivating the safety, I held it at my side as we approached.

      “Over there!” A voice shouted off to our left.

      I could see flashes of silver and red as a group of men came towards us. Out of the ‘dozen or more’ that Aldith mentioned, there were five right here. They were simple sets of matching armour. A mail hauberk with a chest plate, steel helmet, boots, gloves and a sword at their hip. The red I spotted was the tunic that stuck out from under the hauberk that extended down their arms and was loose till just above their knees. They were simple linen pants that protected their legs from scratches and their gloves were rough leather. Probably not good for much more than absorbing vibrations from impact. They lacked any kind of shield and all had swords at their hips.

      “King Aldith!” One of them shouted as they drew closer.

      “Easy now,” she whispered. “They might work for Merlin, but that doesn't mean they all need to die.”

      I nodded as the group broke around the last tree and slowed to a halt before us. Three of them immediately bowed, while one frowned angrily. The one that spoke seemed to pause for a moment.

      “My King,” he said softly. “Your collar.”

      Aldith smiled and gave a dark chuckle. “You noticed, I’m so glad.”

      The three that bowed stood, but looked as unsure as the speaker. The angry one that held their ground, seemed to come to a decision.

      “The king has betrayed Merlin!” He shouted, drawing his blade. “Kill the beast and we will be rewarded!”

      The speaker froze in place, as the angry one ran towards Aldith. Two of those who had bowed drew blades and followed. That left the speaker and one other who stood, dumbfounded as their peers rushed into battle. Aldith laughed darkly, before she ran to join them. I kept my handgun down, but I was ready. The angry one reached Aldith first. He tried to run her through on the pass, but Aldith knocked him aside. He stumbled and fell flat on his face as she reached the two who followed. They slowed, before splitting up. She deflected a sword thrust at her, before the other swung at her exposed back. She whirled around impossibly fast, catching the sword on the lip of her shield.

      She grinned, but her back was turned to his partner. They moved up behind her and Aldith tried to turn to face them. But the soldier with the stuck sword held on and Aldith paused at just the wrong moment. I watched as the soldier raised his weapon and I knew that even if Aldith was a dragon and would live through the strike, it was still going to be an injury. Aldith had the same thought and she raised her arm as a last ditch attempt to ward off the blow. And that was the perfect thing to do to keep blood from her eyes, as I raised my sidearm and squeezed the trigger.

      The shriek of a hypersonic slug, cut off with a dull thud. The round punched through his armour, while the resulting bow wave caused by the round, blew a golf ball sized hole in it. Blood, liquefied viscera and bone fragments sprayed out his back as the man folded over, missing an entire section of spine. While I wasn’t sure it could kill a dragon, it was going to do horrible things to a human. Aldith lowered her arm as the humans stared at me in horror.

      “Mage,” the speaker trembled.

      Training my sidearm on the angry one, who now looked like he was about to piss himself, Aldith kicked her opponent between the legs. I heard the scream as he went down, and felt only relief when she brought her axe down on the back of his head. Helmet or no, an axe had a lot of inertia and Aldith was one hell of a specimen. She stood as the two guards who hadn’t attacked seemed to quake before her. She looked over them for a moment, before turning to me and gestured over her shoulder.

      “See, this is what I’m talking about.”

      I blinked, before smirking when I remembered our conversation. “Alright, so what about this one?”

      “I’m valuable,” he said quickly, before looking up at me. “Kill the dragon bitch, Merlin will reward you. Maybe make you king of this land.”

      “Oh, and what do you get out of it?”

      “I would hope that you could hire me on as your adviser,” he said, trying to give me a charming smile, despite the mud on his face.

      I looked up at Aldith, who looked rather reserved. “What are the chances he’s telling the truth?”

      She frowned, “It’s possible.”

      I nodded, then squeezed the trigger. The man’s head simply vanished in a red haze before his corpse kicked and thrashed for a few moments. I turned away from the mess and made my way to Aldith. Slipping my sidearm back into the holster, she relaxed slightly. Right up until I gave her a slap on the ass.

      “Not worth being king without access to that dragon pussy,” I grinned.

      Aldith let out a relieved laugh, before she punched me in the shoulder. It was a light punch, but it was still hard enough to stagger me. The two surviving guards just gaped at the two of us messing around.

      “And that’s why she doesn’t sleep with any of you,” I chuckled as we started walking.

      The four of us moved together. The two loyalist guards had quickly repeated their vows to Aldith. She was satisfied that they were no longer a threat, if not completely loyal to her. The assumption that I was a mage, was a huge selling point, and I had no intentions of correcting them. While we walked, I swapped out the magazine, before reloading two fresh slugs into the original. Each magazine held enough charge to fire about fifty rounds before they needed to be charged. Each Magazine held twenty rounds. That was intentional for two reloads on a single charge with a few spare in an emergency. And on my bandoleer, I had six extra magazines, with one loaded. Hopefully there weren’t too many guards.

      When we came out of the trees, there was a group of soldiers waiting. Eleven in total. They were laughing and chatting with a central figure who wore a more complete set of armour. Though he lacked the helmet the rest of them wore, he was clearly the superior.

      “Captain Barvas!” Aldith called as we approached.

      “My King,” the well armoured man bowed. “We didn’t know you were in the area.”

      “I just arrived,” she smiled.

      The man seemed confused, “Did you happen to see the…” He trailed off, unable to really describe what he’d seen.

      “Yes,” Aldith smiled. “That’s how I got here.”

      The man nodded for a moment, before he stiffened. “Your collar,” he mumbled. He glanced back at the two guards with us and his eyes went wide. “Kill the King!” He roared.

      Unlike before, all the guards drew their weapons this time. There was no hesitation. I momentarily panicked as the two guards with us drew their blades as well. But they stepped up beside us. They were terrified, but determined as the eleven guards closed in.

      Drawing my sidearm, I saw Aldith’s gaze aimed towards the captain and left him to her. Pointing at the one to his right, I squeezed the trigger. The soldier went down like the first, in a spray of blood. The captain jumped at the sound of the round tearing through the air, as did the unlucky bastard beside the first, who I was now trained on. His eyes went wide as my second shot caught him in the shoulder. He managed a scream as he went down without an arm.

      “Kill the mage!” The captain screamed.

      Immediately, the three guards closest to me beelined in my direction. I was about to take another shot when the loyalist stepped in front of me. Cursing, I lowered my aim as he met them head on. Fortunately for him, they all tried to cut him down at once and stumbled over one another. Which gave me a moment to glance around. One of the heretic guards on Aldith’s side ran around and was coming up behind me. That gave four to me, and five for Aldith. Raising my sidearm, the man seemed to just accept he was about to die as I squeezed the trigger. I didn’t even see him collapse as I turned back to the three duelling my loyalist.

      Surprisingly, he was doing pretty well. He waved his own weapon erratically. If they had shields, it would be easy enough to rush in. But without, they were wary of his clumsy movements. A heretic shoved his way past and backhanded the loyalist, knocking him aside. It was a great technique. If I hadn’t been ready with my sidearm. The first two shots hit who I was aiming for. One was dead before he hit the ground, the other was gasping as he clutched at the gaping hole that was his neck and shoulder. The third managed to duck behind the second, which is how I missed. Bursting out behind his two falling comrades, I was surprised once again by my loyalist.

      Unlike his clumsy swings before, this time his technique seemed flawless as he swept my attackers blade away. Engaging him, I couldn’t help but be impressed as he duelled the blood soaked and panicked heretic. That was, right until he made a mistake. His boot slipped on a rock and he left himself open. The heretic swung for his advantage, aiming to cut the loyalist in two. I raised my handgun but couldn’t get a safe angle. I needn’t have worried though, as the loyalist guard twisted violently, missing the swing by fractions. Then he stepped through, impaling the heretic on his sword, with the wet sound of flesh on steel.

      With my opponents taken care of, I turned to Aldith, who was taking three of them at once. One lay dying on the ground, while the other was steadily taking the other loyalist guard to pieces. Raising my handgun, I waited for a clean shot as my guard moved to help Aldith. She let out a cheer as he slammed into one of the three. Down to two opponents, she got a second wind and was finally able to go on the offensive. She was as beautiful as she was terrible as the two heretics found themselves suddenly unsure of their positions.

      Adjusting back to the final loyalist in his one on one duel, I took aim. As the heretic he fought stepped back, I took my shot. The round slammed into the back of the heretic’s leg and he screamed as everything from the ankle down vanished in a red spray. The loyalist nodded his appreciation at me, before rushing the heretic engaged with Aldith.

      With the two heretics occupied, Aldith advanced on the captain. His swings were wild as he found himself extremely outmatched. I had to take a wild guess at Aldith’s age judging by the clothing, armour and weapons she wore, and compared them to the guards. And from my guess, there was at least a couple hundred years difference there. A couple hundred years to hone her skills, which were truly impressive. She seemed able to duel with the axe with even more ease than the captain could with a sword.

      With a casual flick of her wrist, his sword was yanked from his grip and tumbled onto the grass. I thought right there, he was dead, but Aldith had other plans. Driving her fist into his stomach, I winced as his armour buckled as he collapsed on the ground. I set a mental reminder that even in human form, she was far from human strength. With the captain gasping on the ground, Aldith turned around and slammed her axe into the back of the heretic, fighting her loyalist. My loyalist on the other hand, was standing over his opponent, who was begging for mercy on the ground, bleeding from somewhere under his arm.

      “Kill him,” Aldith ordered.

      The loyalist nodded as the heretic cried out, and I closed my eyes, rather than witness an execution. I understood the purpose, I understood the reason. But I didn’t have to like it. At least killing in battle had a measure of fairness. Stepping around the man, I patted his shoulder as I approached Aldith.

      “What about him?” I asked.

      She grinned, and turned on the captain. The man threw himself back on the ground and tried to scramble away. But Aldith kicked him flat. She bent over and took hold of his chest plate by his neck and started dragging.

      “You can’t do this!” He struggled, before glancing at me. “You, mage. Merlin will reward you handsomely. Kill the bitch…”

      I raised my handgun to point at him and he fell silent.

      Aldith chuckled, “Don’t shoot him, I have something better.”

      I looked up in the direction we were heading and just about the entire village was watching with open awe. They parted as Aldith dragged the captain into town and closed in behind to follow. There were people from all walks of life. Working men, well dressed women. Mothers who saw the writing on the wall and worked quickly to remove their children from the area. Other than the few wealthy looking individuals, most, other than awe, looked genuinely relieved as Aldith lifted the captain and threw him to the ground in a heap.

      “YOU CAN’T DO THIS!” He roared. “I have protected this village for years!”

      “You’ve robbed us blind!” A man yelled.

      “Don’t be so hasty,” A woman in a fine dress called.

      “Shut it you trollop,” an older woman with grey hair sneered. “I can forgive you for climbing into his bed for a favour, but don’t hold it over the rest of us.”

      The well dressed woman seemed to deflate as the crowd swarmed closer to the captain, who had regained his feet.

      “I, Captain Barvas, demand the right to a trial,” he said stiffly.

      “Granted,” Aldith said evenly. “Let the trial commence immediately. You are charged today with an attempt on the rightful king's life.”

      “You aren’t the ruler of these lands!” The captain roared.

      “Have you seen any other elder dragons lately?” Aldith scoffed. “The treaty between our kind is older than I am. But as Merlin’s lackey, you couldn’t even comprehend the horror that man has wrought on the world.” She shook her head, “Any other charges?”

      “Corruption!” an old man yelled.

      “Theft!” “Arson!” “Rape!”

      I turned and saw a tearful young woman shaking with impotent rage. She was young, maybe nineteen and the captain glared at her with a look that only confirmed my feelings on the accusation. And I changed my mind… Execution was appropriate in some circumstances.

      “Aldith, what is the penalty for rape?” I asked.

      Aldith had been watching the young woman as well, before turning to the captain. “Death.”

      I nodded, “May I provide a suggestion?”

      Aldith seemed to smile thinly, before nodding. I withdrew my sidearm and held it by the barrel, before gesturing with it, towards the young woman. She seemed slightly shocked, but stood her ground, while the captain began glancing around for somewhere to run. Aldith nodded her head, so I stepped towards the young woman.

      “I’d like to offer you the chance at revenge, if you want it?”

      She trembled, but nodded her head. So I gestured for her to approach. As she did, I showed her the handgun, before turning towards Barvas. Squeezing the trigger, a round slammed into the ground at his feet, sending up a shower of dirt and mud. That also had the advantage of making the man squeal in shock as he fell on his ass. The young woman stared at the gun like it was going to bite her. But I offered it anyway. She stepped closer and reached out with a shaky hand.

      “Here,” I said, sliding my hand over hers. “I’ll help.” She trembled as I slipped her hands under mine. I still needed to hold the gun, or it wouldn’t fire a lethal round. But I could give her the satisfaction of ending her abuser.

      “Fahla,” the captain started to beg. “I made it up to you, didn’t I?”

      She trembled in my arms and let out soft noises as she began to cry. I hushed her slowly, “It’s okay,” I told her. “You don’t need to do this if you don’t want to.”

      “How do I?” she asked, tightening her grip.

      “See where my finger is,” I wiggled my index finger.

      “Yes milord,” she nodded.

      “Put yours over mine and when you’re ready, squeeze. I have to hold it to make it work, but it’ll be you that shoots.”

      “Think of it like a crossbow,” Aldith offered.

      “Right,” I nodded.

      “Fahla!” Barvas snapped.

      She took a deep breath as the villagers behind Barvas moved aside. They’d heard ‘crossbow’ and knew the danger without being told.

      “FAHLA!”

      She jerked as she squeezed my hand. The shriek of the hypersonic slug filled the street for the second time, followed up by the agonal screaming of Barvas. When Fahla had jerked, she’d pulled my aim off and the round had passed between his legs. Violently so. She trembled and watched as Barvas clutched his crotch. A pool of blood was forming on the ground already. I felt her hands move and allowed her to raise the weapon once again. This time her squeeze was far gentler. The shriek of the gun sent up a plume of red mist as it hit him centre mass. His eyes went wide and he made gasping motions. But his entire body went limp. The hole in his chest was lethal and a few moments later, he fell still.

      “Thank you milord,” Fahla said softly.

      “Shall I send for you when it is safe?” Aldith asked.

      Fahla began to tremble again as she stepped away from me and turned to Aldith. She made a small curtsy, “Please, your majesty, if it is appropriate.”

      Aldith smiled, “I think it will be fine.”

      Fahla smiled thinly, before turning and walking through the crowd. I had no idea what Aldith had just offered, but the way the villagers were avoiding getting close to her. I just hoped it was for her benefit.

      “What?” Aldith asked.

      A moment later my HUD blinked. Turning, I glanced up at the sky. Expy had picked up something on radar, and while it couldn’t give me a visual aid from my position, it could give me a heading.

      “Aldith, are there any more dragons nearby?”

      She frowned, before suddenly looking very worried. “Griselda.”
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      “Come on!” I snapped as the cargo door lowered at its usual slow pace.

      Aldith stood beside me, looking worried. “Evan, you should leave.”

      I turned and frowned, “What? Why?” I saw on the HUD we had just under ten minutes before Griselda arrived.

      “This won’t be like when you shot at me. Griselda is a fierce opponent at the best of times.”

      “Can you beat her?” I asked.

      Aldith smiled nervously. “The collar… I don’t know.”

      I nodded and grabbed her shoulder as the ramp touched the ground. “Is Merlin responsible for people like Barvas being in charge? And is that going to be a common theme around here?”

      She frowned and let out a sigh, “Yes. I will be at war with my own people for some time. That is if I survive Griselda.”

      I pulled her down into a soft kiss. Aldith blushed like a little girl despite knowing full well she could snap me in half bare handed. “I’m fairly certain I’m not going home,” I smiled. “So let me help you make this world a little more comfortable for everyone, please?”

      Aldith sighed and nodded her head. “Keep your distance. She’s fast and nimble, more than I am. If you get too close, it’ll be bad.” The sound of a distant roar echoed through the trees and Aldith stepped away. “Hurry, take off. There’s not enough room for us both.”

      I thought about it for a moment, “How long does it take to transform?”

      “Just a few moments.”

      I grinned.

      Aldith held onto the rear of my seat as I pushed the throttle forward. Expy’s engines howled as we lifted from the ground. In moments we lifted over the treetops and I spotted Griselda for the first time. She and Aldith shared similar characteristics. Elongated neck, a horn covered head with pointed spines down the neck and back. Four limbs, as opposed to the two limbs of a wyvern. There were small differences, the head was shaped differently and the wings were smaller and beat faster. But the most striking thing was its pure white scales. Where Aldith was like a big emerald, Griselda almost sparkled like a diamond.

      “We need to get higher,” Aldith yelled.

      The sound from the engines echoed through the cargo bay with the door still open. But it was for a good reason. Griselda adjusted her course towards us as I came into view. Transitioning into forward thrust, I kept it gentle for Aldith’s sake. I adjusted the rudder and yawed away from the approaching dragon as we picked up speed. Aldith held onto my seat as I began to pitch up. I kept an eye on Griselda and grinned when we finally started putting distance between us.

      “You ready?” I asked.

      “This should be fine,” She agreed.

      I turned to wish her luck, when her mouth caught my own. It was hot, heavy and her tongue swirled into my mouth right before she pulled away. But other than the roguish grin, she made no reply as she turned and headed out the back. I kept Expy steady as she walked and without a moment to pause, she threw herself out the back.

      I had a momentary lapse of concentration and thought about diving to try and get under her. But my HUD activated and I watched in awe as her body rapidly expanded. She freefell for no more than four seconds before what was a beautiful woman, became a terrifying dragon. Flicking the switch for the cargo door it began to close as I held the Expy steady. Last thing I wanted was to pull something that would damage the door before it was fully closed. So I settled for watching as Aldith beat her wings and out-climbed the obviously smaller Griselda.

      Now I could see both, the differences were obvious. Aldith in a pitched, one on one battle would mop the floor with Griselda. She was not just larger, but much bulkier as well. Like the woman, the dragon was built to impress and I had no doubt that if Aldith could get her teeth around the smaller dragon it would be all over. But that still implied that Aldith was going to have to catch the smaller dragon. The best chance to end this quickly was me. When the sound of rushing air cut off, I checked the panel and saw the cargo door was secure.

      Snapping the throttle forward, I grimaced as gravity shifted. The acceleration Expy was capable of was terrifying. And I wasted no time climbing well up into the clouds as Aldith rounded on her smaller opponent. Circling, I watched the opening salvos of flames from each of them. And while Aldith’s flames seemed larger, Griselda’s seemed more focused as the two blasts enveloped one another.

      Rolling the Expy over, I pulled back on the stick and brought the aircraft around for an attack run. And immediately realised my problem. Aldith. There were two potential targets to hit, ignoring whatever was in the backdrop. I growled softly as I flew at the target. Aldith and the white dragon were duelling in close proximity. They seemed to dive at one another, lunging with claws and teeth. As they passed, Aldith battered the smaller dragon with her tail, before they both flared their wings and came around in a tight loop. And that was the problem. With them both flying, a grapple would be fatal for both of them. As they closed a second time, I noticed Griselda had an extra moment to line up her strikes. She was making the turn tighter than Aldith was.

      And as I lined up my shot, that advantage soon vanished. I practically held my breath as I kept the Expy stable. And right at the point where I had to pull up or risk hitting a dragon, I gave the trigger a quick squeeze and hauled back on the stick. I only managed a quick burst of hypersonic rounds and I was close enough that the white dragon didn’t have time to dodge. But I wasn’t aiming for centre mass.

      The burst of rounds tore through Griselda’s wing between beats. She reared her head up and roared as I blew past, throttling up to make a second pass if necessary. Banking around, Aldith was harassing her towards the ground. I hoped that was intentional. I had no idea if Griselda would be as physically imposing as Aldith’s seven and a half foot frame. Circling over, I watched as Griselda suddenly lunged for the castle. There was a courtyard at the base of the keep and she made right for it. Aldith, left with the decision to follow or retreat, chose to follow.

      Opening the air brakes, I slowed down as Aldith harried the smaller dragon onto the ground. I could see soldiers rushing in to help with the fight and I growled when I spotted crossbows being fired at Aldith. Pitching down, I got ready on the trigger. With a slow pitch up, I gave the trigger a squeeze. The Expy shuddered at the volume of fire as I pulled away. The effects on the soldiers were horrifying to those that survived. The thirty millimetre rounds tore through them like wet tissue. Those rounds impacted several targets before slamming into the ground, sending up showers of debris that caused even more injury and chaos. And it all happened in the blink of an eye.

      Bringing the Expy around I sent a second volley at a section of wall where they had hauled around a pair of ballista. Unfortunately, not all the ballista were being trained on the dragons. A loud thump was followed by a klaxon. A notification came up on the dash, specifying sudden, immediate hydraulic pressure loss in the right wing. When I looked over, there was a barbed javelin poking through it. Switching the Expy into hover mode, I performed a cobra, slowing rapidly to a stall. The hydraulic system in the Expy was robust. Whatever systems had been lost in the wing, was all the damage I had received. Even now, the system would have isolated the leak to prevent further loss. And that meant I had lost control surfaces to that wing.

      With little choice, I picked the clearest spot I could. A small courtyard that looked like a seating area for nobles. Or at least, it was, until I dropped a twenty ton aircraft on it. My sudden descent is what saved me from taking additional shots. The troops were trained to shoot dragons, not jets. So they simply hadn’t caught up to me as I dropped the landing gear.

      “Sorry!” I apologised to the airframe as I hit the ground and the Expy lurched to one side.

      It wasn’t bone shattering, but I got a warning tone saying that I’d damaged some suspension components right before I shut down the engines. Slapping the switch for the cargo hatch, I grabbed my sidearm out as I raced for the cargo door. It was having issues of its own. Using the HUD I could see the rear of the Expy had landed in a small pond that left the Expy sitting on an angle. That meant the cargo door was blocked by a low section of wall and couldn’t fully open. Rushing to the gap I could hear the shouts of soldiers, but no boots as of yet.

      Slipping my sidearm back into the holster, I gripped the gap and lifted myself through. It was a tight squeeze and I hoped nobody was willing to try and go back in. Because I wasn’t waiting around to close it. The courtyard was a mess of debris. Chunks of stone were strewn about from some benches and what remained of the wall. One of the landing gears was indeed parked in a pond filled with panicked, but unhurt fish. There was a stone pathway that ran through, under Expy, but back towards the keep.

      BANG!

      I ducked and glanced around, spotting the javelin sticking out of the side of Expy. “Oi! Stop blowing holes in my jet!” I roared.

      The soldiers on the walls must have heard me as they began to adjust their aim. A moment later, a second javelin launched and I dived for cover as it slammed into the ground where I stood. Rolling to my feet I raced towards the sounds of fighting. Drawing my sidearm, I saw the door ahead burst open as a group of guards charged out to find me. That’s probably what saved me from being shot at from behind. But it wouldn’t save the ones ahead of me.

      Raising my sidearm, I squeezed off a series of shots. The shriek of hypersonic slugs filled the air as the soldiers went down in plumes of aerosol red. The first three shots all hit centre mass, when the rest panicked and changed directions. It was obvious they wanted nothing to do with me, but I still shot two more that happened to be in my way.

      Stepping through the doors, I let out a sigh, knowing I wasn’t in range of the ballista any more. But I had basically jumped from the frying pan and straight into the fire. I was in a corridor that led into the main hall. It was a large open room with a throne at one end and a large empty space surrounded by long tables. The entire building was made of stone and I guessed Aldith could probably sit inside it while in dragon form. But for now, the inside was utter chaos. It seemed there were two sides. The first were soldiers dressed as the ones I’d just killed. The others had ripped off their tunics to remove as much red as they could. There were a couple dozen of them pinned in the middle. It almost looked like…

      Raising my sidearm, I picked a target and squeezed the trigger. The unfortunate man was standing off to one side and my round tore through him without him knowing I was even standing there. The shriek of the round caught all their attention and there was a lull in the fighting as they paused to stare at me.

      “So I know who to kill, red tunics are loyal to Merlin, those without are loyal to Aldith right?”

      “That’s King Aldith to you!” one of the colourless ones yelled.

      I just smirked, “Fair enough.”

      Raising my sidearm, I started peppering shots. As heretics dropped left and right, the loyalists burst into action. With me at their backs, and the loyalists pressing, the heretics were left with little option than to surrender or flee. But to get to that point, a lot of them needed to die. I swapped magazines twice and made sure to keep my empties. I still had loose rounds in my pocket to do some reloads when I had the chance. But I wanted to go help Aldith.

      When the battle inside the hall was decidedly going the way of the loyalists, I turned and headed for the main doors. They were wide open and strewn about was the torn up bodies of the men I’d strafed with the thirties. It… was quite frankly a horrible mess. Blood, organs, bone and armour were smeared around everywhere. It looked like some of them simply exploded and what was left soaked into the surrounding landscape. But I couldn’t worry about that yet.

      Aldith and Griselda were duelling. Aldith had her axe and shield handy, while Griselda swung a longsword over her head. The two of them were in human forms. Their match-up here was similar to when they were in the air. Aldith towered over Griselda who looked more my height. Griselda wore white robes that were open at the front from her neck to her navel. Her pale skinned breasts were on display as she twirled around praying Aldith’s axe. As her flaming red hair fanned out, I spotted the dark iron of her collar. While Aldith was muscular, broad and tall. Griselda was curvy and soft looking. I found myself momentarily thinking about sinking my hands into her flesh, when they burst back into movement.

      Aldith seemed to be at a stalemate before her smaller counterpart. For a curvy woman, Griselda moved like a ballet dancer. Twisting and contorting herself as she lashed out with her sword. The blade was polished and shone like a mirror as Aldith deflected the blade upward. But as she swung her axe, a brutal and ugly weapon in comparison, Griselda twirled out of harm's way. Over… and over… again…

      I stepped closer and raised my sidearm. The movement caught Griselda’s attention and her eyes locked on mine for a moment. I sensed dread, like looking into the eyes of a rabid beast. She let out a scream and doubled down on the flurries of sword strokes.

      “YOU DARE!” She screamed. “Merlin will not forgive you for this betrayal!”

      Aldith grunted under the flurry, deflecting the blows was all she could manage under the onslaught. They came quick and heavy and despite Aldith’s strength, she wasn’t given any opportunity to respond.

      “Not only have you betrayed Merlin, you have betrayed our order! I will never forgive you!”

      “Shut up and fight you daft bitch!” Aldith grunted, shoving forward, before kicking Griselda in the chest.

      Griselda sailed back before landing in a heap. It looked painful, but she quickly sprung to her feet. The absolutely gorgeous woman snarled loudly as Aldith shot me a worried glance. And as Griselda suddenly shifted into a pure white hybrid form, Aldith was a moment behind. But Aldith wasn’t Griselda’s target. She was fast. Inhumanly fast. It was almost like she teleported from side to side as she rushed in. Her tackle took me to the ground and I was faced with a set of teeth that opened and came straight for my face.

      Too bad for her I was still armed.

      With her massive proportions as a hybrid, she sat high enough for me to raise my sidearm. I picked a spot near her shoulder, and squeezed the trigger. The shriek of the round was nothing compared to Griselda’s agonal shriek as she lost a chunk of flesh from under her arm. Throwing herself back, I sat up as she stared at me with murderous intent. Taking a deep breath, she opened her mouth and I froze in terror.

      Aldith’s tackle could not have been more perfect. Griselda’s burst of flame washed out as she went down and sputtered harmlessly over the stones. She let out an enraged scream and tried to scramble free when Aldith reared back and drove a fist into Griselda’s head. The first strike knocked her head back into the stone ground. The second snapped her head around and the third was enough to knock her partially senseless. Aldith grabbed her and tried to haul her off the ground.

      In a last ditch attempt to take control Griselda opened her maw and bit firmly into Aldith’s jaw. Which was all I needed for them both to be still enough to fire a second shot. The shriek of my sidearm preceded the metallic ping as the collar was shattered on impact. And as good a shot as I was, hitting it dead on was lucky. As the lump of metal fell away, Griselda gasped loudly and dropped to her knees with Aldith supporting her.

      I couldn’t hear her, but Aldith was whispering something. And a moment later, Griselda turned her head up and screamed loudly. I covered my ears and staggered back. Which saved my life as a javelin slammed into the ground, passing through the space I occupied a moment before. Turning, I raised my sidearm at the figures on the wall and started squeezing the trigger. The shriek of the sidearm was nothing compared to the booms as each round shattered sections of stone. The debris acted like a shotgun, blowing outward and up towards the guards. They were forced to retreat as I felt a large presence storm past.

      Spinning, I watched as a great white dragon took to the sky and spit flames over the wall. The screams of men filled the air as a firm grip wrapped around my arm. Turning to my captor, Aldith gave me a firm smile, but didn’t release me as she hauled me back inside the keep. This time as we came in, the loyalists were surrounding the heretics trapped in the middle. Aldith growled as she released my arm. Drawing her axe, she let out a battle cry and charged in to help. I watched for a moment as the tide severely turned in the favour of the loyalists.

      Plucking out the magazine I had loaded, I saw it only had one round left in it anyway. Changing it for a fresh magazine, I saw I had only had the one left. While Aldith ended the conflict, I spent my time ignoring the screams both inside and outside while I fed rounds back into the spent magazines. I only had enough for two full magazines, but that brought me to a total of four four magazines with one loaded in my sidearm.

      A loud thump from outside brought my attention to the doors as a white robed figure with red hair strode inside. She locked eyes on me and changed direction as I got ready with my sidearm. But she seemed to hesitate and slowed to a stop. I looked her over, seeing the vicious scarring under her arm from where I’d shot her. The arm of the robe was completely blown off, leaving no illusions I had left permanent irreversible damage.

      “Will you enslave me against my will, mage?”

      “I’m not a mage,” I replied evenly.

      She frowned for a moment, before stepping forward again. “Not a mage, you say? And yet, your weapons… Was that your steed I saw in the garden of remembrance.”

      Remembrance, of course if fucking was… “Technology,” I said softly. “I’ve already explained that one to Aldith-”

      “You speak her name so casually?” She frowned.

      I just shrugged. “I met her similarly to how I met you.”

      “And you bested her?” Griselda asked, cocking her head while she pouted her lips.

      I found myself feeling uncomfortable between the legs thinking about her looking up at me from between my legs. “It was a lucky shot,” I said, slipping my sidearm back into the holster.

      “So it would seem,” she nodded slowly.

      “Right!” Aldith snapped, stepping up to the both of us. “You’ve introduced yourselves?”

      “We were getting there,” Griselda said, smiling widely. “I am Griselda the Pure, one of the five elders.”

      I nodded, “Call me Evan, I…” I trailed off, wondering if my rank in the military meant anything.

      “Evan will be staying a time with m-us,” Aldith said with only a small foible.

      Griselda’s eyes lit for a moment and she nodded. “You are aware, Merlin will not forgive us, or him?”

      “Would you prefer being his slave?” Aldith asked.

      Griselda smiled softly. “It’s good to see you again my friend. Better yet to see you and think clearly enough to remember the good times.”

      Aldith smiled and stepped up to the smaller woman. They hugged quickly, before Griselda made a disapproving noise. When they parted, she was looking down at her white robes, now stained with gore. She let out a frustrated noise, before turning and storming off towards a staircase.

      Aldith laughed, before turning back to me. “Come on, you need rest, and I need to clean house.”

      I frowned as I followed, “You don’t want my help?”

      Aldith smiled as we climbed to the second storey. She led me down a corridor that ran the length of the hall. At the end was another door, where some loyalist guards were opening the way for Griselda to enter.

      “Your quarters are as you left them, my king,” one of the guards said.

      Aldith nodded and led me inside. I felt the eyes of the guards on me and wasn’t sure if it was confusion or envy. Not that I really cared. The room beyond had a large round table and various doorways leading off. Griselda seemed to know where she was going, heading through the fourth of six. Aldith led me to the third and pushed the door open.

      “While you stay, this will be your room,” she said. The room was wedge shaped, to fit in with the surrounding rooms. There was a series of windows three times my height at the far end with a doorway in the middle. The ceiling was tall and an unlit chandelier hung over our heads. The light coming into the room from the windows meant everything was bright. The room itself was long enough I could have parked the Expy inside it, which is probably how they managed the rain. Just a few metres into the room was the largest bed I had ever seen. It was a massive four-poster, right in the middle of the room, with drapes tied up on all sides for privacy… Or sleep ins.

      At the foot of the bed was a small dining table for two. This half of the room seemed to be the focus for living with various chests and shelves stacked with books. There was a large wardrobe to hold clothing and a set of lounges around a fireplace set in the floor. I thought about smoke, but with the height of the ceiling and the permanent open windows ventilation wasn’t so much of a concern. Beyond the main living area was a large space dominated by a raised tub. It looked almost like someone had built a massive wine barrel, cut it in half and placed it on a mound of bricks. I looked it over as we walked past and realised not only was it a large bath, but it had an alcove dug under it to light a fire.

      “I know it isn’t your bed on the Expy,” Aldith said softly. “But I hoped you may be more comfortable here, especially after I retrieve your bed-servant.”

      “Bed-servant?” I asked.

      Aldith nodded, “Like a maid.”

      That I understood and nodded my head in agreement. “Right, well…” I trailed off as Griselda in her dragon form strode out into the space beyond my doorway.

      “Yes, that’s the courtyard,” she said softly. “You will be able to land there. It was designed to be easy access for us, so there is plenty of room.”

      I strode over to the doorway and looked out. The space was wide and spacious. I could see the charred remains of several ballista atop the walls, along with several guards. But it was silent, other than the clack of Griselda’s claws.

      “Now, as I understand it, the Expy was damaged, can it fly?”

      I frowned and shook my head slowly, “I’m not sure. Depending on how many times those bastards shot it, I might be able to hover. But no, I wouldn’t risk a proper flight.”

      Aldith nodded. “That’s what I thought you would say. I ask that you remain here, within the confines of the courtyard and keep. Outside these walls will be dangerous.”

      “And how long do you expect me to stay?”

      Aldith smirked, “Just until I can collect your bed-servant, recoup my holdings and then when it’s safe, I’ll return and we can discuss what happens next.”

      I looked out over the courtyard as Griselda turned her head to stare at us. I smirked at her and wondered at the situation I had found myself in. The world was going to be both strange, terrifying and wonderful all at once. And if things had gone badly as of late, being part of the reason things got better sounded like a decent enough offer.

      “One question first?”

      “Sure.”

      “When do we eat?” I asked.

      Aldith smirked and nodded her head. “Let me collect your bed-servant. She’ll be responsible for your meals.”

      I nodded and looked around. “Alright, I’m going to go back to the Expy. If I can’t bring it back here, I’ll be with it until I can.”

      “Great,” Aldith said, grabbing me for a kiss.

      When she pulled away, the large woman jogged out into the courtyard and shifted into her dragon form. Then, with Griselda on her tail, they both took to the skies. I watched them vanish over the walls and sighed. Glancing around, there was nobody but the guards on the walls in the distance. Turning back to the keep, I got a good look at it from this angle. It was like a hall with a tower at one end. The whole thing was made of the same stone the walls were. But the bottom of the tower was the rooms we resided in, while the top floors looked like a fortress. It quite literally reminded me of some fantasy movie, except I was standing here looking at it.

      With a smirk, I took out my sidearm and checked it over one last time. Then I made my way back to get the Expy. With all those holes in it, the sooner I could get them patched, the less likely I’d find water damage later.
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      I glanced up at the screen and saw the results of the scan. “Well that could be worse I suppose,” sighed.

      In the space of time it took for me to land, run inside and for Griselda to burn the walls, the Expy had been peppered with javelins. Reaching up, I once again sighed as my fingernail caught the crack in the windscreen, proving it was more than a scratch. The only positive was that the internal systems were undamaged. Clipping my harness up just in case something went wrong, I activated the Expy and brought the systems online.

      This would be a quick hop, straight up, shift over one-hundred metres or so, then straight back down. So after checking the vectored thrusters were still in position, I throttled up and listened to the engines whistle. I kept my hand on the throttle, ready for the slightest change in pitch or vibration. Several warning symbols were displayed on the instrument panel. They complained of everything from hydraulic failure, to low pressure in a tyre a soldier took a sword to for whatever reason. I mean seriously, denting the outside wasn’t bad enough, they had to slash a tyre?

      I shook my head and adjusted the roll as the throttle came up. The Expy was still on a horrible lean and throttling straight up would give me unwanted lateral movement. As I had hoped and expected though, the Expy lifted on the low corner and levelled out. Reducing my force on the stick, I increased the throttle in proportion and sighed in relief as I felt the gentle sway that told me I was airborne.

      Increasing the throttle I gained some altitude as I slowly rotated in position. So I had the perfect view of several soldiers bringing a ballista around. With a snarl, I reached for the trigger and was about to fire, when I saw them all flinch. Further down the wall, was a familiar looking guard that I’d seen inside the keep. He was waving frantically while his expression was full of fury. Grabbing my flight helmet, I slipped it on, then used the sensor equipment to make sure I got a photo. He’d just saved many lives.

      Pointing the Expy in the direction of the rear courtyard, I pitched the nose down slightly. Too much and I risked instability or a rollover. And at this altitude and condition, that would be a death sentence. But just the small nudge got me moving about walking speed in a straight line. Not that I was remaining straight. I took a wide berth around the keep, just slightly higher than the walls.

      As I got around behind the large building, the sensors picked an incoming. Yawing around, I got ready with the cannons. But I needn’t have worried as Aldith’s familiar green form approached. I made a quick speed versus distance calculation and pulled back on the stick. I could have landed first, but she’d have to wait for me or risk the wash from the engines catching her wings. Instead, I continued in my original direction, slightly off perpendicular to the keep, but in reverse. And if I wasn’t mistaken, that was the direction of the village where we’d killed Barvas. Aldith didn’t waste any time as she swooped in over the wall. Her guards must have been used to that as they barely reacted beyond a salute as she went overhead.

      Aldith landed, before she seemed to curl under herself for a moment. Stepping to the side she took flight. As she lifted into the air, she cut a loud roar in my direction before rolling away and blowing a plume of black smoke. I grinned at the display, before glancing down at the ground. It seemed like there was a woman standing beside a small wooden chest. Fahla.

      Pitching the Expy forward again, I reduced the throttle bringing down my altitude. The Expy seemed to handle fine in the air, so I was happy knowing nothing structural was wrong with it at least. I picked a spot, off to the side a little and close to the rooms without blocking any access. As the ground approached, I pitched up, halting my forward momentum and fluttered the throttle slightly as I felt the soft thump of the wheels on solid ground. Throttling back to zero, I shut off the engines and unclipped my harness. Standing, I made my way out of the cockpit, through the cargo bay and down the loading ramp pausing only long enough to grab the moving trolley.

      Fahla was watching me from in front of the rooms looking rather nervous. She was a little shorter than I. She had long brown hair, sun-kissed skin and dressed in a plain linen dress that was probably the colour of grass when it was first made. Striding up to her she smiled nervously and curtseyed.

      “Milord,” she nodded her head.

      I shook mine in response. “My friends call me Evan. Let me help with that.”

      Bending, I shifted the chest and pushed the plate of the trolley under it. Then I pulled it back, lifting the chest and Fahla just stared at me in awe.

      “Milord-”

      “Evan,” I corrected her gently.

      She blinked and shook her head, “It’s improper for a maid to use a lord's name. As is that lord moving furniture!”

      “Fahla,” I sighed softly. “I’m not a lord, wizard, mage or anything else. I’m a man, that’s it.”

      “Begging your pardon Milord. But you’re a personal guest of King Aldith,” Fahla twisted her fingers together nervously. “It just wouldn’t be proper.”

      “Fine,” I conceded. “But I’m still moving your chest.”

      Fahla glanced at me, then at the chest, and then looked around like there was someone that might be able to help. Slumping her shoulders in defeat, Fahla turned to me. “Yes Milord.”

      I nodded and gave her a smile, “Where am I taking it?”

      “Which is your room, Milord?”

      “This one straight ahead,” I pointed.

      Fahla bowed softly, “Then if I may. That chest contains items that I will need as your bed-servant.”

      There’s that word again… “Fahla, what does a bed-servant do?”

      “Like a maid, Milord,” Fahla said softly. “I was in training with Captain Barvas, when…” She trailed off.

      I looked at her and saw the conflicted expression on her face. “You don’t have to talk about it,” I said softly as I started hauling the chest. “And don’t worry, I’m not going to force myself on you.” I missed the worried glance she shot me as she hurried after. “So is there any real difference between a maid and a bed-servant then?”

      “Not as such, Milord. Other than that a maid will cater to a household. A bed-servant caters to a specific person and… Thank you, Milord. Being under his employ would only have gotten worse.”

      I frowned and nodded, but didn’t stop as I navigated through the large open doors. The soft wheels rolled easily on the smooth stone floor and Fahla hurried along behind.

      “Anywhere in particular you want it?” I asked.

      Fahla glanced around, trying to disguise her wonder at the size and simple beauty of the room. But she quickly snapped out and gestured towards the bed. “By the bed Milord.”

      I nodded and quickly moved it into position at the foot. There was already a chest there so I took the time to shift it over so there was room for both. Something that Fahla looked conflicted about not doing herself. But I wasn’t all that concerned. Especially as my stomach growled, reminding me I hadn’t eaten.

      “Oh, I will fetch you a meal,” Fahla curtseyed and swiftly left.

      I just blinked after her and sighed. I had no idea if she even knew where to find food in this place. I certainly didn’t. With a shake of my head, I took a leisurely stroll back out to the Expy and returned the trolley. With nothing but time, I made my way over to the printer and looked up a few of the panels I needed, before setting a queue. Then I paused and frowned. The printer could only make one part at a time, and once made I had to come out and physically remove the part before it could print a new one. Scrolling through the various options, I found a pair of robotic arms. There would be some assembly required, but with the programming of the Expy and a simple shelf, I could come up with something.

      As the printer whirled into motion I turned and spotted Fahla looking at me from the bottom of the ramp. She seemed unsure if she should enter or not. Which was fair enough. Strolling out, she seemed relieved and bowed softly. Something about the late afternoon sun framing her form made me stare for just a moment. She really was beautiful… And that was something I did NOT want to think about.

      “Milord, I have brought you a meal,” Fahla raised herself and gestured back to the room.

      “Thank you Fahla,” I smiled.

      She practically beamed and gestured for me to follow. She led me back through the room, where the chest was sitting open and conspicuously empty. Our destination on the other hand, was the round table in the main section that joined all the rooms together. Fahla brought me through the doors and gestured to a meal of what looked like salted pork with vegetables and a glass pitcher of wine.

      I frowned for a moment and heard her inhale slightly. “Have you eaten?” I asked, noting the single plate.

      Fahla seemed to sigh in relief for a moment. “I ate before King Aldith brought me here, Milord.”

      I nodded, “Right.”

      “If it pleases you, Milord. I will get a bath ready for you.”

      I watched her leave, before glancing around the room. I’d only passed through before, but now I had time to take it all in. The table was rather large. Far larger than it needed to be for just the six chairs arranged around it. Speaking of, as I grabbed the one with my meal, I felt the weight of it as I pulled it back. Old-school solid construction at its finest. And that’s how I’d describe everything in the room. Solid. What wasn’t stone, was thick, dark timber. Lanterns were mounted on the walls hanging from iron brackets. Or at least they looked like iron. I’d need to take a sample to be sure, I wasn’t a metallurgist. I stepped around and took a seat at the table and spent a few grunting moments getting the chair comfortably close to the table again. I had a brief moment of feeling like everything was sized slightly too large, then I smirked. It was probably sized for Aldith, or for hybrid forms.

      “Have to ask for a cushion and a footrest or something,” I grumbled thinking about sitting around the table in… I frowned… Was it odd that I was making plans already to sit at this table amongst a bunch of dragons?

      With a small sigh, I took in the large, mostly empty room for the final time and went for my meal. Ever had one of those, ‘grandma made it better’ kind of moments. It may have looked like simple fair, but the mass farmed and produced foodstuffs I was used to were nothing compared to this. This was like grandma’s, grandmother’s, grandmamma’s, great-grand mother was complaining about how it wasn’t like her grandma’s. The meat, while simple, practically melted in my mouth. The salts and fats made it surprisingly palatable and it reminded me of world class ham. The vegetables, I could taste the freshness of the earth. I had no doubt that most of them were probably growing plants not two days ago. The flavours of the land itself had been preserved and I chewed softly as I remembered the small veggie patch my mother grew when I was a child.

      With a sigh, I put down my fork as I thought about family. I hadn’t seen them in years. Going from the military into a field where I couldn’t even tell them what I did had created some distance. I just hoped that my pension would be paid out. Give their final years some measure of comfort. In any case, there was little I could do about it at this stage. I glanced around for a mug or something for the wine and came up empty. Then I smirked thinking about Aldith’s viking persona and wondered if she’d ever used a cup. Grabbing the pitcher, I picked it up and took a sip. It was sharp, strong and sweet enough not to clash with the salt from the pork. I washed the last of the food down with another mouthful of wine and stood up.

      Turning, I made my way back into the room to find Fahla. I’d have returned my plates if I knew where. Fahla would probably say something in disagreement though. She was testing the water by the bath when I spotted her. The bath didn’t seem to smoke, despite the obvious fire lit beneath it. Fahla was nodding, before she noticed my approach.

      “Milord,” she curtseyed. “The bath is warming nicely. Would you like me to undress you?”

      I blinked slowly and shook my head. “No thank you. I’m fine to do that myself.”

      “Very well,” she smiled politely. “I’ll take care of your dishes then.”

      She curtseyed again and quickly left as I admired the bath. The fire was low and I reached for the water, finding it delightfully warm. Like a hot tub. Though… I was sure the bath was empty when I arrived and I saw no sight of any buckets. Mystery for another day, maybe mages were more common than I thought but people could only do little things like fill baths.

      Stripping off my new clothing, I dropped them all in a pile, before easily hoisting myself into the bath. The bottom was a little warmer than the water where I stood, but not uncomfortably so. I figured there was a mass of stone beneath that distributed the heat evenly. What I did realise was that there wasn’t any soap. And that meant I needed to wait for Fahla to come back. So I settled myself into the side with my arms over the edges and leaned back to enjoy the water.

      It was the soft hand wrapped around my erection that woke me. I laid still for a moment, trying to work out where I was. Opening my eyes, I was face to face with Fahla, who had her tongue sticking out between her teeth in concentration. The soft caress of a cloth over my cock made me blink and I realised there were soap suds in the water.

      “Fahla,” I said softly.

      She squeaked and stood rapidly. I copped a perfect view of her breasts and pubic hair as she slipped and went down in the water. As her head went down and her legs went up, I threw off my lingering fatigue and surged through the water. Grabbing her around the middle, her arms came around me as I pulled her to the surface where she retched and coughed up a mouthful of water. I pulled her to the side of the tub and leaned her over the edge where she vomited up another mouthful.

      “Are you okay?” I asked, rubbing her back.

      “Ohhh, milord”-cough-” That was a fright.”

      I nodded as she turned and looked me in the eye. Then all at once, she blushed and looked away. I smirked, satisfied she was okay and leaned back against the tub.

      “Are you expected to do stuff like that?” I asked.

      “I was just washing you milord,” she replied, turning her head even further away. “I was trying not to wake you.”

      I smiled, “Next time, wake me.”

      “Yes milord,” she replied softly.

      Much to her dismay I finished my bath without her help. She was even more opposed to the idea of me scrubbing her back when she practically rubbed herself raw in record time. But no sooner had she finished than we both stood and got out of the tub. I tried to ignore the shape of her ass as she bent and undid a cork plug at the far end. But I had a rather horizontal reaction that left Fahla blushing furiously as she tried to towel me dry. Tried, being the operative word as I took it from her hands, much to her confused dismay.

      “Milord,” she grumbled. “This is my job.”

      I sighed, “What is your job exactly? Spell it out to me?”

      Fahla seemed to think for a moment. “Whatever it is you need, I am to supply it. Meals, cleaning, washing. I will be the one who tends you if you are ill, or will rub your feet when they ache. I am yours.”

      I frowned. Not at her description, but at the emphasis she put on that last word. I looked at her as she towelled herself dry. She just stared at the floor with a nervous expression. I still felt like there was something I was missing. I had an inkling she felt she was supposed to sleep with me, but I’d headed that off already. At least I hoped. Besides, I didn’t like the idea of Aldith storming in while I was in bed with another woman. Even if… Shit… Aldith was the one who brought her… This is far too complicated…

      Glancing outside, it was now true darkness and I felt the strain of the day on me. So with a final look around, I nodded at Fahla. “I’m going to get some sleep, I think. It’s been a long day.”

      Fahla nodded, “I’ll make preparations, milord.”

      Preparations as it turned out, meant after ushering me into the large bed, she ran around the room and turned off all the lights. I listened to the sounds of her footsteps as she went around the room and noted when she started walking through the water from the bath. It made sense now having that side open to the elements. Carbon monoxide poisoning wouldn’t be a thing with no way to enclose it and if everything on that side of the room was waterproof it didn’t matter if water got in. I closed my eyes and waited to hear Fahla leave, when I felt the bed shift.

      I blinked in the dark and turned my head as the blanket shifted and a body slipped into the bed beside me. “Fahla?” I asked cautiously.

      The reply I received was a soft body push up beside me. I could feel her breasts against my arm as her leg came over my hip. “Yes, milord?”

      “I told you I wasn’t going to sleep with you already.”

      I felt her head shake slowly and sighed. “No milord. You said you wouldn’t force yourself on me.”

      I rolled my eyes, “Fahla, I meant that I’m not going to make you sleep with me. You’re not my slave, I’m sure there’s a thousand good looking young men out there who would die to have you in their beds.”

      “No,” she said in a small voice. “Not anymore.”

      I blinked and shifted. Fahla moved slightly and I rolled to face her. I could see her silhouette in the darkness, just a barely faint line that separated two shades of darkness.

      “Explain it to me then. I’m… Not from this world. Why would a woman, who had been raped by her previous employer, take a job where she would be expected to sleep with someone?”

      “Milord,” she paused and licked her lips. “Milord, it’s because in this world. A woman gives herself to her husband and no other. No man will accept me as a wife after… After what happened. So either I die an old maid, or… I hope that I can find employ, with a kind man, who would not mistreat me. Barvas hired me as a maid, and when I refused to be his bed-servant, he… He made me...”

      I wasn’t particularly happy to learn that a woman’s value was in being a virgin. But I was rather glad the penalty for destroying a woman’s social standing was death.

      “What if I promised to treat you well, and you STILL didn’t have to sleep with me?” I asked.

      “Do you not want to sleep with me, milord?”

      I snorted softly. “I didn’t say that, but there is a complication and I don’t know the ramifications yet.”

      “I knew you’d have issues with this,” Aldith said from off in the darkness.

      I froze, unsure of how to respond as I listened to booted feet approaching. As the towering figure of Aldith came into view, she was holding a lantern that she’d taken from the wall. I gave her a nervous smile and she snorted.

      “I’ll be honest,” I said softly. “I’m really not sure what’s going on here.”

      Aldith nodded her head. “There isn’t a man in this country that will take her as a wife. When I saw how you reacted towards her, I figured you didn’t mind so much. If I’m wrong, I’ll hire her as a maid. If I’m right, then screw her pretty little brains out. She knew what she was signing up for when she agreed to come.”

      “Thank you, my king,” Fahla said softly.

      Aldith smirked and turned towards the exit. “Don’t worry Evan. I like to share my toys.”

      I raised an eyebrow, but didn’t get the chance to speak as she stormed out of my bedroom, leaving me alone with Fahla who was breathing rather heavily.

      “So-”

      Fahla burst into action. She practically threw herself on top of me. As her pussy scraped over my leg, I felt the line of grool she left on me, that gave me no doubts as to her feelings. She grabbed my cock and lifted herself and it in unison. Before I could react, I felt the head of my cock spearing into her as she let out a small yelp.

      “Fahla?” I asked.

      “S-sorry,” she murmured, rocking her hips slightly. “I haven’t had a lot of practice with this.”

      As her words hit me, I reached up and cupped her face, before I sat up. She seemed to freeze and I pulled her close. “You’ve never done this yourself at all, have you?”

      “No.”

      I nodded softly and kissed her. She seemed taken aback for a moment. But when I kissed her again, she mimicked the motion of my lips. I kissed her softly for a few moments, as I held her close. With one arm around her shoulders, I lowered the other and cupped her ass. Fahla moaned softly as I used her ass as leverage to rock her back and forth slightly.

      “M-milord?” Fahla moaned.

      “Yes, Fahla?”

      “Milord, I feel… Strange.”

      “Good or bad?”

      “Good!” She shuddered. “Milord, I… yes…”

      I smiled before she started to kiss me herself. Her pussy was tight and gripped my cock well as she slipped slowly back and forth. The silken texture of her insides was perfect. The idiocy of all the men in this country that wouldn’t have her, was not lost on me. Reaching down with both hands, I lifted her slightly and pulled her legs out from under her knees. She let out a small moan as her full weight fell on my lap, impaling herself just that little bit deeper. Her legs quickly closed around my hips as her arms wrapped around my shoulders. She clung to me as I took her ass in both hands. With more control, I ground her over my cock, going deeper with each thrust as she trembled in my lap.

      “M-milord?” She squeaked. “Milord something… Something!”

      I felt her back arch as her pussy began to tighten and I smiled and tightened my grip on her ass. “It’s okay,” I crooned softly. “Don’t fight that feeling, it’s good isn’t it?”

      “Yes,” she said in a high pitched voice.

      “That’s a good girl,” I crooned, as I continued to slowly fuck her. “Embrace it, follow it, let it take over.”

      She opened her mouth and let out a shuddering gasp, before a small, “G-nah.”

      Her body trembled and suddenly I had ten sharp fingernails digging into my back. She threw her head back as her pussy clamped down on my cock. Her legs squeezed over my hips as she came hard. I just held her close as she bucked and rocked herself on my cock for several long moments. When she finally started to come down, she released her claws and kissed me hard, before pulling away.

      “That, that,” she shook her head. “I-I don’t. Milord?”

      I smiled and stroked her hair, “Was that good?”

      She nodded her head. “You made me feel…” She trembled and let out a small sigh. “Can we go again?”

      With a grin, I tipped forward. Fahla let out a small yelp as I laid her flat on her back. It took me a moment to readjust my legs, and when I did, her feet were perched on my ass as she held me close. I kissed her deeply as I thrust into her. Reaching out, I took her hand, which clutched my fingers in a death grip. I used my other hand to massage her breasts. They were nice, full and delightfully soft. Her whole body became an instrument of pleasure. Wherever I kissed, she gasped. When I licked, she giggled and when I fit one gorgeous nipple into my mouth and sucked, she moaned. Her sensitive nipples pushed her over the edge as I thrust deeply inside her.

      She let out a soft whimper, before managing a quick, “Please don’t stop!”

      And her body tensed beneath me. As her pussy clamped down on my cock for the second time, I knew I had found my own end. I gave her a few more deep thrusts until I felt my own legs give out. I released her nipple and kissed Fahla firmly. My tongue invaded her mouth and she froze for a moment as I buried myself to the hilt. But the massive throb as my cock spurted inside her, told her everything she needed to know.

      In the midst of her waning orgasm, she hit her third and most powerful. The milking sensation, each time her pussy clamped, only served to pull more of my sperm out of me and into her. I had a brief moment of clarity when I realised we hadn’t discussed the possibility of pregnancy. But I pushed that aside a moment later. Consequences be damned, if she really was mine, I’d make the offer to her eventually.

      She trembled beneath me as I finally stopped cumming inside her. But I could see the white of her teeth as she beamed widely. “Alright,” I smiled, and slowly withdrew my cock as I rolled aside. “Now I think it’s time we got some sleep.”

      Her face seemed to drop for a moment before she nodded. She seemed to roll away as well and without thinking I reached out and grabbed her hand.

      “Where are you going?”

      “Milord, you said you wanted to sleep.”

      “I did,” I nodded. “But where are you going?”

      She smiled hopefully at me. “Milord, are you asking me to sleep at the foot of the bed? I have a blanket I can use so-”

      “What the fuck are you talking about?” I snapped.

      Reaching over I wrapped an arm around her waist. She froze in shock as I wrestled her up onto the pillow beside me and pulled the blanket up to her chin.

      “Milord?”

      “If you’re about to tell me its improper to share a bed like this, then I’m not going to have sex with you for a week and I’ll STILL make sure you share a bed with me.”

      “But milord!”

      “Fahla?”

      “Yes, milord?”

      I leaned down and took her knee, before pulling it up over my hip. Then I forced my arm under her shoulders and pulled her close. With a prod of my fingers under her chin, she lifted her head so I could kiss her softly.

      “Goodnight Fahla.”

      “Goodnight,” she replied softly, with a bemused and conflicted expression plastered across her face.
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      I smiled, despite Fahla’s blush in the morning light. We’d forgotten to close the blinds on the bed and Fahla had awoken as the sun had peaked over the courtyard wall. Unfortunately for her, she was stuck, pressed against my side. Double-unfortunately, she’d ended up with her leg thrown over my hip and her mons pressed up against my side.

      I awoke a short time later to a terrified squeak. One hand wrapped around my morning glory, while a spot on my hip felt like a wet smear. I still had my arm wrapped around her shoulders and she hadn’t been able to move away. In her struggles, she’d accidentally began to rub herself on me and had continued to do so until I woke.

      The look on her face told me she was expecting to be reprimanded. The look on her face as I came inside her twenty minutes later, told me she had enjoyed her spanking. The look on Aldith’s face was the reason we were dressing quickly.

      “I’m sorry, milord,” Fahla said, pulling her top into place.

      I just shook my head, “Don’t apologise. We both got what we wanted.” She came over and started doing up my buttons and it gave me a chance to really look at her. She was beautiful, young and she did not deserve to be tossed aside like she had. “We should have discussed pregnancy before all this.”

      Fahla just shook her head, “There is maidenroot in the kitchen. I’ll make myself some tea with breakfast.”

      I gave her a small smile as she got the last button done up. I was wearing something of a suit, though it was muted browns and greys, rather than the crisp black and white that I was used to wearing back home. Fahla took a step back and smiled as she gave me a once over, nodding in satisfaction.

      “Right, milord. If you’ll head out to meet the king, I’ll make sure your breakfast is brought up.”

      She turned to leave, but I caught her wrist and she froze. Turning her back around, her worried confusion turned to outright shock as I kissed her lightly. “Thank you Fahla.”

      What little of her original blush returned with a vengeance and she darted away without a word. I followed at a more sedate pace into the meeting chamber. The round table really was something, but this time it was occupied. Aldith and Griselda were seated side by side and they paused in their conversation as I came in.

      “Morning ladies,” I smiled nervously.

      “Interesting,” Griselda nodded.

      “Isn’t he just?” Aldith grinned hungrily.

      I suddenly felt like a piece of meat out on display as I watched the two of them. Aldith clearly had ulterior thoughts considering the casual glance she took of my crotch. Griselda on the other hand looked calm and stoic. She watched me like I was a casual, passing interest as she turned back to Aldith.

      “I’m not sure I see your point,” Griselda said softly.

      “There’s nothing to see,” Aldith rolled her eyes. “Just wait until he’s pumping inside you while he grips your tai-ass,” she changed her mind at the last moment.

      Griselda just sighed, “I’ve made my vow. To get in my bed, would require rope and perhaps a gag.”

      I just blinked and glanced back at my bedroom door. “Would you like me to come back later?” I asked.

      Aldith snorted and shook her head, “No, come take a seat beside me. We’re discussing what we do next while we wait.”

      I nodded and did as I was asked. Turned out I was in the same seat I was in the night before. “Well, unless you have anything planned for me, I’ll be fixing the Expy.”

      Griselda snorted and glared at me from across the table. “Did you really just tell the king what you will do in her presence?”

      I blinked and looked from Griselda’s snarl to Aldith’s rather blank expression, and nodded my head. “Yup.”

      If the look on Griselda’s face wasn’t priceless enough, Aldith’s snort as she covered her smile sold it for me. Griselda narrowed her eyes and turned away with a huff, while I felt a light smack on my thigh as Aldith coughed into the back of her hand.

      “We were discussing how to secure my lands, and Griselda’s,” Aldith offered.

      “Makes sense,” I nodded. “But your soldiers shot the hell out of the Expy. I did some printing last night to help, but it’ll take me today to make repairs.”

      Aldith nodded, but before she could speak, the entrance opened. Fahla strode in, pushing a cart with another servant, a man, pushing a second behind her. They quickly approached, Fahla making a beeline for me. She smiled as she lifted a covered tray from the cart and placed it before me. The other servant moved around to do the same for Aldith and Griselda, but as Fahla made to move, I caught the cart.

      “Have you eaten?”

      Fahla shook her head, “Not yet, milord.”

      Griselda made a small noise. I turned to glare at her, but she was already tucking into her own meal, while Aldith looked uncomfortable. So I turned back to Fahla, “Please eat something. I’ll be on the Expy for most of today.”

      “Yes Milord,” Fahla smiled thinly and left.

      I watched her go, before turning back to my own plate. It was essentially bacon and eggs, but there were other additions. Some kind of stewed berry mix, heaped atop what looked like a baked half-pair. There was a severe lack of coffee though. The bacon and eggs were everything I expected. The fruit on the other hand was a delicious treat. Sweet, but there was a bit of lemon zest that gave it a sharp bite as well. It was delicious and was a wonderful way to end the meal. Pushing my plate forward, Aldith was watching me as Griselda toyed with her food. I gave the king a smile and stood.

      “You’ll know where I am if you need me.”

      I heard Griselda scoff as I turned away, but Aldith didn’t address it, or me as I left. I thought about what I needed to do when I got to the Expy. First up, I needed to design my production line. The robotic arms would be ready to assemble. While I did so, the printer could make me a shelving system. Then I could set it up to make the panels I needed, while I pulled off the damaged ones. I already knew I needed some hydraulic-repairs, but there were cables, sensors and other parts that needed to be checked over while I was there.

      Striding up the ramp into the Expy, I made note of the interior, before heading for the printer. Sure enough, within the housing, was the pair of robotic arms. They came as a set, but were in pieces. They had also caused the system to pause as they filled the space inside. Removing them I checked that it was the shelves being printed next and restarted the program. As it whirred into action, I turned and grabbed a tool set from the cargo bay. The arms weren’t complicated to assemble, but in order to fit inside the machine for printing, they needed to be in halves.

      Thankfully, it was a case of plugging the wires of each section together, then align the splines of each joint and bolt it all together so it wouldn’t fall apart. With mounting brackets already attached at the base, I carried them back into the printer. They bolted right onto the side without a problem and I ran some wires into the back of the printer through an auxiliary port. Then after a quick install and some automatic diagnostics, I stepped back to make myself a coffee.

      “So what’s this then?” Aldith asked.

      I swallowed my heart that was pounding in my throat, before letting out a loud sigh. How such a large woman was able to move so stealthily I have no idea. “Which part?” I asked, trying to calm myself.

      Aldith grinned, “The arms.”

      I nodded, “Let me make you a coffee, then we can watch and find out.”

      Aldith nodded slowly, before following closely behind as I brewed up two cups. I made a pair of lattes. When I turned and handed Aldith the drink, she sniffed deeply.

      “This smells wonderful.”

      I grinned and took a sip, “Try it.”

      Eagerly, she raised the cup to her lips and did just that, only to pull a face. “That…”

      “Probably needs sugar,” I smiled, getting out a couple sachets. Tearing off the top, I added it in, then stirred and gestured for her to take another sip. This time, her face lit up.

      “Better?” I asked.

      “Much,” she grinned, taking another sip.

      I waved for her to follow and made my way back to the printer. The first shelf was just finishing up as I walked in and the arms started moving. They reached in and grasped the shelf, before swiftly and easily lifting it out, so the printer could continue with the next print. But, without the shelf to place things on, once out, it froze in place.

      “Is it supposed to do that?” Aldith asked.

      I shook my head, “Yeah, but no. That’s the shelf it’s printing. Once it has a shelf, it will stack things properly.”

      I stepped up and took the part from the robot. The moment my hand closed around the plank, the robot released and I lifted it away. By the time Aldith and I had finished our coffee, I had set up the first layer of shelves. Just a simple four posts with the shelf on top. The shelf was large enough to hold the rest of the parts for the remainder of the shelf, so I left it at that for now.

      “I’m gonna start pulling off panels-”

      “Okay!” Aldith grinned, bobbing on the spot.

      I frowned at her wide eyed grin. “You okay?”

      “Yeah, great! This is really good!” She smiled, tipping up the last of the coffee cup.

      I groaned softly. “Alright, we’ll see how you crash before giving you any more.”

      “What?” Aldith snorted. “I’m no hatchling. Last time I crashed it was when Bashira tore my wing while we fought.”

      I snorted and shook my head as I walked outside. “Tell me about them, the other dragons?”

      Aldith stayed on my heel as I made my way around to the service ladder. “Well, there’s the five of us,” she started as I extended the ladder with the service pin. “Myself, Griselda, Bashira, Lalithya and Tahirah. We represent our peoples and we’re supposed to work together for the good of the world.”

      “Are there other dragons?” I asked, hauling myself onto the wing. I strode down to the first Javelin. There were seven jutting out of the top of the Expy. Most were only tip-deep, hitting the superstructure below the hull and stopping. But the ones in the wings had gone right through.

      Aldith’s head popped up behind me as she followed me up. “Strangest ladder I’ve ever climbed. To answer your question, yes, there are other dragons. Though their situation is a little different to the elders.”

      “In what way?” I asked, grabbing the first Javelin.

      As I wiggled it from side to side, slowly working it out of the wing, Aldith let out a soft sigh. “Our collars were not as successful on the other dragons. We helped Merlin hunt them down for years. The collars made us susceptible to Merlin’s whim. But it destroyed the minds of lesser dragons.”

      I yanked the javelin free and tossed it onto the stones below, before turning to Aldith who was staring off into the sky.

      “Elders are supposed to lead our people for the good of all. And all we did was destroy it.”

      “So, what? You just going to bitch about it?”

      I ignored her snarl as she turned back to me. “You wouldn’t understand!”

      “I’m the only one of my kind in this world-”

      “There’s other humans!”

      “Not like me,” I shrugged. “My people aren’t in this world. You, Griselda, Fahla, Merlin and everyone else in this world are strangers to me.”

      Aldith sighed and stepped past me to grab the next javelin. She gave it just a few tugs and pulled it free, before tossing it aside. “You’re right.”

      “You and the other elders still live. Some of these other dragons might recover, or there’s ones you could have missed-”

      “Unlikely.”

      I nodded as she moved on to the next javelin. “There’s always a chance, and where there’s a chance, you can rebuild. A generation born to remember the times when everything was lost. A chance to do better.”

      Aldith yanked the next javelin free and tossed it aside. “My kind has caused the deaths of millions.”

      I just shook my head, “Merlin, caused the deaths of millions. And Merlin I’m guessing is human?”

      “Yes.”

      I shrugged. “Humans kill more humans than any other creature kills humans. We rape, murder, enslave, steal and starve each other every day. And you’re standing there trying to work out how to save all of us?”

      Aldith frowned, “It’s not the same.”

      “EXACTLY!” I shouted, making her jump. “Not only are you a King, you’re a fucking dragon! So put aside the doubts, embrace your own grandeur and I will help you to the best of my ability, make this world a better place.”

      Aldith blinked a few times and nodded her head. “Taking advice from a human,” she snorted, turning for another javelin.

      “Human, that's gonna take his frustrations out on that dragon pussy next time you start moping like an idiot,” I snorted.

      Aldith barked out a laugh as I bent down to the damaged panel. Inserting the service key into a slot, I marked it for the automatic system to remove. Stepping back, I watched as the panel dislodged as the ones around shifted to allow it to slide back down into the aircraft. This Javelin had gone right through what would have been a fuel tank in a regular aircraft. But in the Expy, it was just a few inches off hitting a wiring harness. Reaching through the wing to the panel that was on the underside of the wing, I sent it off as well, leaving a gaping hole in the wing.

      “I have no idea what I’m looking at,” Aldith said, tossing the last javelin over the side.

      “This is the spar,” I lightly patted the reinforced beam running up the centre of the wing. “This is basically the skeleton of the wing. These pipes are hydraulic lines and the wires are for electronics that run lights, sensors and other equipment.”

      Aldith nodded along at my explanation and I carried on to the next damaged panel. Unlike the right wing, the left was remarkably undamaged. Only a single airflow sensor had been damaged when a javelin tore through its wiring. The body of the Expy had been struck five times, with several large scrapes from shots that deflected or bounced. Thankfully when I had those panels removed, the insulation foam beneath seemed to have absorbed the impact and the inner superstructure was fine. So other than the single strand of broken wiring, the automatic repairs could just do their thing.

      Now it was onto the right wing. Removing the panels one by one, I grimaced at the mess. A javelin had sheared right through a hydraulic line. The few other shots in this wing had all done pretty much the same as the other. Punched a hole and destroyed the airfoil. But the hydraulic line looked like it was under pressure at the time of impact. The pipe hadn’t just split, it had exploded. A piece of metal had sliced through the wiring harness and gotten wedged in the underside of the next panel down. Without the wiring harness, the sensors were down and the system shut it off for safety. If this had been any other aircraft, this one shot probably would have killed me.

      “That looks bad,” Aldith commented.

      I let out a snort of amusement. “That’s an understatement. If I’ve lost too much of this fluid, I won’t be able to fly until I can make more.”

      Aldith bent down and touched it, smearing it between her fingers. “What is it?”

      “It’s a kind of oil with a few additives. The printer is capable of making more, but it’ll take time.”

      With the removal of all the damaged panels, I made my way back into the cargo bay. The Expy had been designed with a specific set of tools in mind. I could strip and rebuild just about any part of it in the middle of nowhere with just a handful of tools.

      “Milord?” I looked up and saw Fahla carrying a tray. “I’ve brought lunch,” she smiled, before freezing at the sight of Aldith coming out to join me. “My king-”

      “It’s fine,” Aldith smiled, trying to reassure her. “Can you let one of my servants know where I am?”

      “Yes, my king,” Fahla did an awkward curtsy, before realising she was still holding the tray.

      I took pity on her flustered expression and quickly moved down to take the tray. The expression on her face told me that she wanted to complain, but she spun and just about ran in the direction of our rooms.

      “You don’t treat her like a bed-servant,” Aldith remarked.

      I shrugged and carried the tray back up into the Expy and set it on a shelf within the cargo bay. “From what she tells me, her only real option for a man is to work in this industry.”

      “Or a brothel,” Aldith nodded slowly.

      I frowned and let out a sigh, “You still should have told me a bed-servant would include sexual favours.”

      “Did you not enjoy her?” Aldith asked.

      “I enjoyed her quite a bit, actually.”

      Aldith shrugged, before smiling as she spotted a second servant carrying out a similar looking tray. “Let's just say, I’m glad that I haven’t completely lost my ability to judge character.”

      I blinked and looked at her, but she turned her head away. No doubt she was thinking about the collar. Knowing the kind of woman she was, I had no doubt she would have questioned it right up until she put it on. Then she wouldn’t have had a choice in the matter. When her servant dropped off the tray, he bowed stiffly and left, leaving Aldith and I alone.

      “If you found out, that Merlin was wearing a collar like yours. Would you forgive him?” I asked.

      She blinked and lowered her gaze in thought for a few moments, before nodding her head. “Yes, I think I would.”

      I nodded and admired the sandwich that Fahla had made for me. It looked like a big bread roll with roast beef, chutney and salad. That woman was wife material and I didn’t care who knew it. But I turned to Aldith and made sure she was watching me as I took a bite.

      “Then forgive yourself.”

      I turned away and headed in to check the printer. The arms were doing their jobs and the panels were being stacked neatly on the shelves. I admired them for a moment, before turning and bumping into Aldith who stood close enough to touch. I blinked as her lips pressed against my own and she stood tall before turning away.

      “Fix the Expy, Evan. I’m hoping you will indulge my needs in the coming weeks, while I indulge yours over the coming nights.”

      I blinked as she strode out of the cargo bay and let out a small sigh. Life was now considerably more complicated with multiple women in my life. Especially when one of them seemed to disapprove of me. With a sigh, I interrupted the print queue to prioritise the section of hydraulic pipe I needed, before finishing my sandwich.

      Over the next few hours I worked hard. The wing compartment had to be cleaned of any excess oil. Thankfully each section was designed to contain spills or mess. Probably to prevent debris from blowing from one side of the internals to the other. In any case, it didn’t take long to wipe it all clean with degreaser. Then I started on the long, monotonous process of soldering several hundred small wires back together. There was a little slack in the cable thankfully, so a quick pull gave me the length I needed. Then it was, strip the coating, slide on some heat shrink. Then you push the two ends of the wires together and twist them into a solid piece, before applying the solder. Lastly, pull the shrink back over the exposed wires and a heat gun seals it in place. Repeat that a couple hundred times over and I was extremely thankful when it was finally over.

      The pipe in comparison, was far simpler. Each section was walled in by a rib. The pipe fit within the rib and screwed into fixed points within the rib itself with standard pipe fittings. After releasing both these points, the old, blown out pipe was removed. Then the new one went in. When I got the last section tightened, I had to bleed it to keep air out. For the same reason air in brakes was bad, air in hydraulics was bad. Gas can compress, which would lead to soft control surfaces. And flying at mach 1 with ineffective control surfaces was a quick way to die.

      Walking out to the tip of the wing, I used the service pin to open a panel at the curved tip of the wing which exposed a bleed valve. Cracking it loose, the system was notified via the new cabling what I had done and activated the hydraulics to pump oil into the line. It only took a few moments before air and oil began to bubble up from the upturned valve. As the bubbles stopped and oil began to slowly pour out, I was satisfied the system had been bled. Closing the valve, I waited for the system to do its check, twitching the control surfaces while I waited. When that was done, I wiped out the access panel, checked the valve and closed it up again.

      With a final check over the pipes for leaks I climbed down and headed for the cockpit. Taking a seat, I turned on the diagnostics and ran through the full program. The systems came online and immediately flagged the landing gear. I ignored that for now, the Expy could take off and land vertically so flight surfaces were the priority. It went through the works, firing the engines and rocking the aircraft from side to side to check the sensor data. It pushed the ailerons, air brakes and other control surfaces to the maximum limit to test for pressure and finally…

      BEEP

      I glanced at the HUD and smiled. Passes all round except the gear. I spent the next few minutes feeding the panels into the repair system’s dispenser. There were a few panels left to print, but all the upper surfaces were available, and they’d keep the rain out. As the last available panel went out, I made my way back out of the cargo bay. Fahla was watching from the room and made sure to curtsy when she realised I’d seen her. I just rolled my eyes and crawled under the Expy. The landing gear was a forward facing trike design. One wheel under the nose and two either side of the cargo door. They folded beneath, into the gap present in the hull for the cannons. That meant the components weren’t visible unless I got underneath.

      Rolling onto my back I shuffled under and took a look around. Sure enough, the rear left tire was flat, but diagnostics told me the components themselves were fine. It was the rear right that had damage. I ignored the stabbed tire and wriggled over to get a better look, and saw the problem immediately. Just the stabiliser linkage. When the landing gear lowered, it was the bar that held the wheel straight, which was essential for a rolling landing. It looked like when I dropped that wheel in the pond, it must have caught the lip and snapped it. The bar was strong, but not strong enough to support a twenty ton aircraft balanced on one wheel.

      Like everything else on the Expy, it was a simple job to replace it. So with the removal of a few bolts I had it out and tossed it aside. Crawling out, I brought it into the printer room and after searching components for the landing gear, I set it in the queue. The final piece before the Expy was good as new, was the windscreen. With the large crack down the centre, I wouldn’t risk flying at high speeds or altitudes. But, there was a fix. It was made of a new type of plexiglass. Tougher than regular acrylic with a higher melting point. It was also rather easy to repair and print, hence its inclusion to the Expy. Prying it out of the housing, the windscreen was removed internally, over the dash display of the Expy. I brought it inside and then, ironically, I had to make it worse.

      I dragged the blanket off the bed and laid it neatly on the floor, before placing the windscreen on top of it. Then, with all the grace of a rampaging elephant, I jumped on it… With a loud SNAP! The windscreen sheared in two. It looked bad, but it was the easiest way to do this. The repair was done in two parts. Literally. Two resins, one blue, and one yellow. They were thick like cold corn syrup and I smeared one down the broken edge of each piece. Then I simply had to reinstall them. The first, larger section went in much easier than it was to remove it. The clamping brackets went down smoothly and it was locked in place. Then, I fit the second, making sure to press the two broken edges together as I did so, without smearing away the resin.

      I smiled, seeing the green line that formed right at the top and ran to the bottom, so I knew the edges had bonded. It’s what made this so easy to work with. Plexiglass was made of several gases and the intermediaries were carcinogenic to inhale. This stuff was far more refined, safe and bonded cleanly. Gerry had explained it at some stage, but chemistry wasn’t something I understood very well. The gist of it was, in the same way that acid pulls an atom from a base and releases energy, this is similar. Except instead of melting away the thing it’s poured on, it forms plexiglass and heat, which welds it together. The process was slow, but by morning, a scraper, sandpaper and a heat gun to melt the scratches and smooth them out, and it would be good as new.

      And with a final check at the printer, I blinked at the rising moon and headed inside. It was late in the day, and I was hungry.
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      It wasn’t the feeling of a pair of lips suckling on the head of my cock that brought me to consciousness. It was the second pair of lips doing the same to each of my testicles. Opening my eyes, I looked down at the two beautiful women as they worked. Aldith was laying horizontally over the bed as she took my cock into her mouth. Her hand was gently holding Fahla in place as she pleasured me as well.

      “Morning,” I mumbled to them both.

      Aldith moaned softly and pushed my cock right into the back of her mouth. I grunted as she swallowed, massaging the head. Fahla began to make small noises and the vibrations came through clearly. When I looked down at them both, Aldith seemed to be massaging between Fahla’s legs from behind. Fahla’s eyes were locked on mine as Aldith seemed to ignore me. Fahla began to breathe heavily as her eyes began to go glassy. I felt my own end rushing to meet me and my cock began to throb. Aldith slipped my cock from her mouth, before pointing it straight at Fahla, who opened her mouth to receive it. I groaned while Aldith stroked my cock. Jets of my cum sprayed out, over Fahla’s face while she lay there, trying to catch what she could in her mouth.

      Aldith was long gone as Fahla and I cuddled. I was pleased that she had come to me for comfort, rather than attempt to get straight to work after the fact. I don’t think either of us expected Aldith to initiate this morning’s activities, and I wanted to be sure Fahla was okay.

      “Milord, the king…”

      “If you didn’t enjoy it, I’ll talk to her,” I said softly.

      Fahla trembled slightly and shook her head, “N-no milord. She… I… Did you enjoy having the two of us in bed?”

      Truth be told, other than the oral, nothing else had happened. I was tired after my day fixing the Expy. Aldith seemed to want to keep to her word about having me satisfy her. But caffeine hit her really weird and she crashed in bed shortly after getting undressed.

      “Is there some reason people can’t have multiple partners?” I asked.

      “It’s improper,” Fahla said softly.

      I grinned and nodded my head. “Is that your way of saying you enjoyed the king rubbing your clit, but you want me to understand that others would frown upon the behaviour?”

      “Yes.”

      I smirked and pushed her onto her back. Her legs fell open automatically as I shifted atop her. The look in her eyes was hungry as I held her close. “I’m sure there’s lots of things this world would find improper,” I said, pushing my cock into the entrance to her pussy. “Why should I care about what is proper?”

      Fahla whimpered softly and rocked her hips in an attempt to impale herself. “Please milord?”

      I kissed her softly, earning a small moan of pleasure. But that was nothing compared to the moan as I lowered my hips. Her labia parted for my cock as I slid into her. She trembled and clutched at me as I drove myself down in a single, slow thrust.

      “Evan, the king has-” Griselda pulled up short as she stared at the two of us.

      Fahla let out a whimper and I grabbed the blanket, pulling it up to cover her entirely. “Yes?” I asked a little testily.

      Griselda shook her head, “You’re needed in the throne room. Merlin has called for arms and she needs your advice.”

      I let out a sigh and looked down at Fahla, who kissed me softly. “It’s okay,” she smiled, despite her embarrassment.

      I nodded and pulled my cock free, before shooting Griselda a glare. At that, she turned and swiftly left the room, allowing me to sit up properly. Fahla covered herself with her hands as I looked down at her. For a woman determined to bed me, it was oddly adorable seeing her this flustered. So I made sure to kiss her firmly before climbing out of bed to get dressed.

      I was in a similar dress to the previous day when I made my way back into the throne room. Aldith was sitting on said throne with a bloody and mud-stained man before her, who was gesturing to a map of the surrounding area.

      “Evan, thank you for joining me so quickly,” she said in a tone that told me she meant business. “Hoseyer has brought word from some of the nearest towns that Merlin has called for an uprising.”

      I nodded slowly, “Forgive me, but what does that actually mean?”

      Aldith sighed as the man before her looked uncomfortable. But when she spotted it she made a noise. “No, you did your job. I’ll make sure you and your family are rewarded,” Aldith said gently. “As for what it means, I suppose any loyal to Merlin will gather and attack the capital.”

      I frowned, “That’s not the problem though, is it?”

      Aldith sighed and shook her head. “No. They will burn, rape and pillage as they see fit. Crops will be decimated, my people displaced, villages burned and destroyed. Whatever is left will struggle through the coming winter.”

      I thought about the situation for a moment. Merlin was gathering a force. They were dispersed, small groups, hard to track. Those groups however would all have a central meeting point. The more that gathered, the more resources they would need. That meant supply trains and the destruction of more villages. But that also gave me a target. At a guess from seeing Aldith, it would take a couple days to fly from one end of the country to the next. I could do the same in the Expy in a few hours.

      “An army marches on its stomach,” I said softly. “Part of the Expy’s testing was its ability to haul cargo. Combine that with the weapons it has installed, I could disrupt their supply lines, help defend towns or even carry out attacks on any camps.” Aldith nodded, as I grimaced. “But… You need to understand what I would unleash on the people,” I said, thinking of the bloody, pulped mass of bodies left over from the thirties.

      Aldith seemed to have come to the same line of thought as she nodded sombrely. “I will need to remain here for the time being. To consolidate my forces. If I can build up a strong defensive line, while you disrupt Merlin’s uprising, we can bring this under control.”

      “Alright, when do you want me to leave?”

      “One of my servants has already informed Fahla of your departure. She will be readying things for you, before helping Griselda to do the same.”

      I nodded, before pausing. “Wait, you want me to take both of them?”

      Aldith nodded slowly. “Your bed-servant would be required to join you. And Griselda speaks with my authority. While I have no doubt you will find a way to achieve your own goals, having Griselda with you will soothe any hurt from the people.”

      I thought about the grumpy dragon tagging along, before realising I hadn’t upgraded the Expy’s bedroom. Not to mention, it definitely wouldn’t be large enough for three, so I’d need to sort out another bed. Then I need a new seat…

      “To make this possible, I need to make preparations,” I said evenly.

      Aldith smiled in a way that told me she appreciated my public deference to her authority. And I wasn’t all that bothered by it. Even if I was disappointed I didn’t get the chance to fuck her again before I had to leave. “You may go.”

      With a small bow, I turned and headed back to my room. There were several people who watched on with mixes of curiosity and slight hostility. But I found most of the guards seemed to nod with a measure of respect. Considering how many heretics I’d killed to save them, I wasn’t all that surprised.

      When I burst into my room, Fahla was closing a large chest, when she jumped in fright at my entry.

      “Milord!” she squeaked.

      “Fahla,” I froze. I knew what Aldith had said, but… “Fahla, where I’m going will be dangerous. You will be exposed to things you may wish never to see. Things that will make it hard to sleep at night.”

      She seemed to hesitate as she straightened and looked at me. “Milord, are you leaving me behind?”

      “I’m giving you an option,” I said softly, reaching for her hand. “I’m willing to defy Aldith-”

      “No,” she said firmly.

      “I don’t care that it’s improper or-”

      “Milord, please take me with you.”

      I saw the pleading in her eyes and tried one last time. “I can take you anywhere. Another village, another place, I can build you a home in the woods where it will be safe.”

      “Milord, I’m a bed-servant. My place is by your side-”

      She squeaked as I took her face in my hands and stepped close. “You’re not some toy to be thrown away,” I said softly. “I want you to be safe, happy and well cared for.”

      “Then take me with you,” she said earnestly.

      I looked into her eyes for a few moments and sighed before releasing her. “Pack what you need and leave it here. I’ll bring my trolley to load it into the Expy when you’re finished.”

      “Yes milord,” Fahla said, smiling softly as she moved off to move on with her duties.

      How could anyone cast aside a sweet, beautiful, dedicated young woman like her, for something so stupid? Shaking my head, I headed out to the Expy, where Griselda was waiting for me.

      “So, you have been informed?” She asked.

      I nodded, “Yeah. I have some modifications to make.”

      Griselda nodded, “Will you require assistance?”

      “Yeah,” I waved for her to follow. “I could use your help and input on a few things actually.”

      After a quick discussion and a tour of the Expy, we marked out what we needed to move. The first change was the cargo shelves. Most of them were empty. But they still took up room. Griselda brought in several more servants to act as labourers as we reorganised. The repair equipment, barbeque, seats and other things were all placed on one shelf pressed flat against the wall. The ammunition for the thirties was placed on the opposite side. There was room for four sets of shelves. Two on each side within the length of the cargo bay. There was just enough room on one side for the doorway into the little housing unit. On the other, the space was utilised by the washing machine and dryer that I mounted above.

      The shelves in between, Griselda helped me carry outside, where servants with a rundown on modern tools were left to disassemble them. They’d be useful later, either as shelves or as parts. It didn’t matter which. While that was going on, I set up the printer to make another seat. It was going to be a little cramped, but there was room behind the main seats in the cockpit to mount another two. One on each side. If I was going to be moving passengers, I’d have to come up with another solution. But for now it was easy enough to remove a floor panel to expose the superstructure and bolt the new seat into place. The exposed internals were covered after printing a new floor panel. I just had to keep in mind, it lacked an ejection function, so there would be no second chance for any mistakes.

      Those were the major works that needed doing. Now I just needed to sort somewhere for Griselda to sleep, and work out what to do with the flat tire. I’d thought the flat tire would be the difficult thing. Rubber, after all, wasn’t a common product in the medieval age. Unfortunately, though, it was the least of my concerns.

      “I’m not asking,” Griselda said in a calm and even voice. “You will set aside a private room for me to sleep.”

      “It’s not that simple,” I tried to reason with her. “You’ve seen where Fahla and I will be sleeping. There’s no space to just put in an extra room, without taking down walls.”

      “You’ll need to do that anyway so I have access to your bathing quarters unless you’re willing to provide my own!”

      I covered my face with my hands as I tried not to start swearing. “You’re impossible.”

      “I shouldn’t have to be subjected to the sounds of your mating practices,” she said evenly. “Nor should I be subjected to witnessing them.”

      I sighed, knowing there was no arguing with the woman. It wasn’t that she didn’t have a point, it was simply that this was going to take a lot of effort. It was already noon and until this point, we were ready to go. I’d even brought in the two chests of clothing and cooking equipment… Fuck… I looked over at the barbeque, before thinking about the pots and stand that Fahla had packed. I had assumed we would remain in the air most of the time. But if I landed, we could cook outdoors and the kitchenette would be an unnecessary luxury, other than the coffee of course. But the few things in there I needed to keep could fit on the shelves with the other cargo and equipment.

      “Fine,” I sighed as I stepped up to the printer.

      I started a queue of sliding doors and wall panels. Then with tools in hand I made for the kitchen. With Griselda’s help I moved the small fridge, coffee machine and utensils into the shelves. Then with the labourers’ help I started to disassemble the bench and cupboards themselves. While the men worked, I made sure to disconnect the water supply and removed the sink. The sink I kept aside though.

      It, along with the wall mounting brackets, I moved into the bathroom. It was going to be tight, but I mounted it to the wall above the toilet so we had somewhere to wash our hands. The most difficult part of the process was shifting the pipes themselves. Otherwise, like everything on the Expy, it was designed with installation, repair and replacement in mind.

      With that sorted, I moved onto the walls themselves. The first step was to wall off my bedroom. The sliding door went in between the bed and the shower, before I brought in wall panels one by one and sealed it off. I did the same thing on the other side, so each room had a door that went into the bathroom. I then went into the tedious motions of moving two entire cargo shelves, a few inches to one side, in order to make room for a second door so Fahla and I could get into our room without having to go through Griselda’s. Needless to say, once everything was bolted down, I was tired, hungry and not at all interested in Griselda’s polite nod of agreement when she saw the end results.

      “Now I just need a bed,” she said softly. I opened my mouth to tell her where she could find her bed, when she waved away my tirade. “You’ve done enough. I’ll have servants bring something in. Is there an easy way to make a raised platform?”

      I blinked, that was a far more reasonable request than I was expecting and I nodded almost immediately. “Yeah, one sec.”

      Heading back to the printer, I went into the bedding section and set it up. Simple box frame. It would spit out small cubic sections that just needed to be brought in. They were the size of the floor panels and were designed to slot in without hassle, so that’s what she got. I made sure to make enough to give her a bed the same size as mine. That way she could have no complaints.

      “I thought you’d be gone by now,” Aldith said, catching both our attention.

      I turned and gave her a thin smile as Fahla stood by nervously with a trolley laden with food trays.

      “That was at my insistence, I’m afraid,” Griselda said softly. “I asked Evan to accommodate me and he acquiesced to my needs.”

      Aldith looked at me and nodded her head, “Thank you. Now, I’ve had Fahla bring out some meals. Will you be leaving this evening, or tomorrow?”

      When Griselda remained silent, I figured she was giving me the opportunity to speak. It was odd that she could be so polite, but so blunt and demanding at the same time. “We can leave after we eat. Run through some things, get everyone comfortable onboard.”

      Aldith nodded, “I’ll take your word for it.”

      What followed was an odd meal all things considered. It wasn’t so much the food, which turned out to be a thick stew. It was how we ate it. Rather than head back inside to eat at the round table. We instead chose to eat within the Expy. The only one of us who sat in a chair was Griselda, while Aldith, Fahla and I sat on the floor. Fahla, only after a lot of prodding and reassurances from Aldith that it was acceptable to eat with us. The stew was hearty, salty and after a long day of modifying the Expy, very, very good. The meat was a little gamey and reminded me of pork. In any case, it went well with the potatoes and carrots.

      There was little conversation throughout the meal before we finished one by one. Griselda took a walk back inside to do a final check of anything she wished to bring, while Fahla returned the trolley. I was left with Aldith who watched both of them vanish inside before grabbing me with a firm hand. Before I knew what was happening, her lips were on my own, but only for a moment. She pulled away and gave me a sharp smile.

      “I had hoped I would spend more time with you,” she said softly. “If Merlin had waited just a few weeks, I’d be accompanying you.”

      I shrugged softly, “Be a shame to go so long without some dragon pussy.”

      Aldith snorted and shook her head. “Only as long as you want to. Griselda is coming with you after all.”

      This time it was my turn to snort, “She just about hates me.”

      “Does she?” Aldith asked. “You’ll find, Evan. Griselda hides her true intentions behind her snark. Very rarely does she say anything in jest, or with sarcasm.”

      “What?” I grinned, thinking about her talk about being tied up. “You really think she wants to be tied up, gagged and taken advantage of?”

      “It wouldn’t be the first time,” Aldith shrugged as she headed for the exit. But she paused before she stepped out. “Evan, I haven’t been entirely honest with you on all things. With… Your place here.”

      “Are you referring to why there’s six rooms and only five elder dragons?” I asked.

      “Maybe…”

      “That’s how Merlin got you to trust him, wasn’t it? The elders bring in an outsider to act as some kind of adviser, you all get rather close.”

      “Evan-”

      “I’m not giving up Fahla.”

      “I’m not asking you to,” Aldith quickly reassured me, before looking rather pensive. “I’d just like for you to keep certain possibilities open.”

      I nodded slowly as I thought about what exactly she was getting at. I had a hunch, but I wasn’t about to discuss it now. Rather… “Before you leave, I have something for you.”

      Striding over to the ammo side of the cargo bay, I dug through until I found it. A distress beacon. I always carried a few for emergencies and they’d set off a high intensity energy pulse that would be trapped within the atmosphere. Without any other electronic equipment running on this world, picking up a single signal would be simple for the Expy.

      “What’s this?” Aldith asked as I handed her the handheld device.

      “The button on top,” I turned it over so she could see it. “If you get in trouble and need me to come back, press it.”

      Aldith smiled softly and nodded, before tucking it away. “Thank you.”

      I smiled and nodded. “I’m going to print a heap of them, then drop one in every town I visit. If the town comes under attack, I’ll get the signal.”

      “Thank you Evan,” Aldith said softly, before strolling down the cargo door and heading back inside.

      The first to return was Griselda, gesturing for a couple of servants to bring what looked like a mattress and some bedding onboard. They seemed apprehensive about coming inside, but that was her problem. I spent a few minutes bringing the bed frame into her room piece by piece and installing it for her. When the last section went down, I stepped out as Fahla helped the two servants to make up the bed comfortably.

      “Alright, are you ready to go?” I asked.

      Griselda let out a small sigh, “As ready as ever, I suppose. Flying without flying will be rather… Novel.”

      “I’ll take us up tonight, get us used to being in the air and let you both know what to expect. Run through a few emergency procedures and then we’ll go into a holding pattern over the town where Hoseyer came from.” Griselda just looked at me blankly until I sighed. “We go up, I’ll fly around for a bit, talk about safety then we’ll stay up there until morning and land.”

      “Safety?” Griselda snorted. “Are you aware that I can fly?”

      “Can you fly while trapped inside the cargo bay?” I retorted.

      Griselda’s smirk dropped away, “I’m sure I could-”

      “Yeah, you probably could find a way to break out,” I nodded. “But it’s still a matter of when and how. I mean, flying at the speed of sound a thousand feet off the ground, you might only have moments to make a decision, and that decision might kill Fahla or myself.”

      “Point taken,” she said softly.

      “Is it really that dangerous?” Fahla asked, coming out of the room with a nervous smile.

      “Not really,” I offered quickly. “But that’s why we call them emergencies and talk about them. If everything goes the way it’s supposed to, we’ll just fly around most of the time and nothing will happen.” As the two servants left, I waved for Fahla and Griselda to follow me into the cockpit. When I looked at the three seats, I made a decision. “Fahla, I want you to take the co-pilot seat,” I gestured to the one beside myself. “Griselda, you can sit behind.”

      “Is this a favouritism thing?” She asked testily.

      “Safely,” I replied, giving the woman a glare of my own. “In an emergency, I can eject these two seats. They have devices on them that can safely carry them to the ground.”

      Griselda seemed to ponder for a moment, “I suppose any place large enough for those chairs to exit, would be large enough for me to follow.”

      Thank god she understands... “Exactly,” I smiled. “Now, if you’d like to sit, I’ll show you how to buckle yourself in for safety. Fahla, please pay attention.”

      I spent a few moments quickly going over the individual straps for the harness. Griselda had a moment when she tried to tell me the complexity of it would make it difficult for her to escape. That was until I hit the release catch and the harness fell away in an instant. After running through a second time how to clip yourself in, I helped adjust the straps and was surprised when Fahla managed to buckle herself in shortly after. I took out a pair of HUD displays and showed both the ladies how to wear them. Not only would they be handy to give them a way to see what’s going on around them. But it meant we could communicate with each other.

      I, on the other hand, put my flight helmet on. For high G situations I had a spare that Fahla could wear. I hoped that Griselda could cope without, as I doubted I’d be able to convince her to wear one. Taking a seat, I clipped myself in, before activating my HUD.

      “Testing, one two. Can you both hear me?”

      “Yes milord,” Fahla said softly.

      “This is odd,” Griselda sighed.

      “Alright, I’m going to start the systems. You might feel vibrations, hear odd sounds. Just try and get comfortable. If I’m not panicking, you shouldn’t either.”

      “That’s reassuring,” Griselda sighed again.

      Fahla gave me an excited grin from the co-pilot's seat. She seemed to be watching my every move as I activated the reactor and brought the Expy online. Adjusting the vectored thrusters to move into hover mode, I pushed the throttle forward. As the engines spun up, the Expy shifted and Fahla made a small gasp as we lifted gracefully from the ground. Applying a bit of yaw, I rotated on the spot and brought the keep into view, where Aldith was sitting on the roof. The gigantic green dragon was encased in the final specs of sunlight that hadn’t quite dropped below the horizon. She looked as dangerous as she was beautiful with her slightly translucent wings open.

      “Magnificent,” Fahla sighed as Aldith beat her wings.

      “Isn’t she just?” Griselda agreed.

      Aldith let out a loud roar that rumbled the cockpit, before she leaped off, diving under the Expy before looping around and circling the keep.

      “Alright, I’m not seeing any problems after the repairs, let’s get going,” I told the two of them.

      I yawed the Expy away from the keep and readjusted the thrusters to give us forward momentum. To compensate for the lack of lift, I increased the throttle, smiling at the familiar, smooth whine that told me all was well.

      “It’s not really all that fast, is it?” Griselda asked haughtily.

      With a smirk, I snapped the vectored thrusters right back as I shoved the throttle all the way forward. As gravity shifted and I felt myself crushed into my seat, I grinned as Fahla squealed and Griselda shouted an expletive I didn’t quite catch. As the Expy burst into motion, I pulled back on the stick pitching us up on a sixty degree angle and we climbed even as we accelerated.

      “Still think she’s slow?” I called out.

      “We haven’t talked about safety!” Griselda shouted back.
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      “Milord?”

      I frowned, trying to ignore the soft voice for a few more moments. I was warm and someone soft who smelled good was pressed against me.

      “Milord please?”

      With a snort I blinked and opened my eyes. Fahla was laying beside me. Though unlike last night when she curled her body over mine for warmth, she now looked strained and upset.

      “Fahla?”

      “Milord… I need… To relieve myself.”

      Oh…

      “Alright, hop up.”

      Fahla practically sprung to her feet and pulled a cartoonish pose as she pinned her legs together. She stood in the narrow gap at the foot of the bed in front of the door that would take us into the bathing room.

      “Through there,” I pointed, crawling after her.

      Fahla immediately yanked the door open and stepped in. She was eyeing the shower when I took her by the shoulders and pushed her to the toilet.

      “Sit.” Fahla sat, looking extremely uncomfortable. “Do your business in there,” I said before pausing. “Both kinds.”

      I had wanted to give her instructions then quickly leave, but Fahla’s expression changed to relief as the sound of water filled the room. Griselda’s door slid open showing me far more of the dragon elder than I had before. She looked at Fahla and made a small whimper. I looked at both women and sighed.

      After a quick explanation on how to use the bidet function, I offered them both towels as Fahla let out a squeak at the jet of water that hit between her legs. I then ignored a situation where Fahla had to lean, still naked, over an equally naked Griselda to wash her hands, as Griselda relieved herself in the same way. I just went back into the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed as I wondered how life had come to this point.

      “Milord?” Fahla said softly. I glanced up at her, standing nervously as Griselda washed her hands in the background. I gave her a smile as she stepped into the room, sliding the door closed behind her. “Milord, am I clean?”

      I knew for a fact she was. After last night, we’d gone through a few emergency procedures and I’d shown them how to use a shower. Fahla insisted on me joining her, so I knew hygiene was up to scratch. But it was late, so we’d gone to bed without any shenanigans. But it was probably for the best.

      “Put your leg up here,” I patted the mattress beside me.

      Fahla nodded and did as I instructed, opening her legs for me in the process. I frowned slightly as I looked at her pussy. While she was completely natural, it seemed her genetics were favourable. Her pubic hair was fine and soft. It covered her pussy but her labia were visible and… Well…

      “I need to check something,” I told her firmly.

      Leaning forward, I closed my mouth over her clit. The sensitive little button had been peeking out at me and I made sure to slip my tongue over it and through her labia in the process.

      “Milord!” Fahla squeaked.

      “Mmm?” I mumbled, suckling gently.

      Her hands gripped my hair and tightened into fists as she gasped loudly. She tasted wonderful. She had a natural, healthy musk that had me wanting more. Her body twitched as I lapped at her. She made small squeaks and moans with each lick and I slowly became more aggressive with my lips. Sucking her clit into my mouth, I made sure to run my tongue over it, before letting the nub fall free.

      I took a moment to slide a pair of fingers inside her as she moaned softly above me. Curling them to rub her g-spot, Fahla made a choked sound, right before I leaned in and took her clit between my lips again.

      “Milord,” she moaned breathlessly.

      I sucked firmly on her clit. I was careful not to hurt her, but from the grool running down my arm as I massaged her insides, I was certain she was fine.

      “Milord!” She whimpered as she tilted her head up to stare at the ceiling.

      I felt her pussy spasm over my fingers. Which was exactly what I wanted. Her legs began to tremble as I used my free hand to grip her ass and hold her close. Her own hands pulled at my hair hard enough to bring tears to my eyes. But I wanted her to experience this. This sweet, beautiful young woman who had essentially given herself to me. Dragon pussy was wonderful, but Fahla was mine.

      “MILORD!” She screeched.

      A squirt of hot juices poured down my chin as she fell back. The wall was so close she didn’t get far and with my hand firmly wrapped around her ass, she couldn’t slide to the floor. Her pussy clenched repeatedly over my fingers as I massaged her through her orgasm. Her whole body shook and trembled as her eyes rolled and she haphazardly humped against my face. I moaned into her pussy as she squealed softly, and those squeals slowly turned to whimpers. Before I was sure she was going to orgasm a second time, the direction her hands were pulling my hair shifted. Suddenly my head was being pulled away, instead of closer and I allowed my lips to pop free.

      Fahla stood, trembling, above me. Her eyes were wide and flicked around wildly for a few moments before settling on me. With a small whimper she shoved me back on the bed. In an instant she was on me. Her lips caught mine as her arms wrapped around my head. Her drippy pussy she thrust uselessly against my erection trapped between us. She made an impatient sound and I forced my hand between us. Taking my cock, I pulled it free and aimed up, right as she rocked her hips back down.

      Fahla squeaked as my cock suddenly speared into her. Opening her mouth, she paused, looking down at me. “M-milord…”

      I smiled and reached up to cup her face. She leaned into my palm for a moment as I smiled. “More than a bed-servant,” I said softly.

      Her eyes snapped back to mine as she stared down at me. There was the faintest trace of uncertainty in her gaze. With one hand holding her cheek, the other took her hip. Gently I pulled, and she dragged her hips forward. Her eyes twitched at the sensation and as I pushed her back, her clit ground into my pubic bone. With a few more pushes she had the motion and braced herself on my shoulders.

      “Milord?”

      I rocked my hips, forcing myself up into her as she rocked back. With her surprised gasp, I grabbed her and pulled her down against me. I felt her breasts squashed against my chest and her mouth opened to kiss me, but I held her just off.

      “You don’t need to call me that when we’re alone,” I whispered softly.

      Fahla grunted and started to drive her hips up and down. The slick feeling of her pussy gliding over my cock made me grin.

      “B-but milord… It’s improper.”

      I looked at the shy smile on her face as she vigorously fucked me and smiled. Grabbing her firmly, she gasped and let out a moan as I threw her down onto the bed. Rolling I climbed atop her as her legs snapped closed around my hips. Thrusting into her, Fahla trembled and clung to me as I fucked her hard. I grinned, listening to the wet slaps of our hips. As much as I wanted to fuck her into submission, I wanted her to know how I was starting to feel about her. Slamming my cock into her, I ground us together as she moaned softly.

      I pulled her head to one side and bit firmly against her neck. Not hard enough to harm her. She squeaked and gripped me as she rocked her hips below, trying to increase the stimulation. I held her close and slowly rocked myself against her. With full body contact, she was soon trembling below me as I gently, but firmly took my pleasure from her.

      Kissing the small marks from where I’d bitten, I felt her twitch and moan. Her pussy began to throb with each thrust and I knew she was close. Lifting my mouth from her skin, I nuzzled into her ear and smelled the fresh scent of her hair. She was wonderful in all the ways that mattered. Sure, I was going to fuck Aldith and possibly the others. But Fahla was special…

      “Who do you belong to?” I asked softly.

      Fahla’s nails dug into my back for a moment, “You, milord.”

      Thrusting up into her, I elicited a small squeak before I smiled. “What will you do for me?”

      “Anything,” she hissed. “I’m yours.”

      “Anything?” I asked as she nodded quickly. Sitting up slightly, I perched myself so I could stare into her eyes. “Even carry my children?”

      “Oh,” was all Fahla replied with.

      I felt her pussy clench as her nails cut farrows into my back. Her back arched below me and her mouth opened to scream. With a grin, I covered her mouth with my hand and leaned back down to speak into her ear as she came.

      “Yes Fahla,” I thrust into her as her pussy massaged my length. “When this is all said and done,” I grunted, feeling my own orgasm approaching. “We will have beautiful children together.”

      Her scream was muffled by my hand as I fired my seed into her. Her pussy doubled down on its milking actions and I let out a grunt of my own as she practically milked me. Her arms and legs turned to iron as she held me inside her and I pushed my arm under her shoulders to hold her close. Her body jerked uncontrollably, causing herself to thrust up into my cock, driving us both higher in our pleasure.

      When we both started to come down, she looked up at me with big, dreamy eyes and smiled sadly. “That is a wonderful fantasy milord.”

      I blinked and kissed her softly as she sighed. “Not sure what part of, ‘you’re going to carry my children one day,’ is supposed to be a fantasy. But okay.”

      Fahla blinked, “Wait.”

      “Unless you don’t actually want children, you’re going to carry mine one day.”

      Fahla trembled for a moment, before a tear rolled down her cheek. “Milord?”

      “You’ll have to stop that too,” I smiled and kissed her. “I don’t want our children growing up hearing their mother call their father ‘milord.’”

      Her shocked expression broke as tears began to pour. I worried I’d said something very wrong when she kissed me hard. Her tongue pushed into my mouth and I kissed her firmly as she held me close. But the moment was interrupted by loud knocking.

      “Are you two quite done!?”

      Fahla froze as I sighed. “We’ll be out in a moment!” I called out.

      “Good, we’re burning daylight and I haven’t eaten yet!”

      “Milord-” I silenced her with a kiss, before pulling away. But she pressed a finger to my lips. “Milord, I will always be your bed-servant. Even if you make me more. That is my place in the world.”

      I frowned and lowered my forehead to hers. “I understand, but our children-”

      “Will be loved and cared for, by the both of us,” she interrupted softly. “But away from them, you will always be my lord.”

      “Okay,” I sighed and kissed her again.

      Fahla smiled back at me, and sniffed as another tear rolled down her face. “Milord, may I go about my duties?”

      I nodded and started to extract my cock from her. Pulling away, I helped Fahla stand, before lifting the bed. Beneath was storage and I’d set our clothing within to make things easier. We both dressed quickly, despite the cramped space and Fahla stepped out of the room into the cargo bay, where Griselda was waiting in a fold out chair.

      “Good, you’re both up,” she sighed.

      “Good morning to you as well,” I smiled politely as Fahla curtseyed. “I’ll have to land before we can do any cooking. This place is airtight so we can’t have fires in here.” Griselda sighed, and I ignored her. “Might wanna get buckled in.”

      “This part of that safety thing you made us go through?” The elder snarked.

      I paused and met her eyes, before nodding my head. “Yes.”

      Griselda blinked before lowering her eyes. “I apologise.”

      Honestly, I didn’t expect that. So I nodded in acceptance. “It’s fine, come get yourself buckled in.”

      Stepping into the cockpit, Fahla was already buckled in place. I gave her a quick check and was satisfied. Griselda took a few extra moments, but she was fine as well. Then I got into my seat and strapped myself in, before gesturing for my passengers to put on their HUDs. Slipping my helmet on, I activated it and checked the information that filled the screen.

      “Test,” I said softly as all the information was within expected margins.

      “I’m here Milord,” Fahla replied.

      “I’m here too and… May I ask a question?”

      “Sure,” I said, holding back a smile. Though I was impressed she was being polite.

      “Why are we buckled in now, when we were free to move about before?”

      This time I did smile, “That’s a good question. Have you ever seen equipment fail and someone gets hurt?”

      “Yes.”

      “How often was it the equipment that failed, as opposed to someone doing something wrong to it, or with it, that caused it to fail?”

      Griselda thought for a few moments, “I see. Yes, so because you’re… Taking control… You need this beast restrained, yes?”

      I blinked and turned my head to Fahla, who was listening attentively. If I was to take Aldith seriously, the specific words Griselda just used… “Yes,” I said softly. “The Expy has equipment that tells it how to fly safely and stably. The chance of something going wrong in that mode is almost non-existent unless someone deliberately tries to cause us harm.”

      “Like a dragon, for example?” Griselda asked.

      “Right,” I nodded. “There’s alarms and things that would wake us to say something like that was getting close. That would wake me up and I could do something about it. But the real point to the harnesses is human error. When I turn off the autopilot, I’m in control and I might do something wrong. I could sneeze, I could hit my head, someone could attack me and I might make a mistake. There’s any number of things I could do wrong, that would be dangerous to the aircraft and us inside.”

      “Thank you for the explanation,” Griselda said softly.

      I didn’t reply as I took the stick in my hands and disabled the autopilot. “Alright, where to land?”

      The Expy had been circling in the stratosphere. We were high enough that I had hoped we hadn’t been noticed by anyone on the ground below. The Expy wasn’t the quietest thing in the world, but compared to a regular jet, it was whisper quiet. The marker I had set, told me the town we wanted was below us. Reducing the throttle, I pitched the nose down. Fahla made a noise as she felt her stomach jump. But from a glance over at her, she was smiling and looking out the window. I grinned despite myself. I was happy knowing she was enjoying herself.

      As we circled toward the ground, I made a few course corrections. I moved us further away from the town. It was no hassle at all to hop and move a few kilometres after breakfast and I’d rather not put Fahla in a situation where she’s trying to feed us under threat of attack. I kept an eye out as best I could for larger, flat areas that would be good landing zones. It was still a few minutes before we were low enough to really make out more than patches of grass compared to forests. And it was a few more before we could tell if those patches of grass were rocky hills, or pastures. But it was Fahla who brought my attention to something else entirely.

      “Are those soldiers?”

      I blinked and looked in the direction she was. Sure enough, it looked like armed men hauling a pair of wagons. They were armed like Aldith’s soldiers, but had different colours beneath their armour.

      “Are they mercs, or-”

      “They have a symbol painted on their fronts,” Fahla murmured.

      I frowned, it wasn’t clear at this range but it kinda looked like a white triangle. “Do we want to check things out now? Or later?”

      “Perhaps now,” Griselda murmured. “This is close enough to the town, they may be grateful for the return of the supplies.”

      She wasn’t wrong. With no input from Fahla I adjusted our course and flew over. The soldiers were immediately aware of our approach and organised themselves into a defensive line. The wagons they hauled were abandoned by the men in their haste to shore up their own defence.

      “Griselda, would you care to speak on the king’s behalf?” I asked.

      “It would be my pleasure.”

      I grinned as I swooped just over the treetops. Pitching the Expy up, I switched to hover mode as wind resistance slowed us rapidly. Yawing as we approached, I spun the Expy around so we were pitched to look at the trees below, while travelling backward. I hit the release for the cargo doors and the sound of rushing wind filled the cockpit.

      “THIS GOT LOUDER!” Griselda shouted.

      I grimaced as Fahla flinched as well, “The headset means we can hear you fine. You don’t need to shout,” I told her. “When we level off, unclip and go stand out the back. I’ll hover in place.”

      “Right,” she said, still too loud, but followed it up with a softer, “Sorry.”

      I nodded but didn’t respond as I watched the instruments. I kept the altitude stable as we slowed and as I levelled out, I heard the click of Griselda’s harness.

      “Wait,” I said quickly.

      “Yes, is there a problem?”

      “Leave the HUD behind. You’re going to be yelling and if you have to go out, it’s better if you don't drop it or something.”

      I heard the static of the HUD being moved, before a light thump. I felt a firm hand on my shoulder, before she spoke loudly in my ear. “I won’t be long!”

      Nodding, I activated the sensors and turned to watch. Fahla must have realised she could see through as well as she gasped, turning as I had. Griselda strode out onto the lowered cargo door. I could see the heat signatures of the men below, but still several metres back. Twitching the stick, Expy pitched up slightly for a moment, causing it to reverse back several more metres. And as Griselda began to speak, I was thankful the electric engines were so quiet.

      “I am Griselda. Elder dragon of the Celts. May I ask where you are going?”

      The voice that replied was softer, but I could still make it out. “Griselda? Did you not receive Merlin’s message? Aldith is a traitor!”

      “No my dear fellows,” Griselda said with a chuckle. “Aldith is YOUR KING!”

      The moment she stepped off, I swung the Expy around in as quick a yaw as it could manage. Griselda had her sword out, swinging it about with ease. It reminded me of dancing, with long sweeping arcs. But this blade moved faster than the eye and you only caught the blur as it passed, followed by a fine red mist. The men she faced went down one by one. It didn’t matter if they came at her in groups or as singles. But there were a lot of them. And some weren’t planning on sticking around. The ones immediately up against the elder dragon were battling furiously, while the rest seemed to be looking for somewhere to flee.

      “Fahla, close your eyes. This isn’t going to be pretty.”

      I waited a moment, before lining up the nose of the Expy with the edge of the soldiers as they stepped back. With a deep breath, I squeezed the trigger and as both thirties spun up, I unleashed hell on this earth. It took only a few seconds to sweep over the majority of the soldiers, but it was enough. Those closest to Griselda threw down their weapons, while those in the firing line… A handful had the sense to throw themselves at the ground. The rest were in pieces. I glanced over at Fahla, who looked pale and slightly ill. But it was Griselda’s stare. She was in shock from seeing the rounds tearing through the men up close. She’d seen the flashes of rapid fire metal. Heard the sound of them tearing through the air, and the wet splatter as they destroyed men in an instant.

      With a small sigh, I brought the Expy over to the road and set it down with the cargo bay facing the wagons. Powering down the engines I slipped my helmet off and looked over at Fahla. She met my eyes and blinked slowly.

      “Wait here. You don’t want to go out there.”

      Fahla looked like she was about to protest as I stood, but I gently touched her shoulder. Part of me was terrified she was going to flinch away, but I relaxed seeing the small smile that touched her lips.

      “Thank you, milord.”

      With a nod, I kissed the top of her head and grabbed my sidearm. Fitting the holster to my hip, I decided it would be best to carry it at all times. There was no telling when I would need it. Stepping down the ramp, I watched as Griselda ordered the five of them at sword point to start pushing the carts up the ramp. Judging by the length, I could get three lined up in a row quite easily. There would even be a small amount of room on each side to walk up, so we could get to our rooms. I watched the men struggling to get the wagons up the ramp, as Griselda stepped up beside me.

      “Only a mage could ever be that destructive.”

      I sighed softly and shook my head. “I’m not a mage. This is technology. As I explained to Aldith, anyone could do what I do. With the right materials I could have dozens of these flying around in a matter of months.”

      Griselda shuffled beside me, “That-”

      “Would be catastrophically bad,” I said quickly. “I’ll do what I have to, but I take no joy in doing it. If Merlin just went away, I’d probably just park the Expy in the courtyard and have a bunch of children with Fahla.”

      Griselda nodded, before grunting. “They’re not going to get those carts in.”

      I turned my attention back to them. Most were still jittery, others were slipping on bloodstained boots. Either way, they weren’t making a lot of headway.

      “I’ll help, you make sure none of them do anything stupid.”

      She nodded and followed me over. As the men saw me coming, they scampered out of the way. Griselda had to snarl at them to move back into position as the wagon rolled back out the short distance they’d managed to push it. I just strode past and into the cargo bay. Heading straight up to the top, I opened a hatch on the floor and took hold of a clip on the end of a cable. Beside it was a simple remote, which I plucked out as well. Hitting the release, I walked back down as the cable unwound without tension.

      It was a quick matter to loop the cable under the front axle and clip it back onto itself. Then with the press of a button, the motor gently retracted the cable, hauling the wagon up the ramp and into the cargo bay. I walked with it, making sure to prod it along to keep it straight as the cable brought it into position. The soldiers were outside, getting the other wagon into position as I bent to unclip the cable.

      SNIFF SNIFF

      Freezing, I listened for a moment, and drew my sidearm. Straightening, I moved around to the side. I hadn’t paid much attention to the wagons at this point as they were covered in brown tarps. As quietly as I could, I took hold of the edge and yanked it aside, holding my sidearm at the ready. Inside was the usual. Barrels, bags, crates, a few baskets along with a few jugs. It all seemed like random produce that they’d taken from seed to wine and everything in between. But the young woman, bound and gagged, staring at me through swollen eyes set me on edge.

      “Fahla!” I called. Hurried footsteps came from the cockpit as she came around the wagon. I nodded at the woman and she turned before gasping. “Help her, then go through the rest of the wagon. I’m checking the other one.

      Turning on the spot I stormed down the ramp as Griselda gave me a questioning glance. I ignored her as I headed for the wagon and the men stepped back nervously. Grabbing the edge of the tarp, I yanked it aside, showing me an identically bound woman, who screamed in terror through her gag. Turning to the first man, he didn’t register what had happened until he looked at the hole in his chest. Turning to the next, I shot him as well. Of the three that were left, one ducked and the other two turned and ran. As my rounds took them in the back, they crumpled in an instant, leaving me with the one sobbing soldier remaining. Putting the gun to his head, I felt a presence.

      “Stop,” Griselda growled.

      I felt the small poke of a blade in my back and frowned as the man cowered at my feet. “Did you see in the cart?”

      I heard her shuffle for a moment, before she sighed softly. “Evan, spare him, please?”

      I snarled as I felt the blade come away. I pushed it into the man’s helmet as he began to sob in terror.

      “Please?” Fahla said.

      Turning I saw both of them. Griselda looked grim, but her sword was in its sheath. Fahla was standing demurely, with her hands clutched in front of her. She smiled softly at me, and I grit my teeth in anger at what she was asking me to do.

      “Fahla-”

      “Let him face justice in the village,” she said softly.

      “And what if they’re corrupt and let him go?”

      Griselda chuckled darkly. “Then we kill them of course.”

      I glanced down at the man and saw the puddle beneath him. I stepped back before it got on my boots and snorted in disgust. “Pathetic.” With a shake of my head, I looked at the two ladies. Griselda had a polite smile on her face, while Fahla looked relieved. “Can you get the girls untied? We’ll head to the town immediately and I’m not sure they’d want me putting my hands on them.”

      I went to step past, but I felt a hand catch my arm. Turning, I grabbed Fahla and kissed her. She squeaked in shock, before I pulled away and she blinked at me. “Milord-” I kissed her again. This time she moaned softly and her arms came up before gently pushing me away.

      “Thank you Fahla,” I told her.

      She smiled softly and stepped back so she could curtsy properly. “As milord needs. I am available.”

      I gaped for a moment, before grinning and shaking my head. Turning away I headed back up the ramp to grab the cable to bring in the next wagon.
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      I watched the arranged figures getting into lines. Their heat signatures stood out against the mid morning temperature of the ground. There seemed to be just about every able bodied man in the village with the properly armed guards mixed in. Rotating the Expy around, so the rear cargo doors faced the mob, I slowly lowered us to the ground. Griselda was holding onto the last wagon in plain view. And I hoped that it would be enough to stop them doing anything stupid. Because the last thing I needed was for my three newest passengers to be stuck in an awkward situation. One was sitting on the other’s lap in Griselda’s chair. The soldier I’d taken captive was trussed up like they were. He was stuffed inside a wagon where his soiled clothing wouldn’t get on anything important.

      With a glance over my shoulder at the people who seemed to have sent a single representative forward, I set the Expy on the ground and powered down the engines. Unclipping my harness I got up as Fahla waited for me to move. I stepped around my seat to the two young women who eyed me cautiously.

      “Let me just get that,” I said softly.

      Reaching out, I unclipped their harness and stepped back. The first woman shot me a thankful smile and stood. But there wasn’t enough room for the second, so I headed out to join Griselda. It was a little tight getting past the wagons, but I managed without having to twist awkwardly. Strolling through the cargo bay, I stepped out into the light as Griselda was conversing with a soldier and an older man.

      She turned and saw me coming, and shot me a grateful smile. “This is Lord Evan, the pilot of this machine.”

      “Hello!” I called, stepping up. I didn’t have my sidearm out, but I kept my hand on it just in case.

      “Now, as I was saying, we have your supplies and the two girls that were taken. We will need hands to move the wagons out,” she instructed.

      The older man nodded, “Right, someone go get Luds and Nache. The rest of you are on work teams.”

      “You heard him, let’s move!” the soldier yelled.

      I saw the look in his eyes as he turned and did the same to me. The guards of the town were probably just locals with armour employed to keep the peace. But he was career military. And he could probably tell the same about me.

      “Is it true?” He asked me directly. “Has Merlin betrayed the king?”

      “Seems that way,” I nodded. “He put the elders under his control and left them as pawns.”

      “And will you do the same?” He asked.

      I just sighed and shook my head. “Look, I know that I look like a mage-”

      “No you don’t,” he grinned.

      I smirked and grinned right back. “No, like you, I’m a soldier. That thing,” I gestured over my shoulder. “Is a machine just like the wagons inside. There’s no magic involved and I have no way to control a dragon.”

      The soldier nodded for a moment, “But you could kill one, couldn’t you?”

      “Yes.”

      The soldier stepped closer and offered his hand. “Captain Efrig, Lord Evan. And I mean this in the greatest respect. But if you turn out like Merlin, I will kill you.”

      I took his hand in my own and while firm, there was none of that boyish posturing while we crushed each other's hands. He seemed satisfied as he stepped back.

      “So what can I do for you milord?”

      “Follow me a moment,” I told him.

      Turning, I headed back towards the Expy. We had to wait as a team of men lowered the first wagon to the ground and hauled it out of the way. Captain Efrig followed me up the ramp as the two ladies rushed out.

      “Father!” They cried in unison.

      I turned and spotted them both running towards a pair of men, who took them firmly in their arms.

      “They weren’t… brutalised, were they?”

      I shook my head, “No, they were tied up in the wagons when I found them.”

      Captain Efrig nodded and followed me into the cargo bay. He looked around at all the items on the shelf as I opened the box I had prepared. Taking out a cylinder designed to fit in your hand, I offered it to him.

      “What is this?” He asked, plucking it gently from my hand.

      “I gather from your questions, you’re loyal to the king?”

      Captain Efrig frowned at me for a moment and nodded his head. “King Aldith saved my grandfather’s life. My family owes a debt.”

      I nodded in acceptance. “There’s a button on top,” I showed him the end with the ironically red button. “You press that, it sends out a signal. It’s perfectly silent, so nobody will know you pressed it, except me.”

      “I see,” he said softly. “And when should I press the button?”

      “At least for the short term, I won’t be more than a few hours away,” I explained. “If you come under attack, or spot the enemy approaching, or anything of significance happens. Hit that button and I will come.”

      Captain Efrig nodded slowly, “This… You came with Griselda. You speak with the King’s authority, don’t you?”

      As the men came back up the ramp and gathered around the second cart, I nodded slowly. “King Aldith is at the capital, organising her troops and weeding out descent. I’m doing what I can to hold the surrounding area together, while she builds her armies.”

      “Hence the returned wagons,” Captain Efrig nodded. “In that case, Lord Evan, I will endeavour to help where I can.”

      A sharp yell came as the wagon rolled down the ramp. The men around it paused, before one climbed up, spotting the bound soldier within. Captain Efrig’s eyes narrowed as the men dragged the soldier free.

      “Traitor,” he hissed.

      “The rest are dead,” I said evenly.

      We watched as the men dumped the soldier onto the ground, before an older man bent and pulled the gag free.

      “Your brother?”

      My eyes widened when I realised that Captain Efrig didn’t mean traitor to the crown, but to the village itself.

      “Dead,” the soldier mumbled. “Cut down by… by something… The air screamed and so many died.”

      The man grit his teeth. “So be it.”

      “There will be a hanging tonight,” Captain Efrig sighed.

      “I won’t be here to see it,” I said slowly. “There are other towns I need to visit.”

      The captain nodded slowly. “East, a day's ride. Trading town by the name of Thrap. Their governor liked to cause the King trouble. Deliberately flaunting the king's law while his people starve. If supplies are coming into the land for war, it’s probably coming though there.”

      I nodded and thanked the man as he strode down the ramp to accompany the captured soldier. I thought about his words and decided I would wait until Griselda came back. She had vanished a short while ago with who I could only assume was the mayor.

      “Milord?” Fahla called softly. “Should I prepare breakfast?”

      I gave her a smile as she waited patiently. “Yeah, let me give you a hand. We’re going to have to land to make meals more often than not.”

      “Milord, that would-”

      “If you’re about to tell me it’s improper, I’m going to drag you out where everyone can see, and kiss you.”

      Fahla seemed to pause for a moment as she lowered her head as she blushed. “As milord wishes.”

      In no time at all, I had the items she needed loaded onto the barbeque. She was a little unsure of what everything was. But the leap from fire to gas was a simple concept. In a matter of minutes, Fahla was busy making something that resembled porridge while frying eggs on the hotplate. A few of the nearby men watched on with hunger in their eyes. After I glared at them, they all decided to move on.

      Breakfast was being served as Griselda reappeared. She took a bowl with her thanks and tucked into her meal. We ate quickly, ignoring the few townsfolk that lingered. Some of them were curious, but others had wary expressions. A few, and only a few, seemed to glare with hostility at us. I figured they were the loved ones of some of the soldiers I’d killed. Family members of the heretics. But none dared approach. When we finished up our meals, I loaded everything back onto the Expy while Fahla cleaned the dishes using a bucket of water, sand and some soap. And after tipping out the water, she followed up into the Expy.

      With Fahla and Griselda onboard, I brought them into the cockpit. “Do either of you know the town Thrap?”

      “Trading town, I was hoping we would head that direction. The governor is a staunch supporter of Merlin,” Griselda replied immediately.

      “Oh good,” I nodded. “I’ll get us up in the air and fly east, you can point it out.”

      Griselda nodded and slipped into her seat. I moved in and got myself situated as Fahla did the same. I activated the engines and listened to them whine as I closed the cargo bay door. Switching on the thermal cameras, I could see people from the village coming to watch as the engines came to full power. Pushing the throttle, the Expy gently lifted from the ground. Turning on the spot, I could make out a few of the people below and spotted Captain Efrig.

      “Ready ladies?”

      “Not again,” Griselda cursed.

      I grinned as Fahla giggled softly and pushed the throttle as I pitched up. Pushing the vectored thrusters forward, the Expy went from hovering thirty metres off the ground, to six-hundred kilometres an hour in a matter of moments. The G-forces were high, but it was only for a few seconds as we climbed almost vertically. Flipping the Expy upside down, I pulled on the stick and levelled us off with positive G’s. With a push of the stick, we rolled back around the right way and I heard Griselda’s groan from behind.

      Checking the compass, I sighed, seeing the west symbol. It really made me second guess myself, but that was one of the first things I established here, that East and West were opposite. It was almost like this whole world was a mirror of the one I was born in. With a shake of my head, I adjusted our course and headed for a distant coast.

      “Griselda, can you unclip yourself and take a look, please?”

      “Aren’t I supposed to remain harnessed while you’re in control?” She asked a little cagily.

      I blinked and wondered again at the specific use of words she was using. But I didn’t bring it up. Hitting the autopilot I leaned away from my controls. “There, the Expy is flying itself, you can unclip for a moment.”

      I heard the sound of a harness coming undone, before a hand pressed my shoulder. Griselda stood between the pilot and co-pilot chairs as she looked out the windscreen. She gestured with her hand.

      “There, that’s Thrap.”

      I frowned as I looked at the coastline. Reaching for the dash, I activated the useless GPS. I thought about it for a moment, before typing in England and scrolling manually. While the GPS couldn’t help, the maps were still loaded.

      “Falmouth,” I said softly.

      “Thrap,” Griselda frowned. “I don’t know this Falmouth.”

      I shook my head, “My world. There was a city there called Falmouth that was used as a port as well.”

      Griselda frowned for a moment, “Odd.”

      “DIE!”

      Griselda’s hand vanished as she whirled around. And an instant later she hit the dash cluster as a man tried to plunge a knife into her chest. Before I could react, Griselda shoved him back, but he bounced off Fahla’s seat and slammed right into me. The man’s weight pushed into the flight stick, sending us into a sharp roll as we pitched down. The cockpit was chaos as two bodies tumbled to the ceiling, before slamming into the rear wall. The man was wedged in the space above Griselda’s chair. Griselda unfortunately tumbled right out of the cockpit entirely and into the printing room.

      “Evan!” Fahla yelled.

      I glanced over and saw blood as she stared at me, with a pained expression.

      “Griselda, hold on!” I yelled.

      Snapping the stick around the opposite direction, the man was dumped upside down on the seat, before rolling off onto the floor. I hit the autopilot and unclipped my harness. Swinging out of my seat, I was caught around the middle by the man. He lifted me and slammed me into the dash cluster as he did with Griselda just before.

      “You killed my boy!” he snarled.

      Snapping my head forward, I felt his nose crush against my forehead and he squealed as he yanked his head back. Then, suddenly he was moving back. Griselda looked furious as she yanked him off me. The powerful elder was in her hybrid form. A great, white, humanoid serpent. She hissed angrily as she hauled him out of the cockpit and into the now empty cargo bay. With the man taken care of, I shook off my own hurts and moved to Fahla. She was hissing in pain as she held her arm where the knife had gone right through the muscle. It was bleeding heavily and I worried it had hit an artery.

      “Come on, I need to get you back into the cargo bay,” I told her.

      Fahla nodded as her eyes watered. I helped her unclip herself, before I held her injured arm steady as she stood. The Expy thumped loudly and I glanced up as a pained cry rang out. It sounded masculine, so I ignored it for the moment as I brought Fahla into the cargo bay. I set her against her wall while I rushed to grab a chair and my medical supplies. Griselda was looming over the cowering man, whose knee seemed to be bent the wrong way. I ignored that for the moment and rushed back to Fahla.

      “Sit,” I said, unfolding the chair.

      She did as I instructed and slumped into the chair. She was a bit pale and blood was leading onto the floor. I opened my medical bag and went into a secondary section. Inside were single use syringes of morphine. I grabbed two. Lifting them, I showed Fahla and she frowned softly at me.

      “Do you trust me?”

      Fahla nodded. I smiled and pried off the cap. Lifting the sleeve on her good arm, I jabbed her as quickly as I could. Fahla yelped before giving me an odd look. I took her by the head and held her as the morphine started to work its way.

      “Ohh,” she said softly.

      “You’re okay,” I told her.

      “What… What did you do to me?” She asked with a cute frown.

      “It’s medicine,” I told her. “It’s not permanent. But, I’m going to give you another one. I don’t want you to struggle while I fix your arm.”

      Fahla nodded, before frowning, “I’m bleeding a lot aren’t I?”

      I nodded slowly, “Yes, so I need to do this now.”

      Fahla nodded as I gave her a second shot and she slumped back in the chair. She wasn’t unconscious, and if this were the effects of getting her wisdom teeth out, I’d be amused. For now though, I got my equipment ready. I had to do this quickly to stop her losing too much blood. Though the drips rather than pools told me her arteries were most likely safe. I got a few tools ready and frowned as I realised I better keep them. These were meant to be single use, but it may be better to wash them and keep them for the future.

      “Ready?” I asked, putting on a pair of gloves.

      Fahla just smiled and opened her legs, “Always, but you’ll need to do the work.”

      I snorted and pushed her legs back closed as I got into position.

      “Griselda!” Fahla called out. “Griselda, you should suck milord’s dick!”

      “I’m not sure this is the best time dear!” the white dragoness called from the other side of the room.

      “It’s always the best time,” Fahla continued.

      I took hold of her arm, ignoring her stoned talk. The best way I could think of would be to pull it straight out. Then use the forceps to open it to check inside for anything major I needed to know about.

      “He’s so generous,” Fahla smiled. “He makes me feel so good. He even used his mouth, right,” she glanced down and spotted me between her legs. “Oh, hello, I really liked it when you licked me.”

      I couldn’t help the smirk that broke across my face. Stoned Fahla was a horny Fahla and I was glad she appreciated my skills. But now wasn’t the time. Taking the blade, I gently, but firmly pulled straight out. Fahla flinched before frowning at me.

      “That wasn’t very nice,” She frowned at me.

      “I’m sorry,” I replied, picking up the forceps. “How would you like me to make it up to you?”

      I used the forceps to gently open the wound. It bled and I used a piece of gauze to soak up the blood. So I could see inside.

      “Hmmm,” Fahla frowned. “Maybe I should… No…”

      I smirked and gave her a smile as she was currently in as deep thought as she could manage in this state. Turning back to the wound, it was done with a sharp blade. The cut was clean and hadn’t hit anything complicated. So I got ready with some thread and a needle.

      “My butt,” Fahla said after a few moments.

      I blinked as I fed the thread into the eye of the needle, then looked at her. “Your butt?”

      Fahla blushed and nodded her head. “My butt.”

      “What about your butt?”

      She blushed furiously as I took my time, lining up the first stitch.

      “The water,” she mumbled. “It… It was really nice. And… I want you to lick it.”

      I was glad I’d made the first stitch already as I snorted. “You want me to lick your ass?”

      She blushed and kicked her legs as she giggled. I had to hold her arm still so she didn’t pull away. “Shhh… Don’t tell Milord Evan,” she mumbled as her eyes began to droop. “Promise me Griselda, don’t tell him.”

      I glanced up and her eyes were closed. Turning, Griselda was studiously ignoring me as she prowled left and right in front of the injured man. With Fahla unconscious, I quickly stitched her arm closed, before doing the same on the exit wound. When I was done, I used saline to wash her arm, before bandaging it gently. The final touch was an antibiotic shot. I hoped I didn’t need to do this too often. Penicillin couldn’t be printed and growing it myself was time consuming and the ingredients may be difficult to source.

      And with Fahla cleaned and in as good a condition as I could make her, I put away the medical supplies. Moving back to the chair, I gently scooped her into my arms, where she made a small noise. I glanced down as she blinked up at me and her face broke into the widest smile I’d ever seen. But it didn’t last as her gaze started to go glassy. This time, instead of falling limp, she curled her head into my shoulder first. I carried her carefully into the cockpit and put her in Griselda’s chair for the time being. Then I hit the switch for the cargo door. I stormed back out into the cargo bay where the man looked terrified at the space opening up beside him. Griselda looked back at me right as I stormed past. My foot connected with the man’s face and his head bounced off the wall with a loud THUNK.

      “Ow!” he shouted.

      I just blinked before grabbing his shirt. Yanking him forward, he cried out in pain as his leg twisted around below him. He tried to curl over himself to protect his leg, but that just made it easy to shove him towards the ramp.

      “No!” He yelped, as he flopped partially over the edge. He grabbed the corner of the door and tried to haul himself around to crawl in. I stepped on his knuckles, making him hiss in pain. “Please!”

      I glanced at Griselda, who gave me a subtle nod. Looking down at the man, he grimaced and let out a relieved sigh as I raised my foot. He let go to massage his hand as I kicked him in the face. His choked gasp was drowned out in the wind as he slid down the ramp. Throwing out his hands he managed to catch the very lip of the door. His legs dangled off the edge of the cargo door into empty space and he was screaming something at me. I couldn’t make out the words over the wind and turned my back. I had no wish to watch him fall, knowing it was all that I wanted. When I got back to the cockpit, I hit the switch for the door to raise.

      As the door began to lift, the man got a look of hope on his face, before he realised what was about to happen. I didn’t give him a second look beyond his panicked expression as I took water and a cloth into the cockpit. It was only a minute later that I was joined by Griselda, who took a second sponge and started wiping the blood from the floor.

      “Are you okay?” Griselda asked.

      I sighed and shook my head. “From now on, whenever we leave, we check the Expy first. I don’t ever want to find a stowaway like this again.”

      “She means a lot to you, doesn’t she?”

      I looked over at the elder dragon as she rinsed the sponge off in the red-stained water, before going back to scrubbing the floor. I let out a long sigh as I went back to wiping down the chair itself.

      “Yeah, she does.”

      “Do you love her?”

      “Yes,” I said immediately.

      We scrubbed in silence for a while. The floor was easiest to clean while the chair had a few more intricacies. It was waterproof at least. I still ended up resorting to pulling the sides and armrest off to clean beneath. Finally, when I had it all cleaned and sanitised, I started to pack away the cleaning supplies. Griselda helped carry the few things that didn’t go in the bucket and was polite enough to hand me things as I rinsed it out in the shower. The closed circuit would be fine for blood borne pathogens with its filtration system. Not that it mattered all things considered, Fahla and I had shared body fluids a few times now.

      Setting all the equipment behind, I moved back into the cockpit and scooped Fahla into my arms. She stirred slightly and smiled, but didn’t open her eyes as I set her in the co-pilot’s chair. I strapped her in tight so she wouldn’t move, before quickly checking Griselda had done the same. Moving into my own chair, I strapped myself in and slipped my helmet on.

      We were out over the ocean, well away from the city. But more to the point, the sky was a deep orange. The trip out, killing the soldiers, taking the girls home to their families and finally this fight and the day was almost over.

      “I don’t think we’ll go to Thrap yet,” I told Griselda.

      “It is getting late, isn’t it?”

      I nodded, before realising she couldn’t see the movement over my seat. “I’ll find somewhere to land so I can make us something to eat.”

      “You can cook?”

      I snorted, “Yeah. I can cook. Where I come from I lived alone.”

      “I’ve never been without servants,” she replied softly.

      I thought about the fight and sighed. If she wasn’t here, that would have been so much worse. “Servants or not. You’re one hell of a woman. Thank you for your help.”

      As Thrap came into view, I scanned for a landing zone and settled on a spot south of the city just off the cliffs. It was a wooded area, but there were multiple clearings that were large enough to land in. I adjusted the vectored thrusters and started to slow our descent as Griselda cleared her throat.

      “You’re welcome, Lord Evan.”

    

  




  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Eleven

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      “Ouch.”

      The voice was soft, but it woke me immediately. Opening my eyes, Fahla was laying across me as she always did. Her wounded arm was propped up on my chest and she frowned as she prodded the bandage with her opposite hand.

      “Are you okay?” I asked.

      Fahla turned her head up and beamed widely at me. “Milord!”

      I smirked and kissed her. She was so beautiful. Her adoration made me want to hold and protect her above all else and… And she was injured because she came with me.

      “What’s wrong?” She asked softly.

      “You got injured,” I sighed.

      “And you fixed me right up,” Fahla smiled again. She snuggled close, before her expression dropped as she realised I was still upset. “Are you going to make me leave?”

      “Make you?” I frowned and shook my head. “No, I’ll never make you do anything.”

      “Good,” she sighed. “Because if you ask me again about taking me somewhere and leaving me behind, I will be very upset.”

      I sighed to myself as I pulled her close. “Fine. But I’m going to be making a few changes around here.”

      “Whatever milord wishes,” she giggled. “But… May I bathe first?”

      I nodded and shot her a smile. “Probably for the best. I washed your arm as best I could, but I wasn’t going to hold you in the shower.”

      “Oh… I don’t know,” Fahla smirked. “You could join me?”

      I was scrubbing her back several minutes later. She was pouting after I refused to allow her to scrub me properly. After unwrapping her arm and confirming that it wasn’t bleeding, I brought her under the water. She held her arm as she stood under the stream while I scrubbed myself down, then her. Despite her pout, I could tell she was enjoying the attention. She leaned forward so her forehead pressed into the wall as I squatted to better reach her legs. But a small movement caught my attention. Looking up, her arms were in a strange position. It still looked like she was cradling her injured, with the other, but that obviously wasn’t the case. Her fingers moved slowly between her labia as I washed her. I remembered what she’d said the day before and after scrubbing her down, well…

      Taking her ass in my hands I spread her wide and Fahla made a small squeak. But she didn’t stop rubbing herself. Leaning forward, I gently licked her ass.

      “Milord,” she whimpered above me.

      I smirked and licked her again.

      “It wasn’t a dream,” she gasped. “Milord this is improper…”

      I answered with a pair of fingers that pressed against her g-spot. I could feel her flesh moving as she rubbed her own clit. It was a three way assault of her senses as I licked at her ass, while massaging her insides. Her legs quivered as her breathing rapidly increased in pace.

      “Milord!” Fahla whimpered loudly.

      I pressed her forward into the wall as she shuddered softly. Her pussy clenched down on my fingers as her own fingers were pushed back against my own. Unable to directly stimulate her clit while pressed against the wall, her fingers joined mine inside herself. I firmed up my licks and increased both pace and pressure as I lapped at her ass. She let out a long squeal as she came hard from the multiple sources of stimulation I subjected her to. But even then she eventually had to come down. As her breathing became more steady, I relaxed my pace until she shifted and I pulled away.

      Standing, I caught a glimpse of movement and turned my head, just as Griselda’s door closed completely. I shook my head and turned back to Fahla, who was watching me over her shoulder as she widened her stance slightly.

      “Milord, do you wish to relieve yourself?”

      I grinned and took my cock in hand to steer it between her legs. “One condition,” I grinned.

      Fahla’s hand met my own and she eagerly pushed the head of my cock up inside herself. “Anything milord?”

      “I want you to cum on my cock, as I fuck you.”

      Fahla trembled as I pushed as much of my length inside her as I could. She smiled with a blush on her face and nodded. “Milord, it’s just about impossible for me to not cum on your beautiful cock.”

      Wrapping one arm around her waist, I pressed my hand between her legs and massaged her clit as I rocked myself against her. “Then you’re going to be cumming a lot, aren’t you?”

      Fahla gasped at the intense sensation and nodded her head, “Yes milord!”

      We stepped out of our room to see the cargo door open. Fahla frowned as I gestured for her to wait and made my way over to see what was happening. Griselda seemed to be standing over the barbeque, with a pot on top of it while she quite literally wrung her hair in frustration.

      “Why won’t you get hot!” she snarled.

      “Griselda?” I called.

      She jumped and whirled around. Seeing me her face twisted like she was about to start yelling. Instead, she sighed rather loudly. “I was trying to make breakfast, while you two were… Indisposed.”

      “My apologies mistress,” Fahla said, quickly darting past me towards the dragon. “I’ll have a meal ready in a few minutes.”

      “Thank you Fahla,” Griselda sighed, before making her way back up to me.

      “Good morning,” I nodded politely.

      Griselda just sighed and rolled her eyes. “Is it?”

      “Very, didn’t you see?” I asked.

      The elder dragon frowned, but didn’t deny it. We both knew she’d been caught. “I’m surprised you haven’t broken the poor girl.”

      “Are you offering to help take on some of the burden?”

      “Human, it would require being bound and gagged to get me into your bed.”

      I looked at her and saw only her steel gaze. But I wondered how much of what Aldith told me was true. “Is that all it takes? A bit of rope and you’ll let me do whatever I want to you?”

      It wasn’t her stiff posture, but the fierce blush that broke out over her face. Aldith had told me the truth, and now I had to decide what to do with that information.

      “I-I suggest we walk,” Griselda said suddenly.

      “Walk?”

      Griselda nodded. “Yes, if the governor is in league with Merlin, there is a chance the Expy will be recognised. It may be easier to go on foot, slip into the town quietly.”

      I thought about it for a few moments while Fahla was cooking. With a nod of my head, I turned and headed inside to the printer. There was something in there I wanted. For Fahla and myself at the very least. I doubted Griselda would need it.

      “That looks almost like…”

      I smirked. “Lighter, stronger and better than anything your people could make today.”

      Breakfast was a simple success. Basic, but filling and tasty. I asked Fahla to keep an eye out for supplies we could purchase and bring back to make our time on the Expy more comfortable. When the meal was over, the printer had finished the first part of the queue. There was more to come, but the initial pieces were finished.

      “Fahla?!” I called.

      She quickly appeared in the doorway and I handed her what initially looked like an odd, bowl shaped plate with a few curved, elongated plates to go with it.

      “Milord?” She asked, frowning at it, before realising I had an identical bundle.

      “We need to put them on under our clothes.”

      “What are they?”

      I grinned, “They’re the modern equivalent of armour. We call them ballistic vests and I’ve made some to cover our upper arms and legs as well.”

      Fahla gaped for a moment, before darting in and kissing me. She turned on the spot and scampered away, leaving me alone to hear Griselda’s sigh.

      “What?”

      The elder dragon just shook her head. “You treat her more as a wife than a servant.”

      I nodded slowly, “Maybe one day I’ll have to marry her then.”

      I could still feel Griselda’s eyes boring into my back as I made to join Fahla. She was all smiles as she tried to work out how to put on her armour. The chest armour was in several pieces. A front plate, a rear plate and a few interlocking ones that go up the sides. The other pieces would cover the upper arms and thighs. I had complete sets printing, but they would take more time and we couldn’t wear them under our clothing. Fahla was quick to learn how to get the armour in place and helped me get into my own. At least as much as she could using one arm. She wasn’t complaining about any pain, but she did seem to favour her injured side. If she’d forgive me for leaving her here, I would have in a heartbeat.

      When we were finally dressed, Fahla looked more like a farm girl. The long dress she wore covered from her neck to her ankles. She looked slightly bulky around the arms which made her look tougher than she was, but otherwise there was no sign that she was armoured. I looked more like a craftsman. Leather pants and jerkin with a white shirt underneath. I carried a belt with a few pouches to hold magazines and a beacon. They were placed just right to hide the grip for my sidearm now strapped to my hip. Griselda had donned a cloak and with the aid of a staff she made from a fallen branch was acting as an older woman.

      “We look ridiculous,” I sighed.

      “It’s fine,” Griselda waved off my concern. “If anyone asks, you’re here with your wife, and I was being accosted by some dogs so you offered to walk me.”

      “And why would an old woman be roaming the countryside alone?”

      “Fortune teller,” Griselda smiled.

      I just blinked and looked at Fahla who shrugged softly, while giving me the biggest puppy dog eyes.

      “What?”

      Fahla blushed and glanced away, “Nothing milord.”

      I had a feeling I knew what it was then. “Would a wife really call her husband, ‘milord?’”

      Fahla shifted nervously. “No… H-husband.”

      With a smile and a kiss on her soft lips, I led them both out the cargo door and retracted it. I’d parked in a clearing not far from the city. Landing in the cover of darkness I wasn’t sure we’d been unnoticed, but I was certain nobody had anything but a general idea of direction. On foot though, it would still take a couple hours to arrive.

      The walls of Thrap were in view as the dirt road changed to cobblestone. The clopping and rumbling of a passing wagon had become common. This was a trading town after all and traffic was plentiful. We continuously had to step off the road entirely to let wagons pass, much to Griselda’s displeasure. The whole time, Fahla kept a firm grip on my hand as I helped support her injured arm. If it were a broken bone, she’d be in a sling. But muscle damage needed to be able to move properly. If she were in a sling, it would try to heal in that position. Then on the first extension of her arm, she could re-tear the muscle and injure herself. Far better to live with the discomfort now than risk an injury later.

      We approached the first of two gates and already I knew there was going to be a problem. These guards, like the last, had that strange white symbol painted on their chest plates. It was an odd, twisted vine in the shape of three leaves. They were set to look like a triangle and it made me think of an old Celtic design. It made me think of Griselda, when she mentioned being elder dragon of the Celts. The guards barely blinked as we made our way past, preferring to check the incoming and outgoing wagons. And as we crossed into the city, I got a look inside the first wall. It looked like a slum for the most part. Guards patrolled around and beggars were a common sight.

      “Keep an eye on your pouches,” Griselda murmured from behind us.

      Fahla tensed slightly and I gave a subtle nod. We continued along behind a group of three guards. They talked softly and laughed, seeming to make fun of some of the poorer people moving around. They took delight in shoving people aside, young and old alike. Though they stayed their hand for anyone who looked like a merchant or important in some way.

      The soldiers peeled off to head down a side road as we approached the next gate. Unlike the main entrance, this one was watched carefully. Wagons were sent through without much more than a brief glance. But a cry caught my attention.

      “I was asked to work, Sir!” The man wailed.

      I looked up and watched a guard physically kick an older man to the ground. The rest of the guards snickered and made jokes as the old man was roughly hauled to his feet.

      “I don’t believe for a second, a layabout like you had permission to be inside the wall!”

      “It was Mistress Ethernia!” The old man cowered. “She bought more roses and paid me to help move them into her courtyard!”

      The guard seemed to pause for a second, then he let out a sigh. “Get the fuck out of here before I have you arrested.”

      “Yessir!” The man bowed quickly and quite literally ran.

      The guard seemed to nod his head slowly before spotting us approaching. “What?”

      I blinked, “My apologies. I was hoping to enter the city.”

      “Business?”

      “I’m a crafter, and this is my-”

      “Whore,” the man spat. “I don’t give a rats arse who you or the bitch is. But unless you have business, the crafting district is back that way.”

      Fahla clutched my arm tightly, “Husband,” she whimpered.

      I smiled thinly at the guard, “Have a good day, Sir.”

      “Fuck off,” he dismissed us with a wave and I turned to leave.

      Griselda followed along behind us and I picked a side road to head down until we were out of sight of the main road. When we were in the clear, I paused and turned to face Griselda who immediately got in my face.

      “What are you doing?” She hissed.

      I frowned, “What do you mean?”

      “What use is your weapon and your fancy armour if you weren’t planning on using it?”

      “I only have so many bullets,” I frowned. “Sure, I could have killed all of them, and the next group as well. But I’m not armed to take on the entire city.”

      Griselda huffed for a few moments and looked like she was going to start yelling. “Why not destroy the city then? Go back, get the Expy, I’ll turn into a dragon and we burn and kill everything?!”

      “Do you think Aldith wants us to destroy an entire city?” I asked. “I’m meant to be patrolling, trying to find where the main army is and giving beacons to people so they can ask for help if they need it.”

      “This town has fallen to Merlin,” Griselda continued.

      “The guards and leaders of the city itself sure,” I nodded. “But what of that old man we saw beaten for helping Mistress Ethernia?”

      “We… We could…”

      “The moment I fly over with the Expy and turn those weapons on the streets, EVERYONE will see me as the bad guy. And if you’re burning and killing as well, whatever pockets loyal to Aldith that survive will turn.”

      “So what do we do then?” Griselda asked.

      “Husband?” Fahla whimpered softly.

      I blinked and glanced at her as she stared back the way we came. There was a group of men approaching with one of the guards. The men were dirty, menacing looking and each had either a knife or some kind of club. I glanced back and saw two more further down the road.

      “Attention, ladies and gentleman,” the guard smiled. “In this fair town, due to the prevalence of contraband present, it is the guards' sworn duty to search suspicious people. But, I am a generous man, so I’m willing to cut a deal for the three of you.”

      “Is this going to be where you take my money, rape my wife and tell us if we cooperate, you won’t kill us?”

      The guard smirked, “Sounds like this isn’t your first time. Which is good for me. I like them cooperative.”

      I pulled Fahla into my arms and pressed her head to my shoulder as Griselda stared at me from under her cowl. “Get ready to run,” I said softly as I reached for my sidearm.

      Slipping it free from the holster, one of the men further in shifted, “Hey, what have you-”

      The shriek of a hypersonic slug cut through the air and the man went down in a mist of blood. His companion blinked, before glancing down at his friend. My second shot sent him to the ground in a heap while the guard and the others suddenly burst into motion. The men rushed towards us, while the guard headed in the opposite direction. Turning to face them, their eyes went wide before they too went down in a hail of iron-cored, tungsten. But the guard was nearing the end of the road and was about to vanish from view.

      “Griselda?”

      I glanced at her as the man reached for the edge of the wall to swing himself around. She blinked and nodded her head. “Do it.”

      “HEL-”

      The shriek of the hypersonic slug cut off the rest of his shout. The armour he wore did nothing to protect him. In fact, the metal probably created additional shrapnel and spalling that would have made the wound even more vicious. The thump of his body hitting the ground was followed by a series of screams as people realised the noise was a bad thing. I glanced around and saw that there would be no direction we could move that wouldn’t leave a blood trail. But…

      “Door,” I snapped.

      Taking Fahla by her good hand, I turned her around and crossed the small road. I grabbed the handle and gave it a pull, finding it only mildly surprising when it opened. Inside was a storeroom with a terrified looking woman behind a counter.

      “Is there another entrance?” I asked.

      The woman gestured to a door that led behind the wall she stood against. I nodded and pulled Fahla into the room. The woman trembled and closed her eyes. I just ignored her and pushed through into the next room. It was just storage, stacked high with crates. I led Fahla and with a check over my shoulder, Griselda, through the room to another door. This one had a proper lock on it that I removed to open the door. Whatever shitty little side road we went down the first time, this was far worse. It was filled with people, rubbish and the scent of human filth.

      “Oh,” Griselda scoffed, grabbing her nose.

      I shook my head and pulled Fahla through, ignoring all the looks from those around us. There was a whistle that rang out on the other side of the building and I had no intention of staying in the area. I led the two of them as far away from the hustle and bustle as I could. The further we moved, the dirtier things looked. People were skinnier and the buildings more lopsided.

      We kept moving, ignoring those we could and shoving past those we could not until we heard the sound of music. With nothing better to do, we followed in that direction until I found what could only be, the dirtiest, most worn down tavern I had ever seen. The music was coming from inside. It was a stringed instrument accompanied by a lovely voice. Without a reason not to, we approached and I pushed open the front door.

      Sure enough it was a tavern. The large taproom was dark and smelled of smoke and grime. There were a few dozen men inside who looked everywhere from half starved to overfed. But it was the young woman with dark hair on the stage that held everyone’s attention. She sang softly as she plucked the strings on something that resembled a lute. That is if someone put two necks on that lute and made the resonating chamber large enough to prop it on the floor.

      “We need to leave, now!” Griselda hissed. The woman playing seemed to freeze, before she glanced up at us. “Evan, we need to go. Now!”

      “Stop them,” the woman said softly.

      In an instant the room was filled with drawn blades and aggressive stances. This whole excursion didn’t go anywhere it was supposed to. And even if I had enough rounds to kill everyone in the room, the chances of getting out of the city itself were slim. The men circled around and I glanced at the door behind us as they opened, showing some had slipped out the rear and blocked our escape.

      “Griselda the Pure,” the woman called, stepping through the crowd. “Elder, traitor to her own kind. Puppet of Merlin-”

      I pulled my sidearm and pointed it directly at her. The woman frowned, sensing it was a weapon, but failed to recognise the situation for what it was. “Whatever you’re accusing her of, understand that it was Merlin who was controlling her.”

      “Of course he was,” the woman scoffed. “I don’t need some pathetic human to tell me what those collars…” She frowned and looked at Griselda for a moment. “Lower your cloak.”

      Griselda reached up to the clasp and unlatched it. She dropped the cloak to the floor, revealing her familiar white robes beneath. Reaching up, Griselda took her hair and lifted it from her shoulders to show her bare neck.

      The woman snorted and shook her head, “Do you understand?”

      “Evan, if she wishes to kill me, do not stop her.”

      The woman snarled and stormed right up to Griselda, grabbing her by the neck. “Kill you?!” Her face twisted and she slumped into the elder dragon and let out a choked sob. “Is Aldith?”

      “She’s free,” Griselda hugged the woman. “Evan freed her, then me.”

      “Thank the gods,” the woman shuddered. She straightened and smiled widely at Griselda before wiping away a small collection of tears. “Drinks on the house!”

      A cheer went up as the woman gestured for us to follow. Fahla came in close and I glared at anyone who stood too close. Griselda led while the two of us followed a step behind. The tavern was a fair size considering the looks of the area surrounding it. The woman led us through a back door and into a cellar of some sort. But it didn’t stop there. There, against the far wall was a collection of wine in glass bottles. Or at least I assumed it was wine. The woman reached for a bottle about shoulder height and lifted it free before reaching in. There was a small click before she replaced the bottle and grabbed the entire shelf. She slowly pulled it away from the wall. The shelf made a low rumble as it moved on hidden rollers.

      The woman gestured for us to follow and stepped through. There was a well lit corridor directly behind the door. It led straight off before opening into a large room. Griselda stepped through immediately and I brought Fahla in behind her while the woman dragged the shelf back into position where it clicked back into place.

      “Alright, how did you find me?” She asked.

      We turned and saw the frown on her face. It wasn’t like before, but she was clearly annoyed.

      “Luck,” I said.

      She turned and examined me for a moment, before glancing at Fahla who pressed herself against me. She let out a sigh. “I’m sorry, this life has not been an easy one since…”

      “Since I betrayed you,” Griselda nodded. “I know, and I am so terribly sorry.”

      “Aldith said there were others,” I said softly. “Are you?”

      The woman nodded slowly. “I was one of Griselda’s handmaidens. I… I saw the damage Merlin was doing and tried to convince Griselda not to put on the collar, and when she did…”

      “Merlin will pay for what he has done,” Griselda growled, angrily. “So much has been lost. But, why are you here of all places?”

      “I wasn’t always here. I worked as a thief for a few decades and got a good score overseas. Posed as a visiting dignitary to get into the city. I paid a few bribes, bought a home and outlived anyone who remembered where I came from.”

      I glanced around the room. It was a greeting room, sparsely furnished but there were other corridors that led away from here. “If you’re some kind of dignitary, why are we underground?”

      The woman smirked, “Mistress Ethernia could hardly be spotted walking around the city slums without raising suspicion.”

      “I did not see that coming,” Griselda chuckled. “It will be an adjustment calling you mistress.”

      Mistress Ethernia seemed to falter for a moment before blushing deeply. “I-I’m sure w-we could work through i-it.”

      At that point, Fahla’s stomach rumbled and the three of us looked at her. She seemed to squeak and try to hide, despite being pressed against my side.

      “Are you familiar with all your servants?”

      I shot her a quick glare and I watched as the woman seemed to shrink back slightly. “Despite what she believes, Fahla is more than a servant to me.”

      Mistress Ethernia seemed to take a deep breath, “Very well. If you’ll follow me. I think we could all do with something to eat while we discuss what it is exactly that you’re doing here.”

      “War,” Griselda chuckled softly. “It’s about war.”
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      Lilia, or Mistress Ethernia as the public knew her sat with a look of concentration on her face.

      “Yes, that certainly all makes sense,” she agreed.

      With our meal, where Fahla had uncomfortably sat beside me, protests ignored, we described our situation to the young… Well I suppose dragon was the best description. Not an elder, though she was far older than I am.

      “There’s been an uptick of certain goods coming through the city and a scarcity of others. It certainly looks like someone’s ramping up for a major conflict, but until you arrived I couldn’t even begin to speculate.”

      “So it’s confirmed then,” I sighed. “Merlin is going to stage the war from Thrap.”

      “It certainly looks that way,” Griselda nodded slowly.

      I sat back in my chair and took Fahla’s hand in my own. “We need to tell Aldith.”

      “There’s a fleet expected in the next few days,” Lilia commented. “Governor Enda has been requisitioning living space near the docks. It’s why the slums are so full right now. The guards just pushed out anyone without the coin or prestige to live within the inner walls.”

      We all straightened as the sound of the bookshelf opening filled the room. Despite being further inside, the tunnels echoed and footsteps rapidly approached. Out of the tunnel behind came several armed men.

      “Lilia,” the first man to enter, growled. He set his eyes on me. Tall, bald and wearing tattered leather armour there was no hiding his distaste for me. And I’d never even met the man. “The guards are searching for your guests. Turns out they killed a sergeant with magic of some kind.”

      As I sighed, Lilia turned her eyes on me with an edge of fear. “Not this shit again.”

      “Do not trust him, Mistress,” the man growled. “The sergeant had a whole blown clean through him like he was hit with a ballista.”

      “I’m not a mage,” I sighed. “Yes I killed that man, but anyone with the same weapon I have could do the exact same thing. It’s not magic.”

      “Can you prove it?” Lilia asked.

      “Not indoors,” I shook my head. “It’s extremely loud and whatever I shoot will die or be completely destroyed. You’ll just have to take my word for it.”

      “Trust him,” Griselda sighed. “Aldith and I have already been assured.”

      “How do you know he hasn’t made you think that?” Lilia asked.

      “Merlin needed a magical collar to force the elders to obey him. Do you see a situation where I could have removed her collar and her allowing me to put another on her?”

      “If you-”

      “If you’re threatening him, I will take it personally,” Griselda growled.

      Lilia froze and went white. I took the moment of silence to speak. “I’m not your enemy. I’m not even from this world. I came here by accident and I have no idea if it’s even possible to return home. When I arrived, I was attacked by a green dragon and destroyed the collar it was wearing, again, by accident.”

      “The king,” Lilia whispered.

      I nodded, “Yes, she tracked me down hours later and I got to know her. She then used my help to take back her home where she fought with Griselda.”

      “He destroyed my collar too,” she chimed in.

      I nodded, “From what I’ve seen, this Merlin is a problem and I’m stuck here. No matter what I tell people, I’ve freed two of Merlin’s slaves so he’s coming for me.” I turned and looked at Fahla, who refused to return my stare, while simultaneously clutching my hand. “And seeing as I now have people in my life I want to protect, I’m doing what I can.”

      “Including fighting a war?” Lilia asked.

      “I have weapons like nobody has ever seen before in this world,” I said evenly. “I don’t want to use them, but for the sake of Fahla, I would destroy this entire city if I had to.”

      “In a fair fight, he could kill all the elders in a matter of moments,” Griselda added softly. “I have no doubt he could do exactly as he said. And it would take only moments to do it.”

      I thought about the possibility of constructing some kind of explosive. Some pitch or whatever oil they use for the lamps. Some cow shit which was abundant and I had the makings of an ANFO bomb. Though depending on the effect I wanted, just tossing out a bunch of burning containers of the same oil could be just as destructive. Food for thought.

      “The point is, I’m out looking for the army itself and the supplies that are being taken to supply it,” I announced. “I’ve already destroyed one small group that forced a town to hand over supplies. They sent us here.”

      “Those would have been heading for a staging post,” Lilia nodded before standing. Her men got out of her way as she moved around to a set of shelves and returned with a scroll. “There’s a lot of supplies being sent towards Hailit,” she said, rolling out the scroll to show a map. She prodded a section of coast at the bottom of a horseshoe-shaped bay.

      “Hayle Beach,” I murmured to myself.

      “Hailit,” Lilia frowned. “I’ve no idea where Hayle Beach is.”

      I nodded, remembering that whatever names I was used to seeing from my world would mean nothing to these people. “That’s only a few hours' march from Aldith,” I grimaced. “And it was in the direction those soldiers were heading.”

      Griselda met my gaze and I nodded, “We need to get out of the city. This place is a lost cause. We could do little more than destroy it.”

      “Don’t be so hasty,” Lilia shook her head. “For starters, you’re being hunted. Getting you out won’t be easy. Secondly, there are a great number of supporters of Aldith within this city. Governor Enda has kept them mostly in the dark and only his supporters will know of the coming war.”

      “What should we do then?” I asked.

      “I’ll have you taken to my home. It will be safe there. You’ll be comfortable until I can get you out of the city at the very least.”

      I glanced over at Griselda who smiled, before checking with Fahla who gave me a blank look that told me that I needed to prod her to speak up for herself more often.

      “Alright, we’ll take you up on that offer.”

      Lilia smiled. “Not that you have much of a choice.”

      Flanked by her guards, Lilia guided us through the underground tunnels. It wasn’t all that far in the grand scheme of things, but there were enough twists and turns that getting lost was a real possibility. She explained that the tunnels led to many places and for safety there were no maps. Anyone caught making one was permanently removed, so guides were employed to teach anyone using the tunnels how to get to their specific destination. Knowledge of the tunnels itself was seen as a kind of prestige. But that didn’t matter all that much to me.

      Unlike the bookcase in the cellar of the tavern that brought us underground. We had to climb a flight of stairs that led to a simple door. That door had a hidden switch on the other side and was disguised as a wall panel in a well decorated room. As Lilia closed the panel behind us, all but one of her men remained in the tunnel. I couldn’t help but smirk at how well laid out the entrance was. With a set of ornate tapestries set either side, anyone searching the property would be more inclined to look under those than the bare wall between them.

      “I’ll show you to your rooms,” Lilia said with a smile. “There are bathing facilities as well.”

      “Thank you,” Griselda smiled.

      Through a set of doors and a short hallway, we were brought into a suite. Where Lilia left us with a polite smile.

      “I’ll take the room on the left,” Griselda gestured to the first door. “You take the one on the far side.”

      I nodded in agreement. The suite was simple in design, if not by decoration. There were tapestries, paintings and all the furniture was richly decorated. Not that I cared about any of that. Griselda quickly made her way into the room she indicated. I took Fahla's hand and brought her to the one at the far end of the room. Pushing the door open, I smiled at the room. It reminded me a lot of the one Aldith had put me in. There was a bed, a bath and various bookshelves and other furniture scattered around. Only this was far more compact.

      “Would milord care to bathe?” Fahla asked softly.

      I looked at her innocent smile, “Two conditions. First, you don’t do any heavy lifting. Second, will you join me?”

      An hour later after the last of the servants had finally left, I was scrubbing Fahla’s back.

      “This is-”

      “You should know by now I don’t give a fuck what’s improper or not,” I snarked as I rinsed the cloth to get the soap off it.

      “But, Milord. You need to understand how others will view your actions.”

      “Pfft,” I snorted. “The only person I care about other than you, is Aldith. And from the way she helped you suck my dick, I think she’s fine with it.”

      Fahla shuddered for a moment, before taking a long breath of air. “Milord?”

      “Yes Fahla?” I smirked as I gave her back a final rinse.

      “Milord, may I?”

      “May you what?” I asked, slightly confused as to what she was asking.

      “I want to,” she murmured softly. “Suck.” She turned in my grip and got to her knees in the water.

      “Fahla, you’re injured,” I started to protest.

      She just smiled, “I won’t use my hands then.” She shuffled closer on her knees. “You take such good care of me. And it’s been so long since I’ve performed my wifely duties.”

      The look she was giving me sent blood straight to my cock. I was always packing at least half a chub when I had my hands on her nude body. But the coy smile on her face had me rock hard in an instant. Fahla smiled and bit her lip as it rose to nose level.

      “Sit on the edge of the bath, milord.”

      I stepped back, doing as she ordered, before sitting. She shuffled forward on her knees and I smirked. “Which is it? You called this your wifely duties earlier, now you just called me lord.”

      “M-milord… You… You mean so much to me. I owe you everything-”

      I knew I’d fucked up a little. She was getting all bent out of shape, being unable to accept how I felt about her. And… with a little luck, what she felt about me. “It’s okay Fahla,” I smiled softly. “I don’t mind you calling me, milord, while you perform your wifely duties.”

      “Thank you,” she blushed.

      With a wipe of her nose, she leaned forward and pressed a kiss to the head of my cock. It was sweet, soft and completely at odds with the way she pushed me into the back of her mouth a moment later. She looked up at me with sweet innocent eyes as she bobbed her head back and forth. She was so beautiful and so sexy all at once. Part of me wanted to grab her and throw her onto the bed. But I knew this is what she wanted.

      “Mmm,” she moaned softly as she pushed me right to the back of her mouth.

      “You’re such a good girl,” I smiled. “You should be proud of yourself.”

      “Mhmm,” she nodded, bobbing her head.

      The tightness of her lips, combined with the exploration of her tongue to make my toes curl. As she pushed her face down over my cock, she slid her tongue forward. And as she pulled away, she retracted her tongue again. The heightened sensitivity of her tongue rubbing over the base of my cock was driving me insane.

      “Are you ready?” I hissed.

      “Mhmm.”

      I watched as she took a deep breath, before pushing all the way down my cock. Unlike usual though, she stuck her tongue out even further and swallowed firmly. And a moment later, I was inside her throat.

      “Oh fuck,” I grunted.

      Fahla just kept staring at me. Her lips and tongue worked my shaft, while she very lightly bobbed her head. Her eyes started to water and she made a noise before suddenly pulling away. Gasping for a breath of air, I was about to ask if she was okay, when she pushed my cock right into her throat a second time.

      Gritting my teeth, the last thing I expected was for the door to open.

      “Evan, I was… Oh.”

      Fahla yanked her head off my cock as I tipped over the edge. It… It was awful. The orgasm still happened, globs of my cum sprayed out and splattered over her face. She turned away in shame at both being caught in a sexual act, and at ruining my orgasm. All the while I grit my teeth through sheer frustration.

      “I’ll come back later,” Griselda smiled nervously and left.

      “I’m sorry milord,” Fahla whimpered meekly.

      I took one look at her as she practically had her face in the water, she held herself so low. Despite the uncomfortable ache in my balls, it wasn’t really her fault and I let out a sigh. “It’s okay Fahla.”

      “But-”

      “Fahla, it’s fine. Hopefully next time I demand you perform your wifely duties, we won’t get interrupted.”

      “Demand, milord?”

      I gave her a smile as she blushed. “After that performance, you’ll be lucky if I don’t order it three times a day.” Her eyes snapped to my cock and I shook my head. “No time now. Griselda needed something.”

      When we stepped out into the main room, Griselda was looking rather uncomfortable with Lilia. They were both sitting around a table drinking tea.

      “So glad of you to join us,” Lilia smiled.

      I chose not to answer as Fahla was embarrassed enough, and I was still extremely uncomfortable.

      “Right, well,” Lilia cleared her throat awkwardly. “Change of the guard is before sunrise. I’ll be moving you back to the tavern an hour before dawn. One of my men will be at the main gate. He’ll let you out.”

      “That simple?” I asked.

      “That simple,” Lilia confirmed with a smile.

      “Is…” I shook my head at the frustration I felt. “Is there anything else to discuss?”

      “No,” Lilia replied, picking up on my mood. “Dinner will be here shortly though.”

      I sighed softly and directed Fahla to sit before she could pull the ‘improper’ card on me again. She still pouted though as I sat beside her. We sat in an uncomfortable silence for a time before the meal was delivered. A lovely roast of beef and vegetables that went down far easier than the sporadic conversation. I was still so uncomfortable. It was like I’d been blue balled or something. At the conclusion of the meal, I waited for Fahla to scramble to finish her own, before we both retired to the bedroom. Once inside, she and I headed for the bed where I intended to snuggle for a while. But even that was interrupted a few minutes later by a sharp knock on the door.

      Before Fahla could get up, I snarled and stormed over. Pulling the door open, I glared at Griselda who stood on the other side.

      “Evan, I would like to apologise for storming in earlier. I understand you and Fahla must be rather uncomfortable with the entire situation. I would also like to invite you both to my room for the moment. I have something that may be of interest to you.”

      Whatever angry retort I was about to come out with, washed away as she spoke and I was left more confused than angry.

      “Let's see what she wants, Milord,” Fahla said as she took my hand.

      With a nod of my head, Griselda led us across into her room, where I froze at the sight before me. Trussed up, nude on the bed, was Lilia. She was on her back, ass facing towards me. Her arms had been crossed behind her back and tied there, while her legs had been pulled into a squat and tied around her ankles and hips. There were also two polished dowels that looked like old school dildos that had been pushed inside her. She was otherworldly in her beauty and the look she gave me over the gag in her mouth told me she expected me to take advantage of the fact.

      I glanced over at Fahla, who was blushing, but openly staring at the bound woman on the bed. Seeing no discomfort or desire to leave in her expression, I moved closer. There were several spare ropes lying about and I picked one up.

      “Silk,” Griselda said softly. “I figured this was as good an apology as any. You may do as you wish while in this room.”

      I nodded as I made a simple loop and hung it loosely over my wrist. “I’ll take that offer,” I smiled and offered my hand for Griselda to shake.

      The gesture must have been somewhat familiar as she reached out and took hold. The moment she did so, I slipped the loop over her wrist and pulled it tight. Her eyes went wide as I pulled her around and shoved her face first onto the bed. I knew she would have been able to overpower me in an instant on any regular day. So I acted quickly. Throwing my weight onto her back, I wrapped the rope around her other hand and started pulling tight.

      “Evan!” Griselda growled.

      “What?” I snapped back. “You said I could do anything I wish in this room, didn’t you?”

      She snarled as I made a few adjustments as her wrists were secured properly. I was sure if she really wanted to, she could escape. But this would suit my needs.

      “I didn’t intend for me!” Griselda complained as I rolled her onto her back. The glare she gave me was in stark contrast to how she was breathing.

      “Aldith really wasn’t kidding about you, was she?” Griselda literally growled at me then. I just smirked. “Tell me to stop, and I’ll untie you and go back to my room. No questions asked.”

      I saw the flash of hesitation behind her eyes. But it lasted only a moment before she snarled again. “You wouldn’t dare.”

      “What were your words?” I chuckled. “Not unless you were bound and gagged?” Her low growl turned into a long hiss as she grit her teeth together. I just looked over at Fahla who met my eyes immediately. “Fahla, could you remove your clothing and sit on Griselda’s face?”

      “What?” The elder dragon snapped.

      “I don’t have a gag,” I shrugged. “So this will do. Unless of course you want me to leave?”

      She shut her mouth and turned her head as if to ignore me. I just smirked and pried apart her gown. The long slit down to her stomach made it beyond easy and her nipples were the first thing I noticed. Reaching out, I lightly pinched one and she made a soft moan while refusing to look at me again.

      “Milord?” Fahla squeaked.

      I turned and froze at the sight of her mostly nude form. Her hair was still up, but her dress was gone. She blushed as I looked her over. She wore a corset, it was simple but she’d inverted the soft cups for her breasts so they hung exposed over the top. It was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.

      “Here, let me help you get seated,” I offered my hand.

      “You’ll never get away with this,” Griselda hissed.

      “There’s nothing to get away with,” I snorted. “You want this as much as we do.”

      Griselda closed her mouth and scowled as Fahla stepped up onto the bed. I turned her to face me and she blushed as she lowered herself down on Griselda’s face. As expected, she struggled lightly and tried to fight. But right before Fahla’s soft pussy touched down, Griselda suddenly turned her head and opened her mouth.

      “Oh,” Fahla twitched.

      I saw Griselda’s tongue slip out where her lips covered Fahla’s clit, so I knew what she was doing. Aldith was a damn genius. Sliding my hands up Griselda’s legs, I felt the goosebumps form as I exposed her flesh. Not only did she open her legs willingly to show me a complete lack of underwear. But her pussy had already drooled a large wet patch under her ass.

      I didn’t waste a moment. Climbing up onto the bed, I fished out my cock and pushed it into her. Griselda shuddered and Fahla moaned from whatever she was doing beneath. I just grinned as I slowly fucked my second dragon pussy. She was tight, hot and it seemed to massage me with each thrust of my cock. I reached out and took Fahla by the back of the head. Pulling her into a firm kiss, we traded tongues as I fucked the submissive dragon.

      “How does it feel?” I asked.

      Fahla gave me an odd look, “Good… So good but…”

      “But?”

      Fahla shuddered and bit her lip. “She’s not you,” Fahla whimpered.

      I suddenly felt bad and frowned. “Do you want to stop?”

      Fahla rapidly shook her head, “No! No, I… I want this. I just… In the bath, I was… Touching myself and… I want… Inside.”

      Pulling my cock from Griselda, I shuffled forward and grabbed Fahla’s hips. She squeaked as I pulled her forward and gasped as I pushed my cock into her.

      “Like this?” I asked.

      Fahla nodded quickly as she moaned and rocked her hips. I smiled and was about to start thrusting when her eyes shot wide.

      “Fahla?”

      “She’s… She’s licking.”

      I just grinned and started thrusting. “Your ass?” I asked. Fahla nodded quickly. “You like it that much?” Fahla nodded again as she started breathing heavier. I increased my pace, sliding my cock into her impossibly wet pussy as she shuddered and grabbed at me with her good arm. “Are you going to cum?” I asked softly.

      “Yes,” Fahla squeaked.

      “Maybe I need to do more things with that pretty little ass of yours then?”

      Fahla gasped and began to shudder as she nodded her head, “Anything milord. Anything with my pretty little ass!”

      I grinned and braced as I fucked her as hard as I could, while holding her close. “Maybe soon, we can do this again but in reverse?” I kissed her lightly as her eyes began to roll into the back of her head. “Just imagine, that lovely tongue invading your little pussy, while my cock pushes into that pretty little ass.”

      Fahla squeaked and came hard. Her good arm clutched at me desperately as I fucked her towards my own end. Her hips rocked as if she was trying to escape the intense feeling between them. But her mouth found my own as she screamed into a firm kiss she planted on my lips. I erupted inside her. Pumping my seed into her body, relieving the ache from my previous ruined orgasm. I held Fahla close as we came together and I held her longer as we both came back to reality. She blushed furiously and hid her face in my shoulder. I smiled at her embarrassment and lifted her off Griselda.

      “Oh thank the gods,” the elder groaned. “Evan, please?”

      I blinked as she raised her knees and begged. Then I had an evil thought. “Maybe next time. I have something I wish to speak to Fahla about.”

      Griselda was still whimpering and begging as I closed the door and carried Fahla back into our room in a bridal carry. The whole time, her eyes spoke of embarrassment and mischief. Despite the idiocy of how she came to me. I found myself thankful. She really was perfect in every way.
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      Merlin checked the progress of the fleet. It was ahead of schedule, just as he’d planned. Governor Enda had sent word that he was ready. The army was practically ready to mobilise the day it landed. He almost regretted not going along though. The army would still take a day or so to arm and ready themselves to march. And it would be beneath the mage’s skill to accelerate the process. Humans, after all, had rather feeble minds and the crest painted on their armour made it easy to persuade them to behave in whatever manner he saw fit. Similar to the human girl laying dead on the floor now devoid of her collar.

      She had begged and pleaded for her life throughout her various climaxes. But both she and Merlin knew how it would end. Her corpse would lie there until the morning maids came in to change his sheets. He always felt a sense of satisfaction after one of his little splurges. It never did the maids any good to get complacent. The last thing any of them wanted was to miss some dust and earn his ire. Especially now. He didn’t have the time to skin some poor woman alive for his amusement while commanding his forces from afar. Even if it would amuse him.

      “M-milord?” A small voice called from his side. “Your meals will be brought up shortly.”

      Merlin glanced over at the owner of the voice. She was young, attractive, barely over the age of majority. Her eyes were locked on the corpse of the dead girl and she trembled in place.

      “Would you like to join her?” Merlin asked.

      The young maid shook her head quickly as tears rolled down her cheeks and urine pooled on the floor.

      Merlin watched the spread of yellow liquid and smirked. “You are to lick that mess up by the time I’ve finished my evening meal, or I will remove your skin and use it to mop up what you leave behind.”

      The young maid sobbed brokenly as she got to her knees and shuddered at what she was about to do.

      Merlin just turned his back to the sight. Fear was its own reward and absolute power was all that mattered. And after losing two elders, Merlin felt a certain satisfaction as he listened to the young woman’s broken sobbing.
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      “I still can’t believe that worked,” I sighed as the Expy came into view.

      I could see the light reflecting off the hull as it peeked through the trees. It had gone just as Mistress Ethernia, or Lilia as we knew her, had said it would. We moved back to the slums in the early hours. When the guard changed at the front gate, one of them opened a man sized door and simply walked away long enough for us to walk through. And here we were, just at dawn as we approached our ride back to Aldith.

      “Wait,” Griselda held up her hand.

      I froze as she did and Fahla pressed herself to my side. In the silence, we could hear voices. There were two of them and they were both in the direction of the Expy. We crept closer, taking our time so that we didn’t make any noise. As our view of the Expy became clearer, I could make out two figures standing around my aircraft. One stared in wonder, while the other drew an arrow from a quiver on their back and tapped the side.

      “It’s not metal,” they exclaimed. “It looks like metal though.”

      “We best not be touching it then. For all we know, it might wake up and bite us.”

      “More likely the owner will just want to know what you’re doing here,” I called loudly.

      The pair spun around in shock as we stepped through the trees. They eyed us cautiously, but their hands strayed to their belt where they had long knives strapped.

      “You’re not soldiers,” I frowned, seeing no sign of the triangular mark on their chests.

      The first man spat on the ground, “Fuckin oath we’re not.”

      “Dad, we should go,” the younger of the two whispered.

      “Poachers then,” Griselda frowned. “You know the penalty.”

      The older shoved the younger behind him and pulled a knife. “We didn’t have a choice!” He growled.

      “Whoa,” I stepped between the two groups. “Griselda, is poaching really something we need to be worrying about right now?”

      “If we let them go now, what’s to say they’re not out here doing it again? Animal populations need to be preserved for the good of the many!” She hissed.

      “Soldiers took our farm!” The younger one called. “We’ve nothing to eat.”

      “The law is-”

      “Griselda,” I growled.

      She seemed to shrink back for a moment. “Evan, the law-”

      “Can ease up in the middle of a war,” I said firmly. “They just said soldiers took their farm. We know they’ve been taking shit and if they were hardened criminals, they’d probably have tried to kill us by now.”

      “They could have made that up!” She hissed.

      I turned and looked at the pair, “How far away is your farm?”

      Griselda was fuming in the co-pilot’s seat with Fahla sitting on her lap. The man and his son were sitting in Griselda’s seat and they both gasped as the Expy gently lifted from the ground. I yawed us around and checked our position on the map.

      “You said a few hours walk to the West, right?”

      “Yes, my lord,” the man grunted.

      I nodded slowly and throttled up while adjusting the vectored thrusters. I wasn’t going too fast, and I wasn’t going far. That was the only reason they were inside at all. It also reinforced that I needed more seats. If Griselda would give up her bedroom, I could put the printer in there and that would free up the printing room for passengers. I flew steadily just above the treetops as we headed in the direction of their farm. It only took a few minutes by flight before I could make out what looked like a farm how they’d described, and even from here, I could see they weren’t lying.

      The barn was only partially standing. The home was a blackened mess. The crops that were left were trampled into the dirt. I brought the Expy into a hover and brought us in for a soft landing. Hitting the switch for the cargo doors, I stood and gestured for the others to follow. I stopped at the bottom of the ramp and looked out over the mess left behind.

      “See milord.”

      I turned as the younger shook their head sadly. Under the hood they wore, all I could make out was a slender face and a pout. They were young and as their father approached, he looked equally sad.

      “Our winter stores were in the barn. Even if it were intact, they destroyed whatever they couldn’t be bothered picking. With the cold season coming, I’ve set up a shelter in the trees to help us get through the winter. Then… then I suppose we get back to planting.”

      “Griselda, how would Aldith react to this?”

      “With anger,” the elder sighed. “I’m sorry I doubted you.”

      I nodded slowly. “I suppose the question is then, do I bring you back to the capital, or do I bring help back when I can?”

      The man blinked, “Take her.”

      “Dad no!”

      “Cena!”

      I blinked and looked at the younger of the pair. He’d clearly said ‘her’ and now I looked closer. “Sir, I promise, no harm will come to your daughter.”

      “You’re right, because I’m not going,” she snarled, stepping away from me.

      “Cena, even with poaching, keeping us both fed would be hard,” he pleaded. “I won’t leave the farm, but I can get you to safety.”

      “You don’t have enough seats,” Griselda whispered.

      I nodded, “Alright, compromise.” I cleared my throat, catching the attention of the man and his daughter. “The capital is a bit of a flight, so I’ll need a spare seat for your daughter. So I’m going to head back now, leaving you both here. I’ll pick up some supplies and bring them back. You have that long to decide if Cena is coming back to the capital with me.”

      “I’m not going,” she snapped.

      The man sighed and nodded his head. “We’ll talk about it. And… Thank you my lord.”

      I just rolled my eyes. It seemed the whole world wanted to give me a title I hadn’t earned and it was getting hard to fight it. Even Fahla preferred using it, and we just spent a couple days pretending she was my wife.

      “Back soon,” I waved them off.

      Stepping back into the Expy, I made my way back to my seat. Fahla and Griselda knew what they were doing and strapped themselves in while I got the Expy running again. Using the sensor equipment, I saw the father and daughter had made their way to safety on the far side of the barn. I nodded in appreciation and flicked the switch for the cargo doors and throttled the engines up. As we lifted from the ground, I raised the landing gear and slowly began to accelerate as the cargo door slowly closed. As I gained altitude, I adjusted the vectored thrusters and throttled up to compensate.

      I didn’t bother climbing to any great altitude. This wasn’t about efficiency of travel, more about speed and convenience. Throttling up, I could hear Fahla cackling in the co-pilot’s seat as we raced across the landscape. I kept pushing right past Mach 1. The world looked strange at this altitude and speed. The ground appeared in a spot up ahead, before it seemed to stretch and warp from speed as we raced past. There was no way anyone in the area would miss us coming past. But that was kinda the point. Merlin knew I was out here. He had spies. So why hide it? I could fly off somewhere and be hard to pin down. I could even make it a point to live in the Expy and permanently just live at a higher altitude than a dragon could reach and only visit the surface of the earth to resupply. Or, I could own what I did. Make a name for myself and show the people there was someone out there to rival Merlin. And seeing as most people called me lord and assumed I was a mage, I figured making a statement wasn’t a bad idea.

      It only took a few minutes before the capital came into view. Throttling back, I opened the air brakes and adjusted the vectored thrusters. As our speed decreased, I slowly throttled up to produce more lift as we transitioned from flight to hovering. I still needed to pull a quick cobra to bleed off some of our velocity and I swung us around the keep. Yawing to face the cargo doors towards the entryway to our rooms, I lowered the Expy to the ground and hit the switch for the cargo doors before shutting everything else down.

      Griselda and Fahla waited politely for me to leave the cockpit first and I made my way out to the doors. They were already half way down and I could see Aldith striding quickly towards us with a concerned expression.

      “You’re back!” She called.

      I nodded and stepped down the ramp as it settled on the stone ground. “There’s an army to the north.”

      “One of my handmaidens, Lilia, managed to escape,” Griselda added, stepping down beside me.

      Aldith blinked, “One survived.”

      “I didn’t ask if there were others,” Griselda sighed. “I’m sorry-”

      “No,” Aldith smiled and hugged her friend. “Don’t apologise. Just knowing one of ours still lives. There could be more, Evan…” She turned and locked eyes with me. “Thank you.”

      “No need to thank me. But I do need to do something.”

      “Name it.”

      An hour later, I circled the farm, spotting the lone figure waving at me from the barn. I nodded and brought the Expy around to land. Only this time, as I touched down, I didn’t shut down the engines. Idling them, I waved for Fahla to stay where she sat and unclipped myself. The wagon I had in the back was still tied to the winch and I plucked the remote as I manually hit the cargo door release. As it came down, the father was waiting for me and I waved for him to stay back. As the ramp came down, it was time to practice how gently I could pilot the Expy. I didn’t have a lot of practice with this kind of thing, but it wasn’t like I was trying to put the wagon on a roof. I just needed it out.

      Strapping myself back into my seat, I throttled up just enough to make the Expy wobble if I touched the controls. Which was exactly what I wanted. Pulling back on the stick, the nose of the Expy began to raise. With a little more throttle, the Expy rotated as the shock absorbers in the landing gear were able to extend to their relaxed positions as the weight came off them. It was also enough for the wagon to roll back, where it was halted by the winch.

      “Here,” I held the remote out to Fahla, who took it with a smile. “Red button extends, green button retracts. You’re in charge of getting the wagon out.”

      She nodded eagerly, “Yes milord!”

      Twisting in her seat to see better, she found the button she needed and pressed it. I held the Expy steady as the wagon slowly rolled out the door and down the cargo ramp until the wheels touched the ground.

      “Milord, it’s stopped.”

      I nodded, “Right, keep holding it, I’m going to move the Expy.”

      Ever so gently, I pitched the nose down slightly. If not for the slight tremor from the cargo door dragging on the ground, I probably wouldn’t have noticed I was moving at all. There wasn’t even a warning light that came on to tell me the Expy had detected a problem. With the slow drag forward, the wagon came completely off the ramp and onto the ground. I took that as my sign to lower the nose to the ground and go back to idle.

      “You can stop now,” I told Fahla.

      She nodded and waited behind as I unstrapped myself. Leaning over, I plucked the remote from her offered hand and pressed a kiss to her cheek. She smiled widely at me as I headed out the back towards the man who… He was carrying her.

      “Where can I put her?” He asked.

      I frowned at the wriggling bundle in his arms. “I’m not-”

      “My lord, when the soldiers came through, they had other women. She cut her hair and put on these clothes to appear as a man. I beg you, take her where she will be safe.”

      I sighed and nodded, “Fine, bring her inside.”

      The man tried to keep up, while looking around in wonder as we entered. I paused only to unhitch the wagon and hit the retract button to bring the cable back in. Leading the man into the cockpit, I directed him to the chair. It was a tight squeeze having us all in here, but he managed and dropped Cena into the seat. She was wide eyed, red faced and clearly furious at what was happening.

      “You’ll look after her?”

      “Straight to the capital. I’ll ask Aldith to put her on as a servant or something.”

      “A bed servant?”

      I turned and looked him in the eye. “She’s her own woman. Someone puts a hand on her, I’ll kill them, you have my word.”

      “She is in good hands,” Fahla said, catching the man’s attention.

      He nodded, before touching his daughter’s face. “I love you, Cena. If one day you want to return, I will welcome you with open arms. But try, just try, to make something out of this. A farming life isn’t an easy one.”

      The young woman blinked, before scowling and looking away. She couldn’t respond through the gag stuffed in her mouth anyway. Her father gave her a hug that she couldn’t return either thanks to the ropes that bound her tightly. I just hoped she wasn’t going to come out swinging at the other end. I took a moment to strap her into place before her father smiled thinly and strolled out to check the wagon. I already knew it contained tools, equipment and jars of preserved food for the winter. He’d be fine, so long as the soldiers didn’t come back, and I had a hunch if they did, he’d rather it be without his daughter here regardless. He looked back up at me as the cargo doors raised and he nodded in my direction. Then… Well I had someone to deliver back to the castle.

      The flight was as quick as it was the first time. I flew in, landed and shut everything down. Then I had my passenger to deal with. Her eyes blazed as I stepped around to face her. Reaching up, I pried the gag from her mouth.

      “Take me back!” She growled.

      I shook my head slowly, “Your father asked me to look after you.”

      “I’m not a child!” She snapped.

      I shrugged, she looked pretty young to me, but… So did Fahla and I knew she was an adult. “Do you want me to untie you?”

      She grit her teeth like she was about to start yelling, but sighed instead. “Yes, please.”

      I nodded and unstrapped her, before working at the knots. I started at the top and unbound her arms. At that point she sat forward and worked on her legs.

      “I’ll get some meals ready,” Fahla said, squeezing out behind me.

      “Fahla?” I called.

      Fahla froze and turned, “Yes milord?”

      Before she could respond, I pulled her into a soft kiss. One she returned somewhat reluctantly, while she shot a glance at Cena, who was deliberately ignoring us.

      “Thank you Fahla,” I whispered.

      She smiled and darted away as I turned back to Cena who had just freed the last binding around her legs.

      “I won’t let you bed me.”

      I shrugged, “That’s fine. I’m not sure Fahla would want that anyway.”

      “What does she matter?” Cena asked.

      “I love her,” I turned away. “Come on.”

      Cena was a little uneasy on her feet as she followed me out. I brought her through my room and into the meeting room beyond with the round table. Aldith was seated, almost like she was waiting for me. Her head snapped up when she saw me come in and she blinked at the sight of Cena.

      “Who’s this?”

      “Cena,” I gestured to the young woman, who suddenly looked terrified as she realised just who she was staring at. “Her father asked me to bring her here. I was hoping you could give her a job, keep her out of trouble.”

      Aldith nodded, “Coming from you, I’ll take her on as a servant.”

      “Great,” I smiled.

      “What?” Cena squeaked.

      “Cena isn’t it?” Aldith asked.

      “Y-yes?”

      “Yes what?”

      Cena trembled. “Yes my king.”

      “Better,” Aldith smiled. “Once Fahla comes back, you are to go with her. She will help show you the basics and we can work from there.”

      Cena nodded slowly, “Yes,” she said, before squeaking out, “My king.”

      I made my way over to my chair, which was beside where Aldith was seated. As I got comfortable, the door opened and Fahla came in with a cart. Cena practically ran to her, making Fahla confused for a moment, but she took it in her stride and figured what was happening. It was partly that intelligence that drew me to her.

      “Now, Griselda has informed me that there’s a staging area at Hailit,” Aldith said as Fahla plated up two meals for us. I also noted there were two more that she took away with Cena at her heels. I was glad that she understood that I’d be upset if she skipped meals in order to work. “With a fleet coming in a few days and an army already to the north, I can only assume that they will both strike at once.”

      “That’s probably accurate. If you mobilised an army to defend against one, the other would flank you.”

      “I’m glad you and I are on the same page,” She smiled.

      I caught the look and sighed. “I have a small request.”

      Aldith nodded slowly, seeming to realise this was something important. “Is this about Fahla?”

      I nodded, “Yes. She and I are getting rather close.”

      Aldith nodded. “I will defer to her judgement then,” she smiled. “But I don’t think she’s going to have any complaints.”

      I thought about Griselda and smirked, “You’re probably right. But…”

      “You love her,” Aldith nodded. “I won’t ask you to play favourites. That isn’t fair on anyone. Just please understand that we elders are rather selective.”

      “And I have no problems with my lord providing you with heirs,” Fahla said from the doorway.

      “And our other activities?” Aldith asked.

      Fahla bit her lip softly. “I enjoyed our time together,” she said softly.

      Aldith smirked. “Tonight, would you like-”

      “Yes,” Fahla said quickly. “Yes, I would, very much.”

      “Excellent,” Aldith smiled. “You could almost say, this dragon pussy has an itch that needs scratching.”

      I smirked as Fahla blushed. Part of me wondered if there was a little cuckquean in there. But from my experience, she enjoyed participating as well. Maybe after what had happened to her, she had simply given up on the idea of her rigid sexuality. In either case, I was going to make sure she got as much attention as she deserved and wanted. And maybe even a little more.

      Aldith and I discussed the coming battle. They would be on the move in a few days, while they finished preparations. The two armies would most likely attack at the same time, maybe a few hours apart just to throw us off. The two pronged attack would overwhelm our defences and at best, we’d be left with a siege. And while I could get a few people out with the Expy, that meant abandoning the city. So our only option was an attack of our own. I destroy the northern army myself with the help of Griselda and Aldith. Then I have a few days to rearm and print more ammunition before the second army arrives.

      “It’s getting late,” Aldith announced while we looked over the maps. We discussed possible routes they would take and where deserters would try to flee. Let's be honest. Once I unleashed those thirties on the army, I outright expected them to break. Not to mention the other surprise I had cooking up from the nearby farms.

      “Milord, would you care to bathe this evening?” Fahla asked.

      “Umm, my king-”

      “I’ll bathe with Evan,” Aldith waved off Cena’s concerns. “Fahla, if you will show her to my room, Cena, get some rest. You’ll be up early with Fahla for breakfast.”

      “Yes my king,” Cena nodded before following Fahla into Aldith’s chambers.

      I made notes of the few spots that would be good to check in the morning before finally turning away as Griselda stepped into the room. “Oh, drawing up plans without me?”

      “Not much of a plan,” Aldith smirked. “We’re going out tomorrow to destroy an army. Then we wait for the second and destroy that one as well.”

      Griselda nodded slowly, “Well that works at least.”

      “Good,” Aldith smiled. “Would you care to join us for bathing?”

      And that’s how I ended up in my bath surrounded by beautiful women. Aldith sat on my right, gently pressing her leg against my own in a gesture of affection. Griselda sat across watching me with a strange look. Fahla, was hunched over in front of me while I scrubbed her back.

      “Milord,” she whispered.

      “Neither of us are offended dear,” Griselda sighed.

      “Maybe a little jealous,” Aldith added.

      “But, it’s im-”

      I pinched her ass, making her yelp. She twisted to scowl at me. I just took that as an opportunity to pull her into a kiss. One she returned despite her protests about the level of intimacy I showed her in front of the two elders.

      “Why?” She asked as our kiss broke.

      “Because I love you, and I don’t care who knows it,” I whispered back.

      Fahla froze and looked up at me. “Love?”

      I nodded and cupped her face with the palm of my hands. “What did you think I meant when I started talking about children?”

      “But…” Fahla blinked. “What?”

      “It’s… A little unorthodox, but would you like me to make your union official? We can worry about a proper ceremony later,” Aldith offered.

      “What?” Fahla squeaked as she trembled in my arms.

      “I think Aldith just offered to marry us,” I smiled and kissed her. She stared at me with big wide eyes. “Fahla. I don’t care what anybody says or thinks. I love you. You’re the perfect woman and I’m sure you’ll be the perfect wife. Please marry me?”

      “I… I’m just a bed servant.”

      “A bed servant I love enough to want to marry, yes.”

      Fahla blinked and slowly nodded her head. “Okay.”

      “That doesn’t sound very convincing,” I smirked.

      Fahla blinked, “I’m yours,” then she turned to Aldith. “Make me his. Please, he owns me. I want to be his.”

      “We’ll do a proper ceremony after the war to celebrate,” Aldith said while I stared at Fahla, who had an almost manic smile on her face. “For now though, your wishes are accorded. You are now one, may your love be eternal.”

      Of all the things I expected, seeing a ghostly orb of blue energy rise from Fahla’s skin, was definitely not it. I flinched as it rushed into me and I felt it sink into my bones as Fahla threw herself into my arms. She cried hysterically while clinging to me as I felt a rush of information flood my senses.

      “What did you do to me?” I asked.

      Fahla sat back, still smiling, but now looking confused. But it was the expression on Aldith and Griselda’s faces that really stunned me.

      “Did… Did you just…”

      “I have no idea what that was,” I said seriously. “What happened?”

      “Give her an order,” Aldith said, nodding at Fahla.

      “Order?” I looked up at Fahla who was perched on my lap. She looked confused, but not upset.

      “Order,” Aldith repeated. “Something, anything, we just need to check something.”

      I blinked and looked Fahla in the eyes. “Cum.”

      It was the first thing that came to mind. I expected Fahla to blush and the situation to rectify. What I wasn’t expecting was for Fahla’s eyes to go wide. Her fingers clamped down as her nails dug into my shoulders. Her mouth opened and I watched her shudder above me.

      “Milord,” she whimpered.

      Arching her back, she cried out and her body convulsed. I stared at her as she climaxed hard and reached out to touch her. As my hand touched her skin, she gripped my arm and shoved it between her legs. As my fingers parted her labia, I could feel the muscles contracting as she came. Without thinking, I curled my fingers inside her and she let out a loud whimper. Then I felt a jet of fluid hit my hand as she squirted at the contact.

      Almost a full minute later, Fahla finally stopped trembling and opened her eyes. She was plastered to my chest, holding me tight as her body throbbed with each wave of pleasure that wracked her body. And it had finally eased up, letting her come back to reality.

      “M-milord,” she whispered.

      “Can someone just explain what the fuck just happened?” I asked.

      “She’s yours,” Aldith said softly. “She can probably feel you, like you can probably feel her, yes?”

      I blinked and went to demand a straight answer, but I paused. There was that nagging feeling in the back of my mind. One that told me Fahla was fine. Not only was she fine, she was randy as anything. If not for her exhaustion, she’d be demanding more physical attention.

      “I… How? Aldith, I wanted a wife, what is this?”

      “It’s you,” Griselda said softly. “She made her pledge and you accepted.”

      “What pledge?”

      “She asked to be yours, you accepted and…”

      “How does that explain anything?” I gaped. “I wanted a wife, not… Not whatever that was!” Pulling Fahla close, she just smiled at me. I could see such love and adoration in her eyes.

      “It’s okay,” she whispered.

      “Is it?”

      Fahla nodded and cuddled in close. “I know how much you love me. I can feel it. I’m so happy.”

      “Is this supposed to happen?” I asked.

      Aldith and Griselda shook their heads in unison. “No. The only ones who can do what you just did are mages.”

      I blinked. “You’ve gotta be fucking kidding me.”

      “You can fuck whoever you want,” Fahla lifted her head to look at me with big, joyful eyes. “I know you’ll always come back to me.”

      Well at least that bit sounded right. Fahla was mine…
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      The light of the morning sun was barely lightening the evening sky when I boarded the Expy. With only two spare seats, Fahla had reluctantly agreed to stay behind with Cena. But that didn’t mean I couldn't sense her following me up into the cockpit. Just the knowledge of what I had done to her last night.

      “Milord?”

      I froze. Turning slowly I looked at the small frown on her pretty face.

      SLAP

      My cheek stung as I reared back. Before I could respond she slapped me again.

      “Stop slapping me!” I snapped.

      I was immediately rewarded with a kick to my shin that had me jump back.

      “What are you doing?!” I growled as the angry woman approached.

      “Teaching you a lesson!” She snarled, aiming to kick me for a moment.

      “Stop!” I ordered, hating myself for giving her yet another order.

      Fahla froze in place, but still glared at me. “You still don’t understand,” she hissed.

      “Understand what?” I asked in exasperation. “I made you a slave and-”

      “AND IT’S WHAT I WANTED!” Fahla screeched. “Don’t you remember what I said to the King? I asked to be made yours, and she gave me to you.”

      “I thought she was going to marry us, not make you a slave!”

      “Would a slave slap and kick you?” Fahla asked.

      I froze, “I… I don’t know.”

      “Milord, I am still me. I can still think, speak and act with as much freedom or restriction as you wish.”

      “I just want you to be happy,” I sighed, taking her by the shoulders.

      Fahla nodded, “I know. And that’s why I’m so mad at you right now. Don’t you understand? I’m in your head. I KNOW how much you love me. I can feel it.”

      I sighed and pulled her close. “That’s why I feel bad. I feel like I’ve taken something from you.”

      “You’ve given me everything,” She smiled, looking into my eyes. “You gave me it all, and I gave myself back to you. Besides,” Fahla smiled widely. “After what you did to me in the bath, you and I both know how you’re likely to use my gift.”

      I smirked and nodded. It had been awkward as hell once we’d realised what had happened. And with Fahla’s insistence the night had continued. Post nut clarity on the other hand, revealed my regrets.

      “Don’t,” she growled softly and kissed me. I moaned into the feel of her lips and she pulled away with a smile. “Better.”

      I let out a sigh and held her close. “Be safe,” I told her. Then I paused. “That’s an order.”

      Fahla trembled for a moment, “Yes milord-”

      “Husband,” I corrected.

      “Yes, husband,” Fahla nuzzled my neck softly. “But you’ll always be my lord.”

      I heard the footsteps of the two elder dragons coming up the ramp and slowly pulled away from the woman I loved like a wife. She smiled up at me like she followed my trail of thought. I’d need to talk to her later about what exactly she could sense from me. Other than the initial burst of information I gained when… When I enslaved her. I hadn’t felt much since other than what she told me. Whereas she was adamant she was in my head at all times.

      “Are we interrupting anything?” Aldith asked.

      “No, my king,” Fahla said, stepping away. “I will await your return.”

      “If you could give Cena some more training, I would be grateful,” Aldith added as Fahla turned to leave.

      “Yes, my king.”

      We watched her leave quickly and Aldith turned to give me a faint smile. “She has no regrets.”

      “I have a few.”

      “Put them out of your mind,” Griselda said, stepping closer. “That woman loves you so much she gave you her own soul. The least you could do is accept that love for what it is.”

      I looked out the rear doors at Fahla’s retreating form. I smiled and focused for a few moments on how much I loved her. Fahla paused for a moment, like she’d been hit with something. I watched her head turn, showing me the smile on her face, before she scampered off to do whatever it was she was doing.

      “I don’t know if I should be offended or not,” Aldith chuckled. “All this dragon pussy and he falls in love with the first human woman he claps eyes on.”

      I laughed and shook my head, before grabbing her by the back of her head. Before Aldith could react, I pulled her into a kiss. Her lips were soft and she smelled good. There was definitely an attraction I felt to the large woman. And I hoped I was able to show that as she moaned softly. Pulling away, I grinned as she blinked at me.

      “Get yourself buckled in. The sooner we do this, the better.”

      A minute later we were airborne. A few after that and we were high above the clouds. The plan was simple. Griselda and Aldith would leap from the rear of the Expy and land amongst the army. I knew the signal and what I was looking for. When I checked the map, I gestured for them to get ready. At this altitude I had to rely on the Expy for air if I was going to open the cargo doors. So I connected the airline to my helmet and waited for it to seal and pressurise over my face. I took a few deep breaths, appreciating the air quality that came through the filters and glanced over at Aldith who was beside me in the co-pilot’s seat.

      “I’m going to start slowing down. When I open the doors, you and Griselda need to jump out so I can close them again. At this height, nobody should know what’s going on.”

      “Got it,” She replied a little too loudly, directly into the microphone on her HUD.

      She pried it off and dropped it on the dash cluster before undoing her harness. I glanced over my shoulder to see Griselda stand and give Aldith a hand. She was the more experienced with the straps and it didn’t surprise me to see her up and about.

      I cut the throttle back to idle and adjusted the vectored thrusters in anticipation for hovering. In a straight line I could risk opening the doors, but I still wanted to be going slow enough that I didn’t have to turn and come back at any point. I only had so many rounds so I needed to fire them where they would count. The printer, while doing an admirable job at replenishing my supply, printed one round every minute. Whereas I could fire one-hundred and fifty a second. So every burst needed to count.

      “Opening the doors!” I yelled, hoping they would hear me.

      Flicking the switch the sound of rushing wind filled the Expy and I activated the sensors. Through them I watched as both elder dragons checked their weapons as they walked through the cargo bay. I watched as Aldith turned to look back at me. I gave her a thumbs up and she nodded before the both strode down the ramp. Then they were gone. Increasing the throttle, I pitched up, slowing the Expy further. Hitting the switch for the cargo doors, I watched as Griselda and Aldith shifted into their dragon forms.

      They plummeted straight down like arrows. I briefly had a moment, thinking about putting a saddle on one of them and riding them like steeds. Aldith might do it for fun, but Griselda would probably be offended by it. Unless I promised a sexual favour in return that is. I smirked and sighed as silence filled the Expy. With the doors closed I was able to hover in place over the army. From forty thousand feet, I knew it would take the average person about three minutes to fall. But the weight and aerodynamics of the dragons meant that number was going to be wildly inaccurate. I almost wished I had timed it as they seemed to flare their wings and separate to circle the army.

      I couldn’t see any visible reaction below and I wondered if they’d even been spotted. I was still pondering when they both seemed to descend to a single section of the army. I couldn’t make out much at this altitude. Even the sensors weren’t much help with thousands of humans bunched up. It just looked like a textured blob of varying heat signatures. The only thing I could see for sure, were the two large blots that rapidly moved over the others. I knew those were Aldith and Griselda and I grinned as they came to a stop. There were smaller blots that seemed to shift away from them both. I watched the HUD blink at the sudden heat waves that burst out, engulfing hundreds of others. Still, keeping the supplies and slaves safe while defeating the army itself would take a lot of time and effort. Not to mention dangerous once the army turned their siege and anti-dragon weapons on them.

      Rolling the Expy upside down, I pulled back on the stick to point the nose at the ground. I adjusted the thrusters back into flight mode, but reduced the throttle to idle. In this way, I dived almost silently towards the ground as the dragons did. Picking out a rather large clump of heat, I nosed in that direction and squeezed the trigger. I felt the airframe shudder as the rounds exited and I chose another target. Anywhere that looked like the heat signatures were heaviest got a blast. And I watched as the battlefield turned into chaos. The soldiers ran in all directions. The opening moments of the battle turned to chaos. I could see a red haze over the battlefield, lit up by the burst of orange flames from two dragons.

      Pulling back on the stick, I levelled off and throttled up to keep my velocity. Scanning the battlefield, I could make out a line of ballista being turned to face the marauding dragons. I banked slowly keeping my distance and timed my entry. I wanted a relatively straight line to follow without having to sweep from side to side. When I had the angle right, I levelled off and sighed. Squeezing the trigger, I loosed hundreds of rounds. I spotted half a dozen javelins launching into the air before the thirty millimetre rounds tore into the machines. The red spray went up with shattered wood. The rounds still carrying their velocity carried on, shredding through the surrounding troops. Rounds that missed or struck the ground bounced on the shallow angle, sending debris flying. As dangerous as the rounds were themselves, the shrapnel they produced with each strike was more so. These people had armour to defend against swords and spears. What I was doing must have been truly horrifying.

      It was as I passed over the army, throttling up as I climbed away, that I realised most of those below probably weren’t even armoured. We’d attacked before dawn, most of them were probably asleep until we arrived. I shuddered thinking about what it would be like on the ground. Standing there listening to the wind howl when the very ground around you explodes. Dirt, stones and bits of wood, bone and metal fragments tearing into your skin while the rounds shrieked and howled as they flew around you.

      I put those thoughts out of my mind as I rolled around. I only had a few more seconds of firing before the guns would run dry. So I wanted maximum impact. Dropping to just a few hundred feet, I aimed for the thickest concentration of troops. Aldith and Griselda were on the far side, well away from where I was aiming and where I hoped it was safe. I took a deep breath, and after yawing to the left, I squeezed the trigger and yawed to the right. The air over the army turned into a red haze. I grimaced and pulled up, hoping to avoid the cloud of vaporised human.

      Turning about, I took aim and did it all over again. The army had gone from several thousand, to just a few hundred still up and moving in just a few minutes. Their formations required clumping together to act as a unified front. But that just meant every round killed several of them and sent shrapnel into dozens more in the process. It was more a slaughter than a battle. I felt almost sick. The only relief I had was the click of the thirties and the notification that came up to let me know ammo storage was empty.

      This time as I came around, I slowed to a hover over the battlefield and watched the horror. Thousands dead. The original lines were obvious from the splattered gore that remained behind. Here and there I could see movement. Soldiers still alive, crawling, stumbling or simply standing and swaying in place. Anyone who thought of war as some glorious affair had never seen a battlefield after the conflict ended. Seeing this one was all the worse. Through the sensors I could make out only a hundred or so unharmed soldiers rushing away in all directions. There were heat patches around Griselda and Aldith who were both laying on their sides as if they were blocking the view of whoever was behind them.

      “Fuck I hope Fahla can’t see this shit in my head later,” I grumbled to myself.

      I hovered over to the far side of what I could only determine was the supplies and set the Expy down. I sat for a moment and braced for what I would probably hear and smell on the outside. Shutting everything down, I unbuckled, stood and checked I had my sidearm ready. Hitting the switch for the cargo doors I headed for the back. And… While this world was quieter than one with highways and machinery. The deafening silence was only broken by the distant cawing of crows and the flutter of canvas in the slight breeze that ran through the area.

      I shuddered softly as I stepped down the ramp and paused as Aldith appeared between a pair of wagons. Her face was conflicted and despite her smile, it didn’t quite reach her eyes as she approached.

      “Evan,” she said softly.

      “I know,” I sighed.

      “It was necessary,” Aldith prodded.

      I nodded and put my hands on my hips, taking a deep breath. I could smell the blood in the air and let out a long whoosh of air in response. “I know, let’s just… go.”

      Aldith nodded slowly before stepping closer. I wasn’t sure what was about to happen until I was wrapped in her arms. She held me close and I leaned into her embrace. We both knew it would be bad. But it was nice to know she understood, and didn’t blame me. I’d killed before, but… Not like this. This was a whole other scale of destruction that a dogfight or a few trucks and a tank couldn’t match. Had all these men been in control of a ballista aimed in my direction, it still wouldn’t have ended much differently.

      “You need to see something,” Aldith said softly.

      I nodded as she pulled away and took my hand. She led me through the collection of wagons and towards the tents. Only… Griselda was standing there in her dragon form amongst dozens of young women. Many were bruised, bloody and otherwise harmed in some way. Each of them glanced over their shoulder towards the battlefield, but met Griselda’s glare and turned away. They spotted me coming and I heard whispers come up.

      “Is this him?”

      “Him?”

      “Thought he’d be taller.”

      “Take me home?”

      I paused as all the women looked my way. Aldith smiled and gave my shoulder a squeeze.

      “Alright ladies. The only reason we’re here today is because of Lord Evan. We’re going to take you back to the capital for the time being. Those of you who wish to go home will be allowed to do so. The rest of you will find jobs waiting for you.”

      “As bed-servants?” One called.

      Others shook their heads and sighed.

      “It’s all we’re good for.”

      “ENOUGH!” I yelled, bringing their chatter to a halt. “Anyone lays a hand on you without your permission, I’ll kill them. Am I understood?!”

      “What about you?” One of the closer women asked. She was wearing something that looked like she’d torn a hole in a bed sheet and pulled it over her head. “Will you touch us?”

      “I have a wife,” I sighed. “But, no. I will never touch you without your permission.”

      Some light chatter started up. I sighed as Aldith pulled me aside. She leaned down against my ear, “These women owe you their lives.”

      I blinked and shot her a frown, “I’m not-”

      “I know,” she grinned. “I know, really. Just… When you see a battlefield. When you see the destruction and death. Remember these moments.”

      I blinked as I looked around at the woman. Some were sobbing, others were laughing. More than a few were looking at me while others seemed to stare into the distance. I shook my head and caught Griselda’s attention.

      “Get them onboard, I’ll drop them off with Fahla.

      Griselda nodded and started herding the young women towards the Expy. There was little use for complaints now. Either I had to do dozens of trips with two passengers at a time. Or I moved them all once. In the end, I had to get into the pilot's seat while two women nervously let me buckle them into the seats. There were another two women in the cockpit sitting on the floor with the rest in the back. There was even one poor woman sitting on the toilet. There were various squeals of shock as the Expy rocked as we lifted into the air. I rotated and spotted Griselda and Aldith waving at me as I shifted into flight mode and began to accelerate.

      I kept things slow and even, only wanting to rise enough to be out of range of any hidden ballista that may be out. The ladies at best were unsure, and at worst were terrified about what was happening around them. But the majority of them kept the few who panicked under control, soothing and holding them to prevent further panic. My co-pilot on the other hand stared out the front with her mouth open.

      She kept asking questions, but with my helmet on, I couldn’t hear. She seemed to get the hint after a while, but she kept shooting me strange looks as I flew. I put thoughts of her aside as I approached the capital. There was just one small problem. There was an army approaching it.

      “Oh shit,” I gasped.

      There was little I could do but drop the women off and go back for Aldith and Griselda. I hadn’t expected that army for days yet. I reduced the throttle and transitioned back to hover mode as we approached the city. From what I could tell, the approaching army was still over an hour's march away. That would hopefully give me time to retrieve the two elder dragons. Bringing the Expy around, Fahla was waiting by the entrance to the keep. I brought the Expy down a little harder than comfortable and hit the button for the doors to lower. Throttling back to idle, I stood and reached over to the young woman in the co-pilot's seat. She froze as my hands came close, but she relaxed as the harness fell away.

      It was only then I realised it was the same woman who challenged me back at the massacre.

      “Thank you my lord,” she said with a smile.

      “You’re welcome. Fahla is my wife, she’ll look after you all for the time being. I need to get back to the King.”

      She nodded and stood. “Alright ladies, we need to get out! Quickly now!”

      With the doors touching the ground the closest women stepped down the ramp to be met by Fahla who was now joined by Cena. The two of them corralled the women away from the Expy. After unstrapping the second woman in the seat behind my own, she left too and I darted down to kiss Fahla.

      “Husband-”

      “It needs to wait, there’s an army coming here. I need to get Aldith and Griselda.”

      Fahla frowned and nodded, “I could feel your concern.”

      “I love you,” I told her with a kiss.

      Pulling away, I could see the worry on her face as I ran back up into the Expy. Throwing myself back into the seat, I hit the switch for the cargo doors and buckled myself in. It only took a few moments and I lifted off. With the doors still closing, I couldn’t throttle up immediately, but I was in a rush. With a forward nudge I gently increased in speed, passing safely over the walls as I did so. I could make out the soldiers atop them and a few waved, not that they could see me in return. I checked over my shoulder as the door silenced the sound of the wind and I pushed the throttle forward.

      Which was the perfect moment for my radar to chirp. Glancing down, I froze. Snapping the stick to the left, I rolled hard, but the impact pitched the Expy forward. I caught a glimpse of gold out the starboard window and yanked the stick up. Throwing the Expy back into hover mode, a sudden yank on the right wing sent me into a flat spin. The only thing that made sense was the dragon that had leaped up from below like a cat, was now attached to the wing. I grimaced, knowing I should be making a mayday call, but there was nobody out there to listen. And as the altimeter showed the ground closing rapidly…

      “Fuck!”

      Reaching down between my legs, I grabbed the red handles and heaved back. The windscreen blew out, while the roof exploded outward and to the back. It was designed to pivot and remained attached to the jet. It seemed to work flawlessly as my seat punched me in the ass. Twelve G’s of force for just a few moments hurt. The air rushed around me and I couldn’t hear anything as the Expy fell rapidly away. The seat pitched back for a moment and fell away, giving me a weightless feeling for a moment. Only for the tether to pull tight and the parachute to make itself known. The seat swung below me for a few moments and I blinked away the disorientation of my ejection.

      Below I heard the massive crunch of the Expy slam into the ground, followed by the roar of a dragon. Looking around, I spotted it coming. It was gold and shined like a gem as it raced towards me. The only colour that broke the pure gold was the dark metal collar around its neck. I reached for my sidearm as it closed and I grit my teeth as I expected flames to appear at any moment. As I drew my weapon, I took aim and fired as the beast pitched up. The round shrieked through the empty air as I missed. Following the dragon on its upward climb, I was suddenly yanked along with it.

      I could see the dragon's talons in the canopy and I snarled as I was buffeted by the beat of its wings. I thought about my options for a few moments. I had a backup parachute if I needed it. But I didn’t think I had the altitude for it. Even if I did, what was stopping the dragon from grabbing it again. With a growl, I looked at my only real option. Reaching for my tether to the seat below, I knew it contained a survival kit. I wasn’t all that far from safety. I didn’t need to survive for months out here. I grabbed the tether and pressed my sidearm to the strap. I waited for a lapse in the beats of the dragons flapping and squeezed the trigger.

      It wasn’t so much the bullet that caused the majority of the damage, but the force of the wind it pushed aside. The strap disintegrated and the tether was yanked from my hand in an instant. The dragon seemed to pause for a moment and let out a snarl. And that pause was all it took for me to point my weapon up and fire the remaining clip into its belly. It let out a cross between a roar and a squeal with each shot, before dropping me. I felt the splatter of blood rain over me as the dragon quickly put distance between me and it. The world seemed to shift for a moment as my momentum carried past my torn parachute, before it caught me again. Only now it was partially collapsed and torn. But that didn’t matter for now.

      Reloading, I took aim at the furious dragon coming in for a second go. Squeezing the trigger, I watched in satisfaction as my round tore down the snout of the golden dragon. It roared and turned, unleashing a wave of fire. I froze as the flames came dangerously close to me. Right before gravity reinserted itself. I looked up in a panic as the flames that missed me, took the remains of my parachute. Dropping me into free fall without time to open the backup.
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      I snorted awake. Looking around, I was surprised to feel that just about everything hurt. Which was excellent at proving I was somehow alive. Looking up, I could see the lines of my chute tangled in the branches above. I was on the wrong continent to have the luck of the Irish, but I wasn’t complain-

      “Well,” a voice snarled.

      Looking around, I frowned at the dusky skinned woman standing with her hip cocked to one side. She wore a gold skirt with some kind of gossamer gown over the top that was transparent enough I could see her breasts. Despite her short stature and petite frame, she was extremely beautiful.

      “Yes, human. Look upon my glory while you can,” she hissed.

      “Dragon-”

      “ELDER!” She snarled, stomping forward.

      I reached for my sidearm only to feel the empty holster. She grabbed me and yanked hard. I fell to the ground where she kicked me in the side. I rolled with it, despite feeling several ribs crack.

      “Looking for this, worm?”

      I did indeed look and she had my pistol pinched between two fingers. “Yeah, I need that. Any chance-”

      “DO I LOOK LIKE A FOOL?!”

      I groaned, “Worth a try.”

      She glared at me, before stalking forward. She bent and took me by the shoulder, hauling me up with one arm. I glanced at my sidearm clutched in her hand. Her eyes followed where I was looking and she snarled. Only now could I see the circular scars on her stomach where she’d already healed. She released me with a snarl and the sudden drop sent me to my knees. My side ached horribly from the action. She stepped back and her body twisted and warped. In just a few moments the furious, dark skinned woman was a massive golden dragon. Up close it was difficult to tell, but from my understanding, she was longer than Aldith and Griselda but slimmer. Griselda and Aldith seemed to both opt for power in their dragon forms, but this one seemed to have a precise and deadly edge to her movements.

      “Which one are you?”

      She hissed and grabbed me with a clawed hand. I couldn’t help crying out in pain as my damaged ribs were further aggravated. I cried out again as she took to the sky, causing her claws to dig into my back as gravity pitched around me. I grit my teeth in pain with every wingbeat. Before I could work out if it was safe to try and look around, her paw opened and I dropped to the stone courtyard I had just left. Hitting the ground, I bounced, feeling something in my shoulder break. In too much pain, I let myself fall limp as I rolled to a stop.

      “EVAN!”

      “Get back!” I yelled.

      Looking up, Fahla had frozen several steps out from our room. The dragon’s eyes had snapped to hers and I heard a massive inhale that told me I was about to watch Fahla die.

      “I SURRENDER!” I shouted.

      The dragon seemed to pause and her head snapped to mine. “Surrender? Human, did you hit your head? I have already captured you.”

      “FAHLA RUN!” I roared.

      The dragon jerked and spun back to Fahla. I felt horrible about using whatever bond I had to order her. But she couldn’t fight the force I put into my words as she turned and sprinted back the way she came. I watched as she vanished out of sight a moment before flames burst free of the dragon’s mouth. I heard a faint scream over the blazing fire and I grit my teeth, hoping beyond anything that Fahla had gotten away. I struggled to push myself upright and almost made it into a seated position when the dragon turned to face me. She looked me over for a moment and hissed softly.

      “You’re badly wounded. Admirable.”

      “Give me back my weapon and I’ll give you something else to think about,” I snapped, glancing at the room as flames washed out from the burning furniture.

      “I’m sure she escaped,” the dragon growled. “That wasn’t a death scream, I should know. She will be fun to eat later.”

      “Are all you slave dragons this fucked in the head?”

      The massive paw that hit me drove me into the ground, where she perched above me. “DO NOT TEST MY PATIENCE, MORTAL!”

      I responded by spitting on the end of her snout. The action was so unexpected for her she reared back and wiped at it. I just snorted and immediately regretted it as my ribs ached.

      “You will die, human. Slowly as Merlin demands.”

      “If he’s so powerful, why isn’t he standing here instead of you?”

      “The great and powerful Merlin-”

      “Is too much of a pussy to do any of the hard work himself, yeah, got it,” I snorted.

      I had no idea where my attitude was coming from. Just something kept telling me that keeping her talking was in my best interests. Unfortunately, that didn’t stop her from making me pay for it.

      Her claws slammed down on top of me and I felt the air forced from my lungs as she pressed down. My eyes watered from the pain. I’d have cried out if there was air to do so. She held me in place for several long moments before letting up. I managed to take a breath and cough once before she pressed down again. I reeled and struggled as best I could. Kicking, I felt the blood pressure in my head increase until she lifted off again.

      “Do you wish to continue mocking the great and powerful Merlin?”

      “If he’s so great and powerful, where is he then?”

      She hissed softly, before closing her eyes. She seemed to twitch for a moment and a circular portal opened. The edges flashed but were silent. I stared into it as a man stared right back. He was… Well he wasn’t what I pictured. The man before me was in his forties with greying temples. He had a beard and moustache but they were trimmed neatly. He wore a short set of robes that betrayed the warm climate he was living in. But otherwise I could tell nothing but the fact he was in a room with stone walls.

      “Tahira, is this the mage?” he asked in a deep, droning voice.

      “Yes, my lord. He is injured, but alive as you requested.”

      “Hmmm,” Merlin scratched his chin. “You, mage. Why have you come seeking what is not yours?”

      “I’m not seeking anything. I ended up here by accident,” I grunted.

      “Then why interfere?”

      “Didn’t interfere, so much as got attacked by a dragon.”

      “I see,” Merlin frowned and nodded. “How did you get her collar off?”

      I took a deep breath and nodded. “Convinced her to suck my dick and when I forced it down her throat it broke from the inside.”

      Merlin blinked and cocked his head to one side kinda like a cat. “You think this is funny?”

      “No,” I shook my head. “No, I think you’re a piece of shit with a chip on your shoulder. And a complete dumbass if you think I’m just going to tell you what you want to know.”

      “My lord, he had this,” Tahira said, holding up my pistol in front of the portal.

      Merlin frowned and leaned forward, “And what is it?”

      “A weapon,” Tahira growled. “Very painful.”

      “Surely, something so small?” Merlin chuckled. “You’re not getting weak on me, are you Tahira?” Rage flashed behind the golden dragon’s eyes, followed by a painful wince and a shudder while Merlin laughed loudly. “Such a troublesome beast you are,” he smirked. “But that’s okay. I like that about you. It’s always satisfying bringing one so proud to their knees.”

      Tahira hissed softly. “Yes my lord.”

      “Thank me.”

      “Thank you my lord.”

      “And what are you thanking me for?”

      Tahira paused for a moment and opened her mouth to reply, but I cut in first. “You’re kinda fucked in the head, aren’t you?”

      Tahira’s claws pressed on top of me again and I winced as my crushed ribs grated together.

      “That, fool, is power. Forcing a dragon to your bidding is one thing. But forcing an elder to defend the honour of one she hates with all her being is pure power. Nothing can compare to this.” He gestured and Tahira raised her claw letting me suck in a lungful of air.

      Groaning, I nodded slowly. “I dunno, having a sexy as hell dragon beg you to fuck them makes me feel pretty powerful.”

      “Don’t be crass,” Merlin sighed. “You already told me that was a lie.”

      “No,” I grinned. “The part about breaking the collar by shoving my cock down Aldith’s throat was a lie. Griselda actually begged and Aldith… There’s just something about holding that tail while I fuck her from behind that really makes me feel like a man.”

      “What?”

      “Have you ever fucked dragon pussy before?” I smirked. “I mean, humans are great. I have a lady that I love but there’s something about-”

      “She bred with you?”

      “Bred?” I frowned. “Well I didn’t pull out, so I suppose it’s possible.”

      “You slept with her?” Merlin demanded to know. “You slept with her in her hybrid form?”

      I glanced at Tahira, who was staring at me wide eyed, like I’d done something unthinkable. I just shrugged, “Yeah, a couple times now.”

      “KILL HIM!” Merlin roared.

      Tahira snarled, and reared up, inhaling a breath to burn me. I watched her chest expand as her mouth opened wide. I spotted the orange glow as the liquid flames bubbled up the back of her throat. A green dragon slammed into her from behind. The flames washed over the stone, missing me by less than a foot. I scrambled away from the horrendous heat as I felt my skin sear. Merlin was yelling something that I wasn’t paying attention to. Tahira’s snout came up and locked on me as she went to breathe flames again. Aldith grabbed her under the chin with her own claws and ripped upward with all her might.

      Tahira, being more slender than the mighty green dragon, was definitely more nimble. I was right about her being deadly. Twisting violently in Aldith’s arms, I watched the King screech in pain as the smaller dragon bit her on the neck. Aldith reared up as Tahira beat her wings to get free. In moments the battle had turned and Aldith’s pure strength was turned against her in the face of her more nimble opponent. For every wound inflicted on the smaller dragon by teeth, claw or tail, twice as many appeared on Aldith. I could see patches of skin and scale being torn free as the beasts clashed.

      With a howl of anger, Aldith managed to grab Tahira by the wing and tail, before hurling her aside. The smaller gold dragon twisted in mid air and landed like a cat, before darting back in, slamming into Aldith and taking them both to the ground. The sounds they made were terrible and the air reverberated with enough intensity I could feel my chest quake. Looking around for something, anything, an idea, literally… Well shit, my sidearm was just laying there where Tahira dropped it.

      Rolling to my feet, I heard Aldith scream horribly. Her wing was shredded as Tahira broke through her guard. The smaller dragon was going on the offensive. I took three steps before the ground shook with a mighty bang, sending me head over heels. I gasped as my ribs pained me and I looked up to see what happened. Tahira was grappling with Griselda who had appeared in the nick of time. The white dragon was breathing heavily and I wondered if Aldith was the stronger flyer in the long run. It would explain how she got here quicker.

      As Tahira twisted and writhed in Griselda’s grip, Aldith got to her feet. Her eyes met mine and I saw her pain. This wasn’t just about the battle itself. She was fighting an elder and that very act was painful for her. But she snarled and brought her fists down on Tahira’s back, snapping the golden dragons' flight bones. The terrible screech that came out of her mouth had me screaming in pain alongside her as I clutched my ears.

      When the sound stopped and I looked up, I could see my sidearm just out of arm's reach. With a groan, I pushed forward and took it in my hand. Flopping onto my side, I didn’t see Merlin watching me with interest from the portal. Aldith grabbed Tahira by the head and pulled, as Griselda’s claws sank into the golden dragon’s torso. They yanked her in opposite directions and for a brief moment the three were still.

      Squeezing the trigger, my sidearm shrieked as a hypersonic slug burst free. It left a streak in the air right up to Tahira’s golden neck. The chink of metal on metal filled the air and I spotted a spark from the round. I aimed to fire again, but I felt it yanked from my hands. Snatching at it, I watched as my sidearm literally floated over to Merlin’s outstretched hand, poking out from the portal. As my pistol dropped into his grip, I saw the grin on his face as he stepped away from the portal, letting it close behind him.

      “ENOUGH!” Tahira screeched, trying to pull away from them both. “Unhand me this instant!”

      Twisting violently, she got a hand free. I grimaced thinking about what she was about to do. But instead, she reached up and took hold of her collar. Yanking it violently, I watched as the metal broke at the point my bullet had deflected off it. Tossing the collar aside, she snarled again.

      “Get off me!” Griselda dropped her immediately, letting Tahira twist in Aldith’s arms. “You let him breed you?!” She glared at Aldith while pointing a finger at me.

      “What?” Griselda gasped.

      I slumped back on the stone ground and concentrated on breathing.

      “I should kill him-”

      “YOU WILL DO NO SUCH THING!” Aldith roared, slamming the golden dragon into the ground.

      “Aldith-”

      “Yes,” she snarled. “Yes, I was intrigued by him. Yes I wanted him and yes I let him breed me. I thought we had doomed our race and unlike my turncoat guards he looked at me like a woman!”

      “I will not open my legs to another mage,” Tahira snarled, pushing herself off the ground.

      I caught sight of her shifting back into her dusky skinned humanoid form as she stalked off in the direction of the keep. A pair of footsteps approached and I controlled my breathing as Aldith and Griselda appeared in my peripherals. I let out a pained sigh and turned to look at Griselda.

      “Please find Fahla for me. I told her to run and I don’t know if that has unintended consequences.”

      Griselda frowned for a moment before nodding, “Of course.”

      That left me alone with Aldith, who looked on the verge of tears. “Is that how it is?” I asked. “Get you pregnant and you get all weepy?”

      She blinked and snorted, shaking her head. “If you were a lesser man, I’d have killed you for that statement.”

      “If I were a lesser man, you wouldn’t be pregnant,” I shot right back.

      “MY LORD!”

      I flinched, before groaning as my broken bones ached. Turning my head, Fahla was sprinting towards me. I saw it a moment before she made the decision. Whatever was driving her wasn’t rational and she was about to throw herself. I braced for the pain as best I could, before Aldith caught her around the waist.

      “LET ME GO!” Fahla kicked and screamed.

      “He’s injured!” Aldith held her, rather easily I might add.

      “So let me go to him!”

      “Calm yourself first. He had broken bones!”

      Fahla froze and started sobbing instead. Aldith put her back on her feet and Fahla cautiously approached. “M-mil-milord.”

      “Come here my wife, just be gentle,” I waved my good arm at her.

      Fahla’s face was twisted in painful worry as she got on her knees and gently checked me over. I had the feeling she could sense what I was thinking and feeling as she knew exactly where to look and exactly where not to press to cause pain.

      “My King, please bring him inside.”

      Fahla stepped back as Aldith gently pulled me into a bridal carry. It was awkward and pressed my ribs together, making me growl. She walked swiftly but with as even a step as she could. I caught a glimpse of the room I was assigned. From the blackened mess inside, I figured little had remained. Instead I was brought into a room lined with weapon racks. There were axes, maces, swords, spears and dozens of shields of all kinds.

      “My King?” Cena came to attention.

      “Lord Evan will be staying with me for the time being,” Aldith said evenly. Fahla made a small noise and I felt Aldith jostle slightly as she chuckled. “His wife Fahla will be staying as well.”

      “I… Yes, my King,” Cena said softly.

      “Get the blanket dear,” Aldith instructed.

      I was lowered onto the bed by Aldith. It was larger but just as comfortable as my own where Fahla and I usually slept. Aldith stepped back as Fahla crawled into the bed, taking a small set of sheers from a pocket.

      “We’re going to have to set the bone,” Fahla murmured as she snipped away at my shirt to expose my chest. “There’s nothing much we can do about the ribs though.”

      “I’ll fetch a surgeon,” Cena nodded.

      And all of a sudden I remembered twelfth century medical practices. “Aldith, I need my pilot's chair.”

      The King frowned, “Why?”

      “Medical supplies,” I shuddered. “If someone is cutting me open, I want it done my way.”

      Aldith frowned, then nodded slowly.

      “I know the area where it fell,” Tahira called from the entry to the room.

      “I’ll go with her,” Griselda called, joining the dusky elder dragon.

      Aldith nodded, “Thank you both.”

      I listened to the sounds of the two women shift into their dragon forms before taking to the skies. As their wingbeats became distant, I felt the bed shift as Aldith settled on my other side. Aldith took a deep breath, before explaining to Fahla how she had intentionally fallen pregnant. Fahla had listened on with polite nods as Aldith tried putting to words how she felt when we first met.

      “And now, you intend to take him from me?”

      “No,” Aldith gasped. “Never, he’d never forgive me if I did something like that.”

      Fahla nodded and gave a small smile, “Quickly now, before they get back.”

      I frowned, wondering what she was getting at, until I felt her hand push into my pants. “Fahla?” I asked as she fished out my cock and slowly started to stroke it to full mast.

      “Be still milord, I need to exert my authority as first wife on this naughty dragon.”

      I blinked in shock, before turning to Aldith, who was staring at my cock like she needed it to live.

      “Aldith?”

      “I’m okay,” she shot me a smile. “Outside this room, I am king. But in here,” she smiled and leaned towards my crotch. “In here I am happy to know my place.”

      I gasped softly as her lips closed around my cock. Her warm, wet mouth slid down my length until it was lodged in the entry of her throat. She swallowed firmly and pulled back to the head.

      “Oh shit,” I grunted.

      Aldith moaned softly and repeated the action. Despite my pain, despite every small jostle bringing me discomfort. I couldn’t help but enjoy the sensation of Aldith blowing me. I tried to lay still and keep relaxed, even as Fahla laid down gently beside me. Her lips met mine and I kissed her softly. They were delicate, loving kisses that showed me as much love as she could.

      “When you’re well,” she said between kisses. “I would very much love to be ravaged and filled with child.”

      It wasn’t even what she said, but the sweet, innocent tone she used as she said it. Her lips met my own as my hips jerked. My cum hit the back of Aldith’s throat and she bobbed her head, sucking as much out of me as she could. I ignored the pain as I shuddered through the end, and Fahla slowly pulled away with a smile.

      “My turn.”

      I opened my mouth to complain as she moved down my body, but as Fahla nuzzled Aldith’s cheek and pushed her off my cock, to take her place… Well that complaint died as my cock found new life inside Fahla’s mouth.

      “She’s so eager,” Aldith grinned.

      I met her eyes. “Don’t act like you aren’t.”

      Aldith blushed.
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      Merlin frowned. “Send in another.”

      “Yes my Lord Merlin,” the woman whimpered.

      She stepped back into the room beyond the hall and led in an older man in a gardening outfit. He trembled in place, but outright froze at the sight of the dead maid laying on the ground. Her head wound leaked blood from the force of the impact. Merlin couldn’t figure out what was wrong. He felt the moment the collar on Tahira broke. The metal that came out struck with so much force that even on the ricochet it cracked the collar. But here, now, it would barely pierce flesh. He had to resort to aiming for cruder areas.

      Raising the weapon, the man trembled, unsure of what was about to happen. Merlin stared blankly and squeezed the trigger.

      CLICK

      Frowning, Merlin squeezed again.

      CLICK

      “What idiocy is this?” he frowned, turning the gun around in his hands.

      Peering down the barrel Merlin couldn’t see any obstructions. He even went as far as squeezing the trigger.

      CLICK

      He frowned. Something inside moved when he did that.

      CLICK

      Merlin lowered the weapon and looked it over. On one side near the handle, there was a small catch. Merlin gave it a wiggle and felt the handle shift slightly.

      “Ah huh!”

      With a few awkward pulls and twists, the empty magazine slipped out. Merlin examined the odd shell cases that fit into a rotating belt. He was able to push them along with his thumb.

      “Get out,” he told the maid and the gardener.

      They both bowed quickly and raced out of the room. Merlin strode over to the freshest corpse. He’d hit her in the eye and she’d collapsed immediately, spasming until just a few moments ago. Merlin sensed for foreign intrusion like he had with old arrow wounds and discovered the piece of metal. Using his power, he pulled the odd, cone shaped stud out her ruined eye and looked it over. There was a small groove around the blunt end and Merlin compared it to the inert shell casings in the magazine.

      “Is it really that simple?” He asked the empty room before fitting the bullet back inside.

      He thought about how the belt seemed to rotate the mechanism inside the barrel and used his thumb to push it back to the previous shot. Loading the magazine back into the pistol, he looked back down the barrel and lightly pushed the trigger with his thumb to check the round moved the way he thought it should. Nodding his satisfaction, Merlin looked around at the empty room. With a sigh, he turned and headed for the doors his retainers had exited through. Pushing them open, the first maid he spotted was carrying a bucket of hot water and a mop. Raising the pistol, he fired.

      CRACK

      The maid shrieked as the round hit her in the side of the face. She collapsed on the ground as scalding water washed over her body.

      “That was even better than expected,” Merlin smirked.

      The maid screamed and thrashed as the burning liquid soaked into her clothing.
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      “You understand what I’m telling you?” I asked the surgeon.

      The man sighed, “Yes, milord. I am to use your own tools specifically. They are not to touch anything but my hand and your body. If I’m to put them down, I’m to use a new tool.”

      “Perfect,” I nodded, wiping my own shoulder with iodine from the bottle in the medical pack.

      When I was satisfied that I had the area sterilised, I put the bottle down and grabbed out a bunch of the single use morphine syringes that I’d used on Fahla. My beautiful wife saw me frown and took them from me.

      “How many?”

      “I’ll do the first two. If I’m still awake, give me another, but no more than that.”

      Fahla nodded and pried the caps off the first. I took it from her and pushed it into my leg. “Quickly now,” I smiled, taking the second. I was already feeling the effects of the first as I applied the second dose and took a deep breath. My pain began to fade and I smiled up at my beautiful wives.

      Fahla smirked and gave Aldith a nudge, before saying something I couldn’t quite make out. Aldith seemed surprised, before giving me a wide grin.

      “Wives… So pretty,” I mumbled as darkness took me.

      The surgeon watched on with interest, before putting down the sterile scalpel and picked up one of his own knives.

      “What are you doing?” Aldith asked.

      The surgeon sighed, “I’m sorry, but I refuse to take the words of some babbling idiot-”

      “Did you just call my husband a babbling idiot?” Aldith growled, showing her fangs.

      The surgeon froze and went a similar colour to Griselda’s scales as he put down his knife. “Of course not my King. Just a slip of the tongue.”

      “Better,” Aldith growled.

      “Thank you, my King,” Fahla smiled.

      Aldith met her eyes and saw the hidden meaning behind the praise. She nodded slowly, before touching her stomach where she could feel the tiny pressure of the building egg. “My husband deserves the best, no less.”

      Fahla smiled softly to herself, before gently leaning against Aldith’s arm, unwilling to leave, but unwilling to watch as the surgeon carefully cut into her lord's flesh.
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      Hello, and thank you for reading my book. Independent authors like myself live and die by our ratings, from wonderful readers such as yourself.

      

      So please, If you enjoyed this story, give it 5 stars and drop a review. Even the words "Good job" will help tremendously.

      

      All the best

      Monty
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      Hell Adult LitRPG adventure with plenty of steamy action. Meet Ryan... That's pretty much about it. Several thousand people find themselves trapped in a dystopian future Earth. No memories, no clothes and right in the middle of a swarm of monstrosities. But as time goes on, and the true face of humanity is revealed, are the creatures that stalk the night the danger? Or the protection from man's far more vicious adversary... Itself. WARNING: Contains, a harem, mf, mff, gore, violence, mentioned (but not described) rape and sexual assault, death, did I mention violence? People torn apart by animals and a guy who just wants to keep those closest to him safe.

      

      https://books2read.com/u/3n2B8x
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      The Beast: Trolling In Paradise Living the dream, a troll-human hybrid works as a gatekeeper for a goblin horde. At least, that was until a hunting party stumbled across a patrol of elves. When everything goes wrong, a bright spark leads the way to the future, and maybe even love. Join Frelser and his wives as they battle goblins, trolls and giant wolves. Story contains violence, consumption of wizards named Henry, consumption of an elf, a harem, sexy elfin wives, a part orc, a full orc, a succubus and a whole lot of adult entertainment. This story isn't for kids and isn’t for anyone squeamish.

      

      https://books2read.com/u/4jPBLj
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      The Leader: Trolling In Paradise The battle with the goblin horde brought prosperity to the town. But under our newfound peace, lies an obvious threat. When the king of the elfs gets word of Frelser and his wives, he sets out to reclaim what he lost. Read this next installment to discover love, loss and a deep hunger for elf flesh. Story contains violence, consumption of elfs, a harem, sexy elfin wives, a part orc, a full orc, a succubus (and maybe a few more) and a whole lot of adult entertainment. This story isn't for kids and isn't for anyone squeamish. And hey, if you read the first one, you know what to expect. It's not getting any better.

      

      https://books2read.com/u/bzZBgG
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      The King: Trolling In Paradise

      

      All I wanted to do was live and love in peace.

      

      The goblins fought for our resources.

      

      The elfs killed my wife.

      

      Now the humans want their cut.

      

      And I've had enough...

      

      Contains a harem, MF, MFF, MFFF Seriously this is book three. Read the previous ones first, you know what you're paying for.

      

      https://books2read.com/u/4NyeNx
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      Rose: A Hucow Story Outside every major city in Australia, is the beauty of the rugged bush. But in such open wilderness, there can be far worse. When a retired member of the special forces takes a trip out bush and stumbles across a pair of sex traffickers, the once broken soldier finds his purpose. With lust comes love and when the ladies aren't all that they seem, will one man be enough to expose an underground genetic experiment? Contains a harem, hucows, lactation, MF, MFF, MFFF, MFFF-y'know what, you get the picture. Also contains violence, murder, desecration of a corpse, sodomy of a slave owner with an oversized love toy and many grateful slaves, desperate to thank their rescuer.

      https://books2read.com/u/bxQBjk
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      Misery Breeds Company A battered wife. A worried neighbour. A chance at rebuilding the future. With the death of an abuser, a friendship is born. The quiet neighbour takes the first tentative steps to help the woman of his dreams. But will his failure to admit his feelings out loud, drive her away for good? After all, Misery Breeds Company. Disclaimer: Non-standard erotic romance tale. Contains explicit sex, domestic abuse (and subsequent recovery), MF & MFF. If you've read my work before, you know what you're getting yourself into.

      https://books2read.com/u/bPyeXr
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      The Newest Generation: Fut Files Ever wonder what it would be like to wake up one day with a ten-inch additional appendage? Amber sure didn't. But when that new addition lands her in a sticky situation with her spank bank, and best friend, Jane... Well... What's a newly emerged futa to do? But not everyone's happy with the situation. And someone may be willing to try a permanent solution to end it, before it has a chance to really start. Welcome to the Newest Generation! Contains futa, futa on girl, futa on futa, futa on futa on girl. Violence, cheating, minor gore and a f-boi name Dean who just doesn't get it.

      https://books2read.com/u/4Ap27N
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      Curse Of Rage The last, hunted, descendants of an ancient race live a quiet, solitary existence. When their location is found and a freak accident exposes them to danger, a young man's life is permanently destroyed in the worst way imaginable. Seeking protection amongst those who do not trust him, friends are made and lost. But with the possibility of love, will the Curse of Rage be quenched in the arms of a broken beauty?

      https://books2read.com/u/b5Xwk1
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      A down on his luck office intern, suffers the most dreaded fate...

      A middle manager...

      

      Cast aside in his chosen profession, James receives more bad news, in the form of a letter from his recently deceased uncle.

      

      Inheriting a spa retreat outside his hometown might sound like making the best of a bad situation. But when that spa comes with a familial curse, requiring him to sire as many children as possible. Well...

      

      What is a man to do?

      

      Men's fantasy filled with breeding/pregnancy kink. MF, MFF, MFFF etc. There's a harem, explicit sexual scenes, a jealous ex and a flair of romance from a male perspective.

      https://books2read.com/u/4ElpPO
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      "This is the worst Isekai ever."

      Samuel - Catboy and main character of Beware The Margay

      

      A minor slip with life altering consequences leaves a tower climber with two options. Splat, or splat in another world. Landing at the feet of a smartly dressed goblin and his terrifying bodyguard, Samuel has to discover his purpose. That is if the goddess that brought him to this world won't stop flirting with him.

      

      Enemies become lovers, allies become enemies and when an army is on the doorstep war becomes hell. And stuck in the middle of it, is a 4ft tall furry dude who's grappling with the consequences of having his ears scratched.

      

      Contains: Violence, war, dismemberment, immolation, monster girls and more! 18+ only, you have been warned there is NO fade to black.

      https://books2read.com/u/baD8oL
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MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
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