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Chapter 1

Wittford was just waking up when Sol’s Slayers met with the caravan that they were to escort that morning.   Several elves were loitering around the town gate, getting their mounts ready.  The small caravan consisted of a single ornately carved carriage followed by two supply carts.

Guy walked the mule that he had ridden during the previous mission, following his party.  He paused to fish something out of his saddlebag.  Holding up a flat hand, he gave the mule a small apple.

He smiled, “There you go, Nessy.  You won’t be getting many treats for the next few days.”

“It figures you’d spoil your mount, Jake.  Are you nice to everyone you meet?”

Jake turned to see a raven-haired elf wearing a combination of metal armor and a body-hugging leotard.  She smirked and offered her hand.

“Lady, Constance!  I thought you’d be long gone by now,” Jake said with a smile, shaking her hand. “Are you here to send us off?”

“I’m actually coming along.  I believe Amira is on her way to the capital to relay her findings of the broken sealing stone.  So Eddleton is on the way.  Perhaps I’ll be lucky and find her there.”

“With you in the caravan, I’m sure I won’t have much to do.  No one would dare attack us,” Jake said, walking towards the group.

She raised an eyebrow and stared at him with her intense red eyes, “I overheard the captain who arranged this.  I don’t think you’ll be bored.”

“Oh, really?  Is there a rumor we’ll be attacked?”

“Not exactly,” she replied, shrugging.  “Human adventurers are fairly rare, and I heard your party was sought out specifically.  Hello, Captain!”

A female elf knight, talking to Sol, turned and bowed. “Lady Constance!”

“Captain Nalan, no need to be alarmed.  I’m just hitching a ride.  I’m not doing a surprise inspection.”

Nalan relaxed and nodded, “Very good, my lady.”  Turning to Jake, she smiled and said,  “Ah, you must be the famous Jake Baleson.”

“Famous?”

The captain twirled a finger around her red pigtail and tilted her head, “Eligible human bachelors are hard to find out here in the sticks.  Usually, specimens like you are snapped up and shipped to the capital to be the trophy of a duchess.  Lady Orla’s family has sent guards and retainers; they shouldn’t have trouble with this escort, but we felt Lady Orla deserved a friendly companion on her way home.  The Knights of Faekonnyen wanted to send her off with a farewell gift.”

“I see, sitting in the carriage for a few days could get boring, I suppose,” he nodded.

Sol pointed at him and said, “Exactly.  You’re to be her personal bodyguard for the trip while the rest of us protect the caravan as a whole.  I hope you’ve practiced your small talk, because you’re going to need it.”

“Now, Jake, the knights and I had quite the party last night,”  Nalan said. “Lady Orla is sleeping it off right now in the carriage.  We’re just about to head off. Would you please pop into her carriage?”

“What about Nessy?” he asked, pointing to his mule.

Constance put a hand on her hip and said, “Jake, you hardly use her anyway. Get on the carriage!  And be quiet.  Elves hate having their sleep disturbed.”

“I think everyone does,” he said. “Okay, Nessy, you’re off the hook.”

The mule stamped the ground before trotting off to the adventuring guild’s stables.  He had to catch up to the mule to pull off the saddlebags and his pack.

Jake shook his head and said, “What the hell!?  Traitor!”  Noding, he went to the carriage and threw his gear in the boot and quietly opened the carriage door.  Inside, he saw someone under a thin blanket, with only locks of green hair visible at the top, like an emerald volcano.  He took a seat across from her with his back facing forward.

He heard a light tap on the window.  He slid the curtains and nodded.  Lia and Agatha looked up at him.

He opened the window and said, “Looks like getting a ride in a carriage was part of the job.  Sorry, you two.”

Lia’s eyes flashed, “And I suppose you’ll be sleeping just outside her tent, you jerk. Don’t forget to make time for me, or else!”  The succubus pointed her fingers up like horns on her head.

Agatha’s ears flicked, and she folded her arms.  She muttered, “This is why I went with Tully.  You have no time for me.”

“What was that, Aggie?”  Jake said.

She turned around and mounted her mule, “Nothing, just make sure we spend some time together along the way.  Or I’ll scratch your eyes out.” 

“I will, Agatha.  I promise,” he said, waving.  He heard the crack of a whip, and then the carriage lurched.  Giving the hidden elf one last look, he sat back and shut his eyes.

…

Jake stirred when he sensed hot breath on his face.  Moving his hands, he sensed that someone was straddling him.  He woke and saw two huge green eyes inches from his face.

“Um, can I help you?”  he asked.

“Oh my gods!”  the green-haired helf said as she scrambled off him to  push herself into the opposite corner of the carriage.  “I never should have done that!  I am so sorry!”

“It’s fine, no worries,”  Jake said, putting up his hands. “Let me introduce myself.  My name is Jake Baleson, and I’m a member of the escort party your friends hired.  I’m your personal bodyguard and here to keep you company.”

“Did Captain Nalan put you up to this?”  she said, frowning. “I’ll have her head.” 

Guy looked at her.  The lady elf was slender and shorter than the other elves he had seen before, who all had more generous curves.  She wore a white uniform with blue piping and a ceremonial silver gorget encrusted with sapphires.  The elf’s skin was pale and dotted with freckles under the eyes.  Her ears were pointed but shorter than most elves, and they poked out from a bob haircut of silky green hair.

Her large emerald eyes darted to him, “What are you looking at?  Is there something on my face?”

“No, I was just getting a good look at you.  Does your head hurt?  I heard you spent last night partying with your comrades.”

She shook her head and peeked out of the curtains, “No, Nalan gave me a draft of recovery when we left the tavern.  I just needed to sleep.”

Jake smiled and nodded.

The elf raised a finger, “Oh!  I forgot.  Yes, I am Lady Orla of Eddleton of the house of Limolack.  My aunt is the marchioness of this section of frontier.”  She extended her hand.

“It’s nice to meet you, my lady,” he said, taking her hand and kissing it.

She yanked it away and said, “Why did you do that!? I’m a knight, and you’re a human adventurer.  Warriors are supposed to shake hands, not kiss like I’m at court.”

Jake grimaced, “I’m sorry, my lady.  I don’t know all the etiquette.  I thought I was being polite.”

Orla threw her head back and rolled her eyes.  Her fists thumped her lap, and she said, “This isn’t going right!”

“What do you mean, this?”

“My sister always said that you have to be in control of your emotions when you first talk to a man.  My heart is beating out of my chest!  She said the lady elf is the superior partner between elf and man.”

“Partner?  Orla, please, what’s going on?”

The green-haired elf continued, “Like a man like you would ever go for a flat-chested elf like me.  It’s preposterous.  This is all a cruel joke!”  Her face grew red. “I should have ridden alone.”

Jake put a hand on her knee and said, “Orla, take a deep breath.  There’s no reason to be nervous.  If you want, we don’t have to say a single thing the whole ride.  I’m your companion, and we can talk like I’m not a human.  Or I can ride on top of the carriage if you like.  There’s no point in you getting upset.”

He was about to rap his knuckles against the roof of the carriage when Orla grabbed his wrist and said, “No!  If my family found out that I lost my cool with you, I would never hear the end of it.”  She took a deep breath and continued, “I was never very good at being sociable, you see.  I can fight, and I can lead my knights, but if you put me in front of a male elf or human, I go to pieces.  I don’t know anything about men or love.  Time marches on, and now that I’ve finished my tour of duty on the frontier, I need to get married. I’m almost sixty-five years old!  My close friends all had their flings and now can be fairly confident when talking with suitors.  I look at myself in the mirror and know males don’t find me attractive.”  She sighed and rubbed the toes of her shoes together.

Jake smiled and shifted over to face her head-on.  Taking her hands again, he said, “Don’t ever think that you’re not attractive, Orla.  Plenty of good men will find a cute elf like you irresistible.  Once you get over your anxiety, I’m sure you’ll find someone.  We’ve got a lot of time on this trip.  Why don’t you treat it as a research project?  You can ask me any questions you like, and I’ll try to answer.”

Orla looked down at her hands being held, then back into Jake's eyes. Her shock softened, and a grin appeared on her face.  She said, “I’ve got so many, I don’t know where to start!”


Chapter 2

The tents of Orla’s caravan occupied a secluded glen just off the road to Eddleton.  The carts and horses were guarded, but weren’t brought all the way to the main camp.  The moon had risen over the forest canopy when Jake approached the noble’s tent. 

“A young elf guard standing at attention relaxed and smiled, “Sir, you’re late.  You were supposed to arrive at nightfall.”

Jake laughed and scratched his head, “My comrades kept me occupied later than I had hoped. Yes, I think I can take over. When will the changeover happen?”

The lady elf put a finger to her nose, “Lady Orla ordered that you were to provide protection the entire night.  We will guard from a distance.  You will not be disturbed.”  The lady elf smirked as she walked in the direction of the main camp’s fire.

He pulled back the canvas and went inside the tent.  Inside, he found Orla at a foldable desk, writing in a journal.  She was wearing a linen nightgown that was embroidered with ivy along the cuffs, hem, and collar.

He walked to the center tent pole and stood up straight, saying, “I’m here, my lady.”

“Why are you so late?  I was going to send my guard to find you,” the green-haired elf said while she wrote.

“My friends wouldn’t let me go, and I lost track of time,” he said, grimacing.

She pursed her lips and blew on the open journal, then set it aside before turning around.  “See that it doesn’t happen again.”

Jake nodded and said, “I’ll do my best.”

Orla tilted her head and looked him up and down before nodding, “Good.  I need to apologize for my behavior this morning.  I think I was still a little affected by the drink.”

“No need to apologize.  My feelings weren’t hurt a bit.  I’m a tough guy.”

“So it would seem.  But something has come to my attention.  One of the guards mentioned that Sol’s Slayers were an E-ranked party only two days ago.  I doubt your ability to protect me, and it is my opinion that hiring you was a waste of the order’s money.”

Jake shrugged, “I think I will do a pretty good job of it, my lady.  The guild should have notified you when you hired us.  Would you like me to prove my abili…”

Orla pulled a dagger from her sleeve and leaped at Jake.  Time slowed for him, and he was able to see where the blade would land on him if he didn’t move.  He stood aside as the noble thrust her knife.  It took considerable effort to be as light as possible, as he was afraid that even blocking too hard might hurt the person he was supposed to protect.

“Lousy adventurer!  You’re nothing but a good-looking fraud.”  Orla continued her attacks, which, if they had been done back in Jake’s previous life, would have cut him to ribbons.  It was only by his super agility and perception that he prevented her from slicing him.

“Orla, please stop.  This is no way for a noble to act.”

“I heard them laugh about me!  How I’ve got no experience!  I needed my friends to pay for my first time!  I hate it!  I hate you!”  Orla’s eyes watered as she lunged, this time overextending herself. 

Jake saw the opportunity and reached for the blade, turning it toward the tentpole.  When the dagger struck, it sank deep into the wood.

“Gah!  Son of a bitch!”  Orla let go and started hitting him, aiming for nerve centers.  He dodged the first two strikes and then grabbed her wrists. 

“Let go of me, you big brute!” she exclaimed.

“Not until you cool off, my lady,” Jake said with a frown. “Now will you admit I’m halfway decent at protecting you?”

Orla squirmed, trying to bring her knee up into his crotch.  Jake twisted out of the way and pushed her down onto the cot.  His hands pinned her wrists to the bed. 

Orla trashed for a few moments and then looked up at him, “Let me go, or I’ll scream!”  Her chest heaved.  She struggled beneath him, but quieted.  Jake could smell her floral perfume.  Looking into her eyes, he saw them dilate.

Jake nodded and sat up, releasing her wrists.  Sitting on the edge of the cot, he folded his fingers together and put his elbows on his knees. He said, “This could be going a lot better, my lady.  I know you resent your friends for bringing me here, but I don’t think I’ve done anything personally to offend you.  I think it’s unfair for you to treat me like this.  Your behavior is … unladylike and unelvish.”

He expected more insults or attacks when he looked at her, but found she had brought her knees up and was covering her face with her hands.

He sighed, “I’ll start my guard duty, my lady.  I apologize.”

Orla gripped his hand and said, “I promise to be good from now on, Jake.  I’m the one who should be sorry.  Don’t go.”

He looked to the tent flap and was about to stand up when he heard the elf come closer.  He could feel the same breath on his neck.  He sighed and said, “Alright, I’ll stay.”  He looked at her and continued, “You asked a bunch of questions in the carriage.  Did you have any left?”

Orla sat on her knees and bit her lip. “No stupid questions, that’s what you said, right?”

Shifting to face her, he nodded and said, “Yeah, no stupid questions.  You need to act confident when you start courting your future husband.”

“We talked so much on the way here.  Could you please show me what the experiences are actually like?”

He stared into her bright green eyes.  They were expectant and hopeful.  A party of elven knights had spent the money to make sure their friend was experienced when she started courting back home.  His eyes flicked down,  and he could fully see her perky breasts through the neck opening of her nightgown.  Something made him think that Orla would calm down if she just got the experience over with. 

Jake got up close and said, “Now, if we start this, you need to promise that from now on you’ll be relaxed around me and not try to hurt me or get upset that your friends did this for you?”

She looked to the side and nodded.

Jake used a finger to turn her face to him again.  He leaned in and kissed the elf. Orla trembled as Jake took control.

The elf scooched back and then pulled off her linen night gown.  The flickering lamp light illuminated her lithe body.

“There’s no way a man like you could like an elf like me.  Lady Constance is taller and has bigger…”

Jake pushed her back onto the cot and started kissing her with an open mouth.  Gently, he tasted her lips before tracing her teeth and then finally caressing her tongue with his.

Orla moaned as she experienced her first kiss.  Jake’s hands gripped her by the ribs as they embraced on the cot.

She pulled back and said, “A human I barely know took my first kiss.”

“Do you want me to stop?”

“No!”  she pleaded. “I want to see you now.  I want to see everything.”

Jake stood, pulled off his shirt, and then fully disrobed.  Orla’s eyes widened when she saw his engorged member. “Is that what it looks like!?  How could that possibly fit inside me?”  she said while putting a hand below her navel.

“With lots of foreplay and patience.  I still don’t know if you’re ready to go all the way.  Though there are still ways we can have fun and both feel good.”

Without asking, Orla reached out and started to stroke his uncircumcised cock.  The thin foreskin slid, and let her pump him slowly.  Jake's cock became fully erect, and he couldn’t stop himself from smiling when he saw her look of wonder.

“This clear stuff, is it your seed?”

“No, that is just my dicks way of saying it thinks you’re very pretty, and that you’re doing a great job.”

“I’m so flat compared to other elves.”

“You’re not flat at all,”  he reached out and cupped her breasts, feeling her erect, puffy nipples. “Did someone tease you about it or something?”

“Yes, when I was training to be a knight.  They all were buxom,” she said.  “When they went off to dances, I wouldn’t attend.  I was afraid no one would dance with me.  Mmmmph,”  she moaned while Jake rolled her nipples with his fingers.

“Orla, you’re pretty, very pretty.  You don’t need big breasts or a plump ass to be pretty.  Your body is perfectly proportional, and I can’t stop looking at your cute freckled face.  Promise me you won’t consider yourself ugly ever again.”

“Jake!  I’m starting to feel funny, like I’ve had something to drink.”

“Relax, Orla.  What do you want to do right now?”

Orla released his cock, gripped his buttocks with both hands, and put her face right close to his knob.  She looked up and said, “I want to kiss it.”

“Go ahead then.  Just make sure you never have your teeth touch it, that hurts. Use your lips and tongue.”

Orla opened her mouth and extended her tongue, tentatively taking Jake’s glans into her mouth.  She suckled on it eagerly, not breaking eye contact with him.  Jake sighed as only the tip of his cock got any attention.

She moved to the base of his cock and started licking his shaft up and down.  His fat dong was obscuring her face as she kissed it.

“Fuck, Orla.  Where did you learn to do this?”

“I didn’t.  I just want to do it right now.  It’s just so hard and thick.  I just can’t stop kissing it,” she said before returning to his cockhead.  Pushing down, the elf was able to get his cock to barely push past her gag reflex.  Once she saw she could breathe between the thrusts, she grew more confident.

Jake groaned and ran his fingers through her silky green hair.  Each movement of the elf’s mouth was more confident than the next.  Orla added sucking when only his glans rested on her lips, making him start to buck.  The green-haired elf hummed with a sense of achievement.  Her hands went for his and placed them on the back of her head.

“Are you fine with that?”

“Mmm hmm,” was all the elf could say with his cock down her throat.

Jake took his time and fucked her face slowly, giving her plenty of time to breathe.  He pushed in, and the elf’s neck bulged as it was stuffed with meat.

“How the hell do you know how to give head so well, Orla?  This feels amazing!” he said.

Orla put her hands up and shrugged before moving her hands to her breasts and tugging at her nipples while her throat was used.

His cock felt the perfect amount of pressure as it plunged down her gullet.  The elf with no experience felt so good that Jake had a hard time controlling his thrusts.  Looking down, he saw Orla’s ears were bright red.  He slid his hands to the sides of her head and massaged her ears while he jammed his dong into her face.

Orla squealed on his cock, and her hands gripped his wrists, keeping him there.  Her body started to twitch as if overcome with an orgasm.  Jake's balls climbed to the base of his cock, and he felt his pelvic floor muscles contract in quick succession.  He pulled her head down until her nose was buried in his crotch.  He knew thick gobs of jizz were shooting into this thin elf’s stomach.  His balls felt a buzzing warmth as they emptied into the noble lady’s throat.

Guy pulled out, and a long hanging bridge of saliva and spunk connected her lips to his cock before breaking.  Without skipping a beat, Orla got off the cot and kissed him desperately with her messy mouth.  Jake felt so good that he eagerly kissed her back.

“More!  More, please, Jake!  I want it.”

“What do you want?”

She pushed him onto the cot and straddled him.  “I don’t know!  My privates feel like they’re aching!”

“Why don’t you grind it on my cock, Orla.  It doesn’t have to fit inside you to feel good.”

“And you said in the coach that your dick would go down after you blow.  It’s still hard!”  she said as she lowered herself onto him.  Her pussy lips spread to hug his cock at the base.

“You’re just so fucking hot.  I want more too.”

She smiled maniacally as she gave him a pussy job.  Her drenched lips slid up and down with no penetration, but still felt great. She said in a low tone, “I don’t know what I was afraid of.   If this is what sex is, I want more.”

Jake gripped her tight ass and dragged her crotch up and down his dong. The elf sat up and placed a hand on his prick to keep up the pressure on her clit as it slid up and down.

She looked down and put a finger on her belly where his knob slid to and said, “Is that how deep it will go?”

“Maybe, mmhh, I don’t know.”

“Something is happening again!  Damn!” Orla crunched and fell on top of him as her body twitched. “It feels so, gah!  Good! What’s happening!?”

“I told you females can orgasm.  You’re coming, Orla.”

“Fuck!”  she called out into his neck. “Mmmph.”

Her movements subsided, but she didn’t stop, continuing to grind on him.  She whispered, “You know, if I move just a little more, you’d accidentally slip in.”

“That you would,” he whispered back.

“Should I keep my virginity for my future husband?  My sister, mmmph, says some men want it.”

“What do you want?” he said as he massaged her back, trying to distract himself.

She slid up higher, angling herself before going back down.  His knob parted her pussylips and lodged itself at the entrance of her vagina.

“Oops,” she said playfully. “Your tip is inside.  It’s so big.  Does that count as losing it?”

“No, Orla.”

She buried her face in his neck and just moved the tiniest amount where his cock would part her vulva.  He sensed himself bumping up against her hymen.  The elf teased his dick with the short length of canal she could use without breaking it.

“I feel tingly all over, Jake!  Kiss me!”

The couple embraced as Orla tested the tip of his penis.  Her movements became more eager.  She then gyrated her hips, pressing harder.  Orla groaned into his mouth while she kissed him.  During her desperate motions, with a movement too forceful, Jake felt her hymen break and he slid deeper inside her.

“Oh fuck! Gah!” she called out. “I broke it!” She clung to him for a few seconds, mulling it over.  Orla hammered a fist on his chest and said, “Damn it all, I want it!”

She sat up and said, “I want it all,” before sitting down on his dong, impaling herself. 

Jake shut his eyes and experienced the incredible tightness of her virgin elf pussy.  This was the first and last pure penetration he would experience with her, and he savored it.  She bottomed out, unable to go down further; there were still a couple of inches left of him that had not entered her.

“Do you want me to be on top?”  Jake asked.

Orla nodded and said, “I want you to fuck me, Jake.  Oops! I’m cursing now.”  She rose, and his dick popped out of her, marked with her blood.

They repositioned, and Jake put Orla on her back.  They kissed before he spread her legs and put himself inside her again.  He took his time to get a sense of how deep he could go.  Orla mewled softly as he stretched her.

“Ahh!  Is elf dick as big as human dick?”  Orla asked.

“I don’t know.  Why do you ask?”

“If elves are smaller, I don’t think I’ll bother courting them.  I’ll find a man instead,” she said with a smirk.

Jake kissed her sensually while he pushed inside her over and over.  Orla wrapped herself around him, wrapping her ankles around his feet.

“Jake!  What if everyone I meet next is smaller than you?  Fuck!”

“Then you’ll just have to come look for me, and I’ll take care of you.  Your elf pussy feels so good!”

He rutted into her, with every stroke, he could feel his knob kiss her cervix.  Rather than wincing, Orla moaned as it happened and held on even tighter.

“My first time is with a human with a giant cock! I feel like I’m at my limit!  Mmmph,” she said as she looked in his eyes and smiled. “I’m so lucky, Jake, that you’re my first.  I’m going to remember this always.  Can you fuck me harder?”

He nodded and propped himself up.  Gripping her modest chest, he started to piston his dong into her.  Orla’s elven pussy lips gripped onto his shaft as he pulled out, making his rod glisten. 

“Your body is accommodating me better now.  Can you feel it?”

“Fuck!  You’re all the way in now!  Jake!  Ahh!”  Orla’s pussy started to grip like a vice on his pecker. “Your human cock is making me cum again!  Come in me!”

Jake held her by the waist and hammered her pussy with his girthy johnson.  Her face was flushed, and she was pinching her nipples while her six-pack tensed in sync with her pussy.

“Jake! Ahh!”  she convulsed, and a stream of liquid dribbled out of her while he doubled over and erupted a spray of ejaculate against the entrance to her womb.  Each contraction of his cock felt like a stream of spunk that filled her even more.

Her slender fingers dug into the impervious skin of his back.  Orla was covered in sweat, and her eyes were half lidded.  Her breath was punctuated with moans as her orgasm subsided.

“I’m being filled up.  There’s so much of it!  Mmmph.  It feels so right, Jake.  I love it.”

Jake kissed Orla’s ear and then rolled off her.  It took a little shifting for him to lie on his back on the narrow cot.  Orla got next to Jake, draping an arm and a leg over him while pulling the covers over the pair.

After he relaxed, he asked, “So how was your first experience, Orla?”

She laughed while she traced her fingers on his chest, and finally said, “I’m still buzzing, Jake.  I’m going to miss you when this trip is done.”


Chapter 3

Two days later, Orla sat impaled on Jake’s cock while his last spurt filled her.  The elf and her bodyguard were sitting entwined on a rock in a hot spring pool that was a popular resting spot for nobles traveling between Eddleton and Wittford.

Orla, once she lost her virginity, seemed insatiable.  In his free time, Jake did his best to keep Agatha and Lia entertained.  The only one in the party who seemed to resent the elf was Sol, who had to rely on her boyfriend, Tully, to keep her satisfied.  It was not successful since Jake had been with her, but the tauran had kept up a good facade for her coyote kin partner.

Orla looked down at him and ran her fingers through his wet hair and said, “I don’t know what it is about you, but it keeps getting better every time we do it.  It’s like my body’s changed to accept you more completely.”

“I think you’re just getting better at it, Orla,” he said as his hand rested on her buttocks, keeping his dick locked inside her pussy. “You’re way more relaxed, and it shows.  You’re going to make your future husband a happy elf.”

“I’m not sure.  I’ll have to check what they’re packing in their pants before I court them.  If there’s one thing you’ve taught me, it's that sexual compatibility is so important for a relationship.”  She lowered her head to kiss him, “I just don’t know if I’ll ever feel as connected with someone else as I do with you.”

Her words made his cock twitch inside her, making her giggle.  He said, “I think you’ll find a good guy.  Don’t worry.”  He cupped her face and looked in her eyes.  The man knew he and the elf had made a strong, immediate bond after the initial hiccups during their introduction.    The elf had opened her heart to him, and he was kind and affectionate in return.

Orla looked to the side and said, “There's something I have to tell you.  My mother has told me that I have to get married very quickly when I get home.  I wanted you to know that, so you wouldn’t be hurt if it seems like I’ve given you the cold shoulder.  I just need to make it a priority, alright?”

“Maybe in a different world, we could have met under better circumstances.  I won’t hold it against you.  But I promise I’ll remember you, Orla.  The memories we’ve made will be precious to me.”

The green-haired elf dropped her head on his shoulder, “Ugh, Jake, why do you have to be so sweet.  Most adventurers are just grimy creeps.”

Jake heard something whiz through the air.  He grabbed Orla and turned around for two arrows to impact and shatter on his back.”

“Guards!” he shouted and looked around.

“What’s going on!?” Orla said.

“Assassins.” He whispered before leaping out of the water, holding the elf in his arms.  Arrows sank into the turf by his feet as he ran into the underbrush surrounding the hot spring. His eyes scanned for a place to hide Orla.  Grinning, he found a tree stump and set the elf down.

He raised a finger and said, “Stay quiet.  I’ll try to find them.”  Getting up, he went to the edge of the underbrush and looked.  The branches on a few trees across the pool swayed just a little bit more than the surrounding boughs.  He heard the sound of arrows again.  Raising his hand at the right time, he caught an arrow in his hand.  The arrowhead looked covered in a sticky green substance.

Not wasting time, he took a running jump and leaped over the pool to land in the tree canopy.  Thick branches snapped  as his body crashed through them.  He could see the outline of two figures dressed in dark clothing as he passed by.  He reached out and stopped himself.

“It’s a demon!  Flee!”  a raspy female voice cried out.

By then, it was too late; he had both of them by the arm and jumped down to the ground.  As they fell, they pulled out black daggers and tried stabbing him, only for the edges to glance off his skin.

When he was on the ground, he punched one in the gut, causing them to collapse.  He put a foot on their chest, grabbed the other by the throat, and held them aloft to get a better look.

It was a female.  If it weren’t for the purple skin and red eyes, he would have thought they were an elf.  She had no wings or tail but was tall and had pointed ears.  Even her face looked more elvish than anything else.  The look in their ruby eyes only showed rage.

“Where are the others!?”

“No others!  Acgh! You’re choking me!”

“That’s the general idea, assassin.  Who are you and why did you attack us!”

The purple-skinned elf sneered, “Being beaten is insult enough, but to be beaten by an idiot like you is not to be borne!”  They then stabbed themselves with their dagger, and the elf shook before going limp.

“Disarm them!”

He turned to see Constance leap onto the unconscious elf under his foot and pull several items off the assassin’s belt, throwing them to the side. 

Constance smiled with glee. “You’re very lucky to have knocked one out.  Or they both would have been dead.  These assassins always have several poisoned weapons.  They’d rather die than talk.”  She then opened her mouth and scrambled backward, “You’re naked!”

“Yeah, I was bathing with Orla.  Where were the guards?”

“Knocked out, the rest of the party is searching the woods.”

Orla came through the underbrush quietly, wearing a towel, and looked at Jake with wary eyes. “Are there any others?”

“Not that I’ve seen Orla.  I mean, my lady,”  Jake replied, forgetting he was in the presence of another elf and had to be more formal. “I tried asking them who they were, but they killed themselves.  This one here is just unconscious.”  He threw the dead assassin to the ground.

Constance covered her eyes and said, “These are elves from the witch kingdom of Xiwolia.  They are the sworn enemies of Brilaund.  They never stop sending assassins to kill members of the…”

“That’s enough, Lady Constance,” Orla spat.

Lady Constance flinched.

“Lady Orla, Lady Constance is a higher noble than you, a servant to the Princess Amira,” Jake whispered. “What are you doing?  You’ll get us in trouble.”

Orla turned her eyes to Jake and softened her glare, “You’re right, Jake. I apologize, Lady Constance.  Someone tried to kill me, and I overreacted.”

“No offense taken, Orla,”  she said as she backed away.  “I’ll help the others search the area.  I’ll send guards to interrogate this one.”

When the pair was alone, the elf’s eyes started to water. Orla said, “You should be dead!  I heard the arrows hit you. I saw you leap across that pool of water into branches thirty feet in the air.  Who are you!?”

He raised a hand to her and said, “Orla, I can explain.”

“Yes!  Please do!”

“I’m not just a D-ranked adventurer.  Can you please keep this a secret?”

“It depends on what you are,” she said as she circled him. “I doubt you’ll kill me as you would have done earlier, or let the assassins do it.”

“I’m not from Brilaund.  I’m from a different place altogether.  I died in an accident and woke up here in your kingdom.  I found I had powers.  I’m just trying to level up in the guild so I can use my strength in full view and not be seen as a freak.  I want to do good, Orla, you have to believe me.”

“A man with your strength is a threat to the kingdom, Jake.  I can’t let you go.  I have to tell the others.”

Jake stepped off the buxom dark elf and went to Orla.  He put his hands on her shoulders and said, “What could I possibly do to make you keep this a secret?”

“Jake Baleson, I am sure you have genuine feelings for me,”  she said with a smirk. “Most people in your position would have killed me already.  Yes, I can think of quite a lot I’ll need you to do to keep me mum.  First things first, get dressed.  If I keep seeing your willy, I’ll want to jump on it.”


Chapter 4

Jake stuck a finger in his collar and tugged.  It was hard to keep smiling during the audience with the Limolacks in their castle.  The main hall of the keep was covered with forest-themed cut stone, along with twenty-foot-tall tapestries of elves communing with nature and lording over humans and demihumans.

The rest of the party stood by him, and he himself was behind and to the side of Sol, who looked about as uncomfortable as he did, despite the bright smile on her face.

Opposite them were three elves, all sitting in ornate wooden thrones that were elevated on a dais.

The one in the center, a mature-looking lady elf with long auburn hair with a thin band of silver, was looking at him intensely.  To her left, in a throne that was almost a plain chair, was the first male elf that Jake had seen.  He also looked more mature than the other elves he had met, but he was even shorter than Lady Orla.  He seemed to only frown and tap his heel on the marble floor.  The green-haired elf Orla sat in the right chair that was noticeably larger than the male elf’s.

Orla stood and bowed to the older lady elf and said, “Dearest Aunt Margot and Uncle Julien, I humbly request that you allow me to introduce the adventurers who saved us from the bandits who attacked our caravan as I returned home.  They are known as Sol’s Slayers.”

The cowgirl stepped forward and bowed deeply, her tail tucked between her legs.  She said, “My Lady.  I am Captain Sol.”

Margo flicked her fingers left and right, saying, “Yes, yes, very nice.  Please introduce me to the human I’ve heard so much about.  Jake?  Jake, please step forward.  Let me get a good look at you.”

Jake felt Lia put a hand on his back and give him a shove.  Stepping forward, he bowed at what he thought was the same angle that Sol had bowed.  “My Lady.”

The marchioness stood and then descended the steps of the dais.  Jake studied her.    Her flowing red-and-silver silk dress hugged her tall, curvy body and revealed more skin than he thought was necessary.  The noble’s hair was done up and pierced with a jeweled silver comb.

She tapped her open palm with a closed fan as she circled around him.  Jake had the feeling that the lady was looking at him like she was assessing a thoroughbred. “So you’re the human who saved my dear Orla.  My niece said you bested two Xiwolian assassins bare-handed.”

Lia snorted and said, “And bare assed.”

“Shut it!” Agatha whispered, giving her an elbow.

The lady elf glanced at the pair of demihumans before returning to assessing Jake.   She said, “A D-rank adventurer no less.  Don’t you think it’s extraordinary, Julien?”

The middle-aged elf stiffened and said, “Yes, my dear, quite extraordinary.”

“Assassins from that abominable country have bested some of our knights, and this mere human kills one and captures the other.  He’s quite the specimen, isn’t he, Julian?”

“Yes, I suppose.”

“You suppose?” She turned and walked up the steps to her husband. “And when was the last time I saw you in the practice yard, hmm?”

“Well, Margot, my dear, I’ve been so busy with the administration of the march, I simply haven’t had the time.  And anyway, fighting is a woman’s work.”

Lady Margot rapped her husband’s knuckles with her fan.  He flinched and cradled his hand.  She said, “You’re lucky you were born an elf, Julian.  Human and demihuman men are equal to their women in combat.  Perhaps I’ve been too indulgent with you.  You should be more like this hero.”

The older elf smiled and bowed his head, saying, “Yes, of course, he is a great example.  I will work hard to emulate him.”  When Margot walked down again, Jake could see Julian glare at him.  He smiled apologetically to the male elf, in hopes of showing that he empathized with him, with little success.

“Jake, I’ve decided.  I will be having a ball in your honor here at the castle.”

Julian stood up and pointed, “Margot, you’ve just met him!  It will cost a fortune!  And what of his companions!?”

“Stop worrying, Julien dear.  We haven’t had a grand ball in ages.  As for his party, we’ll have them celebrate as well.  We’ll make it a grand double ball.  Elves and humans in the small ballroom, and demihumans in the grand hall. I’ll even invite the high ranking parties from the guild to join. This will give us the excuse to invite the Benoilles of Morrisby.”

Jake looked up to see that Orla was ecstatic, “You mean it!?  You really do?”

“Yes, my niece, you will get your chance to court that Leon of theirs.  Make sure you practice your dances so you don’t make a fool of us all.”  She turned to Jake, “Jake, my boy, I’m sure a man of your capabilities knows the basic patterns?”

Jake tried swallowing, but his throat was dry.  The fear growing in his chest was greater than when he fought the goblin chief.

He was about to speak when Lia stepped forward, “Begging your pardon, my lady, but Jake Baleson is quite the dancer.  I speak from experience.”

“Splendid!”  Margot slapped the palm of her hand with the closed fan.  “Where will you all be staying in Eddleton?  The Mare?”  she said with a smile.  She then frowned and said, “Or the Broken Plow?”

Sol bowed and said, “The Mare, my lady.”

“Thank heavens, I would have hated to send my messengers to that other wretched place.  Julien says it brings in so much tax that we can’t shut the place down, but I wouldn’t fill a bucket with water if I heard the Plow was on fire.”

…

“I’m sorry, Jake, but you’ll have to make do bunking with Lia and Agatha in a single,”  Sol said as they walked into his cramped but very well-appointed room at The Mare.  The walls were freshly plastered, paintings hung, and there was even a looking glass over the chest of drawers. “This place is the most expensive inn in Eddleton, and we can’t afford bigger rooms.”

“I understand completely,”  Jake said.  “Marchioness Margot could not have been clearer.”

“Don’t worry, Sol.  We don’t need much space,”  Lia said, wiggling her eyebrows while poking her head through the door.

“How are we doing with money, Sol?”  Jake asked. 

Sol dragged a finger over the tip of one of her cow horns before tilting her head and saying, “The good news is that we made good money for an escort mission.  The bad news is that going to the ball will set us back considerably.  We’re making more, but spending more.”

“Why are we spending more?”

Lia stepped into the room and twirled around on one foot, “You can’t mingle with the nobility without getting new clothes, silly.  You and I will need new outfits.”

“Can we turn it down and save the money?”

Sol and Lia looked at him for a moment before breaking out in laughter.

“What’s so funny?”

Lia waved her hand dismissively, “Jake, you are a hoot.  No one turns down an invitation from an elf, let alone a marchioness!  If we don’t go, they could get us kicked out of the guild, or worse.”  She walked up and hugged him, “And why turn down the chance to dine and sup with those in power, Jake.  We’ll get connections.  Agatha, Sol, and Tully could get better training, and we will get better missions.  You don’t know how much good you’ve done for the party, Jake.  It’s not a curse, it’s a blessing.”

“But Lia, there’s a big problem.  I really don’t know how to dance.  The only thing I’m really good at is cooking,”  Jake said.

“Never ever tell an elf that,”  Lia said. “Humans are only good for two things.  Fighting and fucking, and you’re good at both of those.  Now, elves need a bit of song and dance, and we shall give it to them.  I’ll make a gentleman of you yet.”

Jake looked at Sol.  Sol raised her hands and flicked her tail, “Don’t look to me for help.  You got us into this mess, and I know almost nothing about the ways of elves and humans.  I know just enough not to get my head chopped off.”

“Don’t worry, Jake, I’ve got you,”  the succubus said as she hugged him. “You’ll just owe me a little extra.”


Chapter 5

Lia and Jake stood opposite each other in a corner of the guild hall at Eddleton early the next morning.  They spent a little time moving tables aside, preparing the space.  The only sound was the guild receptionists chatting and looking at Jake.

“Now, Jake, the ball being tomorrow, we need to get you up to speed on the four basic dances that elven nobility dance to:  the quadrille, the passage, the jig, and the waltz.”

Jake raised an eyebrow, “The jig?  The waltz?  I’ve heard of those before from my homeland.  That’s odd.”  He wondered whether other people had traveled to Brilaund a long time ago and introduced the dances.  He shook his head and shrugged, “It doesn’t matter, I don’t know them anyway.”

“Now I’m definitely not going to make you an expert on these dances in a single morning, but I think I can get you to do the basics without falling over.  Whatever you do, don’t get fancy at the ball.  More often than not, the ladies will want to talk with you more than dance with you.”

“I forgot to ask, Lia.  How do you know so much about high society?”

“Mmm, before I found you, I would bounce between the wilderness and civilization.  I would have my fill of one, and when I got bored or in too much trouble, I would switch to the other.  I’m an expert when it comes to monsters as well as the nobility.  They’re not that different when you get to know them.”

Jake was about to ask how long the love demon had been doing this when he caught himself.  The one rule he knew was to never ask a woman her age.

While Jake and Lia started, a group of filthy adventurers filed into the grand hall and towards the receptionist.

A stout bear girl receptionist greeted them, “Welcome to Eddleton. I’m Celia. How may I help you?”

A jackal man ran his fingers through his matted hair and said, “We’re The Snapping Jaws, and I’m Corvus Reed.  We’ll be sleeping at The Broken Plow.  We’re here to collect on some orc bounties and see what adventures there are here.”

The receptionist nodded while filing out their party form, saying, “Yes, there are the usual goblin missions.  We can never get rid of the things. There are rat-catching missions as well.”

“Lady, we’re an A-rank party,” he said, touching the table with his pointer finger. “Don’t insult us.”

“Ah!  My mistake,”  the bearkin woman said with a shrug. “Eddleton is at the center of the march.  Morrisby’s further out and probably has more dangerous missions for settlements.  I’m afraid the only real challenge here is the dungeon.”

Romy stepped forward, “The Shafts of Peril?  Isn’t that a mega-dungeon?”

“The very same,”  the receptionist said. “Twenty floors so far discovered.  Dungeon explorers haven’t probed too deeply because the treasure yield has been lower than that in the wastelands,  but you’re talking about dungeons on the other side of the kingdom, near the border with Xiwolia.”

“Meh, it’ll have to do,” Corvus said, scratching the unkempt stubble on his neck.  “We’ll have to head out there eventually.  I thought we could rest on our laurels when we got our A-rank for at least a few months, but expenses don’t care what rank you are.”  He turned around and leaned against the counter. “Seems pretty dead here though.  Hey, look at what we have here!”  He sneered, pointing to the couple dancing in the far corner.

“It’s Jake!”  Romy said, her tired eyes perking up.

“And that girl.  What was her name again?  Tia?”

Romy folded her arms, “Lia.”

One of the wolfkin men stood in front of Corvus and said, “Do you think it’s a good idea to poke the bear again, boss?  That guy beat you.”

“Don’t get in the way of my social life, Pavros.  That man got lucky in that fight.” The jackalman pushed his comrade aside and walked across the guild hall.

Jake saw him coming over and felt his ears get hot.  Tamping down his anger, he asked, “Corvus Reed, what brings you over here? We weren’t disturbing you, were we?”

Corvus raised his hands and smiled.  “Not at all, I was just attracted to the beautiful dancing.  What’s the occasion?”  he asked.

Lia clapped and said, “There’s going to be a grand ball at the castle tomorrow.  Even demihumans from high-ranking parties are invited.”

Jake winced, “You’ll probably not want to come right, Corvus?”

Corvus bared his teeth in a wide smile, “Don’t be ridiculous.  My mates and I would love to come along.  We know how grand balls get as the night progresses.”  He frowned, “I suppose you’ll be with the elves and not the demihumans, Lia.”

Lia nodded, “No tail and no ears.  I’ll be upstairs.”

“It’s a shame, I’d love to have a twirl with you.”

Romy approached and said, “Did I just hear there would be a grand ball?  I’ve never been to one before.  I’ve heard they’re pretty wild.”

“And who said you’re coming, Romy?  The other men and I can go because we have passable clothing.  Your healer robes won’t do at all.”

Romy slumped her shoulders, “That’s not fair.  I’ll have fully paid my debts to the party by now.  Can I borrow a little to get a simple dress?”

“No can do, Romy.  I have to repair my armor.”

Jake put out his hands, palms up, and said, “I can lend you a little money for a dress.  I don’t mind.  You might not get another chance anytime soon.”

Romy ran to Jake and threw her arms around him.  He patted her back, “Just enough to get something to go to the dance, alright.” He looked at Corvus and Lia, who wore smiles but whose eyes burned with rage.

“Come on!  We don’t have time to waste!”  Romy said, pulling on Jake’s arm.  “I need someone to help me shop!”

Corvus raised a finger and said, “Lia, would you want me to help you shop?  I’ve got a good eye for fashion.”

Lia stepped to Jake and grabbed his other arm and said, “Sorry, Corvus,  I have a feeling you’d be dressing me in almost nothing.  Anyway, it’s Jake I have to impress.”

Corvus nodded and waved while the two women pulled Jake out of the hall.  He mumbled, “I’ll get you one of these days, Lia.  And I hope Jake is there to see him lose you.”

…

On the high street of Eddleton, Jake stood with a stack of wrapped packages of clothing.  Lia was beside him, waiting for Romy to pull back the dressing room curtain.  A catkin man in a black-and-white uniform stood at attention at the other end of the room, ready to sell them even more gowns.

“Do you think my dress looked nice?”  Lia asked, poking him.

“It’s sexy and tasteful.  It revealed just enough.  Though I always like your leather outfit the best.”

“If I went as my real form, there would be a riot,” she whispered.  “But I always love how you complement my other side.  Most men would recoil.”

“Just saying my true feelings,” Jake said, raising an eyebrow.  “What is it?  You look worried.”

“I have to ask you something while Romy is busy. Jake, I’m afraid that something might happen with Corvus.”

“Yeah, he’s already fought me once.  I don’t want to fight him again. I might not hold back on that bastard.”

“That’s what I’m saying.  I don’t want you or me to get in trouble.”

“Well, I doubt you want to join their party and dump me.”

“Never in a million years!” She gripped his wrist, her fingernails sharpening and elongating.  “But I do have an idea.  I think that if you took care of me right before the ball, and gave me a good feeding, I might be able to not kill him if he and I had an encounter.  I may be able to just drain him.”

“You want me to share you with him?”

“What’s the alternative?  You destroy monsters, you’re not a murderer, Jake.  They’re a bunch of bullies who’ll keep coming until they get what they want.  This party will be their big chance, and we don’t want a scene there.”

“Why would the ball be their big chance?”

“After the food, drink, and dancing.  There’s the afterparty.  The elves are going to expect you to be friendly, if you get my meaning.”

“Oh,” he said with a pause. “But what about you?”

“I’ll have my ring on, so I either have to leave or you can share me tonight.  That way, I don’t die, and we don’t cause a scene with me leaving too early.  The elves will probably want to keep you all to themselves. I’ll be there as well because I’m human-looking.  Corvus will probably sneak around and find somewhere secluded to have his fun with me. I want to be good for you, Jake, so I’ll accept staying home, but it may be seen as an insult to the Limolacks.”

“Damn.”

“For it to work, you’ll need to fill me up as much as possible, so I don’t want to take any energy from anyone at the party.”

“How do I look?  Hey Jake!” Romy shouted.  The bunnykin woman pulled back the curtain to reveal an indigo dancing dress with a short bell-shaped skirt and a plunging neckline; her puffy white tail wiggled behind her, and her breasts jiggled as she spun.

“Wow! Romy, with that outfit, I doubt anyone could resist you!”  Jake said, trying to change the subject.

Lia elbowed Jake, “Well?!”

Jake sighed and whispered, “If you think this is the only way, then I’ll take care of you before the dance and allow you to do what you want at the party, so long as you don’t kill anyone and you come back to me.”

Lia kissed him on the mouth so hard that he could feel his energy flow into her.  “I swear it,” she whispered.

“Hey, stop it, you too!  They’ll throw us out if you kiss like that in the shop!”  Romy pouted.


Chapter 6

“I still don’t see why demihumans can’t come!” Agatha groaned as they stood at the gate of Eddleton Castle. “All we get to do is hang out with their servants and other adventurers.  I want to dance with you, too!”

Sol shrugged and said, “We have no control over how people want to throw a party.  It’s their castle, not ours.  Right Lia?”

“Mmm?  What?  Yeah.”  The succubus was hanging off Jake’s arm with a dreamy look on her face. “It’s their party.”

“It’s just not fair,”  Agatha pouted.

“Stop sulking, Aggie,”  Tully said.  “We’re going to have a blast!  I’ve heard how these grand balls usually end up.  It’s going to be a night to remember!”

The elf guards opened the gates, and the party entered.  After going through the main yard, a uniformed servant dogkin man pointed at the party and said, “Humans up the stairs, demihumans, please come with me.”

Sol waved to Jake and Lia and said, “See you tomorrow, you two.  Have fun.”

Tully waved and smiled mischievously, “Don’t you worry, Jake.  I’ll take care of them.”

Jake muttered, “That’s what I’m afraid of,” as Lia pulled him up the stairs. 

When the couple reached the top, another footman bowed and opened the door.  He called out, “Lia and Jake of Sol’s Slayers.”

“Yikes, this is a really formal event,” he said as he shifted his Brilaundian suit.  If he had spent any less on it, he likely wouldn’t have been admitted.

Lia looked at him and squeezed his arm, “This afternoon was divine, Jake.”

“I just wanted to make sure you didn’t hurt anyone tonight.  And make sure you don’t go looking for trouble, just let them come to you.”

“Yes, of course, my master,” she replied.

The small ballroom was filled with mostly elves and humans, along with a select group of old male and female demihuman servants.  A group of musicians was sitting at the end of the hall.  Candles in chandeliers brightened the space.  As Lia had instructed, he escorted her straight to the receiving line. 

Orla was first and kissed him on the cheek and whispered, “I will come and ask you to dance, sweetness.”

He nodded and turned to Margot, who gripped his hand and said, “Thank you so much for coming, Jake.”

“Thank you, Marchioness Margo, you do me an honor I am unworthy of,” he replied.

“We’ll see about that, on the dancefloor to start with,” she winked. “If you don’t dance with me twice, I’ll throw you out of the tallest tower.”

“Only two dances?  You starve me, my lady.”

She lightly slapped him on the cheek and began receiving Lia.  He turned to Julien, who was chatting the ear off the person in line in front of him, and then, when it was Jake’s turn, the noble ignored him and went straight to Lia.

“Lia, you are simply radiant.  Our little soirée has been made all the more lovely with you here.”

“Thank you, my lord,” Lia said with a smile.

The succubus and her master stood to the side and watched as the ballroom filled with elves wearing sumptuous outfits.  Several ladies had male human companions, while the rest seemed to be married to elvish men.  Only the most senior elvish women didn’t look at him hungrily.

The music started up, and Jake heard the familiar triple beat of the waltz.  The dance floor swarmed with elves and men.

He turned to Lia and offered her his hand.  Lia nodded, and the pair found a clear spot and took a closed position right before the dancefloor started to swirl with dancers.

“Jake,”  Lia said, looking at him with her blue eyes. “Thank you for letting me come to the dance.”

“How could I not, Lia.  I wouldn’t want you to sulk in your room.  You’re far too pretty for that.”

“This afternoon was amazing.  Every time I’m with you, I feel like I’m sliding down a dune, unable to help myself,” she blushed and looked to the side. “I guess what I’m trying to say is that I’ve fallen in love with you.  It’s not just how we connect, nor the necklace, I am truly in love with you.”

“Wow, that’s a lot to take in.”  Jake could feel his heart blossom.  The afternoon pre-feeding with the succubus had been intense.  When they were done, he was almost afraid that Lia wouldn’t be able to go to the dance, she was so cum drunk.  The bond they had formed was strong.  He only hoped it was strong enough to last the night.

“You don’t need to say you love me, Jake.  I already know you do,”  she said with eyes that flickered into slits showing her true form only for him.

“Of all the girls in this kingdom, why do I have to fall in love with a demon?”

“Simple, you’re the only hero in the land who could save a succubus from herself,”  she said with a sweet smile. “Master, even when you’re sharing me, I want you to know that you’re the one for me.  Without you, I’m lost.”

“Shit, Lia,” he laughed.  “If you keep this up, I’ll cry.”

With that, the dance was over.  He wanted to kiss his girl, but Lia put a hand on his chest and smiled. She said, “Tomorrow, I’m all yours.  Tonight, I’m going to show them all what they’re missing.”

Jake nodded and smiled.  A moment later, a slender male elf swooped in and said, “I hope you don’t mind, young man.  Human females are quite the rare gem at the frontier.”

“Be my guest, talk to you later, Lia.” 

Lia waved as the elf led her off.  Jake turned around to see a huge group of lady elves beaming at him.  He stepped back and smiled brightly, trying to stifle the yelp he wanted to make.  It was lucky for him that a green-haired elf was at the front of the group.

“May I have this dance, good sir?”  Orla asked.

“With great pleasure, Lady Orla.”

The band called out the word, “Passage!” and everyone lined up along the length of the ballroom.  Orla and Jake faced each other, and he had a good look at her.  The elf had her bright green hair up in a bun laced with pearls.  Her dancing dress was embroidered with bright green ivy leaves and bespotted with small emeralds.  The elf's most attractive aspect was still her eyes.

When the two-step rhythm started, the long line of participants met, encircled, and then parted again.  Then, they bowed to the next couple and twirled once, and then met with their main partner again.  After a series of patterns, a single couple walked down the line with the leads and follows clapping them along.  The couple going through the passage performed various patterns and maneuvers.  The more intricate the maneuver, the louder the clapping.

The  sequence repeated and a different pair went down the line.  It was then that he saw Princess Amira  and Lady Constance both travel down, each with a different male dance partner.  When the blonde princess passed, she avoided Jake’s look.  Constance on the other hand gave him a warm smile and a wave.

“Ugh, Amira is always trying to put me down,” Orla growled.  “I don’t know why she’s even here!”

“I heard she has to send back a report to the capital of a broken sealing stone back in Wittford,”  Jake said.  “Perhaps Lady Margot saw she was here and had to invite a member of the royal family to a ball if they were in town.”

“But I’m!”  Orla stopped herself and smiled politely before saying, “How are you liking your first elven dance, Sir Baleson?” Orla asked.

“I’m having a grand time, my lady.  Though you know I am not a knight.”

“You must bend me over your knee and give me a good swat, Jake,” Orla said with a wink.  “I was never good with etiquette.”

“How is your courtship with Leon going?”

“Don’t speak his name, Jake.  I want to think of only you right now,” she said with a pouting look.  “I can’t get you out of my mind.  Mmm, the way you took me in your arms.  The way you saved me from those evil creatures, I’ll never forget.”

“Me neither, but I hope you never are put at risk like that again,” he said with a smile. “What would your aunt think?”

The couple was the last to go down the passage when the song finished.  The marchioness was there at the end to receive him. 

Orla squeezed his hand and whispered in his ear, “My aunt rarely fails to get what she wants.  Be graceful, and the world will open up to you.”

He stepped toward the hostess and bowed.  Margot was wearing a sheer salmon coloured gown that sparkled in the candlelight.  Her head was topped with a silver-and-diamond tiara.

“This is the first of two, dear Jake.  When the clock strikes one, you'd better have given me one more dance.”   

“The night is young, my lady,”  Jake said with an offered hand.

“Then let us not let it go to waste, Jake,” she said in a sultry voice, taking his hand.


Chapter 7

Jake had his last dance at the ball with a purple-haired elf in an iridescent black dress.  The girl had no guts to strike up a conversation, so he had to pick up the slack.  Unfortunately, her answers were either yes or no, followed by her biting her lip and squeezing him tighter.

The band's leader struck a gong and said, “The night’s entertainment has just ended, you’re on your own until morning.”

Jake thanked the elf follower and then tried to look for Orla or Lia.  Turning around, the auburn-haired marchioness was inches away from him, looking at him with hazel eyes.

“So, Jake, how was your first ball?”

“Wonderful for me, thought I may have bored some of the followers,” he replied. “I only just started learning how to dance.”

“For a beginner, you were marvelous.  To be honest, I think you did better than Orla’s suitor Leon,” she said, getting close.

“Thank you, my lady.  It was more than I could have hoped for.  Did your husband…”

The elf put a finger on Jake’s lips, “Don’t put the thought of him in my mind, Jake.  Especially when I want to spend the time being happy with you.”

“So this is the human, Orla?”

Jake looked to his left to see a portly black-haired elf standing with arms akimbo.  Orla was next to him, wincing while she smiled.

“I’m sorry?  I didn’t catch your name.”

“I am Leon Benoille of the house Benoille.  I heard you saved my future wife from certain death,” the elf said before nodding his head. “I thank you, human.  But if I were there, I’m sure I could have prevented them from even shooting one arrow at her beautiful head.”

Jake’s eye twitched as he looked at the lump of an elf. “Oh, is that so?”

“It is indeed.  Leaving the security of a noble to an adventurer, a human no less, is downright scandalous.”

Orla put a hand on the short elf’s shoulder, “Leon, please.  Jake was quite heroic when he saved me.  And I should have been looking out for my own safety.  Those assassins…”

“Any elf worth his salt could have done it better.  For that, I am sure,”  Leon said, poking Jake in the chest.

Jake looked down at the elf’s finger and smirked, “Sir, I am not taking the bait.”

“What is that?  What are you talking about?”

“If you’re looking to impress Orla, there’s no need.  She told me how much she fancies you.  There’s no need to make yourself look better at my expense.  I’m a mere D-rank fighter. I’m not worth your time.”

“Scoundrel!”  Leon spat. “You are indeed not worth my time, but I shall teach you a lesson!  I’ll show you the superiority of elven blood.”

Jake looked at Orla, who was pale and looking like she wanted to curl up into a ball.  Someone put a hand on his back.  He had a feeling it was the marchioness guiding him, but he hadn’t the foggiest idea of what the right path was.  Defend his own honor?  Put the elf in his place?  He was at a loss.

Jake poked a finger into the elf’s chest and said, “If you intend to make a challenge, please do it now.  You’re making an ugly scene.”

The portly elf’s face was now deep red. “I’ll show you!  I propose a race!”

“I think I’ll outrun you, Sir Leon.”

“Not a footrace, you idiot!  A dungeon race!  The first person to reach the third level of The Shafts of Peril wins.  If you lose, you have to lick the soles of my boots in front of Orla and the rest of the Limolacks.”

“And if I win?”

“I’ll let you have Orla.”

“But, Leon, I…”  Jake was about to finish his sentence when he felt a pinch on his back. He lifted his hands and said, “The reward outweighs the penalty, Sir Leon.  If you insist, then I must accept.”  The pinch in his back released, and was replaced by an assuring pat on his back.

“Good!”  Leon said. “I’ll see you at the entrance tomorrow at noon.  Now, if you’ll excuse me, I must attend to my sweet Orla.”

Leon took Orla by the hand and walked away.  The green-haired elf mouthed the word “sorry” and gave a wave.

Jake looked around and saw that the same dancers were either talking, drinking, or already kissing.  More than one lady elf was seen dragging a man away from the ballroom.

“Lady Margot, I guess this is where you go drag your dear husband…”

The middle-aged elf grabbed him and pulled him so their faces were inches apart.  She said, “Jake, thank you! That wasn’t perfect, but you tried your best.  Did you ever consider a career in the nobility?  Making Leon look good in that situation did more for Orla than you could imagine.  I hope you know what to do when you’re in the dungeon.”

“Let him win, but make it look believable.”

“Gods, you’re a clever young man, Jake.  You’re going to go far. Mark my words.  Don’t worry about the bootlicking, I’ll make sure he releases you from doing that,”  she said as she draped her arms around Jake's shoulders.  “Come with me.”

The mature elf pulled Jake by the hand down to a set of doors at the other end of the ballroom.  Jake looked around, trying to find Lia, but had no luck.

“I want you to see what the demihumans are doing.  The small ballroom is one floor above the grand hall.”  She pushed open the door and led Jake onto a balcony overlooking the grand hall.  Jake put his hand on the balcony’s railing and rubbed his eyes, hoping the scene he was seeing wasn’t real.

“Don’t worry, they know we can see them; they were told before the party,”  the noble elf said into his ear.

Down below, everyone was engaged in a mass orgy.  Demihumans of every type were copulating on the dancefloor, on the tables around it, or against the columns or walls.  Despite the urge to go back, his eyes darted, trying to catch a glimpse of his friends to see that they were not involved.  It didn’t take long to be disappointed.

He found Sol and Tully first.  The coyote man was sitting in a chair next to a column, looking at Sol.  His pants were undone, and he was stroking his cock frantically.  Sol was on all fours, with her dress pulled down to expose her breasts and her skirt pulled up.  A large, muscular tauran man was kneeling behind her, groping her tits and fucking her from behind.

Jake focused his hearing and realized he could hear them perfectly.  He shook his head at discovering a new power only to suffer from it.

“Yes, finally, a nice fellow tauran pussy I can fuck without having to be careful,” the male tauran said. “Most of the time I have to go slow, or I hurt the lady.”

“Fuck!  So big!” Sol whined.

“Now tell me, Sol, isn’t having a cock designed for your pussy better than this coyote man’s cock?”

Tully winced when Sol said, “So much better!  Fuck!  You’re hitting all my secret spots!  You’re almost as good as Jake.  Oh!”  The cowgirl writhed under the effects of an orgasm.

“Jake!?  You’re fucking Jake?”  Tully jacked himself faster. “And he’s better than a tauran?”

“Well, you were with Agatha!  Mmmahh!  My insides are stretching out!”

Jake saw Tully twitch as he came on his pants with thick ropes of jism.  Rather than stop, the coyote man stood up and kept pumping himself. “Well, that just means I’m going to fuck someone else.”

“Don’t go, Tully!  You have to reclaim me!”  Sol shuddered with each thrust of the bull inside of her.  She looked around to see Jake on the balcony.  Rather than hide her face in shame, she stared at him for a while until the tauran man grabbed her by the horns and started fucking her harder.  Sol mooed and curled her toes in response.  Jake stepped back and put a hand on his stomach, gripping the fabric of his suit.

Tully turned his back and walked over toward a threesome involving a voluptuous horse lady and two tiger kin men.

“Don’t worry, girl,” the bull tauran said, “We’re going to be here for a while.  I need to empty my balls into your sweet tauran cunt.  Gods, I need to get back home, find a wife, and settle down.”

“Gahh!”  Sol shook her head and rested her head on the dancefloor.

Jake felt a hand on his crotch and a pair of lips kissing his ear. Margot whispered, “I always feel so excited when I see demihumans lose their self-control.  I see your little cat girl over there.”

Jake’s eyes followed to where Margot had pointed.  He slammed his hand on the rail when he saw her.  Agatha was on her back on a table, stripped naked.  Her ass was at one edge of the table while her head hung off the other.  The two wolfkin twins from The Snapping Jaws were at each end of her, ramming their cocks inside of her. 

“Isn’t this the life, Pavros?  Fucking a girl until she cums her brains out?”

“Right you are, Hector.  I love cute cat girls like this one the best.  I’m not sure how long I can last with her mouth on my dick, she’s that good.”  Pavros grabbed Agatha’s breasts and fucked her face, saying, “Her nipples are rock hard.”

“Isn’t she in Sol’s slayers?  You know, the party with the guy who fucked Corvus up? Should we be worried?”

Agatha put her hand on Hector’s arm and rubbed it while her pussy and mouth were filled. She gave the thumbs-up sign and then spread her legs wider so the wolfkin man could slam his dick balls-deep inside her.

“Looks like we should be safe!  Ha!  What a slut this one is.  She’s come on my prick twice already.”  Hector said.

Jake could see the cat girl dewy with sweat.  He recognized two more men from The Snapping Jaws approach and took her hands and placed them on their cocks.  The cat girl masturbated the two new men who seemed to be demihumans related to weasels.

“Fuck!  Too tight!”  Hector faltered and buried his dong deep inside Agatha and started to twitch.  Agatha came hard and gripped the dicks in her hands, turning them purple. 

When he was done, his brother pulled out of her mouth and walked around the table, pushed Hector out of the way, and entered her creampied pussy.  “I want to see how this pussy feels myself.”

“Fuck!  Your dick is so hot inside of me!”  Agatha let out a ragged shout.  She adjusted so she could rest her head, and her eyes found Jake on the balcony.  Her face was flushed, and her dark eyes were fully dilated and half lidded.  The girl didn’t break eye contact while she jacked the men off and kept her legs spread-eagled for the demihumans of The Snapping Jaws.  It was as if she were floating on a tide of intense pleasure.  Occasionally, she would lick one of the weasel men’s glans and then the others.

“Hey, Jake!  Why not look down here!” 

Jake shifted his eyes to see Corvus in a tucked-away corner of the grand hall.  He had Lia pinned to a column and lifted her.  The succubus’s dress was on the ground, and Corvus’s jackalman cock was pumping into her.

“Good, now he can see me fuck you,” he said as he looked into her eyes.  “How does a real cock feel inside of you?”

“It feels good, Corvus,” she said as she cupped his face. “Do you like it?”

“Your pussy is top-notch.  I don’t know if I can go back to demihuman after this.  You’re so into it.  Is Jake really that bad?  You would think he would have kept you satisfied.”

“A girl never tells,” she smiled and looked up at the balcony.  Jake saw her pussy oozing with his own creampie as Corvus scraped it out of her with his plunging knob.  Even if he had agreed to this, the feeling of jealousy was nearly overwhelming.

“Fuck! You’re clamping down on my prick so hard!  Coming!”  Corvus gripped her ass. His fingers sank into the soft white flesh of her ass as he rutted.  The jackalman seized up and pushed all the way in before he blew his load deep in the succubus’s vessel.  Lia cupped his face and kissed him while he filled her.  Jake looked on as the demon consumed a part of Corvus’s life force.  The adventurer visibly slumped as Lia tasted his essence.  The succubus glowed so faintly that only Jake would have noticed.

“So good, that was so fucking good, Lia,”  Corvus said, gasping.  “You drained me completely.  I think I’m going to have to take a break.”

The succubus glanced at Jake one more time before running her fingers through the jackalman’s hair, “That’s too bad.  I was hoping you’d have had a little more stamina than that.  I’m used to more virility in a partner.”

“Just let me have a drink, and then I’ll come back stronger than ever!  I’ll have you craving my cock before the night’s out.”

Jake felt Margot pull him back by the collar. “I think you’ve suffered long enough, my boy.  It’s safe to say your friends were just one party away from debauching themselves.  Come away, and we can have a nice chat.”


Chapter 8

Jake was feeling numb when the sultry redheaded elf pulled him along through the castle’s hallways.  He remembered a secret switch being thrown, a wall sliding open, and Margot pushing him into the darkness.

“Mmm, it’s been so long since I’ve been in this room,”  Margot said.

“My lady, how could you trust me?”

“I’m no longer ‘my lady’, Jake.  You can call me slut, or servant, or anything you want.  When we’re in this place, I’m no longer a noble, do you understand?  And I trust you because you saved my niece.”

Jake’s eyes adjusted.  He saw something similar to a small picnic bench in the center of a darkened room with no windows.  The walls were made of stone and had hooks for hanging various items.  Jake had a hard time understanding what most of them were, though.  The bench was upholstered with black leather and had metal rings embedded throughout its wooden frame. 

“You want me to call you names?”  Jake asked.

“Jake, when you’re the person in charge your whole life, being the servant is a relief,” Magot said.  “Only a few people know of this room's existence.  None of them is my husband.”

“Are you saying you want me to treat you like dirt?  How is this going to make me feel better about my friends fucking other men?”

“Come on, you’re not that ignorant.  A little playtime with me would be the perfect revenge on them.”

He walked around the table, then said, “So what do we do?” and put his hands on the black leather padding.

“Anything you want, Jake,” she said. “The more you surprise me, the better.”

Jake could feel the stress in his neck from thinking about his girlfriends so easily engaging with other males.  He then saw the buxom elf in front of him with a look of complete lust on her face.

“I want you to undress,” he said as he lit the sconces in the small chamber.  The elf’s eyes brightened, and her lips curled into a smile as she pulled off the straps of her dress.  The silken salmon-colored dress fell like water from her skin onto the stone floor.  Slipping off her shoes, she covered herself and looked at him, waiting for the next command.

Jake felt a quickening of his pulse when he said, “Please get on the table, elf.”

Margot climbed onto the leather-padded table and lay on her back.  Jake came and pulled up two extensions from under the table that ended in stirrups, as well as two long padded extensions for her arms.  Her head rested on a single pad that was already sticking out from the main table.  Margo was now fully supported while her legs were lifted and spread wide.  Her pussy was bald and smooth.

“So you said I could do anything I want.  I think I’m going to make sure you’re secure before we move forward.  Do you need any safe word you can use to stop?”

Margo rubbed her hands on her chest and ribcage, “No, no safe word for me.  It’s about loss of control, Jake.  That’s what I want.”

“Very well, I’m not an expert in this field,”  he said as he walked to the restraints and straps.  The straps were all padded with strips of fur and other materials.  He was glad for it because he didn’t know too much about knot tying.  He began by putting ankle and wrist cuffs on the woman. 

The elf squirmed, “You’re tying me down?”

“Loss of control, right?”

“Yes, I guess so,” she frowned and looked to the side. “I just suppose you would be using the riding crop and paddling.  I’ve never been spanked before.”

“Don’t suppose anymore,” he said as he started to add more straps to her arms and legs. “You have now been captured and restrained.  I am now your master.  When I ask questions, I expect them to be answered immediately. Do you understand, slave?”

“Yes!”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, sir!”

“That’s better.  If you submit fully, this will go better for both of us.”  Jake could feel himself grow more confident in the role of dominator.  He was going to play things as safely as possible while still making the marchioness feel good.  Something popped into his mind, and he smiled while he turned away and started to disrobe.

“How old are you, slave?”

“That’s an awful question to ask a lady!”

Jake stood over her and traced a finger on the inside of her thigh. “You really are petulant, aren’t you?  Already balking over a simple question.”  He spanked her bottom, making her yelp. 

“I am 537 years old, master!”

“What is an old skank like you doing with such a smoking body, slave?”  He pulled off his pants, revealing his impressive manhood to his new captive.

She rolled her eyes and smiled, “Master is too kind.”

He got up close so his cock was inches from her face.  “No holding back on answers, understand?”  He rubbed his hand in circles on her soft abdomen.

Margo blushed and started to strain against the restraints, muttering, “Yes, master.”

“Why have you married such a worthless elf?  Have the Limolacks sunken so low?”

Margo blushed, and her brow furrowed in anger.  “How dare you!? Ah!”

Jake had grabbed the elf’s large breasts and started to massage them forcefully.

“He doesn’t stand up to you at all.  He is a sniveling, spineless person.  Tell me, slave, when was the last time you even let him touch you?”  he asked while his cock became fully erect, hovering over the noble elf’s face, covering her eyes.

“Master!  Your cock, it’s huge!”

He dragged the tip of it along her jaw line while she tried to get it in her mouth.  “And we can have a lot of fun with it, but you have to tell me why you married down so badly.  Where are the strong male elves?  Why did you marry a wimp?”

Margo looked at Jake’s hand as it lifted, stroked, and squeezed her breasts.  She then looked back at Jake’s big dong and said, “There are no strong male elves!  Mmmph, when men and female elves breed, only female elves are born.  That is why female elves are bigger and stronger; we have human blood in our veins.  Male elves are pure-blooded.”

“Why not be with a man then?”

“I am a noble in charge of the frontier.  Men would rather be adventurers or be the studs of the more powerful families!  Please, master,  just a taste!”

Jake lowered the tip of his cock into Margot’s waiting mouth.  She clamped onto it with her lips and hummed while she sucked on his knob.  He turned and sent his hand between the elf’s legs, finding her clitoris. 

Margot groaned while he inserted a digit into her vagina.  “You’re drenched, slave, and your pussy is so tight.  I wonder if you and Julien have ever had sex.”

She sucked eagerly and looked pleadingly at him with a pair of shimmering hazel eyes.

“You poor thing, I can tell you’ve been starved of affection for centuries.  You deserve so much more.”  He lifted his free hand to pet her silky, red-tinged hair.

“Mmm hmmm,” she whined while his cock grazed her soft palate.  Margot increased her writhing under the straps and restraints. 

“Obey me, and I’ll give you as much as your body can handle, slave.  Fight me, and you’ll get nothing.  I’ll release your bonds and walk out.”

Margot shook her head and sucked hard before pushing her head down on him.  Jake grinned as he started to thrust himself into her mouth.  The small dungeon filled with the sounds of a marchioness trying not to gag as she was fingerblasted.

He pulled away and turned to face the wall, picking up a jar of oil.

“Master, why did you stop!?  I want to swallow your come!”

“Because I wanted to ask more questions and try something I’ve never had the chance to do,” he said as he poured out a generous amount on her cleavage.  After rubbing the oil over her heavy breasts, her skin looked shiny under the candlelight.  He climbed onto the table and straddled her, placing his dong in the valley between her breasts.  Pushing the soft flesh together, he started to pump his cock between her tits.

“Master!”

His cock tip never got close enough for her to suck on it, and she whined in frustration.  “I have another question for you, whore.  There’s a secret about Lady Orla, isn’t there?”

Margot’s eyes went wide, “Orla?  My niece?  I don’t know any secrets about her.”

“Xiwolia sent two assassins to the far side of the kingdom just to try to kill a low-level noble?  It doesn’t make sense.  You’re going to tell me why.”

“I don’t know anything!”

He swatted her tits smartly before pumping harder. “She’s going to marry another loser male elf.  She’s nothing!  She’s just a cute elf with a pretty face.  Why did they try to kill her?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about!”  Margot shouted.  Her body was fully flushed, and her body writhed as if it wanted to fully submit to him.  Her mind was willing to do anything but tell him the truth about Orla.

“Naughty slave!  Mmmph.”  With a final thrust, Jake shot rope after rope on the elegant elf’s face. Margot opened wide to catch some of it, but Jake angled it to only hit her nose and eyes. “Last chance, slave.”

Margot sputtered and shook her head, “There’s nothing to know! She’s just my niece.”

Jake shook his head and picked up her dress, “You’re a very disobedient brat, Margot.  I might have to leave you now.” 

“Please, master, I’m begging you.”

Jake wiped her eyes with her dress and let it drop again.  He looked for the exit and was about to pull the handle.

“Nothing!  There’s no secret!”

Guy shook his head.  He was getting nowhere.  Deciding to move on, he walked to the wall  and removed a few glass toys, a blindfold, and a ball gag. Applying oil to the glass toy with a flared base, she walked between her legs. 

Going to his knees, he looked at her glistening snatch and said, “Fine, keep your secret.  I’m going to see how much pleasure I can give you. You can then tell your husband all the things I’ve done with you.”  He started kissing her sweet pussy.

“Master!  Mmmph, what are you doing!?”

“I’m treating you the way your husband should have years ago,” he said right before finding and teasing her clitoris with his tongue.  He took his time and sucked and licked while his hands slid up and down her thighs.

The marchioness fluttered her eyes and bit her lip, “You’re sucking something down there!  What’s happening!?” 

“It’s your clitoris, Margot.  It’s a little button between your legs that makes you  go wild.”  Taking the glass plug, he took the rounded cone and nuzzled it between her ass cheeks.  Margot gasped as he applied pressure with the toy to her unprotected asshole.

“Jake!  What’s happening!?”

“Margot, didn’t you buy all these toys?  Don’t you know what they’re for?”

She turned her head, “They were here when I first came here.  My mother showed me how to clean them, but she never had the time to explain them.  You’re pushing something into my bum.”

“How very perceptive.”  He said before licking her pussy again while pushing and then reducing the pressure against her anus.  On every push, her anus widened just a little more.  “Now, if you relax and accept it, we can continue.”

“Alright, I’ll try master…”

Jake pushed again, and Margot whined as the glass toy reached its widest point.  The moment the widest point passed her sphincter, the toy was sucked into her until it hit the flare of the base.

“Ahhh!” she yelled out.

“In this little room, no one can hear you.  I can do whatever I want,”  he said and went back to licking her twat. 

The elf’s moans were feeble and pathetic as her human master probed and flicked her clit, “It’s not fair that I can’t move while you’re doing this to me.  Fuck!”

He inserted a finger, looking for her G-spot, tapping the front of her vagina while sucking the top half of her pussy.  It wasn’t long before she quivered under her restraints.

Margot whipped her head left and right, unable to withstand the explosion of sensation she was feeling between her thighs. “Master!”

Jake picked up the blindfold and ball gag and walked to her head.  He said, “Just because you’ve been so naughty, I’m going to blind you and gag you.  If you had been better behaved, we could have kissed and cuddled.”

“I’m sorry, master.  I promise to do better!” she said frantically as he slipped on her blindfold.

“This is the last chance to ask for this to end.  So do you want to stop?”

The elf balled her hands into fists, and she frowned before saying, “I would have said stop before!  I want you to come inside me, master!  Of course, I don’t want you to stop!”

“You need so much more training. You’re the worst brat in the world.”

“Brat!? I’ll have you,”  were the last words she said before Jake opened her mouth and pushed the ball gag in, securing it behind her head.

“Ah, much quieter,” he said. “You know, I never knew I would be able to fill the role of dominator.  I hope I’m doing a good job.  It seems like you enjoyed it so far.  Now it's time for my fun.”

He moved back between her legs and poured oil on the second glass toy, a glass dildo, and also his erect dick.  He gripped the base of the glass butt plug and pulled.  Her anus clenched, and she moaned against her gag for a while until she relaxed and the toy popped out of her rectum.  Jake could see her anus still loose and moved quickly to press his fleshy rod where the toy had left her gaping.  He was a couple of inches in before she clamped down. Her colon accepted every inch of his member until his balls rested on her ass cheeks.  Rather than feeling the bump of a cervix, Jake could only feel a bottomless depth.

They stayed in that position until Margot stopped writhing and moaning.  Jake grabbed the dildo and started teasing her pussy with the flared knob of the glass toy.

“Mmmmph, gghhh, mmmph!”  she whined into the ball gag while he saw her abdomen crunch down.

“Do you want more, slave?”

She froze for a moment, panting through her nose.  The elf whined again and then nodded. 

“Fucking slut, here you go.”  He pushed the thick glass toy in her snatch.  His cock could feel the added pressure from the toy as he inserted it through the tissues that separated the vagina from her colon.  Never moving too fast, the hero played with her pussy using the toy and rubbed her clit with his other hand.

“Mmmmph!  Ghh, ghh, ghh!” Margot’s body seized, and she shook with another orgasm.  This time it didn’t seem like the pleasure was going to stop, and he wondered if it was a good idea to give back some control.

“Slave, I’m going to be kind to you.  Do you want that?”

She nodded quickly.

“Do you want your gag removed?”

Margot nodded again.

Jake loosened the leather strap and then pulled the ball out of her mouth.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!  Master!  I can’t stop!  I can’t stop cumming!”

“Do you want to stop?”

“No!  More, more, I want more, master!”

“I’m going to loosen one arm so you can fuck your pussy with this dildo.  If you don’t do a good job, I’ll stop.”

Margot responded, “Yes!  I promise!”

Jake reached over and pulled the restraints free on her arm.  She grabbed the dildo and started pumping the ribbed glass rod inside of her.  The added pressure of the toy made her ass feel tight as he started to fuck her ass.

Jake’s hand moved to her blind fold and pulled it off.  The elf’s hazel eyes looked almost wild.  It was as if Margot had lost the capacity for rational thought, existing only for experiencing more pleasure.

“Is Margot just a slutty whore?”

“Yes!”

“Do you like the fat cock in your ass?”

“It’s the best master!”  she said as her hand jammed the toy inside her.  “Margot is a slutty whore who only wants her master to fuck her harder.”

Jake gripped her hips and started to pump her deliberately with long strokes.  The elf no longer tried to be quiet, moaning loudly.

“I’m going to cum, Margot.”

“Inside!  Put your seed inside me!”

Just then, the images of his girlfriends in the grand hall entered his mind.  The thought made his stomach twist in lust and anger, and Jake pumped fast, and the pleasure was enough to get his nuts to start pulsing. 

“Fucking whores!  Why did you fucking cheat on me!”  he spat as he felt her colon fill with his jism. 

Margot screamed with pleasure as she pulled out her toy and squirted.  She rubbed her twat, drenching her hand in her own fluids. 

Jake collapsed over her oiled body.  Her free hand clasped the back of his head and pulled him in for a kiss.  Margot’s tongue shot into his mouth, and she sucked the air out of him while her anus clamped harder on his softening dong.

She came up for air and said, “Master, you can’t trust the demihumans at all.  I’ll show you how good elves can be to you.  Come, let’s get ourselves cleaned up and go to bed. I need you to fill my stomach and my womb before the night is done.”


Chapter 9

Jake woke up and found himself in a bedroom with the tallest ceiling he had ever seen.  Margot was draped over him, and he found his hand firmly gripping her plump ass.

“Good morning, master,” she said before kissing him softly.

“We’re out of the dungeon, I’m just Jake, my lady.”

“That’s true, I guess.  I still like calling you my master.  I never felt so safe surrendering to someone.  When no one’s around, please call me Margot.”

“Sure, Margot,” he said, petting her.  He looked  down at his wrist and frowned.  “Hey, what’s this?”  There was a silver band etched with ornate patterns and script.

“It’s your bracelet showing you’re now a breeding stud for the nobility,” she said before pecking him on the cheek.

“Stud? Breeding?” he asked. “I can’t get this thing off!”  Jake tried to use his real strength, but the metal links didn’t snap.

“The bracelet was put on using magic; there’s no use in trying to pull it off.  You're still an adventurer, but now you’re entering into elven society as well.  Don’t tell me you don’t find the thought of putting a baby inside my belly tempting,” she said.  The elf moved his hand to her belly. “Right now your seed is racing to fertilize the egg in my womb.”

“What are the chances?”

“Not very high.  We need a lot more time in our special dungeon.  I still like to think it’s happening, though.”

“So what does being a stud mean?”

“It means that you have to show your bracelet to the guards at every town you come into.  Instead of sleeping at an inn or tavern, you’ll be asked to sleep in the castle.  The lady in charge may or may not call on you in the night.”

Jake frowned, “What about my freedom? I have rights, you know.”

Margot cupped his balls and said, “What an odd thing to say.  The state has a vested interest in creating the next generation of leaders.  The elven-human pact has kept order for thousands of years.  Don’t you want to be part of that legacy?”

“A legacy of oppression?  Can you honestly be proud of a system that endorses slavery?”

Margo straddled him and pinned him down, “The laws of slavery were put into the books by humans, not by elves!  We needed humanity to keep the demihumans from warring among each other!  Jake, you’re not a revolutionary, are you?”

“So what if I am?”

“Then why did you save Orla?” she asked, leaning forward, her breasts swinging under her.  “A revolutionary wouldn’t do that.”

“I’m not going to let people die when I can save them, Margot.  I think that the oppressed in this country need to be free.  And now you’ve signed me up to be nothing more than a breeder.”

“Don’t say that!” she said, her eyes blazing. “If you ever want to become a noble yourself, this is the first step.  This was the only way I would ever see you again intimately!  You can’t just drop me after what we did together!”

Jake took a deep breath and cupped her face.  “I’m sorry.  You’re as much controlled by the system as I am.  Let’s talk about this later when we’re ready.  I have a hard time debating politics with a woman like you on top of me.”

“Care to go for another round?  I don’t have to start my official duties until ten.  The servants are still cleaning up the castle from the ball.”

“I’m sorry, my lady.  I have to get to the dungeon to make Orla’s suitor look good in the dungeon race.  In fact, I’m late!”

…

Sol’s slayers surrounded Jake in the atrium of The Shafts of Peril.  All but Tully had their arms folded and were frowning at him.  Tully kept a straight face and only occasionally smirked whenever the possibility of Jake getting hurt was mentioned.

Lia grabbed him by his armor and shouted, “What do you mean no one can follow you down there!?  What if you get lost?  What if you don’t come back!?”

He whispered in her ear, “We’re just going to level three, Lia.  How about this:  If I don’t come back by the end of the day, I release you from the contract until you see me again.”

“That’s not the point!  Can’t you see we all care about you?”  Lia said, shaking him.

Agatha shoved him, “Why can’t you think of us?”

Sol frowned and shook her head, “Getting into a pissing match with a noble was a bad idea, Jake.  If you lose, it’s a mark on the party.  If you win, you’ll have the ruling class looking for ways to hurt us.”

“Sol, there was no way I could have gotten out of this.  He left me no choice.  And if I remember, it was you who chose the escort mission, not me.”

Tully put a hand on Sol’s shoulder, “You’re making Jake out to be indispensable, Sol.  We can still operate without him.  We have Lia and you as fighters.”

Sol cracked her knuckles and glared at Tully.  She said, “We’re a team, Tully!  Jake isn’t just some torchbearer you can replace the next day!  Don’t you care if he lives or dies!?”

“I’m sorry, I mispoke,” Tully responded with his tail tucked between his legs.  “Of course I care about Jake.  He’s my comrade.”

Sol shoved Tully away and pointed a finger at Jake’s chest, “Don’t even think about trying to win.  Just keep yourself safe.  We’ll figure out how to deal with the loss of honor later.  Come on, they’re going to start your race.”

When Jake arrived at the vaulted room of the entrance to the dungeon, Leon and Orla were waiting for them.  Two people he did not expect to be there were Lady Constance and Princess Amira.

“Your royal highness, lord, and ladies,” Jake bowed. “It is good to see you.”

Leon folded his arms and looked to the side.  He was wearing shining armor and had a shortsword and shield.  The three lady elves were all armed as well.

Orla put out her hands and said, “Jake, this is an honor challenge raised by Lord Leon.  The first person to reach the steps of the fourth level of the dungeon will be deemed the winner.”

Jake nodded, “How do we prove we were there first?”

Orla nodded, “Amira and Constance are A-ranked fighters, and I am B-ranked.  Those first floors are a cakewalk for us. We will tail you through the dungeon to ensure there is no cheating.  We will see who reaches the stairs first.”

“What’s cheating?”

“Getting any assistance from outside parties.  You’re on your own.  No speaking to anyone until you get to the stairs.”

Jake nodded.  Leon looked at Jake and sniffed.

“The race starts now!” Orla shouted while she lifted her hand.  The heavy iron gate began to rise.

Leon sprinted for the entrance and yelled out, “See you at the end, you ass!  I’ll make sure to step in some orc shit before you lick my boots!”

“Great, just great,”  Jake said as he lit his torch from a sconce set into the entrance.

…

Jake had made sure he had brought along a tinderbox with flint, steel, and charcloth so he could light his torch again when he came within sight of Leon at the end of the race.  He extinguished his torch and stowed it.  Rather than trotting through the maze of corridors, Jake took notes and made a rudimentary map.

The monsters on the first level were either slimes or giant rats, which he didn’t bother attacking.  He wondered how a dark, desolate place could support so much life.  Off in the distance, he could hear water running as if over a waterfall.

Taking his time helped, as he soon found what looked like footprints on the dirty dungeon floor.  From the tracks, Jake suspected that Leon had run through the dungeon, attracting most of the monsters to him with his noise.  Off in the distance, he could hear the cocky elf bellowing out a war cry.

After a time of navigating the benign first level, Jake almost missed the entrance to the second floor.  If there hadn’t been a pile of dead giant rats covered in slime and a set of tracks that looked like Leon had fought them, he would have gone straight past the nondescript archway with a spiral staircase behind it.  He stepped over the pile of giant rat carcasses and entered the staircase.

Jake could sense the drop in temperature as he descended to the second level.  Where the staircase ended, Jake found another faulted room supported by carved stone columns.  Grotesque statues hung from the ceiling, bat-like monsters carved from the rock, looking down on him, their teeth bared.  If Jake didn’t know he was invulnerable, he would have run back up the stairs.  Mosaics covered the walls, showing vertical tunnels with adventurers falling down them.  At the bottom, lizard-like monsters were tearing their bodies apart.

He continued to follow the footsteps out of the chamber to a T-junction.  The steps turned left, and he was about to follow them when he heard something coming from the right side path.

He would have run after Leon if he didn’t hear the words “Get back!” said by a familiar female voice.

Seeing a faint blue light, he grimaced and turned right, trotting down the musty corridor.  Jake wondered whether Leon might win fair and square if he took this detour.


Chapter 10

Romy swung her healing staff back and forth against a group of goblins.  The short green monsters were armed with daggers and wore nothing more than loincloths.  They were balding, only having the faintest wisps of stringy hair, and their noses and ears were long, pointed, and bent.  Their eyes glowed yellow in the dark, and when they laughed, they showed their rotting teeth.

“Please! Someone help!” the bunnykin woman screamed.  This made the goblins laugh even louder.

The lead goblin reached out for her, only to have Romy bash him in the forehead with the glowing blue gem at the end of her stout healing staff.  Blood gushed from the wound, and the goblin screamed in rage.  His companions laughed at his misfortune, and in that moment, Romy tried to make a break for it.

She thought she was going to make it when a greasy hand gripped her at the ankle, sending her sprawling.  More hands pulled at her clothing and her hair.  The monsters' laughter was maddening.  When one goblin grabbed her long ear and shoved her head into the floor, she let out a blood-curdling scream.

Then all hell broke loose.

Romy heard something whizzing through the air and then the sound of monsters screaming in fear and anger.   The grip on her ear released, and she kicked away the goblin who had grabbed her by the ankle.  She was free enough to pick up her staff and scramble to her feet before running in the direction she thought was her escape route.

“Romy!  It’s me, Jake!  I killed them all!  Stop!  We’re safe!”

The bunny girl stopped and turned around.  Lifting her staff, she muttered an arcane phrase, and the blue gem on it glowed brightly.  The dank corridor was bathed in aquamarine light.  There stood Jake, surrounded by goblin corpses.

Romy brought her free hand to her mouth, “Thank the gods, it’s you!”  She ran back to Jake, jumped on him, and started bawling.

“What on earth are you doing down here on your own?  Are you trying to kill yourself?”  Jake asked.

“My party left me down here!  We had taken a short nap, and when I woke up, they were gone!”, she said, sobbing.  She searched her pockets and shoved a paper in his hand.

He opened it up and looked.  It read:

….It’s nothing personal, babe, it’s just business.  Thanks for all the laughs - Corvus…

Jake folded the paper and stuffed it in his leather purse.  He balled a fist and punched the wall, shattering the rock and leaving a crater. “I knew Corvus was a womanizing bastard; I didn’t think he was a murderer.”

“Murderer?” she said between sniffles.

“Leaving a rookie healer in any part of a dungeon might as well be slitting their throat.”

“What are you doing here, Jake?  You’re alone too!”  Romy’s fingers clung to him.

“I’m in a race to get to the fourth level staircase.  If I lose, I have to lick an elf’s boots.  Come on, we have to get you out of here.”

“Don’t!  You can still win!” she pleaded.

“Romy, you’re in no state to be in a dungeon.”

“Don’t let me be the reason you lose!” she said, tears in her eyes.

He looked down the tunnel.  It wasn’t a matter of winning; it was a matter of making sure Orla was able to make her suitor look good.  If he gave up, he risked making it look like a setup, which might be seen as an even worse insult.

“Fine,” he said, standing up and offering his hand.

“Yay!” Romy cried, grabbing his hand and pulling herself up. “I’ll light the way for you!”  She hugged him again even tighter, pushing her breasts into his chest.

“Come on, no time to waste.”

…

After turning the correct way, following Leon’s steps, it wasn’t long before they reached the third level of the dungeon.   Jake took the lead with axe and shield, and Romy followed close behind, keeping her staff lit. 

“So, what’s it like being a member of Sol’s Slayers?” Romy asked.

“We only just started out.  A couple of missions, really.  I think it went well up until the grand ball.  My members all ended up screwing other people.  Several of them were members of your party.”

“Don’t talk to me about the grand ball.  If I ever go to another ball, it’ll be too soon.”

“Why, what happened? It couldn’t be worse than seeing all the friends you had a connection with jump on another cock without a second thought.”

“Some little birdy told me they saw you getting chummy with the marchioness.  Sauce for the goose is good for the gander.”

Jake nodded and shrugged,  saying, “Yeah, I get it.  I still feel angry about it.  I can’t help it.”

They carried on in the musty dungeon until the silence between the two of them was too great. He asked, “So what was it like being a Snapping Jaws?”

There was a pause before she said, “Every day that passed since I left you, I regretted it more and more. The sex was great, and at the beginning, I loved the attention.  As each day passed, they seemed to like me a little less.  During the ball, they didn’t even speak to me.  They kept talking about Lia, Agatha, or Sol.”

“Those jerks.  Why can’t they find single girls?”

“Corvus always said plucking someone else's fruit made it taste twice as sweet,”  Romy whispered.

“Why would you stay with them?  They’re assholes!”

“You don’t know what it's like to be a bunny girl far from home, Jake!” she shouted back.  “The Snapping Jaws were jerks, but they kept me satisfied, and I kept them happy, for a time at least.”

“I could have kept you happy, Romy.  You didn’t even give me a chance!”

“I know that now!  I’m sorry, Jake, I really am.  I’m a big screw-up,” she growled. “Does hearing that make you happy?”

“No, of course not!” he said, pointing a finger at the ceiling. “I’m saying things could have been a lot simpler. That’s all.”

“There’s no use complaining now.  The Jaws dumped me, and when we go to the surface, I’m sure you’ll dump me too.”

Jake sighed, “I never had you, remember? That moment in the inn, neither of us expected anything more out of that.  And if you need a place after this, I can talk to the Slayers and see if they’d take you on.  We do need a healer.”

“Jake!  Look out!”  Romy called out, pointing to the roof of the cave section they were in.  Hanging from the ceiling was a creature that looked like a cross between a crab and a grasshopper, but it was the size of a pony.  Two multisegmented eyes angled down on him, and then it pounced, knocking him to the ground.  Its claws were as sharp as flint and easily tore through his armor, only to find his own skin too tough to cut through.

He managed to get his fingers under one of the thick armor plates and popped it off.  The creature shrieked and thrashed as its muscles and guts were exposed to the air.  One last strike, punching inside the creature, ended its life.

“Goddamn it!”

“Are you hurt!?  Let me see!”  Romy came to his side and dug her fingers into his torn armor, only to find his unbroken skin.  “Hmph, you’d be better off with a smith or a taylor than a healer.”

“In the Slayers, you’d still be helping the other members.  Don’t think you’re useless.  If anything, it’s nice to see a pretty face down here once in a while.”

Romy groaned, “You're so sappy!  Get up, that jump-ripper stinks.  Wipe off those guts or your armor will smell of it too.”

Jake scooped off the remnants and flicked them to the ground.  “Is anything on this monster of value?”

“I don’t know, monsters are not my strength.  I like healing, not killing.”

Jake left the carcass, and the pair moved along the cavern.  When the space narrowed, Jake could hear someone yelling in the distance.

“It’s that Leon again; he must be fighting something. Stay back and don’t do anything rash,” he said to his companion.

They trotted toward the noise and entered a huge domed cavern lined with patterned tiles.  There was no floor; only a stone bridge with no railings led to the level-four stairs.  The bridge overlooked a bottomless pit the size of a hockey rink.

Leon was encircled by a giant centipede that crawled along the dome and bridge.  Its legs moved so fast that they blurred as it shot around the cavern.  The short male elf would attack it with his sword, only for the blade to spark and bounce off the monster’s tough hide.

“Fucking bastard!  I’m so close!” Leon cried, trying to step closer to the staircase.

The centipede slunk around him and then coiled around him, squeezing the life out of the elf.  Leon’s sword arm was free, letting him keep the monster’s head from biting him with wild swings of his chipped and bent sword.

Jake launched himself at the monster with his battle axe held high.  When he was close, he brought down the weapon onto one of the centipede's eyes, chopping it off.  The animal roared and released its grip on Leon, who collapsed, gasping for breath.

Jake struck the monster again with the axe, hitting its chitinous armor.  Instead of chipping, his axehead shattered as it split the segment, stunning the creature.  Jake yelled in frustration, took off his shield, and used it like a guillotine, aiming for the vulnerable plate.

“Fucking die!” he yelled.  The shield parted the cracked plate and sank into the muscle and viscera of the giant monster, cleaving it in two.  The monster flung Jake before the two sections writhed and twisted, losing their grip and falling into the shaft below.  He got up, looked around, and found himself at the staircase.

“Jake!  You’ve won!” Romy yelled out, pointing at him while Leon got to his feet.  Moments later, Amira, Constance, and Orla entered the cavern.

Leon sprinted to the entrance and touched it before shoving Jake, “You can’t win, human!  You talked to that bunnygirl and therefore disqualified.”

Jake stood his ground.  “And how would you know that, small fry?  When I came into the room, you were fighting the centipede, which I saved you from.  Thank you very much.”

“I saw you two out of the corner of my eye, talking with each other as I fought the monster!  Orla, you have to see that he is a cheater!”  He ran to the green-haired elf and brought his hands together, “I won!  You have to believe me!”

Amira folded her arms and said, “Is it true that Jake defeated a monster while it attacked you?”

Leon froze for a moment and darted his eyes left and right.  “It’s a lie!  Why would you believe a stinking human before an elf?”

“It’s true!”  Romy shouted, pointing at Leon. “He was going to be eaten for sure, and Jake killed it with his shield!”

“You fucking bunny-eared bitch!”  Leon yelled as he picked up his sword and charged at Romy. “I’ll kill you!”

“The hell you will,” Jake said, stepping between Leon and Romy.  The sword came down, but Jake caught Leon’s wrist.

“Let go of me, you cur!”

Jake pried the sword from Leon’s hand and threw it into the abyss, never hearing it hit the ground.  He released the elf’s wrist and said, “Don’t you think you’ve done enough, Leon?”

Leon screamed impotently at Jake.  He then took some time to catch his breath and said, “Fine!  My courtship with Orla is over!  I’ve never been so insulted in all my life!  Just wait until my mother hears about this!”  As he walked by, he shoved Orla, catching her off guard.  She swung her arms in circles just as her heel caught the lip of the stone bridge.

“Sister!”  Amira cried out as Orla toppled into the blackness below. 

Jake watched Orla fall to her death and knew what he had to do.  Concentrating and wishing, the elf and the adventurer swapped places.  Jake instantly felt his stomach churn as he went into freefall.

Orla stood on the bridge securely, looking at herself, wondering what had just happened.  Amira, Constance, and Romy went to the edge and screamed as Jake fell out of sight.
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