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Chapter 1

Jake hit the bottom of the shaft, shattering the stone floor.  It took quite a while to hit the bottom, and he had the bad luck of not being able to bounce off the wall, which would have given him a chance to stop himself.  Standing up, he looked around while he dusted himself off.  The centipede he had killed earlier had turned to a slimy paste when it hit the floor, with the odd chunk of insect plating lying about.  The bottom section of the shaft had large metal bars protruding from the wall, rising twenty feet.

Scratching his chin, he said, “You would think a shaft would collect a lot of garbage over the years, but besides the centipede and me, it’s spotless.”

He saw a doorway at the other side of the shaft, and was starting to walk towards it when he was knocked to the ground by something falling.

“What the hell?  Princess Amira?”  Jake said, getting out from under her and standing up. The elf rubbed her head and her back before looking up at him.  He had never really looked at her in the eyes close enough to find they were deep emerald, just like Orlas.  The similarity made him step back.  “How did you survive the fall?”

“Spell of protection, ouch!  I’m trained in magic as well as combat.  And I should ask how a D-rank fighter survived the same fall!”

Jake pulled her up and dusted her off, “Dumb luck, I suppose.”

“Stop lying, you big oaf!”  she yelled.  Her voice echoed up the shaft.

“What do you mean?”

“Every single one of us saw you magically swap places with Orla.  She was a goner, but out of the blue, you swapped places.”

“Maybe there was a magic spell in the chamber?”

“Don’t insult my intelligence, Jake Baleson!  I have proof you’re at least a sorcerer.  I reckon Orla was keeping something from me when she told me how you saved her from two assassins.  A broken sealing stone, and you were the only person beyond the wall of Wittford?  Have some self-respect and come clean!”

“Your royal highness.. Look, Amira,”  he said.  He tilted his head and frowned, “Why is your hair starting to stand on end?”

The metal rods in the shaft wall started sparking and arcing into the ground.

“We’ve got to get out of here!”  he yelled.  He picked up Amira and threw her over his shoulder as he leaped to the steel door.  He punched a hole in the three-inch-thick metal and yanked the door off its hinges before throwing it across the floor.  He leaped out of the chamber into a hallway as the electric arcs filled the space.  Jake went to the ground and covered Amira until the lightning stopped.  He looked up and back, and saw that the bottom of the shaft was glowing orange with heat.  It felt like a blast furnace.  The remains of the centipede had been vaporized, and the cracks in the floor from his falling had been mended with molten rock.  The metal door was a molten blob.

“Are you alright, princess?”  he said, looking into her eyes. 

Amira blushed deeply and shoved him, “Get off of me!  Care to explain what just happened?”

“I think it was some sort of cleaning system.  That shaft must have multiple openings and collect a lot of refuse.  Those metal rods must incinerate it into atoms to keep it clear.”

“I was talking about how you opened the damn door!  For the gods’ sake!”

“Yeah, that,”  he shrugged.  He concentrated and instantly swapped places with the princess. He raised his hands and said, “I can do that swapping trick with people.  I’m also invulnerable, super strong, super fast, and I have really good senses, including night vision.  I’m still getting used to my own body.  I heard you falling, but I didn’t put two and two together to look up and catch you.  I’m sorry.”

“Where are you from?”

“A state called New Hampshire, a city called Manchester,” he shrugged.  “America?  Earth?  Any of that ring a bell?  Probably not.  Let’s just say I’m from a place far away.”

“Earth?  That’s just a myth!”

“What?”

“Our world was populated with elves and demihumans eons ago.  Elves were dying out from a lack of procreation.  It was said that the first humans came from the Earth realm.  When it was discovered that human males could breed with elves, a pact was formed, and the royal family of Brilaund came to power, subjugating the demihuman clans.  The Xiwolian elves fled to the west to lord over monsters.  They performed dark magic to sire the next generation of witches with orcs, goblins, and other monsters.  But you are the first human to be so powerful.”

“What about S-rank heroes?”

She walked to the doorway and pointed to the slag heap of metal, “Magic could have destroyed the door, but no man could have done what you did, and no man could have shattered the sealing stone.”

“I didn’t admit to that.”

“Ha… ha…,” she said with folded arms and a sneer. “I’m done with your lies; they bore me. Do you realize what you did when you broke that stone?”

“I released the goddess Zuhrah, and now I’m her champion and servant,” he said, standing up tall and looking straight at her.

“Keeping Zuhrah imprisoned was what kept Brilaund in balance!”  she shouted.  Amira turned and stomped down the hall.

“I don’t think any system where slavery is intact is worth saving, Amira,” he pointed and said.  “I don’t care if humanity brought slavery here.  Men now know it’s abhorrent.”

“You don’t think demihumans will come to slit our throats when we let them loose?  There are ten of them for each one of us.  If we have a civil war, then the Xiwolians will sense weakness, flood over the central mountains, and cover the kingdom in darkness.  The system worked, and you ruined it!”

“Then let me help you make sure that doesn’t happen.  There has to be a way!”

“No, thank you.  You’ve done enough!”

“If you hate me so much, then why are you here?  I fell down the shaft; your problem would at least be partway solved.”

Amira froze in her tracks, “I had to make certain of your nature; whether you were the one to break the stone.  If you were a regular man, then I had to rescue you for saving my… for saving Orla.”

“She’s of royal blood, isn’t she?”

“Finally, a glimmer of intelligence,” she muttered.  “If you know what’s good for you, you’ll keep that a secret.”

“Why?  Why is she a secret?”

“The house of Otovo, the royal family, always hides the second daughter’s identity to protect her.”

“Then that attack was an attempt on the royal family.”

Amira turned and poked a finger into Jake’s chest, “And you save her.  Why?”

“It was my job.  I was her companion and bodyguard,” he said, raising his hands.

“Oh, really?” She grabbed his wrist and tugged at his silver bracelet. “You were able to do quite well for yourself.  F-rank nobody to breeding stud in record time!  Did your goddess give you some tips on how to infiltrate the nobility, or did you figure that out by yourself?”

Jake balled his hand into a fist and said, “I didn’t ask for this, princess.  Your sister’s aunt slapped it on me when I was sleeping.”

“Likely story.  It doesn’t change the fact that the champion of the very god that the nobility has tried to keep locked up is going to be between the sheets of every noblewoman’s bed between here and the royal palace in Chassica.”

“If you don’t like it, then take the bracelet off me!”

“Bah!  It would be twice the scandal if we took it off,” she said in a low voice.  “I’m done talking about you, scoundrel.”

Just then, Jake saw the elf step on a flagstone that tilted imperceptibly.  Something behind the stonewall of the tunnel clicked, and then he heard the rush of air from a chipped hole between two stones.  He didn’t hesitate, swapping instantly with the princess.  A shower of darts erupted from the  secret murder hole and sank into Jake's armor.

“Jake!”  Amira screamed, running to him.  “Why must you be so reckless!?”  She pulled out the darts from his side and saw that the tips were bent from the impact on his skin.  She turned red and threw the darts to the ground before storming off. “I won’t make that mistake again!”

He followed and pointed at her, “You know a thank you would be in order.”


Chapter 2

That evening, Princess Orla and Lady Constance stood at Marchioness Margot’s desk in her council chambers.  Margot had her elbows on the table and was pinching her chin.

Orla balled her fist and hammered it on the table. “I have to lead a rescue party at once!”  Orla yelled at her aunt Margot. “They’re alive!  I know it!”

Margot did not flinch, but her eyes darted to the edges of the desk, “They don’t call them The Shafts of Peril for nothing, sweet niece. Let’s say they’ve survived the fall; there are much bigger dangers down there than simply hitting the bottom.”

Orla started to pace the room, “That’s why we have to go now!  Before they get hurt.”

“He saved my life!”  Orla said.

“This idea of you leading the rescue party is preposterous,” she said.

“You think I would leave my friends, my blood, to die without helping them?”

“And Amira threw her life away thinking the same thing,”  Margot replied.  “I’ll not let two ladies of the royal house die under my watch.”

Lady Constance rapped her knuckles on the table and said, “Lady Margot is right.  To put the next in line in harm's way is beyond foolish.  From the records we have on that dungeon, that shaft goes all the way down to level twenty.  It’s rated for A-rated parties and above only.”

“What will the Queen say when she finds out we let Amira die?”  Orla said as she walked to the window.  “And then didn’t even search for her body.”

Constance raised her hands, “I’m not saying we should do nothing.  I can lead a party of knights down there.  If we’re smart and avoid trying to get glory or treasure, it will only take a few days to reach them.  If they’re alive, they may climb a level or two while we descend.  Orla, some of your Knigths of Faekonnyen are in town, are they not?”

Orla turned around and said, “A few that didn’t see me off in Wittford, yes.  I can contact them.”

“Make sure they tell no one of this,”  Margot said. “We need to get the search party assembled by midday.  We can outfit them with supplies from the garrison.”

Orla nodded, “What about Leon?  I haven’t seen him.”

“I’ve let him go,”  the marchioness said.

“Aunt!  You can’t do that!”  Orla said. “He tried to kill me!”

“The official story is that Jake and Amira slipped on a wet stone.  The idea that Leon is a murderer and Jake Baleson magically swapped with you beggars belief.  That man is no wizard.”

“Leon knows I’m Amira’s sister,” Orla replied.

“And I’ve reminded him that he will die if he reveals that secret,”  Margot said.  “The threat of prosecution will keep him in line.  We may be able to salvage the courtship.”

“Salvage!?” Orla asked. “If you think I’ll spend one night with that frog, you’ve got another thing coming.”

Margo flipped her auburn hair behind her shoulder and waved her hand like she was shooing invisible flies, “Who said anything about sleeping with him?  We just need him for the ceremony, and then we can have him sleep in the tall tower and never see him again.  If Lady Constance is lucky enough to find dear Jake, you and I will one day bear his children.  You must understand, Orla, no man or elf would settle out here on the marches unless they already lived here.  You need a husband, any warm elf or man will do.  Jake can be the father of your children if you so desire.”

“I see,”  Orla said, putting a hand on her abdomen.

Constance walked for the door, saying, “That may be wishful thinking, Lady Margot.  If we don’t get to them in time…”

“You fear they may not survive?”  Orla asked.

“No, not that.  Let’s just say Jake can be quite charming in his own clumsy way, and a couple of days in the dark is a long time,” she said with a smirk before opening the door. “I’ll assemble the party. Why don’t you two write to the Queen before one of her spies beats you to the punch?”

…

Corvus Reed held his flagon aloft at The Broken Plow and cheered, “Here’s to Romy!  The easiest bunnygirl I ever had.”

Hector shook his head, “I’m not drinking to that, Corvus.  It ain’t right what we did.”

The other three members failed to raise their ales either.

“Blast you all.  That elf Leon paid us handsomely.   She’ll still be alive, won’t she?  Leave her down there for Jake to find. It delays Jake long enough for the pretty boy to win the race.”

“We swore an oath to this party, boss, and you chucked it in the bin when enough silver got shoved in your face,” Pavros said,  his notched ears pointed back in anger.  “Am I next?”

“If you don’t annoy me like that bitch bunny, you’ll be fine,”  Corvus said in a low voice. “I don’t care how good she fucks.  I couldn’t stand her voice or the way she moaned when I screwed her.  Enough of this backtalk, you two.  You took the money all the same.”  He downed his drink and slammed it on the table, yelling, “Barkeep!  Bring another!”

Corvus seethed while he waited for another drink when Sol and Agatha approached.   Sol had her hands on her hips and her chest out, while Agatha slouched and looked at the ground.   Corvus narrowed an eye and looked at the pair.

Sol took a deep breath and said, “I was wondering if I could have a word with you, Captain Corvus.”

Corvus tilted his head and said, “What would you be needing from us, Captain Sol?”

“Well, you see one of our party, Jake, was taking part in a dungeon race in The Shafts of Peril, just outside of town.”

“And the bastard lost, huh?”  Corvus said with a sneer. “What do you want us to do about it?”

Sol shrugged, “He didn’t actually lose.  There was an accident, Romy said, Jake fell down the shaft, and some elf jumped in after him.”

“Fell down The Shaft of Peril!?  Ha!  What an ass!  This day can’t get much better!”

“Corvus!  Have a heart!” Hector said.

“Dumbshit rookie, deserves what he got,” Corvus said, still smiling.

Sol shook and turned beet red, “Agatha here believes it's possible that Jake may still be alive.  I heard that the Jaws were considering delving into the dungeon.  I’m asking you to allow us to join you.  I doubt he’s alive, but I would still like to recover the body.  The party’s oath dictates that we should leave no members behind.”

Corvus started laughing as Sol was finishing her request, “I can’t believe this, it just keeps getting better and better.  So what if an A-rank party goes and explores the dungeon?  Your Slayers would just be an anchor we’d have to drag along.  Finally, if that turd Jake was dying of thirst, I wouldn’t piss in his mouth.”

“We’d pay you, Captain Corvus,” Agatha said meekly. “Please help us.”

Corvus pointed at Sol and Agatha and said, “So, where is the rest of your party?  That Tully, and that sweet Lia.  Do they not want to beg for help as well?”

Sol bared her teeth for a moment before saying, “Tully thought you would insult us and then refuse to help.  It seems like he was right.”

Pavros put his hands palms up and gestured to Corvus, “Boss…”

“Shut your mouth, dog!”  Corvus gave the wolfkin a shove, knocking him out of his chair.  He turned to Sol and said, “Let this be a lesson to you all.  You rookies always punch above your weight and then get in a heap of trouble.  How many F-rank parties do we know that got killed or worse because they thought a job to kill a few goblins would be easy?  Oh, we’ll go down those shafts, Sol, but we won’t be bringing you, and we won’t be dragging up any bodies, only treasure.  I would advise you and your Slayers to go back to the practice yard and take more rat-catching missions.  Now be off!”

Agatha said, tears in her eyes, turning to the wolfkin, “Pavros, Hector, please help us!”

“Be off!”

Sol turned and took Agatha by the hand and pulled her away, saying, “Come on, Aggie, we’re getting nowhere.”

When they had left, Corvus looked around.  He managed to see several adventurers at the bar looking at him, with a couple shaking their heads and leaving.

One of the weaslemen wiped his nose on his sleeve and said, “Captain’s right to put those damned rookies in their place.  We paid our dues, and so should they.”

“Silas is right,” the other weasleman said, bowing his head to corvus, “The guild manual teaches us time and time again to take the slow road and to not rush headlong into quests above our abilities.”

“Shut up, Peeky,” Corvus said.  “And get me that blasted ale!”

“Yes, Captain!”


Chapter 3

Romy was nursing her cup of wine at the bar of The Mare when she felt a tap on her shoulder.  She turned to see a beautiful blond woman with blue eyes and a mischievous smirk.  Something fluttered between her navel and her legs when she saw her.  It was true that Romy was primarily attracted to males, but it would have been a lie to say she had never fancied a girl in her life.

“You’re the woman in Sol Slayers,” she said.  “I’m Romy.”

“Of The Snapping Jaws.  My name is Lia.  I think we met in passing.  Was it the grand ball?”

Romy shuddered as the thoughts of that night passed through her mind, not of shame but of lust. Nodding, she replied, “Yes, I think you were with my former captain.  I’m no longer with The Snapping Jaws.  They abandoned me in the shafts.”

“Did they get tired of you?”  Lia said as she sat next to her. She waved to the bartender and said, “Two more, if you please.”  The pandakin man nodded and took two cups to a tapped cask.

“I suppose they did.  This time, I tried everything to be good to them.  I never once strayed from them all that time.”

“Romy, you’re a liar.  You were with Jake in that closet back in Wittford.”

“That’s different,” she said with a pout on her face. “He saved my life.  I owed it to him.  And now he just rescued me from the dungeon, so I’m in his debt again.”

“Lia, you don’t have to put up a facade with me.  You’re a bunnykin girl, and I am a party girl.  We need to fuck as much as we need to drink water.” She picked at her fingernails and said, “I had a good thing going with Jake until this morning.”

“Then why aren’t you trying to save him?”

“Because I’m fucking furious at him!” she said, digging her fingernails into the wooden bartop. “I told him not to go.  He wouldn’t let me be there to save him!  Look, if the team manages to go down for him, I’ll go along, but I’m not saving his ass on my own.  He can suffer a little.  He can come up and look for me.”

“You think he’s alive?”

Lia slipped two coins to the bartender when he brought the wine.  “Yeah, the son of a bitch is tough as nails.  He’ll be back eventually.  The only thing that might slow him way down would be some sort of cave-in down there.”

“Oh, gods!”  Romy said.

“Don’t worry, babe,”  Lia said, petting her hair.  “I heard the best thing to do when you’re worried is to blow off a little steam. I can see at least three guys who can’t keep their eyes off you.”

Romy blushed, “But I’ve been trying to be better.  I wanted to see if I could join Sol’s Slayers now that I’ve been kicked out of the Jaws.”

“And you’re talking with a member.  It makes sense for us to have a good time.  Let’s see if we can bag some poor sap and drain him dry.  And I’ve never seen a rabbit girl fuck before.”  The secret succubus looked around, “Isn’t that the elf that challenged my Jake to that race?”  She snapped her fingers and pointed at the short elf at a booth in the far corner of the tavern.  The elf was staring at a cup of brandy, and his greasy curls fell down in front of his eyes.  With his spindly body and angular jaw, the creature seemed equal parts fragile and poisonous.

“I thought he went home,” Romy said.

“Apparently, he hasn’t.  Come on, I haven’t tasted elf in a while,” she said, licking her lips.  She got off the barstool and dragged the rabbit girl with her.  Rather than ask for permission, Lia sat in the booth and slid down until her hips touched his.  Lia directed Romy to sit across from him.

“Hi there, elfie.”

Leon’s eyes went wide when he realized who they were. He sputtered trying to get the words out, saying, “No, I simply must be going.  I am expected back home.”

“Don’t be so shy, Romy and I just want to have a drink and some laughs.  I heard you beat Jake in the dungeon race.  I wanted to see you with my own eyes.”

Leon pointed at Romy, “But you…”

The bunnygirl went along, “I was mistaken.  Jake talked to me during that race and was disqualified first.  Come on, let’s be friends.”  Romy had taken off her slipper and was rubbing her toes up and down the elf noble’s shin. “You were so brave fighting that big centipede.”

Leon shrugged, “It was really nothing.”

Lia covered her mouth, “He fought the big centipede?  You must be very strong, Leon.”  Her hand drifted under the table to rest on his crotch, rubbing his elfhood.

The elf scratched his ear and scrunched his eyes, “I am strong, and I did win.” He snapped his gaze to Lia and said, “Elf men can spend time with human women, but I can never consort with demihumans.”

Lia brought her mouth close to his ear and whispered, “Leon, when have rules bound people as strong and willful as yourself.  Laws were meant for others, for little people.”  The succubus started nibbling on Leon’s pointed ear.”

Leon’s knee nervously bounced as he spun his cup.  He gulped and said, “I’m in the only room on the top floor.  Meet me in ten minutes.”

…

A short time later, Lia, Romy, and Leon were all naked on the bed in Leon’s room.  The succubus had her back on the headboard and was holding the elf tightly while she sucked on his sensitive ears.

Romy had the elf’s dick in her hand and was stroking it.  She said, “I would have thought elves would have been at least a little bigger.”

“I’m average for an elf!”  Leon whimpered as the bunny girl milked his dick.

“Does the elf want her to stop touching you?  Tell the truth!”  Lia said while she pinched Leon’s nipples.

“Don’t stop!”  Leon gasped.  “It feels good!”

“That’s better, Leon, we’re going to make you come buckets.  You’d like that, you pathetic elf, wouldn’t you?”

“Y… yes.”

“Do it, Romy, put your dirty mouth on this pure elf cock and make him crave demihuman pussy for the rest of his life.”

The bunnykin nodded and put Leon’s penis in her mouth and licked gently until it was hard, and then increased her suction.

Lia continued to tease his nipples and said, “Well?  How do you like being corrupted by this female?  How long have you been pure?”

“Eighty years, fuck that’s so good!”

“And now you’re just as sullied as the rest of us.  Imagine trying to talk to your family knowing what you did with this slut.”

“I can’t go back anyway.  I sent a letter saying I was leaving for the capital.  Mmmph!”  Leon grunted as his pelvis started to buck.  Romy giggled and pulled away.  She made a ring with her pointer finger and thumb around the elf’s shaft.  Leon fucked Romy’s hand furiously, and not a minute later, the elf started erupting white elf jizz.

“Leon, you’re pathetic,” Lia said.

“I, I know!”

“Ah, I see it.  You were Jealous of Jake.  Did you think his cock was bigger than yours?  Is that why you challenged him?”

Leon’s dick twitched and started to grow again.

“Poor elfie.  Romy, why don’t you make Leon forget how average he is?”

Romy bit her lip and turned around, bringing her plump ass near his erect cock. “I want Leon to pull me down on him.  He needs to want my pussy.”

“Oh, Leon.  Would you dare say you want her?”

Leon grimaced and reached out and gripped her cheeks and slammed them down on his prick.  He groaned when her hips slapped his pelvis.

“Tell me elfie, how do you like your first pussy being filthy demihuman snatch?”

“It’s wet, but she’s so loose!  I can’t feel a thing!”

“That’s because other demihumans have stretched it out, Leon.  Romy, can you feel him?”

“A little, I guess,” she said with a laugh.  She started to bounce her ass on his cock, making the bed rock.

“If she’s so loose, Leon, why are you moaning?”

“It…”

“Say it!”  Lia pinched his nipples.

“I like her sloppy cunt!  I’ve wanted to fuck, but my family would never let me do anything with anyone!  I love it!”  he said as he humped her and gripped her ass.

“Mmmph!  Gah!”  Romy moaned.  “That’s better!  Keep that up, and you may make me come!”

“Do you hear that, elfie?  You may not be completely useless,”  Lia purred.  “Now, let's see if your mouth is any better.”  Lia slipped out from underneath Leon and then straddled his head.

“Lick my pussy, Leon.  You’ve already stuck your dick in filthy non-elf twat.  You're already corrupted.  Make a human woman ride your face.”

Leon craned his head and gave Lia’s bare pussy a kiss.  Lia gripped his hair and pulled his head harder up to her vulva.

“Lick it!”  Lia said as she ground her hips onto his face.

“Mmmph! Mmm.”  Leon eagerly licked the succubus’s gash.

“That’s it elfie, keep going.”

Leon strained his body as his mouth and cock were used by the two ladies.  Lia sneered and released his hair.  She sat down hard on his face and dragged her vulva back and forth while pulling hard on her nipples.

“Romy, what do you think of him?  How does he compare to Jake?”

“Mmmph, he’s fine, I guess, if Jake’s not around,”  Romy said while she moved her hips as fast as she could.

“I know, Jake is the best.  This elfie is nothing compared to him.”

Leon let out a muffled grunt, and he seized.  Romy continued to slam her creamy hips down on him.  Ejaculate started to ooze from her pussy and left sticky strings between her butt and his lap.

“Damn it, Leon!”  Romy said.  “What a loser!”

“Naughty elf!  You’re going to pay for that,” Lia scolded.  “Romy, why don’t you get cleaned up and try to find a more virile partner downstairs before the tavern closes.  Turns out this one doesn’t deserve you.  I want to see if this one has any juice left.”

Romy used the bedsheets to clean herself and turned to Lia and Leon.  Lia was stroking him, trying to coax his cock back to attention.

Lia looked at Romy and grinned, “You and I are more alike than you think.  We both need cock.” She looked back at Leon, “Now say thank you to the kind bunny woman, Leon.  It’s just going to be you and me for the rest of the night.”

“Thank you, Romy,” he said, panting.

When Romy slipped through the door, she gave one last glance at Lia and could have sworn it looked like she glowed with a blue light.  She shrugged it off and ran down the stairs, wondering who she would sleep with that night.


Chapter 4

Jake’s hands became black with filth as he bashed the final ghoul in the head with a rock.  The twentieth level of the dungeon was teeming with undead creatures.  Amira did slay a few foes, but Jake was always much faster than her.

“Hmmph, you fight like a monster,” Amira said as she wiped her sword on the nearest rotting corpse.

“I’m sorry, but my axe and shield busted when I fought the centipede.  The weapons I buy don’t last that long.  Maybe when I’m rich, I can buy a sword made of better metals.  You don’t have to call me a monster, though. I am protecting you.”

“You’re a beast!  Bashing in heads with rocks,” she slashed her sword. “I’d have killed all of them if you weren’t in the way.”

“But then you’d get tired, and then one might grab your ankle and push you to the ground.  These guys fight dirty.”

“You’re dirty and smelly,” she said, pointing at him.  “Can we go now?”

“Just give me a second, it looks like these ones have some loot on them,” Jake said as he knelt next to them.

“Don’t you think it’s better if we try to escape as fast as possible?”  Amira said.

“Look, you may have more money than the gods, but I need to pay for my room and board,”  he answered. “What’s this?”

“It’s topaz, a pretty big one. Let me see,” she held his hand and looked down at it. “That will be worth a few gold at least, you’ll want to keep that one.”  She blushed and jumped back, “I just wanted to have a closer look.  Don’t get any ideas.”

Jake laughed and started to walk out of the chamber, “Don’t worry, princess.  I don’t have any designs on you.  Once we get out of here, you don’t have to see me ever again.”

Following, she said, “That’s not true, and you know it.  You’re an official stud now.  You’ll be at parties, joust tournaments, hell, I may have to eat dinner with you.”

“Like a formal dinner?  Would I be at the same table as the noble’s husband? Isn’t that a bit much?”

“Noblewomen will use you as a punishment to their husbands who don’t give them children,” she said. “Sometimes it scares the husbands into making love more often.”

“Is there any way to get out of it?  Do I have to be a stud for the rest of my life?”  Jake said.

“What, you don’t want to fuck until you’re unable to walk?  Are elf women not good enough for you?”  she said, putting a hand on her hip.

“It’s not that at all.  Eventually, I’d like to settle down and start a family.”

She laughed and said, “Being a stud is all about starting a family, multiple families in fact.  I get it, don’t worry.  The only way to get out of the lifestyle would be to be taken on as a lady's concubine or husband.  Then you would stay with her and only be shared when you have visitors.”

“Does the nobility share elf husbands as well?”

“Ha!  Like anyone would ask for one.”

“That doesn’t seem nice.”

“You’ve met a couple of male elves.  They’re a bunch of smug idiots.  And I’m sure my mother will arrange a marriage with one,” she said with a sigh. 

“Looks like we’re both prisoners of our fates.  Oh, have a look here!”  Jake said as he knocked on a steel door covered with gems. “This might be the exit to the floor above.”

“I don’t see a key,” she said.  “Why don’t you bash it in?”

“Don’t be so hasty,” he said.  “I rushed to get out of the shaft, but the door might be hiding a trap.”

After studying the door for a while, Amira pointed and said, “I think I have it, but you’re not going to be happy.  See the pattern of the jewels?  Topaz, ruby, topaz, sapphire, the next one is missing.”

Jake shook his head and said, “Just my rotten luck.”  He fished the gem out of his leather purse and placed it into the recess.  Prongs snapped around the edge of the gem, and then the door slid up, revealing the room beyond.

The space was furnished as if it were a noble’s bedroom. The walls were divided into alternating panels of mirror and frescoes depicting forest scenes.  There was a fireplace with a fire already burning.  A shower was set into another corner, and four beds marked the four corners of the room.  The center of the room had a dining table, and one wall had what looked like a larder.  A similar gem-encrusted doorway was on the other side; this time, there was a visible latch instead of a puzzle.

Amira clapped and spun around when she entered, saying,“Ha!  I’ve only heard of these in dungeon research collections.”

“What?  A bedroom?”

“No, you oaf!  This is a room of respite.  A place in a dungeon designed for the party to rest up.”

“Why would anyone put something in a dungeon if it makes adventurers do better?”  Jake asked, looking around.

“Well, it might be for dungeon defenders who aren’t monsters.  Another theory is that many dungeons were made by powerful witches for their entertainment.  If a party reaches a boss and ends up getting killed in one hit, then the dungeon’s owner would be disappointed with such a short battle.  These rooms make sure the fight is exciting.”

The door behind them closed, and the sconces glowed a soft orange, though they weren’t giving off heat or smoke.  Amira walked to a bed and set her gear down.  “Did you bring any rations?”

“No, it was just supposed to take a day, remember?  Let me have a look through these cabinets, there’s plenty of wine here.  Ah, here’s some bread and cheese.”  He sniffed it and gave the loaf a squeeze, “Seems fresh.”

“Basic rations, part of the magic of the room,” Amira said.  “Would you pour me a glass?”

“Could it be poisoned?”

Amira shook her head, “I doubt it.  I’ll have you drink it first.  Tell me if it tastes funny.”

Jake poured from the blue bottle into two etched glasses and handed one to Amira.  He said, “Here’s to a first floor cleared.  How many do we have left?”  He tasted the wine and nodded at her.

“Nineteen, so let’s make this rest really count. Cheers,” she said, and then sipped from her glass.  “It is good.”

“Well, I’m not hungry right now, so you can have as much of the food as you like.  I’m going to take a shower.”

“A shower?!”

“Yeah, remember all the zombies and ghouls I smashed?” he said as he showed his muck-covered armor.  “I make it a habit of not going to sleep when I’m covered in the guts of the undead.”  He started stripping down, before looking at her and saying,  “You’re staring.”

“Oh! Sorry,”  she turned around and started stuffing her mouth with bread and cheese.

Jake jumped in the shower, slid the curtain, and turned on the water.  Water vapor billowed from the tiled shower and was drawn up through vents in the ceiling.

“It feels really good, Amira.  Why don’t you take a shower when I’m in bed?”

“And have you jump on me?  No way!”

“Ha!  And have the whole kingdom after me?  You have nothing to worry about.  I’ve got enough girl problems as it is,” he said, scrubbing the filth from his body.

“Girl problems?  Seems like you have quite a few girlfriends,”  Amira said as she turned around to see his naked silhouette against the shower curtain.

“I don’t have a problem getting them, Amira.  It’s the keeping them in line after the fact that’s the trouble.  On Earth, we like to think that couples were monogamous.  Back home, I had a reasonable chance that my girl wouldn’t screw another guy a few days later after starting to date me.”

“Date?”  Amira found herself getting closer to the shower, wanting to reach out and see what was inside.

“Yeah, go out and do stuff together.  See a game, go dancing, stuff like that.  I know you’ll have an arranged marriage, but have you had a boyfriend yet?”

Amira shook her head, “No, I am far too busy.  I have to prove my worth to my family.”

“Is that why you were out here on the frontier?  Were you on a mission?”

“Basically, yes.  Mother had me looking for something to help with the war with Xiwolia,” she said, looking at the shadow of his cock.  “It’s a secret.”

“Then I won’t press you,” he said. “The less I know about royal politics, the better.  Hey, is there a towel out there?”  Jake’s hand reached out of the shower and waited.

“Oh!  Yes!”  Amira pulled a towel from a cupboard.  When she handed it to him, their fingers touched, and Amira couldn’t stop herself from shivering as if she were hit with an electric shock.

Jake dried off and pulled back the curtain with the towel wrapped around him.  Amira found herself frozen, standing there and staring.

“I suppose this would be the closest I’ve ever gotten to a naked man,” she whispered.

“Then let me get dressed, Princess.  I just need to rinse my clothing a little.”

“Why am I feeling so hot, Jake?” she said, getting close.  She looked at his mouth and then at his eyes.

“I guess it’s the shower.”

She threw up her hands and stomped away, “Ever since I first met you, you’ve had nothing but contempt for me!”

“I’ve been polite, your highness.  You had Lady Constance strip me down and then tail me while I started as an adventurer.  You accuse me of trying to destroy the kingdom.  Excuse me if I seem a little cold.”

“How dare you speak to me with such impudence!  I’ll have you flogged!”

He stood in front of her and looked down. “I fell down the shaft and didn’t get a scratch. Do you think a whip is going to hurt me at all?  Why not drop a mountain on me, or throw me in a volcano?  That might do a better job.”

“What does Orla have that I don’t?” she asked.  The elf was shaking like a leaf as tears formed in the corners of her eyes.

“I was paid for, Amira.  I didn’t know she was royal.  After being with her, I got wrapped up with your aunt, and now I have to shack up with every elf.  I’m a breeding stud.  I’ve learned my lesson.  Why don’t you tell me why, after all this, you’re actually interested in me?”

“A dashing hero who saved my sister?  Constance has gaps in her reports to me that you could ride a horse through.  I’m sure you rescued her from something she’s unwilling to speak of.  You saved my life as well.  You’re a fine physical specimen, as any man I’ve seen, and you have a handsome face.”

“I’m going to get some rest,” he said.

He was walking to the bed when Amira grabbed him by the wrist, “You have the bracelet, Jake.  Don’t make me say it out loud.”

Jake stopped and turned to face her and said, “And how long till you break my heart, princess?  Will you find a husband the moment you get back to the capital?”

“I’ll be giving something to you that no other person could take away.  Please, Jake.  Every moment I spend with you, it gets harder to control myself.  If I could just…”

Jake pulled Amira in, kissing her, and the princess clung to him.  After their first kiss,  Amira pulled away and said, “I need to see it, Jake.”

The elf got on her knees and tugged the towel away from his body. The freed phallus sprang up and bumped her chin.  Amira gasped and covered her mouth.

“Sorry, you got me worked up,” he said.

Amira gripped his shaft and cupped his balls, saying, “Constance said it was big.”  She stroked him and started kissing his cock.  Her hands grew confident, and the kisses became licking.

“That’s nice, princess,”  Jake muttered.  His fingertips reached her long, pointed ears and traced their edges. 

Amira blushed deeply and said, “You’re making me lose myself, Jake.  I never thought about these things before I met you.  Mmmph!”  She parted her lips, extended her tongue, and pushed her mouth over his knob.  When it hit the back of her throat, she gagged and pulled away, coughing.  “I’m sorry, Jake, I’m useless!”

Jake offered his hand and said, “Don’t say that!  Please get up.”  He walked her to a mirror and began removing her armor.

“You’re not useless, your highness, you’re just inexperienced.  You shouldn’t feel bad about that,” he whispered in her ear as he removed the pauldrons from her shoulders.

“Please call me Amira, Jake.  I think we’re beyond using titles,” she said while she helped him.

He kissed her neck and said, “Has anyone complimented you on your beauty?  I bet all the males in court chase after you.  Look at yourself.”

Amira shook her head and turned one of her feet inwards.  “No, no one has said anything nice to me.  I think they’re afraid of me,” she said as she raised her arms.  “Mother always taught me to be strong.”

Jake pulled her mail shirt off, leaving her in her underwear.  He said, “I guess she just wanted to keep you safe.”  He looked over her body and tried to compare her to Lia and Romy.  Instead of Lia’s and Romy’s incredible curves, Amira’s body was lithe and toned, while still maintaining a hip and bust that projected an air of fertility.  “Your body is almost perfect.  I think you’re right, males might be intimidated by you.  I was as well, maybe that’s why I was cold.  I was afraid of rejection.”  He unhooked her bra and let it fall to the floor, and stood behind her, cupping her breasts.

“I intimidated you!?  Jake, you broke a sealing stone!  Ladies practically throw themselves at you.”

He slid his hand down her belly to her bare crotch and caressed her pubic area, saying, “That’s only happened since I’ve come to Brilaund.  Before then, I’ve had only some luck with courtship.  It’s different now.  The males around here just seem to be jerks.”

She giggled, “The nice ones are all married, Jake.  That goes for elves, men, and demihumans.  A man can go pretty far by simply being polite here.”  Amira turned to him and said, “Can we please go to bed now?”

Jake nodded, and the elf scuttled to the nearest bed and pulled off her lacy panties.   She lay in bed and covered her privates with one hand and bit her finger, blushing harder than before.

It was hard for Jake to walk with dignity with a huge erection.  Instead of lying on top of the princess, he sat towards the foot of the bed, parted her legs, and leaned forward.

“What are you doing!?”

“Giving you the royal treatment, Amira.  I can’t rush things with such a pretty woman.  We have to go through all the proper rituals of loving you,” he said before showering her abdomen in light kisses.  He grazed her smooth, pale skin with his fingertips, making her shudder when he passed over her inner thighs.

He gazed at her virginal slit and saw it was already wet from the moisture that glistened around its edges.  Jake nuzzled her pussy and pecked at it.  Hearing her sighs, he dragged his tongue from bottom to top and back again, deliberately pressing on it with just the right amount of pressure.

“Jake!  That’s nice!”  the princess breathed while running her hands through his hair.

The tongue traced to the top and searched for her clitoral hood.  He found and circled it, sensing the bean to be fully engorged.  The slightest contact sent shivers down her body.  Jake put his arms under her legs before reaching for her breasts.  With her body anchored, he licked and sucked on her clitoris.

“Jake!  My body is going crazy!”  the elf said as she rocked her hips, offering every bit of her pussy to be affectionately licked and sucked. “Something’s building in me!”

He spent time enjoying the feel of her breasts.  They were bigger than a handful, smooth, and firm without sagging.  Her nipples had started out being soft and pink, and were now puffy and hard.  He tried hard to find some fault in her appearance, but failed.  His cock became even more erect in the acknowledgment of her superior figure.

“Mmmph!  Gah!”  Amira moaned as her hips shook.  Pleasantly aromatic juices flowed from her tight snatch.   “Jake!  My Jake!”  The elf’s body trembled under the stimulation of his hands and mouth.  When her movements became erratic, he slowed and slid up the bed to enfold her in his arms.  The elf instinctively cuddled up to him.  He smelled her wavy golden locks and smiled when the fragrance reminded him of a field of wildflowers on a crisp spring morning.

Amira looked into his eyes and pleaded, “Jake, I want you to make love to me,” while cupping his cheek.

He nodded and got on top of her.  Jake interlaced his fingers with hers as he pressed her hands to the bed above her head and kissed her with an open mouth.  The man’s cock lay flat and hard on her lower abdomen as they made out on the wool blanket.  The princess elf spread her legs wider as if to invite him to penetrate her.

Jake propped himself up and gripped his cock.  The elf’s wet pussylips parted as he pressed his glans between them. 

When his cockhead had descended past her labia, he gave her a long kiss and said, “Amira, are you ready?”

The elf  gripped his arms and nodded.  Jake pushed forward while gazing into her dark green eyes.  He witnessed how the blonde gasped and widened her eyes as her vessel was filled with his cock. 

When he bottomed out inside of her, Amira pulled him close and hooked her legs behind his back.

“I thought it was supposed to hurt.  Mmmph, I just feel really full, Jake.  Wasn’t something supposed to break?  I promise, I haven’t been with anyone.”

Jake felt the incredible tightness on his dong and savored the moment, pecking her lips. “You’ve done a lot of horse riding, right?”

“Of course, mmmph.  I am a knight.”

He shrugged and said, “It could be you broke it riding, or it could still be there and just stretched.  Don’t worry about it.  What matters is that you enjoy your first time.  I’m going to start moving now.”

Jake buried his head in her silky hair and pulled his dick out slowly. 

The princess clung to him and gasped,  “I feel empty now, put it back!”

Jake penetrated her again, and the gasp was replaced with a euphoric sigh.

“Of all the people, why does it have to be you?  Mmmph, it’s so good,”  she muttered. “Why didn’t I snatch you away to have you for myself when I had the chance?  Now I have to share you with my sister and aunt!”

He rocked her slowly, allowing time for her vagina to grow accustomed to his girth and length.  The elf’s pussy became even slicker, allowing him more movement.

Jake squeezed her as he thought of how this elf could possibly go to bed with another male.  Would she crave all males after having a taste, or was it just him she wanted?

“Jake, are you still afraid of me?”

“Maybe, a little,” he said with a smirk. “But what we’re doing is worth the risk.  I’ve never felt this good before.  It feels like we were made for each other.”

“Gah!  Kiss me, you big oaf!”

Jake cradled her neck and kissed her with an intent to devour the elf.  His thrusts quickened, and Amira moaned into his mouth until she threw her head back and screamed in ecstasy.

“My insides!  They’re twitching!”

“Take my human cock, Amira.  No other can have this moment with you.”

“Gahhh!”  Amira’s pussy pulsed around his prick, and Jake could actually feel how strong the princess was when she strained to bring him deeper.  “Fill me up!  Right there!   Keep going!”

The cock kissed Amira’s cervix without ramming it, making her whine every time it grazed the entrance to her womb.  Jake lost himself in the moment with this pointy-eared noble.  What would his life have been like if he had woken up near her instead of lying in the road when he came to this world?

“How good does it feel? Do you like it, Amira?”

“Like it?  Mmmph.  I adore it!  Jake, I need you to do it hard.”

Jake sat up and rotated Amira onto her side, lifting one leg over his, allowing his cock to penetrate deeply.  He pistoned into her and watched as her eyes rolled back and her body went limp.  Jake continued to fuck her with one hand on her ass and one on her breast, giving him more leverage to plant his seed as deep as possible.

“Jake, I love….I love this,” she said as her tits made circles from the fask fucking.

“You're clamping down on me! I’m going to come, Amira.”

“Yes!  Come for me, Jake!  Show me how much you love me.”

“Fuck!”  Jake jerked and twitched as the pressure on his cock was too much for him to hold back the tide of pleasure that rose from his core.  Ropes of spunk pushed into Amira’s tight snatch to only be scraped out with his pistoning knob. 

In that moment, Jake didn’t care about jealousy anymore; he just wanted to be with the beautiful elf and feel the intense connection.  When his balls stopped pulsing ejaculate into her, he leaned forward and rolled so he faced her.  The tip of his cock still rested at the entrance of her vagina, but the bulk of his creampie oozed out of Amira’s pussy as it returned to its original shape.

The princess kissed him and slid her hands over his torso and chest.  She said, “If you keep this up, Jake, you may make me a convert to the goddess Zuhrah.”

He couldn’t pull his gaze from her beaming green eyes, saying, “Let’s get a good night's rest and really try to get as far as we can tomorrow.  I want to see you safe, Amira.”

It wasn’t long before the pair fell asleep in each other's arms.


Chapter 5

Corvus Reed sat in his room at The Broken Plow with a bottle of port wine and a stack of playing cards.  Across the room, an empty helmet lay upside down, surrounded by cards.

“Bunch of assholes the lot of them,” he muttered. “I’m the captain!  I don’t care if they think I’m heartless.  Jake Baleson got what he deserved!”  The jackalman took another swig from the bottle and flicked a card. It spun off and landed in the corner of the room, missing the helmet.

His ears perked up when he heard a knock at the door. 

“What is it?” he said as he walked over to see who it was.  He opened the door to see the brunette cowgirl who had begged for his help the night before.  He looked her up and down.  Sol wasn’t wearing her usual leather armor, but was now wearing a thin summer dress that hugged her bosom and accentuated her teardrop asscheeks.  The catgirl was in tow; she also wore a dress rather than her usual magic-user robes, her nipples visible through the fabric.

“What do you want, Sol?  Can’t you see I’m busy?”  he said as he set down his bottle.

“May we come in?”  Sol asked while she looked up and down the hall. “Please?”

“Fine, fine, whatever,” Corvus said.  “I’ll never refuse a woman coming into my room late at night.  Hey, does your guy know you’re here?  What’s his name, Sully?”

“Tully,” she said in a tone that hissed. “Don’t mention him.  He doesn’t know that we’re talking to you.  We want to ask you again to help us rescue Jake or find his body.”

“You girls sure are a persistent lot, I’ll give you that.  The answer is still no.  There’s just nothing in it for us.  We can carry a lot more treasure with us if we don’t have to drag up a body.  And as for taking care of you all, the Snapping Jaws are not babysitters, we’re adventurers.”

Sol blushed and played with her fingers.  She approached Corvus and said, “What would convince you to change your mind?”  The cowgirl bent forward, showing her cleavage to him.

“Heh, so that’s your game,” he said, smiling.  He scratched his stubble and said, “I need to see that this isn’t some game; you need to prove you’re serious about what you’re implying.”

Sol blushed, “How can I prove to you that we’re serious?”

“Why don’t you start with getting my dick wet?” he said with a smirk.

Sol narrowed her eyes for a moment, “Fine.”  She got down on her knees and started to loosen his britches.

“Hey, you too, cat girl, on your knees,” he said, pointing to Agatha.

“Oh! Me?”

Corvus scowled and said, “No, the queen.  Get over here if you want us to help you.”

Sol freed the jackalman’s cock and started to jack him off, “Is this good?”

“Wet, you need to get it wet. Do I have to spell it out to you?”

Sol engulfed his dick, taking him to the hilt, and then began to bob her head.

“Both of you, come on,” he said, looking at Agatha.

Agatha stuck out her tongue as Sol took him out of his mouth, and the pair started to lick and suck his dick.  He grabbed both their heads and kept them close while he thrust his cock between their mouths.

“Ah, I’ve always wanted to try this.  Sol, be a good slut and give my balls some love,” he said.

Sol’s hand raised up and cupped his balls while she looked him in the eye.

“Nice girls, very nice.  I think you two raised a very good point.  I might reconsider helping you if you present more convincing arguments.”

Sol pulled away, and Agatha took over, sucking the captain’s cock.  The cowgirl said, “Like what?”

“Strip, Sol.  Get naked,” he said as he gripped Agatha’s hair and started to fuck her face.  The cat girl moaned as the jackalman pushed his cock down her throat until his balls rested on her chin.  He pulled out enough for her to breathe before thrusting his hips.

Sol pulled the straps off her shoulder and then pulled down her dress, letting her heavy breasts drop and bounce.  It took her a little while to fish her tail out of the tail hole.  She started to blush and said, “Please let us come with you.  We’re getting much better as a team.  We need to get down there fast.”

He pointed to the bed and said, “And you need to get your sweet ass over there and stick it in the air. I’m almost ready.  That’s it, Agatha, suck the captain's dick.  Do you like sucking cock?”

The cat girl shut her eyes and paused for a moment. 

“Go on, you can tell the truth.  You’re enjoying this.  Admit that you like sucking cock,” he said as he petted  her hair.

“Mmm, hmm,”  she hummed while his dick pistoned in her mouth. Agatha gripped Corvus’s backside and deep-throated the jackal man, his balls slapping her chin on each thrust.

“Good, Agatha, it’s better when you admit that you’re nothing but a slut with a cute face.  Enough, I want some cowgirl, rare.”  He pulled her off his cock.  She fell on her rear and gasped, a string of saliva stretched between cock and lips before snapping and hanging from her mouth.  Her cheeks were flushed, and she panted with her tongue lolling out of her mouth.

Corvus pulled down his pants and took off his linen shirt.  He climbed onto the bed and knelt behind Sol.  The knob pressed against her anus, making her arch her back.

“Ask for it, Sol.  Show me your devotion to your dearest Jake.”

“Do it.”

“I’m sorry?”

“Fuck my ass, Corvus.  I want your cock!”  she said, letting the words spill out of her mouth.

“It would be my pleasure,” he said as he pushed his long cock down her rectum.

“Oh, gods!  Fuck!”  Sol moaned as the jackal man pumped her ass. 

“Oh, seems like you enjoy this.  I’ll enjoy myself too,”  he said, picking up his pace.  Corvus’s fingers sank into Sol’s ass as he rammed his cock deep in the cowgirl’s ass.  “Agatha, kneel at the foot of the bed and look at Sol’s face as she gives up her rump to me.”

Agatha moved to Sol and looked at her.  Sol bit her lip as the demihuman’s meat rod plumbed her depths.

“You’re doing this for Jake, Sol.  There’s nothing to be ashamed of.” Agatha whispered.

“Fuck, Agatha, Corvus is going to make me come.  Mmmph.”

“Agatha dear,” Corvus said. “I want to see you play with yourself while I’m doing this.”

The cat girl’s ears pointed back.  She lifted her skirt and put her hands inside her panties.  Agatha looked to the side as she rubbed her twat.”

“Keep looking at your captain, see her as she comes on my dick.”

Corvus pumped Sol harder, making her arch and then round her back.  She muttered to herself, trying to justify her debauchery. “This is for the party.  I’m doing it for Jake.  Mmmph, ah!  So deep.  You can go deeper, Corvus, if you want.”

“I do want,”  he sneered and went balls deep.

“Ahhh! Coming!” Sol said, gripping the blanket.  Her hand reached out and brought Agatha in for a kiss.  The two female demihumans eagerly kissed each other as Corvus continued to ream Sol’s ass with his meat rod.

Agatha moaned and furiously moved her hand between her legs, fingering her pussy while Sol pressed her tongue down her throat.

“What a show, you two are smoking hot!” Corvus said with a laugh. “I’ll tell you my offer, ladies.  You can accompany us down to the deepest levels of the dungeon, on the condition that the girls offer their bodies freely for the duration of our quest to any member of The Snapping Jaws while we’re down there.  You, Agatha, and Lia.”

Agatha stopped kissing Sol and said, “You can’t have Lia! She’ll refuse.”

“What a shame, and we were so close to a deal.”

Sol whimpered, “Why can’t she do that for Jake, Agatha.  Mmmph!  Mgah!”

“She’s under a magic contract with Jake.  She’ll die if she does it with anyone else!”

Sol writhed under Corvus’s rough dicking. “Agatha and I will work extra hard for you, Captain!  Yahhh!  We promise you’ll be satisfied!  Mmmmooo!”

Corvus slapped her ass, “I’ll hold you to that, you slut!  It’s a deal.  Fuck!  I’m going to enjoy this quest.  I hope your Tully doesn’t mind.”

“Don’t worry about him!  Fuck!  Shit! I’ll keep him in line.”  Sol pulled Agatha in again and continued to kiss her. 

The jackal man groaned and pulled out his cock and tugged at his cock until long lines of spunk landed on the cowgirl’s back and ass.  Her pink asshole gaped and twitched as her orgasm continued to flow over her body.

Sol collapsed on the bed and whispered,  “I’m sorry, Jake, this is the only way.”

Corvus moved Sol to the side and pointed at Agatha, “Why don’t you come here, girl, and get the same treatment. You know you want it.”

The catgirl’s tail flicked as she got up without hesitation and walked to the bed.  “Jake, please be alive.  I’m doing this for you,” she told herself as she pulled off her dress.


Chapter 6

The sounds of combat rang out at the sixth level of The Shaft’s of Peril.  Lady Constance relied on her training to deliver strikes to countless numbers of skeletons as they fell out of the niches carved in the rock passages her party fought through.

“Conserve your strength!  Snapping their spine with your blade will do the job!”  she called out.

The skeletons mostly wore rotten leather armor, while the elite wore mail shirts and skullcaps.  Faint white light and smoke poured from their empty eye sockets, filled with malevolence.  Only a few were armed with fully rusted dirks. The rest seemed to wield invisible weapons that had rusted over the centuries into dust.  It didn’t matter that they had no weapons; their bony hands could strangle all the same.

“There are too many of them!”  a lady knight yelled as she defended the rear of the group.

“Since when has that mattered to us, Jarley!?”  Constance laughed and crushed a skeleton’s skull with the pommel of her sword.  The elf needed her swings to be strong enough to break the bones rather than just cut flesh.  Sweat formed on her brow as she dashed each monster to pieces.  “I only wished I had brought a mace, that would have made short work of these bastards!”

Skeletons shattered, and the bones filled the hallway as the elven rescue party fought through the level.  The skeletons themselves were weak, but their sheer numbers made it difficult. 

Jarley grunted as a skeleton swung its sword against the knight’s shield.  The blade broke,  sending the tip against her neck.  When her skin split, sending blood to spatter against the wall, the elf screamed.

“My Lady!  Jarley’s wounded!”  a stout elf with stubby ears yelled.

“Damn it all,”  Constance grumbled as she knocked down a door with her boot.  The rotten wood split as it was knocked off its hinges and slid across the damp floor.  She looked inside and found it was a disused storage room.  The smell of mold filled her nostrils, but she smiled all the same at finding a place to catch her breath.

After the group poured into the room, Constance barred the door with crates that were stacked in the corner.

“Nella!  Here!  Now!”  Constance said as she stood over Jarley’s limp body, her blood spilled onto the black flagstone floor.

An elf in healer's robes approached and knelt by Jarley’s side, muttering, “I’m sorry, Jarley.  I’m so sorry.”

Constance put a hand on the healer’s shoulder and said, “What do you mean, sorry?”

The healer was pale and panting, “I don’t have any more power left, my lady!  I’m sorry!  Too many of us were wounded!  I need time to rest!”

“Rest!?  Jarley is dying!”

“I would if I could!  I swear it, my lady.  If I had the mana, I would heal her!  I’m no good until I’ve slept!”

“Blast you to hell!”  Constance said while she shoved the healer to the ground.  “We just need to stop the bleeding.” 

She looked in her pack and found an undershirt and pressed it into the wound.  “Keep it there.”  Constance smiled at the pale elf and said, “You’re going to be just fine, Dame Jarley.”

Jarley snorted and then coughed, “Lady Constance, you always were a horrible liar.”

A series of knocking sounds came from the crates that blocked the door.  The stout elf pushed herself up against the crates and yelled, “Go back to the grave, you damned skeletons!”

“I’m not a skeleton!  Lady Constance, let me in!”  A female voice called from behind the blocked doorway.  “It’s Romy!  I was a friend of Jake!  I was there when he fell down the hole!”

Constance looked at the knights guarding the door and said, “Let her in.”

After the elf guards shifted the crates, the bunnykin stumbled into the cramped chamber and looked around.

Constance looked Romy up and down, “That’s right, you’re a healer! Come here, do you have any power left?”

“I’ve not used any power today, my lady,” the bunny girl said, her ears flopping to the sides as she bowed.

Romy moved quickly to the wounded elf.  After pulling away the makeshift bandage, she held her staff’s stone over the gushing wound.  She mumbled a spell  and waved the wand over the torn flesh along the length.  In moments, the spell stopped the bleeding, and the skin knit together from the ends like a zipper.  Romy fished out a small cloth from her kit bag and wiped off the blood where she could, revealing a thin scar.

The elf healer of the party kneeled down to inspect the job and said, “Not bad.  That incantation was basic, but the wound is completely healed.  I wouldn’t have left a scar, but I have to give credit where credit is due.  You saved her life.  Thank you, healer.”

Romy nodded and said, “You are too kind, miss.  If you have water, you should give it to her; it looks like she lost a lot of blood.”

Constance handed Jarley her canteen and pulled Romy up and tugged her to a corner.  “Where is the rest of your party?”

Romy smiled and shrugged.

“Don’t you dare tell me you came here alone.”

“I didn’t, not really.  I just trailed you.  It was almost as good as being in the party itself.  Bunnykin can be quiet when we want.  Your party kept drawing away the monsters, and I just followed you.  When you came in here, I needed to reveal myself because the skeletons would get me.  I also heard you yelling about the hurt knight.  I had to help her.”

“Why put yourself at risk, coming down here?”  Constance gripped Romy’s elbow.  “Are you looking for Jake, too?  Or is it you just have a death wish?”

“Yes, I was looking for Jake.  I was kicked out of my party, and I’ll never go back.  I heard Jake’s party went into the dungeon with them.”  She shrugged and continued, “I heard rumors that the elves send in a rescue party, and felt it was the only way I could help look for him.  I couldn’t go back to the Jaws, not after what they abandoned me down here.”

Constance nodded, “Adventurers are not to be trusted.  I learned that over the course of decades of dealing with them.  Heroes like Jake are rare indeed.  You were right to avoid them, but coming down alone was too risky.”

“Lady Constance, I had no other choice!  I have nowhere else to go!  I can’t go anywhere else after joining the Jaws; my reputation is ruined!  No one wants to go down to the bottom of the dungeon because it's too dangerous, and I haven’t got enough money to go back home.”

“Having a demihuman at the party.  It would be a scandal.  No, I’m sorry, you’ll just have to make a break for it and get to the surface.  We can make a distraction for you; things will get easier if you can get to the floor above.”

The bunnygirl got on her knees, clasping her hand with hers, “My lady, I beg you!  This is my last chance to make things right.  I beg you in the name of justice.  Let me help you.  I won’t ask for a single copper coin.  Just let me help as best I can.”

Constance looked at the desperation in Romy’s eyes. She gritted her teeth and looked away. 

“Not long ago, I was in rough shape and alone as well. Someone went above and beyond to help me and rescued me from certain doom.  I think this is the gods telling me to pay the favor forward.  Having two healers in the party will definitely help.  Just don’t turn tail and run when things get rough, or the monsters in the lower levels will tear you apart.”

Romy nodded and said, “I promise I won’t run.  Jake saved me, and I have to see this through.  I’ll never forgive myself if I didn’t give him help when he needed it.”

“Very well, I want you taking orders from Healer Nella, and no back talk.  We can discuss your pay when we reach topside.”

“No!  No pay,  seeing Jake safe is payment enough.”

Constance shrugged, “Fine, you work for free.  Go see if anyone else needs aid, and then get some rest yourself.  We’ll continue in thirty minutes.”  The elf pulled out a half-hourglass from her pack and set it upright next to her as she sat with her back against the wall. She put her head against her knees and closed her eyes, sleep already taking her.


Chapter 7

Amira followed Jake as they strode down a rough-hewn stone tunnel.  The pair were fully rested and making good time after the respite room.  The elf princess smiled as she looked at the man who had been her first.  When she had first met him, Jake had slouched his shoulders more than the average person; now he was standing tall.  The elf could feel that the tension in her neck that had persisted for so long was absent.  She smiled and got a little closer to him as they walked.

“You’re quiet,” Jake said out of the blue.  “What are you thinking about?”

“What?  Me?  Oh, just trying to plan a scheme to have you all to myself,” she said.  “How many girls do you have now?”

“Too many count, but I’m not very good at keeping them.”

“That makes it easier for me,” Amira said.

“Not really, once they go off, they seem to come back like boomerangs.”

“What’s a boomerang?”  the princess asked.

“Heh, never mind.  Hey, do you smell that?  The air seems fresher, and there’s a breeze. Something’s coming up, I can feel it.”

As an elf, Amira was able to see in the dark just like Jake could, but the tunnel had grown too big for her to see the far walls.  It just melted into a dark grey, so anything could be just out of her eyesight. 

Jake stopped and held out his muscular arm.  Amira wasn’t looking and bumped herself against his back.  The mere touch of her man made tingles shoot across the surface of her skin like a flash.

“What is it?”

“Another pit, this one is big,” Jake said, pointing.  The floor of the cave dropped off into the darkness.  The couple stood at the edge of the precipice and looked around.  “Ah, I see something.  Look over there!  There’s a light.  Wait, there’s lit windows!”

Amira stepped closer to the edge, but wrapped her arms around Jake’s torso and squinted.  A moment later, she said, “You’re right!  A house?  In a dungeon?”

She could feel a draft flowing down the vertical cavern as she saw the hut.  A giant stone pillar rose from the darkness, standing in the void where the house rested.

“What do we do?”  Amira said.  “Can we go around?”

“We can try,  have you on my back, and I can carry you around and see if there’s another side to this cave, but where’s the fun in that?  Let’s try something.”

Jake lifted Amira and threw her over his shoulder.  He then walked back a few feet and said, “Ready?”

“What do you mean!?  Put me down!  Ahh!”

Jake ran up to the cliff’s edge and then launched himself while Amira screamed and punched him weakly on the back, wind rushing past her ears.  The pair hurtled through the air, arcing towards the stone platform. Jake landed feet first, sliding.  His feet dug two trenches as his heels pulverized the bluish-black stone.

“Hah!  Didn’t even need to do a tumble. I’m getting good at this.”

“You idiot!  You could have dropped me!  I wasn’t prepared.”

“Hey, relax, Amira.  You have to admit it was fun,” he said as he set her down.

Amira pouted and folded her arms, “That’s besides the point.”

He wrapped his arms around her and kissed her forehead. “If I’m around, I won’t let any harm come to you, my princess.”

Amira shivered when he said those words. “Gods, I can’t wait until I’m out of this dungeon. I’m so afraid of heights.”

“No, you're not!  Seems like a perfectly normal reaction to jumping over a chasm,” he said, pulling her along.  He pointed to the far side of the pillar and continued,  “Oh, and I see a bridge leading to the other side of the pit over there; we should be able to get out of here.  Before that, let’s go see what this cottage is all about.”

Amira looked with narrowed eyes at the thatched cottage sitting on a stone pillar in a giant vertical cave.  Flickering orange light spilled from the windows of the cottage.  The area had a well, a barn, and even a vegetable patch.  She looked at the rows and saw that the plants were long dead, leaving nothing but dried-out squash vines.   Jake took a pebble and dropped it in the well. A second later, they heard a splash.  In the center of the stone pillar was a pole with a glass ball at its top. 

“Sun lamp, it lets people grow things underground.  It changes every…”

Light burst forth from the glass ball, making Amira cover her eyes and say wryly, “Twelve hours.  I guess it’s dawn up on the surface.”

“Let me have a look,” Jake said, peering into a window.  “What in the hell is going on?”

Amira crept up, and her long ears twitched when she saw inside.  The cottage was well-appointed and cozy.  A roaring magical fire was set in the hearth, and there was a dinner set on the table at the center of the room.  There were a couple of bookcases and portraits of elves that decorated the walls.  Three people were seated at the table in robes.

“This is so weird,” Jake whispered.  “I’m going to see if the door is locked.”

“Why would you do that?”  Amira said, gripping him by the sleeve.

Jake smiled and patted her on the head, “They aren’t moving at all.  The food looks like it’s at least a hundred years old.  I think we’re safe.”

Amira pursed her lips and said, “I’m not sure I like this overconfident version of you, Jake.”

“Well, I think you’re the cause of it, Amira.  If a princess can like me, then I must be doing something right.  Don’t worry, I’ll keep you safe.” 

He stepped to the heavy oaken door and pulled it open.  Rusty hinges screamed into the darkness as the door swung.  Amira watched as Jake stepped inside and followed him. Every footstep made the floorboards creak.

Amira covered her face with her arm, “Ugh, the smell.  I can’t believe we’ve found something more foul than a dank dungeon.”

“So I guess you’re not eating what these three made.  Whoa, look at what we have here.”  Jake said, pulling back the hood of one of the cloaked diners.  Dust flew into the air as he revealed that the person’s head was completely wrapped in burial linen.  “Looks like this is a dinner date with mummies.”

“A house in a dungeon with three mummies?  What on earth is going on here?”  Amira said.

“Yeah, the less time I spend here, the better.  Do you want to see if anything in here is worth taking?”  Jake asked.

Amira raised a finger and said, “It couldn’t hurt, just check for traps or any complex marks scratched in places like doorknobs or latches, those would be magic traps.”

With that, Jake walked upstairs while Amira looked at the kitchen area and then in the main room.  Nothing was out of the ordinary; it was as if three peasants had moved their home into a dungeon.

“Nothing up here but old women’s clothing, Amira.  You should see the size of their panties!”

“That’s so gross!  Get down here!”  she shouted back as she walked over to the bookcases.  Amira tried to pull a book from the shelf, but it crumbled in her hands.  Wincing, she just dragged her finger along the spines, revealing their titles.  Once her hand touched a large volume, her fingers stopped.

Brushing the dust fully away, she examined the book.  Instead of a leather or cloth cover, this book had a brass covering.  Hooking her finger over the top of the spine, she pulled, sliding it out easily.  The front cover was engraved with runes, and a picture of a human form with rays shooting from its fingertips.  Her hands trembled as she read the cover twice to make sure she wasn’t imagining things.  Amira could hear her heart beating, rushing in her ears.

A hand clasped over her shoulder, and she jumped, “Ahh!”  She spun around to see Jake smiling at her.  Putting her hand on his chest, she pushed and said, “Don’t creep up on me like that!  I almost had a heart attack!”

“Sorry, what did you find?”

“I think this is the book that my mother, the queen, had me search for.  After a year of looking, I finally found it!”

“What is it?  A religious book?  I’ve never seen a book with a metal cover like that,” he said as he reached out to touch it.

The princess yanked it away from his outstretched fingers, “Don’t touch it!  This is not a book of scripture; it’s a spell book, a very special one.”

Jake frowned and raised an eyebrow, “I’m sure your mother has plenty of magic users as well as a magic library.  What’s special about this one?”

“This is the only one of its kind.  A magic book on the spell of summoning.  A powerful magic user can summon heroes from other worlds to help us fight the witches of Xiwolia!”

“Oh, so more people like me,” Jake said, thumbing his chest.

The elf’s ears stood up straight as she nodded, “Yes, exactly!  It can give us the edge we need!” 

“Great, that’s wonderful,” Jake said with a nod.  He turned and looked around the main room of the cottage. “Anything else?”

Amira stuck a foot to the side and tilted her head, saying, “Jake, you don’t seem that impressed.”

“Let’s just say I’m not too keen on plucking a person from their home and forcing them to fight in a war they had nothing to do with,”  he said as he slid open drawers, pulling out random items.

“I’m sure if your kingdom was in danger of being conquered, you’d do the same thing.”

“Well, I’m glad I don’t have to make that choice,” he replied.

“You don’t have to, do you!  You have it easy, you’re given powers and then confronted morally clear tasks,”  she whispered. “You don’t know what the nobility has to sacrifice for the good of the kingdom.”

“I don’t suppose I do,” he said.  “How many people do you think you’ll be summoning?”

Amira shrugged, “I don’t know.  It all depends on what’s in the book.  I know some spells, but this is high magic.”  She patted the tome.  “I guess if the first person is powerful enough, we may just do it once.”

“Well, I guess we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.  I’m glad you found your book, though. I guess that means you’ll be heading home after this.”

“Absolutely, we’ll be rushing to the capital, it’s too important.”

“We?  Who’s we?”  Jake pulled a chest from a cupboard and examined it from several angles before setting it on the table and looking at the sitting corpses. “What do you three think is in this?  Do any of you have a key?”

The cloaked figures remained silent.

“Fine, I’ll just have to use my skeleton key,” he said as he brought down his fist on the chest, punching a hole in the top.  Digging around, he fished out a bit of jewelry. 

“Another bracelet!?” he said as he slapped it on his other wrist.  The bracelet had three agate stones that glowed faintly.  Examining it further, he touched the first stone and a light flashed around him.

“Jake! Look at you!  You’re covered in armor!”  Amira said, pointing at him.

He raised his forearm and saw it was clad in mirror-like steel.  When he touched it with his other hand, he felt his gauntleted fingers pass through the metal and come into contact with his arm. 

“It’s just an illusion.  It’s not real armor,” he said as he pressed the same agate stone.  He flashed again, and instead of armor, his outfit was a wool suit in the Brilaundian fashion.  He kept pressing the stone, and the bracelet kept producing more varied outfits for him to wear.  Pressing the middle aquamarine stone put on the previous outfit.  When he pressed the last of the three stones, onyx, his real clothing appeared again.

He cycled through several illusions, one of which turned his skin green.

“Jake, you look like an orc!  And you’re naked!”

He pressed the agate again and looked down, and a leather vest and shorts appeared on his body.

“Better?”

“A little, but I like the real you much better.  Can we go now?”

“Yeah, dress-up is over, I guess,”  he mumbled.  He walked to the door and pulled on the knob, but it wouldn’t budge.  “It’s locked.”

He turned around to see that the three mummified figures had stood up and outstretched their arms towards Amira.

“That’s not yours, dear!” a disembodied female voice rang in the elf’s ears.

“It’s not polite to take what’s not yours,” a higher-pitched voice continued.

“We’ll have to box your ears for that, you whelp! We’ll teach you not to steal from a witch's coven again!”  A low-pitched female voice said before cackling.

“Jake!  Save me!” Amira yelled.

Jake used his power to swap with Amira right when the mummies’ arms gripped his neck and wrists.  The touch was ice cold and intense enough to almost cause him pain.  His sleeve seemed to rot and turned to dust.

“Such power!” the three mummies cried out.  “We must flee!”

Jake grabbed the first by the throat and crunched his fingers together until her head popped off, then he kicked her in the chest, caving it in.  Dust filled the room as the witch-mummy’s arms flailed wildly. 

One tried to amble to the door, but Jake took it to the ground and dismembered it, stamping on its hands to prevent it from trying to grab him.  The final one backed into the corner, and its whimpers filled the room.

“Mercy on an old woman!”

Jake approached and said, “Bitch, you’re dead!  Time to go to bed!”

“I’ll tell you what your curse is!”  the mummy wailed.

Jake stopped, “Curse?  What curse?”

“Loved, yet scorned.  Forever yearned for, but still betrayed!  Only by giving away that which you hold dear will you prevent your heart from turning to stone!  The curse is a curse of love!”

“Destroy it, Jake!  It lies to stay among the living!”  Amira said.

The mummy raised a bony finger, tearing the wraps on its hand, “You know it to be true, boy!  The blessing of the goddess of love is also a curse!  The more women you acquire, the more women will break your heart.  Only through controlling the loss will you gain mastery over the curse.”  She backed further into the corner by the kitchen.

“Why are you telling me this!?”  Jake said.

“To distract you from me doing this!” The mummy grabbed a bottle from a side table and hurled it at Jake. The glass shattered and covered his body with a foul liquid that burned his armor. In a moment, everything had melted or turned to ash, filling the space with acrid smoke.  He was now nude; only his bracelets stayed intact.

“That is not just the blessing of a goddess!  What are you!?”  the witch screamed in rage.

“I’m a superhero,” he said right before he grabbed her shoulders and tore her in half like a paper doll.

“Jake! We need to get out!”  Amira said while she coughed.  She collapsed and grabbed her throat.

The witches' voices returned, “Out! Out! Out!  You have destroyed us!”  Little flames appeared like stars throughout the room and then flew in random directions, setting everything alight.  Jake picked up Amira and jumped through the glass window, shattering it. On the other side, he tumbled while shielding the elf from the glass shards.  Moving her a safe distance from the burning cottage, he set her on the ground.  Jake said as he patted her cheek, “Princess, are you alright?”

Amira rolled to her side and coughed, trying to take in a breath of fresh air. “Jake!  Only you would pick a fight with an undead coven of witches!”

“It wasn’t me!  I just stole a trinket.  You took their prized spell book!  Don’t put this on me, princess.”

“Damn it all, how many times have you saved me now?”

He embraced her, kissed her forehead, “I’m done counting.  I’ll keep saving you, no matter what.”

Amira frowned and pulled his head down for a deep kiss on the lips, “Jake, we need to move on, but before that, you need to use your illusion to put on that armor, or I’ll not be able to think straight.  You’re stark naked!”


Chapter 8

The next day’s progress ascending the levels of the dungeon got easier as the monsters became less numerous and the traps became more obvious.  Jake could have barged through the dungeon like an elephant through a rat maze if only Amira weren’t there.  There was also the difficulty of navigating the narrow passages and not getting lost.  Here, the elf was quite helpful.  Her ability to map out the dungeon as they progressed made it much easier.  Jake also grew more confident in his combat without a weapon or shield.  The fake armor always covered his body and never got damaged.  One of the hidden features of the illusory outfit bracelet was that it still kept his privates close to his body, like a pair of boxers.

“So what do you plan on doing once we get out of here, Amira?”  Jake asked as he picked her up and jumped over a rather large pit-trap.

“I’ll need one night’s rest, and then I’ll try to find Lady Constance and head straight to Chassicka, where the royal palace is, and hand this book off to my mother.  I’d also introduce you to her,”  she whispered and pecked him on the cheek when he put her on her feet.

“You want me to meet the queen?”  Jake asked, scratching his neck and looking away.

Amira laughed, “Don’t get scared of her.  Just be polite and don’t speak out of turn.  Remember, you’re in a relationship with two of her daughters and her sister!  If you avoid her, you will make her angry.”

“But I’m a nobody, why should she care?”

“Nobody!?” she scoffed.  The elf hopped onto Jake's back and ground her knuckles into his scalp. “You released a sealed goddess, saved three noble elves, and helped me find the summoning tome.  Nobody…Jake, you’re on your way to being a hero of the realm!  Once the scribes and bards hear of you, I doubt you will ever be forgotten.”

“Ugh, I guess I'd better start behaving, hey, quit that!”  Jake said as Amira nibbled his ear while riding piggyback.

“I’m sorry, I can’t help myself.  This morning’s lovemaking was even better than before!  Do you mind if we take a quick break for another round?”

“While that’s tempting, I really want to get out of this hole.  Who knows what Sol’s Slayers are doing?”

Amira’s ears pointed up, and she tapped him on the back, whispering, “I think I hear something up ahead.”

Jake squatted, and Amira got off him and the two slunk down the corridor in the darkness.  Soon, Jake heard the sounds of women moaning and flesh slapping flesh.  He moved faster after he recognized the voice.  The corridor ended with a heavy wooden door with iron bands.  Rats had eaten a few holes through the planks, and flickering shafts of candlelight poured out of them. 

He was about to look through one of the holes when Amira put a hand on his shoulder and whispered, “I think this may be our rescue party.  I thought it would have been elves.  Are they doing what I think they’re doing?”

Jake nodded and whispered back, “I recognize their voices.  And yeah, they’re not resting behind that door.”

“Why not knock and make them stop?”  the elf said.

“I have to see what they’re doing with my own eyes, Amira.  I’d rather not have them lie to me,”  Jake said as he inched closer to one of the peepholes and put his eye to it.  The elf bit her lip and then came up next to him to look in a different hole.

The room was about 20 feet square and had another barred door on the other side.  There were a few dead crab monsters piled up in a corner and a campfire set up underneath a vent in the ceiling, but he didn’t pay attention to that.  He was transfixed by what the people were doing.

Sol, Agatha, and Lia were all nude while The Snapping Jaws fucked them.  Tully was propped up against the wall, sleeping.  Agatha was standing, bent over, with her feet and hands on a blanket, while Silas the weasleman was behind her.  He had his trousers around his ankles and was fucking her pussy from behind.  His breath was ragged as he rutted as fast as he could while the cat girl let out a long whine.

The two wolfkin and the remaining weasleman were filling Sol’s mouth, vagina, and asshole while she was on her hands and knees.  The weasleman Peeky was lying on his back with Sol on top of him.  Hector the wolfkin was fucking her ass while the other wolf man, Pavros, had Sol by the horns and was ramming his cock down her throat.  Sol moaned on Pavros’s dong while her ass rippled with every impact of Hector’s cock against her.

Lia was riding Corvus’s prick while he lay on his back near the fire.  His callused hands groped Lia’s jiggling tits while she tousled her own hair and threw her head back.

“Lia, every time I fuck you, I feel a little weaker, like you’re draining my balls.  But it’s worth it to feel your pussy, though,”  he said with a sneer.  “I can feel my cock hit the back of your canal each time you land on me.”

Lia fell forward and put her hands on Corvus’s broad chest. She panted as she spoke, “Fuck!  Corvus!  Mmmph!  Fuck me hard!”

“Tell me, which cock do you prefer?  Jake’s or mine?”  he said as he let go of her breasts to grip her ass and help her ride him.  “You’ve already come twice.  It’s going to be some time before Tully wakes up from that sleeping potion Agatha gave him.  I wonder how many more times you’ll clamp down on my dick.”

Lia’s pale skin started to drip with sweat as her body strained, trying to handle the girthy cock.  “So good!  Corvus, you’re hitting the right spot!”

Corvus pulled her down and kept her pinned, balls deep.  He said, “No more fucking until you admit you like my cock better than Jake’s limp worm.”

“Shut it, you stupid asshole, and fuck me!”

“No!  Say  it!”

Lia’s fingers dug into Corvus’s chest, and she contorted her face, “Fine!  Corvus’s dick is better!  I like it more than Jake’s tiny penis!”

“There you go, my sweet slut.  Now is the time for your reward!”  Corvus lifted her up and then brought his feet up  a little so he could fuck upwards using a bridge pose, fucking her faster than she could ride him.

“Ah!  You're hammering my cunt!”  the succubus squealed.  She put her hand on her belly as it bulged every time Corvus sank his johnson deep in her birth canal.  Lia pulled hard on her nipples and let out a scream.  Her body writhed as an orgasm ripped through her.

“Jake!”  Amira whispered and gave him a shove.  “Why aren’t you stopping them!?”

Jake could feel his cock straining against his illusory armor.  He thanked whoever created the magic bracelet for keeping his dick fully covered no matter the situation.  “Yeah, right,” he said in a flat tone.  He stood back and pulled Amira from the door.   He cocked his fist and punched it through the door before groping around for the bar on the other side.  The girls screamed while he lifted the bar off the door and pushed it open.

Lia leaped off and covered herself, and Jake saw that Corvus was mid ejaculation, his cock still pulsing its spunk like a fountain.  Agatha scrambled away and grabbed for her robes.  The three demihumans fucking Sol stopped and reached for their weapons.  Sol fell to her side, chest heaving as she looked at Jake with half-closed eyes.

Lia approached and said, “Master!  I can explain everything.”  While she stepped, spunk dripped out of her cream-filled snatch.

Sol sat up and widened her eyes.  Reaching out to him, she said quickly, “It’s not what it looks like!”

Jake shook his head and put his hand up to stop Lia from approaching, “Oh, I don’t think I need any explanations, Lia.  I was gone for a few days, and you’re already shacking up with another party.  With The Snapping Jaws of all people!”

“Heh, the big fucking loser Jake.  The look on your face is priceless.  I’m going to remember this for the rest of my fucking life!  Ha!”  Corvus said as he got to his feet and ambled to his pile of clothes.  “I bet you heard Lia say she preferred my cock to yours.”

“That's not true!  I’ll tear you apart!”  Tia yelled, her voice taking on an unearthly tone.  The Snapping Jaws flinched at hearing her.

Corvus laughed and waved his hand in his face, “Babe, we all heard you.  There’s no taking it back now.” 

“I just said it because you wouldn’t keep going, you pig!”

“Enough!”  Jake roared, lifting his armored fist at the jackalman. “Get dressed, Corvus, I’m going to thrash you!”

“Jake, I think you’ve suffered enough.  Get him, boys!”  he yelled, reaching for his sword rather than his clothes.  Hector and Pavros hesitated while the weasels bellowed a war cry and attacked with axes.

Jake stood his ground and stepped inside their swings.  He slapped Peeky in the face, sending him cartwheeling into the stone wall of the chamber. Stepping to the left, he landed a punch to Silas’s ribs.  A snap echoed in the room, and the weasel man grunted before collapsing to the ground.

“What are you waiting for, you dogs!”  Corvus yelled at the wolf kin.

Pavros pointed his sword at the jackal man. “All of this was your idea!  Hector and I knew it was bad form to agree to this deal.  We all knew how strong Jake was!  We’re leaving.”

“I’ll do it myself!”  Corvus launched himself at Jack and brought down his blade as hard as he could.  The sword bounced off Jake’s forehead as if it were made of granite, causing the blade to fly into a corner of the room.  Corvus gripped his wrist and bared his teeth.    He looked at Jake and said, “Damn you to hell!”

Jake slowly walked to Corvus, put his hand around the jackal man’s neck, and lifted him off the ground.  He said calmly, “When are you going to learn that you should fear me?”

Agatha screamed, “Jake, you’ll kill him!”

Corvus’s eyes widened, and his eyebrows knit together when he flailed his legs and tried to punch and chop his attacker’s arm to little effect.

“There we go, finally a touch of terror in your eyes,” Jake said.  He set him down and released him just long enough to slap him across the face.  Corvus fell to the ground and covered his cheek.  Jake pointed down at him and said, “Get up, swine!”

A puddle appeared under Corvus. 

“Get up!”  Jake pulled Corvus up by the hair until he stood. “Come on, Corvus.  Where’s that signature sneer of yours?  I finally figured it out.  A-rankers wouldn’t be stuck out here at the frontier unless you were a fraud.  A real hero would be at the border where the treasures and glory are.  Wittford is for rookies, not deadly swordsmen such as yourself.”

“Shut up!  I fucked all your women! My seed is in all their bellies!”

Jake struck him in the solar plexus with a clenched fist, causing the jackalman to collapse and vomit.  Jake said, “You have insulted me, and now you’ve tried to kill me.”

Corvus’s coughing turned to laughing. He looked up and sneered once more, saying, “And I will keep on until you die by my hand or your own!”

“I believe you, Corvus.  Which is why I’m going to end this now,”  Jake walked to the corner of the room and picked up Corvus’s own sword. “People like you only bring darkness to the world.”

“Wait!  You’re a hero!  You don’t murder!”  Corvus started to crawl for the exit.

Jake walked to him and pointed the blade at its owner, “You admitted you won’t rest until you see me dead.  I’m only protecting myself.  I doubt I’m the first person you’ve tortured with your antics, you maniac.”  He raised the blade and was about to bring it down on Corvus when Jake felt someone try to tackle him from the side.

“Jake!  Please don’t do it!” A muffled voice said into his chest.

He lowered the sword and looked down to see two long bunny ears. “Romy, what the hell are you doing here?”

“I came down with the elf rescue party! Jake, don’t kill him,” Romy looked up with watery eyes. “He’s not worth it.  And I don’t want you to have your heart darkened with something you’ll regret.”

Lady Constance and the rest of the rescue party poured into the room from the far side.  “Princess Amira!  Jake! You’re safe!  Gods be praised!”  She paused before saying, “What in the world is happening here?”

The princess walked over to Jake and put a hand on his chest.  “You know the bunny girl is right, Jake.  Don’t let his hate consume you.”

Jake could feel the two ladies' love in their touch.  He relaxed his shoulders and sighed.  He said, “Corvus, know this: you can never hurt me. I hope you rot.”

Jake stepped back and let Amira and Romy pull him towards the exit.  The rest of the elves encircled Amira, Jake, and Romy, keeping their hands on their sword hilts.

“Jake, what about us?”  Agatha said, clutching her robes to herself.

“Agatha, you broke my heart with this,” Jake said.  “Are you expecting me to act like this didn’t happen?  I’m leaving the Slayers, and I’m leaving this dungeon.  I hope you and The Snapping Jaws are very happy.”

Jake and the elves left the room, leaving the adventurers to themselves.  Hector and Pavros got their clothes back on and started helping Silas and Peeky.

Lia frantically put on her clothes, looking at the exit.

Corvus started dressing and looked at Lia, asking, “Why are you rushing?”

“I have to follow my master,” Lia said.

“Babe, the guy dumped you. Where are you going?  We need to all talk.  I think that joining the parties might be a good idea.”

“If you think I’d spend another night with you when I know Jake is just down that hallway, then you’re dumber than you look,”  Lia said. “I can’t lose him!”

“Then why did you fuck me?  You were enjoying it at the time,” Corvus said as he put on his clothing.

“Shut up!”  Lia yelled before running through the door. 

Tully stirred and rubbed his eyes, asking, “What’s all the noise?  Hey, what the hell just happened?”

Sol smiled awkwardly and scratched her head. “Well, Tully, I have good news and bad news.”
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