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Chapter 1

Jake Baleson's first sensation as he emerged from unconsciousness was pain.  The last thing he remembered was a box truck crushing him against a brick wall at work and then darkness.  Forcing his eyes open, he saw the flash of sunlight filter through a tree canopy as if he were in motion.  Jake regretted his decision, shielding his face from the light that felt like it burned through his eyes to the back of his head.  The sound of rusty chains filled his ears, and cold manacles dug into his wrists.

His eyes adjusted, and he tried to make sense of his surroundings.  He was sitting on the floor of a wooden cart that was rumbling through a forest.  Flashes of pain jolted up his spine as the cart went over the deeply rutted road.   Seeing iron bars, he realized the cart was a cage taking him somewhere.  Lifting his head, he looked around.  A woman sat across from him in the cart, wearing nothing more than the barest of rags.  Dirty blonde hair fell down her shoulders and hid her face.  What made his eyes flash was the long pair of ears that sprouted from the top of her head.  They were shaped just like a rabbit’s ears.  Even covered in dirt and only wearing rags, Jake had a hard time tearing his eyes away from her shapely body.

“Hello?”  he asked.  Frowning, his hand went to his throat, and he coughed.  “Hello?  My name is Jake Baleson.  Can you tell me where I am?”  He frowned deeper, wondering what had happened to his voice.

The lady looked up at him with deep blue eyes, still beautiful despite their bloodshot state.  She said, “The slavers driving this cart found you naked in the road.  They threw a tunic over your head and tossed you in here with us.  We’re on our way to Eddleton, most likely.  There you’ll be falsely branded as a debtor and sold into slavery.”  The sound of her voice told him she had accepted her fate.

“Slavers?  What are you talking about?  And what do you mean by us?  There has to be some mistake!” 

“Shut up!”  A gravelly voice called from the front of the slave cart.  “Or you’ll get the lash!”

She pointed at him, “No mistake, Jake Baleson.  Touch your neck.” 

Jake obeyed, and he felt a thick metal ring around his throat.  The man couldn’t believe what he was hearing.  He smiled and talked quietly, “No worries, I’ll just wait till I wake up.  Since I don’t know how long this dream will be, why don’t you tell me your name?”

She shook her head, “My name is Romy, and you’re not dreaming.  Do you want me to pinch you?”

“No need, there’s no way this is real.  We live in a free country.”

The girl laughed and covered her mouth.  She smiled and wiped her eyes, “Thank you for making me laugh.”

“Making you laugh?  You’re the one wearing bunny ears.”

“Did a highwayman hit you on the head, boy?  These are my real ears, I’m a demihuman rabbit-kin.  You must have grown up under a rock.  It doesn’t matter anyway, you’ll learn soon enough after you get whipped a few times.”

Jake sighed and pointed to a foot poking out beneath some filthy blankets, “Who’s that?”

“I don’t know.  She was here when they jumped me.  I think she’s dead.”

He reached out to touch the foot.  When his fingers touched the foot, it slowly withdrew under the blanket.

Sighing, he said, “They’re not completely dead.  Thank goodness for that.”

“It might be better if she did die.  Demihumans are nothing to elves.”

“Elves?”  he asked.

Romy shook her head, and an ear flopped down, “Yeah, elves, you know, the people with pointy ears and smug looks who run the kingdom of Brilaund?  I thought you humans were supposed to be smarter than this.”

“Not me,”  he said while he gingerly stretched. “I’m just a cook.  In fact I just became head chef.”

“Ha!  Now I’ve heard everything.  A human cook.”

A whip cracked over the cage, and the driver yelled out, “Shut up!”

Jake flinched and then got up, grabbing the iron bars on the roof of the card.  He pressed his head as close to the top of the cage as possible to see who was driving the cart.  Holding the reins was a grubby man wearing a leather jacket.  Someone was sitting next to him, but it seemed like he was covered in a green leather outfit from head to toe.  The man in green leather turned his head, revealing he was not a man.

Jake gasped and stumbled, falling to the floor of the cart with a loud thud.  “There’s a goddamn monster up there!  He’s a giant lizard!  Like a man sized t-rex.”

Romy shook her head, “You really aren’t from around here, are you?  It’s like you’ve never seen a lizardman before.”

“He’s an ugly bastard.”

The bunny-girl shrugged, “Not all of them are bad.  Some do go into working for slavers, because they’re strong.”  She raised an eyebrow, “They do have their redeeming qualities.”

Jake frowned, “Like what?”

Romy waved her hand, “Never you mind.  You know you really need to quiet down. I don’t want a single lash of that whip.”

Jake settled down for a bit and looked out of the cart as it exited the forest.  Men and women dotted the fields of sprouting green wheat, with every single one sporting different animal-type ears, as well as tails.  A few more were tilling fields, while others were casting seeds behind the ploughs.  He rubbed his eyes and pinched himself hard, but nothing happened.  While he did feel the pinch, it didn’t hurt at all, which concerned him more than everyone around him dressing up in costume.  A pair of horsemen passed the cart in the other direction.  They both wore chainmail armor.  One was hooded, while the other had their cowl pulled back.  It was a black-haired woman with her nose slightly upturned, who didn't bother to look at the cart.  He looked at the knight’s ears and saw they were long and pointed, making him touch his own.  Jake racked his brain trying to understand why he ended up in this place.  He was coming to terms with the fact that this wasn’t a dream or some practical joke.   No one would go out of their way to fool a guy like him.  Closing his eyes, his mind went to work on how to escape.

The chains he was shackled with looked thick, and the metal collar he wore felt the same.  If he waited too long, he would be branded, making it that much harder to get away.  He wondered what he would do even if he managed to escape.  So far, everyone but the cart driver was either demihumans or elves.

“Maybe I can wrap a headband and cover my ears,” he mumbled to himself.

Romy  looked up and said, “What is that?”

“Nothing, just seeing what I can do to escape.”

The girl’s other ear flopped down as she smiled, saying, “You are an odd one.”

…

Later that night, Jake found himself chained to a large oak tree near where the slavers had pulled off the road to set up camp.  Romy and the other girl were both locked up in the cart and given stale bread and a bucket of water, though the one under the blankets didn’t stir.  He wasn’t thinking too much about them, though.  An iron brand was resting on the campfire and was starting to glow.

Looking at the brand, he spoke to the slaver, “I thought I was supposed to get branded when I got to town.”

The man stoked the fires and said, “And have a chance of you escaping without a debtor mark?  Not a chance, slave.  You’ll get another when someone buys you.”

“Why aren’t the girls getting brands?”

“Girls don’t get marked, ruins the sale price.  You’ll be a laborer or in the mines.  You don’t have to look pretty.  You just have to look strong.  It’s a good thing we found you while you were unconscious.  I’m sure you could have run away.  What do you think, Ched?”

The lizard man tilted his head and pointed at Jake, “It would be a good hunt, but I would catch him.  I’m sure of it.  He may sell for double the rate.  The brand should be ready now.  Let’s get it over with so we can get to sleep.”

The slaver nodded to Ched and lifted the brand out of the coals.  He walked over to Jake with a grin that was missing the front teeth, bringing it close to his face.  “Now don’t struggle, slave.  If we don’t get a good brand, we’ll have to do the other side.  You wouldn’t want twice the pain, would you?”

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!  You’re going to brand my damned cheek?”

“Ched, hold his hair.”

Ched’s taloned fingers gripped Jake's hair and pulled, exposing his face to the brand.  Jake started to breathe fast.  “This isn’t happening!  This is all a dream!”

“It sure is, slave.  Just a nightmare.”  The dirty man said as he pushed the brand into Jake's face, just under the eye.

Jake’s hands balled into fists, wondering when it would start to hurt.

“What’s happening, boss?  It ain’t smoking.”

“Shut up, Ched. It’ll work, just give it longer.”

Jake imagined swapping places with his captor and seeing how he would like it.  Pins and needles shot over every inch of his body.  Looking at his fists, he saw them start to smoke.  A moment later, his vision went blank.  He heard a scream.

Jake found himself standing next to the lizard man.  The slaver was now the one chained to the tree, and Jake was holding the brand to his face.  He jumped back, keeping the hot iron in his hand.

Ched looked at the other two and stepped back, releasing his companion, who was still screaming in pain.  “What sorcery is this!?”

“Help me, Ched!” 

The lizard man bared his teeth and crouched.

Jake readied himself and pointed the still glowing brand at the lizard-man. “You want some of this, too, Ched?  Do you want a debtor's mark forever?”

Looking at his boss and then back at Jake, he hissed in reply, “I cannot fight a wizard!” The monster bolted to the road.

“Ched you, coward!  You let me go, slave!  The penalty for this is death!” 

Jake dropped the brand, “I didn’t mean to hurt you. I don’t know what happened.  I’m sure of one thing: I am not letting you go.”  Kneeling next to his former captor, he pulled the keyring from his rope belt, saying,” I need to borrow these for a moment.”

“You bastard!”  he replied.

The largest key in the ring unlocked the cart.  When he crawled in,  Romy was trembling and trying to back away from him as much as the chains would let her.

“Don’t come any closer!”  she cried.

“Romy, I’m not going to hurt you,” he said as he jingled the keys. “I’m just letting you go.  You don’t really want to be here if anyone else comes along, right?”

Romy’s shoulders relaxed, “I beg you, please, don’t hurt me, wizard.  Mercy.”

He jammed the key in the rabbit’s shackles and replied, “I’m no wizard. I don’t know what happened.”

Once the last lock was undone, Romy squirmed past him and out of the cart.

“Not even a thank you, hmm?”

“I’ll thank you when we’re clear of this place.”

“What about the other one?”  Jake tossed the blankets aside, revealing a short, slender woman.  She was wearing a blouse and shorts.  Her bob haircut was black and sported black cat ears.  A black tail waved feebly next to her.

“She’s half dead!  We need to go!”  Romy said, hissing.

Jake shook his head, “I couldn’t live with myself if I let her stay.”

“You won’t be alive at all once I’m done with you!”  The slaver yelled.

“Shut up, asshole!”  Romy  ran to the man and stomped on his crotch. 

He groaned and then passed out.  The bunny girl searched his pockets and pulled out a pouch of coins and a rag.  She stuffed the rag into his mouth and used the man’s rope belt to secure it.  She slapped her hands together, “That should keep him quiet long enough for us to be gone.”

Jake pulled the cat girl's limp body out of the cart.  Looking at Romy, he said, “Let’s go!” before running back to the road.


Chapter 2

Jake felt a kick that jolted him awake.  Looking up, he saw Romy’s blue eyes looking down at him with a smile and a wave.  He looked away once he saw her generous breasts pushing against the fabric of the rags she was wearing. 

Romy smirked, “Good morning, wizard.  I wouldn’t think a man with your looks and body would be a shy boy.”

“I’m not a wizard, and what’s that comment about my looks?”

Romy scratched her ear and said, “You’re good-looking and well-built.  Has no one told you that?”

Jake stood up and found himself now looking down at her; he was taller somehow.  He looked at his arms and then at his body.  While he wasn’t overweight, his body was now about as muscular as you could get without being called a bodybuilder.  He had somehow missed this while he was cooped up in the cart.

Changing the subject, he looked around and said, “Where’s the cat girl?”

“She was gone before I woke up.  I think she was faking being weak.”

“That’s a shame, I would have liked to at least know her name.” 

Romy folded her arms, “Why are you more interested in that mangy cat?  Am I that ugly?”

“No!  If anything, you’re one of the prettiest girls I’ve ever talked to!”  Jake put his hand to his head and blushed, “Sorry, this is awkward.”

Romy giggled and said, “Finally, a compliment.”  Coming closer, she put her hands on his tunic and said, “Usually, boys are quicker to say nice things to me.”

Jake’s heart started to race. “I’m sorry, I was more worried about being a slave.”

She looked up at him and said, “You know, I never thanked you for saving me.”

“Don’t worry about it,”  He smiled weakly.

“Are you sure you don’t want me to thank you?”  she said, smirking. “I can be very grateful, if you like.”  The rabbit girl took one of his hands and held it to her chest.  He could feel her heartbeat through her soft cleavage.

“I…” Jake stammered, understanding the implication. “It’s not like I don’t want you, but I just met you.”

Romy burst out laughing and then said, “If you could see the look on your face!  Jake, you are a riot!”  She stepped away and continued, “I was only joking.”

Jake blew air out of his mouth and relaxed his shoulders before saying, “You almost got me there.  I don’t know anything about this land or its customs.”

“Let’s hope you’re a quick learner, boy.  The first lesson is don’t fall asleep where people can put you in chains.”  She walked towards the road, her fluffy tail flicked back and forth with her hips.  Looking back over her shoulder, she said, “We should be able to walk to Wittford by nightfall.  Are you coming or not?”

“Yes, ma’am!”  He cried out and ran up to walk next to her down the road.

…

Romy and Jake sat at a small table at the Spilled Flagon Tavern in Wittford, looking down at three meager skewers of meat and two mugs of small beer.  The Spilled Flagon had a large double-story main dining room and two wings of bedrooms.  The two could barely hear each other over the din of cat-kin arguing with wolf-kin over the price of fresh meat.  In the corner of the hall,  a three-piece band with a hurdy-gurdy, harp, and drum played.

Romy picked up the skewer and rolled it in her fingers.  She said, “I thought the slaver’s pocket money would have been enough for a better meal.  Sorry, Jake.  I didn’t even have enough money for a salad.”

“Don’t worry about it.  I feel bad about taking one of the skewers as it is.  You know what, you have it.”

“I would have paid for a whole meal if I could afford it. I owe you that at least,” she said as her eyes scanned the room. 

Jake caught the rabbit girl winking and waving at a group of demi-humans at a large table where each person had a large bowl of stew and a tall tankard of beer.  He felt embarrassed to bring it up, but he felt a pang when he saw Romy flirting with other people.

It wasn’t long before a tall jackal–kin male walked up to the couple.  His hair was spiked in a mohawk, and he wore bits of metal armor on his forearms and shoulders.  A scar marred his square jaw.  He smiled and said, “Hello, little lady.  The name’s Corvus Reed.  I couldn’t help but notice you waving at me.  Would you like to join my party and dine with us?  We’re an adventuring party called “The Snapping Jaws”.

“Oh, what a bold name for adventurers!  Jake, would you like to come along?”

Jake’s stomach growled before he looked at the adventurer cat-calling Romy from across the hall.  Corvus’s glare and folded arms told Jake what he needed to know.

“No, Romy, you go have fun.  I’ll catch up with you later.”

Romy’s facial expression was a mixture of remorse and relief. “Why don’t you have the skewers all to yourself and finish my drink.  Talk to you later, Jake!”

Romy hopped up, and Corvus put an arm around the girl’s waist.  Corvus looked down at Jake with a smug look on his face before smiling at Romy .  Jake watched them walk to the other side of the hall, and Corvus made Romy sit on his lap.  He had to turn away when he saw the jackal-man start to put his paws all over Romy.  Taking his tiny dinner and drink the walked to the bar so he didn’t have to look at the only person he knew here degrade herself for food.

A portly barkeeper with pig's ears and a nose that was more snout, waddled up to him and threw a towel over his shoulder.  He grimaced and tilted his head, saying, “Blew it with a rabbit girl, huh?  Now that is sad.  Those girls are about as easy as they come.  Though she is quite a beauty.”

“Meh, it’s not as bad as you think.  I’m penniless, and she’s hungry.  She actually bought me dinner,” he said as he stripped the last skewer of its chewy meat.  “It’s not like we’re a thing anyway.”

“Here, this one’s on the house,”  the swine-kin poured a small brandy and slipped it to Jake. “All you have to do is leave when you finish it.  We don’t take charity cases.”

“Fair enough,” he replied, sipping it. “Thanks.  Would you know how a man can get some work in town?  I’m a damn good cook.”

The barkeeper snorted, “A human cook!?  That’s no job for a man!  Where are you from?  Men can only be soldiers, slavers, adventurers, or studs for elves.  Peasants, craftsmen, and labourers are all demihuman work.  There’s a hefty fine for the employer who hires a human for commoner work.”

“Men can’t work?  That’s outrageous!”

“Elves can’t stand demihumans and can only court with men.  You're luckier than you realize, my boy.  You look about as strong as they come, and handsome too.  I bet if you clean yourself up and hang around elf neighborhoods, you’d be snapped up.”

“I don’t know if I like elves; it seems like they’re the reason why demihumans have such a rough life.”

The swine barkeep leaned in. “You keep that talk to yourself, unless you want your tongue cut out.  The elves have spies everywhere.  Why don’t you head to the adventuring guild tomorrow and sign up?  There are plenty of groups willing to take on a young lad like you to go on an adventure.  You’ll be buying top-shelf liquor from me in no time.  Cheers!”  The bartender raised the empty glass he was cleaning.

“I’ll drink to that,” Jake replied and downed the rest of his brandy.

A plump hand shot out and snatched the glass from him as the bartender said with a smile, “You’re done, boy, now go and find a place to sleep.  There’s no room for people with no money.”

Jake nodded and raised his hands.  Stepping away from the bar, he headed for the door.  He turned his head to catch one last glimpse of Romy before he headed out to just let her know where he was going.  The blonde bunny was over Corvus’s shoulder and was carried up the stairs with the rest of his party following.  Romy’s eyes met Jake’s, and all she could do was shrug and wave goodbye as she was taken up.  Jake grit his teeth and waved back before pushing the door open.

The night air was cool, and the sky was clear.  Jake tried to distract himself by trying to find constellations he remembered, but frowned when he saw none.  He walked out of the town gate right when the guards were closing it for the night.

One of the guards pointed at Jake and said, “Be careful out there, we’ve been hearing reports of monster attacks on travellers.”

Jake shrugged and said, “I hope it makes it painless when he kills me.”

He jogged in the moonlight, trying to find some natural feature to provide him with some shelter.  Among the rolling fields of fresh ploughed land and sprouting plants, he found a boulder sitting on top of a hillock.  It was vaguely shaped like a loaf of bread and about the size of a bus.   When he got close to it, he noticed the faint breeze had stopped.

“I guess I’ll stop here, I’ll be a little warmer,” he said with a simmering anger.  Putting his hands flat on the giant boulder, his mind went back to Romy and how she had abandoned him for some food, drink, and a warm bed.  In his mind, he saw the slight upturn on her lips as she was being carried up the stairs, and the way she ran her hands up and down the jackal-man’s muscled back.  That bunny girl was getting everything she wanted for just being pretty, and he was stuck sleeping next to a rock.

“Fuck this shit!”  he yelled.  He pulled back one of his hands and made a fist.  He punched the rock hard, expecting some pain in his hands, so at least his mind wouldn’t dwell on Romy.  Instead, the granite megalith spidered with cracks and then split in two with a thundering crash.  He knew the sound was loud, but he wasn’t deafened.  

“What the hell?”  he said as he took a few steps back.  After pausing a moment, Jake lifted a piece of rubble about the size of a breadbox.  He knew for a fact that he couldn’t lift something this heavy.  While he sensed the weight of it, his arms still had no trouble holding it.  He strained and pressed the stone from both sides and felt now that his muscles could flex harder than he had ever done before.  Without much effort, the stone exploded in his arms, sending dust and fragments in every direction.

“Am I some sort of freak here?”  He said to himself as he brushed the rock dust off.  “Swapping places with people and being super strong,  soon I’ll find out I can fly.”

A few jumps told him that he was flightless.  All he could do was jump high.  The only limitation to the height he could jump was that if he tried any harder, the earth underneath him would give way and he’d essentially pound a hole in the ground.  He had a hard time gauging how high he could jump, but when he landed, his feet stuck in the ground up to his ankles.

“So I guess I’m some sort of superhero.  That should make an adventurer's job easier.  I must be pretty tough to punch that stone so hard; I didn’t even get a scratch on my knuckles.  Well, today wasn’t all bad then.”

The young man lay down next to the pile of rocks that had once been a huge stone and used one as a pillow.  For the first time in a while, sleep took him while he had a smile on his face.


Chapter 3

Jake looked earnestly around the table he was sitting at in the Adventurers’ Guild.  Four young men wearing padded armor were looking back at him, but there was something missing in their gaze that made Jake feel like things weren’t going well. 

The blonde man with the best-looking armor folded his hands together and said, “Jake, we know you’re eager to join a group, but we just don’t think you’re ‘Opal Company’ material.”

“What?  Why not?”

A thin man with a pencil-thin mustache put his hand palm up and replied, “Look at you.  Anyone can tell you don’t have a penny to your name.  How are you going to be outfitted when we go into a dungeon?”

“I was thinking I could borrow some money to get the basic gear.”

A man with curly red hair waved his hand, “We’re not in the habit of taking on charity cases.”

“But I’m super strong.  Let me show you.”

The captain shook his head, “We’re all sure you’re very strong.  We can see your muscles for ourselves, but a man your age should at least have some adventuring gear and training.  Can you even handle a sword? Who cares if you’re strong if you can’t fight with your comrades?”

Jake shrugged and said, “But I’m really strong.”

“It doesn’t matter!”  the captain replied.  “Now get out of here before I get angry.”  The rest of the party looked nervously at each other and moved their hands to the hilts of their swords.

Jake sighed, “Fine, no worries.  Thank you for the chance.” 

The party all leaned back in their chairs as Jake rose and walked away.  He could hear the group talking dismissively about him as he headed back to the guild receptionist.  He balled his fist but didn’t want to start a fight that could end up with him really hurting someone.

A guild receptionist with cocker spaniel ears looked at him, raised eyebrows, and a frown. “Struck out again, Jake?”

“Yeah, same reasons too,” he replied, looking down at his filthy tunic. “They’re all smiles until they actually see you’re dirt poor.  I just need a chance to show what I can do. This was the third interview I’ve done at the guild today to try to join a party.”

“Adventuring isn’t all about being the strongest, Jake.  There are many skills you need to develop to keep your party safe.  When you’re a fighter, you have to kill monsters, but you also have to keep the weaker members of your party alive.  If your healer gets hurt, things can get out of control. You have to know about traps, dungeon mapping, logistics of getting treasures back to the guild, and making detailed reports.  It’s not all hack and slash, you know.”

“Then how does everyone get into a party if they have no experience, Safa?”

“Do what I told you when you filled out your adventuring form!  Take some of the F-rank missions.  They don’t require a team at all.”

“I just thought I could get into a party since I’m strong.”

Safa shook her head, “And now you see that it's not good enough.  You need to make enough cash to get cleaned up and in new clothes.  More adventurers get into parties by buying the leaders drinks at the tavern than through formal interviews here.  Using some of the reward to take some lessons at the guild will help too.  Parties will look for training endorsements on your membership card.”

“But I don’t want to collect healing herbs or catch rats in the sewers.”

“Everyone has to pay their dues, boy.”  The dog girl said, shaking her head and pointing to the bottom of the job board hanging on the wall behind him. “Go take a rat-catching mission and you’ll have enough to have a hot bath, a bowl of stew, and a roof over your head.  Trust me, this is how most newcomers get started.”

Jake twisted his mouth in a frown and backed away from the counter and bowed, “I guess I have no choice.  Jake the ratcatcher, it is.”

Walking to the board, he saw all the quests to kill dragons and other top-tier monsters, stuff he remembered from the fantasy books he read when he was young.  In the middle of the board, several villages were asking for help clearing out threats from their surrounding lands.  The missions he needed to complete were written on dirty paper at the bottom of the board.  He kneeled down and read the posts.  An open bounty on rats and other vermin.  He would earn a small amount for each rat tail he brought to the guild.  Looking to the side, he saw another quest for healing herbs along with a sketch of what plant they were looking for.  He didn’t remember seeing any of that type growing anywhere near the town, and he was sure that the surrounding area had already been picked clean.  People were fine with tearing up weeds, but no one wanted to go into the sewers.

“This is going to suck,” he said as he tore off a tag from the mission poster, showing him where to get into the sewers. 

He was about to walk out the door when Safa waved him over.  She pulled up a wooden box onto the counter and said, “Here, this is the lost and found.  I know there’s more than one knife in the crate that's been here for longer than a year.  Take what you need.”

“Right, thanks,” Jake said with a nod.  The box was filled with coin pouches emptied of their contents, wooden figurines, and other useless items.  He pulled out a rope belt, a leather pouch, and a rusty knife, complete with a leather scabbard.  In the bottom corner was a carved figure of a beautiful woman.  She was posed as if she were lying on her side in bed with her arm draped over her breasts.  The piece was made of black stone and carved meticulously, so it looked much better made than the other items in the box.  After hesitating for a moment, he took that too and slipped it into the leather pouch.  He smiled at the dog girl and said, “Thanks, Miss.   Things would have gotten messy if I had to pull those tails off by hand.”

Safa winced, “Ugh, the thought of having my tail yanked gives me the willies.  Good luck on your first quest.  The temple bells should be loud enough to be heard in the sewers.  Don’t come up too late or we’ll be closed.”

Jake sheathed the knife on his belt and was about to leave when he heard a familiar, gravely voice laugh at the entrance.  The jackal man Corvus walked in with Romy at his side.  The rest of the Snapping Jaws followed him.  Romy was no longer wearing rags.  Instead, a tight-fitting white leotard clung to her body along with a long shawl covered in runes and cinched at the waist.  In her hand was a small carved rod topped with a glass orb.  The outfit managed to be quite revealing, with her cleavage showing and her long, thick legs exposed.  Corvus’s hand was clearly grabbing Romy ’s ass while they walked.

Jake tried to sneak past undiscovered, but he heard Romy  call out to him, “Jake?  Jake, is that you?”

He looked up to see Romy  scurrying to him, leaving her party behind her. “Oh, hi, Romy .  You’ve got a new outfit.  Looks good on you.”

“Isn’t it nice?” She said as she twirled around, her puffy tail twitching.  “Covus and the boys paid to outfit me with healer gear and asked me to join the party.  Of course, I said yes.  Didn’t I tell you I was a healer?”

“No, you didn’t.  But I didn’t really ask.”

Corvus walked up and stared with cold topaz eyes, “Oh, the human we saw you with.  Jack, was it?”

“Jake.”

“Whatever.  Hey, you should have seen Romy  last night.  After we cleaned her up, she was a real minx.  Isn’t that right, boys?  Rabbit-kin girls are always fun, but Romy  is something else.”

The rest of the crew laughed and clapped while Romy  blushed and looked at the ground.  Her hands gripped her healer's rod, and her knuckles turned white.

The jackal-man clapped Jake on the shoulder and continued, “These things happen, Jack.  Sometimes the bigger guy gets the girl.  Better luck next time.  We’ll take good care of her down in the dungeons, don’t you worry.”  Corvus’s hand returned to groping Romy ’s rump.

“I’m very happy for all of you.  Now, if you excuse me, I must be going.”  This was all Jake could say in reply; this only made the Snapping Jaws cackle in response.

“Make sure you don’t fall in the sewer, ratcatcher!”  Corvus yelled. “You’ll be stinking to high heaven if you get any of that muck on you.  It’ll take days to wash off.”

“Jake!”  Romy  lifted her hand to touch Jake, but he had already turned and walked out the door.  When he was gone, Romy  flashed a frown before smiling at her new friends.  While she felt bad for the way her friends had treated Jake, she couldn't help but feel tingling while Corvus’s calloused hand massaged her round buttocks.

…

A lady elf in shining armor rode a horse around a giant stone while her officers followed on horseback.  The blonde elf’s ears twitched, and her brow furrowed.  Her eyes traced every crack and every sharp-edged stone and shard.

“The sealing stone, did anyone see it break?”  she asked.

The worried officer to her right tried hard not to let her voice tremble as she responded, “None, Princess Amira.  The only report we have from Wittford is that a loud boom was heard an hour after the close of the town gates.”

The princess turned to an older-looking elf holding in wizard robes and asked, “How long after the breaking of the sealing stone will we see the goddess return?”

The old she-elf shrugged.  “I know not, miss.  It all depends upon a supplicant.  If a follower of Zuhrah is able to reach the bound avatar of the goddess, then it should be hours.  As there are no temples in her name, and no followers left alive for over five hundred years, we may never see the goddess return.”

The princess bared her teeth and pointed to the rubble. “That stone was to last for a hundred thousand years!  Now it is destroyed.  Who on earth could have the power!?”

The old wizard winced, “A thousand pardons, your highness.  Even the high mage herself would not be able to break the seal, even with a hundred acolytes assisting her.  Perhaps a falling star struck it? No, no one reported seeing one.  I think this must be something we haven’t seen before.  Power such as this was only heard in the times of myth.”

The princess spurred her horse and rode off, saying, “Interrogate the guards one last time.  I want to know every single thing that happened yesterday.  And I expect you to go to the great library, wizard.  We need to search our histories for anything that could give us a hint about what broke the seal.  Get to work, ladies.”

“It will be done,” they replied. The knight and wizard brought their hands to their chests and bowed their heads before following.


Chapter 4

Once Jake opened the gate to get down into the sewers of Wittford, he knew he had made a mistake.  The stench was nearly unbearable, and the brick-lined circular tunnels were covered in slime and left little space for him to walk along the streams of filth that lay at the bottom.  The only light he had came from a makeshift torch.  The squealing of rats always seemed to be around the next corner.

It wasn’t long before his torch stopped burning, plunging him into darkness.  He cursed himself for not getting more torches, but within a few moments, he found his eyes adjusting to the low light around him.  While it wasn’t as clear as a lighted vision, he could see in a grey color.  Now, when he turned a corner, the rats weren’t tipped off by the light of his torch and were much closer before they ran from him.

Slipping on the slimy surface of the tunnels, he said, “There’s no way I’m going to run and try to get these rats.  Why don’t I try that trick I did before?”

He pinpointed a rat among a group and willed himself to swap with it.  In a blink, he had traded places with it and struck out with his dagger, killing two rats with lightning-quick strikes.  Looking back, he saw the rat he swapped with thrash in the sewage.  He cut the tails off his quarry and stuffed them in his pouch. 

Moving forward, he followed the fleeing rodents.  Getting surer of his footing, he moved at a pace faster than a walk but slower than a jog.  His lips curled into a smile when he saw the rats take a turn that seemed to have a dead end.  When he neared the end of the tunnel, the rats he expected to see weren’t there.

“What the hell?  Where did you guys go?”  he said, looking closer.  The last rat darted into a hole at the end of the tunnel.  The sewer seemed to be blocked by a heavy stone, but it was more like they had built the sewer up to a massive stone foundation and simply stopped there.  He looked down at the hole that the rats had escaped to and said, “Well, if my paycheck is behind this wall, I guess I have to just break it down.”

He sheathed his knife and cocked his fist.  Jake threw a punch not quite as powerful as the one that broke the large stone in the field, but the wall in front of him shattered nonetheless.  In a moment, he felt the wall had spidered with cracks, then fall away.  The bricks under his feet rumbled, then collapsed, and he found himself falling into darkness.

It was a terrifying couple of seconds before he hit solid ground.  If he had been his normal self, he would have died.  Dusting himself off as best he could, he looked around and got up.  The space was a large cavern, but the walls were not solid stone like a regular cave.  Instead, the space seemed to be constructed of large stone blocks and columns supporting a vaulted ceiling.  Jake's jaw dropped open when he looked more closely.  The floor of this giant space was filled with ruins.  Buildings of various sizes were in different states of collapse.  The houses made of wood were just piles of rotten wood; the stone buildings still stood, but had caved in roofs.

“It’s a city.  They buried this city and built Wittford on its remains. Like they wanted to hide it from the world.  But who are they, and why did they do it?”

Even with his ability to see in the dark, it was still difficult to make his way.  Everything was cold, and it seemed he could see the cavern's roof better than the ground, as if it glowed.  He moved slowly down the cobblestone streets, being mindful of any noise.  There was only complete silence.

“So much for the damned rats,” he said while kicking a stone, sending it flying down the street, sounding like a bullet. In the darkness, he heard the stone hit a building, then a huge crash.  The faint gray silhouette of a building in the distance folded in on itself, sending up a plume of ancient dust.

“Oops, not doing that again.  I thought I was being gentle, too.  I should probably get out of here before I destroy some ghost’s house.” He laughed and shook his head.  When the dust settled, a faint blue light beckoned him to investigate.  The man trotted towards the source of the rays.  His eyes opened wider, and his mouth opened in wonder as he saw the source.  He scrambled over the rubble to see that beyond it was a massive marble temple.  The blue light was coming from the building’s windows. 

The pillars of the temple were shaped like nude women holding up the roof.  The figures were beautiful and curvy.  All these statues were women he could never hope to have even talked to if he were back home.  His steps became cautious, and he looked at every inch of the facade of the building.

The doors were twenty feet tall and made of brass.  Its surface was decorated with reliefs of men and women cavorting and also embracing.  Getting his fingers between the two doors, he pulled. The door slowly creaked open, letting even more blue light escape into the cavern behind him.  Stepping inside, more giant stone women held the temple's roof aloft, and frescoes of men and women making love covered the walls.  He blushed as he looked at an image of a single woman servicing three men.

Jake rolled his eyes, “Romy would fit right in here.  I’ll have to tell her about it.  What’s this?”  He looked to the other end of the temple and saw the source of the blue light.  The man ran to get a closer look.  Resting on the altar was a  woman reclining on her side, covering her breasts while she slept.  She was glowing.  He wasn’t sure whether the woman was a statue like the columns or a real woman.

“You look familiar,” he said to himself. “You’re beautiful, whoever you are.  I don’t feel worthy even being in the same room with you.”

He lowered his hand, and it brushed against his leather pouch.  Pointing in the air with his free hand, he fished out the figurine from his purse with the other. He looked at the black stone carving, then at the figure resting on the altar.  They were nearly identical.

“Am I the first one to lay eyes on you in centuries?  I wonder.  You really do look so real.”  Reaching out, he briefly touched her only to recoil and step back. “You’re warm!  And soft!”

The lady’s eyes fluttered open, and she smiled before saying, “Of course I am.  I’m not a statue.”  She sat up and looked Jake up and down. “Who might be the name of my liberator?”

He spun around and looked away. His mouth opened for a few moments before he said, “I am Jake Baleson.  I’m not from around here.”

“I don’t think anyone’s from around here for at least a few thousand years, Jake.  I’ve been locked up here for such a long time.  You know, you’re very lucky.  If you had tried to touch me without having that figurine, you would have received a lethal shock.”

“Am I that lucky? Goddess?  Is that what you are?”

“Very perceptive, Jake.  Yes, I am a goddess.”

“What should I call you?” he said, starting to sweat.  The man’s knees wobbled. “Perhaps I should just go and leave you to your divine duties.”

Jake felt two slender arms wrap around his torso and two soft, warm breasts press into his back.  He stiffened when a pair of lips grazed his ears.

“Zuh - rah” the goddess whispered in his ear.  A wave of shock passed over him, and he nearly collapsed.

“I’m not worthy to be in your presence.  I shouldn’t have asked for your name.”

She whispered in his ear again, “Say my name, Jake.”

“Zuhrah,” he whispered back, the name almost getting stuck in his throat.

“There we go.  Was that so hard?  Turn around, Jake.”

“But you’re naked.”

“Will you disobey me so soon?”  Zuhrah said with a voice that made Jake think of a spring morning.

“Never!”  he said before turning around.  The goddess no longer glowed, but  lights appeared, floating around the altar.  The divine being’s physical form was as tall as his, with long, ruby red hair and emerald eyes.  Her breasts were full with erect nipples, and her crotch had the faintest amount of pubic hair.    Despite all that,  he couldn’t tear his eyes away from her face.  Despite her youthful looks, there was an intense wisdom behind her eyes.

“Will you be my champion, Jake?”

“Zuhrah, the worst possible person in the world, woke you up.  I don’t have any money.  Just before waking you, I was killing rats.  I’m not even good at that.”  He looked at the frescoes adorning the walls showing carnal acts.  “I tell you what, why don’t I go back up to town and fetch a real hero.  I know exactly the person, he’s a jackal man, and he’s very popular with the ladies.”

“I know it was you who broke the sealing stone.  A magic artifact so powerful it would have kept me bound here until the end of the world.  I don’t want some smug asshole.  I’m the goddess of love, not the goddess of pricks.”  She put her hand on Jake's heart and said, “You may not know this, but I’m a fairly good judge of character as well as power.  I know how strong you are, and I know you don’t want to hurt the innocent.  Be my eyes and be my arm.  I need you to show me the world since I’ve been away, and I need your help to set things right.”

“You’re not coming with me?”

“Not in a physical form, I’m afraid, I’m far too weak.”

“Is there anything I can do to help?  That way you can really be free.”

“I need you to love, and to be loved.”

“But I’m no…”

“Trust me, Jake. If you need a boost of confidence, let me help you a little.”  Her hand reached out and touched his crotch through the fabric of the tunic.  There was a flash, and he felt something slide between his legs.

Jake reached down and felt himself, “You’ve made it grow!?  That’s amazing!”

She winked and said, “Just wait till you use it. Now, I haven’t made it so big that girls will run screaming, so don’t worry about that.  Let’s just say it’s the right size.”

“So your command is to love women and have them love me?”

“For now, at least, along with becoming an adventurer and fighting for justice.  Girls just love a knight in shining armor.   I have plenty of work for you later.  Now will you serve Zuhrah, the goddess of love?”

“I don’t think I can refuse you, my goddess.”

She smirked, “Then kiss me, and the pact will be sealed.”

Jake inched forward and put his hands on her sides, and Zuhrah draped her arms on his shoulders.  Leaning in, he closed his eyes and gave her a kiss. Her lips were warm, soft, and just felt right.  He felt a blast of wind swirl around the room and then felt the goddess’s body disappear.  He opened his eyes and touched his lips.  Lying on the altar were a clean set of clothes and padded armor, a hand axe, a heater shield, a backpack, and a leather purse.  He opened the pouch, looked inside, and saw it had a good amount of silver.  The figurine was gone, and the lights soon extinguished.

“Thank you, goddess!”  he called out.

He felt the same breath on his ear as before, “Jake, don’t forget, you need to catch some rats before you go back to the guild.”

“Right!”  He started frantically collecting his gifts and loading the backpack. “I’ll start using this stuff tomorrow; it doesn’t seem right to use your gifts in the sewers.  One last question before I go.  Shall I pray to you?”

He heard a giggle on the air, “It would be nice to have a chat once in a while.  Talk to you later, my sweet boy.”


Chapter 5

Jake strode proudly into the Adventurers’ Guild and headed to the receptionist's desk.  The cocker spaniel lady was just about to close for the day when he plopped his rat tails down on the counter.

He smiled and said, “Safa, here are your precious rat tails.  Did I get here in time to collect the reward?”

The receptionist shrugged and said, “No, but I’ll let it slide this one time since you’d have nowhere to sleep if I don’t give you your bounty.” Loosening the drawstring of the purse, a pile of tails spilled out onto the wooden counter. Safa pinched her nose and started lining up the tails, counting each one with a practiced eye.

When she was done, she slapped the table and exclaimed, “Fifty!  I think that’s a new record for a first mission.  How did you do it?”

“It’s not so bad once you get the hang of it.  Let’s just say I developed a trick for getting close to them.”

The receptionist nodded while she opened a coinbox and replied, “Well, it worked, whatever you did.  Now let’s get you your bounty.  Now that you’ve completed your first mission so well, I think I can bump you up to E-rank, which qualifies you for weapons training.  I think we have a small arms class tomorrow, if you’re interested.  Shall I sign you up for knife training?” 

“Can I train in axe and shield?”  he said, pointing at the class board on the wall behind her. “I found one of each lying next to some bones in the sewers.”

Safa shook her head and frowned, “It’s so sad when heroes die on beginner missions.  Sure, let's sign you up for that.”  She looked through some papers stacked next to her and continued, “Meera Vain is the trainer for tomorrow.  Be on your best behavior; she’s really rough to greenhorns who don’t listen.  Be at the training ground at the first bell, understand?”

“Yes, no problem!  I need to learn as much as I can.”

She passed him a handful of copper coins and said, “Good.  Now here’s your reward.  Enough to live for a day or two if you don’t drink too much.  Before you go to the inn, I suggest you go to the baths we have here at the guild.”

Jake shrugged, “Why is that?”

She replied, sighing and shaking her head, “Given how bad you stink, I doubt they would let you in.”

...

Jake stowed his new gear in a locker and walked into his private bathing stall, a towel covering him, trying to make sure no one saw him.  Set into the wall was a wooden spout that delivered a modest amount of hot water.  On a stool, there was a ladle, a brush, and some soap.  A channel dug into the stone floor collected the water and carried it through a grate in the stall's side.

After dousing himself with steaming water, he began scrubbing all the filth off his body with the brush.  The rinse water was almost muddy at first.  But with the soap and some elbow grease, the water eventually ran clear when he rinsed himself off.

Feeling like a new man, he wrapped a towel around himself and headed to the hot bath that Safa had recommended he use to relax.  He sighed as he walked, staring at the ground.  With finding Zuhrah, he knew his fortunes would improve, but he still felt lonely.

As he reached the communal bath, he muttered to himself, “Now that I have equipment and some cash,  I’ll train and interview to join a party every day until I get accepted.”

He turned the corner to find that the guild hall’s bath was rather large.  The space was the size of a swimming pool, dotted with fake islands covered in greenery and open to the sky.  The hot water made the air foggy, and he had a hard time seeing across the entire length.  No one was there.

Walking around the hot pool, he tried to find the most secluded spot and squatted.  Slipping into the water, he felt the heat seep into his limbs and relaxed.  He hadn’t really felt any aches from all the physical exertion, but it still felt good all the same.  Lying back against the side, Jake let his mind drift.

It wasn’t too long before he heard the pattering of feet on the wet planking.  Instinctively, Jake sank down, just letting his nostrils stay above water.  A moment later, he started to hear voices. 

“Come on, Corvus, don’t you think people will see?”

“Who cares, Romy?  If anyone gives us trouble, I’ll kick their ass.”  A rough voice replied. “Now sit on my cock, I want to have some action before the rest of the group comes along.”

“Corvey, you’re insatiable!”

“It’s only because your pussy is the best.  The party can’t get enough of that tight snatch of yours.  I’m so glad I pulled you away from that loser.  Jack, was it?”

“His name was Jake, and he was nice enough.  He saved me from slavery, you know.”

“Who gives a fuck what he did? Get over here.”

Jake couldn’t help himself and snuck behind a garden island and peeked through the branches to see what Corvus and Romy were up to.  The jackal man was sitting next to the bath on the decking, and Romy was lowering herself onto him while facing him.

“I would say you’re a bit of a jerk, Corvus.  It’s a good thing you give good dick.”  Romy’s ear twitched as the jackalman’s cockhead pressed against her vulva.  After a pause, she lowered herself slowly onto him.  Her breath hitched occasionally as her pelvis was impaled by his prick.  When her thighs rested on his, she wrapped her arms and legs around him, pressing her round breasts onto his scarred chest.

Corvus wrapped his hand around her ears and pulled her head back to expose her neck.  Romy’s mouth opened, and she gasped as the jackal-man roughly handled her.

He said, “I need to mark you as mine.  I’ll give you a hickey now, and we’ll get you a tattoo for your ass on the weekend.”

“And mar my perfect skin?  No, thank you!  Mmmph, your cock is pressing against my womb!”  she whined.

Jake could see Romy dig her fingernails into the Corvus’s back and grind her hips.  Jake’s cock was painfully erect from seeing this display.  Without thinking, his hand went to the shaft of his penis, and he started to stroke.  He almost let out a yell when his hand found his junk.  Gripping it, he was amazed at the size of his new member.

“Zuhrah, I guess I should thank you again. I’m impressed,” he muttered to himself before focusing on Romy getting fucked.

Corvus gripped the bunny girl's ass and started to raise and lower her.  His arm muscles strained, but the jackalman’s face was smirking at his new fuck toy.

“How are you liking your new adventuring party, Romy?”

“Fuck!  Mmmph.  You’re all right, I guess.  A little possessive though.”

“Why shouldn’t I want to keep the best slut I’ve ever had?  Sure, I know that rabbit girls go for anyone, but you’re special.  The snapping jaws intend to keep you for a while.  Why would we let anyone touch our bitch?”

Romy threw her head back while Corvus pounded her, saying, “Ah!  You’re no fun.”

When he heard more of his party arriving, Corvus lifted her off and then rolled her over to the edge of the bath, and then hopped in himself.  Wasting no time, he rammed his cock in her wet snatch while she had her legs splayed, causing Romy  to yelp before starting to whine softly.

The three new men all seemed to have spikey grey hair and ears that reminded Jake of wolves.  The wolfkin men circled Romy as Corvus thrust into her.

Romy grinned and said, “I’m going to have to go back to the stalls to clean myself off if all of you have your fun.”

“That’s the idea,” a wolf man with a notched ear said.  “Now suck my cock.  Sorry, boss, you don’t get to see her face, but I need this.”  He swung a leg over the rabbit girl and blocked Jake’s view, but it was clear that the wolf-man was holding her by the ears and ramming his dong down her gullet.  The wet sound of her throat working filled the bath area.

Corvus shrugged and replied, “Meh, I’m not bothered.  She’s sleeping with me tonight anyway.  The only problem with having a rabbit girl in your party is that you hardly get to sleep.”

One more wolf man grabbed her by the wrist and put her hand on his pecker.  Her other hand reached out for the last wolf-kin, and soon she was pumping two dicks at the same time.

Jake was about to come when he heard someone approach from behind.  The noise made the Snapping Jaws turn their heads and scowl.

“Fuck off!  Can’t you see we’re having a private party here?”  Corvus said with a growl while still rutting the blonde beauty.

A meek male voice behind Jake said, “Yes, of course, please accept my apologies.”  He then heard the patter of footsteps of someone running out of the bath.

The thought of getting caught with his dick in his hand made Jake reconsider his current behavior.  He let go of his cock and crept out of the water, taking his towel with him.  As he pushed the curtain at the exit aside, he could hear Romy moan despite having a cock in her mouth.

“How could I have had a crush on that girl?”  His stomach growled in response.  He raised his eyebrows and said, “Oh yeah, I have to have a proper meal!”


Chapter 6

Meera Vain’s rounded tiger ears pointed in Jake’s direction and then pointed straight back.  The tiger-kin trainer was a few inches taller than Jake, with black-and-golden-brown mottled hair braided.  When you watched her walk, you knew she was dangerous.  Wearing only a leather crop top, leather shorts, and tall black boots, you could see her well-defined abs and biceps, as well as every scar she ever had.  While she walked towards him across the guild hall’s training yard, he could hear the trainer’s low growl.

“Mr. Baleson, you have been practicing for three hours, have you not?”

“Yes, Miss Vain.”

She got in his face and poked a finger into his chest, saying, “I don’t know whether to commend you or scold you.  I’ve never seen a trainee with such stamina.  You’re also going through the forms you’ve been taught with passable technique.  But I still have not seen you strike like you mean it!  When you’re in a dungeon or fighting a dragon, your enemy will not pull their punches.  I expect you to make every attack with the intent to do harm.”

“Yes, Miss Vain.”  His mouth twitched in a brief smile as his eyes drifted lower to catch a glimpse of her chest.

“You think this is a joke?” she yelled back.  Her hand shot out, grabbed him by the ear, and pulled him up.  “Are you here just to get an eyeful?  I’ve broken rookies for less.”

He went on his toes and said, “Ahhh!  No, Miss Vain! No, I don’t think it’s a joke!”  Then, much lower, he found himself saying just so she could hear. “It’s just that it’s hard not to admire you.  I won’t do it again.”

His remark made her shift and not pull on the ear as hard for a moment.  Their eyes met for a moment before she arched an eyebrow and replied in a whisper. “Be careful what you wish for, punk.   I haven’t had a human before.  I wonder if you could stand it.”   She then pulled harder for a moment, sending him off balance.  “Now I want you to go over to that dummy target and hit it like you want to destroy it!”

“Yes, Miss Vain.”  He rubbed his ear and then went to a crude approximation of a man made out of wood in the corner of the yard. The other trainees laughed at him as he walked past them.  The dummy had a monster’s face painted on it.  He took a ready stance and raised his shield. 

Jake had been holding back during the entire training session.  The training axe would hit the target with a sound similar to the ones the other trainees had made. Despite this, Vain could see that he was focused more on the technique than on the required force.  The strength in his arm felt limitless to him, and the axe handle bent when he swung it.

“No holding back, okay, let’s see what happens.”  He imagined the dummy was actually Corvus Reed, a snarl formed on his upper lip.

Jake moved his shield to the side just enough to bring his dull axe down on the target’s head forcefully.  While he was fast now, his perception of time had caught up as well.  He saw the axe head bury itself in the target before the dummy exploded in a shower of splinters.  Going in all directions, he lifted his shield to protect his eyes.

When the moment was over, he looked around and saw some of the people around him had fallen to the ground to avoid the debris.  He dropped what remained of the axe handle and cursed.

Meera ran to him and yelled, “What the hell just happened?”

“You gave me a defective axe!”  was all he could come up with.  He picked up the axe head and showed that it was now in a deformed shape after having been driven through the dummy with too much force.

The tiger-kin woman took the axehead and examined it before saying, “Come with me, now.”  The tone in her voice was cold, as if she were trying to control her emotions.

Pulling him by the arm behind a storage shed, she shoved Jake against the wall, holding him there , and said, “I examine every bit of equipment on this yard every day.  Your axe was fine.  Now it looks like it was chewed up by a manticore.  Tell me the truth.  Are you some S-rank hero trying to lay low and accidentally let the mask slip for a moment?  Are you on the run? Who did you piss off?”

“No one! I swear!  I’m just really strong.”

“Fine, Mr. Baleson, keep your secret.  But if your history is going to endanger the guild or the town, then I suggest you leave.”

His fingers wrapped around her wrists, and he looked at her in her topaz eyes, saying,  “I’m a rookie, Miss Vain!  You have to help me!  I can’t go on quests and shatter my weapons like that!  Is there anything I can do?” 

She yanked her arms away from him as if he were made of hot coals. “How can I train someone with your power?  Heroes have trained for years to achieve a fraction of your strength.”

“Anything, I’m begging.”  He slumped down to the ground and ran his fingers through his black, wavy hair. “How can I be a hero if everyone thinks I’m a freak?”

The tigerkin woman looked down at him, breathing heavily.  “Just let me think.”  She folded her arms and paced around. “Most people need to develop the strength of a hero over time.  You, on the other hand, need to develop control.  Some attacks need almost no force at all to still be deadly; you need to learn that.  Strength is important, but it isn’t everything.”

“I realize that now, Miss Vain,” he replied while sitting on the ground with his elbows on his knees.  “I have so much to learn.”

“I suppose I’ll just have to come up with a different program for you, along with buying a lot more training weapons.  I’ll work on something this evening.  Get up, you should come back tomorrow morning.  Whatever you do, don’t go on any missions until we can prove you can control yourself.  You may end up doing more harm than good.”

Jake got up and nodded, “Sorry for getting upset.  It's just been frustrating trying to be a hero around here.  If people find out I’m a risk, I’ll never join a party.  I don’t think I can stand being a lone adventurer; I’d go crazy.  So, could we just keep this between us two?”

Meera pursed her lips and shrugged, saying, “Well, I can keep a secret, that’s for sure, but what’s in it for me?”

Jake frowned and put up his palms, replying, “I do have some money, not much more than that.  I’m a rookie, just like you said.” 

The lady closed the distance and shot a hand past his ear, placing it against the shed.  She said, “We don’t have to settle the debt right away.  I’m sure I can come up with something to make us even.  Just understand that until then you’ll be in my debt.” 

Feeling the woman’s breath on his face, Jake opened and closed his fists twice before saying, “Well, then that’s how things will have to be.”  He could feel his heart start to beat faster while Meera’s eyes searched his face.

“Miss Vain!”  A trainee called as he approached the shed.  The dog-kin man found the pair standing straight and several feet apart. “Will the class be cut short today?  You’ve been a while.”

“Go back to the yard and tell everyone to practice their forms fifty more times! Can’t you see I’m busy?”

“Yes, Miss!”  The trainee ran away with his tail between his legs.

Meera turned back to Jake and said, “You'd better go.  I’ll have your program ready by tomorrow.”

The young man nodded and sidestepped his trainer before saying, “Thanks again, Miss Vain.  You won’t regret this!”  He trotted off to fetch his gear.

“Make sure I don’t,”  she said with a smirk on her face.


Chapter 7

The first drops of rain hit the road while Jake was heading back to the Spilled Flagon, sending up tiny puffs of dust.  He was sporting his new clothes from Zuhrah and, despite the commotion in the training yard, was feeling optimistic that Miss Vain would help him with his condition.  Even if she wasn’t able to help him, he didn’t mind spending more time with the tigerkin woman who made his heart race with a mixture of fear and excitement.

As he passed the main square, a few townspeople were under the eave of the news board, pointing at a large poster.  Jake approached and tried to act normally.

A lizard man dug a taloned forefinger into the parchment and hissed, “I did not know that large stone was so bloody important.  Who cares if it was shattered?”

A pig woman glared at him and replied, “The only thing that matters is that the elves care about it.  They’re willing to pay in gold for information as to the reason for its destruction.  It’s bad no matter what.  If the gods struck it with lightning, then we would have lost their favor.  If a mortal did it, then the elves would surely punish us to find out who did it and hang them.  Ah me, the more I age, the more the world sours.”

“No mortal could have done it,” an old crooked mouse-kin man said, clutching a cane.  “My great-grandmother’s nursery rhymes said it was some sort of magic stone.  It was there for so long that the runes had worn away.  It was protected, you see.  A wizard could not have scratched it.  That’s why the elves allowed everyone to go near it.  I remember playing on it when I was a young mouseling... Say when I was your age...”

The pig woman and lizard man groaned and started to walk into the rain before they had to hear the old mouse continue talking.  Jake ignored him and read the poster for himself.  Any information would be rewarded handsomely if reported to the town guard within the next three days.  Jake felt a lump in his throat and walked quickly towards the tavern.

Someone was lighting the lamp posts on the high street as he walked.  The man was hooded, but a tail was curling under the hem of his rain cloak.  Coming closer, he saw he was kicking someone slumped against the pole.

“Get a move on!  Find an alleyway to do your sleeping, no begging on the high street, elven decree,”  the lamplighter said.

The poor creature moaned and fell sideways right when Jake got near.

“Please stop kicking them!  Can’t you see they’re half dead?”

“That’s why I am kicking them.  Use your strength, or we’ll have to hire a cart to send you to the paupers' graveyard.”

“Just leave them alone, I’ll take responsibility.”

“Suit yourself, I’ll be coming around again soon.  You both better be off or I’ll call the town guard,” he said before stomping off to light the next lamp.

Kneeling, Jake said, “Hey, are you alright?  Say, don’t I know you?”  He lifted the limp figure by the shoulders and had a good look. A young lady with black hair, cat ears, and pale skin.  He muttered, “You’re the girl in the slave cart.  You’re chilled to the bone.  I’ll take you back to the tavern, let’s get you something warm.”

Picking her up, he carried her through the rain, with his feet splashing in the mud as he trotted.

...

It was the smell of sizzling sausages that finally stirred the cat girl.   Jake had set the girl down by the small fire in the main hall and held the grilled meat just under her nose.  After a few flicks of her ears, her eyes opened and looked at the food.  Without saying a word, the girl grabbed a sausage, jammed it in her mouth, and started chewing.

Jake set the plate on her lap and then offered her a steaming mug.  “It’s spiced apple cider.  I had the barkeeper warm it up for you.  You probably don’t want tea this late in the day.”

Before swallowing, she reached out and grabbed the stoneware mug and sipped it.  A smile crept over her face, and she drank deeper.  She wiped her dirty mouth with the back of her dirty hand and looked up at Jake, saying, “Thank you, you may have saved my life.”

“You're welcome.  If you need more, I can grab some.  My name’s Jake.”

“Jake Baleson, yes, I know.”

“Ah, good.  May I know your name?”

“My name’s Agatha Vauthe,” she said, looking around. “I’m sorry I didn’t say much while we were in captivity.  I was terrified of both of you.  Now I see you saved me then, and you saved me again now.  How did you get me past the doors?  I’m filthy.”

“Just some coin and a promise I would get you clean before you go to bed.  The innkeeper was afraid of fleas.”

Agatha stiffened at the word' bath,” but nodded. “I see.”

“Can you tell me how you got captured?”  he said, lying back in his chair. “And what happened to you since.  I’m dying to know.”

“You see, I am a beginning magic user.  My family spent their last penny on sending me to wizard training.  I joined up with a group in a village east of Wittford, thinking they’d be a good party.  They simply turned out to be slavers who sold me on to the two people who drove that slave cart.  I lost every possession I had,” she said while a tear fell down her cheek. “I was a fool who should have gone to a guild before trying to join an adventuring party.”

“Hey, at least you weren’t thrown in a cage after lying in the middle of a country road,” Jake said with a laugh.

Agatha sniffed hard and shrugged, “But you were able to get out of it.  Without you, who knows what would have happened to me?”

“Don’t worry about it anymore.  You’re safe now.  You can decide what you want to do after you’ve had some rest.”

She looked at Jake with intense dark eyes and nodded, “Yes, I think so.”

A bubbly voice called out to them over the noise of the tavern, “Jake?  Is that you? Hey!”

Jake looked to his left and saw Romy waving at them while walking towards them between the tables.  The bunny girl had a broad smile and walked just slow enough not to be jogging to them.  He felt a pang in the pit of his stomach.

He stood up and tilted his head, saying, “Good evening, Romy .”

Before he knew it, Romy  had pounced on him, wrapping her arms around  him and planting a kiss on his cheek. “Where have you been? I’ve been looking everywhere for you.  Look at you! You cleaned up so well!  Did you rob a merchant?”  She pushed him on the shoulder with a smirk on her face.

“Well, I got lucky and found  some gear on my first mission,” he said with a grimace. Revealing his palm in the cat girl’s direction, he said, “Romy , you actually know Agatha.  She was the third passenger on that cart.”

Romy  turned to Agatha and covered her mouth, “Oh my goodness!  I didn’t recognize you.  Are you alright?  You were in a pretty rough shape when I last saw you.”

“I’m doing much better after he found me,” she said, glancing at Jake with a grin.

Romy  looked  Agatha up and down for a moment and said, “I’m sure you’re going to be fantastic after a change of clothes and a bath.”

“Hey, I just pulled her off the street, cut her some slack.”

Romy  winked at Jake, “I was only joking.  Agatha, make sure he takes good care of you.  You’ll end up having to pay for dinner if you’re not careful.”

He stood up straight and raised an eyebrow, “I think we’re all in a sorry state, no need to rub it in.”

There was a pause, with each of them looking at the ground.  Romy  broke the silence, “Anyway, I have to meet up with the boys, we reserved a private dining room before our first big quest with me included. We’re going to find a goblin nest that’s been terrorizing a village to the north of here.”

Jake offered his hand and said, “Well, best of luck to you.”

“Jake, don’t be a poop,”  she said before going in for another hug, this time pressing her chest even harder into his. “Are you sure you don’t want to have dinner with us?” 

“I really can’t.  I have to look after Agatha, and I’m sure I’d be a wet blanket with your friends.”

“There’s nothing I can say to convince you?  They’re really not that bad once you get to know them,” she said, holding his hands. “Given your special ability, I think they would accept you in an instant.”

“Thanks, Romy . Right now, I want to train a little more.  I think about it.  Sound good?”

Romy  had a slight frown and stepped back, “I guess.  You know the Snapping Jaws has plenty of people waiting in line to join.  I could put in a good word for you.  Anyway, I have to go.  See you around.”  She waved at Agatha before walking to a private room adjoining the main hall.  A cheer rose as she entered, with her saying, “Hey, boys.”

“I don’t get her at all,” Jake said, sitting down next to Agatha. “One minute she dumps me for another party, and now she’s all hugs.”

“That’s typical rabbit-kin behavior,” Agatha replied, pointing her ears back.  “Let’s just say they try to make as many friends as possible.  I wouldn’t take it personally, Jake. They just really like to have fun, if you know what I mean, and that means they’re flirting with everyone.  No one told you about that?  You must have lived a sheltered life.”

“Where I’m from, there are no demi-humans, no elves, no monsters,” he said with a shrug. “I can’t tell you how I got here, either. I was in an accident, and I woke up in that slave cart.  I’m trained as a cook originally.”

“But humans can’t...”

“Can’t cook, yeah, I know.  Back in Manchester, I assure you, humans did all the work.”

Agatha shrugged, “I know nothing of the world beyond Brilaund.  Studying magic took up all my time.”

“I wouldn’t worry about it too much.  I doubt I’ll be able to go back home anytime soon.  Would you be able to help me know more about your country?”

The cat-girl blushed and nodded, “Sure, I’d love to.  Right now, I’m not much use without a spell book and a magic wand.”

“Does it cost a lot to replace your gear?”

“Not much to most adventurers, but too much for someone with nothing.”  She looked down at her plate and nodded before saying in a hitching voice, “Oh, Jake.  What am I going to do?!”

He hesitated for a moment and then put a hand on her shoulder and said, “You don’t have to worry, Agatha.  I’ll tell you what I’ll do: I’ll get more missions under my belt, and then I'll pay for the gear you need.  You can pay me back whenever you’re able.”

She looked at his hand and then into his eyes and said, “Really, Jake?  Thank you!”

“You just have to do one thing.”

“Just say the word!” she said, her eyes shimmering.

He said with a laugh, “I need you to take a hot bath, you stink!” 


Chapter 8

After the dinner and cider, Jake walked Agatha out of the main dining area of the tavern and down a hall to the back, where the bathhouse was.  He was holding some clothing under his arm.  As he passed, everyone seemed to either roll their eyes or turn away from Agatha.  Jake shook his head and chalked it up to her state of cleanliness.

When they got to the outbuilding for the bath, he turned to her and said, "This is your stop, Agatha. Everything's paid for, and I arranged for a new skirt and blouse with the tavern owner; here they are.  The innkeeper said to leave your rags on the rubbish heap before coming back inside.”

The cat girl nodded meekly and took the clothing before going to the woman’s only entrance.  She took a few steps before stumbling. 

Jake darted to her before she collapsed, “Still weak, I take it?”

“I suppose so,” she replied, clinging to him. “Would it be too much to ask for help?  There’s the mixed-use entrance there.”

“I couldn’t,” he replied. “It’s not right to see you naked. I’ll ask a housemaid to help.”

“You’d end up spending more money than you can afford.  It’ll be fine.  I really don’t mind.  Once I’m clean, you can dump me in bed, and we can finally get some rest.”

Jack sighed, “Alright, but you can’t be mad with me if I make a mistake.  I don’t want you calling me a creep.”

“May the gods curse me for slandering the hero who saved me twice,” she said with a tilt to her head, her black bob haircut hanging down.

He nodded and led her to the bath stalls marked for mixed use.  Looking at the entrance and then at Agatha, he walked her to the last stall in the row and closed the door behind them.

“Help me get these rags off,” she whispered.

“But..”

“Please,” was all she replied.

Jake swallowed hard and bent over to grab the filthy tunic at the  bottom hem.  Lifting the garment, he saw her thighs before he closed his eyes.  Pulling it off her head, he turned around and tossed it in the far corner by the door.

“Now I think it’s time for you to get undressed.  Unless you want your clothes covered in dirty water,” she said, poking him in the back.

“It’s alright, I’ll manage.  I’ll just roll up my sleeves.”

Agatha cut him off with a sharp tone, “Jake, I think I’ve had enough of your prudishness.  Is every man like this where you’re from, or are you the meekest kitten of the lot?”

“No!  I was just trying to maintain your dignity.”

“You found me in the gutter, Jake.  What dignity do you think I have right now?  Let’s get this over with.  I’m getting cold.”

“Fine, have it your way,” he said with a frown.  “Sit on the stool while I undress.”  Jake removed his shoes and undressed before turning around. 

Agatha was squatting on the stool with her shoulders rounded.  She hugged herself while her tail flicked back and forth.   He immediately regretted obeying her as he looked at her buttocks.

“Don’t stare at me, just get started with my hair,” she whispered. “Pour some water on me using the bucket.”

“I know, I know,” he said.  He walked over to the hot water spout with the bucket in hand.  Thinking of baseball wasn’t helping his erection to subside.  He heard her gasp, and he shut his eyes tight.

“What is it?”

“Nothing, it’s really nothing.  I was just impressed with your, um, physique.”

He brought the bucket over her head and poured, saying, “Sure, my physique.  I think you left your mind in the gutter where I found you.”

“Ah, that’s really warm!” She sighed. “You know it’s a myth that cat-kin people hate bathing.  We’re really mostly human.  I love a hot bath.”

Jake watched as the rivulets snaked down her back, already carrying dirt away down to the floor.  Her pale skin grew pink with the heat.

“Jake?”

“Yes!  Sorry, I was distracted,” he said, seeing her shoulders bounce with a stifled giggle.

“Get started shampooing my hair, if you please, Mr. Baleson.”

Jake nodded and reached for a small clay pot containing a clear liquid soap scented with tea tree oil.  He poured a small amount onto her hair and then began massaging her scalp.  Her shoulders relaxed, and she made a soft sound.

“Are you actually purring?”

“Is that so wrong?”

“I suppose not.  I’m learning new things all the time here.  What about your ears?”

“Yes.  Yes, do them too,” she said hesitantly.

As he rubbed the thinner flesh of her earflap, he noticed a change in Agatha.  He heard her gasp, and her body started to move slowly in rhythm to his massaging.  He tried to be as gentle as possible while still getting her hair clean.  When there was a good lather, he reached for the ladle and rinsed her hair.

“Could you scrub my back, please?”  she said, lifting her shoulders in tandem a few times.

“I’m cleaning every inch of you, girl.  I need you to be presentable when I take you out in public,” he replied as he soaped up a wash rack and started to slide it up and down her back.

“Taking me out in public?  Are you saying you’ll be taking me out on dates?”

“Does taking you to the guild count?”

“Hardly.  I expected to be taken to gala functions, the finest restaurants, maybe the theater?”

“Expensive tastes,” he said, rinsing her back and moving to her arms.

“I’m only joking. I know I’m out of your league,” she whispered.  “You’re meant for elves, or a human woman.  Not a mangy cat girl like me.”

He gripped her by the shoulders and said, “How could you say such a thing, Agatha.  You have to know how cute you are, right? Now, I think I’ve gone as far as I can go.”

Her tail wrapped around his ankle.  She said, “You’re not even half done.  You said you’d clean every inch.  You’re not a liar, are you?”

“No, just...”

“Then you'd better get started, and no more games.”

Jake’s pecker bounced to the rhythm of his heartbeat while he reached for the soap.  After lathering them, he began washing her sides, feeling the smooth skin and her ribs under his fingertips.  His hands drifted to her abdomen and stroked in slow circles.  Agatha craned her neck and breathed shallowly.   He moved his hands up and cupped her breasts.  Her nipples were rock hard and poked at the centers of his palms.  The suds made it easy for him to massage in circular movements.

“That feels good, Jake.  Don’t hold back.  I’m very dirty.”

Jake closed his eyes and took her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers and rolled them with a light pinch.  The cat girl gripped his hands and squeezed while moaning.  Her breasts weren’t as large as Romy ’s, but they were perfectly shaped and had just the right amount of firmness.

“I want to touch you.”  He whispered in her ear.

Agatha moaned and pulled his right hand down until he released her nipple, and he took the initiative to move his fingers to between her legs. He carefully washed her crotch, gliding his slick fingers over the surface of her vulva. 

She reached for the ladle and rinsed her front off as well as his hand and whispered, “I can’t stand it anymore.  Stop teasing me.”

“You’re so hot, Agatha.  I can’t believe how amazing you feel.”  He slipped his middle finger between her pussy lips.  She was slick with her own moisture when he searched for her love button.  When he found her clitoris, she arched her back and rocked her pelvis.  Her hand covered his as he orbited her sensitive pink pearl.

“Mmmph, this feels so good!  I’m tingling all over!  Put your fingers inside.  Ahh!”

Jake had lost his last shred of restraint and pressed himself against her back, his dick sandwiched between them.  Moving his hand that was on her breast down, he rubbed her clit with his left hand, while he pushed his middle finger on his other hand inside her.  Hooking the finger, he found the soft tissues of her G-spot and started to drag his finger up and down.

“Fuck! Ahh!  Jake!”  she said as quietly as possible.  Jake felt her hand grip his wrist while he made curling motions against the roof of her vagina.  The cat girl ground her pussy into him while leaning back.

As he stimulated her, he brought his lips down on her neck and started kissing her.  Agatha was making cute moans as her clit and G-spot were being stroked at the same time.  By taking his time, he could see the woman increase in arousal with her gyrations.

“Jake, I have to pee!”

“Just push, babe.”  He whispered while rubbing faster.

“Ahh!”  she moaned while she convulsed, and a clear stream of fluid erupted from her urethral opening, spattering on the floor.  Agatha’s fingernails dug into Jake’s skin as she froze in pleasure for several seconds.

She slumped forward and fell on her hands and knees onto the stone floor.  “What just happened?  I’m so woozy.”

“Well, unless you are a great faker, you just had a squirting orgasm,”  he replied with a smile curling on the edge of his lips.

“More, I want more!”  Agatha whined while her tail curled.  She reached back and pulled her pussy lips open. “Put it here, Jake.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. Shoving the stool to the side, he got on his knees and pressed his cockhead against her pussy.  With the least pressure, he pushed forward.  While her labia stretched to accept his glans,  the vagina resisted any more of his shaft.

Pulling back his purple head, he glistened with her lubrication.  Pushing forward again, he met the same resistance.

“Ahh!  Mmmph!  You’re so big!”

“I don’t want to hurt you, Agatha.”

“No!  Push it in!  I can take it.”  She pushed back, accepting his tip but stopping at the same depth. “Damn it!”  She groaned.  “I want to make you come too!”

Jake gritted his teeth for a moment, but then clapped his hands together. “Agatha, I want you to put your knees together.  I think it will still feel good.”

The cat kin obeyed him and brought her legs together.  Jake pushed his slick cock between her still slippery thighs and pussy lips and started to pump his cock with his entire length.  The top side of his girthy shaft still pushed her labia apart and gave her clitoris a long, grinding stimulation.  Agatha clenched her fists and hammered the stone floor while Jake used her thighs.  Thrusting between her legs, he could feel his tip graze the cat woman’s belly button.

His body wanted to fuck her hard,  but Jake was so afraid of what would happen if he let go that he maintained a constant pace and used the lightest of grips on her sudsy ass cheeks.

“So good!  Mmmph,” Agatha whined and did her best to slap his pelvis with her butt, pushing him to go harder. 

Jake’s mind flashed with an image of Romy  getting four dicks at the same time at the guild hall baths.  His cock twitched, and he pumped the young lady faster, the slapping sounds filling the bath stall.  Agatha let out a cry, then arched her back as her tail stood on end.

“Cumming!”  she moaned.

Agatha would try to relax for a moment, only to go rigid again.  Her voice became frantic as she twitched.

“Please!  Jake!  Gahh!”

Her desperation pushed him over, and his pelvic floor muscles contracted tightly.  Thick ropes of spunk shot out onto the floor between Agatha’s elbows.  Then a bloom of relaxation flowered from his scrotum to cover his entire body. 

He was sure his body was up for much more if he let his mind go there.  Instead, he focused on his lover and picked her up and spun her around.  Sitting on the stool, he had her rest on his lap with her legs wrapped around his back.  He thanked Zuhrah that he could reach satisfaction if he chose it after an orgasm.

Agatha hugged him and sniffled while saying, “I’m so sorry, Jake.  I thought I could fit you inside of me.  I wanted you to be my first, and now I can’t.”

Jake kissed her on the lips, not letting the intimacy of the moment die with her frustration.  “Don’t apologize.  That felt so good.  We can take this as slow as you want.”

“I don’t want to take it slow!” she said, pouting. 

“Heh, maybe not so slow.  I just want to make sure you don’t feel pain, alright?  But right now, do you feel good enough to at least go to bed?”

She shrugged, “Yeah, I guess so.  I’m exhausted.”

“Then let’s rinse off and go to bed.  I’ve got your key, and we can talk in the morning.”

The cat girl scowled and pinched him on the back, saying, “If you think I’m going to sleep in my own bed tonight, you’ve got another thing coming.  Do you understand?”

“Yes, miss!”  he said with a nervous smile.


Chapter 9

Jake woke up in his tiny private room to find Agatha sucking on his knob.  His cockhead filled her mouth, and she strained, trying to get her throat to open up.  Occasionally, she would pull away, letting a string of saliva hang between her lips and his dong, only to lick his cock from his balls to the tip.

“Fuck, Agatha, you don’t have to do that,” he said, groaning.

She furrowed her brow and pushed her mouth down harder on his dick, accepting another inch, despite her face turning red.  After going to her maximum, she started bobbing her head.  Dragging her tongue over his slick purple flesh sent little shocks down the length of his prick.

Lying on his leg, she pumped his now wet cock with her hand and said, “What’s this stuff coming from the tip?”

“What?  My precum?  That helps lubricate during sex.”

She stared intensely at a bead of clear fluid forming on his tip and said, “Every time I taste it, I get tingles.” Her mouth went to it and sucked it up.  The cat girl looked up at him, and her eyes dilated widely.

“Fuck, Agatha, I don’t know how much more of this I can take.” 

“Good!  That means I’m doing things right,” she said with a smirk before continuing to blow him.  Now she was gripping the shaft and stroking while her mouth was full of his glans.  Her eyes were now locked with his, and she was now pushing her throat harder on his fuck stick, but barely making any progress.

Jake’s balls rose to cling to underneath his shaft, and Agatha started to caress them, nudging them up and down.  The new sensation made it impossible for him to control himself, and his hands went to her scalp.  He brought her down enough so that his cock touched the back of her throat while he massaged her ears.

Agatha’s eyes went wide for a moment as a torrent of spunk raced past her tonsils.  She felt warmth in her stomach as it filled. The ear massage caused her eyelids to droop half-closed as he continued to pulse.  Her look was one of complete acceptance of his essence.

When his dick stopped twitching, he released her and fell back onto the bed.  He took deep breaths while Agatha milked the last drops that were still in his shaft.   Agatha crawled up and straddled him.

“I want more,” she said softly, her eyes were still heavy and dilated. “I can’t think of anything else right now.”  Her hand went to stroke his half-erect phallus.

He put his hands on her ass and massaged her glutes while she coaxed his cock back to attention. “Are you sure you want to do this?  We just met yesterday.”

“I want you inside of me more than anything.  When I went to sleep, all my dreams were about you.  Now your stuff is in my belly, it only makes me want you more.  Every part of me is buzzing.”

He nodded and lifted her up.  Agatha moved his member to the entrance of her vagina and gyrated her hips, letting her lips part to accept him.

“Agatha, I want you in control.  If it’s too big, I want you to stop.  Can you do that for me?”

She nodded, and Jake released his grip on her rump.  Lowering herself, she closed her eyes tight as his dong pushed up against her hymen.  She pursed her lips and added more pressure.  Her pale chest became flushed.  Taking a deep breath, she lifted herself up again and then dropped herself down faster to the same level.

“Jake, I need help.  I can’t do it by myself.”

He nodded, saying,  “I’ll do my best to be gentle.”   Gripping her hips, he slowly applied more pressure to enter her.  A few seconds later, Agatha yelped, and her pelvis slid down a couple more inches before Jake felt himself bump his cock against her cervix.

“It’s done! Finally!”  she said with a smile. Looking down, her smile disappeared, “I can’t get all of you inside me!”

“I think this is fine for now,” he said with a smile. “Do you know how beautiful you look right now?”

Agatha bit her lower lip and started to bounce on his cock as much as she could.  Jake looked down at her slit and saw a little blood trail down his cock and fully realized the bond that she had just formed with him.  She gave her first to him.  His hands glided softly over her legs and torso.  Her lips gripped tightly on his pecker as she rode him.

“Fuck, Jake!  I can feel you right here!”  she said breathlessly as she put a hand above her vulva.  “I feel so full!”

Jake was mesmerized by Agatha’s full breasts moving in circles as she impaled herself on him.  It seemed as if she were in some sort of trance where the only thing that mattered was stuffing more of his cock inside of her.  Was this any way to start a relationship, jumping right into sex?  Was this just how demihumans naturally were?

He blinked away the thoughts and massaged her breasts.  The pair were getting into a rhythm and were relaxing into their roles.  Agatha closed her eyes and put her head back while she held Jake’s hands to her breasts.  She became less hesitant to bottom out and bump his cock against the entrance to her womb.

Jake glanced at the corner of the room and widened his eyes.  He saw Zuhrah sitting on a wooden chair watching him fuck Agatha.  She was pulling at one of her nipples while fingering herself.  Zuhrah’s emerald eyes caught Jake's gaze, and she started rubbing herself harder.

The idea of having the goddess of love watch him fuck made his cock even harder.  Moving his hands away from the catgirl’s breasts, he gripped the girl’s ass and started to take control.

“So, Agatha, do you like fucking?”

“Mmmph,”  she grunted while she pulled hard on her nipples.

“I tried to be a gentleman, but you kept pushing for me to take you.  Now, when I come, I’ll have to pull out.”

“No!  Please, inside!”  she whined.

“But you could get pregnant!”  The thought of knocking her up made him buck a little harder. “Is that what you want?”

She shook her head and continued, “Demihumans can only have children with,  Gahh!  Their own demihuman type.  We’re safe!”

She fell forward and rested her head against Jake's shoulder.  He continued to pound her tight snatch, wishing he could go balls deep in her.  There were a few inches of his shaft that got no stimulation.

“Fuck my tight pussy, Jake.  Your cock is so hard inside of me.”

Jake wrapped his muscular arms around the catkin girl.  One across her back and one across her ass.  Holding her tight, he hammered her pussy with his dong, thrusting upwards.  Agatha cried out while her pussy was stuffed, unable to move.  Her fingernails would have drawn blood if Jake were a regular human, as they dug into his skin.

“Gahh!”  she yelled into Jake's neck as her pussy twitched around  the top half of his prick.  “Why does this feel so good!?”

His pistoning quickened, making her start to mewl weakly.  Her mouth latched onto his neck, and she started to suck.  It was as if her mind had given up, and all she could do was submit to the pleasure of his cock.  Orgasms rocked her body to only be overshadowed by a new height of pleasure.

“Do you want me to cum inside you?”

She nodded her head while still clinging to him, “I want Jake's cum!”

Jake felt an intense pressure build at the base of his cock.  Right at the crescendo, he pulled back until only his knob rested at her entrance.  His penis started twitching as pulses of jism shot into Agatha’s vagina, filling it up.

“So hot!  Jake!  There’s so much of it!”  she said.  Gasping, she pushed down onto him to make sure her cervix was pressing up against his glans while more seed sprayed her insides.  Her mouth moved to his lips, and they affectionately kissed while his orgasm continued to pour sperm into her love box.  A large amount leaked from her around his cock and formed a gelatinous puddle between his legs.

When he had his last penile contraction, they continued to embrace.  Occasionally, Agatha would twitch in an aftershock of orgasm.  Jake looked to the corner again, but Zuhrah had vanished.  He hoped he put on a good show for her.

He stroked the cat girl’s silky black hair and said, “You made me cum so hard, Agatha.”

“One day, I’ll be able to take every inch of you.  I promise.”

“Don’t hurt yourself trying, girl.  I don’t want to break you.”

She pulled away and looked in Jake's eyes, saying, “Maybe I want you to break me, Jake.  The more things I do with you, the more I want you.”

Jake rubbed her back and held her, not knowing what to say and how to bring up the command that Zuhrah had given him to love women and not be monogamous.

A loud bell clanged once, and Jake rolled Agatha off him.  A gout of Jake’s ejaculate poured onto the bed.  She weakly propped herself up and asked, “What is it?”

“I’m late for class at the guild!  Meera’s going to kill me!”


Chapter 10

“You’re late, boy!”  Meera yelled at Jake as he walked onto the empty training yard with his training gear at the ready.

“I’m sorry, Miss Vain.  I overslept,” he replied, standing at attention in front of her.

She folded her arms and said, “We’ll discuss your tardiness and the appropriate punishment after the lesson, alright?  If you’re late one more time, I’ll ban you from taking lessons at the guild anymore.”

“Yes, Miss!”

The tiger woman walked around him, “I spent the entire evening thinking about your training.  I’ve come to the realization that you’ll need to practice control in order to deceive your enemies as well as your comrades.”

“Deceive?” he asked, turning to her.

“Using too much power to kill an underling may cause an orc chief to run away rather than fight.  Showing how useless your friends are by revealing your power may get you kicked out of the party.  You need the ability to control your power.  And that will take lots of practice. Come with me.”

She walked over to an L post stuck in the ground with a stone tied to a rope.  The stone was hanging at about chest height.

Meera pointed to the stone and said, “I want you not to hit this stone.”

“Umm, that seems a bit too easy,” he replied with a laugh.

She boxed him on the ear and pointed a finger in his face, “You’re supposed to attack it as fast as you can without touching it! If the stone moves, then you’ve failed.  Try to get as close as possible.  I don’t want to see any space between the stone and your practice axe.”

“Alright, let me try then,” Jake said with a nod.  He took a ready stance and then swung, stopping about an inch before the stone.

Meera folded her arms, and her ears flicked backwards.  She said, “That’s pathetic, Jake.  I said close,  not a mile away.”

“Fine, I’ll try to get closer,”  he said.  He struck again and tried to get closer.  When he stopped, he could sense the handle bend slightly, and the axehead continue just a little further.  When it connected, the rock shattered.

“I told you not to hit it!”

“I’m sorry, Miss.  The  axe bent, and it still hit.”

“Bent?  Axes don’t bend,” Meera scoffed as she replaced the target. 

“Well, I could sense it bend a little.  I’ll try again.” 

This time, when he struck, only the air moved the stone a little.

“Ah, finally some progress. Do that fifty times, and then let me know when you’re done.”  The tiger kin said before she walked off.

Jake shrugged and got to work at not hitting the stone.  When the sun rose over the training yard’s wall, more trainees started walking in.  A few took their time to watch, and more than one nodded in approval.

Getting bored with the same movement, Jake started introducing more types of attacks, like striking with the butt of the handle and making horizontal rather than vertical slices.  Finally, he reached his required number of repetitions, and he walked to Meera, who was training a group with the quarter staff.

“I’m done. What should I do next?”

“Good, now I want you to strike the stone without breaking it.  Hit it with a strike, and then when it’s swinging, I want you to hit the stone just right in order to stop it.”

“How many times do you want me to do this?”

Meera smirked and said, “Just once, and if you don’t do it by the second bell, you’ll receive an extra punishment.  If the stone moves after the second strike, you have to retry.”

“Sounds easy enough,”  Jake said with a nod.

“Get a move on, second bell isn’t that far off.”

Jake trotted back to the post and resumed his practice. When striking the stone, sparks would fly with a loud clang, sending the target in a random direction.  With the stone now swinging, Jake's eyes darted left and right.  He side-stepped a few times and then struck again, trying to stop it with a strike.  This time, the stone slowed but continued to move in another arc.

He clicked his tongue and said, “It’s tougher than it looks.”  Jake made several attempts, with each  attempt to stop getting better.  After a while, the target stone was no longer smooth, but had gashes and bits cut off.

With practice, he grew familiar with his new body and how to control his muscles.  When he was behaving normally, he could act like any other person, but when he exerted himself, his body felt overpowered.  Here, during the training, he found that by pulling back at the last moment, he could sense his power being controlled.  It was odd how much effort it took to be less powerful.

Just as he was getting the hang of it, the temple bell rang twice.  Jake cursed and stood tall.  A few moments later, Meera walked over, smirking.

“From the look on your face, I can tell you failed,” she said, putting a hand on his shoulder.  “Oh!  I’m amazed you didn’t shatter the stone. Good job.  I was sure you’d turn it to dust in frustration.”

“Almost, no matter what I do, the stone moves after I try to stop it. Here, look.”  Jake attempted one last time, with the usual results.

“Typical rookie,” she took the hand axe from him and nudged him to the side. “I’ll show you the trick.  The way I do it is to first get the stone to swing to the bottom rather than swing in a loop.  Then you hit it head-on as best as you can right when it is at its lowest point, and hope for the best.”

Meera’s pupils shrank, and her ears pointed backwards.  With one swipe, the stone went flying.  Another horizontal cut stopped the target’s sideways movement, and then another forward strike stopped the stone right at the lowest point.  The stone wiggled a little but was not swinging.  Meera looked at Jake and wiggled her eyebrows.

Jake's eyes went wide. “That’s amazing!” 

“I want you here at the yard every morning that you’re not on a quest.  Train until you can hide your abilities.”

“I thought I was doing pretty well at hiding today.”

“Jake, you didn’t smash the stone, but your strikes were way too fast for a rookie.  If they saw you actually strike with full force, people would know.”

“Right, I’ll work hard every morning.  Though I do need to do some missions.  I may have powers, but I still get hungry.”

“Oh, really? Well, that reminds me that I forgot to give you your punishment for being late and for not stopping the rock.  You’re coming with me, boy.” 

Meera took Jake’s hand and pulled him off the training grounds.  After entering the main building, she pushed him into the first doorway and closed the door behind her.  They were in an equipment room filled with practice swords and padded armor.

Looking around, he said, “So you want me to clean this place up?” 

“No, I have something else in mind, boy,” she said while hopping up on a wooden table. “Come here and kneel, Jake.”

“What’s this all about?”

“No more questions, boy.  Come here now.”

Jake nodded and got down on his knees with Meera sitting on the table in front of him.  He looked up at her and saw she was biting her lip. 

“Pull up my skit, Jake.  Tell me what you see.”

As Jake lifted Meera’s leather skirt, the tiger kin girl spread her legs.

“You’re not wearing any underwear.  I can see everything.”

“Your punishment is to lick my pussy,” she said, looking down her nose at him.

Jake nodded and leaned forward, looking closely at her crotch.  The trainer had thick muscular thighs, and her slit was topped with a light tuft of orange hair.  Jake put his hands on the outside of her thighs and petted them.  He could smell the sweat on her body from their training.  Extending his tongue, he grazed her vulva from bottom to top before pressing forward to search for her clitoris.  Her love button was large and inflamed, and Jake circled his tongue around it.

“That’s nice, Jake. It seems like you’ve done this before.  Mmmph, that’s it.”  Meera said as she moved her butt further to the edge and spread her legs wider. Meera’s pussy became wet from the stimulation, and Jake’s tongue probed her entrance further before returning to her clit.  The tigerkin lifted her legs and rested her booted feet on his back, pulling him even closer.

“Ahhh, that’s really nice.  A girl could get used to this.  I may need to find more reasons to punish you.”

Jake pushed his face forward and started to suck on parts of her pussy.  He teased and sucked her lips, and then kissed the inside of her thighs, making her whine in protest before returning to her gash.  The lady’s clitoris was so engorged that it popped its head from between her pussy lips, as if begging for attention.

He could feel her fingers run through his hair before gripping and pushing him further onto her crotch.  Her pink marble was right at his lips, and he sucked it.

“Jake!  Fuck!  Yes! That’s it, right there!  Whatever you’re doing, don’t stop!”  she said with a vulnerable tone.  Her hips rolled, and she used all her limbs to cleave to him, urging him on.

Jake couldn’t help but feel a pang of guilt for eating out with Meera when just earlier this morning, he had been with Agatha.  He would either have to make this a one-time event or figure out how this would work. 

“Lick my pussy, Jake, make me cum!  Ghhaaa!”  Meera’s legs shuddered, with her heels hitting his spine.  She started grinding her pussy up and down his face while he tried to find chances to suck on whatever part of it came near his lips.  Thankfully, the trainer didn’t squirt, but simply pulsed her pussy as if begging to be filled.

“Fuck!  So good!”  she said between panting breaths.  After a few more seconds, she pushed him away, making him fall backwards onto the floor. “Yeah, sorry.  I got a bit too sensitive.  I just need a minute.”

He looked around for anything to dry his mouth off before settling for his sleeve.  His nostrils were filled with her aroma, and he couldn’t stop himself from being aroused at the smell.

“Let me see it,” she whispered.

“See what, Miss?”

“You damn well know what I’m looking for.  I can’t let you leave without at least seeing it.”

Jake shrugged as he got up and fished his dick from his trousers.  Holding it in his hand, fully erect and already dripping clear fluid from the tip.

“That’s...impressive.  Let me touch it.”

Jake nodded and waited for the woman to put her hand on his cock.  Meera kept her legs apart and pulled his dong close to her slit, but not touching.

Looking into his eyes, she said, “Do you want to fuck my pussy, Jake?”  She made it touch her slit and dragged the tip up and down, but didn’t push enough to part her lips.

“Yes, Miss.  I love your fit body.”

“Do you think an A-rank hero and trainer should let a lowly E-rank rookie near her pussy with his prick?”

He grimaced, “Probably not.”

She stroked him and tilted her head, and said, “I’ve trained hundreds of recruits and adventured with dozens of adventurers; none have been anywhere near as strong as you are.  When I became an adventurer, I promised myself not to get close to anyone unless they were as strong as I was.” 

“You mean you’ve never had a boyfriend?”

She shrugged and continued to stroke, pulling back his foreskin. “I think I intimidate people.”

“You do.”

Laughing, she nodded, “I regret it now, but I have a reputation to uphold as a tough bitch.”

“You’re not a bitch, Meera.  A bitch wouldn’t have taught me control as you did.  Anyone should be glad to date you.”

“I want it, Jake, I want this cock to be my first.”

Jake eased forward until half of his tip was past her lips. Meera's confident look had drained from her face, replaced with anxious anticipation.

“You’re scared?”  He asked while he shallowly penetrated her with very short strokes.  His head only went in just enough so he could feel it.

“Why wouldn’t I, Jake?  I just fucking met you, and now I’m submitting myself to you?  I’m not usually like this at all! Put it in!”

“I’m not going to until I get a kiss.”

Meera blushed and then sat up and pulled him in for a desperate kiss.  Jake explored her mouth and found her canine teeth were a little longer and quite sharp.  When her tongue stroked his, he sensed that her tongue was rough.

They made out for a few moments before Meera backed off and said, “You took my first kiss, and now take the rest.  Fuck me, Jake.”

Jake nodded and pushed forward slowly.  When his glans was fully lodged in her vagina, she let out a sigh and smiled widely.  Her entire demeanor seemed to change from a rough woman to an earnest and lovely lady.

At that moment, they heard a knock at the door, and Meera’s eyes went wide.  She looked down and frowned before pushing him away.

An old woman’s voice called from behind the door, “Miss Vain?  Are you in there? Longsword class is in a few minutes.”

“I have a class to teach right now!  You made me late, you stupid boy!”  she whispered. “I’ll be right out, Olga!”

“Very well, Miss,”  Olga replied.

“That’s hardly fair, Meera,” he said as he pulled up his pants. “You could have walked out after I finished my punishment.”

“We’re not finished by a long shot, rookie.  We’ll talk about this later.  Don’t leave this room for a few minutes.”

“Embarrassed to be seen with me?”

She shoved him and pointed a finger in his face, “I don’t want rumors about you getting favorable treatment, Jake.  I’m looking out for you, not ashamed of you!  Anyway, I think you’re good enough to get some local monster missions completed; no more sewers for you.  Go kill some slimes or walking shrubs to pay for your way while you keep training.”  She pulled him close for a kiss and then said, “I’ll be seeing you, lover.”

Jake felt an intense rush at her words and waved as she walked out the door.

“What the hell am I getting into?” he said, leaning against the table, causing a pile of wooden swords to fall and clatter on the ground.


Chapter 11

Jake headed out of the guild hall holding a map of the surrounding areas of Wittford and some notes from the guild receptionist on how to properly conserve the slime’s crystal at its center, which was needed for its bounty.

“Alright, now I just need to find out where I am on the map.”

“Hey, Jake!” a familiar voice said behind him.

He felt a tap on the shoulder and turned around. Agatha was there, smiling.

“Oh, hey!” he said a little nervously.  “What have you been up to?”

“Not much,” she said as she approached and looked up at him.  Her ears flicked forward, and she continued,  “I got myself cleaned up and spent some time in the guild’s arcane library researching.  Magic users always have to keep studying.  What are you up to?  I didn’t see you in the training yard.”

“Oh yeah,” Jake scratched his head. “I was practicing my axe forms.  I just finished talking with Safa, the guild receptionist, and now I have my first E-rank mission: kill at least three slimes where they’ve been reported.  I’ve got a map and everything.”

“Can I come with you?  I know a lot about monsters!  It was one of my focuses in wizard school.”

“Without your wand and book, won’t you be a bit defenceless?”  he asked. “I don’t want you to get hurt.”

She frowned and said, “But I know the area.”

“Agatha, once I get some slime crystals, we can use that to get you a wand and a new spell book.  There’s no point in rushing.”

She pouted and folded her arms, “Jake, I’m coming, and that’s final.  I won’t wait around town and do nothing all day.  I want to help!  I can carry your bag of crystals home.”

“Suit yourself, you can be the navigator.  How does that sound?” he said and handed her the map.  Agatha smiled and nodded, stowing the map in her pocket.

They walked to the town's north gate.  Agatha’s hand brushed up against Jake, and he looked at her.  She was blushing and looking down. 

Jake took her hand and continued walking, saying, “You’ve been quiet.”

“I’m just a little nervous.  If I had my wand and book, I could prove my worth to you.  I just have to wait for that.  And with what happened between us.  I don’t want things to be awkward.”

He sighed and scratched his head, “We need to talk, Agatha.”

“Here it comes,” she said as she squeezed his hand. “You had your fun, and now you want to get rid of me?  Was I not good enough?”

Jake stopped and turned to her, “No, it isn’t that at all!  I just want to be clear with you about our boundaries.  I’m not familiar with how Brilaundians date. What is the policy on monogamy?”

“Monogamy? What’s that?”

“One male and one female choosing to only be with each other during the relationship, and choosing no other.”

“Would you really think of being that closely bonded to me so soon?” She furrowed her brow and frowned. “Don’t you think that’s awfully sudden?”

“Well, the idea where I’m from is that you're monogamous while the relationship lasts. Then, if you choose to end the relationship, you split up and then down the line become monogamous with someone else.”

“Now you’re dropping me?!”

“No!  I’m trying to say that I may be with other women while I’m with you.  Can you accept that, not being monogamous?”

“Would you dump me if you got a bunch of better girls?”

“Our relationship would stand on its own, I think.  If our chemistry is right and we work well together, I don’t see us splitting up.”

She nodded but raised her finger, “What if I found another man?  Could you accept me being with him?  Could you share me with another man?”

He stopped walking.  “That’s a good point,”  he whispered. His mind went to Meera and what happened in the equipment room.  If he was going to ask to be able to be intimate with other women, it was only fair for his lovers to have the same right with other men, wasn’t it?

He nodded, “Yes, that’s reasonable.  You’re free to be with whomever you choose, even if that means you want to be with multiple people.  I just hope that you pick good men, and not some asshole.  Agreed?”

“Agreed,” she said with a nod and a smile.

“Sounds like I’m going to need to have a thick skin around here, in love and fighting.”  They continued walking the dirt road to the town gate.

“In order to start a family, I have to find a demihuman of my own kind.  You, on the other hand, can start a family with a human woman or an elf.  While people might have multiple relationships, they’ll form a breeding pair with only one person.”

“I see, and elves tend to get first choices, since they’re the ruling class?”

“Exactly, if a man is in a relationship, an elf can claim the man.”

“What happens to the old girlfriend?”

Agatha shrugged, “I think they get abandoned.”

“That’s awful!  Does the man have any choice?”

“He can refuse,” Agatha said. “But the elf can make the man’s life very hard.  Most men accept their new wife.”

“Thank goodness I’m not involved with any elves,” he said with a laugh.  “I’m sure they wouldn’t want an E-ranker like me with no training.”

“You there!”  a voice called from the guard station as they approached the town gate. “Young man!”

He looked towards the gate and saw several elves on horseback. He looked at the one wearing the most elaborate armor and said, “Yes, your highness?”

“The princess did not address you, scum, I did,” said an elf wearing a skin-tight leotard with minimal armor, with red flashing eyes, and long jet black hair in a ponytail.  She pulled a sword and leveled it at Jake. “And how did you know she was royal?”

The leader frowned, looked at her lieutenant, and said, “Please stop broadcasting my status, Lady Constance.”

“Yes, Princess Amira.” Constance winced and then continued,  “I mean, Amira.”

The princess nodded and pointed to Jake, “Continue.”

“Well, boy?  How did you know?” Constance said.

Jake shrugged, “I mean, isn’t it obvious?  Her armor is the shiniest I’ve ever seen, and her horse is taller than any in town.  And not to mention, she’s by far the prettiest elf.  Don’t you agree?”

The equerry and the princess both blushed while the remaining elves and guards looked confusedly at each other.

Constance sheathed her sword and said, “Fair enough, boy.  We’re looking for someone who matches your description.  It was said that you were the last person leaving this town the night when the large stone outside the town walls was shattered.  Were you the one who left the gates before they closed that night?”

Jake looked at the group of lady knights.  He scratched his nose and said, “Yes, my lady.  I was.  I came into town penniless and couldn’t find any place to lay my head, so I had to go back outside and bivouac.”

“And did you hear or see anything out of the ordinary?”  the knight continued.

“Me?  No, I sleep like the dead.  I found a ditch and slept soundly.”

“You slept!?  The whole town said they heard a thunder crack despite there being no rain or clouds,” the red-eyed elf said. “Are you keeping something from us?”

“No, my lady.”

The princess interrupted, “Was it you who broke the stone?  Tell the truth.”

Agatha replied, “Your highness, does this man look powerful at all?  Sure, he’s fit, but look at his clothes and weapon!  He’s a pathetic rookie.  Could a bum who couldn’t afford a night at the inn destroy the stone?”

“Hold your tongue, you mangy bitch, or I’ll cut you down!” Constance shouted at Agatha.

Jake stepped forward, but Agatha put an arm in front of him and whispered, “Leave it, you’ll only make it worse if you resist.”

“Search him, Constance,” the princess said. “We’ll know for sure if he’s got a figurine of a naked woman.”

The knight dismounted and pointed to the guard station, “This will only take a moment.”

“But I just need to go out and kill some slimes,”  he protested, but started walking to the station.

After the pair entered, Constance said, “Hands on the wall and no funny stuff.”  She put a hand on the hilt of her sword.

Jake obeyed and put his hands on the plaster wall and spread his legs.  The elf’s slender hands patted up and down his arms and then his chest and back.

“You’re well built, boy, even if you are a rookie.  Not much fat on you, and you’re muscular but not bulky.  A warrior’s body.”

She moved onto his legs and then looked through his purse on his belt.  The last check was his crotch.

“What is that?”  she said as she patted his member through his trousers.  Her fingers lingered, feeling him.

“I think you know exactly what it is.”

“It’s too big for that. Drop your pants and turn around. I won’t ask twice.”

“This is humiliating, my lady.  Do you treat every man like this?”  he grumbled as he dropped his pants and turned around.

Lady Constance’s eyes opened wide, and her hand went to her mouth. “I can’t believe it, it must be fake.” The elf approached and reached for it, but stopped herself before her fingers touched his penis.

“Now, can I leave?” Jake asked.

The elf’s eyes narrowed, “I suppose so.  Make sure you don’t cause any more trouble.  Get dressed and move along.”

Jake cinched his belt, strode out of the building, and motioned for Agatha to follow.  The elf knight left the station, looked at the princes, and shook her head.

“Constance, what happened in there? You look like you saw a ghost.”

“Princess, you wouldn’t believe me if I told you,”  she replied.


Chapter 12

“Right over there, under those apple trees.  That shine, those are the slimes,” Agatha said while she pointed and looked at Jake.

“I see them,” he said, getting his axe from his belt. “Any tips on killing them?”

“Just be careful.  If they surround you, you might get hurt.”

Jake laughed, “Oh yeah, I forgot to tell you.”  She must not have been awake when he used his power with the slaver, and as far as Agatha knew, Jake was just fit, but not super-human.

“Forgot to tell me what?”

“Um, that I never saw a slime before,” he deflected as best he could.  “My home never had monsters like this.”

“Meh, they’re not really monsters.  They’re more like pests.  It’s only when they go without culling for a while that they become a big problem.  Whole crops can be lost when there’s a slime plague.”

Jake walked up with his axe and shield and approached the group of slimes.  Their sedentary movements became agitated when he got within a few feet.  Looking more closely, he could see chunks of apple being digested inside their bodies.  Along with the dissolving fruit, there was a distinct bit of crystal that looked like rock candy inside that had filaments extending to the rest of the body.

“How do I kill them?”

“Crack their crystals in half,” the cat girl said from a nearby bush, with her tail flicking back and forth just above the foliage.

“But I’m supposed to take the crystals back for a reward!”

“They still count so long as they’re not crushed.  They reward you by weight of crystal.” 

“Right, no crushing.  Just crack them,”  he muttered before coming down with his axe on a nearby blue slime.  The aim was good, and the axe plunged its head down into the slime with a controlled strike.  The edge cleaved the crystal in two, and the creature lost its viscosity, melting into the grass, leaving the crystal behind.

“You got one!”  Agatha cried out.

Jake noted where the slime core lay and continued on.  Before he reached the next one, the group jumped at him.  They bounced off his shield, chest, and head.  Jake did his best to appear as if the attacks had harmed him.

“Are you hurt, Jake?” she cried.

“A little, I’m more embarrassed. Come here, you little bastard!”  Jake finished up the rest of the group after a few swipes of his axe.

Agatha hopped out of the bush and wrapped her arms around him, saying, “That was amazing, Jake!  I knew you were strong, but you beat up a large pack of slimes as an E-rank.  I thought you were going to just get a few and then back off.

“I mean, beyond the leaping they did, all they did was run away,” he replied. “It wasn’t so bad.”

“Jake, if they knocked you over, they could have gotten into your mouth and suffocated you.  They’re also acidic if they envelop you,” she hugged tighter.  “I can’t bear the thought of you getting hurt.”

“I’ll be careful, don’t worry. Let’s keep looking, we need as many as we can find.  I want to get you that wand.”

They continued looking around the small settlement by the orchard.  The thorpe was only a few houses clustered around a well at the edge of the apple orchard.  While birds were abundant, the couple saw no people, dogs, or domesticated animals.

“It’s a ghost town,”  Jake said.  “What do you think happened?”

Agatha stayed close as they walked and replied, “I don’t know.  Slimes don’t clear out settlements like orcs or goblins can.  It must be something more powerful.”

They walked to one of the houses and checked the door.  Seeing it was ajar, Jake stealthily opened the door and peered inside.  It was a kitchen with a large central table, some pots and pans, and a curtained-off pantry.  The window shutters were open, and several containers were knocked over.  Mice scurried away when they saw him.  At the other end of the room, Jake saw a figure lying on the ground.

“Sir!?”  Jake shouted and went to the other side of the kitchen table, wincing when he saw the dead man more closely.  The peasant’s skin shriveled like a raisin.  He didn’t even bother checking to see if he was alive.

Agatha approached and covered her mouth, “It’s like the life was sucked out of him.  This is why the town has been abandoned.”

Jake stood straight and pointed down at the corpse, saying, “I have one question, though, why are his pants around his ankles?”

Agatha narrowed her eyes for a moment before she frowned and shrugged, “There are a few monsters that consume a living thing's life force, but they’re all located much further to the west.  In the witch kingdom of Xiwolia.  We should find more clues and report them to the guild.  The town needs to know about the threat.”

There was a sound of a splash outside the house.  Jake put a finger to his lips and waved Agatha to follow.  After they were out the door, they crouched behind a hedge and peered through the branches at the well.

There, they saw a voluptuous human woman taking a bucket from the well and pouring it into a wooden trough beside it.  She looked like she was just about to hit middle age, with wide hips, large breasts, and long flowing blonde hair.  She was wearing a long summer dress that accentuated her cleavage.

“Come, my pets, it's time for watering and lunch.  Don’t be shy, I’ve brought fresh apples for you.”  The woman kicked over a basket next to her, and apples poured out onto the dusty ground. “I know it hasn’t rained in a while, so you must be thirsty.”

“Just what in the hell is going on?” Jake said, getting to his feet, but Agatha stopped him.

“We need to see what’s going on. I doubt that woman will be telling the truth if we ask her.”  Agatha whispered while transfixed at the scene.

A few minutes later, a dozen slimes jiggled and hopped out of the orchard and weeds towards the village common and the well.  They gathered around the trough and extended thick pseudopods into the trough, sucking in the water and swelling.

“Good, slake your thirst.” The woman purred.  She leaned up against a split rail fence and watched the low-level monsters drink.  Her eyes flashed, and she smiled.

“She’s helping monsters?” Jake whispered.

“Quiet, Jake,” Agatha said with a hiss.

The bushes near the well shifted, and the woman turned and shook her fists in front of her, and she hopped a little, “Oh, my!  You are a big boy, aren’t you?  Yes, I think you’re just perfect!”

“Perfect for what?” Jake asked.  “Ouch!”  he said as Agatha pinched him to be quiet.  He looked down and saw she was blushing.

The woman pulled down the straps of her dress, letting her heavy tits drop and bounce.  After pinching her nipples, making them erect, she bent over and hiked up her skirt, revealing her ass and her glistening pussy.  Her clothes hugged her torso but covered nothing.

“I know you were thirsty, but I’m sure you like the taste of Lia’s pussy much better,” she said, looking over her shoulder and waving her ass back and forth.  Reaching back, the woman fingered her pussy before spreading her lips. “Come on, we both know you want this.”

The large slime rolled over to her, and its surface vibrated.  A pseudopod extended and touched the surface of Lia’s splayed open gash.  It teased the opening, cleaning up the sweat.

Lia rubbed her clitoris and pushed back on the gelatinous tentacle, “That’s it, put it in.  Lia’s your friend.  I’ll help you spread to the next village.  Put your seeds in my womb.”

“I’ve heard about this.  There are stories of women who desire to mate with different monsters.  They’re one of the reasons why we can never be rid of them,”  Agatha said, licking her lips.  “To see it happen is a rare opportunity.  The slime will put its larvae in a woman who will then, in turn, walk to the next village during the night and bathe in their water source.”

“But why?”

“Fuck!  Yes!  Right there!”  The woman was now being penetrated in her asshole and pussy by two competing slimes.  As she was being reamed, two small slimes hopped to her and then leapt to her breasts, which were hanging down.  Jake could see her nipples being sucked through the transparent flesh of the monsters.  “Come on, you!  There’s still one hole left! Mmmph!”  A slime hopped on her back and extended a thick tentacle and shoved it down her throat. 

“Do I need to say more?”  Agatha said with a smirk.

Jake could see Agatha put her hand under the hem of her dress and said, “Looks like you’re curious too.”

“How could I not?  The idea of being tied up and used by a monster, it’s... It’s something I think about, alright?  You look a little excited yourself.”

“She’s hot, and she’s fucking,” he said with a shrug. “What other monsters do these women fuck?”

“Tentacle monsters, goblins, orcs, lizardmen, and not much else.  Goblins and orcs are quite dangerous and have led to entire villages being abandoned.  Slimes are seen as less threatening, and widows and divorcees are sometimes caught with them.  It can be quite a scandal, though. Mmmph,” the cat lady had lost her self-control and was fingering herself as she watched the blonde getting all her holes filled.

Jake watched the woman roll her blue eyes back and shudder.  The slimes had restrained her wrists behind her back.  Their pseudopods lengthened and took longer thrusts into the willing female.

The first slime to blow was the one who was facefucking her.  Visible pulses of white fluid formed and then traveled down the tentacle into her throat.  Her throat bulged as it accepted the seed.  The woman’s cheeks hollowed, and it seemed like she was sucking on it eagerly.  Once it was finished, it writhed out of her mouth and fell to the ground, motionless and spent, now a shade of gray rather than blue.

“You were delicious, thank you!  Ahhh!” She looked down at her tits and said, “You’re sucking so hard on my tits!”

Agatha shuddered and said, “When we get home, Jake, I want you to fuck me hard.”

“Can do.  You look desperate,”  Jake whispered.  His cock was straining against his pants, and he wanted release just as much as his lover did.

“Come on, you two!  I want your stuff inside me now!  I’m so hungry for it!”  Lia yelped.  The transparent blue tentacles were taking deep strokes in her asshole and cunt.  She arched and rounded her back in spasms of pleasure.  Her moans filled the village commons.

The two slimes on her tits migrated to her back and extended smaller tentacles which snuck into the woman’s snatch.  She let out a ragged moan when her pussy had three pseudopods hammering away inside of her.

“Almost there!  I can tell you’re all about to come!  Ghaaah!”

The slimes shuddered, and the white fluid that had collected at the slimes’ centers shot down their tentacles into her ass and pussy.

“Yes!  So good!  You’re all delicious!  I can feel your stuff in my womb!”   She said as her body quivered during her impregnation.

While she writhed, Jake noticed something odd.  From her head, two horns like obsidian daggers sprouted from her blonde hair.  A black tail with a spade-shaped tip snuck out from underneath the slime that was fucking her ass.  The black tail wrapped tightly around the pseudopods.

“That’s it, give me every last drop.  I’ve given you lots of apples to eat, and I intend to be fully fed in return.”  Her body glowed subtly.

“They’re trying to break free!  What is going on!”  Jake said.

“She’s no regular human, Jake.  She’s a succubus!  A demon that feeds on the sexual essence of her victims!  The farmer in the house!  She must have consumed his life force.  That’s why the village was empty! Look!”

The slimes were still pumping their seed into the demon, but now they looked like raisins, with wrinkled skin and shriveled bodies.  The remaining slimes at the trough fled back into the bushes.

“Don’t go!  I’ll have to chase you down later.  I need dinner too,” she said with a smirk. 

With one last spasm, the succubus released the slimes and let them slip out of her orifices.  They were grey and lifeless.  White slime semen dripped out of her gaping cunt.

Lia stood up, lowered her skirt, and pulled up the straps of her dress.  She sighed and said, “That’s probably the last time those slimes will let me do that. Time to move on.”

“The hell you aren’t!” Jake said as he leapt from the hedge, brandishing his axe and holding his shield. “There’s no way you’re going to hurt one more person!”


Chapter 13

“Gahhhh!”  Lia, the succubus, screamed before composing herself.  “You have to help me!  I was just attacked by slimes!”

“You can drop the act, Lia, or whoever you are. We saw the whole thing,” Jake said.  “Anyway, your horns and tail are still showing.”

Her surprised look melted away, “I may have horns, but you're still horney.”  She gestured to his crotch and approached with a smile, “Not a bat specimen.”

“I saw what you did to this village, you demon! I’m going to stop you.”

“You’re a grubby, low-level hero hunting slimes.  I am not impressed.  I could kill you with one strike.”  She started to circle him, looking him up and down, “But today I feel generous, boy.  How about I let the last moments of your life be your ultimate pleasure?”

“You're filled with slime spunk.  I could never!”

She lifted her skirt to show her pussy to him, dripping with blue goo. “I have a knack for seeing what people like, and you’re not disgusted. What’s your name, boy?  I always like knowing the name of my next meal.”

“Call me Jake,” he said, lifting his axe towards her.

“Come now, boy.  No real man would strike a defenceless woman,” she said as she pulled the straps off her dress and let it slide onto the ground.

“Getting naked for a fight?  Aren’t you embarrassed?”

“There’s no man within miles of here. I’ve eaten them all.  The rest ran away.  No one’s going to see us, and no one’s going to help you.”  Her horns withdrew into her hair, and her tail disappeared behind her.  “Now let’s see how the big brute strikes down a defenceless woman.”

Jake raised the axe, but when he saw her pouting face with tears forming at the edges of her eyes, he found it difficult to strike.  He lowered the axe a few inches.

“See?  That’s why I’m never ever afraid of men.  I can just take this form, and men get weak,”  she said. 

Lia’s skin grew pale, her hair turned white, and a tinge of red formed around her eyes. A red leather outfit wrapped around her out of nowhere: a bustier, along with a red leather skirt. High-heeled boots took form around her legs.  Her horns returned, as well as her tail.  A pair of black membraneous wings sprouted from her back.  She grew a foot taller and towered over him.

“This is the other reason why I fear no man.  Usually this is where men pee their pants,” she said.  Her fingernails lengthened and grew sharp.  “Well, boy, what do you think of my true form?”

Jake actually blushed, “To tell you the truth, I think I like this better.  Both are pretty in their own way.  Though I think I can fight you in this form.”  He raised his axe again.

She stood back and said, “Well, that’s a first.  I’m flattered.  Too bad you have to die.  I can’t have your dick, so I’ll take your heart.”  Lia screeched and struck with a flat hand with her razor-sharp nails, directed at his solar plexus.  When she retracted her hand, she was gripping a chunk of his padded armor.

“You tore my armor, you bitch!”

“What the fuck?  You’re not even scratched!  Yeaa!”  she struck again.  Jake hopped back and batted her hand away with the side of his axe head. “Ouch!” 

“I’m going to teach you a lesson!”  He flipped his axe around and held it near the head and struck. 

Lia leaped into the air and stayed aloft with her batwings, “You’re also quick for a rookie.  Are you a demon hunter in disguise as a greenhorn?”

“No, I’m more like a demon teacher!”  he yelled up at her.  Jake squatted and then jumped, with his shield in front of him. 

Lia wasn’t expecting him to be able to leap twenty feet in the air and failed to dodge the shield when it impacted on her ribs.  Her wings folded, and the pair tumbled to the ground.  They rolled in different directions, kicking up dust from the dry village square.

Lia winced and held her side, “That hurt! I’ll make you pay!”  Using her wings, she launched forward and landed both fists in his belly.  Jake grunted and slid back several feet, his heels digging ruts in the ground.  The succubus scowled and yelled, “Why won’t you die, you bastard!”

“I don’t want to.  Why don’t you go back to where you came from?”  he retorted.  Dropping his axe and shield, he sprinted towards her, tackling her to the ground.  He straddled her and pinned her down.  “Now you either fly away from here or I’ll send you home in a box.”

“And why would I do that, you asshole.  All the good eating is here!” She used a wing to shove a load of dirt in Jake’s eyes. 

The attack on his face made Jake react with instinct, and he covered his eyes.  That gave  the demon enough time to scramble away in the dust cloud.  Jake looked around, but Lia had fled.

A few seconds later, he called out, “Come out and fight!  Are you a coward?”

“Jake,” a familiar voice called out.

“Agatha? Don’t get involved!  That demon’s dangerous.”

“Jake, you need to stop fighting,”  Agatha said in a monotone voice.  She walked from behind the hedge.  She was pointing a knife at her own neck. “Stop, or I’ll hurt myself.”

“What’s going on, Agatha?  What are you doing? What’s wrong with your eyes?” he said.  Jake walked toward his axe, but saw that Agatha was pressing the tip of the knife into her skin deeper.  A drop of blood trickled down her neck.  He stopped and raised his hands, saying, “Explain to me what’s going on.”

“Your little kitten is now my thrall, Jake,”  Lia stepped from the hedge.  “I saw her while I was up in the air, and I figured she’d be a dear friend of yours.  I must admit, the girl is cute. I control her every action.  I told her to use the knife if you attacked me anymore.”

“Let her go!”  Jake said with a growl. “If you so much as scratch her, I’ll make you pay.”

“The command will stay in place until I release her.  If you kill me, she dies.  It’s very simple.  And now you’re going to go up to bed with me, or Agatha will die.”

Agatha’s dead eyes showed no emotion, but the knife trembled in her hand.

Jake growled.  He looked at the poor catkin girl that he had roped into this nightmare.  He then looked at the succubus.  The demoness sneered at him, but he could see she was breathing rapidly.

“Why didn’t you use your trick on me?”

“You seem strong-willed.  It didn’t work on you,” she growled. “I’m a little disappointed in fact.  Now go up right now.”

“You promise to let her go afterwards?  How can I trust you?”

Lia walked to him and gloated, saying, “You can’t.  You’ll never know what happens after.”  She bent over and whispered in his ear, “That’s what makes this so delicious.  I can promise you she won’t be harmed, but can you trust the word of a demon?”

“Do I have a choice?”

She draped her arms on his shoulders and said, “Yes, your choice is to decide if you want your last time to be with my human form or demon form.”

He tilted his head and said, “I guess demon.  I like tall women.”

She pointed a finger at him and said, “Alright, but if you can’t get it up, then I’m changing to the blonde.  The day is wasting, and I need to get on the move. Now, go into that house.  Agatha, come on.”

“Why can’t she stay outside?”  Jake said as he walked into the home.  The main parlor of the house had a husk of a man lying on a settee, completely naked.

“I want her to watch,” she said, slapping his ass. 

“You’re a real peach, Lia. I hope I give you indigestion.”

The three climbed the stairs, with Agatha slipping the blade under her belt and following Jake and the succubus.

The bedroom was a cramped space.  The bed was unmade, and the chest of drawers had all the drawers open and most of the clothing removed.  The small mantelpiece above the fireplace had dust outlines where mementos and keepsakes had been grabbed when the occupants fled.

“Jake, lie on the bed, and Aggie, you sit in that chair.  Don’t forget your command, dearie.”

“Yes, mistress.”

Jake crawled onto the bed, making it creak.  He looked at the succubus.  Her outfit disappeared, and her wings retracted into her back.

She smiled while she put her long hair in a ponytail, “I don’t often get to let my hair down in these situations, you know, everyone likes the blonde.  Thank you for that, but the wings have to go.  It’s non-negotiable.  They always get in the way when I go to bed.”

“I can only imagine all the inconveniences there are with having your lovers as your form of sustenance,” he said as he lay motionless.

Lia jumped on him and stared into his eyes.  As she straddled him, her irises became vertical slits and glowed pink. 

“So that’s the enthrallment?” he asked, raising an eyebrow.

She clicked her tongue and said, “Ugh, that was my maximum effort.  You are a tough nut to crack. Now let’s see this body of yours that I couldn’t defeat in combat.”  She grabbed his armor and ripped it apart, and then ran her pale hands up and down his chest before pinching his nipples. “Oh, very nice.  You might have the best-looking body I’ve ever had.”

“Thanks for the compliment.  By the way, you're pretty hot too, for a demon.”

“Har, har, Jakey-boy.  Like, I haven’t heard that joke before back home.”

“How many men have you fucked, Lia?”

She bent down and whispered in his ear, “I don’t know, how many hot meals have you had?”

“Plenty, and none of it meant anything to you?”

“Oh, Jakey, you know nothing of the suffering I endure.  You don’t realize how many sumptuous meals I’ve had when I seduced men, only for them to taste like nothing in my mouth, and not satisfy my hunger,” she said.  Grabbing his wrists, she pinned them above his head and started to kiss his neck.

“Do you have a demon boyfriend?”

“No, they’re all a bunch of drama queens,” she said with a giggle.  Her mouth went to his nipples, and she tongued each one with circular movements. 

Jake looked away as his manhood stirred.

Lia ground down on him and said, “Ah, there we are, finally a reaction.  I was thinking you didn’t like my body,” she said.

“I do, it’s just the impending death that’s connected to it made me soft.”

“Touch me,” she whispered as she released him and sat up.

Jake looked over at Agatha.  Her hand went to her knife, and she looked at him with those lifeless eyes.  Lia grabbed his face and pulled him back to look at her, “I told you to touch me.”

“Yes, Lia.”

“Don’t you mean misstress?”

“Mistress for only the next few minutes, then I’ll be dead.”

“Then you might as well make it nice for me.”

Jake sighed and brought his hands to her side, sliding them up and down. “Yes, mistress.”

The succubus’s cheeks flashed pink for a moment before going pale again.  After some light petting, his hands moved to her breasts, cupping them while teasing her nipples with his thumbs.

“They’re heavy, firm, and perky, mistress.  I think your job must be very easy most of the time, when you have a body like this.”

“Stop it,” she said with a grin.

He brought his hands to her back and dragged his fingernails down her soft skin.  She sighed and arched her back, not stopping her grinding on his cock.

“Do you kiss your dinner?”

She tilted her head and said, “Never happened before.  Usually, men just want to stick it in when they see the blonde.”

Jake guided her down and brought her lips to his.  Her mouth was ruby red and glistening.  He felt her large breasts press down on him.  Lia made cute humming sounds as their tongues danced in each other's mouths.  Jake scratched her scalp while his free hand massaged her buttocks.  The demon smelled of cinnamon and cloves, and he found his fears melting.  The succubus put her elbows  on each side of his head and kissed him back eagerly. 

Her hips ground faster and faster until she pulled away, panting.  She said, “Enough of this!  I want to see the rest of you!”

He replied, “You’re the mistress, mistress.”

She slid down to his pants and unlaced them.  When his cock was freed, it sprang up and tapped her under the chin.  Her vertical pupils widened, and her mouth dropped open as she examined the girthy rod.  Fingers wrapped around him, with the sharp fingernails retracting. 

The horned female pulled back his foreskin and licked the exposed glans with a long tongue.  His heart raced when he saw her sharp canines so close to his dick.  Opening her mouth, she placed his knob in her mouth and sucked.  He could feel his penis swell in her mouth.  She got on her hands and knees and pushed down, moaning as his johnson stretched her throat.

He thought of her face being fucked by the slime, and his cock twitched.  Jake grabbed her shoulders and massaged her while she bobbed her head.  Lia’s humming increased in pitch with their enthusiasm.

When her chin rested on his balls, he groaned, “Fuck, Lia.  Your mouth.”

She pulled away and wiped her face, saying, “Jake, your cock is nice, very nice.”  She laid a trail of kisses down the shaft before taking a testicle in her mouth and sucked it while stroking him.

“You know it’s a shame,” he whispered, running his fingers through her white hair, “That this will be it.  I know you can’t help who you are.  I hope you meet your match eventually.  Some incubus, I guess?”

Lia’s eyes dilated further, “Quiet, boy.  You’re making me feel odd.  And I hate incubi anyway.”  Straddling him again, she quickly pushed his tip inside her slit, relaxed her thigh muscles, and let gravity pull her down his shaft.  He felt her insides were filled with slime semen as he penetrated her monstrous creampie.  Her supple thighs rested on his pelvis.  Pushing her fingers on a spot below her belly button, she said, “I can feel you right here, dear boy.  It’s like our bodies were made for each other.” 

She started rocking her hips against him while she tousled her own hair.  Jake reached up and teased her nipples.

“Ghaa!  This feels different!  Fuck!”  she said, gasping.  Lia’s tail swished back and forth. 

Jack reached out and grabbed her tail, holding the spade tip on his chest gently.

Lia bit her lip and said, “Be gentle with that boy, I’m very sensitive there.”

“Oh?  What if I did this?”  He brought it to his mouth and dragged his tongue across its surface.

“Mmmph! So good!”

Feeling bolder, he brought his teeth down and started nibbling on the black rubbery tail.

“What the fuck, Jake!? Gha!”  the succubus arched her back, and he felt as if her vagina was sucking on his cock while she rode him.  “I’m cumming!”  Her muscles contracted around his dong tightly, but he kept his focus on her tail.  Her wings sprouted and strained and flapped, sending the dust in the room into the air.

“Don’t touch it anymore!  If you keep doing that, I’ll...yahhhh!”  She fell forward and clutched him tightly.  Her tail slipped away from him, and her mouth came down hungrily on his while her cunt kept spasming.  Jake closed his eyes and held the succubus tenderly while her legs shook.

Jake could hear Agatha moaning in the corner, accompanied by sloppy wet sounds.  He felt a pang of guilt for a moment before his attention was snatched back by Lia’s affectionate kissing.

When she pulled her face away, Jake saw that she had reverted to her disguised blonde form completely.  The long, pale, demoness was now replaced by a submissive, tow-headed, blue-eyed beauty.  She covered her breasts with her forearm and tilted her head.

They locked eyes, and Lia meekly said, “Please be gentle.”

Jake focused and used his power, switching places with the creature that was about to consume him.  Now he was on top of her and inside her. 

“What just happened!?” she exclaimed, her chest heaving.

He pinned her wrists down and kissed her before saying, “Just the last of my tricks, Lia.  I hope you enjoy your meal.”  Jake withdrew until his head rested between her pussy lips. Then, savoring the moment, he slowly pushed forward.  Lia pulled him down for a kiss and moaned through his lips while his member delved inside of her vagina. When he was balls deep, he said, “Does this feel alright?”

“Alright?  It feels fantastic!”  Her face shone with a smile as he started to slowly fuck the succubus.  Lia’s blonde form was soft and warm, and Jake tried not to think about what would happen when he actually climaxed inside of her.  The succubus accommodated his cock in every dimension, maximizing his pleasure while not being too tight.

He met her eyes and said, “Why can’t all monsters be as pretty as you?”

She giggled and replied, “Because you’d all be extinct, silly.  And then we would be forced to eat slimes and goblins for the rest of time, yuck.”

Jake sat up and lifted her legs onto his shoulders; his manhood was demanding release.  “Enough of this, Lia. It was nice knowing you.  Please tell Agatha she was very special to me, and I hope she finds the right party.  Make sure she gets a few slime crystals to buy her magic gear back.”

Lia nodded and made a wan smile and drew a finger across his chin, “I will, Jake.  Goodbye.”

He nodded and gripped her hips, thrusting hard.  Lia let out an unearthly moan.  Jake looked down and saw that most of the slime creampie had been forced out onto the mattress, forming a large puddle.  His pounding strokes slammed his hips into her bottom, causing her to shake with the impact.  Lia couldn’t maintain eye contact any longer and turned her head to the side, and closed her eyes.  With the pistoning, her firm breasts started to fly up and down.

“You like my human cock, you demon?”  he said between grunts.

“Fuck me, Jake!  Claim my pussy for your own!  Ghaa!”  she whined, shaking her head from left to right and back again.  Her hands gripped the rough fabric of the mattress.  The entire bedroom was filled with the sound of the bed slamming into the wall.

“I hope you remember this!”  he grunted as he moved his hips faster.  The succubus screamed in pleasure as her cervix was massaged by his glans, pushing into it as he bottomed out in her.  Her body glowed dull pink, and her pussy started sucking on him like before.  The manipulation of her vaginal walls against his shaft sent ripples of pleasure down his legs, and the fast rhythmic bucking that got her breasts to bounce faltered.  The muscles at the base of his cock clenched tightly, and a rope of hot white cum sprayed inside the succubus, which her womb slurped up and consumed.

He pulsed gobs of spunk inside her.  Jake pushed her legs wide and fell on her, claiming her mouth in these last few moments of his life.  He cradled her head in his hands and kissed her while his pelvis rocked against hers.

Lia continued to glow while her body absorbed his seed. Her legs hooked around his, and her slender human fingers dug into his back.

“Jake’s cum!  So fucking good!  Thank you, Jake!  It’s lovely!  There’s so much!  Gahhh!”

The adventurer’s head swam as his whole body buzzed with orgasmic energy.  He could feel his balls being drained, but still pulsing. He felt like he was falling. It was then that the darkness at the edges of his vision grew.  His last act was to kiss her softly on the lips.


Chapter 14

Jake was expecting a bright light or at least flames and pain in death, so when he felt a warm pressure on his body, pinning his arms, he was quite surprised.  He had died once before and had awoken in a new world.  Perhaps, he thought, it happened again?  What new world was he going to wake up in?

He stirred and moved his hands; they each found rounded, firm flesh.  He squeezed them and realized they were bare buttocks. Jake opened his eyes to see a blonde Lia and raven-haired Agatha looking at him gleefully. 

“Have a nice nap, Jake?”  Lia asked while tracing a finger on his naked body.

“I’m supposed to be dead.  What happened?”

The succubus shrugged.  “Usually, I have an endless appetite, but you kept giving me your essence until I was sated.  I fell asleep with you still on top of me.  When I woke up, Agatha was naked and riding you.  It seems like you were strong enough to live through it.  Well done, boy!”

Agatha lifted her eyebrows for a moment and looked to the side, “Sorry about that.  It’s just that you got me so horney fucking Lia while I watched.  I couldn’t help myself.”

He petted her hair and scratched her ears, saying, “It’s fine.  Lia, is Agatha still your thrall?”

“No, Jake, she’s free,”  she smiled and lay her head on his shoulder. “So what happens now?”

“I guess, Agatha and I collect up the slime crystals and go home.  I’ll get my gear repaired and buy her a wand and spell book.”

“What about me?” Lia pouted while her hand rubbed circles on his abdomen.  Her tail snaked around his ankle.

“You’re a demon, who’s a maneater.  If the elves ever found out, what would happen?”

“Nothing good,” she smirked.

“I’m trying to be a hero, Lia.  I have a special mission from...”

“From who?”

“It doesn’t matter; what matters is that I make the world a better place.  I can’t do that with you hanging around and having men for snacks while I’m not looking.”

Agatha poked him and said, “You just can’t leave her after what you did.”

“She was going to eat me!”

Lia balled a fist and weakly thumped him, “But it didn’t happen that way; everything turned out fine.  You seemed to enjoy it.  Don’t tell me you don’t have feelings for me.  I can tell these things.”

“That may be true, but how can it work?”  he said with a sigh.

Agatha scratched her sharp fingernails up the inside of his thigh, “Lia and I talked for a bit while you were recovering.  I recall something from my wizard school that might help Lia be on her best behavior.”

Jake shifted, “Yeah, what is it?”

She played with her tail and said meekly, “A magical pact.  She promises to obey you, in return for you keeping her satisfied completely.” 

“A contract?  What if I don’t agree?”

Lia grabbed his balls and gently squeezed, “Then you’ll be responsible for the death of every meal I have until the day I die.  I doubt you could have that hanging over your head.”

Jake’s junk tingled, but his cock was spent.  He said, “Fuck, you got me there.  No, I don’t think I could let that happen.”  He slid his hands up and down the two girls’ backs. “How do we do this?”

“You’ll do it!?”  the two girls said simultaneously.

“Yeah, I will.  If you go back on your word.  I will make you pay.  You have one chance, Lia.”

The cat girl and succubus attacked him with kisses.  When they were done the cat girl poked him and said, “Jake, one last thing.  Can you please tell me how you managed to survive a fight with a succubus?"

Jake laughed nervously and scratched his head, “It’s funny that you should ask that.”

...

Jake walked alone into the guild hall holding two buckets full of slime crystals.  The trio spent some time collecting up the cores of the slimes that Lia had consumed in the village before they fought her.

Safa, the dog girl receptionist, covered her mouth when Jake set the buckets on the counter. “Your mission was to kill three slimes! This looks like the remains of an entire infestation! How did you do it?  And what happened to your armor? Why aren’t you dead?”

Jake waved his hand, “One of the slimes was tricky and ate a hole through it.  While I did kill a few, someone else killed the rest, and I just picked up the cores. They were powerful and didn’t need the money, so they gave the crystals to me.”

She started to weigh the blue crystal and mumbled, “I don’t think we’ll have enough coin for you until we sell this on to the arcanist guild.  I can give you some gold now, along with a letter of credit for the rest.  You can hand it in at any adventurers’ guild.  It’s better than lugging heavy coins.”

“So long as I have enough money for some magic gear and other things.”

She tilted her head and beamed at him, “Don’t worry, Jake, you’ll have plenty.”  The receptionist dipped a quill in glowing green ink, signed a sheet of parchment, and handed it to him along with a hefty pouch of copper and silver.

Jake fished out a few coins and handed them back to Safa, “This is for helping me so much when I started out.  You’re the best, Safa, thanks.”

The young woman pushed the glasses on her nose up and blushed, “Thank you, but I couldn’t possibly accept, it’s against the receptionist code.  Maybe buy me a drink at the tavern sometime?”

“Sure!  Sounds great.  I’ll be back soon after I finish shopping.  I also need to repair this damned armor.”  He said, poking the hole in his padded doublet.

Safa waved her hand in front of her face, “With the coin you have in your purse, you could buy a chain shirt with no problem at all.  I can’t wait to see what mission you pick next, my lucky boy.”

...

Jake, Agatha, and Lia sat in a private room at the wizards' guild, going over the succubus's contract.  Agatha finally got her basic wand and spell book, already half-filled with standard spells.  Agatha was now wearing a new set of magic-user clothing, which enhanced her magical power.  They were dark gray with green runes stitched in on the front.  The skirt was cut just below the knee and had a slit up each side.  Her belt had hooks and holders for vials and potions.  With all this, she looked like a proper magic user.  Lia wore the roughspun dress that she had from the village.  She sat patiently, twiddling her thumbs, while Agatha reviewed the pact.  A silver neck choker and a sheet of velum covered the thick wooden table.

“Yes, I believe this is all in order.  Fairly simple, really,  Jake takes care of Lia’s needs in return for her obedience.”  She picked up the choker. “If Jake breaks the pact, the choker shatters.  If Lia disobeys, the choker shrinks to the size of a ring.  The ring is magically protected from damage and will constrict if it detects any attempt that might break it.  The same goes if Lia tries to run away.  Ready?”

Lia and Jake nodded.

“Jake, please lock the ring around Lia’s neck.”

He opened the ring and slid it around her neck.  He said, “Lia, are you sure you want to do this?  You still have time to run away.”

Lia’s hands wrapped around his wrists, “You couldn’t tear me away, Jake.”

He nodded and closed the clasp.  Lia put her finger on the ring, adjusted it, and then said, “It might take some getting used to.”

Agatha now pulled a newly bought dagger from her belt and pointed it at Lia, saying, “Now I need a drop of blood from you.  It needs to be in the ink you sign the contract with, since breaking it will mean your death.”

Lia poked her pinky finger with the dagger and dripped it into the ink pot, then dipped the quill and signed her name, passing the quill to Jake with a weak smile.

Jake took it and signed his name.  When the tip of the quill lifted from the velum, the edges of the contract smouldered and burned quickly.  The contract lifted off the table and then flashed brightly as the last parts of it were consumed by the fire.

When the smoke dissipated, Lia leaped on Jake and hugged him tightly.  “Oh, master, you won’t regret this.  I’m going to be such a good servant.”

“Whoa!  Yes, I’m sure this will work well.  Lia, what are you doing?”

The succubus had already pulled Jake's dick out and started to suck on it eagerly.  “What?  It’s already been ages since my last meal.  This will tide me over until tonight.”  With that, she pushed her face down on his crotch, shoving his meat down her neck.

“Fuck, what have I agreed to?” Jake whispered and bared his teeth, “Agatha, this is all your fault.”

“Jake, this is so fucking hot,” Agatha replied before walking to him, bending over him, and kissing him while his dick was being sucked.  “Can I join in next time?”


Chapter 15

The next day, Jake and his friends walked back into the adventurers’ guild before the first bell.  They walked over to the job board and perused the E-rank job listings.  Even though few people were there, Jake noticed the eyes that lingered on his new succubus friend as they walked by.

“More slime work, razor bush burnings, merchant escort, ah, here’s something, goblin hideout reconnaissance.  We would patrol a village to the south of Wittford and find the location of a suspected goblin nest.   There have been several disappearances in the area of persons and livestock.”

“Mmm, goblins,”  Lia muttered under her breath.

“You like them?” Jake asked.

She put her hands on her hips and nodded, saying, “Yeah, they’re an acquired taste.  Clever little bastards though.”

Jake rolled his eyes and said, “We don’t have to take them out, just pin down their location and report back here. Sounds easy.”

Agatha poked him, “For someone strong like either of you, not me.  Look, it requires a party of at least four members, which means we’re out.  Let’s compromise and do this giant boar mission.  They’re causing problems to the east of here.”

“So long as I get to have some barbecue when we’re done.  I have to get going for training. We’ll register for the mission when I’m done training.”

“Can I come to?”  Lia asked, stepping towards him.

“I think you need to register first, Lia.  Agatha, could you please walk her through the process while I’m in class?”

Agatha nodded and tugged on the succubus's sleeve towards the receptionist.  When Lia looked at him, one of her eyelids twitched.

Jake managed to get prepped and stood in front of Meera in full gear for several moments before the first bell rang.

The tiger girl looked at him and laughed, “Nice job getting here on time. How have things gone so far?”

“Pretty good, actually.  Got a bunch of slimes and a new friend.  She’s getting registered at the guild.”  He pointed his training axe towards the guild office and continued, “She’ll be doing her orientation soon.”

“Another rookie, eh? You should find stronger friends.  Enough of that, I have to teach close combat right after our lesson.  Our lesson is a little unorthodox.  You learned how to hit last time, now you have to learn how to be hit.”

“Learn how to be hit?  Shouldn’t I know how to dodge?” he asked.

“I know very well that you could dodge most attacks with a little training, that won’t take long.  It’s not like you’ll take damage if you are hit.  In fact, if you want to look like a rookie, you should take a hit once in a while.  What I’m talking about is this.”  Meera brought her knee up and kicked Jake right in the belly with a crack.  A puff of dust billowed from her boot heel, where it landed on his torso.  “See what you did wrong?”

“I see your point. I was supposed to act as if it hurt,” Jake said with a nod.

“That’s right,  you need to learn how to sell being hit.  That strike would have downed a D-rank fighter.  You didn’t move an inch. Let’s start with the basics.  When my hand connects with your face, be mindful of how it feels.”

She slapped him smartly on the face, “Let’s say that’s level one.”

Jake nodded, “I see, now what do I...”

Meera’s next slap was a blur.  The snapping sound when it connected caused the crows to scatter from the one tree in the training yard.

“Can you tell the difference?”  the trainer said, shaking out her hand. “Damn, that hurt me more than it did you.”

“No, I can tell the difference.  How I should act depends on how hard you strike.  What should have happened if that were a real strike?”

“You would have cartwheeled into the wall and left a crater in it.  It would be

doubtful if you would get up. Now I want you to raise your fists and fight me, but make sure it looks like I’m beating you badly.  You can throw a punch, just don’t put me in the infirmary, alright?  Be easy on me.”

“I could never hurt you, Miss Vain.”

“Call me Meera, you asshole!”  she yelled out and did a forward kick.  Jake felt it land and send a shockwave through his body.  He threw himself back and landed on his back.

Meera jumped up and came down on his belly with both feet.  Jake remembered watching professional wrestling, so he clutched his stomach and rolled to the side.

“Get up, you worm!  I’m not finished with you!”

Jake took his time getting up and staggered a little.  His clothes and skin were smudged with dirt, but he didn’t have a scratch on him.  He attacked at his lowest effort and speed, and still almost landed a punch to Meera’s ribs.  The tigress dodged and spun around and hit him with a back-handed fist, sending Jake face-first into the dirt.

“How dare you raise a finger against me!” The trainer lifted her foot above her head and brought it down on his back.  Jake flopped and then rolled around like a fish stranded on the beach.

Meera whispered, “Don’t oversell it.”  Then yelled, “Now get up and stand there while I give you ten strikes with a wooden sword.”

He wobbled and then stood nodding.  Meera walked to a weapon rack and picked up a stout wooden claymore.  The trainer was flushed when she pulled the sword back to strike him.  She landed a blow on a shoulder, and he took a knee.

“Get up!”

“No more Meera, I beg you!”

“Shut up!” She came down hard on his back nine more times before he played dead.

The students coming in for the next class gathered around and whispered to each other.  Meera looked around and then said, “This is what will happen when you let your guard down in the dungeons!  Always be alert, or you’ll get your head taken off by an orc!”

A young man pointed at Jake, “Is he dead?”

“No, I’m fine.  Just a little bruised,” Jake said as he got on all fours.

“You’re coming with me!  Class will be delayed twenty minutes.”  Meera said as she pulled him up.

She dragged him to the supply closet and locked the door behind her while Jake leaned on the table and dusted himself off.

“Oh, my baby!  I am so sorry, Jake!  I got carried away.  Are you alright?”    Meera ran to him and looked him over.

“Now everyone’s going to think I’m a loser,” Jake said.

“By getting beaten up by an A-rank trainer?  I think not.  If anyone’s reputation will be tarnished, it will be mine for being too harsh.”

The pair sat next to each other on the edge of the table, slouching.

“Jake, I have a confession to make.”

“What is it?”

“I think I’ve taught you everything you need to join a party and not get exposed.  I don’t see the point in any more training.”

“What about all the combat techniques?”

“It’s all for show, Jake.  Simple attacks work well in a fight; that’s why they’re taught.  With your strength and agility, those regular strikes will kill a dragon just as well as a kobold.  The axe will shatter, so you’ll have to upgrade your weapons, or you may be better off just using your hands,” she said as a tear formed at the corner of her eye.  She put a hand on his knee and continued, “I wish I weren’t a trainer right now.  I wish I were a rookie so I could go have adventures with you.  It’s lonely being the top trainer in a frontier town.  Gods, I should just come out and say it. Jake, I like you.”

“I like you too, Meera,” he said, putting a hand on hers.  “Just because I’ve stopped training doesn’t mean I can’t come visit you.  But I know you wouldn’t want to join a low-ranking party.  I know you would be bored fighting goblins.”

She looked up at him and asked, “Could you do me a favor? When your party becomes A-rank, would you please come back to Wittford and let me join it?”

“Meera, I’d be honored,” he replied before kissing her on the forehead.  Her ears flicked, and she gave him a squeeze.

A loud knocking came to the door.

“Miss Vain! Miss Vain!  You have to see this!”

Meera opened the door and asked, “What is it?”

“There’s a new recruit who’s scored 100% on the exams! She’s sparing right now!”  a young bear-man said before running back out to the practice yard.

“Shit,” Jake said.

“Do you have any idea what this is about?” the tiger woman said over her shoulder as she left the room.

“I have a hunch it’s my new friend, her name is Lia.”


Chapter 16

Lia wielded a wooden sword and dagger in the training yard surrounded by three sparring partners.  These fighters were bruised, and one was bleeding from the mouth.  The disguised demon dug her heels into the dirt and then launched herself at the furthest one.  She flipped her dagger around and slammed the pommel into his jaw.  The man slumped down like a marionette with no master.  Lia squatted and then did a spinning back flip to run at the remaining two who raised their swords.  The demoness parried with the dagger and then cut down on the first’s collarbone and then delivered a kick to the thigh of the second, making him buckle.

A cheer rose from the onlookers while she lifted her arms in triumph. An assistant approached from behind, and Lia spun around, bringing the wooden blade to his neck. “More fun?”

The weasle man bowed and scraped and said, “No, no, no, it’s just that you defeated all the examiners we have.  There’s no reason to further test your ability, miss.”

“I just want to prove my worthiness to my master,” she said, smiling.  “He’s an adventurer too.”

A group of veterans strolled into the practice yard with a bunny girl in tow.  The jackal man, Corvus Reed, was at the front of the group.  Other adventurers parted to let them pass.

“What’s all the commotion about? I heard there was some new hotshot rookie,” Corvus said while chewing on a toothpick. The Snapping Jaws approached and looked down at Lia.  The jackal man laughed and said, “Well, well, well, what hot little chick do we have here.  What’s your name, little lady?”

Narrowing her eyes, she replied, “The name’s Lia, what’s it to you?” 

“You look like you have a lot of potential as a fighter, Lia.  I’d like to extend an invitation to train with The Snapping Jaws.  If you work out, you can become a member of an A-rank party.”

“I already am part of a group, my...”

“Lia, babe, it doesn’t matter who you’re with right now.  I’m sure you’re with some pathetic loser,” he said while he put a hand on her arm. “Just a few days ago, we found our healer, Romy , with some weakling.  She dumped him, and we took her on. Now she’s having a great time with us.”  He pointed to the bunny girl.  Romy ’s outfit was now stained in a couple of spots, and the bunny girl had rings under her eyes.  She flashed a grin that didn’t reach her eyes, saying, “Hi, Lia, it’s nice to meet you.”

Lia looked at the bunny girl and then back at Corvus, scoffing, she said, “She looks miserable.  It doesn’t look like you know how to keep a woman happy.”

He put up his hands and said, “We just got back from goblin hunting.  We’re all a little tired.  Isn’t that right, Romy ?”

The bunny girl nodded, “Yes, Corvus, we took quite some time clearing out a nest.”

Lia walked to the weapon rack and hung up her training weapons before looking back at the party, saying, “Look, boys, I’m sure you’re all very strong.  If you had caught me a few days ago, I would have had you over for dinner, and we would have all had a grand time.  But I’m now with my new master.  So I have to decline any offer.”

Corvus frowned and said, “I don’t think you understand who you’re saying no to.  I think we should take a walk and explain ourselves clearly.”  He tried to reach out to grab her arm, but she walked away at just the right time.

“Master!  There you are!”  she called out and ran over to Jake, who was walking onto the practice yard.

Corvus followed and said in disbelief, “No way are you with that wimp.  What’s his name, Romy ?  Jack?”

“Jake!”  Romy said, scowling, and folded her arms. 

The Snapping Jaws walked up to Lia and Jake. Corvus laughed and said, “Boy, you really are great for bringing us two broads in one week.  We should buy you a drink or something.”

Jake stood his ground and frowned, saying, “What are you talking about, Corvus?  I haven’t brought you a thing.  And if you were talking about Romy , we had only just met. Now I’d like to talk to my comrade in private.”

Corvus growled, “Listen, pipsqueak, why don’t you go get lost in the sewers.  Lia’s coming with us.”

Jake blew some air through pursed lips, “Corvus, did anyone tell you that you’re a colossal prick?  I’ve known some real assholes in my life, but you by far are the biggest of them all.”

Corvus growled and shot his hand out, clutching Jake by the neck.  Jake glanced at Romy , who was horrified, and then at Lia, who was ecstatic and licking her lips.

“What were you saying? I couldn’t hear you?” the jackalman said.

A wolfkin touched him on the back and said, “Corvus! Boss, you can’t just choke a guy in the guild!  We’ll get busted!”

“Says who? I’m the strongest fighter in this piece of shit town.  Who’s going to stop me? Gahh!”

Jake brought his right arm down over the top of the arm that Corvus was choking him with. In a flash, Jake then got hold of his attacker’s thumb, twisting it back until he heard something pop.

“Fuck!  My thumb!  You fucking shit!”  Corvus staggered back, cradling his hand.  “I’m going to kill you!”  He tried to attack, lunging forward, but his wolf kin comrades held him back.

“Boss! The trainer is coming.”

“Fuck the trainer, I want this kid's head!” Corvus said, frothing at the mouth.

Meera ran between them and Jake and yelled, “Get off my training ground, now!  You’re banned from now on.  If I hear you harassing anyone again, I’ll get you banned from the guild altogether!”

Just then, a group of trainers and adventurers shoved the Snapping Jaws out of the yard and onto the street.  Romy followed, looked back at Jake, but said nothing.

Meera turned to Jake and shook her head, saying, “What are you doing?  Thank you for not killing him, but why did you fight him?”

Lia made fists and stamped her foot. “They had the nerve to choke him!  He tried to prevent a fight.”

“They stepped over the line with some of the things they said.  I couldn’t let it slide,” Jake said with a confidence that surprised himself.  “I just gave him a memento.”

Meera hugged him and patted him on the cheek, saying, “Thank you for not killing him.  There would have been a trial, and so much paperwork.  Look at you, an E-ranker and already making lifelong enemies.  My dear boy is growing up so fast.”  She leaned in and whispered, “You need to get up to C-rank if you want to really hurt him in a fight.  They’ll chalk it up to luck.”

“Got it, I need to advance fast then.”

“Jake, I’m A-rank!  Can I kill them all?”  Lia said cheerfully.

“A-rank?” he scoffed.

“They tested me, and they evaluated me at least that much.”

“How come I didn’t get a test like that when I joined?”

Meera laughed, “You looked like a bum when you walked in here.  Your friend here is a beauty queen.  Haven’t you heard of double standards?”  She walked off and said, “Remember what I said, don’t tangle with them until you’re a C-rank Jake.  Until then, steer clear of them.”

“Come on, Lia, let’s go register for that mission.”  He walked off the yard towards the guild's main hall.

“Why didn’t you kill them master?” Lia said as she followed. “If you had commanded me, I would have done it for you.”

“Lia, why don’t you ever eat lunch out in public in front of people?”

“I would have gotten found out, and they would have run me out of town or killed me,” the blonde succubus said as she trailed behind him. “But you’re not a monster.  Why?”

He turned around and whispered in Lia’s ear, “If someone finds out that I have super strength as a rookie, I’ll never get to join a party.  I need to practice and learn all the things that don’t just involve bashing things.  I think I’m safe enough to go into a dungeon without causing a cave-in, so I want to join a party.”

Lia nodded, “I guess you're right.  Strength isn’t everything.”  She smiled devilishly and said, “It does help in the sack, doesn’t it, master?”

“Jake!  Lia!  Come here! I want you to meet some people!”  Agatha stood and waved from across the dining hall.

When Jake and Lia got close, they saw Agatha sitting across from a tall, lanky man with a coyote-type pair of ears and tail. Next to him was a busty cow girl.  Agatha stood and introduced them, “Jake, Lia, this is Tully Weefrass, who is a coyote kin, and his partner is Solveig Dunhammer.  Jake, have you ever met an tauran before?”

“No, I haven’t.  So you’re a demihuman cow?”

Solveig nodded while she shook Jake and Lia’s hands, “And I’m as strong as a bull!  It’s nice to meet you both.  My friends can call me Sol.”

Tully’s mouth twitched before he nodded and extended a hand, “It’s nice to meet you both, finally. Agatha has told us all about you.  We’re starting out too and were looking to form up a new party.  We don’t plan on being reckless, but we also don’t want to hunt slimes for the rest of our lives.  Sol is an excellent thief and archer.  I am a magic user, just like Agatha, but I can also do some first aid.”  While he shook Lia’s hand, Jake noticed the coyote man looked Lia up and down for a bit too long.

Jake looked at them both.  Tully, despite being a magic user, was very well built with a wiry frame.  Solveig had freckles on her cheeks accentuated her wide smile.   Her well muscled frame was softened by her curves.  She had small curved horns along with cow ears sprouting from a head of shiny shoulder length brown hair.  Her leather armor accentuated her massive bosom.

Their holding hands told Jake that they were an item.

Jake smiled and said, “I am a rookie fighter, and this is Lia.  We met outside of Wittford, and she just got tested as an A-rank fighter.”

Sol slapped the table and yelled, “Wow, a real A-ranker!  Tully, we need her to join the party!  She’s quite the beauty as well.”

Lia smirked, “You’re not so bad yourself.  How did you two meet?”

Sol put her hand on her chest, “Tully and I met at my birthday bash.  He’s such a lightweight, I drank him under the table.”

Tully’s ears pointed back, “I knew I should have trusted my brother when he told me not to even try to outdrink a tauran.”

“I took care of you afterwards, didn’t I?” she laughed, slapping him on the back with a loud thud.

Tully’s eyes nearly popped out of his head, “Man, she packs a wallop, too.”

Lia giggled, “You’re such a cute couple. I could just eat you up!”

Jake laughed nervously and interrupted, “Ha ha, Lia, you silly goose, enough of this flirting.  Why don’t we get down to business?”

Agatha nodded, “Right, Tully and Sol propose we go out on a trial E-rank mission and see if we make a good fit.  You mentioned you want to try that goblin reconnaissance mission, right, Jake?”

“Yeah, it pays better and helps us reach D-rank faster,” Jake replied, nodding.

Sol snapped her fingers, “That’s what I like to hear!  Let’s go register today and get outfitted tomorrow morning.  If we book it, we can reach that village by nightfall.”

Jake nodded and said, “Afterwards, shall we head back to the Spilt Flaggon to celebrate a little?  Just an ale to toast with.”

The tauran shook Tully vigorously, “Now they’re speaking my language.  Tully, I can just tell that this is going to go brilliantly!”


Chapter 17

Later that night, Jake was walking back from the outhouse of the Spilt Flagon when a pair of slender hands pulled him into a closet and shut the door behind him.

“Who is this?” as his eyes adjusted to the room that only had a single candle on a shelf.

“You don’t recognize your old friend Romy ?  Jake, I’m disappointed,”  the bunny girl feigned indignation.

“Rory?  What’s going on?  Why did you drag me in here?”

“I needed to talk with you, in private.  You seem to have more and more friends around you all the time,”  she said with her arms folded. “This was the only way.”

Jake pinched the bridge of his nose and said, “What about Corvus and his friends?  Won’t talking with me make them even angrier?”

“That jackal got his finger patched up, and then after they got their mission reward, got pissed drunk,”  she said and stepped forward. “You don’t have to worry about them.”

He looked at the burning candle and then back at Romy ,  “Alright, what did you want to talk about?”

Her eyes reflected the flickering light when she said, “I want to know why you’re so cold to me, Jake.  Did I do something to offend you?”

Jake ran his hand through his hair, “Is that what this is about?  You’re upset that I’m not fawning over you like other men?  Why are you worried about me?  You have quite a few people interested in you.  You were clear as day about not liking me, and then you abandoned me for a bunch of pricks.”

“Jake, why the hell are you so blind?  You must not have very much experience with women,” she said with a frown.

“I know you’ve played the game, Romy .  It’s easy for a pretty girl like you to string men along and make them dance for you.  I know when I’m dealing with someone out of my league.  Why try when I know the game is rigged?  I know you’re looking for validation.  Go look for it somewhere else.”

“What are you talking about!?  I’m not out of your league. I tried to get you to chase me, and a few days later, you’re shacking up with the cat and some mystery woman who’s blonde and blue-eyed.  You managed to find a replacement for me pretty quickly. If anyone’s out of your league, it would be her.  You should hear Corvus and the boys talk about her.  You'd better watch out, or you’ll lose another girl to them.”

Jake grit his teeth and pointed at her, “What is it going to take to get you and those damned idiots out of my life?”

She slapped him across the face, “You’re a big dummy! I hate you!  I wish I had never met you!”

Jake held her by the shoulders and saw the tears welling in the corners of her eyes.  He felt a pang in his chest.  One of her ears flopped down, and she closed her eyes.  He came down and kissed her on the lips.  Romy groaned and kissed him back eagerly.  He felt her hands grip his hair and keep him kissing her while she backed up against the wall.  His hands roamed over the fabric of her healer's garb.

“I want you so bad, Jake.  Please let me see it, even if just for a moment.”

“Alright,” he mumbled.  “If this is some sort of trick, I’m going to be very pissed.”  He loosened his trousers and fished out his impressive wang.

Romy brought the candle close.  She covered her mouth and stifled a laugh, “Oh my gods!”

“What?  Is everyone in your adventuring party bigger?”

Romy set the candle back and started stroking him quickly, as if she wanted to rush. “No, not at all.  Please don’t talk about them right now!”  She kissed him while she jacked him, and his cock started dripping.

Jake found that Romy ’s skirt was made of rectangular panels of cloth attached to a wide band around her waist.  His hand slid up her thigh until it touched her crotch.  The bunny girl moaned into his mouth and moved her legs apart to let him touch her.

“Rory, you’re drenched!”

Shy was getting close to hyperventilating when she said, “I want you so much, Jake!  I want this inside of me right now!  I wanted you since they threw you in the back of that cart!” She pulled away the flaps of the skirt and waited.

“This is crazy!  We’re in a closet!”

“Please, Jake, don’t make me beg, mmph!”

He pulled his fingers out of her pussy and flicked the girl's fluids onto the floor.  She let go of him and spread her legs to shoulder width.  He got close and  pressed his knob against her slit and rubbed it up and down.  Romy bit her lip and whined, waiting for him to enter her.  Looking at her face, he wondered how she behaved with other men, or with Corvus.  Would he just be another man in a long list of conquests for this cute bunny girl?

“Jake!  Now!”  Romy said, seething, and grabbed his buttocks and pulled him forward.  His cock penetrated and then curved up, exploring her vagina.  The bunny-girl yelped as his glans reached the end of her love canal.  A moment later, she moved his hands to her ample rear end and said, “Hold me up, please.”

Jake pressed his fingers into her soft cheeks and lifted her an inch off the ground.  Romy rolled her hips and brought her feet so her heels rested on his back.

“Fuck me, Jake, make me cum,”  she whispered into his ear.

He pulled his cock out two-thirds of the way and then started to fuck the girl, pushing her into the wall with each thrust.  Romy held onto him with her arms and legs while she kissed him on the mouth.  Jake's dong hammered her cunt with long slapping strokes.

The bunny girl hugged him tightly as she was railed, burying her face into his neck. 

“Mmph, I love the way your cock feels inside me, Jake.  I’m sorry that I left you for those jerks.  Sometimes I just act on impulse, and it gets me into trouble.  Gahh!  Right there!  Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

“Rory, I know the moment we’re done, you’ll be onto the next guy that comes along.  That’s who you are.  Don’t deny it.”

“Mmph, ghaa!  That’s not fair!”

“Admit it, you fuck everything that walks.  One man could never be enough for a girl like you.  I bet you do all kinds of dirty things.  I bet I’m not even in your top ten.  Why should I even bother trying?”

Rory’s pussy clamped down hard and quivered.  She hugged him even tighter and dug her fingernails into him.

“Coming!”  she yelped and rolled her pelvis back and forth in sync with his thrusts, attempting to get as much of his meat inside her.  She balled up her fists and hammered his shoulders while the rest of her body seized and her feet shook.  “Fuck!  So good!”

“I bet this is some kind of pity fuck, isn’t it.  You’re faking.”

“Stop it, Jake!  Fuck!  I’m not faking, gahhh!  You’re so mean to me!”

“I’m close, Romy .  Where do you want it?”

“Put me down!”

Jake pulled out of her and let her put her feet on the ground.  Getting on her knees, she rammed her mouth down hard on Jake’s cock and used both hands to grip the rest of his shaft.  Working his penis, he soon climaxed with a strong twitch.  When she felt the spasm, she let go and forced her face all the way down until her nose was buried in his pubic hair.  Jake grabbed her ears and held her in place.  His balls shook, and a bulge on the bottom side of his dick formed with each pulse of his ejaculation.

Romy hummed in a high pitch as her stomach filled with bursts of his spunk.  She cradled his balls as though they were precious to her.  She swallowed his last emission and milked the remains inside his shaft.  Using her fingers to wipe the corners of her mouth, she stood up and kissed Jake on the lips.  After stuffing his pecker in his pants again, he put his arms on her lower back, and she put her arms around his shoulders.

When they finished kissing, they pulled away and looked at each other in the candlelight.  Both had simple smiles for each other in that moment.

Romy cupped his cheek, “Don’t ever tell me that this can’t work, Jake.  Don’t shut me out because of who I am.  I know of plenty of rabbit kin in unconventional relationships that make it work.  Can we try?”

“I just don’t know yet.  I don’t think I’m ready for that.”

Romy shook her head and took his hand, “You silly boy.  You won’t be able to shake me off so easily. You’ll come around, I know it.  Look, I’ve got to go; they might be looking for me.  I’ll be seeing you, Jake.”  She kissed him on the cheek and left.

Jake licked his thumb and snuffed out the candle, saying, “If she expects me to be okay with her having Corvus and me at the same time, she’s got another thing coming.”


Chapter 18

After traveling to the village and staying the night, the probationary party started their reconnaissance mission early the next day.  They had just done a good hike south when the cat girl waved them over to something she saw on the logging trail.  Agatha squatted by a set of footprints that looked like bare human feet but with odd differences.  One, there were only four toes; secondly, they were far more wedge-shaped, and finally, they were smaller than the average man’s feet.

“Jake, look at these prints and try to remember them,” she said over her shoulder. “This is a set from a mature goblin.  There are his friend’s prints.  They usually travel in pairs.”

He nodded and smiled, “I’m so glad you minored in monster studies.  I’m learning so much.”

The cat kin stood and smiled, “Thank you, Jake, but it really is a gap in our team.  Usually, a party will have a tracker, so we’ll all have to share the responsibility. That’s why I’m teaching you all.”

Lia yawned, “Why care about their feet when you can smell them from so far away?  They’re pushovers anyway; why are you even scared?”

Agatha put her hands on her hips and frowned, “For A-rank heroes, I agree.  But you’re the only one here.”  She glanced at Jake before continuing, “Goblins are smart enough to put their settlements downwind of human settlements if possible.  They hunt in the twilight.  They only strike when our guard is down.  Why do you think the settlers in the village are so tough-looking?”

“I don’t know, did they eat their vegetables?” Lia said while looking at her fingernails and extending them to sharp points when Tully and Sol weren’t looking.

“Yes, but more importantly, the villagers who were soft were carried off over the generations,” she sighed. “Did you know more demihumans die from goblin attacks than any other monster?”

“Damn,” Jake muttered.

“They just reproduce like mad with any other humanoid species, and you have to evacuate the area or clear them out,” she said, and pointed toward the foothills south of them, covered in thick forest. “The tracks go that way.  We should follow the game trail until we find more evidence.  The goblins are lazy and will use cleared paths as far as they can go before going off the trail to their den.”

The group nodded and followed Lia, who was publicly the strongest member.  Jake followed behind Agatha, leaving Sol and Tully to bring up the rear.  They had left their mules in the village in case they had to bushwack through the underbrush.  The spring-summer day was on the knife-edge of being warm.  Rays of sunlight found the ground through a stampede of fluffy white clouds.

After some time, the path snaked through rougher terrain and denser forest. Jake felt a tug on his sleeve.  Looking to his side, he saw Sol’s dewy brown eyes blinking at him.

“What’s up, Sol?”

She looked back at Tully, who had fallen back a little, and then said, “I just wanted to say I was very impressed by how you treated Agatha and Lia last night in the barn.”  She smiled broadly, “Do you take care of them that well every night?”

Jake closed his eyes and smiled nervously, saying, “I’m so sorry to have kept you two up.  Well, you see, Lia is a very demanding lady.  If I don’t make sure she’s happy, the agreement is that she'll leave.  As for Agatha, I just think she’s really sweet and pretty.”

“Tully and I are lovers as well, though I don’t make quite as much noise as Lia.”

“Look, I’m sorry about not being more courteous.  I’ll try to make sure we keep quiet.”

She slapped his arm and rolled her eyes, “Stop apologizing for that!  I wanted to say that if this mission goes well, it stands to reason that we will be a team for quite some time.  With that, we’ll all grow closer.  We’ll be depending on each other in battle.  We may have to trust each other with our lives.  With that, there’s a possibility that connections can form.  What do you think?”  she said and batted her eyelashes at him while they walked.

Jake raised his eyebrows, “Is this just your opinion, or Tully’s as well?”  He looked back at the coyoteman, who was sweating and falling further behind.  Seeing Jake look at him, he waved and smiled.

“I haven’t discussed these things with him, but I can usually persuade him of anything.  I got him to become an adventurer with me, after all.  Well?  How close do you think a human and a tauran could get in an adventuring party?  I know humans prefer other demihumans over taurans.  We’re about as far away from elves as you could get.”  She pushed up her bosom to let it drop and wobble.

“Is that so? You look just as beautiful as any other demihuman.  With any group, I think boundaries are important for long-term success. It’s not like you’re unattractive, but wouldn’t Tully get pissed off?  I don’t want him to zap me with a lightning bolt because he found you and me together.”

“Phew, it’s good to know you think I’m good-looking,” she said while slapping him on his lower back.  “You know, I’ve noticed Tully looking at Lia a lot.  He also glances at Agatha from time to time.”

“So?  They’re pretty girls.  I don’t blame him.”

Sol frowned and pointed at him, “You’re telling me you’re not jealous at all?”

He grimaced and shrugged, “Sure, it's hard to stomach, but I can’t worry all the time about things like this.  But, I don’t think it’s a good idea for Tully to entertain the idea of going for Lia.”

“Oh, why is that?” 

He shook his head, “Let’s just say I don’t think he can handle her.  He might get hurt.  Trust me on this one.”

Sol arched an eyebrow, “If you say so.”

Agatha waved at the group, “Hey, everyone, get a load of this!”

The rest of the party gathered around Agatha, who pointed to the side of the trail and said, “Do you see the broken branches?  And here, look.”  She bent down to pick up a bit of torn cloth from the underbrush and handed it to Jake.

“There’s a leaf embroidered on it,” he said while he examined it. “This is probably from one of the kidnapped villagers.”

Lia looked into the forest and sniffed, “Yeah, I can smell them now.”

Tully pointed at Lia and asked, “How can you smell it?  Don’t humans have the worst sense of smell?”

Agatha jumped in, “You can’t smell it?  It’s super strong.”  She pinched her nose and glared at the succubus.  “Shall we look for more signs this way?  Once we have a rough location, we should return to the village.”

Jake stood behind Lia as she cleaved through the vines and foliage once they got off the path.  The succubus’s new gear for her human form was light metal armor that left her long, supple legs uncovered from the hem of her mail skirt to the beginning of her leather boots.

“I’m really sorry I’m letting you do all the bushwacking today, Lia,” he said to her.

She giggled, “Don’t worry, master. Just know that you’ll be giving me back all the energy I’m expending to get us there.  It’s going to be a long night.”

“Crap, why don’t I take the lead for a while?” Jake said while putting a hand on Lia’s shoulder.  She jolted from the touch and nodded, letting him pass.

She pinched his butt and whispered in his ear, “I shouldn’t have told you.  I always like working up an appetite.”

It wasn’t long before Jake could smell a hint of smoke while they marched.  He looked up the slope and pointed, whispering, “Right up there, do you see that rocky outcrop?  There’s an opening just below it with smoke coming out.”

Tully got beside him and said, “Do you see any movement?  It would be nice to have confirmation that this is a goblin camp.”

“Shit!  Get down!”  Jake dropped and pulled Tully down with him; the girls followed suit.

The coyote kin whispered, “What is it?”

Jake lifted up two fingers and then had the fingers walk on the palm of his other hand, finally pointing in the direction of two goblins barging through the forest and passing them by.

When Tully saw, he patted Jake on the back and whispered, “You just saved us.”

Jake rolled to sit and face the group.  He asked, “Right, so I think it's safe to say we found the goblin nest.”

Agatha pulled out a notebook, “I was taking bearings and step counts as we were going.  I should have enough for the guild.  Alright, let’s get going before they spot us.”

“Ahhhh!” A scream rang out in the woods just behind them. 

The party alerted, but Jake held out his hands to everyone, telling them to be quiet.  After some time, the party heard the hacking of axes and then more rustling on the forest floor.  The two goblins from before cackled as they passed by again towards the cave.

Jake pulled back the branches to see why they were so happy.  The pair of goblins was carrying a pole between them on their shoulders.  Tied to the pole was an unconscious raven-haired elf in a skin-tight leotard.  Her mouth was gagged.

He cursed under his breath and turned around again.  He said, “I think the plan to go back to the village just got scrapped.”


Chapter 19

Tully crawled up to Jake and grabbed him by the collar and said, “What the hell do you mean the plan is scrapped?  We just found the goblin nest.  That was our mission!”

Sol looked up towards the cave and back at Jake, “Yeah, we’re just an E-rank party right now.  They recommend D or higher to handle any sort of monster stronghold.  Going in would be a risk.”

Jake raised his hands and shook his head, “I know this sounds crazy, but that elf is pretty important.  She was working for a princess.  Agatha, don’t you remember?”

“I couldn’t get a good look, Jake, they were carrying that elf through the forest; it could have been anyone,” the cat girl said with a shrug.

“By the time we go back to the guild, and they send a search and destroy party, it will be too late!”  Jake responded. “Does it matter who she is?”

Lia put her back against the tree and yawned, “I’m getting hungry and tired.  That cave probably has half a dozen captives.  What does it matter that there’s another one?”

“Don’t you see?  If anyone finds out that we were here and did nothing, we’re in deep shit!  The guild knows we’re here.  The elves will know sooner or later.  Do you think they will not punish us as an example?  Not to mention, it’s what heroes ought to do!”

The group said nothing; the only sound was a few crows fighting in the forest canopy.

Sol punched the ground and said, “Damn it, Jake!  If you get us into hot water, I’ll have your hide.  It’s a risk, but if we do nothing, I won’t be able to live with myself.”

Tully frowned and pointed at Sol, “Why are you siding with him?  We could get hurt!”

“Tully, that’s part of the job.  You know, saving people?” Sol responded with a sweet smile. “Let’s have a compromise.  Let’s go in, and if we see any evidence that we can’t handle this group, we’ll retreat back to the village.”

“Sol, I just think this is...”

“Tully!  I don’t want our first mission to be about us running away while people are being hurt!”  The tauran said, smashing her mace into her hand.

The coyote kin looked at Jake with narrowed eyes and said, “Fine!  Just don’t bellyache when one of us falls into a pit trap filled with sharpened sticks!”

“Thank you,” Jake said.

“You owe Tully and me, though,” Sol said. 

“Fine, fine, let’s go.  Agatha said goblins hunt in twilight, so we should probably attack them now while the sun is high,” Jake said while getting up.

“Just wait a minute, Jake!” Agatha said. “You just don’t go waltzing into the front door!  We need a plan. Now, from what I can remember, goblin hideouts always have a main exit and at least one secret one.  The main entrance is essentially a trap.  If we can draw out the goblins with a distraction at the front, then the party can go through the secret entrance and find the captives.”

Lia raised her hand, “I can be the bait!”

Jake frowned and said, “You need to be protecting the main group.  It’s my idea, so I should be the one risking his neck.  I promise to run if things get dangerous.”

Agatha and Lia both looked at him with a raised eyebrow while Sol clasped her hands together and looked with worried eyes at him.

“That’s brave of you, Jake,” Sol said. “Are you sure you want to be there alone?”

“Yes, I’ll be fine.”

Tully shook his head, “What if he runs?”

Agatha got up and smoothed her magic robes, “That’s the point, Tully.  Once the goblins see him, they’ll all follow him to make sure the nest’s location is kept safe.”

“Oh,” the coyote man said while scratching his head, “right.”

...

Jake crawled up to the cave entrance as close as he could without being seen.  In his hand, he held a small glass marble that Agatha had given him.  While he could smell the goblins when Lia pointed it out at the logging trail, the scent was nauseating so close to the cave.  So far, he had seen a couple of short green men with pointed ears and bulbous noses come to the entrance and toss bones that had been picked clean of flesh. 

The creatures' weapons were primitive, obsidian-tipped spears mostly, though he saw at least one bowman among them.  Their clothing was simply a leather loincloth, though it barely covered the monsters’ genitals, which seemed oversized for their short stature.

He was wondering whether he should go back when the glass marble started moving, as if it were being tapped.  That was the signal Agatha said would be if they had found a secret entrance.  Jake waited agonizing seconds for the second signal to come that would indicate they had entered the nest.

Tap, tap, tap.

He shut his eyes tight and said, “Zuhrah, I hope this is what you want.  Keep an eye on me, alright?”

Standing up, he readied his shield and axe and called out, “Hey, you green bastards!  Come out and fight!”

The two goblins startled and then looked at him.  Their horizontal irises scanned the area around him, then they started to giggle.  One looked deeper in the cave and called out an order.  The two approached, smiling maniacally, their spears pointed at him.

Five more goblins came out to greet him.  Two had bows, and they launched a volley at him that he deflected with his shield.  Jake started to jog to the entrance.  The archers shot again, and this time the arrows buried their heads in Jake's shield.  Jake's jog became a sprint, and a moment later, he met the first goblin and brought his axe down on its bald head.

Jake’s eyes opened wide when he realized he didn’t pull back his attack.  The axe didn’t shatter, but the goblin’s skull did.  His perception was good enough that it seemed to be happening in slow motion.  Once the axe had shattered the skull, bone fragments were sent in all directions.  His companion was hit in the neck and sprayed purple blood like a fountain.

The surrounding goblins froze.  To them, they saw Jake seem to instantly jump towards their captain, who then promptly exploded, and his friend dropped to the ground clutching his neck, failing to staunch the gouts of blood erupting from it.

Jake heard their war cries rise in pitch and saw them turn to run.  Cursing himself for not holding his power back, he ran more slowly to the remaining enemies and brought down gentler blows on the back of their heads.  All was quiet.

“No!  That’s bad, that’s very bad.  I needed to cause a distraction, not defeat them.  Shit!”

He advanced into the darkness, letting his eyes adjust.  The goblin hideout was a maze of twisted tunnels, stinking of waste and rotten meat. He started to bang his axe against his shield, calling out, “Here, goblins!  Come on out here!  I’m a poor, defenceless human waiting to be eaten!  Here, gobo gobo goblins!” 

This had the desired effect.  Deep within the cave, he heard the banging of pots and pans and the shout of a frantic monster.  The sound of chatter seemed to come from every direction in the cave.  Jake’s hair on his forearms stood on end as he ran further into the caves.

As he ran, his foot snagged on a tripwire, and a sharpened stake covered in slime hit him in the stomach, gouging a hole in his padded armor, but the trap didn’t slow him.  He took note and started to jump over any piles of duff or waste to avoid pit traps that Agatha had warned him about.

He was wondering where the goblins were.  They seemed to be talking to each other in the tunnels, knowing he didn’t understand, and formulating some sort of plan to deal with this intruder. 

He heard one yell, “KAH TEH!”  and a group of five goblins jumped on him as he turned a corner.  Flint blades sliced through his armor but were stopped by his skin.  One goblin stabbed at his face, which resulted in his stubble getting shaved off in a couple of patches.

The adventurer chopped at the attackers who were grabbing his legs, dispatching them easily.  He grabbed the head of a goblin attempting to bite his ear off and squeezed until it cracked open.  The goblin on his back, stabbing wildly, had to be rammed into the cave wall by running backwards.   After picking up his axe, he stamped on the enemy that still breathed and moved on.

“I need to buy a dagger. The axe doesn’t work when they’re on me.”

The tunnel he was in opened to a large chamber.  The space had a hole in the roof, letting in a shaft of pale gray light.  It shone on a smouldering cook fire in the center of the floor.

In the darkness, he saw what looked like a goblin, but it was the size of a tall man.  It was still green and ugly, but the body was heavily built and bore some dented armor on its shoulders and forearms.  It had just shut a gate to a side chamber and turned to him.  The monster’s yellow eyes glowed in the darkness.

In a high-pitched, raspy voice, struggling to get the words out, it said, “Man die, slow.  I eat man, arm, arm, leg, leg.  Much pain.”

“I don’t think so.  You’re in for a real surprise, pal.”

The boss picked up a long sword from the ground and pointed it at Jake.  The blade was chipped and slightly bent.  Jake raised his shield and charged.  The big goblin screamed and ran with the tip of his sword out in front of him.  Just as they were about to clash, the monster ducked low and swung at Jake’s knees. 

The man used his heater shield to push the blade away.  Rather than falling to the ground, the monster dropped the sword and lunged at the opening provided by the blocking shield.  Grimy fingers dug into Jake’s neck, and a set of sharp teeth came down on his nose.  He could feel the creature bite down as hard as it could while trying to wring his neck.  Saliva flecked his face as the jaw struggled to rip the nose off his face.  The goblin boss was laughing through his attack.

Jake waited a moment to clear his mind, then felt intense embarrassment.  This monster must have used this trick before with other heroes, and he cursed himself for falling for it.  He felt the goblin's legs were spread wider than his as it continued to choke him.  Jake brought his knee up for a groin strike and didn’t bother with softening the blow.  There was a loud snapping sound, and the monster fell to the ground with his arms flailing.  His pelvis looked bent, and his legs were sticking out at odd angles.  It stared in Jake’s eyes with unfettered rage and screamed as Jake struck him in the neck with the axe, making him go silent.

He did his best to wipe the stinking saliva off his face and looked for the side chamber.  He ran over to it, ripped the wooden gate off the hinges, and threw it to the side.  Inside, he could hear muffled cries.

“Hello, is anyone there?”  He said as he moved forward and turned a corner.   Once he said the words, the cries became frantic.  There he saw seven women in various states of undress, bound and gagged, propped up against the wall.  On the ground was the elf noble who had frisked him in Wittford, looking up at him with her mouth gagged.  The captured demihumans didn’t seem to be able to see in the dark.

“Have no fear, Tully the wizard is here!”  A voice called from behind him, and a light appeared.  The woman winced and then stared behind Jake.  Tully was holding his magic staff high with the rest of the group behind him.  Surprised, he said, “Oh, Jake!  I thought you were supposed to be the distraction.  Why are you here?”


Chapter 20

Lady Constance looked at Jake walking with his mule and tilted her head as they rode towards Wittford.  The captives had been released back to the village with great fanfare, but the noble elf had kept a low profile.  She politely asked to tag along to Wittford.

The black-haired elf noticed that Jake kept looking at the cat girl Agatha.  That magic user seemed to be talking a lot with the coyote man named Tully.   The elf surmised that Tully was some sort of womanizer because he had been flirting with both the cow girl and the cat girl.  The only person the coyote kin had not been successful in chatting with was Lia, the lady fighter.  Constance had seen Lia go off with Jake at least once a day during their rests.  When they were away, Agatha was the one who seemed to be glancing into the forest, looking for him.

Constance and Jake led the group down the dusty road to Wittford.  A cool, dry wind was at their backs.

“Mules are strong animals, Jake,” Constance said. “You don’t need to walk with him half as much as you do.”

“No worries, my lady,” Jake responded. “I don’t really get tired much, and Buddy is a nice mule.  I can almost tell he appreciates it.  So, Lady Constance, what will you be doing once we get back to Wittford?”

Constance looked to the side, through the trees, for a moment before saying, “I will be reporting on you and your behavior as a new adventurer to the princess once I find her.  I will be leaving out the part where I was captured, and you rescued me.  The princess can never know my shame of being captured by those vile goblins.”

Guy looked back at her, “Why am I so important to the princess?” 

“She has a hunch that you may be responsible for the destruction of the sealing stone outside the town.  We were trying to find out if you were powerful.”

“And what did you discover?”  Guy asked with hesitation.

“For an E-rank adventurer, you are exceptional.  I did not see your combat with the goblin chief, but the fact that you dispatched him is proof enough that you have great potential.  Why you risked yourself being the bait for the mission is curious.”

“It was my idea to save you, so it only made sense for me to take on the risk.”

“Why did you save me?” the elf asked.

“It’s what heroes do, right?  I want to be a hero,”  Guy said with a shrug of his shoulders.  “Aren’t I supposed to save the damsel in distress?”

“I am no damsel, Jake.  I am a trained warrior.  I’ve slain more goblins than you’ve had hot meals.”

“Then you let yourself be captured?  As a test for me?”  Guy said. “That actually sounds like a pretty clever way to test me.”

“No, the shame would have been too great.  They did get the jump on me because I was watching you,”  Constance said with some edge to her voice.  “You’re the reason why I’m disgraced.”

“I’m sorry.  It sounds like you elves should just leave me alone,” Jake said, looking down the road.  “Just let me do my thing.”

“Ah, Jake, how very human of you.  It’s the job of the elves to maintain peace and prosperity.  The fair folk must watch over and guide men and demihumans, or there would be chaos.  The world is a garden, and the elves are the caretakers.”

“Sounds pretty self-serving.  You get to call tyranny charity.”

Constance said, “Hmph!  I’d cut you down if you hadn’t saved me.”

Jake raised his hands in surrender, “No offense meant, my lady.  To be honest, I want to be friends.”

The elf turned her nose up, “That’s better, human.  You'd better watch your tongue, or I’ll have to amend my report to say you’re a possible insurrectionist.  I agree with you, I’d much rather we be friends.  The princess has an odd interest in you, and the better we treat each other, the better off we’ll be.  I don’t think you broke the stone, but I do think we’ll be seeing more of you.”

Jake smirked as they continued on in silence.

…

Lia and Jake got up and embraced after the succubus’s evening meal.   From days of intimate contact, the bond between the two had grown beyond the monster and her prey,

“I don’t get it, but you get prettier by the day,” Jake said, kissing her.

“I think it’s the healthier diet, you being so fit.  I feel better, too, master.  I’m so glad you found me.”  She nuzzled his nose before pulling him towards the camp. “We’ll be in Wittford early tomorrow morning, and will have to figure out our next steps.”

“More of the same, I suppose.  I wonder what they will say when they find out we cleared out a goblin nest, even if it was a small one.”

Lia smirked and said, “They’ll tell you off.  So many parties have been lost to overeager captains getting them in over their heads.”  She held her hands behind her back and bent over, saying, “I may have contributed to the collapse of a few myself.    Ah, I remember after getting a whole party, I didn’t need to eat for a whole week.”

“Lia, those are real people you killed, don’t act like you stole a cookie.”

“You should feel good, Jake. Every day I’m with you means you save some poor horny wretch from certain doom.”

When they got closer to the camp, Jake could hear the crunching of leaves.  Walking towards the sound, he saw them.  Tully and Agatha were holding each other.

He was about to interrupt them when Lia grabbed him by the shoulder and whispered, “What do you think you’re doing?”

“But…”

“Agatha told me herself that she wasn’t exclusive with you.  Don’t you dare stop them,” she said while her fingernails lengthened, poking him in the wrist.

Jake moved behind a tree and looked, able to see with his super-abled eyesight in the night.  The succubus stood behind him and put her hand on his abdomen.

Tully lifted Agatha’s chin and kissed her.  The cat girl didn’t shy away; instead, she accepted his advance, opening her mouth.  The couple continued, mouths open, until Agatha pulled away, panting.

Tully smirked and said, “That was nice.”

Agatha tilted her head, “You’re not so bad yourself.”

“So what changed your mind about this?  You were pretty cold at first.” The coyote man gripped the girl’s ass and squeezed.

Agatha looked behind her and then back at Tully, “I overheard what you were doing with all those rescued women.  You really did Jake dirty.  It was he who rescued them, not you.”

“A hero always self-promotes.  The girls seemed to enjoy it mightily.”

“And that’s why I’m here.”

“What about Jake?”

“Jake’s playing with Lia.  He’ll be fine,” the catkin girl said as she unlaced his britches. 

“I’ll want a taste of her as well, Agatha.  Put in a good word for me.”

“No way, Tully.  She’s too much for you to handle.  Is Sol and I not enough for you?”

“I’m sorry, but I can’t get enough of a good thing.  Turn around.  We don’t have much time before Sol’s watch begins.”

Agatha did so, and Jake said, “Pull down your pants, I want to see that fine ass of yours.”

She sighed before pulling down her wool trousers, stepping out of one, and spreading her legs.  Agatha braced herself against an oak tree. Her tail swished back and forth when his hands gripped her waist.

Jake’s dick strained against his pants.  His succubus worked deftly to free his member and started stroking it.  She whispered to him, “You’re so hard for this.  Do you like sharing your women?”

“I can’t help it,” he said with a grimace.  “Agatha is pretty.”

“Then give in.  I’ll take care of you whenever you need it, and she’ll come back to you.  I’m sure of it.”  Her hand was jacking him, quickly getting his glans to ooze precum.

While Jake and Lia watched, the coyote man positioned his cock between the cat girl's thighs and pushed forward.  Agatha let out a gasp from being taken so roughly.  Tully wasted no time and continued to ram his cock into Agatha’s pussy, only caring about his pleasure.

“Fuck!  Ahh!”  Agatha groaned.

“Mmm, your pussy is tight!  I love it!”  Tully said with a dark voice.  “I may have to keep you for myself.”

“Mmmph!  Dummy!”  she whimpered as his long prick slid deeply into her snatch.

Lia walked around Jake.  She was in her full demonic form, complete with wings, tail, and horns.  Getting to her knees, she opened wide and brought her mouth all the way down Jake’s shaft until her lips rested on the base, with her chin pushing into his scrotum.  Pulling away until only his cock’s tip touched her lips, she grabbed him by the wrists and put his hands on her horns.  Jake got the hint and started to push his cock down her throat.  Lia started to glow faintly from absorbing his lust and shame.

“Fucking cat,  I’ll fuck you till you scream,”  Tully said with a growl.

In the quiet of the forest, the only sounds Jake could hear were the wet sounds of Agatha’s pussy and Lia’s mouth.  Jake watched as Tully reamed out his girlfriend.  The coyote man used quick thrusts and grinned while Agatha’s body responded.

The cat girl started to arch her back and moan into her own hand, stifling the sound.  Tully started to grunt as his thighs impacted her rump. 

Agatha wobbled, steadying herself with both hands against the tree.  Her mouth, uncovered, she shouted out, “Fuck! Yes! Deeper!”

“Ahh!”  The demihuman doubled over and began twitching as he held onto her backside. “Take my seed, Agatha!”

“There’s so much, Tully,”  Agatha said groggily.  Then, a few moments later, they stopped, gasping in the moonlight.

Tully pulled away, and Jake could see the demihuman’s spunk ooze out of Agatha’s slit and drip onto the duff below.  “I have to get back. We should talk later and see when we can meet again.  You’re very lovely.”

Agatha pulled up her pants and turned to Tully, saying, “Yeah, sure.”

“I have to get to Sol before she wakes.  Good night.”  Tully walked through the underbrush.

Jake was still getting his dick sucked.  He then looked down to see Lia’s face as his cock erupted a gout of semen down her throat. The demoness glowed even brighter as he lost himself in the pleasure and humiliation of the moment.  His head rolled back as he sensed Lia swallow every spurt he shot.  She milked the remnant from his shaft, while her horns were absorbed into her head, and the color returned to her hair and skin.

Lia wiped her face and smiled,  saying, “My, my, Jake.  I never knew you were into that sort of thing.  Come on, let’s get back to camp before Agatha does.”


Chapter 21

Tully stood with his drink held high and said,  “To Sol’s Slayers!  The best new adventuring party.”

Jake downed his ale in one gulp at The Spilt Flaggon, keeping an eye on Agatha and Tully.  After their midnight tryst, he couldn’t help but see the emotional connection they were forming.  Hands lingered where they didn’t before, and their gaze seemed to convey more emotions to each other.  Sol, for her part, seemed oblivious and happy as ever.

He didn’t mind that Sol was the face of the group and didn’t protest the group’s new name.  She was charismatic and friendly, and she had gradually taken over the party's logistics and planning.

Sol got up and said to the party at the table, “I want to give a special thanks to Jake.  Without him taking the initiative, our party never would have leveled up to D rank.   Thank you!”

Jake saw Tully’s eyes narrow for a moment, and Agatha tense up, glaring at Sol.  He wondered if Agatha was jealous of the tauran, but it seemed hypocritical when she had just had sex with Tully the previous night.

Jake nodded and said, “I promise to be less demanding in the future.  It was wrong to put the party at risk.”

Agatha pointed a finger at him and said, “Thank you for recognizing that.  We’re all together now.”

Tully sat down with Sol and added, “Well, I think the occasional act of foolish bravery keeps things exciting.  Thanks, Jake, that goblin chief looked pretty nasty.  How did you get him?”

“Lucky hit, I guess,”  he said with a shrug.

“False modesty, I like it.  So what’s next, Captain Sol?”  Tully said.

“Well, we got a bonus payment for clearing the goblin camp.  We don’t need to worry about money for a little while.  There was a short escort mission to bring a noble to Eddleton.  They’re returning home after a tour with the Knights of Faekonnyen.”

Lia scoffed, “But this is a backwater!  It must have been a boring tour of duty.”

Sol shrugged, “Some nobles are better protected than others.  Rather than being on the border with Xiwolia, this one still gets to say they did their service and return to their demesne after two years.”

Tully laughed, “Lucky enough to be born an elf, and a well-connected elf at that.”

Jake said, “So long as their gold still shines like anyone else’s, what does it matter?”

Agatha put a hand on his with a warm smile, “You have a point there, Jake.” 

Jake stiffened but nodded and smiled, “Thanks, Agatha.”  How could she act so kind when she went behind his back just the night before?

“Alright, it’s decided.  Now, who wants to see me drink until I pass out!?”  Tully yelled as he pointed to the nearest serving wench, “You!  Bring me beer until I’m under the table!”

…

“Tully is amazing!  I can’t believe he put down so much!”  Agatha said as she climbed the stairs to Jake’s room at the inn.

“I’m glad I don’t have to clean him up, though.  Sol’s got her work cut out for him tonight,” Jake responded. 

Lia poked him from behind and then winked when he looked back, saying, “I’ll see you later.”  She turned to head to Jake’s room.  While she was in human form, a black spade tail flicked at him goodnight.

When Jake got into Agatha’s room and closed the door behind him, the catgirl set her candle down and started undressing.  Looking at him, “Come on, Jake.  Why aren’t you getting undressed?”

“Why are you so eager?”  Jake asked as he unbuttoned his shirt.

“I’m eager because we hardly do anything when we’re out on a mission,” she said as she pulled off her bra and panties.  “On our way home, you didn’t even look at me.”

Jake finished undressing himself and approached Agatha.  He looked in her eyes and put his hands on her arms.  These were the eyes that were rolled into the back of her head while another man was fucking her from behind.  He wondered what made cheating so easy in this new world.  Was it being an adventurer, the culture, or was he himself just unlucky in love?

“If I looked at you, it would have been hard to resist,” Jake said as he pushed back her hair behind her ear.

“Why resist at all?  You have plenty of time for your demon,”  she said with eyes that glistened in the flickering candlelight.

“We both know why I have to make time for her,”  Jake replied.  “I also wanted to give you space.”

“Space?”  Agatha frowned.  “Space for what?”

“It looks like you and Tully have taken your flirting to the next level,” he said, cupping her cheek.  “I didn’t want to get in the way of that.  You seemed to enjoy it.”

“You watched us!?”  Agatha said, blushing.

Jake moved her to the wall and started kissing her.  His cock engorged as his hands traced her skin.  “Yes, I did.  I watched as you moaned with that scrub inside you.  To be honest, it sounded like you enjoyed him more.”

Agatha winced, “I was so lonely, Jake.  Tully started talking to me when you left the campsite, and I was feeling lonely.”

“Was he worth it?  I saw you come.  I heard you cry out.  I saw how it leaked from you while he left you all alone.”

“I’m sorry, Jake.  I was never this horney before I met you.  Now I think I need you as much as Lia does.”

“But Tully does it for you in a pinch?”

Agatha’s ears flicked back, and she pouted, “You’re mean.”  Her hands reached out and started to stroke him.  “You know I want this one more.”

She was about to get on her knees when they heard a knock at the door.

Jake said, “Ignore it.”

The knocking happened again, this time louder.

Jake sighed and opened the door, keeping his rock-hard dong hidden.  His mouth dropped open when he saw Sol wearing a very revealing white bikini with black spots.  Without hesitating, he looked down the hall to see that no one was there and brought her in, pulling on her arm.

“What are you doing?!”  Jake said.

“Tully was sick in the room.  I cleaned him up, and he’s sleeping.  I hate it when he gets that drunk.  Lia said you were here.  I wanted to ask if I could sleep with you tonight since you have the big bed with Lia.  I don’t want to be with him tonight, he smells of sick.”  Her eyes turned to the cat girl and said, “Hello, Agatha.”

Agatha had covered her breasts and crotch, “Jake and I were having a moment, Sol.  You just can’t interrupt us.”

“The hell I can!  Tully fucked you while I was sleeping, so I think I have a fair claim to your man.”

Agatha’s ears turned back, and she hissed, “Is your boyfriend bad at keeping a low profile, or is he the worst cheater in the world!?”

As if Jake could sense the eyes of the goddess of love watching him, he said, “Ladies, I think we can come to an arrangement that will satisfy both of you.  I don’t have a problem satisfying both of you at the same time, and I’m sure I can last at least a few times with beautiful girls like yourselves.  Agatha, we can have some private time later on.  Same for you, Sol.  Let’s work together to make a memorable night.”

Sol and Agatha looked surprised, as if they wanted to fight but were denied the opportunity.

Sol pointed at Agatha, “She’s a homewrecker!”

“No, she’s not; she didn’t know you were exclusive with Tully.  Now, instead of being angry with her, be angry with him.  Let’s have some fun, but if possible, you two, I have a couple of requests.”

Agatha nodded while Sol folded her arms and said, “Well, what did you want?”

“Agatha, I want you to tell me every time Tully wants to plan something.  I want to know when and where.”

The cat girl tilted her head, “I can, but why?”

Sol smirked, “You naughty boy, you like to watch.”

Jake curled up a side of his mouth in a smirk and shrugged.  He then said to Sol, “Sol, you can visit me whenever I’m not busy, so to speak.  I just ask that you never ever tell Tully, and deny if he asks.”

Sol nodded, “So he thinks he’s winning, when in reality you’re fucking both of us.  When he’s cheating on me, I’ll be cheating right back.  He’ll be the only one who doesn’t know.  I’ll do it if Agatha agrees.”

Agatha balled her fists and stamped, “Fine!  Would you just get into bed!”

Jake sat on the bed and lay down.  Agatha jumped on top of him and began kissing him.  Between kisses, she said, “I’ve missed you so much.  I can’t stop thinking about you when you’re with Lia.”

Sol approached the bed and placed his hand on her bikini bottom.  A second later, Jake's fingers were sliding up and down her slit, searching for the tauran’s clitoris.

Agatha sat up and pushed his knob down so it could enter her.  She cooed, “I always feel so good with you.”

Sol swallowed and said, “He’s big, and thick too.”

Jake said, “Why don’t you sit on my face, woman?  I think it’s time for you and Agatha to become best of friends.  Please kiss and make up while you’re on me.”

Both girls blushed, but Sol didn’t hesitate to get onto the bed with Jake’s head between her legs.  She unlaced her bikini bottom and pulled it off.  Unable to see, Jake reached out and gripped Agatha’s hips, pulling her down. 

The catgirl gasped as her walls stretched to accommodate his girth, “Fuck!  So good!”

Sol slowly lowered her crotch onto Jake's face and bit her lip when she felt his tongue start to trace and probe her snatch, “If Jake’s so good, mmmph, why did you go with Tully?”

“Ahh,”  Agatha started to roll her pelvis, maximizing the penetration, but answered, “I get so jealous of him when he’s with Lia.  They do it every night, no matter what.  Tully saw me upset, and we started talking.  He’s very charming when, AHHH!, he wants to be.”

“Fucking bastard.  I always have to keep an eye on him!”

Sol and Agatha put their hands on Jake’s torso to brace themselves as he pleasured them.  The girls became dewy with sweat.  It wasn’t long before Sol leaned forward and kissed Agatha on the lips tentatively, making the catgirl flinch.

“I’m sorry, Agatha!  You just looked so cute when he’s inside you.”

“No!  It’s fine!  I’m just surprised!”  she said quickly.  Agatha then reached out to the tauran’s generous chest and asked, “May I?”

Sol bit her lip and pulled the bikini top out of the way, exposing her breasts.  Her nipples were dripping with milk.  The cat girl reached out and started tugging on Sol’s nipples, causing even more fluids to leak from her tits.

“Fuck!  Mmmph.  Please, milk them!  They’re swollen!”

Agatha cupped one breast and teased more milk from it.  Her mouth came down on the other one and started to suck greedily.

Jake felt the cowgirl press harder onto his mouth.  He, in turn, sought out her clitoris and started to suck on the engorged button.  Simultaneously, he squeezed Agatha’s ass and started to control the thrusting.

“Ah!  So good!  Keep going, Aggie!  Suck my tits dry!  It’s been so long!  Tully never does this!  Maaahhhh!”

Sol undulated from her clit and tits, getting stimulated, finding the right rhythm.  Jake found himself thrusting harder into his catgirl, which in turn, made her suck harder on Sol’s jugs.  The tauran woman froze in place as an orgasm took her.  Jake’s long licks and sucking caused her to shake and then pull away.

“Fuck! Fuck that was good!”  she said as she dismounted and took a place next to Agatha and Jake.  The tauran snuggled and petted him as he bucked into Agatha’s tight pussy.

“Agatha, who do you like better?  Tully or me?”

She knit her eyebrows together and tried to bend down, but Jake grabbed her chest and teased her nipples. 

“Well?”

Sol giggled and started nibbling his ear.  A continuous moan built up in Agatha as Jake’s fast pumping made her climb to the peak of pleasure.

“Gah! Fuck!  I’m coming!” Agatha called out and then went limp.  Jake caught her and maneuvered her to lie prone on the bed.  Grabbing his pillow, he stuffed it under her belly and then spread her legs.  The demihuman cat girl gripped the bedsheets and moaned loudly as he deliberately pushed his cock into her still pulsating pussy.  After one or two slow strokes, he returned to his fast hammering of her drooling snatch.

Sol was massaging herself and rubbing her twat while Jake fucked Agatha.  Her dark eyes stared at his meat rod as it pistoned into the cat girl’s pussy.

“Mmmmph, zah!”

“What? I can’t hear you.”  Jake gripped her ass and pumped furiously.  “Is this what you want?  Or do you want Tully?”

Agatha could no longer speak, only let out feeble whines behind loud moans.  Her pussy was fluttering around his dong, and he drove it home faster.  Grunting, he faltered, and his nuts erupted in a long, forceful first pulse into her slit, followed by deep injections of white spunk.

“Jake’s cum is inside me again!  Mmmmph!”  Agatha groaned before her abs crunched several times and her toes curled.

After his last pulse, he found he was still rock hard.  He sat up, rolled Agatha onto her back, and put the pillow under her head. 

“Come here, Sol.”  The cowgirl nodded and hopped over Agatha’s twitching body and stood next to Jake.

“I can’t believe how good you fucked her, Jake.”

“I think she likes Tully more; perhaps I should just let him take her.”

Agatha reached out feebly, “No!  I’m Jake’s.  I only used him when I couldn’t have you!” His seed continued to ooze out of her between her legs.

“Look at this, Agatha,”  Jake said and picked up Sol by gripping her buttocks and pinned her against the wall.  “Do you want me to fuck you, Sol?”

“Gods yes!” she said, her tail flicking around his leg.

He pushed his cock inside her, and she actually lowed like a cow.  Agatha whined in frustration as she saw her lover fuck someone else.  Her fingers moved to her cum covered snatch, and she started playing with herself.

Sol’s pussy wasn’t as tight as any of the women he had before in this new world,  but it still felt amazing.  The tauran’s tits started dripping with milk, and her face almost became red as he pulled her legs up so her calves rested on his upper arms.

“Jake, you’re almost as big as a tauran!  Fuck! Mmmmoo!”  she said, staring him in the eyes.  “This is what it will feel like when I take a mate and make a family!”

“So Tully’s not as big?”

“Shut up about that loser!  Fuck me!” she said in frustration.

Jake pounded Sol’s snatch while he leaned her against the wall.  Her body shook with each smack of his pelvis into her.  Her head came forward and eagerly kissed him.  The tauran’s kisses became more affectionate, as if she wasn’t fucking for revenge anymore and had succumbed to the pleasure.

“Jake, I can feel you hitting my deepest parts.  Keep going!  Fuck!”  Sol said as her ankles pressed into his arms.  She hammered weakly on the wall behind her. “I can feel it coming, Jake.  Go faster!”

Jake went all out with lightning-quick pumps.  Her hands reached up, and she cupped his face and kissed him one last time as her pussy clamped down on him.  A shot of electricity started at his feet and ended at his balls, and he began ejaculating again, this time in the tauran’s wet gash.  Gobs of spunk fell out of her as he tried to fill her up.  She draped her forearms on him and relaxed as she surrendered to waves of euphoric warmth.

Jake held her and caught his breath before laying her down in the bed. 

Agatha reached up and grabbed his wrist, saying, “You’re sleeping between us, Jake.  No weasling out of this now.  You made a mess of both of us; now we need some cuddling.”

Jake nodded and slid under the covers between both of them.  It wasn’t long before each of the girls had a hand on his shaft, stroking it and hoping for another round.

Back in his room, Tully slept soundly, dreaming of holding Agatha and Sol, exactly like Jake was doing a few doors down the hall.


Chapter 22

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Famous?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What was that, Aggie?”  Jake said.

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

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

…

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

“Um, can I help you?”  he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Jake smiled and nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

“What do you mean, this?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 23

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She looked to the side and nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you want me to stop?”

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

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

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

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

“This clear stuff, is it your seed?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you fine with that?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What do you want?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Maybe, mmhh, I don’t know.”

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

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

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

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

“That you would,” he whispered back.

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

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

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

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

“No, Orla.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I don’t know.  Why do you ask?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 24

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Guards!” he shouted and looked around.

“What’s going on!?” Orla said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Where are the others!?”

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

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

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

“Disarm them!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lady Constance flinched.

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes!  Please do!”

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 25

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lia snorted and said, “And bare assed.”

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

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

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

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

“Yes, I suppose.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

…

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

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

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

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

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

“Why are we spending more?”

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

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

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

“What’s so funny?”

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 26

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Romy folded her arms, “Lia.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You want me to share you with him?”

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

“Why would the ball be their big chance?”

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

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

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

“Damn.”

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

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

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

Lia elbowed Jake, “Well?!”

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

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

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


Chapter 27

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

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

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

“It’s just not fair,”  Agatha pouted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“With great pleasure, Lady Orla.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How is your courtship with Leon going?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 28

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

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

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

“So, Jake, how was your first ball?”

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

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

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

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

“So this is the human, Orla?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I think I’ll outrun you, Sir Leon.”

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

“And if I win?”

“I’ll let you have Orla.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck!  So big!” Sol whined.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 29

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

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

“My lady, how could you trust me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Loss of control, right?”

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

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

“Yes!”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, sir!”

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

“How old are you, slave?”

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

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

“I am 537 years old, master!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Master!  Your cock, it’s huge!”

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

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

“Why not be with a man then?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Master!”

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

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

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

“I don’t know anything!”

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

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

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

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

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

“Please, master, I’m begging you.”

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

“Nothing!  There’s no secret!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Jake!  What’s happening!?”

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

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

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

“Alright, I’ll try master…”

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

“Ahhh!” she yelled out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you want more, slave?”

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

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

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

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

She nodded quickly.

“Do you want your gag removed?”

Margot nodded again.

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

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

“Do you want to stop?”

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

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

Margot responded, “Yes!  I promise!”

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

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

“Is Margot just a slutty whore?”

“Yes!”

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

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

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

“I’m going to cum, Margot.”

“Inside!  Put your seed inside me!”

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 30

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What are the chances?”

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

“So what does being a stud mean?”

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

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

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

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

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

“So what if I am?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s cheating?”

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

Jake nodded.  Leon looked at Jake and sniffed.

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

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

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

…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 31

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

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

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

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

Then all hell broke loose.

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

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

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

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

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

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

He opened it up and looked.  It read:

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

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

“Murderer?” she said between sniffles.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Come on, no time to waste.”

…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Goddamn it!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Let go of me, you cur!”

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 32

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 partially 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 saved 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 33

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 Knights 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.”

Margot 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 weaselmen 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 weaselman 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 34

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 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 35

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 fast 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 36

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.  The blonde woman that he had sex with at the party was the last to come into the room.

“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, “We’re here to make a business proposal.  In exchange for helping us find Jake, we’ll offer our bodies to you while we are in the dungeon.”  The cowgirl bent forward, showing her cleavage to him.

“Heh, so that’s your game,” he said, smiling.  He scratched his stubble.

Sol said, “How about if Agatha and I give you a taste tonight?”  She got down on her knees and started to loosen his britches. 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.  The cat girl got on her knees next to Agatha.

“Both of you, come on,” he said, looking at the cat girl.

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 this is a great deal.”

Sol pulled away, and Agatha took over, sucking the captain’s cock.

“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. 

He pointed to the bed and said, “You should 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.

“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, “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. “Lia, I can’t wait to have you while we delve into the dungeons searching for your dear Jake.  So again, this was all your idea, you all do this freely right? I don’t want Jake to come after me, when it was clearly you all who proposed this.”

Sol writhed under Corvus’s rough dicking. “Agatha, Lia, 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.  Corvus made me come.”

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, biting her lip.


Chapter 37

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 38

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 39

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 weaselman 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 weaselman were filling Sol’s mouth, vagina, and asshole while she was on her hands and knees.  The weaselman 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!”  Lia 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.”


Chapter 40

Jake was sleeping fitfully on his back, his arm around Romy, the bunny girl, who was hugging it and had her back pressed against his side, her fluffy tail against his hip.  The two had spent the night releasing all their pent-up desires and frustrations, soaking the bed in the process.

Despite all this, his mind was still troubled by the images of his lovers being fucked by Corvus and The Snapping Jaws.  The looks of pleasure on the women’s faces and the greedy sneers of Corvus made Jake’s stomach twist in knots.

He started to wake as he felt his body being shifted and his legs spread.  Jake moved his hand over Romy’s skin to make sure it wasn’t her before opening his eyes.  In the moonlight shining through the window, he caught a glimpse of a familiar face. 

“Lia!”  he whispered.  “I thought I was clear.  We’re through!”

The succubus was in her human form and was slamming her mouth down on his dong and sucking as she pulled away.  When Jake grabbed her shoulder, she took his cock out of her mouth and started stroking him.

She looked at him with an expressionless face and said, “No, we’re not.” 

Jake grimaced, trying not to let her expert hand affect him.  “You fucking cheated on me with that asshole Corvus.  You need to fuck off right now!”  he hissed at her.

“I’m bound to you, Jake.  We have a contract,” she said as she straddled him and then sat on his rod in one motion.

“The fuck you are.  Lia, I release—”

Her hand shot to his mouth and covered it.  The succubus’s eyes flashed yellow, despite her being in her human form with soft skin and silky blonde hair. 

“Are you sure you want to do that, master?  I would go back to my old ways, and it would be all… your… fault,”  she said while her hips began to rock.  The succubus’s vaginal walls caressed and milked his cock in a sensual and adoring motion.

“If you did, I’d hunt you down,” he said a little softer.

“I don’t think you’d hurt a girl you love, master,”  she said, putting both her hands on his chest and slowly rode him.  “If you run from me, I’ll be the one hunting you down.  You’ll never get away from me.  I can sneak into any home; it's one of my powers.”

“If you’re not going to go away, then why did you fuck Corvus?!” he asked.

She grabbed his free hand and put it on her breast.  He found himself cupping it after she let go. Jake loved the succubus’s full, round breasts.

“Master, it doesn’t matter who I fuck.  A thousand men could fuck me and I would still only think of you.  You're still the one I love.”

“Lovers don’t cheat,” he said, pinching and tugging her nipple.

She furrowed her eyebrows as she rode him faster. “I cannot believe how you throw that in my face.  How many girls have you fucked?  How can you be true to them all?  Don’t you think that’s hypocritical?”

“Jake, is that Lia?”  Romy said as she stirred.  “I thought you broke up with her.”

“We’re not breaking up, Romy; we’re having makeup sex,”  the succubus said.

“We’re having breakup sex!”  Jake retorted.

“Well, whatever you’re doing, please give me some attention too,” the bunny girl said as she adjusted and grabbed his hand and placed it on her vulva.  Jake dipped his fingers in her pot, and Romy humped against his hand and clung to his arm.  Jake could feel that her insides were filled to the brim with his spunk.

“Jake, you need to know how you affect ladies,” Lia said as she leaned over him and let her tits sway while she continued to fuck him.  “Agatha and Sol have spent the entire afternoon and evening in their tavern rooms weeping.”

“Why is Sol upset? She has Tully.”

“After they left the dungeon, Sol explained everything and said it was over with him,” she said. “Jake, the women you connect with won’t be able to let you go.”

“If that’s true, why do they seem to stray?”

“You’ve made them hungry, Jake.  They now love cock.  They want yours, but if it’s not available, they’ll take anything.    It’s like your dick broke their inhibitions.  But I know one thing: they’ll always come back to you.”

“And how do you know that?”

“Because I’m a fucking succubus and I can’t get you out of my head.  I’ve never been like this before in all these years.  I love you so fucking much, Jake.”

“I love you too, Jake.  Finger my pussy harder!”  Romy said as she pulled on her nipples.  “I’m so glad I’m here with you!  Mmmph.”

“Would you fuck other men if I wasn’t around right now, Romy?”  Jake asked.

“Mmmh, fgah!”

“Tell me, please.”

“Oh, gods!  If I can’t have you, I’d try so hard to get laid!  I need someone to scratch that itch!”  the bunny girl whined as her pussy constricted around his fingers and started pushing out his loads she had been filled with all night.

Jake’s dick twitched inside Lia as he heard this.  “Would you leave me, Romy?”

“No!  Never!  I’m all yours!  Fuck!  Ahhh!” She seized and squirted liquid into his open hand.

“Mmmph, do you see what I mean?  You turn women into absolute sluts.”

“Romy doesn’t count; she’s a rabbitkin,” Jake said.

“No!  Jake, I’m much worse now.  I’d do anything you asked of me.  I want you to do dirty things with my body.  I can’t stop wanting it!”  Romy said.  Her pussy made sloppy wet sounds that filled the room.

“Master, you know I’m right,”  Lia said.  “Do you know what this means? “

“What?” he said as he started to buck, looking for his knob to kiss her cervix.

“You need to forgive Sol and Agatha, and then you need to seriously think about who you date going forward.  If you fuck elves or women, you can’t expect them to be a serious relationship.  You don’t have enough time to keep them faithful.  If you have sex with a woman, know that they’ll probably start fucking everyone.”

Jake got close to blowing his load, but Lia slowed and poked the middle of his chest.  “Are you going to be on your best behavior from now on?”

Jake laughed at the thought of a succubus telling him to be good.  “The elves made me into a stud.  I have to fuck them if they ask.  And I have a thing for the princess and Orla too.”

Lia gently tweaked his nipples. “You can fuck women, just don’t complain when they wander!  Do you understand, master?”

“I understand, mmmph,”  he tried to fuck upwards, but Lia was adept at stopping his orgasm while still keeping him hard.

“And will you make up with Sol and Agatha?”

“If they apologize to me,”  he said.

“But you made them this way, you dummy!”  she hissed.  Her wings unfurled, and a tail swished behind her.

“Fine, I’ll make up with them!  I’m sorry for being a jerk, Lia.  If you always come back when I ask, and don’t kill anyone when you feed, I’ll make up with you too.”

“Fuck yes!”  Lia said as she arched her back and bounced hard, milking his girthy johnson.  She squealed and balled her fists.  Her leathery wings fluttered as the succubus glowed blue with an orgasm that consumed Jake’s unending supply of energy.

The pressure was immense, and Jake felt the semen rocket through his urethra into the demon’s tight pussy.  As he ejaculated, Romy rolled over and began making out with him.  The feeling of kissing a woman while spewing his load in another made his head swim.  He caressed Romy’s dripping snatch while Lia’s vaginal walls pulsed around him.

When she had finished absorbing his essence, Lia fell over and into his left arm while Romy wiped down her mess and tucked herself into his right arm. 

The succubus raised her head and called to the door,  “Sol, Aggie, we made up; you can come in now.”

The door burst open, and the tauran and catkin came in, closed the door, and started tearing off their clothes. 

“You were here the whole time outside the door?”

“Yes,” Sol said.  “I’m sorry for doing what I did, Jake. I just couldn’t be without you.  I dumped that loser Tully.”

“Hmm?  And you’d fuck him again if I wasn’t around?”

“I’m sorry, but yes.  I’m such a slut now,”  she hopped into the bed and started cleaning his dick.  Slurping up every drip of cum and vaginal fluids that Lia had left on it.  It wasn’t long before he started to get it up again.

Agatha’s ears were pointed as far back as they could go as she crawled up around the top of the bed and straddled his face, “Are you sorry for making us this way, Jake?”

“I’m sorry,” he said, looking up at her lithe frame.  He wanted to touch her, but his hands were held tightly by the succubus and rabbit kin.

“Then lick my cheating pussy, Jake,”  she said as she lowered herself onto his face.  Bracing herself against the wall, the cat girl ground her pussy down on his lips.  Jake found her clitoris and started to suck on it.

“I’m so sorry, Jake!  I want to be good!  I want to be your girl.  I just can’t help myself when you’re gone!  Fuck!” she mewled.

Grant couldn’t hear much with Agatha’s thighs clamping down on his ears.  He was sure Sol was similarly contrite when she guided his cock into her moist snatch and started to ride him with her thick cowgirl hips.


Chapter 41

Jake stepped out of the changing room and gave the salesperson a thumbs-up.

“Sir, are you quite sure you want that many pairs?”  the clerk asked in a posh accent.

“Yes, absolutely!” Jake said as he pushed a pile of underwear into the man’s hands.  He didn’t want to tell them that this was the only type of clothing he really needed anymore, now that he had the magic bracelet of disguises.  Even though the magic covered every bit of him and also kept his privates concealed, he still liked having a second covering of his nakedness, just in case.

“That will be 10 coppers, sir,” the clerk said in a defeated tone.

Romy was looking at some lacy underwear when she saw Jake was making his purchase and headed over to him.  The rabbitkin girl who had kept her distance for so long was now forgetting anything involving personal space.  Jake looked at her smile and had a feeling the lady was down to do anything, anytime.

“Where to next, Jake?”  she said, putting her hands around his elbow.

“I have to say some goodbyes,”  he said with a nod.  “And then we head for the capital.”

…

A dogkin servant girl poured tea into Jake’s porcelain cup and then backed away, out of earshot.  He was sitting at a white enameled cast iron table in Eddleton Castle’s tea garden with Lady Orla and Marchionese Margot.  Her husband was conspicuously absent.

Margot brought her wavy auburn hair over her shoulder and twirled it with her finger while she sipped her tea. She sighed and said, “Eddleton simply won’t be the same without you, dearest Jake.”

“I hope that you both find Eddleton more peaceful after I leave,” he said with a smile.

Orla shook her head and pouted, “That’s the problem.  Things are going to be so dull here now.”

“Won’t you have more time to look for a husband now?” he asked.  “I know the last one was a bit of a dud, but I’m sure there’s someone out there for you.”

She looked at him with her deep green eyes and said, “Yes, there is, and I’m looking right at him.”

Margot blushed and said, “You can see that we’re both big fans of you.  Surely you can’t blame the girl.”

Jake nodded and put his hands on the table and said, “I know.  I’m coming to certain realizations about my nature.  Had I known sooner, I would have been more reserved.  Tell me, has it been hard to get to sleep lately?”

Margot and Orla looked at each other for a moment before Margot turned back to Jake and said, “We’ve talked about this.  Our…urges… have been quite intense.  We would have invited you to a private dinner had we known you would be off to Chassika this afternoon.”

“I only slept a few hours last night.  When I drift off, I always imagine being with you.”  Orla said, blushing.

Jake reached out, and both elves took his hands.  They, in turn, started tracing circles on his hand with their thumbs. He said, “I am so sorry.  I know this can’t be easy for you.  Do you think it would be a good idea for you to remove this breeding stud bracelet before I go to the capital?”

Margot squeezed his hand and shook her head, “And lose the one opportunity to have you again in the future?  Not on your life!  I would go mad.  I would suggest you keep it hidden under your sleeve as much as possible if you want no trouble.”

Orla pointed at him.  “If Amira has her heart set on you.  She needs you to keep that bracelet on so you can rise through the ranks of the aristocracy.”

Jake grimaced and nodded.  Taking back his hands, he said,  “I figured that.  Well, I want you to know that I’m coming to terms with what this means. I want you to both understand that if you need to find comfort somewhere else, please don’t think I would want to stop you.”

Both ladies sat back, and the tension in their shoulders eased.  Margot stood, walked around the table, and hugged him from behind while he sat.  She said, “And this is why I can’t stop loving you, Jake.  Thank you for letting us be free.  I felt so stifled in the castle, unable to find release for decade after decade.  It’s like you knocked something loose inside of me.  I promise I will try not to make a scandal, but I will find an outlet for my new cravings.”

“I will need your help,”  Orla said to Margot.  “I wouldn’t know where to start to find a lover.  I’ve been at the frontier for so long.”

“Don’t worry, dear.  I’ll take care of everything,”  Margot said.  “Some young man is going to be exhausted when we’re through with him.”

The temple bell rang twelve times, making them look up.

Jake got up and said, “Ah, I have to get to the royal train.  We’re setting out soon.  Sol’s Slayers will be helping out with the guarding of the carriages and the like.”

Orla stood and hugged Jake, “You don’t have to worry about any raiders or assassins, Jake.  The road to Chassika is safe.  Don’t let Amira boss you around too much.”

Both elves kissed him on the cheek and waved as he bowed and backed away from them. “I wish you the best.”

…

When Jake arrived at the city gates, Princess Amira and Lady Constance were on their war horses directing the servants around the line of carriages and carts.  Jake again just jogged next to his horse while the rest of the Slayers- Sol, Lia, and Agatha were riding on new horses.  The letter to meet them had stated that anyone working for the royals couldn’t use mules. 

Sol looked down at him and said, “Jake, please get on your damn horse.  I know you don’t like making them work, but it’s embarrassing!”

“Fine,”  he responded and swung his leg over his new horse.  It whinnied and nodded as if its dignity was restored.

“Sir Jake!”  Amira called out to him.  “Come here for a moment; I need to speak to you.”

He saluted Sol and said, “I’ll be right back.”

When Jake rode his horse, Amira pointed to a large oak tree by the gate.  Once the pair had brought their horses there, Amira took a deep breath and looked at him with a stare, a hint of worry at the arcs of her eyebrows.

“Sir, I want to thank you sincerely for saving my life in the dungeon.” She offered her hand.

Jake raised an eyebrow and looked around, “It's my honor to serve, your royal highness.”  He took her hand and shook it.  When he pulled it back, he found she had slipped a letter into his palm.

She exhaled and made a relieved smile, “I would be honored if you would be my guest at the royal palace.  I have corresponded with my mother about your bravery, and she wishes to meet you.  Your demihuman party members would need to be housed in the servants' wing, of course.  Lia would have her own room in the lady’s wing, and you will be in the men’s wing.”

“That’s all well and good, miss,” he said. “But why are you telling me now?”

Tears formed at the corners of her eyes, but her expression did not change. “I will not be able to  converse with you until you are introduced to the queen.  There are protocols involving courtship that I must not break.”

“Courtsh-”

She raised her hand, cutting him off. “Even though you and I have never mated, the possibility is there, Jake.  I do not want to cut off the opportunity with a scandal.  You may be a stud for nobility, but the royal family needs to vet their potential mates much more thoroughly.  Now, please advise Captain Solveig that your party will be guarding the middle supply carts.  My knights will be at the vanguard and at the rear.  When we set up camp, I advise your party to be as far as possible away from my tent.  Am I clear?”

Grant put out his palm, “Miss, have I done anything to—”

“That is my wish, Jake,” she said while turning her horse back to the column.  “We will be going shortly.  I will see you when we reach the palace.”

Jake couldn’t stop himself from feeling a pang in his gut from the rejection and her denial of the sex they had in the dungeon.  When the princess had left, he unsealed the letter; it read:

…Dearest Jake - Please don’t take offense at my coldness.  In our brief time together, I am finding myself distracted.  If we were to pursue this relationship before its time, I fear I may make a misstep that would prevent us from ever being together.  Please, keep being the hero that this kingdom and I need you to be.  Once I have Mother’s blessing, then you and I can explore the possibilities with a free hand.  I think that if I were to be with you just one more time before then, I would not be able to control myself.  My first responsibility is to the kingdom; I hope you understand.

-Sincerely,

Amira…


Chapter 42

Jake had a bedroll slung over his shoulder as he held Romy’s hand as they padded through the forests surrounding the royal train’s camp on the second night of their journey to the capital, Chassika.  He had taken care of Lia earlier with a quickie in the underbrush after dinner.  The superpowered hero had a threesome with Agatha and Sol the day before, so they were fine when the bunnygirl and Jake disappeared as dusk came over the camp.

“Were you alright with me being with the others yesterday?”  he asked her, giving her hand a squeeze.

She giggled and said, “If I could keep you all to myself, I would.  No, I can go a day or two without you.  I’m so happy we all made up, though.  The others are so nice.  I can’t wait until we do an adventure together.”

“That may be a long time coming, Romy.  We will be under the employ of the royal family until further notice.  I don’t know if that means we’ll be part of bigger groups or if it's just us going on quests, but the days working for the guild are going on the back burner.”

They came to a clearing in the forest where scattered marble blocks formed a loose ring.  The area was quiet, and the air was still.  The scent of pine needles filled his nostrils.

He put his hand to his ear and listened. “I don’t hear the camp; I think we’re far enough away.”

“Well, I can hear them,” she said as her long ears angled. “But you’re right, we shouldn’t disturb them, even if I’m a little loud. Come on, this is the perfect place!”

Jake nodded and looked around. “Let me build up a bed of pine needles before I throw down the blanket.”  He started to kick the duff into a little mound when he tapped his toe on the ground a few times.

“What is it, Jake?”

“Come have a look.  The ground is actually a platform.  See the mosaic?”  he said as he kicked more duff into the pile.  The tiles formed patterns around nude elven women and human men cavorting through a forest.

“Oh, yes, the kingdom has risen and fallen many times over the millennia.  There’s a lot of fallen temples if you know how to look for them.”

“Are you sure we’re not desecrating it?”

“The temple was destroyed, so it's no offense to the god, silly,” she said as she pulled off her healer's robes. “Now put that blanket out, I want you so bad.”

He nodded and flung the roll while holding the edge, letting the wool blanket fall onto the pine needle mattress.  Pressing on the gem on his disguise bracelet, his clothing disappeared except for his underwear, which he pulled down, exposing his cock to his lover.

He walked to her and held her in his arms.  Cradling her head in one hand and kissing her, the other hand drifted to her fluffy rabbit tail.  Her full breasts pushed into his muscular chest and the two made out under the stars.

She broke off the kiss and smiled at him, “It's so nice to be free with you.  Having you all to myself is the best.”

“It is nice,” he said while his member grew erect and slid upwards between her thighs.  “I want to say how much I appreciated how you fought so hard to find me, Romy.  That was so brave, being only a healer.”

“That’s because I need you in my life,” she said, bringing her feet together, clamping his shaft with the soft supple flesh of her legs.  She gripped his ass and started giving him a sensual pussy job. “Gods, Jake, this feels so right between you and me.  I feel like my heart's going to float away.”

“Do you want me to kiss you down there?”

Romy made a smile that reached her blue eyes and said, “No need for that.  That’s a nice treat for when we’re at a place with a bath.  I want to make sure you never get tired of kissing it.  I love how you use your tongue on me.”

He nodded and laid her down onto the blanket and had her rest her head in the crook of his elbow while his other hand roamed over her body.  First, he cupped her breast while sucking the other’s nipple.

She sighed and writhed under his affectionate sucking of her tits.  “Please touch me, Jake.”

He stopped touching her breasts and kissed her while his hand slid over her belly button and down between her legs.  He touched her smooth vulva before searching and circling her clitoris.

“You’re already soaked,” he said.

She bit her lip and said, “Don’t get cocky; I get wet fast for just about any man.”

Instead of hurting him, the simple statement of her promiscuity only made him more erect.  He fingered her folds before pushing his fingers inside her and curling them to touch the front wall of her vagina.

“You’re hitting my G-spot!  Mmmph, kiss me now!”  she begged.

When Jake started rubbing the ridged area just on the inside of her entrance, the bunnykin girl reached out and started stroking his cock.  Her slender hands deftly milked the precum from his cock enough so she could stroke him the full length.  The girl’s technique was flawless.

“You’re so good at stroking me,” he said.

“I want to say I did a lot of practice so I could do it well for you, Jake,” she said unashamedly.

“Do I have to be the best you ever had for you to still love me?” he said after kissing her.  His fingers felt her G-spot swell.

“No, not in the slightest.  I love you for everything you are.  You being the best I’ve ever had is just icing on the cake,”  she said, gripping him harder.  Her eyebrows arched in worry when she asked, “Do you still love me, even though I did it with so many males?”

He nodded. “I do love you, Romy.  I loved you since I first saw you.  This may sound crazy, but you being with so many men is a bit of a turn on.”

She smirked, “You like fucking a rabbitkin slut, huh?  Mmmmh.”

He replied, “I do.  I guess you think I’m a loser.”

“Ah!  Mmph!  Right there!” she seized and then shook as a shot of clear fluid drenched his palm.  She let go of him and balled her fists while curling her toes. “Why do I come so fast with you!?  No, I don’t think you’re a loser.  It just means we’re an even better match.  Keep going!  Mmmph!”

Jake's fingers curled and rubbed the G-spot as he shifted and looked her in the eye and asked, “Are you going to still fuck other men?”

Her pussy clamped down on him, and her knees came up.  She whined, “I don’t know!  Maybe?”

“What if I shared you on purpose?  If I was there in the room when it happened?”

“Gah!”  A strong squirt shot past his hand and into the air.  “Do you really mean it!?”

“Yes, if you’re needing to do that, then I want to be there sometimes.”

“Fuck me, Jake!  Fuck me right now!”

He pulled his drenched hand from her snatch and moved her leg over his head so he could mount her.  Pushing forward, his girthy dong parted her pussylips and sunk deep inside her while she was still coming.  The young woman’s skin beaded with sweat, and she bit her knuckles as the man started to pump his cock in her.

“Yes, my dearest Jake.  Please share me with whomever you wish.  I’ll do anything you want, baby.  I’m all yours to do with as you please.  As long as you take me back when I’m finished.  You have to promise me to take me back.  Will you?”

“Yes, Romy, I’ll always take you back,” he said between grunts.

“Even if it looks like, Ah! Fuck!  Even if he’s bigger than you?”

Jake pumped harder, “Yes!”

“Even if I come harder on their dick than yours!? Mmmph!”  she said, pulling on her nipples hard.

“If you still want me.  I’ll always take you back! Fuck!” he faltered in his hammering of her cunt.

Romy squealed and clung to him with her arms and legs as the pair reached a simultaneous orgasm.  Every pulse of semen in her snatch was met by a contraction that pulled the cream deeper inside of her.

“I love you, Jake!  I’ll always love you!”

“I love you to, Romy, you crazy girl!”

She panted for a while.  “You came so much!  It’s coming out and dripping down my butt!  You must really like the idea of sharing me,” she said, looking at him in the eye and keeping him locked in with her ankles.

He twitched inside her and said, “I think I’d be willing to try it, if the guy isn’t a complete jerk, like Corvus.”

She smiled mischievously and said, “Then you need to choose the right guy then.  We can do it together.  But if you put it off, and don’t keep me satisfied all the time, I may just go and find someone to keep me occupied.  I have the hardest time going to sleep without you.”

Jake blushed and pulled out, releasing an oozing torrent of spunk from her gaping hole.

She slid down the blanket until her mouth was next to his custard-covered cock.  She continued, “If you intend to watch me with someone else, you better keep this bad boy hidden.”  The rabbitkin proceeded to clean her man’s girthy prick.

“And why is that?”

“Because you’re much bigger than most males.  You’ll intimidate them!” she said with her mouth full.  After gulping down the sperm, she said, “I’m pretty tired now.  Let’s sleep here and go back to camp at daybreak.”

“Aren’t you going to come lie next to me?”

Romy nuzzled his dick, “Nope!  I’m going to spend time with my favorite thing tonight.  Sleep well, Jake.”  She lay her head on his belly with his cock a hair’s breadth away from her lips.  One of her hands was cupping his balls.

“Um, that’s weird, but fine.  Good night,”  he said to her and turned the blanket over so she was covered except for her face.

It wasn’t long before Romy was snoring softly.  Jake put his hands behind his head and looked at the stars through the pine boughs.  A faint blue light appeared at the periphery of his vision, and he turned his head to see his goddess, Zuhrah, appearing out of thin air.

He started to sit up and said, “Goddess! What are you doing here?”

The nude celestial redhead raised a finger to her lips and approached.  She whispered, “Let’s talk quietly.  I don’t want to wake the poor girl.”

Romy stirred, and her hand moved to Jake’s shaft.

“It’s been so long, my goddess.  Why are you appearing now?”

“Because you are making love in the ruins of one of my temples! Thank you for that.  I was getting bored of being down in the underground.  I should be able to move more freely now.  I hope you find more of my temples.”  She came to his head and sat on her feet, putting her hands on her lap.  “Could you stop looking at my tits, Jake?  We need to talk.”

“Sorry, goddess!  You’re just really fit. What did you want to talk about?”

Romy wrinkled her nose and sniffed Jake’s hard cock.

“You’re starting to see how my blessing is affecting females by now, yes?”

“Yeah, they go crazy for me, but if I leave them alone, they want to run off with other men.  They don’t seem to even care if I don’t like the men they’re with.  We had a bit of a blowup, but things are on the mend.  It’s like I turn women into—”

“Complete sluts?  Yep!”  Zuhrah wiggled, getting her tits to shake. “Isn’t it great?”

“You could have told me beforehand,” Jake said with one corner of his mouth pulled back in a grimace.

Zuhrah wagged her finger, “Then you wouldn’t have obeyed me and kept to a single girl and kept her satisfied.  I want you juggling women.  I love to see men work hard to keep them satisfied.  I can’t wait to see you share your women.  I think I’m going to add it to your list of running orders.  If the women you love want more cock, you need to be willing to make them happy.”

“What if I don’t like who they’re with?”

She leaned forward and kissed him. “Then you will please me even more.  The messier your relationships are, the better.”

“What about Amira?  I don’t want her to become a slut!”

Zuhrah sat back on her knees and folded her arms, covering her amazing breasts. “Then you don’t get to be with her.  The choice is yours.  I will say the more you focus on one girl, the less they’ll stray, but the others will wander until you treat them well again.”

“I see.  So nothing but trouble going forward?”

She clapped and nodded, “Yes, that’s right!  If you wanted to live happily ever after, you should have sought out the goddess of tranquility.  And no, I’m not ever telling you where she’s sealed away. Just know that you're my champion and I’ll always be watching your back.  Now learn to share and make your little harem happy. Got it?”

“Yes, goddess.”

“Good.  I’d say good night, but I doubt this one will give you any rest.”  The goddess winked and then faded away.

“What was that, Jake?”  Romy whined softly.

“Nothing, I was talking to myself,” he replied.

“Alright, it sounded like a girl though.  Jake, I’m sorry, but I’m going to have to use your penis as a pacifier,” she said before lowering her head and taking his head in her mouth.  The woman sucked on his knob while falling back to sleep.

“Nope, no sleep for me, I guess.  You really know how to torment a guy, goddess.”


Chapter 43

It was a few days later when the train of carriages and carts finally reached Chassika.  The royal train entered the palace gates in the afternoon, and Jake could see that the open square in front of the palace shimmered in the heat.

Lady Constance was waiting at the front entrance when Sol’s Slayers reached it. It was odd, but the girls followed Jake on his horse rather than Sol.  Constance was watching him instead of the captain of the party as they approached.

She smiled and saluted.  “Greetings to Sol’s Slayers and welcome to Molstice Castle.  Would you be so kind as to follow me.”

The riders split from the line of carts and carriages and followed Constance along the palace complex’s outer wall and found a long wattle and daub two-story building with a thatched roof. 

Constance dismounted and waved them on, “Here’s the visiting servants' quarters.  The palace rules forbid demihumans from residing in the human men’s or women’s wings.”

They all walked into the dormitory.  The place was mostly empty with a few maid catkin women reading in a common room.  It was cozy and clean, but no pictures hung from the walls and no curtains hung from the windows.

“The elves once again want to control how everyone fraternizes,”  Jake said. He looked into an open room, “The place is really nice though.  Much better than any tavern I’ve been to.”

Constance pointed at Jake, “No revolutionary talk from you, you naughty boy, or I’ll have your backside caned.”

“You’d like to see that, wouldn’t you?”

The black-haired elf smirked, “You bet I would.”  She walked down the main hall and pointed to a room with an open door.  “Captain Sol, Agatha, this will be your room.  Curfew to return here is ten at night; otherwise you have to find a room at a tavern.  No humans are permitted in the servants' quarters after that as well. Now I’ll take Lia and Jake to their rooms.”

Jake put out his hand, “I thought we would be seeing the queen today, and have a formal introduction.”

Constance shrugged and pursed her lips, “We got in too late.  You’ll have your audience with the queen tomorrow.  In the meantime, you have a chance to rest up.”

Jake wanted to bring up wanting to see the princess, but only looked down and nodded.  “I see, let’s head to our rooms then.  Sol, I hope you’ll take good care of Agatha and Romy while I’m away?”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way.  It will be nice to get back to some practice.  Their training yard looks fantastic,” the tauran said. “Don’t be a stranger, Jake.  It’s hard not to start missing you.”

Jake hugged her and said, “I understand, I’ll do my best.  Romy, since I’m not going to be busy with elf matters.  Would you like to go on a date?”

Agatha stamped her foot, “Why does she get to go?”

Jake put up his hands and said, “Because we have something important to discuss that’s a personal matter.  I promise to set something up for everyone when there’s time available.”  He patted the catgirl’s head and said,  “I’m doing my best here.” 

“You better treat me special, Jake,” she said, giving him a hug.

“Good.  Romy, I’ll come pick you up at eight?  You don’t have to wear those healer robes; why don’t you wear that dress you bought back in Eddleton?”

Romy shook her fists and did a little hop, “Yes!  I’d love to!”

…

Jake followed Romy into The Screeching Owl tavern wearing a silky blue dress that hung from two spaghetti straps and draped over her generous bosom.  At the right angle, one could see that she was wearing lacy underwear beneath the dress.   Her puffy white tail poked through a small hole in the back of her dress as her hips swung when she walked into the raucous establishment.

The Owl was a hole-in-the-wall tavern near the main branch of the adventuring guild.  Loose rushes covered the wood floor, and rough men and demihumans of all types were drinking and gambling.  An older, frail bard strummed a lyre in the corner on a platform; a few coins were scattered at his feet.

The couple walked up to the bar and ordered two ales.  Jake noticed the innkeeper’s eyes as they roamed over his girlfriend's body.  While she sipped her ale and stayed facing the bar, he turned around to see who in the tavern was looking at Romy.  The man had plenty of candidates to choose from.  Many of the male adventurers were locked in on Romy’s flicking tail.  There was a particularly interested bearkin man wearing barbarian furs, clenching and releasing his fist as he ignored his friends trying to get his attention.  There were a pair of lizardmen who stopped talking and were licking their eyeballs and staring at her.

“Tell me, Romy, do you like all these guys’ attention?”  Jake asked as he rubbed her arm with the back of his hand. 

“I love it,” she said.  “The idea of a stranger taking me to a room and using me for a night is such a thrill.  It’s even better knowing I’ll never see them again.  Tell me who’s looking.”

“About twelve guys in total.  The biggest guy is a bear-kin with a scar down his pectoral.  Another interesting choice would be this pair of lizardmen,” he said before coughing.

“Mmmph, lizardmen don’t care one fig about a woman’s pleasure.  All they do is fuck until they’re spent.  Not a moment of foreplay, but If you’re lucky, you get one with two pricks.”

“Two?!”

“Yep.  I like putting both in my pussy at the same time.  I get so full,” she purred. “Am I turning you on yet?”

Jake nodded while breathing hard.

“Let me have a peek,” she said, turning around. Romy looked at Jake most of the time but would sneak glances at the room once every few moments. 

“You’ve looked in the same direction a few times.  What is it?”

“I think we have our date for the night, Jake.  There’s a young blonde man in the corner; poor thing can’t keep his eyes off me,” she said.

Jake turned to see the man immediately look at his bowl of stew.  He seemed to be in his early twenties, younger than Jake, but not by much.  He had a lighter build and had a baby face.  A few moments later, he looked up again at Romy and Jake, then put his head back down when he found he was caught.

“Yep, that’s the one,” she said playfully.

“There are dozens of men here, Romy.  Why him?”  he asked.

She leaned into Jake and whispered, “Because I don’t want to throw you in the deep end, my love.  If I find the biggest badass in here, you may just snap and pummel them when they really begin to fuck me.  There’s no way you can be intimidated by the greenhorn in the corner.  Come on, let’s go talk to him.”

“And say what?  How does this go?”

Romy laughed, “I have no clue!  Isn’t it fun?  Let’s just bring over an extra ale and have a chat?  Who knows? He might be a jerk, and we call it a night.  There’s no harm in just talking.”

Jake got another mug and then followed Romy closely to make sure no rough guy spanked her on the way to the young man.  He was at a round booth and seemed to shrink as Jake and Romy approached.”

Romy didn’t hesitate and slid onto the bench and sat next to the blonde.  Jake set his spare ale in front of the adventurer and sat across from Romy and the man.

Jake tried to act confident, despite his heart racing.  He said, “Good evening, sir, my name is… Creon, and this is my girlfriend, Sorcha.  Would you mind if we took a seat with you? Mr…”

“Callum, Callum Pilfrax.  I’m a new member of The Blue Salamanders,” he said while extending his hand.

“Nice to meet you, Callum,”  Jake said, shaking.  Callum’s hand was smaller, but Jake could tell that the blonde was no pushover.

Romy put out her hand, and Callum looked at it for a moment before shaking it.  She said, “Where is your party right now, Callum?”

“Heh, the others?  Two are girls who don’t like drinking too much, and the other two are players.  I think they’re actually with the girls.  If they aren’t, then they’ll likely be at the brothel on Vine Street.”

“Leaving you all alone?  You poor thing!”  Romy said soothingly.  “Why don’t Creon and I keep you company?”  Her hand drifted below the edge of the table.

“I don’t see why not,”  Callum said.  “Are you two adventurers?”

Romy put her foot on Jake’s under the table. “No, Creon’s a merchant, and I am his mistress.  I don’t get to see him when he goes home.  We come to places like this for a bit of excitement.  Please tell me what level are you in the guild?”

“I’m a D-rank fighter, mostly in the back rank,”  he said proudly.  “I originally came from a fishing village on the coast.  I was spending a lot of time doing F-rank jobs in the capital and the Salamanders saw my archery scores and took me on.  There’s a lot of work to be done on the border with Xiwolia.  They had recently lost their archer, so I was a good fit.”

“Your family must be very proud of you,” Jake said.

“Heh,” Callum laughed ruefully. “They hate that I left their fishing boat, but they love the money I send them.  I have a sweetheart back home, but her father’s the richest man in town.  I need to get a nest egg before I can even ask for her hand.”

Romy covered her mouth, “My goodness, that’s so romantic.  Isn’t that the cutest, Creon?” 

“It sure is, Sorcha.  So how long have you been away from home?”

“A half a year.  It was slow going at first, but when I got picked up I gained two levels in two months.  It’ll be slower going from here on out, but I’m making good money.  I just wish…”

“Hmm?  What?”  Romy said while Jake could see she was subtly reaching for the man’s leg under the table.

“That I could visit my girl.  Just to keep me in her mind,”  he said with a shrug. “You know how fickle girls can get.”

“How old are you, Callum?”  Jake asked.

“Twenty-two, Manon, my girl,  is twenty-three.”

Romy shifted to him, “Six months is a long time.  Tell me, have you had to go to the brothel?”

Callum’s eyes went wide, and his pale cheeks grew rosy, “Miss, you’re…getting awfully close.”

“What?  You don’t like it?”

Callum shrugged and gave Jake a side eye.  He said, “Well, isn’t your man right here?”

The bunnykin acted naive and turned to Jake, saying, “Creon, you’re fine with it, aren’t you?  He’s a lonely man far from his true love.  You don’t mind me comforting him, do you?”

Jake’s cock engorged while his stomach churned.  His fingers dragged over the grain of the wood table.  Romy was taking charge of seducing a young hero with such confidence.  “No, I don’t, Sorcha.  It’s not fair that a man tries to win a girl's heart to only be forced to risk his life far away from her.  Who knows what trouble she’s getting into?”

“See, Callum.  Creon is a generous man.  In fact, he and I have this naughty habit of helping men like yourself find an outlet for your energies.”

Callum gripped his spoon, and his knuckles became white. “But being with a woman other than Manon, isn’t that wrong?”

She leaned in and whispered in his ear just loud enough for Jake to hear, “What makes you think she’s being true to you, Callum?  Who knows if she hasn’t slipped into someone’s bed?  She can’t blame a man for getting his needs met.  You’re risking your life, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I suppose you’re right, when you put it that way…”  he said before gritting his teeth.  “You’re quite good at that.”

“I’m the best, Callum.  Why don’t we all go get a room here and spend the evening enjoying each other's company?”

Callum shifted and said, “But I don’t like—”

Jake raised his hands, “Don’t worry about that.  I just want to see my dear Sorcha helping an adventurer.  I can have my fun later.”

“That’s still weird, though,” Callum said, rubbing his spikey blonde hair.  “It's like you want your girlfriend to cheat on you.”

Romy stuck up her nose and retracted her hand.  She said, “If you don’t want to, that’s fine.  Creon can have me all to himself, and you can spend the night by yourself with the thoughts of Manon to keep you warm,” she said, cupping his face. “I bet your comrades are laughing at you right now while they fuck each other.  Well, see you later, Callum.”   Romy scooted to the edge of the round booth and was about to get up when Callum reached out and grabbed her wrist.

The blonde man swallowed hard and then said, “Well, let’s not be so hasty, Sorcha.   You two aren’t all that weird.”


Chapter 44

Jake could hear the blood pounding in his ears as he watched Romy pull Callum by the arm into their rented room at The Screeching Owl.  Callum tugged at his collar and looked at Jake, who had closed the door and lit the wall candles. 

Romy walked to the queen-sized bed and turned to face the adventurer.  She said, “Are you ready, Callum?”

He pointed at Jake, “Where is he going to be?”

Romy smirked and replied, “Wherever he wants, Callum.  He paid for the room, and he paid for me as well.”

Jake walked to a chair next to the bed and turned it towards the bed.  He questioned his sanity as he sat, gripping the armrests.  He was already fully erect, thinking of how his Romy was going to be fucked.

He nodded to Romy and Callum and said, “I’m ready.”

She turned to Jake and hid her lips from Callum to mouth out, “I love you, baby.”

Jake nodded and smiled briefly.  Something inside of him churned as if to warn him of the impending danger to his dignity.

The bunnykin pulled the thin straps of her dress off and let it slip in a single fluid motion onto the floor.  Her silk slippers were off and shoved under the bed.  Under her dress was a set of black lacy lingerie that barely contained her breasts.  Callum looked her up and down while he stood frozen.

“Well, aren’t you going to take off your clothes?”  she asked in a sultry voice.

“You’re still clothed too, with that black lacy thing,”  he retorted.

“Don’t worry, Callum, they’re crotchless panties,” she said, putting one foot on the bed, exposing herself to the third person, but hiding the view from Jake, who winced at not being able to see her fully. 

Callum’s mouth dropped open as he started to fumble at the buttons of his shirt. 

Romy smirked and walked around him.  Walking up behind him, she wrapped her hands around his waist and unbuckled him.  Once the belt was on the floor, she said, “Take off your shoes, Callum.”

The blonde man nodded and sat at the edge of the bed and pulled them off, trying hard to ignore the other man in the room. 

Romy got between his legs, blocking Jake’s view once again.  She said, “It’s time I get to unwrap this present.”  From Jake’s point of view, he could only see her arm movements.  He guessed she was loosening his pants and taking out his dick.

“Oh, that is a nice one, Callum,” she said playfully. 

“Th, thanks, I guess,” he responded.

Jake saw Romy’s head lower and then Callum whip his head back as he gasped.  Jake’s fingers squeezed the arms of his chair, denting the wood before he realized it.  Romy’s head started to bob, and her moans were muffled by something that Jake couldn’t see.

“That feels so good, Sorcha!  I can’t believe a hot bunnykin is sucking me!  Mmmph,” Callum said.

Jake’s mind was torn between pulling his woman off this rookie’s penis and knocking him out, and pulling down his underwear and stroking himself.  The intense shame and excitement mixed to form a dangerous cocktail in his heart.

Callum’s hands inched towards Romy’s ears and his fingers wrapped around them.  Once he had a grip on her, the man started to control her movements, making her mouth move faster.  Jake’s girl moaned louder at having her head guided down on the man. Her hands fumbled and grabbed hold of his knees.

“Fuck!  Is this what it's like?  Is this what I’ve been missing?  I can’t hold back anymore!”  Callum exclaimed before pulling Romy’s head down hard and twitching.  Her hands flailed before they found Callum's arms and she massaged them.  The young man’s movements were jerky. He grunted over and over as his body convulsed.  A moment later he fell back onto the bed and lay there panting with his legs dangling off the end of the bed.  Romy fell back onto her ass on the floor and took a deep breath before laughing and wiping her mouth.

She turned to look at Jake.  A string of jism oozed from the corner of her smirking mouth.  “Isn’t Callum just the cutest?  He was so eager, I gulped him down.”

“You missed a spot, right here,”  Jake said, motioning to his own mouth.

“Oh?  Oops!” she said before giggling and licking the jism with her tongue.  “Now let's see if he’s up for the real thing,” she said as she turned back to Callum and pulled his pants down.  Jake was now able to see that Callum was endowed with an average cock, a little bigger than Jake’s before he was blessed by Zuhrah, but not by much.  Romy’s hand landed on the man’s dick, and she began to stroke him.

“Fuck, Sorcha!  You made me come so fast.”

“Can you get it up for me again?  I want you inside of me, Callum.”

Callum pulled off his shirt slowly and looked down at Romy. “How could a girl like you want anything to do with me?”  The man’s dick started to swell again.

“Ah, there we go.  You really were pent up, sir.  I’m going to make sure you’re satisfied, Callum,” she said.

“Sorcha, please get up, I need to do something.”

“Um, sure, Callum,” Romy said as one of her ears flopped in half.  She stood up, glanced at Jake, and smiled nervously.  When Jake extended a hand, Romy shook her head and winked, waving her hand dismissively.

Callum rose and stepped around Romy.  Behind her, he traced his fingers up her arms and drifted to the top of her bustier.  Then he yanked the fabric down, and her tits spilled out and bounced.  Romy gasped and covered her mouth as Callum groped and squeezed her tits.

“Callum, mmmph, you’re so brazen!”  she said between gasps.

“Your tits are so nice, Sorcha.  I couldn’t live with myself if I didn’t touch them before we finished,” he said.  The man’s left hand began to pull hard on Romy’s nipples while his right hand went between her legs and inserted his fingers in the bunnykin’s snatch.  He then began sucking on her neck.  She sighed and tilted her head, giving him more access.

Romy knit her eyebrows together and bit her lip as the man continued to stimulate her.  Romy and Jake locked eyes, and Jake could tell Romy was about to come.  He wanted to kiss her to be near when the pleasure took her.

“Fuck!  J…Creon!  I’m going to…ah!”  Romy shuddered, and a spray of fluids arced from her snatch and onto the floor.   Callum opened his eyes wide in shock and jumped back.  Romy slumped to the ground and twitched.

“What the hell did you do?  Did you just piss on me?  Is this some sort of joke?”  Callum said, flicking his wet hand.

Jake went to her side, “Sorcha!  Are you alright?” 

“I’m, I’m fine.  People usually hold me when I do that.”

Jake frowned at Callum and said, “You made her squirt, that’s all, Callum.  Something tells me that you don’t have much experience.”  Jake picked up Romy, laid her down on the mattress, and sat back in the chair.

“I’ve had plenty of women! Just watch me!”  Callum said as he crawled onto the bed and spread Romy’s legs.  The adventurer scrunched his face and pushed forward.  Romy let out a loud moan and lifted her hips, spreading them wide.  The young man began to rut furiously into the blonde bunnykin.   He gripped her by the ankles and put them over his shoulders and held her by the thighs, slamming his hips into her crotch.

“You like it?  You like my cock?”  he grunted.

“Mmmmph, yeah!”

“Yeah, I bet.  Your body is so fucking hot, Sorcha.  Your Creon is a lucky man.  I wish I had a girl like you.”  He grinned as he pistoned his cock inside of her.

The two got into a rhythm, and the sound of flesh slapping flesh filled the room.  Jake began to smell Romy’s scent as her moans became continuous.

“Baby, come here!”  Romy said, reaching out to Jake.

Jake frowned and pointed at Callum.

“I don’t care, come here to me.  Mmmph!” she opened and closed her hand in his direction.  Her body juddered, and her tits shifted on each of Callum’s penetrations.

Jake rose and went to her side.  Romy reached out and grabbed his hand the moment he was near enough.  Romy and Jake were staring into each other's eyes, and Jake felt a deep warmth in his chest as his lady grew woozy from being taken by another man.

“Baby,  Callum’s fucking my pussy.  Mmmph.  He’s going to make me come again.  Am I bad?”  she whined.  “Do you still love me?”

There was a pause as Jake felt her shake from Callum’s jackhammering.  “No sweetheart,”  he kissed her hand and petted her head. “You’re good.  I still love you.”

“Fuck!  Mmah!” she arched her back as Callum continued fucking her.  The girl’s tits bounced harder as Callum’s thrusts became more intense.

“I love you so much, baby,” Romy said.  “You love me even though I’m being stuffed by another man.  I couldn’t ask for a better, fuck, fuck fuck! better man! Ahh!”

“Gah!”  Callum’s thrusts faltered, and he put his cock balls deep in Romy’s pussy.

Romy hooked her hand around the back of Jake’s neck and brought him down to her lips.  She opened her mouth and snaked her tongue down his throat.  Jake’s cock strained as he kissed Romy while Callum’s cream filled her vagina.    Jake slipped his hand free and caressed her breasts and kissed her, feeling the subtle vibrations of Callum’s final thrusts.

When they broke their kiss, Callum had pulled out and was breathing heavily at the foot of the bed.

Romy held Jake by the neck and whispered, “I love you so much, baby.  I need you more than anything in the world.  Please reclaim me.”

“Wow, that was intense,” Callum said. “Sorcha, you really are something else.  Hey, Creon, would you mind if I had another go?”

Jake stood up, turned to the other man, and said, “I think you're done here, Callum.  Please take your things and go.”

“But…” Callum said, pointing at Jake.

Romy waved at Callum and crossed her legs at the ankles, “Bye bye Callum.  We had a good time, didn’t we?  Don’t ruin it now.”

Callum stood and collected his things, “I see.  Well, if there’s ever a time when you’d like to try this again.”  He hopped to the door while he put on his pants.

“Thank you, Callum, that will be all,”  Jake said as he pushed him out the door.

“Goodbye, Sorcha, can I have a goodbye kiss?”

Jake slammed the door in Callum’s face and bolted the door.   He turned to Romy and pressed the stone on his bracelet that made his illusory clothing vanish.  Romy opened her legs again, revealing Callum’s creampie oozing from her vagina and onto the bed.

Jake pulled down his real underwear and revealed his enormous rock hard erection.

Romy opened her arms and beckoned him closer, “Take me back, baby.”

He leaped onto the bed and kissed Romy on the lips and ran his hands along her long furry ears.  Romy’s moaning was frantic as she raked her fingernails up and down his back.

She came up for air to whisper, “I love you so much, Jake.  Put it in me.”

Jake gripped his dick and drew it up and down Romy’s come-covered snatch.  Romy didn’t wait and grabbed his ass and pulled him inside her.  She let out a guttural moan as she arched her back and rolled her eyes.  “That's it, baby, stretch me out.  My pussy is filled with that man’s  load,  I need you to scrape it clean with that big dick of yours.”

“I love you, Romy, you're mine,” he said as he began to fuck her. 

“That’s right.  This pussy is always yours, whenever you want it.”

Each thrust Jake made pushed more of Callum’s spunk out of the rabbitkin’s pussy.  The sloppy wetness reduced as he slowly penetrated her over and over, replacing it with a tight slickness.

“That’s it, baby, you feel so good inside me.  Now it's time to fuck me until you fill me with the seed that belongs there.”

Jake kissed her and slowly fucked her.  He asked, “Was he better than me?”

Romy smirked, “Do you really want me to tell you? Or do you want to maintain the mystery?”

Jake buried his face in her neck and began fucking with long purposeful strokes that started at her vulva and ended with his knob rubbing against her cervix.  He balls mashed against the crack of her ass.

“Fuck!  So good!”  she mewled and hammered his back with her fists.  “That’s it, Jake!  Only you are inside me now.”

Jake pulled out and smiled, “On your hands and knees, Romy.”

She widened her eyes and obeyed; her fluffy tail twitched as she offered her ass to him.

Jake gripped her buttocks and pushed his cock into her vagina in one stroke before fucking her from behind with rapid strokes.

“Gah!  Jake!”

“You like it rough?”

“Mmmph, yes!  I like it lovey dovey too!  When I’m with you, everything is good!  Gah!”

He swatted her rump, leaving his handprint as a red welt.  She yelped and clamped down on him.

“Breed me, Jake!”

Jake went all out.  He pulled on her nipples as hard as he had seen Callum do and Romy moaned in delight.  The girl reached back with one arm, and Jake took it before he pulled back her other arm and held her torso up by pulling on her arms.  Her tits swayed wildly as Jake found the right rhythm. 

“Gah!  Fuck!”  she cried out before her head fell forward.  Her stretched pussy pulsed around his dick.  Jake started to growl, and he pushed her head into the pillow and drove his dick deep inside for one last thrust and exploded inside her.  Ropes of thick come shot from his knob and sprayed the walls of Romy’s vessel.  She gripped the pillow and writhed under him while another orgasm rocked her.  It felt like he wasn’t going to stop ejaculating; he was so turned on by the experience he just witnessed.  Romy mewled and weakly pushed her rump in the air to let it accept the remaining pulses of semen before Jake collapsed.  Jake felt his abdominal floor muscles ache as he rolled to her side and scooped her up in a spooning position.  There he embraced her until his dick softened enough to pop out, releasing his creampie onto her thigh.

Romy sighed and traced a finger up and down his arm.  She said, “Mmmph, you took me back.  I could never really belong to anyone else.  I love you so much.”

“I love you too, babe.  You don’t think any less of me for sharing you?”

“No, Jake.  I could never let go of the man who really understands my needs.  I promise to never leave you, no matter what.”

Jake hugged her tightly back, “No matter what.”


Chapter 45

The royal family, the house of Pasaviax, sat at a dinner table in the royal palace’s east wing.  The walls, tables, and chairs were all covered in green and silver cloth.  Murals around the room depicted elves communing with nature.  Some figures were in the forest, where others were at the seashore, or in the mountains.  There were four people dining.  Jake sat at a side of the table wearing his finest costume that didn’t make him look pompous.  Across from him sat Amira, looking as pretty as ever.  Her face was a mask of civility; every motion she made was controlled and graceful.  At the foot of the table was the prince consort Vidar, another thin and anemic older elf with long silver hair and a pointed nose to go with his ears. The older elf had a habit of opening his eyes wide and then picking at the corner of his eye. Every time Jake looked in his direction, Vidar would have that same soft smile on his lips but contempt in his eyes.

At the head of the table sat Queen Saga.  The ruler seemed to be a duplicate of Amira, but with subtle differences.  The two were blond and had dark green eyes.  Where Amira was the epitome of youthful beauty, Saga had wider hips and a fuller bosom that suggested greater fertility, coupled with a sensual wisdom only experience could give.  If Jake lived with Amira for the rest of his life, it sounded like she would only become like her mother.  He wondered if they married, would Amira still love him despite him aging?

Jake sat nervously as the elves ate in silence.  Looking to Amira, all he received was a serene smile, so he continued to eat the filet of sole that was served to him on a bed of rice. 

Queen Saga put down her knife and fork and said, “Jake, it is good for you to visit us.  Are you enjoying your meal?”

“Thank you, your royal highness.  Yes, the fish is delicious.  Thank you,”  he said.  “I’ve never eaten such a good meal in all my life.”

Vidar sat back from his plate and said, “So it talks.  Yes, I can guess you haven't eaten well.  I am surprised you can hold a knife and fork at all.  Is it mostly joints of meat from slaughtered orcs?  Or is your diet mostly giant rat?”  The elf drank from his wine glass.

“No, your highness, in my past life I was a cook.  I was able to be hired as head chef before my accident.”

Vidar spat out his wine and covered his mouth with a napkin. “A cook?  How vulgar!  Amira, dear, how could you possibly be interested in such a bug as this one?”

“Jake saved Lady Orla, and he saved me as well.  He’s exceptionally strong and, most of all, he has heart.  Jake is the first man I know who doesn’t look down his nose at everyone, father.  He also helped me find the book of summoning that mother has been searching so long for.”

The queen said, “Yes, Vidar, if you had read my notes, you would have known how vital Mr. Baleson’s actions have been to the kingdom.  Your petty attempts to bring out that human anger in him are a risky course of action, dearest.  Only a fool steps on a hornet’s nest.  Jake, you must ignore everything my husband says; he is merely jealous.”

“Yes, ma’am,”  Jake said before putting another forkful of fish in his mouth.

It was then that Jake heard the echoes of someone marching down the hall.  Turning his head, he saw a tall thin male elf with long blonde hair wearing a white uniform.

Amira set down her knife and fork. “Goran?  What are you doing here?”

“I heard that my bride-to-be was eating with a dirty human!”  the male elf said. “I came at once.”

Queen Saga stood up and patted down her exquisite emerald dress.  She said, “Lord Goram Laetia, please leave at once.  This is all highly irregular.  I can’t see how you got past the guards.”

Vidar raised his hand and smiled, “He was able to pass on my orders, dearest.  Goram and Amira have been promised to each other for years.  House Laetia has been our most loyal ally, and I felt it was necessary for Goram to defend his rights.”

Amira pointed at her father, “He has no rights.  I can break off the engagement whenever I choose.  And I choose now.  Lord Goram, you and I are finished with our courtship; please leave.”

“I challenge this ruffian to a duel!”

Jake broke and covered his face.  He said, “Not another duel.”  Which caused Queen Saga to smirk for a moment.

Amira strode towards the male elf.  Goram started to wilt under her intense gaze.  “Goram, don’t be a fool.  You don’t know what you’re asking for.  I’m begging you to leave.  No one has to know this argument happened.”

Vidar stood and swept his hand quickly while he said, “Amira, you cannot expect Goram to just take this lying down.  Anyway, the challenge has been made.  Now, human, will you accept?”

“What happens if I refuse?”

The queen walked to him and tilted her head and said, “If word gets out that you refused, it would dim the chances of a successful courtship with my dearest daughter.”

Jake wondered if he even wanted to court the princess, knowing what would eventually happen. Would Vidar constantly hound him to break off the courtship?  Was it doomed from the start?  When he saw Goram’s smug look, Jake stood up and pointed at him. “What sort of duel?”

“To the death, of course,” Goram said before starting to laugh.

…

“Where are you going!?  Jake!  Stop!”  Amira said as she followed him to the men’s wing of the palace.

“What is with your people, Amira?  Every damn disagreement ends in a duel.  No wonder male elves are so rare. I would be willing to duel him to first blood.  I can run through dungeons to win a race.  I will not kill anyone in cold blood,”  Jake said. “If this is how your family plays games, then I don’t want a seat at the table.”

“You could have just knocked him out,”  Amira said.

“’To the death’ seems pretty clear to me, princess.  I’ve already ruined the prospects of your sister,” he whispered in her ear. “I care for you too much to ruin yours.”

“So you’re just going to give up on us?”

“I’m no good for you.  I’m nothing but trouble.  If we got together,  things would only get worse.  Please find a normal partner and be a good queen.”

“I don’t want any of them!”  she said, gripping his arm.  “I want you!”

“I’m already dating a bunch of girls, Amira.  You want someone who can be true to you and you alone.”

“Heh, you think Goram would be monogamous?  Elves live for hundreds of years.  The only thing keeping elven men in their place is their lack of a sex drive,” she said before hugging him. “I’m on fire for you, Jake.  I don’t care what happens.”

Jake took her by the shoulders and separated her from him. “Would you just listen to yourself?  Is this what a princess would say?  I’m sure Goram is a fine elf who is willing to put his life on the line for love.  Once I get out of your hair, things will settle down, and you’ll think soberly.”

“Why are you dropping me like this?”  she asked.

“Because you can still get out, Amira.  This is the last exit before we do something stupid that we can’t take back.  You’re far too pure and good to be with a man like me.  Be a good ruler and love your people.  Look, if you want, I can leave the capital and find some work in the guild at the border.  Perhaps I can do some good there, and you don’t have to hear about me ever again.”

“No, that’s out of the question.  You’re staying here in the capital.  The queen commands it,” she said between hitched breaths. “We need you here during the summoning ceremony.  You may be drafted into the army to fight the Xiwolians.  There are rumors they are planning an attack.”

Jake looked at Amira.  She was on the verge of tears.  The thought of breaking her heart was unbearable, but there didn’t seem to be a way out.  It was either to fight and kill this suitor or to walk away from the potential relationship.

“If that’s what you want, then I’ll stay,” he said.


Chapter 46

The next day, Jake took a break from training with Sol and the rest of the Slayers and walked through the palace gardens.  Shrubs were trimmed into geometric patterns that enclosed flowerbeds filled with intensely colored blossoms.  Finding a gazebo tucked away in a corner,  he sat and began to listen to the sounds around him.  He heard the birds and the insects buzzing around the flowers.  There were servants chattering as they walked from one building to the other.  Over the walls that encircled the entire palace complex, he could hear the dull roar of a city going about its daily business. 

“This is quite a step up from being in a goblin nest,” he muttered to himself.

“I should hope so.”

Jake turned, stood up quickly, and bowed. “Good morning, your royal highness!”

“Good morning, Jake,”  Queen Saga replied.  She was wearing tight-fitting leggings and a white uniform worn by the entire royal family on the palace grounds.  She brought her long, wavy golden hair over her shoulder and stroked it as she stepped closer. She continued,  “I would very much like to discuss last night’s dinner.  May I sit?”

“It’s your gazebo, heck, it’s your kingdom,” he replied with a laugh.

The queen waited for Jake to sit, then sat next to him, their legs touching.  The mature elf took up Jake’s hand and held it.  Jake’s arm was tucked under Saga’s, and he could feel the queen’s breast pressing on it.

She flipped his hand over and traced a finger of his calluses, “I want to apologize sincerely for the way my consort Vidar acted last night.  It was unforgivable.”

“Thank you for saying that.  It was a little hard to take,” Jake said. “If your husband didn’t want me there, why didn’t you call off the dinner?”

“He kept his anger from me until the dinner was begun.  He wanted you to lose your temper so the potential courtship could be called off.  When that didn’t work, he pulled out his trump card, Goram.”

“Did Goram know about me?  About my powers?”

“No, and Vidar only knew that you were strong.  Male elves can be so irritating at times.  He confessed he thought Goram would be able to kill you.”

“Well, it all turned out fine in the end.  Didn’t it?  Your alliance with Laetia is secured, and your daughter is to be married to an elf,” he said as he tried to pull his hand from her grip. 

The queen held his hand firmly and said, “You didn’t have to treat Amira so harshly.  I had to console her, the poor thing.  I didn’t know you could be so cruel.”  Her finger traced Jake's stud bracelet.  “Why did you call things off?”

“I am a champion of the goddess Zuhrah,” he said.  “From what my experience has been, if we were to court, the princess would become addicted to sex.  If we were to marry, she would eventually be unfaithful.  The girls I’m with have already betrayed me. It was important to protect her reputation.”

“Oh, champion of a goddess, hmm?  I think you need to understand that elves are a little different from men or demihumans.  While Zuhrah is powerful, she was sealed away for quite some time by our goddess of war and order, Mandriafel.  Our goddess has protected us for so long that we remember no other way of living besides ruthless self-control.  While our goddess makes us brave, our numbers are dwindling.  I fear it is time that elves seek balance between the two goddesses.  I can almost feel the conflict in my own heart.”

“You think it's a good thing?”  he asked.

“Perhaps,”  she said.  “I think it's telling me it's time for a change.  Things between Vidar and me have become cold.  I have two lovely daughters, but I can only see one.  The other must be a stranger to me.  I still have so many years left to have more children, but my consort barely looks at me.”

He looked at her and said, “I’m so sorry, ma’am.”

The queen drew a finger over his silver stud bracelet, the magic-infused metal coming apart.  Saga pulled it off his wrist. In one quick motion, she replaced it with a gold bracelet from her breast pocket.  After clasping it around him, she drew a finger over the open ends and sealed it with a faint blue light.

“Ma’am, what did you do?”  Jake said with a frown.  He wanted to shift away, but Saga stayed with him.

“You, my dearest boy, are now the exclusive breeding stud of the royal family.  While you are free to associate with anyone, the royal women are free to spend intimate time with you whenever they like.  There won’t be a need for courtship.”  She looked into his eyes and stroked the inside of his forearm. “Do you accept this honor?  I can take it off if you like.”

“I thought I explained—”

“And I’m saying the crown is willing to accept the risks.  Jake, when this coming war with the Xiwolians is settled, I’m giving you the chance at a good life.  When there’s peace, you can come live at the palace and spend time with Amira or me as much as you want.  When you travel from town to town, the noblewomen won’t bother you unless you want.  If Amira wants to marry you, then that’s her decision, but she could have you breed with her right this afternoon.  So do you accept the love of the royal family?”  She moved a hand to his crotch and traced a finger up and down.

“You elves are really hell-bent on ruining the kingdom, huh?”

“Not ruining, boy, you’re going to save it.  Once the royal family starts having more children, then the rest of elfdom will follow our example.  It will be a golden age.”

The pair sat in the gazebo and held hands.  Saga looked at Jake while Jake looked at the cherry trees that lined the walled garden.

He raised an eyebrow and asked, “Where have the servants gone?”

“I told them to avoid this place for the next hour.  The door is locked.  We have this place all to ourselves.  Well?  Do you want me to take the bracelet off?  Or do you want to become the father of the next generation of royals?”

Jake paused before talking.  It was clear that Amira and Saga saw something they wanted and didn’t care about the consequences.  The only difficulty lay with his mental fortitude when they would start to stray.  Every woman he would share his heart with would eventually share their love with others.  His mind flashed an image of himself floating out to sea with the tide, unable to swim against the current.

He found himself saying, “I want to keep wearing the bracelet.”

Jake had hardly finished his sentence before the queen started kissing him on the neck and combing her fingers through his hair.

“Thank the gods!” she said. “Oh Jake, I knew you were the one for the family when you refused that stupid duel.  I know my daughter, and I trust her judgment.”

Jake kissed the more royal elf on the mouth and ran his hand along her side.  Saga’s kisses grew more intense while she rubbed his crotch harder. She broke free from his mouth and slid down to the wood floor of the gazebo and put herself between his legs.

“Now it’s time to see what I just brought into the family,” she said with a smirk.  She unlaced his britches and put her hand down his pants.  She formed an ‘o’ with her lips when she gripped his engorged dick.  Pulling it out, she held his manhood in two open hands like it was precious.

“It’s so much bigger than I thought,” she mumbled while her eyes traced its length.  Lifting it up, she pulled back Jake's foreskin and began sucking on the tip of his cock.  The queen lightly held his shaft and twirled her tongue around on it playfully while looking up at him.

Jake brushed a lock of her hair past her ear and cradled the elf’s head as she bobbed her head.  The young man could see how grateful the queen was.

She pulled her mouth away and looked up while she continued stroking him, “It’s been so long, Jake.  I would do this all morning if I had the time.  I unfortunately have been so busy.”

Jake grit his teeth as he saw the queen get up and turn around.  He was about to say goodbye and put this penis back in his pants when Saga pulled down her leggings, exposing her fanny to him.

“I must have a taste of the royal stud, Jake,” she said. “Please sit on the edge of the bench.  No one can see us from here.”

Jake shifted to the edge of the seat, and Saga gripped her ass cheeks, spread them, and lowered her rear down on Jake’s dong.  Once his member split the lips of her vulva, she reached out and braced herself against his spread legs and impaled herself further until her rump rested against his crotch.  There she let out a relaxed sigh and held herself there.

“Years, it’s been years since I’ve been touched.  Grab me, squeeze me like I wasn’t the queen, but your lover,” she said as she began to grind herself onto him.

Jake reached up and began to grope the queen over her white uniform.   Despite being balls deep inside the woman, he still wished to feel the bare skin of her chest.  The queen’s dress was done up with brass buttons along the breast, and he doubted he would be able to unbutton her fully in this position.  Saga lifted herself quickly and then slowly lowered herself until his cock pushed against the entrance to the royal womb.

“So this is what it’s like to be stretched,” she said in a hitched voice.

“Does it hurt, ma’am?”

“No!  It’s so good.  Please call me Saga from now on.  I can’t be formal with anyone so close to me.”

“Yes, Saga.”

The blonde elf began to bounce her ample rump on him, angling her canal for him to push against the front wall of her vagina, right over her G-spot.

“I cannot believe how male elves refuse to spend time with elven women.  If I were your husband—”

“Consort, Jake, he’s my consort.  Mmmph, he only did his duty and hasn’t touched me since.  A husband would have given me half a dozen children by now.”

“If I was your consort, I wouldn’t spend a night without this,” he said.  Moving from groping her, he moved his hands lower, placing one under an ass cheek and sinking his fingers into it, and the other reached around and touched the top of her vulva.  He felt her little bump as it moved up and down on him, and he began to match it and rub circles around it.

“Ah!  Right there!  Good!  Make your queen come!”

“I want to get you in bed, Saga,” he said before bringing his mouth to her ear and nibbling on the edge of it.

“Gah!  What are you doing to my ear!”  she yelled out.  By bending her back, Saga kept herself bouncing using her arms while still keeping her ear to his mouth.  “You can have my bed any night you want, my sweet Jake.  I can finally…mmmph… understand what they all see in you!”

The elf’s pussy constricted around his cock, and she moved faster until she moaned loudly. When she sat down fully, she said, “Hold me, Jake!  I’m coming!”

Jake wrapped his arms around her and held her tightly.  The queen put her hands on his and undulated as her walls clenched around him.

“Fuck Saga, I’m on the edge.”

The queen smirked and said, “Are you saying I can make you come with the slightest movement?”

Jake grunted, “Just a little more, Saga.”

“Beg me, Jake.  Beg your queen for this small kindness.” 

Neither moved one smidgen. 

“Please, Saga.  My queen, make me come,”  he whispered.

“As you wish,” she said.  The queen began to use her pelvic floor muscles to massage Jake’s cock.  Four contractions later, Jake shuddered and erupted inside the queen.

“There it is, Jake, your seed is filling me.  Mmmmph, all I feel is you putting more inside.”

The queen didn’t grind or move at all; she only kept her pussy milking him.  When he was done twitching, the elf stood up slowly. When Jake’s dick flopped out, she quickly pulled her leggings back on and turned to face him.

“Jake, you will be inside me for the rest of the day,” she said before kissing him.  “When I speak with my wretched consort, I will comfort myself knowing that you are infinitely closer to me than he will be in the future.”

Jake did up his pants and stood.  Taking her hand, he said, “I hope you have a good day, Saga.”

“Mmm, I wish I could have the whole day with you, but I must keep up my work on the summoning ceremony.  You are to have colleagues of similar capabilities, Jake.  And then we shall finally have a safe and prosperous kingdom.  Farewell, my well-endowed companion.”

She backed away, turned around, and then sauntered into the garden, swinging her backside as if to tempt the man a second time.


Chapter 47

Lia and Jake were asleep in each other's arms when a knock came at his door.  After he and the queen had an intimate evening, Jake had returned to his room, and the succubus was waiting for him.

Jake stirred, “Who could that be?  It’s not even first bell.”

“Ignore it, Jake.  This is the first sleep-in I’ve had with you in a long time.”  Lia said, stretching out her body in the dim pre-dawn light.  When her body stretched, her fingernails extended in sharp points to only disappear when she relaxed.

The knocking was more insistent the second time it came.

“Lia, I think you better hide; didn’t the elves say there was a curfew?”

The succubus groaned and slipped out of bed and towards a lounger set next to the window curtains.  Jake watched her move like a cat and hide behind it.

“Coming! Just give me a moment,” he said, slipping on a robe.

The person was knocking a third time when Jake opened the door.  Behind it stood Amira, who had her eyebrows knit and her lips twisted to one side of her mouth.  Once she saw the door was open, she shoved in and kept pushing Jake towards the bed.  She was wearing a long white silk nighty that came down halfway past her ass cheeks.  Her blonde hair was in a long braid.

“When were you going to tell me my mother made you the royal stud?”

“Probably when I first saw you?  You and her were so busy with the preparations for that summoning ceremony, I didn’t think it was that important.”

“Not that important!  You big dummy!  One minute you’re pushing me away only to have my mother declare you practically a member of the family!”

“Are you mad at me?” he asked, putting up his hands.

She pushed him onto the bed.  Jake always acted like he had no powers around friends.  He crab walked a few feet and then sat up.

“I thought you hated me!” she said, getting onto the bed.  The silk nighty covered her top, but revealed everything below the waist when she slid her knees back and forth while she crept to him. “Mother now was able to do an end-run around my father and fiancé so that you and I can be together.  Isn’t she wonderful?”

Jake remembered all the times he unloaded in the queen’s vagina when he said, “She certainly is.”

“If my father tried to eliminate you, he’d be in trouble.  You now have the protection of the crown. Sure, I could have had you any time with that silver bracelet, but now I have you pretty much all to myself.”

“Well, there is one other person, right?” he said meekly. “It’s the whole royal family.”

“Do you really think my mother is still that hungry for love?”

“Think it?  I know it.”

She pounced on him, pulled his robe apart, and placed her slit over his erect prick that was pushed flat onto his belly.  Clasping his hands, she began to grind herself along its length without penetration, giving a slow pussy-job.

“I don’t care how messy it gets, Jake,” she said. “Mother has given us a lifeline.  I intend to use it as much as possible.” 

“You’re not mad?  Sharing me with everyone, even your own mother?”

“When are you going to understand how much I love you and want you?  I only wished she had done it sooner.”

“Maybe she needed your father and fiancé to show their hand.  I think she wanted us to go the formal route rather than this.  She loves you and wants you to be happy.”

“When I wrote her, I told her I wanted to marry you, Jake,” she said, grinding faster. “I hate Goram.  He’s always acted like our marriage was a foregone conclusion.  How could I think of touching him when I can have you now every night?”

They continued their outercourse until the princess started whining and said, “I want you inside me, but there’s no time now, my love.”

“Right, the summoning,” he said. “I need to rouse the troops.  The Slayers should be there.”

“I’m sorry, Jake, but demihumans are not allowed.  Only humans and elves.  The high nobility will be there and will see it as an insult. Only Lia, understand?  You will be at the back, keeping a low profile.”

“Are you ashamed of me?”

“No, Jake,” she said, leaning forward and kissing his neck. “The ceremony is about the summoned and their relationship to the nobility and the royal family.  You are the only spectator.  Think of it as a great honor.”

“I see,” he said.  “Any word on how many you’ll summon?”

“We did more research, and there’s not an exact number.  There are three levels to the ceremony, and we’ll be trying it out on the first level.  The third level would likely be used if the enemy were to surround the capital and need a small army.  We’re nowhere near that level of danger.”

“Will the heroes be more powerful than me?”

“It’s mmmph, hard to say,” she said, whipping her hair back and grinding harder.  Her nipples poked hard through the sheer fabric of her nightgown. “I do know that the powers will vary from person to person.  No two heroes are alike.  Some have strength, others have magic power, others are fast. Gah!”

“Are you trying to get an orgasm before the summoning?”

“Yes!  Fuck!”  she said as she collapsed to his side and shuddered for a few moments.  “I’m sorry, but I have to go.  Please get ready and have breakfast; the ritual starts in two hours.  I promise I’ll make it up to you tonight.  You and I have to start our breeding program.”

“Heh, you make it sound so sexy when you call it that,” he said with a smirk.

The princess kissed him and then retreated from the bed and across the room. “Since you’re a stud, I have to say it like that.  Official business and all that, Goram and Vidar can’t complain.  You do know I’m going to find a way to marry you, don’t you?”

“I can’t wait,” he said and waved as she slipped through the door.

When all was quiet, Lia leaped from behind the curtain, bounded to the bed, and jumped on him. “Another lady I have to compete with?  Hmmph. You’re insatiable!”  Lia grabbed his cock, slid herself down his shaft, and lay on top of him.  She looked down on him with loving eyes. “The way she teased you was inexcusable.  Please let me help you with that erection.”

“Lia, you are the most considerate succubus I’ve ever met,”  he said as he sunk his fingers into her ass and kneaded the soft flesh. “I think we’ve got an hour before I really have to get ready.”

…

Jake stood in the back pew of the temple of Mandriafel.  He wished that any of his companions were with him, but he was alone.  Lia said she had a stomachache and wouldn’t be able to set foot in any temple.  The queen and princess were themselves up on the altar in long priestess robes speaking incantations.  The royal consort Vidar and Amira’s fiancé Goram were in the front row yawning from time to time and frowning.

The rest of the pews were filled with elves and humans all wearing the finest clothing.  The temple itself was marble from top to bottom, except for where there were mosaics of the goddess smiting demons or watching over elves.  Stained glass windows let light in and filled the temple with even more color.

The smoke from the incense burners billowed up to the vaulted ceiling, forming a cloud.  Jake wondered what sort of hero would be summoned.  Would it be some tall, dark, and handsome man bursting with muscles, even stronger than he was?  Perhaps a genius with magical powers and charm to match.  Would he lose every woman he loved to this new hero?  It seemed to be his fate.

The chanting reached a crescendo, and a blue light glowed within the cloud, which began to swirl like a tornado.  A chorus of elves around the altar began to chant, raising their hands over the altar.  The swirling cloud touched down onto the altar table and glowed brighter.

The queen raised her hands and said, “We beseech thee, Goddess Mandriafel.  Send us heroes of great power!  Aid us in our fight against our enemies and save our people!”

The room flashed with light, and Jake brought his arm to shield his eyes. 

In the cloud, a voice growled, “Enjoy my glaze, you dirty bitch!”

When Jake lowered his arm, he saw two people on the altar.  A wiry young man with a mop of loose curly black hair standing naked with his dick in his hand.  On her knees in front of him was a pale woman with long straight black hair and dark eyes.  She had large breasts with pale nipples and a healthy set of legs.  Her open mouth, face, and breasts were covered in ropes of claggy ejaculate.

The woman pushed her black rimmed glasses up her nose and looked all around, cum dripping from her tits onto the altar.

Jake narrowed his eyes, stood up, and said, “Nova?  Is that you?”

“Jake?” she said, mortified. “Jake Baleson?”

The naked man looked at Jake and said, “Jake?  Isn’t he supposed to be that loser that got creamed by a truck a few weeks back?”

That’s when all hell broke loose.
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