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Chapter 1

I walked through the palace as soldiers and nobles ran everywhere; some clerks carried maps and other documents.

Pushing through the massive wooden doors, I entered the hall where all the commanders of the royal army and the loyal nobles were gathered. There was also Artoria in her ceremonial knightly clothes without the armor. Beside her was Julien, her fiance, who had gotten a promotion after the situation with the Orcs was finished.

Hahn looked nervous as an old man in plate armor explained the situation.

“Their army is already marching towards the capital; levies, mercenaries, and knights are all armed and ready. Meanwhile, only the royal army and a handful of knights from other nobles are ready and the levies are still being raised. We are also trying to hire mercenaries…”

With a shrug, he continued, “They don’t want to join the losing side.”

I knew my plan would be risky but I didn’t reveal too much in fear of it leaking to the enemy. The only advice I gave them was that I had a plan and it was surprisingly enough to convince the soldiers, although the higher-ups knew how much things were stacked against us.

“What is the path they are taking?”

I asked them and Lucien brought his fingers to a map, pointing to a path.

“They will be going from here and then through here.”

He drew a direct path to the capital. It avoided the lands of other loyalist nobles and went straight towards us, not wasting any time besieging those who could hide in a fortress or a castle.

They weren’t giving us time.

And the entire army was already on the march.

While we are still getting ready,.

I was having doubts about my plan as well but I kept it hidden and replied,

“Send those maps to the Halfling village.”

Everyone in the room gasped in surprise.

“The Halfling village?”

“Yeah yeah… Send them the details of the enemy’s location. It's all according to plan.”

I reassured them before giving more instructions.

“The Queen said to keep the carriages, carts, and horses prepared somewhere. Orders have been given to all distant loyal nobles.”

“But... we are the defenders?” An old general quizzed me, his voice heavy with confusion.

“I can’t reveal the full details but we must be ready to begin marching on a moment's notice.”

I reassured the general before turning to Artoria and saying,

“We have work.”

◆◆◆

It was the room next door, where documents, scrolls, and everything related to the military and war were stored so the commanders could easily bring them.

I locked the door and shoved Artoria to her knees before me.

She looked at me with cute yet hungry eyes, her tongue licking her lips while I undid my pants. My cock was only half-erect but she jumped and gulped the whole thing; her tongue brushed against the sensitive tip, sending shocks of pleasure that made me shiver in delight.

I could feel it harden inside her mouth as her head began bobbing and she began sucking it like a popsicle. Each suction hit me with a wave of pleasure and my tip rubbing inside her soft, moist mouth was like it was in heaven…then she began going faster and faster.

Her round eyes looked at me as lewd moans and grunts escaped her lips, even as my rod filled her mouth. I was edging closer and closer to the peak, the pleasure building up within me like an uncontrollable force.

And then I came. I could feel it pumping my cum into her mouth. And she continued sucking, her throat moved as she gulped down everything before cleaning my cock clean. She only let go after cleaning up every drop of my cum.

But I wasn’t finished. As she stood up, I seized Artoria and spun her around, pressing her forcefully against the wall. Her back arched beautifully, a graceful curve that made my breath catch. My hands slid down to her petite ass, fingers gripping and squeezing through the thin fabric of her tights, feeling the firm yet supple ass beneath.

“My fiancé is in the next room…he could hear us” She moaned.

Of course he could, we could hear the commanders talking from inside.

“Then be silent” I replied as I pulled her tights down, my fingers rubbed her panties and were greeted by a moist sensation.

“Besides you want to be fucked by me don’t you?” I whispered in her ear from behind and a little squeal escaped her lips.

My fingers slipped beneath her legs, playing with her as I continued teasing her,

“I am going to fuck you, not make love or some bullshit.”

Fingers sank into her round ass squeezing until she moaned in pain. But she tightly pursed her lips not letting her voice grow too loud.

My hands moved up from her cheeks, fingers slipping into her panties as I shoved it down her legs and removed it. I could smell the feminine smell of her carnal juices soaking it, arousing my body. Hell, my cock was throbbing hard in excitement.

I pushed my fingers inside her pussy and instantly began drilling it, the sudden ambush made her moan and just as her voice rose I plunged the soil panties into her mouth. Muffling her moans.

“Bite the panties and stay shut,” I commanded while I loosened my pants and whipped out my cock, the tip hitting her pussy which made her jump with a squeal, and the next second my cock was already pushing inside her confines.

“MMmmmmmffffhhhhh!”

She moaned through her panties gagging her mouth while my hips began moving faster and faster.

The clapping of her cheeks and the wet thrashing filled the empty room, and even her muffled moans felt loud inside. I could only pray they wouldn’t escape the room.

But the pleasure was too much, the thrill of fucking her when her fiance was in the next room was overwhelming.

It was like an inferno of lust that demanded I fuck her harder, my hips moving like a machine plunging my rod into her wet hole again and again while the obscene sound of moist slaps mixed with her muffled moans reverberated in the room. 

The fear, the thrill, the excitement, and the sheer pleasure of going inside her.

It was all too much,

“MmmmfhhHHH!” She screamed, like a whistle.

My vision flashed, hips plunging my cock deep into her just as I came inside her.

As soon as we recovered clothes came back on, and there was no time to even clean the cum off her pussy before covering it up with her tight pants.

I grabbed some maps, mostly showing the areas I needed to cover myself before exiting the room. Luckily everyone was still deeply engrossed in the battleplans so I slowly walked up to the discussion and cleared my throat.

“Well then I will be going out to see the army myself”

I announced and the commanders nodded their heads,

Julien embraced Artoria for a kiss which went deep. Seeing them make out right after I had her suck my dick gave me a taboo thrill. I could even see the wet mark between Artoria’s thighs, my cum seeping into her tights.


Chapter 2

I strode through the grand halls of the palace which didn't look as grand as before. The maids, butlers, and other servants were redirected to prepare defenses and the palace looked dirtier than usual.

As I passed through the large walls I could see even the garden had been overtaken by soldiers, their tents and equipment scattered amongst the trees and delicate flowers. The air, once filled with the sweet fragrance of flowers, was now tainted with the scent of sweat and metal. Artoria followed closely behind while the Dark Elf ninja guards shadowed us, invisible to all as they hid in the shadows and rooftops.

As I stepped into the courtyard, the transformation was unbelievably fast. Soldiers of all ranks and origins moved with purpose, their faces set in grim determination but also uncertainty. Some were checking their weapons while others were erecting tents. A few carried bundles of wood and planks, for both fires and defenses I assumed.

The air buzzed with the low hum of conversation and the clinking of metal as blacksmiths hammered away at makeshift forges, sparks flying as they shaped and sharpened weapons while cooks labored over steaming pots, preparing meals to sustain the troops. Among them, I could spot a halfling or two, several halfling cooks came to join the military after I saved their town, and from what I heard soldiers loved their food so much it even helped recruit more people.

My presence alone would boost their morale so I intentionally walked through the courtyard, letting the soldiers see me, and their eyes brightened as they realized I was there. The guards bowed respectfully as I passed them and I smiled back.

Tales of my abilities had spread far and wide by now, they knew what I could do. And that was enough to win…as long as the plan worked.

The wind blew gently against my skin as I walked, it was refreshing to be out instead of being stuck in the palace.

I continued my journey, moving steadily towards and past the gatehouse. The guards at the gate snapped to attention, their eyes widening slightly as they recognized me. They saluted smartly, and I acknowledged them with a nod before stepping through the massive gate.

The capital city lay before me, bustling with activity despite the looming threat of siege.

“Shouldn’t we take a carriage?”

Artoria asked,

“I want them to see me” I replied.

We continued on foot, moving through the city's main thoroughfare. The streets were quieter than usual, with most of the men off to war. Women carried food unloaded from carts, their hands deftly transferring goods to waiting baskets. Other carts, laden with supplies, trundled towards the warehouses, where they would be stored in preparation for the siege.

I wasn't an expert in siege warfare, so I left all military matters to the seasoned strategists and commanders who knew far more than I did. My role was different; it was one of inspiration and hope.

"There! The hero!" a child's voice rang out, clear and excited.

A small boy pointed at me, his eyes wide with admiration. In an instant, heads turned, and the once weary faces of adults broke into smiles. They waved, their spirits lifted by my presence, and I waved back. I had learned that when you are a celebrity even a simple gesture means a lot to the normal person and I was more than just any celebrity, I was their hero, their protector.

As I moved through the streets, I noticed the only males not bearing arms were the elderly, the young, and the occasional disabled. Yet even among them, I saw a few old men carrying spears with their backs hunched, their faces showed determination. Women and children bustled about, carrying food, wood, nails, and other tools towards the city walls.

As we neared the gatehouse, the preparations for the siege became even more evident. Ballistae were being set up on the walls, their massive frames casting long shadows in the evening light. Behind the wall were small catapults and trebuchets were being readied, young engineers were assembling them under the oversight of of older engineers whose massive white beards covered their faces like Santa Claus.

Which made me think do the people of this world have legends like those?

My train of thought quickly returned to the ground, to the matter at hand.

I waved at the soldiers as they toiled, and they waved back, their faces breaking into smiles. Cheers went up everywhere, and soon a small crowd formed around me.

“My soldiers, they say we aren’t ready for the army. But I say that’s nonsense!” I yelled, my voice carrying over the noise of the preparations.

A wave of “Yeah!”s erupted from the crowd, and even the soldiers working on the defenses turned to face me.

“I have beaten Orcs, Goblins, and even Dark Elves! Some pompous traitors mean nothing against my power!”

The determined cries grew louder, filling the air with energy.

“Now get ready, for you will see my power with your own eyes!” I continued, raising my fist.

The crowd erupted in a roar of approval before the soldiers returned to their tasks with renewed vigor, their movements had changed, and they were working faster and smiling.

◆◆◆

"Where are you going?" Artoria asked, her eyes narrowing in curiosity as I began walking towards a cramped alleyway.

"I have a meeting," I whispered back. As we stepped into the shadows, a hooded figure emerged from the darkness.

"Don't panic," I said to Artoria, whose hand instinctively went to the pommel of her sword, her body tensing.

The hooded figure stepped closer, revealing the unmistakable features of a Dark Elf under the shadow of the hood. In a barely audible whisper, he spoke, "Agarsha is on the way." Then, just as mysteriously as he had appeared, he melted back into the shadows, disappearing from sight.

Artoria turned to me, her brow furrowed in confusion. "So, is she bringing Orc reinforcements?" she asked.

"Well, yes," I replied, a hint of a smile playing at the corners of my lips. "But not here. You see, this is the plan..."

◆◆◆

The Duke rode regally at the head of the massive army he and his sycophants had raised, his armor gleaming in the sunlight. The forest flanking the highway seemed more lush and vibrant than ever. He hadn't expected to fall back on his backup plan, but as it turned out, this twist of fate had worked even better in his favor.

Now, he thought, with a thrill of excitement, he could seize the throne. The prospect of becoming king filled him with a heady sense of power.

"I am a GENIUS!" he muttered to himself, a massive, smug smile spreading across his face.

His army stretched for a mile and ranged from the ragtag levies, eager but inexperienced, to the finest mercenaries that gold could buy. He had archers, infantry, cavalry, and siege engines. He would be unstoppable!

Even that backstabbing hero can't fight a thousand soldiers at once, he thought with satisfaction. The image of his rival standing alone against his vast horde brought a dark chuckle to his lips.

As he rode, the Duke surveyed his forces with pride. His banners fluttered in the breeze, a sea of colors and crests that represented the might of his ambition. The rhythmic tramp of boots on the road, the clinking of armor, and the low murmur of voices created a symphony of impending conquest.

He imagined the moment of his triumph—the hero defeated, the throne within his grasp. His mind was already leaping ahead, envisioning his coronation, the crown heavy on his brow, and the cheers of his new subjects filling the air.

“We are moving faster than I expected!” A voice interrupted the Duke's chain of thought. It was the baron riding beside him. Behind them, the Duke's most loyal nobles followed, all eager to reach the capital and claim their prize.

“Yes, soon the capital will belong to us,” the Duke announced smugly. “After that, all the nobles who stand against us will lose their heads.”

“And after that?” the baron queried with a wicked smile.

“I reward those who help me,” the Duke replied. “You all can take their titles and lands. Every one of you will prosper under my reign.”

The group erupted into laughter, their eyes glinting with greed and anticipation. Another noble, his voice dripping with malice, asked, “So after we’ve won, do we execute the Queen too?”

“It would be a shame. She’s got a juicy body,” another noble commented with a lecherous grin.

The Duke, however, only replied, “We will see about it.”

But in his head, he fantasized about sucking those massive milkers.

“She got tits, unlike the skinny woman I had to marry,” the Duke thought to himself as he thought about the Queen’s body.

“Maybe I will offer to spare her if she marries me.”

The Duke began drooling as he imagined the Queen undressed, her massive breasts unveiled before him, his hands squeezing her large ass. His cock was getting harder as he fantasized about it going inside the Queen’s royal pussy.

And so the army, led by the nobles dreaming of taking over the kingdom, marched towards the capital.


Chapter 3

The royal bedroom was filled with lewd moans as my hips kept clapping the Queen’s royal cheeks, which I could swear had grown bigger and softer since she announced her pregnancy. I couldn’t help but sink my fingers into her pillowy ass, kneading it like dough but like jelly. It jiggled and each thrust sent mesmerizing waves.

“Yes..my hero… It's so good!!” She screamed, her regal persona melting into that of a cock-crazed slut.

And I rewarded her by thrusting even harder; a wave of pleasure followed, hitting me like a tsunami.

“Fuck…I am going to cum!” I growled as I struggled to hold back the immense wave. Yet my hips kept pounding her pussy as hard as they could.

Just then the doors were opened as someone came running inside.

“They are here!” Artoria’s voice rang throughout the bedroom just as I erupted inside the Queen.

“Oh, my,” The Queen muttered as she stood up from the bed, butt naked and cum dripping between her legs.

However, Artoria had frozen in surprise; it appears she did not expect us to be fucking right before a battle.

"Well, then let's go,” I said as I stood up.

“Be careful, my hero.” The Queen whispered seductively as she brought her body close to a kiss. My arms enveloped her soft body, hugging her close while our tongues danced inside our connected mouths.

“Uhhh…the enemy?” Artoria muttered; her voice was filled with frustration.

I broke the kiss with the Queen, a trail of saliva still connecting our lips, and turned my gaze towards Artoria. In an instant, I grabbed her and threw her onto the bed.

"What are you do—" she started to yell in surprise, but her words were quickly silenced as I fell upon her, capturing her lips with mine.

"Mmhhgg!" she protested, her voice muffled as I deepened the kiss.

“The enemy?!” She squealed after I broke the kiss but I simply replied that they could wait before ripping her pants.

The Queen chuckled behind me as I began fucking Artoria as well.

◆◆◆

The coldness of the morning had begun to disappear when I reached the city wall. The army camped outside the city walls was massive, a sprawling sea of tents and soldiers stretching as far as the eye could see. Banners fluttered in the breeze, each one bearing the insignia of the various noble houses and mercenary bands that had rallied to the Duke's cause.

"The Duke has been wanting to talk," a soldier beside me advised.

"And it seems he is losing patience."

I shrugged, feeling that I had more important business to attend to. However, it seemed that we would have to hold them off longer than I expected.

"Send the message; let him speak," I ordered.

A few minutes later, a group of armored men appeared in front of the walls. Several knights armed with large shields surrounded the Duke, their faces grim and resolute.

The Duke turned towards me, his voice booming as he yelled, "Surrender and I will spare you!"

I yawned, deliberately displaying my boredom, before yelling back, "I think you need to look at your own home; an army of Orcs is currently rampaging in your lands."

The group of knights exchanged confused glances, and the Duke's face twisted in anger and disbelief. "Do you think I am an idiot?!" he shouted.

"YES!" I yelled back without hesitation.

The Duke's face turned red with rage. He stomped his armored feet against the ground, his frustration palpable. "Then be it!" he screamed angrily before turning around and charging straight back towards his camp, his knights following closely behind.

"Well, then get ready; they will be coming hard,” I said to the soldiers before climbing down.

The next day, the enemy soldiers began digging fortifications and building siege engines, from trebuchets to siege towers. The Duke wanted to win fast.

As I sat in front of a makeshift camp beside the city walls, I felt cold breath hitting my neck, followed by a whisper, a manner of speech I had become quite familiar with.

“Ten saboteurs are dead; one spy was caught and we threw him into your jail. Give the order and we will hit their camp.”

“Do it,” I ordered and the figure disappeared.

A few hours later, when darkness fell, a soldier called out to me, and as I climbed up the wall, I could see several trebuchets and a siege tower that was being assembled in the back of the enemy camp were on fire.

However, they were still few among many.

It won’t stop their attack tomorrow but it would be enough to give us some reprieve for the night. As I climbed back down, the same hooded figure appeared in front of me.

“They are putting up more guards now; it will be much harder next time,” he whispered.

“Then prepare for the defense.”

The figure nodded before disappearing. A yawn forced its way through my mouth. I could use my [Stamina Boost] to stay awake but I didn’t want to risk having any of my skills in cooldown in case of a surprise attack.

"Well, then it's sleepy time.”

Tomorrow they will be coming; the Duke wasn’t going for a long, drawn-out siege, trying to starve us out. I wish he would have gone that way but I guess insulting him didn’t work.

But we have an advantage behind the walls. We just need to survive long enough and I will not lose.

I motivated myself as I walked towards a house near the city wall that had been requisitioned temporarily as a barracks of sorts for me. They wanted me to stay near the walls but also to be comfortable, given my role as the hero.

Two guards were stationed next to the entrance, their postures straight and alert. They nodded respectfully as I entered the house. The interior, though modest in size, was quite luxurious compared to most houses in this world. It had been furnished with care, a blend of practicality and comfort that made it feel homely despite the circumstances.

And I hurried to the bed, falling on it like I lost all energy. It was harder than the beds in the palace, but it was enough for me.


Chapter 4

*crash*

The sound of a massive explosion sent me almost flying out of bed. Yells and screams followed as another loud crash came, followed by another.

“They are attacking!”

A soldier came running inside, panic in his face.

“I am coming!” I yelled back as I grabbed my sword and ran out.

Stones flew over the wall, crashing into houses within the city. Luckily, almost all homes near the wall had been evacuated. The impact of the stones sent shudders through the ground, and the sound of splintering wood and crumbling brick filled the air.

Inside the city, our own catapults and trebuchets launched projectiles in response, each one disappearing over the wall with a mighty whoosh. The coordinated effort of our engineers and soldiers aimed to disrupt the enemy's siege equipment and create chaos in their ranks.

As I climbed up to a vantage point near the wall, I could see the tension on the faces of the defenders. However, the enemy forces were not yet advancing. Instead, they were peppering us with projectiles. Most flew over our heads, some crashed against the hard walls without doing much damage and a rare few hit the crenelations, sending the unfortunate defenders flying to their deaths.

Luckily, such hits were rare.

I climbed back down and ran towards the command post. Artoria ran towards me, clad in plate armor.

“Get ready; they will begin advancing soon,” she warned.

A few hours later, the enemy began their advance. Siege towers lumbered forward, massive and intimidating, leading the assault. Atop these towering structures, crossbowmen and archers exchanged volleys with our own marksmen. The air was thick with the whizzing of arrows and the thud of bolts hitting their marks.

Our ballistae, positioned strategically along the walls, released massive bolts that crashed through wooden shields, impaling enemy archers and sending some plummeting to their deaths.

Yet the siege towers, while slow, were impervious to the smaller projectiles our archers could muster and the ballistae couldn’t be reloaded fast enough to do much damage. Their sides were reinforced with thick timber and iron, making them formidable moving fortresses.

Then came pots of burning oil, launched by our catapults towards the enemy. Many missed, some fell on the advancing formations behind the towers and only a single tower was hit, which began burning.

Yet the enemy advance did not falter.

The burning tower came to a halt as those inside fled the flames, only to fall victim to the hail of arrows released by the archers on the walls.

Yet the other siege towers successfully reached the wall, ramps falling on the crenelations as enemy soldiers flooded the walls, screaming war cries. The defenders met them head-on, steel clashing against steel.

When the defenders began to falter in a location, I charged, leaping into mobs of enemies like a whirlwind of blades.

With [Rapid Evasion] activated, I slashed their throats and stabbed them between the openings of their armor, all before they even knew what was happening.

Yet the enemies continued to flood the walls; more climbed up the ladders inside the towers like a pump that flooded the walls with enemies. Soldiers threw bottles and pots with oil alongside other flaming objects and by noon, all the siege towers were on fire.

But instead, there was another problem.

Ladders were being raised against the walls, and enemy soldiers began to climb them with grim determination. Simultaneously, a battering ram, its operators protected by a shed of wood reinforced with iron plates, started bashing against the gates. The rhythmic pounding of the ram echoed through the city, a dire reminder of the siege's intensity.

"Focus on the ladders!" I commanded, my voice carrying over the chaos. "Push them back!"

Soldiers rushed to the parapets, shoving ladders away with long pikes and pouring boiling oil on the climbers. The defenders fought fiercely, but the sheer number of attackers made it a grueling task.

Artoria led a group of soldiers in repelling the invaders. Her skill and experience made her a formidable force, and the enemy was no match for her precision and strength. With every swing of her blade, she cut down attackers with deadly efficiency, rallying our troops with her fierce determination.

"Push them back!" she yelled, her voice cutting through the chaos of battle. The soldiers heaved against the ladders, tipping them backward and sending enemy climbers plummeting to their deaths. Soon the sight of bodies falling and the sound of ladders crashing to the ground filled the air.

"Keep going! We can't let them breach the walls!" Artoria commanded, her eyes blazing with determination.

Without the towers, the enemy soldiers were forced to climb up the exposed ladders. I charged through the remaining enemies on top of the wall, using [Greater Strength] to make each strike of my sword as powerful as that of a giant. Every enemy who thought they could block my path was instead hurled off the walls by the sheer force of my blows.

Our archers were now free to release volleys against the enemies still trying to climb or place ladders against the walls. Arrows rained down upon the attackers, thinning their ranks and creating chaos below. The enemy's momentum faltered as they struggled to make headway against our relentless resistance.

As the sun began to set, casting a golden glow over the battlefield, it became clear that the enemy's advance had broken. The once-coordinated assault was now a disorganized retreat.

The gate of the city swung open, and our cavalry thundered forth to cut down the retreating enemies. Armored knights, charged with unstoppable momentum, their lances and swords cutting a bloody path through the disorganized enemy ranks.

The battering ram, which had been relentlessly bashing against the gate could not retreat fast enough. Its crew tried to run away only to fall victim to our cavalry charge. Soldiers doused it in oil and set it ablaze, flames consuming the wooden structure and sending thick black smoke spiraling into the sky.

After breaking through the mobs of disorganized enemies, the cavalry force swiftly turned back before the enemy could mount a counterattack. They galloped back to the safety of the city walls and the gates were quickly shut behind them. The defenders on the walls cheered as the cavalry returned.

I surveyed the results of the battle, enemy corpses were everywhere and it was worse below the walls where they were piled on, almost making a ramp of sorts. They suffered disproportionately higher casualties but it was to be expected from a siege.

But they still vastly outnumbered us and worse all of our ballistae had been destroyed, and many of our best archers were also wounded. Not to mention, they still have many fresh soldiers that will storm the walls again tomorrow.

To put it simply, if they attack again tomorrow, we are fucked.

We may have to fall back to the palace if the city walls fall….

As I considered my options, a hooded figure appeared before me.

“We received the message.”

He whispered as he handed me a letter and it simply said,

“The letter is here.”

A sigh of relief escaped my lips as I leaned against the wall.

The hooded figure had disappeared as I stood back again. I climbed down the wall and walked straight towards the command tent.

All the generals had gloomy faces as they considered the situation, all except me.

“The enemy is defeated; today we rest and tomorrow we begin preparations to march.”

I announced and everyone turned towards me in surprise, some looking at me as if I were out of my mind.

“Follow the hero’s plan; you’ll see tomorrow,” Artoria told the generals, and soon orders were sent to prepare the logistics for a march even as we remained under siege.


Chapter 5

The next morning was so peaceful that I managed to sleep without any crashes or explosions. For the first time in days, the city seemed to be at rest, and I awoke feeling somewhat refreshed.

I made my way to the city wall, climbing to a vantage point to survey the enemy camp. As I predicted there were no signs of an impending attack. Instead, the camp was in a state of massive commotion.

Soldiers were running back and forth, shouting orders and scrambling to pack up their gear. Tents were being hastily dismantled, and supplies were being loaded onto wagons with a sense of urgency. The disciplined formations of the previous day were gone, replaced by a chaotic and disorganized scene.

Other commanders also joined me on the wall, dumbfounded at the sudden change of events.

A soldier approached, saluting briskly.

"Commander, our scouts report that the enemy is in full retreat," he said. "They're abandoning their siege engines and packing up their supplies.”

“What should we do now?” Julien asked another commander who replied,

“We don't have the numbers to attack an army of that size, even if they were on a full-blown.”

“Well, we don't need to” I joined in.

This time the commanders were looking at me more attentively knowing my unbelievable plan was both real and was actually working.

“We should stay rest today and begin marching by tomorrow. We are going to attack the Duchy”

Instead of surprise as before everyone fell into a deep contemplation as if considering the possibilities or planning the next steps.

“Then let's go” A general announced and everyone nodded their heads in unison.

◆◆◆

The Duke was grinding his teeth as he read the letter, his eyes blazing with fury.

"My dear, an army of Orcs are ravaging the Duchy. They have burnt down our mansion, and the people have taken shelter behind city walls but we are going to be surrounded. Please help!"

His wife Sophia had sent the letter, and the seal was authentic. The news was dire. Worse still, other nobles were receiving similar reports. Their lands were under siege, their holdings ravaged by the marauding Orcs.

Soldiers, from levies to knights, were panicking. The once disciplined ranks were now a scene of chaos. Only the mercenaries, driven by gold and not having much at stake remained calm amidst the turmoil.

"Aarrrgh!"

The Duke screamed in anger, the veins in his neck bulging. He was this close to winning, to seizing the throne and having it all, and now a bunch of pesky Orcs were running around in his Duchy, ruining everything.

His generals stood around him, tense and uncertain. The Duke's fury was palpable, and none dared to speak.

He slammed his fist on the table, scattering maps and plans. "This can't be happening," he muttered, his voice a dangerous growl. "I was so close. So close!"

One of his advisors, a seasoned veteran with a scar across his face, stepped forward cautiously. "My lord, we need to make a decision. If the Orcs continue their rampage, we won't have a Duchy to return to. We must send forces back to defend our lands."

The Duke glared at him, his eyes narrowing. "And what of the capital? If we divert our troops now, we lose our chance to take the throne."

The advisor bowed his head, acknowledging the dilemma. "If we lose the Duchy, my lord, we lose our power base. Without the support of our people and resources, even if we take the capital, we won't be able to hold it."

The Duke clenched his fists, torn between his ambition and the reality of the situation. The dream of seizing the throne was slipping through his fingers, and the cold hard truth was settling in.

"Prepare the men," he finally commanded, his voice dripping with venom. "We will turn back to defend the Duchy. But make no mistake," he added, his eyes flashing dangerously, "we will not give up on the capital. I will have my victory, one way or another."

He was not defeated. Not yet. He would fight on two fronts if he had to. He would crush the Orcs, reclaim his lands, and then he would return to finish what he had started.

By the time the Duke left his tent, the camp was already in chaos. Soldiers and camp followers were frantically piling supplies onto carts and carriages, while others hurriedly dismantled tents. The air was thick with tension and the sounds of hurried preparations.

Some tents were left where they stood, their occupants having perished during the last assault. There was no need to waste time touching them; the priority was to mobilize and respond to the Orc threat ravaging the Duchy.

The Duke's eyes scanned the scene, his mind racing. They had taken more casualties than expected, but victory had been within their grasp. If it hadn't been for the sudden appearance of the Orcs...

His ambitions were not so easily thwarted. With his troops rallied and his mind set, the Duke prepared to face the new challenges ahead. The game was far from over, and he intended to win, no matter the cost.

◆◆◆

As the enemy army began dismantling their camp, cheers erupted among the defenders. The sight of their foes retreating, even temporarily, filled them with renewed hope and vigor.

But it was only getting started.

"Get rest, we are moving again tomorrow," I said to the soldiers as I passed them. They nodded, some even smiling despite their exhaustion. Others began preparing the logistics carts and carriages, organizing supplies for the next phase of our campaign.

The soldiers were tired, but the victory had lifted their morale to new heights. They were eager to march against the enemies who had dared to attack them, destroy their homes, and kill their friends.

"We're going to take them in the ass!" a commander yelled to his troops, who were busy piling barrels onto a cart. The men laughed as they worked.

However, my blood was still hot from the last day of fighting. The adrenaline coursing through my veins demanded release, one way or another. The thrill of battle, the close brushes with death, had awakened something primal within me.

As the soldiers continued their preparations, I slipped away to the house near the city wall, which had been temporarily requisitioned as my quarters.

A knock at the door startled me. I turned to see Artoria standing there,

"I was asked to check if the hero was alright," she said softly, stepping inside.

She was back in her ceremonial uniform and that gave me the perfect opportunity to release my pent-up steam. Just as she walked towards me I grabbed her and brought her closer, my mouth going straight to her lips, not for a kiss but to devour it.

The fire was lit and a bestial lust took over.

My tongue invaded her mouth, exploring her before my lips parted.

“I need to meet Julien after-AAAH”

She screamed in surprise as my hands ripped her clothes away, and I threw her towards the bed. She fell face down, her ass up in the air, and I grabbed her hands. Twisting her ripped clothes into a makeshift rope, I tied her wrists together, securing them tightly.

"I-ahn need to get...to mmffgh," she tried to protest, but her excuses were cut short as I tied another makeshift cloth rope over her mouth, tying it tightly between her lips. Her moans and writhing became more sensual.

The makeshift gag muffled her sounds and the way her ass waved in front of me was pushing my self-control to the limit.

I ran my hands over her body, feeling the heat and the curves of her back. Her skin was smooth and warm and with each caress of my hands on her naked skin, her moans grew louder, her body writhing lewdly.

She was like a toy I could use, just for my pleasure. And as I released my throbbing rock-hard cock my self-controlled finally slipped.

My hands roamed over her, gripping her hips tightly right before I stabbed her pussy with my cock, pushing inside with extreme force, a storm of pleasure that blew my mind away, letting the inferno of desire take over me.

I was driving my cock into her like the piston of some sex machine. All control had slipped away, there was only the endless flood of pure bliss that drowned me.

My hips kept relentlessly thrusting, filling the room with wet thrashing sounds and her filthy moans. The pounding was merciless, juices spilled from her pussy as her moans turned to wails.

There was only the urge to go faster and harder, to get as much pleasure before it caught up.

Even with the cloth rope in her mouth, she screamed, her body began convulsing, her pussy tightening and relaxing faster., trying to grab my cock inside.

“Fuck!” I yelled out as I exploded, pumping my seed into her womb. When my cock slipped out the flow of thick white cum followed.

It was intense but it felt good.

Seeing her in this debauched state, it would be a waste to just let her go…

[Stamina Boost]

My body was reinvigorated and wasting no time, I plunged my cock into her other hole, She screamed and wailed. Her body writhed like crazy but my hands kept her in place as I began thrusting into her asshole.

Her tight backdoor contracted to force me out of the place I wasn’t supposed to put my cock in but it was in vain. My rod kept going in, nothing could stop it as it raided her anus.

Her dirty muffled moans were like music to my ears, the undeniable debauched lust in her voice drove me deeper into a dark dirty cave until I couldn’t keep going anymore.

And it ended with me creaming her ass, leaving both of her walls dripping with my seed as she lay lewdly with her ass up in the air. Her eyes were half-closed as the sheets were soaked in her drool and sweat.

After she was finally untied and had recovered from the session, she limped out of the house, grumbling. Her steps were unsteady, her body still reeling from being fucked in the ass. I watched her go with a satisfied smile.

"Don't forget," I called after her, with amusement. "We move out early in the morning."

She turned her head slightly, shooting me a glare that was both playful and angry before disappearing.


Chapter 6

The army began moving the next morning, with the supply carts being prepared even before the siege, ensuring minimal delay. The soldiers, having rested well were in high spirits, their morale bolstered by our recent victory and the sight of the enemy's retreat.

The rising sun cast a soft glow over the bustling camp, the sounds of preparations filled the air. Horses were saddled, weapons were sharpened, and the rhythmic creaking of wagon wheels accompanied the soldiers' steady march.

I led them from the front.

“They were in a hurry and would have a lead of several days” A scout explained,

“That would leave the army far too exhausted” A commander who joined me on horseback noted while another claimed, “But that could allow them to prepare for our attack”

“Don’t worry, let's move at a relaxed pace.  We have everything planned” I explained and they nodded in affirmation. Not even bothering to ask any questions.

We marched past the broken and abandoned siege engines. The enemy had left entire tents worth of wounded soldiers who were taken prisoner and sent back to the city.

Artoria traveled with her fiancé on his horse, managing to fool the poor guy by saying her limping was due to getting hit during the battle.

No one doubted her and certainly didn't suspect it was because she was taking my cock in her ass.

Her clueless fiancé, rested his hand gently on her arm as they rode. “Are you sure you’re alright?” he asked, worry etched on his face.

Artoria nodded, a convincing smile on her lips. “I’m fine, truly. Just a bit sore from the fight.”

For the moment I turned towards the more pressing matters of leading the marching army. As we advanced the armies of the loyal nobles joined us, marching from their fiefs with levies and knights. Some brought around a hundred men while others brought thousands.

Our army was still vastly smaller than the Duke’s but we were growing quickly.

◆◆◆

The Duke led the retreating army, grumbling the entire way. The smugness had washed away from the faces of the rebelling nobles, replaced by expressions of anger and frustration.

The once-confident lords now looked like a defeated lot, their voices filled with bitterness as they complained to each other.

"Faster, you fools!” Yelled the Duke, his voice filled with rage. The army needed to move fast before the damn Orcs ruin their holdings. In fact, it would give them the ideal opportunity. With the Orcs busy assaulting the walls of his city, the army will rush to catch them off guard, driving the spear straight into the backs of the unprepared Orcs.

But they needed to hurry.

“Faster!” He yelled again.

The army didn't rest as often as they had when marching toward the capital. They couldn't afford to rest. Leisure was not a luxury they had any more.

The relentless pace took its toll on the men. Exhaustion was evident in their eyes and their movements were getting sluggish.

Every halt was brief, if they stopped at all. Just enough to catch a breath before they were forced onward again.

The Duke, despite his weariness, pushed them hard, knowing that any pause could spell their doom. His anger and frustration drove him to keep moving.

After a relentless march, the column finally reached the highway flanked by massive trees of the forest. They could set up camp for the night after crossing the forest. As urgent as they were if they didn't stop before nightfall the army would collapse well before they reached the Orc army.

“They were supposed to rejoin us here,” a noble complained bitterly.

Scouts had been sent ahead of the main column to forage, as they were dangerously running out of food. They were expected to rejoin the army at this exact location.

As the army marched through, there was no sign of the scouts.

“Did those bastards run away?” another noble grumbled with frustration.

Even as the marching column reached halfway through the forest highway, there was no sign of the foraging scouts.

As supplies dwindled, more parties were sent into the forest, and they, too, disappeared. The forest had its dangers, but none that should have posed a significant threat to seasoned soldiers—nothing bigger than a leopard, or so they thought.

It wasn't until a blood-curdling scream echoed from the forest that the column came to an abrupt halt. Panic rippled through the ranks as the soldiers realized something was terribly amiss.

A soldier burst from the woods, running frantically towards the column. The sudden whistling of arrows filled the air, ending with sickening thuds. More arrows followed in rapid succession, and the fleeing soldier fell, his back pierced by so many arrows he resembled a porcupine.

Chaos erupted among the ranks as men scrambled for cover, their previous fatigue replaced by the adrenaline of a sudden ambush. The Duke’s face twisted with a mix of shock and rage, barking orders to form a defensive line. More arrows came whistling towards the column, shooting down many unprepared soldiers who had removed their armor for ease of marching.

Yet the elite mercenary crossbowmen managed to put down their pavises and release volleys of bolts in the direction of the attacks. Shrill screams came when they managed to hit the enemies hiding in the bushes and shadows.

Many hid behind or under carriages, while others tried to find their weapons. However, arrows kept flying felling many soldiers that failed to find cover.

But there weren't enough enemy archers to pin down the massive column, and the armored knights began advancing toward the forest.

Like green blurs, figures leaped out of the bushes, aiming to drive their spears between the joints of the knights' armor. The knights, however, were too skilled and disciplined. Swords flashed in deadly arcs, and the ambushers were swiftly cut down, their bodies falling lifeless to the forest floor.

“Goblins!” One of the Knights yelled out pointing his sword at the corpse he just sliced apart.

The Duke who had hidden under a carriage peaked out,

“Goblins?”  The Duke yelped before clearing his throat.

“Are you hiding from a bunch of damned Goblins!? Move your asses!” He screamed and the revelation made more soldiers peak out with weapons in their hands.

However, just as the army began moving towards the forest, several knights were suddenly sent flying back.

A goblin appeared amidst the soldiers like a tornado, wielding a massive iron ball with spikes. The oversized flail swung with such force that it carried the little goblin with its sheer inertia.

The goblin was a whirlwind of destruction, the spiked ball smashing through armor and flesh alike. Knights who had stood firm against spears and arrows now found themselves helpless against this unexpected onslaught.

The whirlwind of spiked metal crashed through the pavises, sending crossbowmen flying amidst a hail of splinters. The reach of the flail was too great for soldiers trying to attack it with swords, and spears shattered as the men attempted to strike the goblin in the center of the deadly storm.

Archers and crossbowmen turned their aim on the goblin flail tornado, but it vanished into the other side of the forest as mysteriously as it had appeared. Soldiers let out a collective sigh of relief as the attack seemed to come to an end.

However, the relief was premature. Suddenly, several supply carriages caught on fire. Mobs of goblins, who had snuck up undetected, scattered in all directions, leaping into the bushes before anyone could react. The soldiers' brief respite was shattered as they scrambled to put out the fires and secure what remained of their supplies. The goblins' cunning attack left the army in disarray, the losses piling up and morale fraying at the edges.

The Duke’s face turned red with rage.

“Hunt those goblins down!” he growled. But more level-headed nobles and commanders pointed out the issue of going on a wild goblin chase while their homelands were being attacked by rampaging orcs.

Worse still, the sun had begun setting, casting long shadows through the forest. They needed to get out of the woods, and fast. The dangers of the night loomed large, and the army's morale was already shaky. Every delay increased the risk of further ambushes and attacks.

Reluctantly, the Duke ordered the column to keep moving, his frustration evident as he gritted his teeth. The march resumed, the soldiers weary and hungry.

Goblins harried the edges and the back of the column, occasionally killing several soldiers but mostly managing to do little more than wound or scare them. However, their persistent attacks forced the army to rush through the forest, leaving a trail of corpses in its wake.

The constant ambushes frayed nerves and spread chaos through the ranks. Soldiers stumbled over roots and underbrush in their haste, some falling prey to the goblins’ sharp blades and quick strikes. The nobles barked orders, trying to maintain order, but the relentless harassment made it difficult to keep the column organized.

As the sun dipped below the horizon, casting the forest in deep shadows, the army finally began to emerge from the treeline. The open ground ahead promised some respite from the relentless guerrilla tactics of the goblins.

The soldiers attempted to set up camp, but the constant hit-and-run attacks by goblins forced them to push the campsite further and further away from the forest. They only succeeded when there was too much open ground between them and the forest for the goblins to cross.

After several bands of raiders were shot down by archers, the attacks finally ceased. But it was already midnight by then. The soldiers, exhausted and on edge, hastily erected tents and fortifications. Fires were lit, not just for warmth but to keep the darkness at bay and provide a sense of security. However, many soldiers simply fell asleep where they lay, too tired to even set up tents.

The Duke stalked through the makeshift camp, his frustration evident as he surveyed his beleaguered troops. The losses and constant harassment had taken their toll, and he knew they couldn't afford many more nights like this. As he reached his tent, he barked orders for doubled watch shifts and tighter patrols, determined to prevent any more surprises.

The camp settled into a tense, uneasy quiet, and the soldiers were finally able to catch some much-needed rest.


Chapter 7

The army under my command had grown larger and larger. Even many nobles who had been sitting on the fence decided to join us after the Duke's retreat.

I would leave their judgment to the Queen after the war. For now, we needed the men for the upcoming battle.

We pressed on towards the highway through the forest, but when we reached it, the jaws of soldiers dropped. A trail of dead enemies stretched the entire path.

Abandoned or burned carriages lined the way, some left with their contents still intact. Supplies, weapons, and armor lay scattered.

Just then, from the woods, emerged short green figures armed with spears, short swords, and bows. Their weapons were well-crafted, not the improvised sticks and stones they had when I fought them.

When I sent instructions to the Halflings, their best smiths went to work. While they weren't the greatest blacksmiths, being mostly used to crafting simple farming equipment they knew how to craft weapons that suited the short goblins.

I had ordered the soldiers to expect a group of goblins, so they didn't panic as the goblins approached us. Leading them was a petite goblin with a curvy figure, her feminine body barely covered by straps of cloth, one tightly holding her tits while the other just a loincloth that only hid her most private parts. She was dragging a flail that appeared gigantic compared to her small frame.

She hurried towards me, stopping right in front of me and looking at me with puppy eyes as she muttered,

“Shu-Sha, beat evil hoomans!” She proclaimed with juvenile excitement, her hands going up as she jumped energetically.

“Good job,” I said as I patted her hair, before lowering my voice and continuing,

“And you will be getting a big reward for that.”

◆◆◆

While the army camped, I disappeared into the forest, sneaking into a cave far away from the eyes and ears of the soldiers.

The dense foliage and twisting paths led me to a secluded spot where the cave entrance lay hidden among the rocks and undergrowth. The darkness within swallowed me as I entered, leaving the sounds of the camp far behind. This was a place of secrecy, known only to a few.

Inside the cave, the air was cool and damp, the faint echo of dripping water the only sound. The flicker of torchlight revealed the narrow passageways and jagged walls. I moved deeper, the light growing dimmer, until I reached a chamber where a Shu-Sha awaited,

She leaped towards me and my hands reached out to grab her body midflight, my hands taking her by the waist. Her legs coiled around my waist while her arms grabbed my neck, before she pressed her face against me, her lips pushing them against mine as her small Goblin tongue invaded mine. I pushed back, my tongue overpowering and pushing her back until I was invading her mouth, exploring all of her.

My hands moved up and down, palms brushing on her smooth leathery green skin before ripping off the strap that hid her tits and then moving down to undo her loincloth.

She stopped making out and purred, “Reward?”

“Well then, here it comes,” I announced, throwing her down to the makeshift cushion on the cave floor.

My clothes fell off as I advanced on her, her naked body gleaming under the torchlight, looking tasty, and when she parted her legs, revealing the pink slit it was on.

I fell on her, putting my head between her thighs as I began devouring her pussy with wild abandon.  My lips sucked like a vacuum while my tongue hit her all the sports hard. Her moans echoed through the cave walls, their intensity increasing until I moved upwards and attacked her clit.

Then her moans turned into one big scream, her body shuddering until it exploded with a burst of her carnal juices.

“Ooooh…owuuuu” She moaned softly in satisfaction but it was nothing compared to what was coming.

Falling on her, I easily pushed her legs apart before my cock slipped inside, thrusting into her tight pussy which felt unimaginably great.

“Fuck” I moaned, I missed how tight and good Goblin's pussy felt.

“BIG…inside!... Shu-Sha feel GOOD!” She moaned as I went balls deep.

Then I began thrusting; it felt like I was being thrown into heaven. How her walls tried to relax only to tighten harder felt so good that I felt like I was losing control.

Her cute, high-pitched moans tickled my ears like fuel for my burning inferno. Soon the only thing that mattered was to thrust harder and harder.

Her thighs locked around my waist, and her hands tried to desperately hold on to me as I fucked her like no tomorrow. She felt like a small fuck-doll under me, her moans like those of a loud squeaking doll, her voice growing as my pounding rose in intensity.

It all came to an explosive climax, her grip on me tightening as she let out a cry of pure lust. My cock kept pumping baby batter into her womb, stuffing her like a Thanksgiving goblin.

Little satisfied squeals came out of her as she remained on the ground, her legs spread wide showing her stuffed pussy overflowing with my seed. The filthy sight of the used-up Goblin only made me horny all over again. It had been a long time since I had the chance to enjoy a Goblin with their tight, compact, and lewd bodies.

I had to make the best use of this time…

[Stamina Boost]

I reached down and grabbed her limp body, lifting her by the waist,

“Huh..I…ahn” She muttered, her eyes were barely on earth, and a line of drool came down from her lips.

“We are going again”

I said and that made her animated again, her eyes looking at me with lustful anticipation even though she struggled to find the strength to even move anymore.

I turned her body, aiming her at the cave wall as I brought her bent body to the level of my hips.

But instead of going to the same, stuffed hole I aimed it at her Goblin ass. Pressing my tip between her shiny green cheeks made her let out a surprised squeal but before she could react it penetrated her asshole, pushing into her even tighter back-cave, using her pussy juices that were coating my cock to slide inside.

Her scream, a mix of pain and pleasure filled the cave, echoing with her splitting intensity as I invaded her anus. Strength returned to her body as her legs began waving in the air and her arms desperately grabbed the ridges on the cave wall as my arms began rocking her body back and forth in sync with my hips, driving my rod harder and deeper inside her dirty cave.

When my hips began going faster so did my arms, her body helplessly swinging on my dick as I mercilessly pounded her ass.

All conscious thought was washed away by the sheer strength of the tidal wave of pleasure that hit me. I felt like a beast as I used her to pleasure myself.

As the thrusting became more intense, her wails turned more animalistic, her fingers trying to scratch the wall as she howled in lust. Her short legs thrashed the air, yet her kicks felt almost cute as they hit my thigh, despite the surprising strength they had for her small figure.

“Ahhh..I can’t…too big…Shu-Shaaah! Ass….”

Her cries of pain and pleasure reached new heights, driving me to the limits of my body. I couldn’t hold the wave any longer.

In a white flash, my body relaxed, releasing the pent-up pressure into her anus. Her limbs were dangling in the air, as my cock slipped out, a flood of cum following it from her dirty hole.

I gently lowered her on the makeshift mattress.

I was too tired to leave, so I fell beside her and closed my eyes. Soon I felt her warm, naked body hugging me and in turn, my hand snaked down, grabbing a fistful of her perfectly round ass before I finally fell asleep.


Chapter 8

"Move faster, you dogs!" The Duke yelled, his voice booming over the noise of clanking armor and neighing horses. "We need to catch those filthy Orcs by surprise, or all of this will be for nothing!"

The remaining supplies were rationed, the Duke and the Nobles had enough to fill their bellies. The knights had enough not to feel any hunger but the common soldiers had their bellies growling like wild beasts.

Each step was a struggle, their bodies weak from lack of nourishment. Yet they marched on, driven by duty and fear of the orcs devastating their homes.

The sight of a tall spire, the distinct building of the Duchy’s capital city inspired the troops to march forward and as noon fell they were almost near the besieged city. Light cavalry scouts were sent ahead to observe the Orc army attacking the city, they galloped away while the army continued the relentless march.

A few hours later the the scouts returned, galloping straight towards the commanders of the army.

“They are not attacking!” The lead scout yelled out,

“What! What does that mean!?” The Duke screamed, both in confusion and anger.

“The orcs are camped around the city but they aren’t attacking,” the scout explained.

“But that's impossible; the Orcs always go charging ahead.”

Another soldier came running forward,

“An army in the back!”

“What's it this time!?” The Duke screamed, his teeth grinding as he turned towards the newcomer.

“The Royal Army is behind us!” The panicked soldier mumbled.

“But that's impossible; they should be still preparing supplies and gathering men,"  another noble commented, his voice tinged with panic.

The Duke suddenly went silent, the shock of the situation, the sudden turn of events was too much for his brain to handle. Meanwhile, the commanders and other nobles deliberated their course of action.

“If we could fight our way through the Orcs and get inside the city, then we can just close the gates and wait it out”, a Baron said.

“Can’t we just surrender to the Royal Army?” a commander asked only to be smacked in the head by another who yelled, “And lose our heads?”

“Are the Orcs working with the Royal Army?” Another Noble questioned.

“First we need to get inside the city walls. Then we can try to negotiate something at least.”

Ultimately, everyone agreed with the plan.

◆◆◆

The enemy army was arrayed before us, trapped between our forces and the Orc army. Their army was still vast, but the gulf in size had narrowed since the siege of the royal capital.

They seemed to ignore us and instead charged towards the Orcs blocking their path to the city.

“They're trying to break through and get behind the city walls. If they succeed, we'll be stuck in a long siege,” A commander noted.

I let the actual commanders take over the army as we advanced. Several cavalry charges easily broke the rear of the enemy, causing chaos and disarray.

“Don’t kill the Duke; he is mine,” I instructed the commanders, who relayed the orders to their soldiers. Light cavalry were sent to harass the enemy army with javelins and short bows and to scout out the location of the Duke for me.

The light cavalry darted in and out, their javelins finding targets among the retreating soldiers. Arrows rained down on those trying to regroup, adding to the panic and confusion. As the enemy struggled to fend off the orcs and our relentless assaults, I scanned the battlefield for the Duke. He was somewhere amidst the chaos, and I intended to find him.

The enemy's rear thinned as more of their soldiers fell or fled. Our archers began peppering them with rains of arrows as the infantry, with their shield walls closed tight began advancing.

However, the Orc army, which had been hewing through the frontlines, began buckling under the pressure. The Duke had sent his best forces—elite plate-armored knights backed by the finest mercenary sharpshooters—to the front.

The clash was brutal. The knights managed to hold on with sheer skill despite the Orcs hitting them with such strength that even plate armor couldn’t fully protect them. The mercenary sharpshooters were picking off the strongest Orcs one by one. The tide of battle began to shift as the Orcs struggled to maintain their momentum.

The Duke's forces were nearing a breakthrough.

“We found him!” A scout came galloping towards me.

“Where?” I asked

“In the center, right behind the arrow wedge hitting the Orc line”, the scout pointed.

“Make way for me” I ordered and a group of armored knights, the best cavalry we had regrouped into a flying wedge formation. Archers concentrated their volleys towards the enemies in our path right before the knights crashed through with their lances, driving deep into the enemy formation before unsheathing their swords to cut a blood path back towards friendly lines.

The hole that was created was quickly plugged by the infantry allowing me to drive my horse deep inside enemy lines.

Just as I sighted the Duke, I jumped. Leaping over the enemies with the momentum before I activated

[Rapid Evasion]

The world slowed, with enemies moving in slow motion as I fell between them. The bodyguards of the Duke slowly turned their eyes towards me but couldn’t react as my blade slid between the joints of the armor. I was effortlessly slashing through his bodyguards and anyone else unlucky to be between me and the Duke, and that included several of his lesser sycophants.

When the skill ended I was surrounded by corpses, the soldiers surrounding me turned away and began running away. And so did the Duke who put on his helmet and began running, but I didn’t let him.

I activated [Lesser strength] and charged toward him and then [Flash Step],

I was instantly face to face with the Duke and wasting no time I sent my armored first flying into his face, with the power of [Lesser Strength] behind it the punch dented the helmet and sent it flying. The Duke however survived with a bleeding nose, desperately trying to find his footing as he yelled,

“I am not scared! Come…you!” while waving his sword randomly against the air.

He was so disoriented I simply walked towards him and slapped him as hard as could. With a loud crash, he was sent to the side, falling to the ground and this time clearly knocked out.

Soon panic spread across the enemy army, either falling to their knees in front of the Royal Army or trying to run away.

The war was over.


Chapter 9

The Royal Army marched into the Duchy’s capital, dragging the still-living prisoners with them. The Duke’s army was entirely broken, the peasant levies were allowed to return to their fields while their lords and knights, would face the judgment of the Queen soon enough.

While the army secured the city, I made my way to the heart of the Orc camp. Towering above the other tents was a massive structure, its imposing size a clear indication of its significance. The entrance was flanked by formidable Orc guards, their hulking bodies covered in battle scars, a testament to their ferocity.

As I approached, the guards growled a low, menacing sound, but bowed respectfully, acknowledging my presence. I nodded in return and stepped inside the tent.

A mattress had been laid out for me, and I collapsed onto it, my body succumbing to the exhaustion of the relentless marching and fighting. Every muscle in my body ached, and I welcomed the brief respite. My eyes closed, and for a moment, I allowed myself to drift away from the chaos outside.

My rest was soon interrupted by the arrival of two Orcs. They carried a large wooden bathing tub, almost the side of a small pool setting it down with a heavy thud. Moments later, more Orcs entered, each bearing steaming buckets of water which they poured into the tub until it was filled to the brim. The heat from the water created a humid warmth that enveloped the tent.

With their task complete, the Orcs filed out, leaving the tent in a hushed silence. I looked up as two familiar figures entered. The first was Agarsha, her athletic yet slender body at least by Orc standards—barely concealed by the skimpy, tribal bikini-like clothing she wore.

Beside her was another figure with a voluptuous hourglass figure, her crude bra-like top barely containing her large green breasts. She carried a wooden staff, its surface adorned with intricate carvings and symbols. This was the Orc Shamaness I fucked when I conquered the Orcs.

I rose from the mattress and approached the tub, the steam rising around me. Throwing my clothes away I sank into the hot water, the tension in my muscles melted away alongside the blood and dirt on my body.

“You did good,” I commended as I enjoyed the hot bath,

“Mastah happy?” The Orc Shamaness exclaimed,

“Mastah promised reward” Agarsha replied.

“Well then come and take it” I commanded pointing at my cock.

The Shamaness grinned, showing her Orc tusks as she walked towards me, her massive hips swaying as she threw away her massive tribal bikini, letting her gigantic tits fall out and jiggle like green jelly as she climbed into the bathtub with hungry eyes, throwing away her loincloth right as she fell inside with a splash.

Well then…

I grabbed her by the waist, hands exploring her smooth yet hide-like skin, my fingers groped her massive green ass, sinking into the fat.

“Mastah! Me!” Agarsha squealed,

“She goes first,” I replied right before my fingers stabbed the Shamaness in the pussy followed by mouth falling on her tits. My tongue explored the surface of her gigantic tits before sucking her nipples into my mouth, where my tongue attacked her hard plums again and again.

Soon she began moaning, lusty growls mixed with the wet thrashing sounds as my hand began moving faster and faster. I gently bit her nipple, making her body vibrate as her moans grew louder,

Unlike the Goblins my cock didn’t give me any advantage, my Human size was too small compared to Orc’s but I had technique on my side.

And I was making the large Orcess melt in my arms., just like like that.

But it was getting me horny; my cock was demanding I send it inside her Orc pussy. Her body shuddered again and again as I pleasured her body but it was time the game changed.

[Greater Strength]

I felt the power flow through my body, everything felt lighter than it was before. Then, with a swift motion, I grabbed her and turned her around.

She moaned in surprise, Her arms tried to push back but it was no use as I held her tight while effortlessly bending her over before ramming my cock into her. She was pushed against the tub’s wall as I overpowered her, which made a quite feminine squeal escape from her lips.

With my skill, I was manhandling like she was a little kitten while my hips began picking up speed. The strength of my skill made each thrust stronger to the point I had to hold her tightly so as not to send her flying out.

Her massive green ass cheeks were jiggling like green blobs of jelly that were being thrashed, waves traveling on her ass with each thrust.

But it wasn't enough, I had to push harder and faster.

[Rapid Evasion]

The power of my skill sent my body into overdrive, hips moving with inhuman intensity, and combined with the strength boost pounded her against the wooden Tub’s wall, and instantly the wood splintered and exploded. Her face fell to the floor but my arms held up her ass with superhuman strength as my hips continued the merciless pounding even as the water flowed out of the tub.

Her moans turned into desperate bestial wails, and her hands began scratching the floor but I only went faster, like a relentless machine powered by the pleasure flowing into me.

It was too much. I was overheating, the intensity pushing me beyond my limits. With a final, explosive release, I came inside her. My grip on her hips faltered, my hands slipping as my body convulsed with the force of my climax.

She fell to the floor, quivering, only for another burst from my cock to spray my jizz all over her green body. It was like icing on her body alongside the stuffing flowing out of her wet hole.

Then I turned towards Agarsha, her athletic muscular body was different from the Shamaness’s voluptuousness but her femininity was not lost. She threw away all of her clothes as she looked at me with a gaze filled with lust, like a beast about to jump on me.

The thing about fucking an Orcess is you need to be dominant, always. Their strength was too great and when taken over by their bestial lust, they were indeed like wild beasts,

“Kneel” I commanded and her knees fell in front of me.

"Suck,” I ordered, bringing my cock, coated with the Shamaness’s pussy juices in front of her face, and like a hungry beast, she began devouring.

“Good..” I groaned as my hands reached out to her head, fingers slipping inside her hair as her head bobbed, sucking the lewd juices from my cock.

[Lesser Streangth]

In an instant, my hands tightened, and shoved her head down my cock, pushing my tip straight into her throat. Then yanked it only to shove her down again.

Her eyes moved up, before disappearing as my hands played with her head, she lost control.

“Uuooomm! Ohhhmmmm-gggrhhhmggghhhhfff”

Her muffled sounds alternated between moans and gagging as I mercilessly deep-throated her. I could feel her shiver as I ramped up the intensity. The sensation when her soft, wet slimy throat wrapped around the tip of my cock was so good I couldn’t hold myself back.

Then it came,

My hands shoved her head just as my hips pushed my cock forward, sending it deep before my arms locked her head in place as my cock pumped my juice straight to her throat.

My hands loosened only after I had flooded her throat with my cum, which came out of her mouth as my cock left.

She coughed and gagged, trying to gulp down the seed flowing out of her mouth. But I wasn’t done. With a push I sent her falling back before I fell on her,

I felt my energy return to me as I activated [Stamina Boost], my mouth fell on her pussy my arms strengthened by the [Lesser Strength] kept her thighs apart not allowing them to crush my skull in a moment of euphoria.

My tongue went to work, hitting her in all of her sensitive spots as I sucked upwards to her clit. My lips enveloped it, sucking it so hard she let out a scream like a war cry but filled with pure bestial lust. Her thighs tried to wrap around my legs but my arms pushed them back as I sucked her clit, my tongue hitting it again and again making her shudder with pleasure.

“Mastah!!” She screamed as she suddenly convulsed, her pussy spraying juices into my mouth before her body suddenly stopped. Her thighs lost strength and fell, leaving her panting on the floor.


Chapter 10

I sat down in a corner. The courtroom was filled with nobles and lines of armored guards covered the walls and blocked the entrances.

The door opened each time a noble was brought in, their arms and legs chained and surrounded by guards in all four directions.

All of them were treacherous nobles of relatively higher rank.

High above, the council presided over the traitors, and in the center of the assembly of judges sat the Queen, her face having an unusually stern expression. Beside her was Hahn although his presence was barely noticeable.

The Queen judged everyone that entered, their ranks were removed and their fiefs taken from them before they were sent to prison.

Defendants stood before the throne, their desperate defenses meant nothing and the Queen was unyielding. The mere fact that they were allowed to keep their heads alone was incredibly merciful.

Hours passed, each minute stretching into an eternity. One by one, the accused were summoned. Stripped of their ranks and titles, they watched helplessly as their fiefs were declared forfeit. The clanking of shackles echoed through the grand hall as they were led away.

The Queen sat at the heart of it all, she felt like a much different person compared to when she was being fucked. Occasionally, a soft yawn escaped her lips. The parade of traitors seemed endless and the Queen's fingers drummed lightly on the armrest of her throne.

At last, the final defendant was led away, and the hall fell silent for a moment, followed by the rustling sound as members stretched their arms and legs. The Queen leaned back slightly, her shoulders relaxing,

Then came the final prisoner, Duke Germail. As he was dragged in chains into the hall, the characteristic smug smile that had once graced his lips was nowhere to be seen. His eyes, usually bright with arrogance, now shimmered with unshed tears, betraying his mounting fear. A thick cloth was tied around his mouth, silencing any final pleas or protests.

The once-proud Duke was now hunched, shoulders sagging as the heavy chains clinked with each reluctant step.

As Germail was brought before the throne, the Queen reclined slightly, her posture becoming more relaxed, as a slight, wicked smile curled her lips. Her eyes sparkled as she announced,

“You will be stripped of all holdings and titles.”

Her voice was tinged with sadistic delight, her smile widening as she continued.

“And you will be sent to the dungeons till death.”

Then she waved her hand and the guards dragged him away. His legs had lost the strength to even walk.

However, his suffering is not yet finished….


Epilogue

The dungeon walls were rough and black, their jagged surfaces illuminated by flickering lamps. The air was cold and damp, carrying the faint smell of mildew and decay.

Every step I took echoed ominously through the dark, narrow passage.

Then I finally reached a much more illuminated room of sorts, several lamps lighting up three of the four walls while the other wall had been replaced by black iron bars.

Behind the Iron bars was an old friend.

The Duke noticed me as I stepped out of the dark corridor, his gaze went from surprise to hate almost instantly.

He stood up and began yelling at me,

“I will be out of here soon, and I will take my revenge!”

But I simply yawned before calmly replying,

“You have a visitor.”

The sound of slow rhythmic steps echoed from the corridor as a slender woman in a rather elegant dress appeared.

“Miss me, dear?.”

Sophia smiled at the Duke as she advanced.

The Duke turned towards Sophia and raised his voice,

“Don’t worry, I’ll be back soon, get ready for me. You just need to be patient.”

However, Sophia simply replied “You don't need to worry about that dear” as she began undoing her dress, unbuttoning and strapping it until it fell to the ground with a whoosh.

Her naked form laid bare before me and the Duke was suddenly flabbergasted,

“Wha-What are you doing?!” He gasped as I approached Sophia from behind.

My hands reached out to caress her soft bare skin with the tip of my fingers, making her shudder as a moan escaped her lips.

My fingers reached down, grasping her panties before shoving them down.  My arm pushed her towards the Iron bars before sliding down to grab her hips, pulling it towards me.

My pants fell, revealing my cock which was hard and throbbing in excitement.

The Duke remained frozen as my rod went between her legs, the shaft rubbing on her feminine petals.

Then the Duke's face turned into rage,

“What are you doing you-”

Then I pushed my cock inside Sophia, her voice exploding into a lusty moan that echoed inside the cell before moving through the dark corridor.

Then I began thrusting from behind filling the room with wet thrashing sounds,

“Honey, it's too good….” Sophia moaned as the Duke began yelling at us like breathing fire.

“I will get you both!”

But the fucking only turned more intense,

“He is so much better than you! Ahhh…when you fucked me at all!” She moaned even louder.

My cock explored deep into her, her slender figure making it much easier to plunge inside, her body wriggling with pleasure intensified the friction to new heights. The more pleasure that came flowing into me the harder I went on her.

Soon the dungeon became a discordant cacophony of filthy fucking sounds, clapping, moaning and the Duke's increasingly desperate and furious screaming.

“Your wife is now my fuck-doll” I groaned as I pounded her even harder,

Sophia could only moan harder in response, her voice dripping with lust.

“I am going to cum inside!” I yelled out, the sheer force of the pleasure inside me escaping with my voice.

“Yes! Fill me! Give it to me!!!” Sophia screamed like a slut and I couldn’t hold myself back anymore. Her body shuddered in my arms as she wailed in pleasure but it felt so distant as I erupted inside her, pumping her womb with my seed right in front of her husband, who could only watch helplessly from his cell.

After I was finished, she fell to her knees,

“We will be doing this until she gets pregnant,” I announced with a smug smile on my face.

And that's how I ended the civil war and brought peace and justice to the Kingdom.

–THE END–


Isekai NTR Harem

A Pick Up Artist gets into an unfortunate situation aka caught pounding a wife by her husband and sent to another world, in this case literarily another world.

But luckily for him he has the powers of a hero and is in a world filled with beautiful, voluptuous, and of course horny women of all races. And of course being the hero he is, things like "marriage" is not a barrier for his carnal conquests.


Wife-stealer Hero in Another World

A newbie Pick Up Artists meets his end just after his first lay after being caught by husband of the woman he was banging. The husband sends him to another world, a literal another world. Granted the powers of a hero and with his knowledge of seduction his true conquests has just begun.

And the first will be the voluptuous Queen with irresistible breasts and her hostile bodyguard knightress but this is just the beginning for our hero!

Wife-stealer Hero in the Halfling Village, and Goblin Trouble!

The story of the Wife-stealing Pick Up Artist transported to another world continues!

Sent on a quest by the busty Queen he alongside the tomboy Knightress Artoria must help the Halfling village to deal with a Goblin attack one way or another.

Saving the Kingdom, leveling up, and getting stronger is all good but when the Halfling mayor's wife a voluptuous body compacted into a Hlfling frame appears our hero knows where to start and who knows dealing with the Goblins could reveal some usable Goblin wives as well...


Wife-Stealer Hero and Orc Lust

The voluptuous queen sends our Hero into another adventure in the fantasy world!

This time an Orc threat has risen against the Kingdom and who can solve that problem except our Hero and his sword. Together with is Tomboyish knightess Artoria and her fiance being the commander of the Human Kingdom's forces against the Orcs won't be much of a barrier for our Hero to put her into good use both in battle and on the bed.

But what our Hero is really looking forward is to taming a Orcess, and this is his chance to get it on with a Greenskinned warrior.

Wife-Stealer Hero and Steamy Elf Queens

The filthy journey of a particularly unethical Hero transported into another world continues. This time forced to travel to distant Elven Lands to solve the perticularly troublesome issue of Dark Elf raids. It is a good thing a that the Elf Queen and the Princess have such divine bodies and the Dark Elf Queen herself is a busty voluptuous beauty despite her evil personality.
As duty calls so does the opportunity lay the married Elven royalty something our Hero is sure not to miss.


Wife-Stealer Hero, Widowed Queen and Lewd Politics

Our Hero returns to Human lands after his lewd adventure in the Elven lands. But things get messy when he learns the King had died but luckily the Queen is pregnant with an heir (all thanks to all that stuffing he did of course!)

While for the not-so-moral Hero this means banging the Queen in her mourning dress during the King's funeral things get complicated as power struggles ensue for the Regency.

But this Hero has a special way to solve things...
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Alchemist’s Lewd Ingredient Recipe

An alchemist living in seclusion finds the old diary of an old eccentric alchemist. But the thing is, despite the potency of the recipes, the ingredients are unique. Thus the young alchemist is thrust into new exciting adventures, incredibly lewd situations and meeting monstergirls, where he has to do some good thrusting himself to get his hands on the precious alchemical ingredients.

Free Use Goblin

What happens when you save a Goblin from a dangerous beast and she is forever in your service? Even better she has a tight, petite and well-endowed body all in a compact green package. But the best thing is she is totally free use!


The Elf Manager: Lewd Management of Santa’s Factory Elves

A manager sent to manage some sweatshop in Asia suddenly awakens somewhere else. And that "somewhere" turns out to be the North Pole!
Santa wants a new manager to fix his factory before Christmas as it keeps falling behind schedule.

The Manager would of course fix all the issues, mainly by giving Santa's elf girls a ride they won't forget!

Hunted by Lusty Rabbit Girl

You suddenly awaken in a dark haunted world without any memories of your past. The only thing to guide is a mysterious voice in your head.

Here you are prey. A rabid Bunnygirl with superhuman agility wants to catch you, take you as her breeding tool, before finished off as food for her pets.

Will you give in or will you take charge?
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