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The Thirst for Power series is a new kind of fantasy series I'm working on written, in large, to promote not only a more mature edge to the fantasy genre but also to showcase my new platform, Patreon. All of my work is available on Patreon for a fraction of the cost buying the books would be, and all my future books will be available on Patreon first for at least 2 months before other retailers. There will also be Patreon only exclusive stories (one / month). Please, join me on Patreon where we can share thoughts, discussions, or just enjoy the ever-growing content at a great price. https://www.patreon.com/booksbyjason.
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Jennaca traced her finger along the softer underside of John's cock and coaxed out and extra drop of his seed. It oozed onto his belly. She moved her head closer and inhaled, smelling his aroma. Her mouth watered and her stomach rumbled. She couldn't have stopped herself from leaning closer and licking up his spending even if she wanted to.

The young woman took him in her mouth and gently bathed his still-firm head with her tongue. A few more drops of flavor graced her tongue before she kissed his tender tip and backed away. She snuggled up beside him, her head on his shoulder and gently brushed her fingers across his chest.

"I know it's your magic," she murmured. "Or your Mistress's magic, I guess, but I still can't get enough of you."

"Of me?" John asked. "Or of my..."

Jennaca laughed. "Okay, you caught me. Your cum. It's just so good! It's not supposed to be though, right?"

John fought the instinct to shrug so he didn't upset her pillow. "I don't think so. I can't say I've ever had a desire to go around tasting men."

She giggled and tickled him.

He grinned back at her. "Still, other women I've known have, at best, tolerated it or pretended to enjoy it if there was something in it for them."

"Something in it for them? Like what?"

"Jewelry," John mused. "A new gown for a ball? Perhaps a favorable alliance for their son or brother or father... Or maybe even to woo the attention of a would-be husband?"

"Oh! I see... that's..." Jennaca trailed off with a disgusted sigh. "This is why mom and I prefer the wilderness. Animals are honest and simple. There's no politics or manipulating. I'd be a terrible lady."

"But you are a Lady," John pointed out. "You're the daughter of Lady Jethallin, Protector of the Forest of Altonia."

"Ugh," she groaned. "You know how to take all the fun out of a morning, you know that?"

"I don't know about that, we had a lot of fun this morning," he pointed out.

She giggled and kissed his chest before rising up and kissing him hard on the lips. "We did... but I thought you said we couldn't do this sort of thing that frequently? Last night and this morning?"

"I'm learning how to limit how much of your energy I take," John said. "After the trip to Miller's Crossing and nearly a week after spent in research and testing, I've learned quite a bit."

She slapped his chest lightly. "Research and testing? Is that what you call bedding every woman you cross paths with?"

John grinned. "I didn't bed every woman I crossed paths with! Far from it, Id' say."

She raised a finger to the corner of her mouth and adopted a thoughtful look. "I suppose that's fair. You left the old, the young, and those already involved alone."

John coughed and then spun on her and trapped her beneath him. His hands dug into her sides and tickled her mercilessly. Jennaca was sobbing with laughter and managed pant out, "Yield!"

John relented and leaned down to kiss the hiccupping woman on the forehead. He slipped out of bed and found his robe where he'd tossed it on the ground the night before. He scooped it up and pulled it over his head before Jennaca was able to sit up in bed and stare at him. She took him in and grinned.

"It's time to be moving on, don't look at me like that or I might have to test my theory on how many times we can lay together before you can't get up again," he warned her.

She pouted. "I thought you said I was special?"

"Oh, you are. Your soul burns brighter than most and this infernal magic is eager to devour it."

"You devoured me well enough last night," she teased.

John chuckled at her double meaning. "Imagine if you'd stayed with me the entire week instead of roaming the countryside."

Her shrug made her disproportionately large breasts jiggle. "I don't care for cities, you know that. Beds are too soft, I can't sleep well in them. Well, unless someone has gone and tired me out like you did."

John had to force his eyes back up to hers to keep from being mesmerized. He grinned and said, "A pleasure to serve, my lady."

"Yes, it was," she agreed. "But I still feel funny about all the other women you bed. I know, we've talked a few times about it and I'm the first to agree I don't want to settle down with anyone... but I'm still at odds with myself over it."

John checked his pockets to make sure everything was as it should be and asked her, "How so?"

"Well, with Corsa it was... nice. She and I shared you. Not together and we had no desire to bed you together, but it was nice having someone to talk to about it."

"About me, you mean?"

She winked at him. "Yes, about you. It was more than that though. Corsa was... well, she was special."

"She was," John agreed. "She still is... but she's not the same. I can't believe the reports coming in about Dilly."

"I know!" Jennaca said while nodding her head. "I can't believe she managed to win everyone over and take Jaspara's place as Dilly's Queen! And she's still abiding by the agreement to marry that slaver in Carvin... I don't understand half of it. The politics are maddening!"

"She's taken to them like one born to it," John agreed. He sighed and shook his head. "I miss her... the old Corsa, not so much the new one."

"Now that she's like you?"

John sniffed. "I've thought about that a lot these past days too. I won't be like that. My Mistress may make demands of me and she may guide my course, but I won't turn out like Corsa did."

"She's been hurt and abused her entire life," Jennaca said. "Now she wants her vengeance."

"Oh, I have no doubt of that," John said. "I understand it too well. The need for vengeance is like a hunger. I've fed it many times but no more. I will kill again, I'm sure, but I won't do it to settle a score."

Jennaca nodded. "See, I told you that you're a good person."

John chuckled. "You need to get dressed."

She sighed. "I know. I miss being a little girl running through the forests. I didn't have to lash these things down back then."

John chuckled. "Imagine being a man. Running naked through a forest with everything flopping and flying around..."

Jennaca's grin turned into a laugh. She shook her head and wiped her eyes. "This is why I put up with you, I've never had this much fun with anyone before!"

"I can think of another reason," John teased.

"Oh, that was part of the fun," she said. She lifted her arms and stretched, lifting her massive breasts up so her prominent nipples were pointing straight at his face. She dropped her arms and her boobs dropped with them. They bounced with the resilience of youth and his head nearly bounced with them.

Jennaca rose and bent over to scoop up her clothes. She dressed while John watched, shamelessly putting on a show for him and grinning all the while. When she finished she'd tightened the laces on her leather half-shirt tight enough to contain her breasts through any activity no matter how adventurous. Her sash holding her kukri style short sword lay snug under the shirt and between her breasts, with the short sword's hilt low on her back and easy to pull free.

Sheathed daggers were tied to each forearm and hide sandals protected her feet. The belt around her waist held some small pouches, her well used hand axe on her left hip, a quiver with arrows on her right, and a loin cloth that was her compromise for the laws of men. Her short bow rested on her back, the string crossing opposite her sash between her breasts.

John shook his head. "I know I'm a lecherous old man but you make savage warrior woman look good."

She stuck out her tongue. "I'm not savage, I'm educated, intelligent, and very capable. I just prefer the simpler things in life. The wilds and the honesty found in nature."

"And yet you've made friends with a warlock that is bound to an Infernal Lady."

"At least your honest about it," she said.

John chuckled.

"And you've been working very hard to relearn all your old spells in your books so you can be a wizard again too," she said. "So don't be so hard on yourself. Stop looking to the past, John. You are my friend and my first lover, but you're very hard on yourself and you spend too much time brooding about what you think you might do, even though you seldom do anything like what you fear."

"You're so young," John said and smiled. "Would that I had your optimism and excitement. The old man I was found a way to live again. To not waste his youth — it is my job to make sure I honor that."

She rolled her eyes. "So stop talking about it and let's do it! Where are we headed, anyhow?"

John shook his head even as he chuckled. "We're headed north, you silly minx. I saw mention in one of my books of how savage it is up there. Men have tried time and again to tame it but few manage to live safely in the northwestern reaches. There are rumors of fantastical creatures and powerful relics of the past that lay hidden in ruins. I'd like to explore there and uncover what we might."

"And it keeps you away from more civilized lands," Jennaca guessed.

He blushed. "Well... yes, there's that. But where we go isn't uncivilized... it's just... the cities are smaller. The people simpler."

"Dumber?"

He chuckled. "Oh no! I'd argue they're smarter on average. Smart enough to be able to take care of themselves in a hostile land, at least."

Jennaca grinned. "When I struck out on my own I spent some time visiting Queen Grishna. All manner of people are welcome in her lands."

"That's why the call her the Goblin Queen," John said.

"That and her father was a revered warrior-merchant that sailed through the void. She said his race was called Orc... I've never heard of them though."

"They do not exist on Kroth," John agreed.

"But they can, and do, mate with humans it seems, for that's what her mother was," she said. She shrugged. "Sorry, I got sidetracked again. I'm getting better, I really am!"

John chuckled and waited for her to catch herself again.

She shook her head," Anyhow... so when I left Noraven I followed the river Trisk down and visited the hot springs the goblin shamans consider a holy site. I continued south, along the eastern mountains and followed them all the way to the southwest until I came to this land of city-states and met Sasha."

"How is Sasha?" John asked.

"She's well. She knows to stay hidden outside, although she does enjoy scaring people. She won't eat any of them... I don't think. Not unless she tracks a deer or something and people try to take it from her. She won't put up with that at all. Kind of like—"

John chuckled.

Jennaca's eyes widened. She poked a finger into his chest. "Damn it, John, it's your fault this time!"

"What's my fault?" he feigned innocence.

"You distracted me and you know it! Anyhow... I avoided the northwest. I was warned of it being dangerous, like you said. Then again, the city-states down here are said to be unstable and no place for a woman."

"I'd agree," John said. "But you're an exceptional woman. I pity the man that crosses you."

"So don't ever cross me," she said.

He held up his hands. "I wouldn't dream of it, my lady."

She sniffed. "Well, let's go then. You're in such a hurry."

"We can eat first," John said and opened the door of his room at the inn.

She sighed. "Fine, eat. I'll find something on the way."

She found something all right. She found John's loaf of bread while he ate salted pork and freshly cooked eggs. They washed it down with water and found John's wagon pulled up out front. John's woman-at-arms, Artesia, finished double checking the wagon's wheels and the fittings for the pair of horses that drove it.

"Is it as good as they promised?" John asked.

"It seems to be," Artesia said. "They rebuilt the wheels off of curved metal bars so it won't jar us so badly. The sides and top are made of thin wood, but the doors squeak. They told me that would lessen with use."

John grinned. His wagon was a carriage now! There was room for cargo still, though not as much as before. Artesia could still drive from the front bench, but another bench at the top could be used to enjoy the view, the sun, or as a lookout if they were stopped for the night. Most importantly, he could have some privacy to study during long trips... or some privacy to entertain if he needed.

Artesia moved to the door and opened it for him. "My lord."

"You're opening doors for me now?" John asked.

She nodded. "I am your servant."

"You're just anxious to get on the road so you can beat me with the flat of your blade every night," John accused.

"I have to," she replied. "If I use the edge I'd need to find a new employer."

John chuckled and climbed up into the carriage. He sat down on the plush bench that ran along the back side of the small cabin and noticed Zynga lying on the bench that ran along the front side, directly under a window. Fully stretched out, neither Zynga's head or toes touched the walls of the carriage. Her almost comically large breasts seem to reached for the ceiling and only the skintight white shirt and equally snug fitting jacket she wore over it seemed to restrain them.

Artesia shut the door behind him and then climbed onto the front of the carriage. A few moments later the carriage moved forward, pulled by Germaine and John's new horse, Patrick. John watched Miller's Crossing pass by his window until they were outside the outskirts of the city. Artesia guided the wagon north, heading north on the road along the river.

"North?" Zynga asked as she sat up.

"What are you wearing?" John wondered. 

Zynga grinned. She ran her hands along her dark blue jacket and asked, "It's called a riding outfit."

"By who?"

Her grin faded. "People. Lots of people. Just not here."

"I'll take your word for it. I'm surprised is all, normally you wear something that causes your boobs to fall out every time you take a step."

Zynga snorted. "I like to be unpredictable."

"No argument there," John agreed. The only thing he could predict about the capricious imp was that she would find a way to be difficult in almost any situation, even if she was his familiar. "So what's wrong with heading north?"

"Oh nothing... other than there's hardly any cities up there. A few outposts of villages, from what I've heard, and a lot of uncivilized lands."

"What's wrong with that?"

She tapped her face with a finger as she pretended to think about his question. "Well, let's see. You're a warlock whose preferred means of gaining Mistress's favor is by tempting and seducing women. There's probably not a lot of women up there. The women we might run across will be part of this small villages."

"What's wrong with that?"

"Small isolated villages, Master," Zynga elaborated. "Not a lot of breeding stock there."

"It's not like I had to bed every women in a town," he pointed out.

She shrugged. "You try to avoid the married ones though. In places like we're headed they marry them off young and put as many kids in them as they can. Figure a couple will die off along the way... diseases, monsters, accidents, and Mistress knows what else."

John winced. "She told me she was his sister, not his wife! That wasn't my fault."

Zynga giggled. "Fine, fine. If you've got a plan to keep Mistress sated in the land of the cousin-fuckers..."

"Cousin-fuckers?" John repeated.

"Come on," Zynga coaxed him. "That few people, you know they've got to practically all be related."

John rolled his eyes. "For not wanting to be predictable, I can always count on you to be as crude as possible."

She grinned. "Thank you."

"It wasn't—"

"I know," she said with a shrug.

John sighed. Zynga was one thing, but their Mistress was another. John had been on her good side ever since he eliminated Queen Jaspara and helped convert Lady Corsa into another one of Mistress's servants. "Has Mistress said anything about this? I know you seem to be in almost constant contact with her, is she displeased?"

"She's quite pleased with you, John. Lady Corsa is doing some amazing things and you seduced and corrupted her into Mistress's service."

John tried not to wince. Mistress had expected him to be her champion. If he'd unwittingly passed that honor along to Corsa because he couldn't stomach the thought of letting her die...

"She shares my concerns about the lack of people, but she reminded me that you can use your spear too, if the pickings are slim."

"Pickings are slim?"

"Yeah, you know, not a lot of girls to bang?"

John blinked. "Bang?"

Zynga sighed. "Keep up, Master. Remember, I've been to a lot of different realms. Bang means seduce. Sleep with. Have sex. Fornicate. Copulate. Get lucky. Hump. Fuck. Screw... I can keep going?"

John shook his head. "No need, I get the idea."

"Right. So, like she said, if you can't find any worthy women to give a good dicking to, killing something with your spear will draw their soul out too. Simple animals don't have interesting or powerful souls though, so she wanted me to pass on to you that trying to murder a bunch of squirrels to satisfy her will not make her happy."

John chuckled in spite of himself. He pushed his dark thoughts away. "Not to worry then, I hear there are all manner of interesting, and dangerous, creatures in our future."

"Oh, I'd worry if I were you," Zynga said. "You still barely know how to use that spear."

John reached into his pocket and pulled out the tiny chest carved from dragon bone. "Artesia's still training me... and don't forget, I have my magic too."

John pressed the spot on the chest where he'd attached the spell and, with a sudden gust of wind that rattled the door and windows, a full size chest made of dragon bones appeared in the middle of the carriage between the benches.

Zynga's nose wrinkled. "How could I forget?" she asked. "You spend more time trying to relearn that than you do plotting and scheming on how to serve Mistress.

John opened the trunk and looked at the books and treasures inside. These were the possessions of John the Savant, the archmage he had once been before... well, before now. Before whatever it was had occurred that restored his youth, put him in service to his Mistress, and purged most of his memory of his former life.

"Is she displeased with me?" John asked again.

Zynga folded her arms under her boobs and snorted.

"Well then, let me know when she is," John teased his infernal familiar.

"Oh, I will," she said with a little bit of the fire that had been eating away at her ever since she'd earned Mistress's ire by being captured by Jazpera in the first place. "First chance I get."

"Good. Now be quiet and let me read. I want to put what's done behind us. It's time for a new adventure," he said. "These books spoke of rumors of shadow monsters and nightmare creatures in the northwest, where most sane men fared to tread. Demons or some other infernal denizens. Stick around though, I may have questions for you as I read through what I wrote long ago."

She sniffed and turned to stare out the window. "Sounds boring," she muttered, but she couldn't refuse his order.

John smirked and reached for one of the books. What he really wanted to learn was more about them. More about infernal creatures and powers and what rules applied to them, if any. They were bound by contracts, but those had to be entered into willingly. He'd accidentally bound Jennaca by a contract on their first night together, but it was one with no clauses. What it resulted in was allowing them to be aware of one another at great distances and even to call on each other when needed... and the other was bound to come as quickly as possible.

What John really wanted to know was more about the darkness inside of him. Mistress Beytrixxa had rewarded him by corrupting his body and soul and making him half-infernal, the same as she'd done to Corsa at his request. It gave him great  powers, but the cost was half his humanity. Her gift was his now, and there was no giving it back.

Now, before John sacrificed some other innocent soul he needed to learn how to stop himself. He had to learn how to live with it and not lose the rest of his soul to the darkness on a slippery slope of temptation and power. He had to figure out how to use the beast without becoming the beast.
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The wagon lurched to a stop. John ignored the lack of motion for a moment. The moment stretched on and then the door to his left opened. He noticed the movement but paid it no heed. If what he was reading was true— and the logic and patterns of the spells were well reasoned and placed— then he should be able to—

"John!"

John jerked his head up and around to see Jennaca staring at him with wide, disbelieving eyes. "Wha— can it wait a moment, I've almost got this figured out."

"It's Sasha," Jennaca hissed. "Listen, you can hear her."

John frowned. Sasha was a giant tiger, she could take care of herself. Why he—

John's thoughts were rattled again as he heard the roar. It was distant, but filled with primal rage. "Are you sure that's her?"

Jennaca fixed him with a look.

"Okay, sorry. I was just so close..."

"You can pick it back up later," Jennaca said. "Come on, we need to help her."

"She needs our help?"

Jennaca grabbed his wrist and tugged, pulling him off balance and nearly forcing him to drop his book. "Come on!"

"Hang on," John grumbled and shut the book. He put it back in his chest and pressed the spells on it to make it disappear back into the ether. He grabbed his cane and stepped out. With a touch of dark magic he called on the item's magic and it sprang to its full six foot length, including the crossed blade that looked like an X to whoever was unfortunate enough to be staring down the pointy end.

"What else can that spear do?" Jennaca asked.

John shrugged. "I'm not sure, why?"

"It's been a few days since you figured that out," she said while starting off the path next to the river and heading up into the tree and brush filled hill. "You've been learning new things on the hour lately, it seems."

"I'm trying," John said. He turned and saw Artesia standing behind him, her hand on her sword. "Stay with the wagon."

"I have to protect you," she said.

"I can protect myself well enough," he said.

She snorted.

"Next time we spar, should I use my magic?" he asked.

The woman-at-arms's nostrils flared. She shook her head and said, "No, but you have to teach me how to do that."

John hesitated and then nodded. So far he'd taught her only the basest of magical tricks and spells. She struggled to learn them and struggled harder to put them to use, but maybe if she had something to identify and associate the magic with it might help her. "Okay. You and Zynga keep watch."

Artesia snorted again. Zynga was as likely to raid the wagon herself as she was to protect it.

John turned and hurried to catch up to where Jennaca waited for him. "Just us, I guess."

"Anyhow," she said. "A walk in the woods is just as good for you as studying and learning new things," she said. "Especially when a friend is in trouble. Now be quiet... or as quiet as you can."

John raised an eyebrow at the gentle rebuke. He summoned up his magic and thought through the spells he'd managed to master, wondering which, if any, he might need. Some sort of protection might be nice, but he already had the necklace he'd taken from Jaspara that shielded his flesh from harm. He could still be hurt, but it took a lot more effort to pierce or cut him. A log upside the head would leave him senseless too.

Sasha's roars grew louder while John pondered how he might best respond to whatever was coming. Jennaca slipped between the bushes like a shadow, leaving them barely even moving, let alone making any noise. She had a hand on her axe, keeping it tight to her thigh so the branches and brambles didn't get caught on it.

John made up for her silence even though the bushes seemed to slide off his magical robe. His big feet found the sticks she missed and his staff bumped branches, trees, and rocks sticking out of the ground.

Sasha's roars and the cries and shouts of men drowned out the thunks and cracks John made. Nearly another minute of traveling up one hill and down another brought them to a small clearing caused by the rocks that emerged from the dirt of the hillside. Jennaca and John hung to the trees at the edge of the clearing where the large boulder emerged from the ground. Sasha was ahead, her back to a cliff side while three men approached. Two held spears and a third held a net. A fourth man was behind them, his arm clutched tight to his belly. Blood dotted his legs and the ground around him. The man's net was on the ground to Sasha's left. She was favoring her rear left leg too, putting as little weight on it as possible.

"She's hurt and outnumbered," John whispered. "Nets and spears... they know how to fight her. Do you want me to entrance them or leave them dazzled? I could blind them too, or—"

"Just wait," Jennaca replied.

"Wait? They might hurt her!"

Jennaca shared a wicked smile with him. "Trust her."

John frowned and looked back. He prepared his hand to trace out the pattern to weave bands of magic around the three men and leave them slowed and confused while they struggled to pull and cut themselves free of the phantasmal bonds.

The men advanced, unaware of the threat behind them in favor of the tiger before them. Sasha roared and limped back until her haunch bumped the rocky wall behind them. She roared and snapped at the wall then.

The men laughed. The hunter with the net swung it around and around, building momentum and spreading the weighted points so it would fly true.

"Jen..."

"Just wait," Jennaca said even though she slipped her bow off her shoulder and fitted an arrow to it. She didn't draw back, but she was ready.

The man with the net tensed and took a step forward while his arm came around. Sasha leapt straight up, her wounded leg driving just as powerfully as the other three. The net flew under her while she twisted and caught the edge of the cliff side in her claws. She pounced around, springing off the rocky wall even before her upward motion had stopped.

"Blood of the Ampytheans!" John cried out as Sasha leapt over the three men and landed. She spun around and roared at them, trapping them between her and the cliff. 

The wounded hunter screamed and tried to run, only to trip over himself and end up falling on the blood stained rock. Sasha stepped to the side and dropped one paw, claws fully extended, on his wounded arm and pressed him down to the rock.

"Come on," Jennaca said and stood up. She stepped out into the clearing and let the sunshine highlight her tanned flesh on display. She glanced at the wounded man and then looked to three trapped beside the cliff.

John was a step behind her. He held his spear like a walking staff but was ready to bring it around if need be. In truth, he wanted his hand free to throw a spell. He could pull the rocks above the man to try and start a small rock slide that would injure or bury them. 

Jennaca kept walking and reached down with a free hand to rub Sasha between the ears. Sasha, in turn, leaned in and rubbed the side of her head against Jennaca's thigh. Jennaca smiled down at her and then looked at the three shocked men. "Are you done hunting her or do you want to try some more?"

The man that had thrown the net motioned for the other two to lower their spears. "This tiger's yours?"

Jennaca sighed. "She's not mine, she's my friend."

"She stole our deer," he stated. "We had it up draining and she came and snatched it."

Jennaca looked at the nets on the ground. "Hunters with nets?" she asked. She scratched under Sasha's ear. "I've known a lot of hunters. I've been a hunter, believe it or not. My mom keeps track of the hunters up where we're from, you see, and in all that time I've never known a hunter to use a net. A trapper, maybe, but they usually prefer cages and snares and traps. No, a net is something used to take prey alive...

"So what I keep asking myself is: if you're afraid of something that can carry off an entire deer, why would you want to capture it alive?" she asked.

"We never said we were hunters," One of the spear wielders said.

Jennaca pointed the end of her bow at him. Her knocked arrow was pinched in place by her finger so it didn't fall free. "True, you didn't. I made an assumption, and 'm sorry for that. Very ignorant of me. So tell me then, what are you?"

"Entertainers," the man with the net said. "I'm Blasim. This is Hector and Roderick. The man your, ahem, friend is stepping on is Amos."

"Amos is going to lose his hand," Jennaca said. "Stop threatening my friend and I'll be happy to make a poultice of some herbs that will keep the infection from spreading."

"You're kind... um..."

"Jennaca," she offered.

"Lady Jennaca," John insisted.

Jennaca let out a huff. "Just Jennaca is fine."

The men looked back and forth between the two. "Right... well, we've a healer who's fixed worse. Thanks all the same. If you could just, um, have your friend let Amos up?"

"Sasha," Jennaca said and nodded her head to the side.

Sasha looked down at the supine man and sniffed him. She growled deep in her chest and then licked the side of his face. Amos cried out and, as soon as she picked up her foot, he crawled across the rocky ground and then managed to get to his knees and pick himself up. Blood stained his clothes.

"He might not make it to your camp," Jennaca said. "That's a lot of blood."

"We'll get him there," the man said as he picked up his net. He kept an watchful eye on Sasha while he wound the net up and stowed it away on his belt. The men with spears raised them like John did, using them as staves to minimize their threat.

"Entertainers," John said while looking them over. "You're well equipped for minstrels."

"We're not minstrels, we're gladiators," the man with the net said. "We set up fights for towns."

Jennaca stiffened. "And you wanted Sasha to fight for you?"

"She'd bring in good coin. People would pay to see what she could do!"

Jennaca growled and reached for the string of her bow to pull it back.

"Hold," John snapped before she could.

The three men stared at her, wide-eyed, and then jerked the eyes to Sasha as she lowered herself down and growled.

"Have you ever captured a tiger before?" John asked.

The apparent leader shook his head. "What? No... never. I've heard of it, but thought it was just fancy dreams and wine talking."

"Well, don't," Jennaca said. "Ever! You have a choice to fight. If you capture and chain an animal and force to fight, they have no choice."

"They could not fight and die," Roderick said.

Before John could stop her Jennaca drew and loosed her arrow. Everyone stood shocked for a second until then jumped to action at the same time. Hector lowered his spear and Blasim reached for a sword opposite his net. Roderick grunted and then gasped. Jennaca's arrow had pierced the back of his hand and split the shaft of his spear before it continued through and penetrated his leathers far enough to bury the barbed head beneath the skin of his chest.

"What are you doing?" Blasim shouted.

Jennaca had a second arrow nocked and ready to draw. "Kind of sucks not having a choice, doesn't it?"

"Jennaca!" John hissed. "Stop!"

Jennaca wavered before lowering her bow. She returned her arrow to the quiver at her hip but kept her bow in her hand. Less than thirty feet separated her from the three men. Amos was sitting on a rock and watching, his eyes glazed from pain and blood loss.

"Take us back to your camp," John said. "I want to make sure."

"Make sure of what?" Blasim said. "That we've got no tigers in chains? We don't! Just men and a few women."

"Any of them in chains?" Jennaca asked.

"We're not slavers," Hector said.

Roderick let out a hiss of pain as he tried to pull the arrow out of his chest.

"Don't move," Hector advised his friend. "Let's Sadie fix it."

"I'm going to—"

"You're not going to do a damned thing," John growled, his voice thick with power.

"I'm... right."

John nodded. The magic spent, his voice returned to normal. "You were going to show us your camp?"

"It ain't right, we done no harm to you or that cat!" Blasim said.

"She was limping, or don't your remember that?"

Blasim shook his head. "We thought she hurt her foot on a stick of something, we never laid a finger on her. She tore open Amos's arm with a swipe when he tried putting a net on her."

John turned to look at Sasha. Jennaca shook her head. "She's fine. She does that to trick people."

"Cunning," John mumbled.

Jennaca smiled.

"Who are you?" Blasim asked.

"John."

"Lord John," Jennaca said.

John fought back his smirk at the fiery young woman.

"Lord John," Blasim said. "Lord of what?"

Jennaca coughed and then shook her head when he looked at her. There was a twinkle in her eye that made him wonder what she was up to.

He turned back to Blasim and said, "My lands are far from her, to the southeast. I am on a journey north, into the wild lands."

Roderick groaned.

"We're headed north too," Blasim said. "There are some villages that starve for entertainment. They pay well, I'm told."

"There is strength in numbers," John said. "Perhaps, if I can promise my companion won't shoot any more of you... and her companion won't chew on anyone, we could travel together?"

Blasim chuckled and sheathed his sword. "Perhaps. We'll let Amos and Roderick weigh in on that... after we tend to their wounds."

"I can't walk through the woods like this," Roderick hissed. He winced and turned his head before clearing his throat. He shuddered and tried again before he ended up coughing. His body jerked and he grimaced. A fresh drop of blood ran down the arrow to his hand and then down the spear shaft.

Hector moved to look at the wound and scowled. He reached up and poked at Roderick's chest, earning a curse and a raised hand from the injured man. Hector held up his free hand and backed away. "She's not going to come all the way up here, you need to pull it out."

"Watch out," Jennaca snapped. She slung her bow over her shoulder as she strode toward them. Hector jumped back out of the way, his eyes wary as she approached. Roderick's mouth opened and he shook his head. "Oh stop," she chided him. "Pain is only pain."

"Yeah, it means—"

Roderick's reply turned into a howl as Jennaca reached behind her back and drew her sword. It flashed up between the spear and Roderick's chest. The blade circled back down and around until she slid it back into her scabbard in a single smooth motion.

Roderick staggered and dragged his spear across the rocks He stared at his hand still stuck fast to the spear and the shattered arrow shaft that emerged from between his bleeding fingers. Jennaca followed him and grabbed his hand and the spear with one hand. Her other hand grabbed the arrow and yanked it free.

Roderick spit and sputtered at the half naked woman's actions. It wasn't until his spear fell to the rocks at his feet and he was staring at the blood running down his hand and adding to that coming from the cuts in his fingers the arrow's blade made that he realized what had happened.

"Now you can walk," Jennaca said while putting the broken arrow back in her quiver.

"By the saints," Hector breathed.

Blasim let go of the hilt of his sword. "Hector, stay with him. Amos... Saints, he's going to pass out!"

Blasim rushed over to Amos and grabbed the man before he toppled off the rock. "Come on, man, let's move!"

He got Amos to his feet and got his moving down the hill to the northeast. Roderick stared at his fist until Hector curled the man's fingers into a fist and showed him how to grab the back of his hand with his other hand and hold against it. He got the man moving then, pulling and keeping him going as uneven steps jarred the arrow in his chest or the blood slowly draining inside his lung made him cough and send fresh pain through him.

John looked at Jennaca and shook his head.

"I think he got the point," she said and turned to follow them back to their camp. "They all did."

John walked with her and said, "I know he got the point... the point of your arrow!"

Jennaca's grin turned to a blush when she saw John wasn't laughing at his joke. She shrugged. "I won't let them hurt animals that don't have a choice."

"You don't seem as upset about light elves being used as slaves... or anyone else, for that matter."

Jennaca shrugged. "Should I be? That's their choice."

"People don't choose to be slaves," John said.

"Really? You did."

John stopped and stared at her. He opened his mouth to argue but no words came out. He shook his head and hurried to catch up to her. "That's not the same," he snapped. "I'm no one's slave."

She kept walking. "What about your Mistress? You do anything she wants you to."

"We have  pact. A deal. She grants me power in return for my service."

"You do anything she asks of you, even what you did to Corsa..."

John sighed. "Corsa chose. Just as I chose."

Jennaca turned and bathed him in the radiance of her glowing smile. John blinked, confused. "What..."

"You chose. She chose. We can choose."

"Slaves can't—"

"Yes they can," she argued. "They can choose to not be slaves."

"And get punished... most likely killed."

"They choose freedom," she said with a devastating smile that meant she'd proved her point. "Animals can't do that, they get tricked and trained."

John stared at the beautiful but naïve young woman beside him. Deadly too, he reminded himself. "I can't argue that," John realized. "But I can say that there are a lot of complications along the way that turn black and white into shades of gray."

She tilted her head and nodded. "I suppose, in some ways, you're right. You and I, for example. I never would have figured that I'd be attracted to you, let alone doing what we do whenever we can."

John coughed into his hand. "Yes, well, that's—"

"Magic... or at least at first it was. I know, I had a choice and I was curious. You're a handsome man, John, but I'd never been interested in sex before."

John nodded but didn't speak. He did note how dumb it was that one of his primary goals was to seduce women... yet he was embarrassed to talk to Jennaca about sex.

"I sure am now though. I figured why not see what all the fuss is about – you obviously knew what you were doing and wouldn't disappoint me. Phew! Far from it... you do things to me... Oh dear, I'm starting to get heated up just talking about it."

Perhaps to prove her point Sasha sniffed and sneezed from where she padded through the woods beside her.

"Oh stop it," Jennaca said and swatted Sasha on the shoulder. She took a few more steps and bit her lip. Jennaca slipped her hand down and around her loin cloth and then pulled it up. She caught a passing ray of sunshine that broke through the trees and saw her fingertip glistening with wetness.

"Problem?" John asked through his red face.

"You, it seems," Jennaca said. "My pussy is wet and it feels empty. It misses you."

John looked down the hill. The gladiators were out of earshot and still moving. "We, uh, don't want to lose our new friends... you know, the ones you stuck an arrow in?"

Jennaca glanced at them and grinned. "I could always track them."

"I don't think we should," John said.

She opened her mouth to protest but he held up a hand. 

"I know you can track them," he said. "I'm more worried about taking too much from you."

"You said you could control it," she pointed out.

"I can," he said.

She grinned and skipped ahead of him. John watched her speed up, his eyebrows drawing together in confusion. She stopped at a large rock and bent over it. John's mouth fell open and the fell further when she reached back and flipped the narrow back strip of her loin cloth up and onto the small of her back.

"Then fuck me, John. I'm more than ready, it won't take me long to peak and then you can fill me up."

John stumbled to a halt and stared at her. Bent over as she was a beam of sunlight broke through the trees and made her intimate flesh glisten with wetness. He red curls were beaded with dew. He caught the first hint of her arousal and it made his heart race and the near constant fire in his loins begin to roar. Who was he kidding? It had began a hundred yards up the trail, now it was fit to burn down a house.

John tugged his robe up, a slave to his passions after all, and stepped up behind her. His hand grabbed her hip and clutched it hard enough to make Jennaca gasp. She looked back at him and nodded.

"That's it, Master John, shove your cock in me and fuck me hard and fast. Make me yours. Make me your pleasure slave. Make me do anything you want me to. Any dirty, nasty thing."

John plunged into her, sinking half his length on the first stroke she was so wet. Jennaca cried out and clung to the rock. He grabbed her other hip and fed another few inches on his next thrust. He pulled back while she gawked open mouth and tried to breathe. Then he slammed forward, her body magically in tune to his via the contract they shared when he first spilled his seed inside her. She was open and waiting, welcoming him into her fertile womb even though he could not give her a child.

"Oh John," she moaned while he ground himself against her and twisted his incredible length inside of her.

She shivered when he pulled back and then groaned when he slid back in. Her wetness splattered and his balls slapped against her slit and her clit. She yelped and then bit her lip. John pulled back and thrust again. She stifled her own noises while he picked up speed and force.

She was right, it didn't take her long. Her soul was always open to him now, but the buildup and release of her orgasm caused her energy to surge and flow. John drank from it, taking just enough to satisfy his need.

Jennaca reached back and grabbed his hips until John got the message and buried himself inside of her and let her hold him tight against her. She shuddered and rode out the final waves of her release before he knew he was ready. The darkness inside of him was pleased and would allow him his release.

Jennaca trembled a final time and then pushed at his hips with her fingers. John pulled back and then she pulled free of him with a grunt and a quick gasp of air as though it would fill the void his massive cock had left in her. She sank down and took him in her hands, stroking his shaft while she stared up at him.

"Did you get what you wanted? What you needed?"

John nodded. "I did. How do you feel?"

"Empty," she admitted. She glanced at his swollen tip and then jerked her eyes back up to his face. "Hungry. You got what you needed, now I'm going to get what I need. What I crave."

John opened his mouth but no words came out. She descended on him, taking his cock, still slick with her juices, deep into her mouth. He hit the back of her throat and felt her swallowing around his head, trying to take him deeper. She couldn't manage it but the sensations drove John crazy.

Jennaca backed off his cock and stroked him some more. "Give it to me, Master. I'm so thirsty. Let me drain you and drink you."

John lost control of himself. Not enough to let the beast of lust that lived inside his infernal side to take over, but enough to be stricken dumb by her words. He let go of the magical control he had and felt his cock stiffen in her hands.

Jennaca felt it too. Her eyes widened and she opened her mouth wide and stuck out her tongue just in time to catch the first explosion of cum. Her lips captured his head and she stroked him as spurt after spurt made her cheeks puff out and her throat work desperately to swallow him down without spilling any.

John slumped back at last and felt reason and sanity flood back into his mind. The lust drained, his darkness sated with the power he'd taken and the need for release he'd felt. Jennaca continued to suckle him and coax out the final drops of his flavor before she gave his sack a gentle squeeze and then added a loving kiss to his spongy tip. She looked up at him and smiled.

John shook his head. "All that Master and pleasure slave talk... where'd that come from?"

She grinned. "Choices we make, Lord John."

"What happened to Master John?"

"Only when you're fucking me... or I'm fucking you," she teased.

He chuckled. "What happened to the innocent woodlands girl I met a few weeks ago? Then one who didn't know what a cock or pussy was?"

"You taught me quite a bit," she admitted while she settled John's robe about his legs and then stood up. "You're not the only one I talk to though. With Corsa gone, I have to talk to somebody."

"I never took Artesia for the type to kiss and tell... not that I've ever kissed her! I haven't, I mean."

Jennaca giggled. "Artesia's not very chatty. Zynga though..."

John groaned.

Jennaca winked at him. "She's got a lot of wicked ideas. Some of them I want to try some day."

John put his palm to his face and shook his head. "Haven't I ever told you not to take advice from an imp?"

"A few people have," she said. "I believe it too. The thing is... I'm the one with the ideas I'm asking her about."

John stopped and stared at her as she started walking down the hill.

"Oh!" Jennaca blurted. She slowed and then shrugged. "I thought you had gone ahead."

John looked past her to where Hector and Roderick stood down the hill a ways. They stared, open mouth, and then kept staring at her as she walked past them and followed the tracks Blasim and Amos made.

John sighed and walked down after her, Sasha now padding beside him. It was the sight of the tiger that finally got the wounded man and his friend to move. They hurried as fast as Roderick could, trying to catch up to Jennaca on their way back to their camp.
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Chapter 3
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John stepped out of the trees and into the small camp. Four riding horses, an open wagon pulled by another horse, and three tents made a loose circle around a campfire set up with a proper iron spit with pots hanging to heat soup. A portly man tending the fire and food. A young girl stood at the ready to jump whenever he asked for something. Two tall, slender men were sparring on the far side of the camp. Others were sitting, standing or probably resting in their tents.

"Now this is a camp," John mused.

"John, I need a favor," Jennaca said.

"Another favor?" he asked with a lewd wink.

Jennaca blushed. "It's because of that," she whispered.

"I don't understand... is something wrong?"

"Not wrong... exactly. It was right. So very, very right."

"We were seen, you know."

She grinned. "I know... I think that's part of the problem."

"You've never been shy before. It's natural, you said... why now?"

"Oh, I'm not worried... I'm... well, I'm still ready for you, if you know what I mean."

John's jaw dropped. He collected it and stared at the blushing woman. "I'm not going to bed you again this soon! It's been what, fifteen minutes?"

"Closer to twenty or thirty, I think," she said and shrugged. "I'm not asking for that though. Might be awkward, rutting away like animals in heat in the middle of their camp."

"Yeah!" John scoffed. He shook his head and chuckled. "What's gotten into you? Besides me, I mean."

She grinned. "Yeah you did. So into me. Saints, it felt wonderful. You were so rough and powerful and fucked me so deep."

John coughed. "Jen!"

She grinned. "Sorry. I can't help myself. And after, when I swallowed you down? Mmm, so good. You've changed me, John. I see these men here and I wonder how they'd compare. Could they fuck me half as well as you? Would they taste as sweet?"

He stared at her with his lips parted. He was shocked and turned on. Granted, he was always at least a little turned on since waking up pledged to Mistress Beytrixxa, but this was something different.

"Oh, don't worry. I won't touch them," she said. "I wonder, but I couldn't bring myself to be with anyone else. I don't understand it, but I know it's true."

"The contract," John said.

"Oh, from our first time, when you finished inside me?"

He nodded. "It will last a year. You're stuck with me until then, I guess."

"Mmm, good," she said. She looked him up and down and bit her lip while squeezing her legs together. "Next time, maybe take a little more from me?"

"I think I might have to," John agreed. "Is that the favor?"

She shook her head. "No... I need to bathe, but I can't come up with a good excuse to go jump in the river."

"Why do you need to bathe? You, um... I finished in your mouth."

"It's not you that's running down my legs, it's me," she said. "You do this to me, John. Didn't I ever tell you that?"

"I... wow. No. No you didn't."

"Well, you do. Now stop being so smug and use your magic to freshen me up."

John nodded. "Right... just... there you go, all better."

Jennaca let out a sigh and smiled. "Thank you, Master."

His eyes widened.

Jennaca giggled. "Got you!"

"Remind me to thank my Mistress," John said. "If I were still a normal mortal man my heart wouldn't have been able to handle you."

Jennaca grinned. "Thank her for me too then."

John chuckled and turned his attention to the new man walking up to him. Another man followed behind him, shorter and younger and... John wasn't sure he could be called a man. He was young. Old enough, John supposed, but only barely. John turned his focus back to the man. He was more than old enough, judging by the salt and pepper beard and the grey at the temples of his dark hair.
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