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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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Chapter 1
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“Arise, my champion.”

John’s eyelids flew open and he sucked in a warm breath of air filled with the smell of musk and spice. It was desire that filled him, both his lungs and his blood. It raced through his veins, burning away the last vestiges of sleep and forcing his considerable length to stiffen beneath his robe. He went from surprised to aroused to uncomfortable in the time it took for the darkness to draw back as a gigantic pair of demonic wings unfurled from around him.

“Mistress Beytrixxa,” John breathed.

She arose from the chair she sat on. John blinked, distracted for the briefest instant by the throne’s lifelike carvings of men and woman naked and writhing in carnal acts. He looked back to her and saw her wings were gone. Drawn back so entirely they’d disappeared. Instead she approached him. She wore a black minidress that had a scoop neck front that hung so low as to show off her glistening muscled belly. Her breasts jiggled with each step. Her hips swayed, pulling focus away from the thigh high black boots she wore. As high as the boots where, they still left several inches of red-hued thigh on display.

“It has been too long since you’ve called upon me, my champion,” she said.

John’s mouth was dry and no amount of swallowing seemed to help. “Forgive me, Mistress, I’ve been busy. We had been hard pressed crossing the wilderness and—”

Beytrixxa was there, towering over him even though a moment ago she’d been a dozen steps away if not more. John fell silent as she stared up at her. She was beyond beautiful. She was the demonic embodiment of lust and passion and beauty. She stared down at him while his eyes dipped beneath the bottom of her short dress to glimpse what lay beneath. He could feel the heat radiating from her pussy. It called to him, urging him to worship it. To worship her. Thinking was hard, unless it involved how he could please her.

She bent down and extended one finger with a long, sharp, black fingernail on the end of it. The tip of the nail she traced around the tent in his robe. A twist of her finger dug the point of her nail into his robe. She tugged and left a gash torn in the magical fabric. His manhood slipped free and looked angry and throbbing in the infernal red light of the dreamscape she commanded.

“No excuses, champion,” she said. “Feed me. Now.”

John opened his mouth and then lost track of reality. When his vision returned he found her sitting on his hips, his length buried to the hilt inside of her molten cunt. His mouth was still open but he couldn’t find words. The way her supernatural body worked and squeezed and massaged and inflamed him. She’d never done this to him before. She’s teased and tormented and even drawn an orgasm from him with nothing but a look or a word. This time she rode him and filled him with a fire and a pleasure that was more than he could describe. More than he could handle.

“Yes... You’ve grown powerful,” Beytrixxa said while rocking and writhing on top of him. “Pity you haven’t met more worthy lovers in your travels.”

“Yes. Mistress,” John moaned. Her words helped him struggle to focus. “I’ve... I’ve been saving them.”

She nodded and reached out the run her fingers down his chest. Her nails dug in, parting both his robe and leaving cuts in his skin that welled with blood. The stinging made him cry out. His hips drove up, eager to drive himself deeper inside of her. Scarcely any time had passed but he needed to fill her. Needed to find his release. Something was stopping him. Not his magic... not with her. No, she was stopping him. She controlled his release.

Beytrixxa smiled at him and bent forward. “You understand, yes?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he panted.

“Do not deny me, champion. Not now. Not ever.”

“Never,” he agreed and humped up into her, eager to please her.

She looked down at the blood scratches on his chest and tilted her head so he could see her face clearly. She opened her grinning lips and extended her tongue— her long, sinuous tongue— and licked each furrow from bottom to top. Her tongue seemed to be made of molten sandpaper as it passed over his rent flesh, but it only reminded him of what he’d told his followers: The only difference between pain and pleasure was intensity. 

Beytrixxa gathered the blood and swallowed it with a shudder. “You will go west, John. There is an island there. An island that you, I think, will do well on.”

“As you wish, Mistress,” John agreed. He would have agreed to anything at that point. The way her muscles milked and teased him. The way he needed to please her so he could unleash the pressure and the power gathered in his loins for her.

“They have a great power there, John. A power that they do not deserve. Show them what true power is like. Teach them the proper order of things and who they should worship in order to gain that which they lust for.”

John nodded. “It will be done!”

“Now give me what you’ve been saving for me, John. Feed me,” She commanded. She ground herself down on John, bruising his hips and making him start to worry she would forget their relationship. He almost felt as though she was going to swallow him whole, and not just his cock that was erupting inside of her.

John tried— and failed— to grunt as he exploded inside of her. The power of his seed and the magical energy from the souls he’d claimed with his spear burned through him up filled her.

Beytrixxa arched her back and hissed, “Yesssss,” as the energy rushed up into her and sated her infernal thirst. She pulled from him, her muscles milking him dry and then some. His body went slack and he was dimly aware of her wings returning and curling around him. The darkness returned and he knew no more.

* * * *
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John gasped awake. He lifted his head and shoulders a little and felt... strange. There was a tightness in his chest. A wet warmth too. He risked a look and saw the cuts in his robe. Through them he saw the jagged pink lines in his chest where Mistress’s fingernails had scratched him. They weren’t fresh though, they were scars. Freshly healed scars.

A sharp intake of breath drew his focus to the blond woman sitting on a fallen log. She was taking the last watch of the night. Now her nose twitching as she scented him. She licked her lips and purred in her throat loud enough for him to hear. “Master, may I clean you?”

John looked past the scars and saw the ropes and puddles of his seed on his robe. Steam rose into the cool morning air from his spend. He swallowed and nodded.

Arika sprang off the log and stepped deftly between the bodies of his companions. She dropped to her knees beside him and bent over, opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue. Her tongue reminded John of Beytrixxa, save that Arika’s elongated to look more serpentine and less demonic.

“Hey, that’s my job!”

John looked over and saw Zynga slip out of Roxanne’s arms and crawl up to him on his right. She opened her mouth and extended her tongue — a normal looking tongue for the normal looking halfling woman she took the form of. Arika growled deep her throat, slowing the imp-turned halfling.

“Oh no you don’t,” Zynga growled. “This is how Mistress makes sure I’m fed!”

John chuckled, distracted from the lasting effects of his nocturnal encounter with his Mistress. “Girls, share.”

Arika’s growl relented and Zynga leaned in to lick and slurp up her share of his release. John watched and then let his head slump back down. He stared up at the lightening dawn sky and considered what Beytrixxa had said while they finished cleaning him.

“He said share,” Zynga snapped.

John lifted his head enough to see both of them and almost laughed at the pout on Zynga’s face. Arika let out a sigh through her nose and then leaned forward an opened her lips. Zynga met her in a kiss that left John wide-eyed and honestly considering using his magic to rouse himself for a second early morning round.

The two women were loud, their lips slurping and smacking as they shared the remnants of his load between them. Satisfied at last they pulled apart and sat on either side of him. Both content and licking their lips.

John blew out a breath and looked down at himself again. He was going to need a new— No. No he wasn’t. His robe was whole again. He tugged the neck of it enough to pull it out and saw the scars on his chest had faded even more. They would remain, he knew, but they’d be hard to see beneath the hair on his chest.

“Well, that was quite the wake-up,” Sadie said as she rose. Her cheeks were red as she did her best to gather her bedroll and prove she wasn’t affected by the raw hedonism she’d just witnessed.

“His cock crows every morning,” Zynga quipped.

“Early bird got the worm too,” Jennaca added.

Sadie’s blush deepened and she made sure she didn't look in their direction at all. 

“Let’s hurry, ladies,” John said. “Mistress has business for me in the west.”

“West? How far west?” Jennaca asked.

“I’m not sure. An island, she said. In a lake.”

Jennaca nodded. “I’ve seen birds in the distance. Water birds, that is. I can take us there.”

John nodded. “Good, let’s see about some breakfast for the rest of us then and then be off.”

"My Lord, your carriage has managed these past months better than I imagined, but it is not a boat," Artesia said.

John frowned. "True, but I trust they have an outpost or a dock or something. If not... well... we'll figure that out when we must."

"As you say, My Lord," his woman-at-arms said and finished buckling her harnesses, sheathes, and belts that held her weapons and equipment on.

He looked to his carriage sitting on level ground between the trees. It needed enchanting for another day of uneven travel. With Beytrixxa draining the excess power he'd gathered he was worried to deplete his reserves further.

"Artesia?" John called. "Care to put some of your training to use? Enchant the wagon wheels?"

Her eyes widened and she turned to look at the carriage. She nodded after a moment of thought. "I'll try, My Lord."

John smiled. "I'm sure you'll do more than that," he said and moved to join her. "I'll help if you need it."

She stiffened and said, "I'm ready, I think. I mean, I'll do it."

John smiled. "That's my—Well, I have every confidence in you, Artesia. Draw on the strength of the trees or the earth. The trees are easier to pull from but the magic won't endure as long... though it might be more flexible. Bah, don't mind me, you make your choice."

She took a deep breath and let it out before closing her eyes to focus on the spells he'd taught her. She opened them and began to chant. 

John watched and listened, noting her perfect recitation of the words and gestures. He also noted she chose to call on the trees in the forest as a source of strength for the morning enchantment. He nodded his approval and tried to ignore the shiver of excitement the darkness inside of him gave at the growing strength of his followers.
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Chapter 2


[image: ]




Jennaca pulled the laces on her leather halter-style vest tight and tied them off. She sucked in a big breath to test the tightness and  then let it out. Her large breasts were contained and that meant she was ready for the day. She glanced at John and caught his eye. "I'll scout ahead?"

He shook his head. "Not yet," he said.

Jennaca tilted her head. "Why not?"

"Come here first," he said and beckoned her with his finger.

Jennaca raised an eyebrow and walked over to him. "You don't need to use your finger if you want me to come for you."

Artesia took a break from enchanting the carriage to groan and shake her head.

John laughed. "Our little huntress has grown up, Artesia."

Artesia snorted.

Jennaca beamed at him. "What can I do for you, My Lord?"

"This," John said and leaned forward. Her face tilted up to meet his and he kissed her. She cooed and pressed against him. He backed away after she slipped her tongue between her lips to taste him. "There, now you can scout ahead."

Arika smacked her lips and spoke up, "Would you like me to help scout?"

Jennaca shot John a look. He stifled his smile before responding. "This is Jennaca's specialty. Between her and Sasha, I'm sure they'll do a fine job."

Arika bowed her head. "Yes, Master. I'm at your service for anything you need."

Jennaca picked up where they'd left off before John's newest servant interrupted them. She beamed at him. "I don't know how I was forgetting the goodbye kiss!"

John chuckled and swatted her on the butt when she turned away.

She let her hips sway with each step as she walked, knowing he was watching her. She bit her lip and wished she had a little more time to feel more than just his hand on her butt. She settled for his reassuring presence deep inside her belly. The connection they shared because of the contract they'd accidently signed when he'd first fucked her.

Well, it was more like when she'd first fucked him. He was trying to be gentle and caring, which was ironic considering he served a powerful demon whose specialty was lust and passion. John was something else though. Something better than any other man she'd ever had the chance to be interested in. Better, even, than the heroes she'd grown up having as idols. Men such as King Alto and Sir Carson. Garrick, Warden of the North, or Lord Namitus, the King's right hand man. A more noble and just group of men were not to be found in all of Kroth... but John, there was something special about him.

She fought the urge to giggle as she considered how much it helped that he had a magic dick. He was huge, another gift of his infernal Mistress, but with his magic he could make it fit almost anywhere.

A flash or orange and black in the corner of her eye preceded her furry companion bumping into her hip.

"Sasha!" Jennaca cried out. "Good hunting last night?"

A low rumble in the plains tiger's chest was her answer. Sasha licked her chops as well, baring her massive fangs in the process.

Jennaca grinned and ruffled the tiger's fur between her ears. "We're scouting this morning. Looking for a lake with an island! I saw some water fowl yesterday that I bet will lead us there."

Sasha loped ahead of her as they moved through the forest. She found game paths to take through the undergrowth where she could and when she couldn't, she made her own. Her thick fur saved her from brambles and thorns.

They stayed within the forest for the next hour — long enough that Jennaca began to wonder. She climbed up a tree, slipping from one limb to the next like she was born to them. She cleared the smaller trees around and managed to cling to two branches and move out from the trunk enough to see clear blue skies and a line of ducks flying in formation to the west.

"Ha!" Jennaca gloated. She shimmied back down the tree and looked around, frowning when Sasha wasn't there.

She scouted the ground and found the great cat's footprints in the soft ground. A few moments of study confirmed for her that Sasha had gone west. She hadn't just wandered off though, she was hunting. The length of her stride and the way her pads and claws sank into the ground told the skilled tracker all she needed to know.

"Save some for me," Jennaca whispered before checking to make sure her weapons were ready for use.

Less than a quarter hour later the forest had thinned and the undergrowth was becoming thicker. She still followed the tiger's trail through the brush and ignored the rasping of leaves against her bare legs and hips. The bushes grew softer after she managed her way through a bramble of wild blueberries.

Jennaca searched the clear ground ahead of her. Some small hills curved the landscape and occasional trees and clumps of bushes sprouted on them. In general the grass was short, growing no higher than her waist and often only half that. She moved forward and let her fingers drift through the tall fronds. She plucked one and looked at it, her brow furrowing as she quickly recognized the family of the plant.

"Wheat?" she asked. "How did this get here?"

No one answered her.

Still pondering the abundance of the crop, especially growing in an area that resembled a field as much as she resembled a troll. She moved forward, bending low to stay concealed by the wheat and also making sure she could pick out Sasha's trail.

She met up with the great cat under a wild apple tree. Ants crawled on the bark and across the ground beneath it. Soil made acidic from past years fallen crop made it difficult for the wheat to grow, leaving them with some room while she crouched beside the tiger. She put her arm over the tiger and felt a rumble in Sasha's chest.

Jennaca opened her mouth when she heard the first yip on the wind. She clamped her mouth shut and turned her head. Another yip and a bark followed. She turned back and stared to the northwest, where the sounds came from. "Wild dogs?"

Sasha bared her fangs.

"All right, let's check it out," Jennaca said. She started out first and led the way down the side of the hill and then back up onto the next hill. Each step brought them closer and made the barking and yipping easier to hear, if not easier to understand.

Jennaca slipped her bow off her shoulders and pulled the knot loose that kept her arrows from slipping around in her quiver. They proceeded again with her having nocked one to have it at the ready.

They crested the next hill and saw the source of the noises ahead of them in a shallow valley that led to the north between hills that grew taller and taller. It wasn't dogs they saw but men that looked like dogs, if dogs could walk on two legs and tower above a human. 

Jennaca gasped and crouched low. "Gnolls!" she hissed.

Sasha hunkered down beside her.

"I count twenty two," Jennaca said. "That's a lot. If John and the girls stumble on them, it won't go well."

Sasha looked at her.

"I know, John can handle himself and so can the rest of them... but that's a lot of gnolls! I'd hate for anyone to get hurt," she explained to the great cat.

Jennaca fell silent and watched them. They were moving and heading south. Directly to where she'd have gone if she'd been heading straight west. She looked to Sasha while the tiger studied the party of gnolls.

"All right, we distract them. Sure, they're big, but that means they won't be as fast as we are, right? We'll go down and get them to chase us and lead them off away from Lord John."

Sasha's tail swatted the wheat behind her.

"If something happens, you let John know, okay?"

Sasha's ears laid back on her head.

"Good. Let's go show those dogs why cats make better pets!"

Sasha's answering rumble made Jennaca grin as she rose to her feet. She slipped down the hill to her right, flanking the gnoll hunting party and moving so she was behind them. Sasha followed her but stayed low in the wheat, making her all but impossible to see from more than a few feet away.

Jennaca reached a point on the hillside where she still had a good shot at the gnolls. The path they were taking was starting to round the hill on her left and would soon have them out of sight. She drew her bow back, took a quick aim and timed her breath before loosing the arrow.

A second and then a third arrow were in the air by the time the first one struck a gnoll in the arm. He yipped and turned, catching the second arrow in his side and the third in his hip. The gnolls reacted quickly, but it took them a moment to figure out where the arrows were coming from. Three gnolls had been pinned by the time they organized and began to give chase.

Jennaca grinned and stowed her bow over her shoulder. She turned and ran, heading back up the valley to the north. She couldn't help but grinning. It had been days since they'd had a challenge, and that had been a band of goblins that tried to ambush them while they camped in a cave. Hardly worth the effort of drawing her swords.

This looked promising. The gnolls gave chase and then cried out when Sasha let them pass and then launched her attack. The tiger laid open a gnoll's leg and knocked it down, but the commotion caused two more to turn and force her back. She darted back and had to run from the humanoids that went after her.

Jennaca felt the wind in her face and felt the strength of her body in her thighs as she ran. The ground rose as she ran and became rockier. Her feet were sure and she darted behind rocks and put distance between herself and the gnolls. A few more minutes and she'd move to the side, doubling back and around them so she could make sure she made it back.

She glanced over her shoulder, preparing to make her escape, and stumbled for the first time. The gnolls weren't falling behind, like she'd expected. They were keeping up with her. More than keeping up, the long-legged monsters were getting closer!

She let out a surprised huff of breath and refocused. If they were going to give her a chase, so be it. She'd show them! She bent forward and put her focus into running harder. Sasha would have to fend for herself, but she was more than able to do that. She'd hoped to perhaps strike them from a distance with a bow a few times and then run and do it again, but that wasn't going to happen.

In the end, she supposed it didn't matter. They were still chasing her and that was what mattered. She just had to keep them away from John and the others. She could handle herself and so could John. Artesia too, she supposed. The others though... they were a skilled and talented lot but the sisters were still learning the differences between a real fight and an arena match. 

Arika...well, Jennaca wasn't sure about her in the least. She was bound to John and, she supposed, a sister of sorts to her now, but she still didn't trust her. She wasn't human... or anything remotely close to human, after all. There was no telling what priorities a woman sired unnaturally from a dragon  would have. Even if she was easily the most beautiful woman any of them had seen. When she looked like a woman, that is.

Jenna pushed the thoughts away. She had an uncomfortably large group of gnolls chasing her and there was no telling what they'd do to her if they caught her! She'd seen gnolls before, when Queen Grishna visited Altonia from her city of Noraven, but she only knew a little about them. Grishna's gnolls were disciplined and fierce. Others, she'd read, were vicious and sadistic. Voracious too... would they tear her limb from limb and eat her alive like animals?

She almost felt ashamed at the thought. They weren't animals, they were people. A strange and violent race of people, but people nonetheless. Then again, people were often more cruel and dangerous than the wildest of animals.

Jennaca put some extra effort into her legs, eager to make sure she didn't find out firsthand just what they had planned for her.
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"Hard to believe nobody's settled in this area," Helleen said to her sister. "It's beautiful around here. Could be a little warmer, but all this open land and we haven't seen anything dangerous in a while."

"Maybe something dangerous is over the next hill?" Roxanne said. She pointed to the north and south and added, "Or those hills?"

Helleen stuck her tongue out at her.

"Don't go giving me any ideas, Zynga got her feeding this morning so I might be high and dry for a bit," Roxanne teased her sister back.

"Maybe it's hard to get to. The undergrowth in that forest was terrible," Helleen shifted back to her original line of thought.

John leaned out of the open window of his carriage and asked, "My unstoppable gladiatrixes aren't complaining, are they?"

"No, My Lord," Roxanne said and shot a glare at her sister. "We're just talking about how nice it is here and we're surprised no one has settled it."

"I believe someone has," John said. "That's where we're going."

Roxanne and Helleen shared a look.

"Humans?" Helleen asked.

"I believe so," he said. "On an island in the middle of a lake."

"A lake?" Roxanne asked. She grinned. "Does that mean a beach?"

"Don't forget it's colder up this way," Helleen reminded her sister. "You're likely to put Zynga's eye out as it is."

Roxanne followed her sister's eyes down to her chest and then looked back up at glared at Helleen. She was wearing a comfortable shirt with travel leathers over them to keep her warm and protect her. A far cry from the skimpy armor she and Helleen fought in during their gladiatorial days.

"Don't worry, I can warm her back up," Zynga said.

Helleen let out a squeak and spun around. Zynga was walking behind her, a smirk on her face. "I thought you were in John’s carriage? Where did you come from?"

"You probably couldn't pronounce it, but for simplicity's sake just call it Hell," the imp said.

Helleen's nose wrinkled and she turned to look at her sister. Roxanne shrugged and tried to hide the smile on her face.

"My sister's sleeping with a demon," Helleen muttered. "What would our mother say?"

"My sister was sleeping with a demon first," Roxanne retorted.

"Hey, I'm only part demon," John retorted. "Now quiet down, there's no telling what might be hiding in these weeds— wait a minute, these aren't weeds."

"Looks like weeds to me," Zynga muttered. 

"It's wheat," Sadie said from the other bench in the carriage. She stared down from the window at it for a moment before adding, "Looks untended. It’s growing wild."

John looked at the wheat and then looked up ahead to where Artesia was driving the carriage. "Artesia, have you seen any sign of a farm or anything?"

"Just the wheat, My Lord," she called back. "It's poor farm country though, too many hills. This is poor country for your carriage too."

"I was wondering about that," John said. “Let’s stop a moment.”

Artesia pulled the horses to a stop and set the brake. Before she could finish John opened the door and climbed out. He looked around, stretched his back and legs, and then set out climbing up the hill on their left until he reached the top of it. Artesia hurried to join him while the others waited near the bottom of the hill.

“What are you doing?” Artesia asked.

John looked around in all directions. “Trying to make sense of this place.”

Artesia grunted. “I’ve no idea if we’ve cut across Jennaca’s trail yet, but she said she’d seen birds to the west. Water birds.”

“Yes, she did,” John said absently while staring to the west. There were more hills but he thought he could see a bit of shimmer beyond them. “I think I see it.”

Artesia squinted as she tried to look where he was. “I don’t.”

John glanced at her before asking, “You’ve got good eyesight, don’t you?” 

“Why? Because my mother was an elf?”

“Because I’ve seen you eyeing up our surroundings and I’ve seen you with that crossbow,” John said.

Artesia took a moment before nodding. “Yes, my eyes are sharper than most. Yours must be better still to see that.”

“Yeah, well, I’ve got a little something extra.”

“So I’ve heard.”

John turned and stared at Artesia. 

Her cheeks colored but she kept her lips pressed together.

“I imagine you’ve heard quite a lot,” John mused.

“I’m sworn to you, My Lord,” Artesia reminded him.

“You are,” John agreed. “I respect and admire you, Artesia. You’ve been loyal to me time and again, even though there is nothing but your word to bind you to me.”

“I don’t need any more than that,” she said.

“I believe you,” John said. “You proved yourself to me. My one and only concern is if you were ever taken from me.”

“Taken from you? I don’t belong to you,” Artesia said. “I am pledged to your service, but my life is my own.”

“Yes, yes, sorry,” John fumbled. “I didn’t mean to make it sound so... dominant.”

“I’m not like your other girls,” Artesia continued.

“Right, they have a magical contract with me,” John said. “That’s what I rely on... it reassures me that even if something should happen to them, the rest of us would be safe. They would not risk sharing anything that might threaten us. Plus I would be able to find them and reclaim them.”

“Reclaim them?”

He winced. “Recover. Sorry, another poor choice of words.”

“They are your words to use, My Lord,” Artesia said.

John sighed. “They are, and I’ve been choosing poorly. Defeating Dargoth and claiming Arika has woken things in me, Artesia. I won’t deny that. Urges and desires... but that’s the infernal side of me. I’ve been trying to be careful— to make sure that the decisions I make are for the right reasons.”

“Your reasons are yours to decide. Right and wrong— well, I have pledged my service to you, Lord John, not to your ideals,” Artesia said. “My job is to do your bidding and to keep you safe. It is a better job than any I have had before... even if it is sometimes a little too loud to have some proper sleep.”

John chuckled in spite of himself.

“True, you were a bandit when I found you.”

“I’m not proud of that,” she said.

“Are you proud of what we’ve done so far?”

Artesia tilted her head and then turned to look at him. “I take pride in knowing that you are still alive after all the dangers we’ve faced.”

John smiled. “I’ve nearly lost you a couple of times though.”

“That’s my job.”

John frowned. “You are no more dispensable than any of the others are... or myself, for that matter. If we did have a contract not only would it allow me to protect you with my magic,  you’d be connected to me as well. All of which would make it so you could do your job better.”

Artesia looked at him, including a brief drop of her eyes to his midsection. She pulled them back up so quick he was glad he hadn’t blinked or he’d have missed it. “Have I not performed well enough, My Lord?”

“You have,” John admitted. “I’m just... it seems our every day is filled with danger. I worry about you, Artesia, just like the others. I want to be sure you’re safe.”

“I am safer than perhaps you or your— the others— are.”

John raised an eyebrow at her slip.

She blushed. “I’m sorry, I’m not like the other girls.”

John nodded. “I understand... but please consider the offer open. You are important to me, Artesia. As important as any of them are. I would feel better if I could feel you at all times.”

“My Lord?”

John smirked. “Not like that. It’s part of the contract. Having a sense of where you are. Just as you would have the same sense of where I am.”

“I see,” Artesia said. “So you have a sense of where Jennaca is now?”

John did a double take and then smiled. “I do, yes. I hadn’t thought about that, I was too busy worrying about threats and the source of this wheat and then you. Jen is... west of us. A little further north than I’d thought, but I trust she has a reason for it. I can feel that she is well. Excited, even.”

“Excited, My Lord? Without you?”

John chuckled. “Not like that. I swear, Artesia, with a quick mind like yours you fit in so well.”

She blushed. “Perhaps the company I keep has guided my thoughts at times.”

He laughed. “I know what you mean. Well, I’ll leave you to think on it."

She blushed and looked like she was going to say something.

John didn’t push her. He waited patiently and studied her.

Artesia looked to the west and cleared her throat. “We should keep going. It will take most of the day to find Jennaca and still reach the lake you say is out there.”

John considered Artesia’s words for a moment and felt his connection to Jennaca again. He focused on and realized he’d been mistaken. He could communicate with her over it, but only at short distances. She was too far away now. The best he could do was get a general sense of her. Such as that her soul was strong and active. “She’s well enough. Just as I can know the direction she’s in, so does she know where I am. She will join us. That, or, if we’re heading in the wrong direction I trust she’ll come and get us and chew my ear off for it.”

Artesia chuckled. “Yes, My Lord. To the west it is.”

John turned to look down the hill at where the others were resting on or against his carriage. He raised an arm and as one all the women except for Sadie looked up at him. Sadie followed their gaze a heartbeat later. He called out, “Break’s over.”

The women reclaimed their positions in or near the carriage while John and Artesia walked back down to it. Sadie stood outside the door and waited for John to get close before saying, “I’d like to stretch my legs some more, I think.”

John nodded. “I don’t blame you,” he said. “I’d do the same but I’d feel bad for leaving nobody in the carriage.”

“It’s still carrying our gear,” Helleen said. “You should join us! I’m sure we could keep you entertained.”

John chuckled. “We have many miles ahead of us. I’ll ride for now for the sake of speed. That and I expect Artesia would be cross with me if she had to drive the carriage and I was all the way back here.”

“A wise choice, My Lord,” Artesia said.

John smirked.

“Fine, I’ll ride with Artesia,” Helleen said.

Artesia nodded to the ever-positive gladiator. 

Arika untied the laces on her dress and slipped it up and over her head. Nude and with no notion of modesty, she bent and scooped up her dress and her boots and put them in a chest secured to the back of the carriage. Standing proud and bare she said, "With Jennaca and her pet away I'll keep watch for us."

John nodded. "Good idea," he said while admiring her beautiful form and the long golden hair that fluttered in the gentle breeze.

Arika lunged forward, falling even as she pushed her arms forward to catch herself. Her body melted and shifted as she fell, changing so quickly she was a blur of gold and pink melding into grey and black and browns. She hit the ground in the form of a dragonkin – a four legged creature with thick leathery hide and a tail as dangerous as her sharp-toothed mouth and fanged claws. Unlike the dragonkin John and his companions had fought, Arika was smaller. She was a little more than half the size of Sasha, a fact that Sasha seemed to enjoy reminding Arika any time she took her four-legged form around the great cat.

“Let’s go then, we’ve many miles ahead of us,” John said.

Arika's tail lashed out once, swishing through the air, and then she leapt off into the wheat to keep up a position circling them as they made their way west.

“You sure you don’t need some company in there?” Roxanne asked.

John looked at her and saw a leering Zynga behind her. He smirked and opened the door to the carriage. “I suppose you did miss out this morning, didn’t you?”

Roxanne grinned and climbed into the carriage ahead of him.

John turned to follow her and planted his face into her very firm backside.

“Oops, sorry, I wasn’t in yet,” Roxanne teased him.

John reached up and grabbed her bottom in both hands. He squeezed hard, digging into her tight muscles and making her yelp. He pushed her forward, using his infernal magic to boost his strength. She yelped again and giggled.

John climbed in and pulled the door shut behind him. He cast a shield around the cabin, shielding the noise they made from reaching the outside... just in case.

Roxanne was bent over the rear-facing bench of the carriage and looked back over her shoulder at him. “Master, please,” she said. “Keep doing that.”

John reached out and grabbed her ass again. “This?”

She hissed and nodded. “Yesss! You know what I need.”

John chuckled. A swirl of his magic and her pants were undone. He pushed them down her legs and reached into her with a tendril of his power, preparing her for him. Another twitch of magic made his robe disappear and then reappear on the forward facing padded bench.

Roxanne gasped. “I’ve never... you... Oh Master, I don’t understand how I’m always ready for you, but I am. Please, Sir, fuck me! Remind me that I’m yours!”

“Is that how you present yourself for me?” John asked her.

Her eyes widened. She adjusted so her shoulders were braced on the bench so she could reached back and grab a cheek in each hand. She pulled them as wide apart as her skin would let her, all while pushing her knees against each other.

John stared down at the lewd display before him. He grinned, the demon inside of him delighting in her complete submission. John took a deep breath and then stepped forward. He took hold of himself and guided his cock to her wet folds and slid up and down her gaping slit to wet himself. He didn’t need the lubrication with his magic, but this wasn’t about easing his passage into her depths. This was about denial and misdirection. This was what she craved from him, the reminder that he controlled her pleasure. And, at his discretion, her pain.

The muscular warrior gasped and shuddered at his touch. She mewed and pleaded with her body, even going so far as to bend her knees and drop her hips to guide him to where she really wanted him.

John reached out with his magic again. Her hips froze and she began to tremble from need and anticipation and denial. John watched her for a moment and then pushed forward and guided himself into her in a single smooth unyielding thrust.

Roxanne howled and threw her head back and forth on the bench while he pillaged her depths. Her knuckles and fingertips were white where they bit into her flesh but she never let go. Her ring of muscle tightened and clenched around him and then relaxed, only to tighten again.

John pushed through it until his hips pinned her hands to her ass. Only then did he stop and flex his mighty cock inside of her.

Roxanne jerked her head up and gasped. “My Lord! Oh... do that again! Please!”

John chuckled. “You already came once when I entered you. What more do you have left in you?”

“I’m sorry... I... it’s been a bit now and....and.... you stretch me so much! It felt so wicked and brutal and amazing!”

“You’re the only true pain slut I’ve ever known, Roxanne.”

She looked back at him with a fever in her eyes. “I’m your pain slut, Master! Now please, flex that massive cock in my ass again and fuck me hard. Fuck me like I stole your money. Punish me, Master. Punish me so good!”

John chuckled and put a hand on her lower back. He flexed himself inside of her, causing her eyes to cross and then close from the pleasure. Then he pulled back until only the very tip of his cock remained inside of her. Roxanne was panting and whimpering and then screaming soundlessly as he crashed his entire length back inside of her.

John gave her no respite after that. He fucked himself into her backdoor without mercy. His magic made it possible, but he wondered if she had a magic of her own. No one could take the kind of abuse she craved from him.

All the better, the darkness inside of him delighted in it. John let it revel in the act of sodomizing the gladiator and leaving her breathless, voiceless, and by the time he finally rammed himself to an explosive finish that filled her bowels with a searing heat that seemed came from Hell itself, witless.

John slowly pulled out and sank back on the other bench. “Don’t move,” he told her while her battered ass gaped open. He let out a deep sigh and was about to use his magic to clean himself when Zynga popped into existence between the two of them.

“Don’t you dare,” she growled before she attacked his slowly shrinking manhood. She captured it in her lips, which seemed absurd considering her small stature compared to his. She made it work though, and she growled and moaned as she cleaned the last dregs of his spend.

John watched until she turned and tended to Roxanne’s still upturned ass. He shook his head and summoned his robe before turning his attention to the many spell books he had gathered. He recovered his knowledge and power from his former life a little every day, but he still had a long ways to go. The good news was what had taken him decades before was within his grasp at a far younger age this time around.

A look up at Zynga’s tongue plumbing the darkness of Roxanne’s ass while she murmured and cooed at the treatment made him smile. Yes, there was a beast inside of him, but some days the two of them weren’t so far apart after all.
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Chapter 4
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Jennaca was tired. No, she wasn't tired, she was beyond tired. She was beyond fatigued and beyond exhausted. She'd never heard a word for what she was.

She'd spent the day running higher and higher into the hills. An easy jog turned into a run for her life as the gnolls proved their longer legs made them just as fast as she was. Whatever heritage they had, whether it was magical or not, gave them the endurance of a hunting hound. Then they'd started hurling spears at her. Light weight short spears, but a few had come close enough she had no doubt being hit by one would be deadly.

Her toe caught a rock and she staggered forward. It took her several painful off-balance steps later before she could straighten back up. As she did another spear passed just over her head and hit a rock squarely. The jagged stone blade on the end shattered and the dried wood shaft quivered and burst apart.

Jennaca veered left around the rock and then staggered back to the right, putting it behind her and turning toward the east. She ran into a gully between ridges of earth. Pebbles and rocks filled the narrow floor of the gully while the walls were made of hard dirt behind a brittle crust of pebbles and mud baked by the sun. Empty veins ran down the walls of the gully like forks of lightning where tiny streams of rainwater eroded the hill.

She focused on the ground in front of her. If she could trip once, she could trip again. She would trip again, given how heavy her legs had grown. Her chest had been on fire but now she was beyond that. She knew she was breathing and breathing hard, but she barely felt it. She couldn't even tell that she was breathing. It was as though she inhabited a body that was already dead.

She looked up and saw the end of the gully. Boulders were packed together and encased in mud and dirt that the rains hadn't washed away. Boulders that would have been nothing for her to dance up and over any other time. Now they might as well have been castle walls.

Jenna pushed the thought away. She could climb a castle wall too. She'd done it, as a child in Altonia. Just to prove she could. If she could do that just because she was stubborn, she could do this. 

Jennaca leapt up to grab a lip of one of the boulders and fell short. She crashed into the rocks and bounced back. Her heel slipped on the loose rocks beneath her and she ended up falling into the wall of the gully and then rolling down. She struggled, pushing herself up on her arms and then failing to get her legs under her.

Tears of pain and frustration ran down her face and left cleaner tracks from the dirt that clung to her sweat-covered skin. She tried to grunt and managed a whimper. She rose up on shaky legs though and twisted back around. She staggered and caught herself, then stared up at the rocks.

Louder barking and snarling sounded behind her. She turned her head back and saw the gnolls running down the gully toward her. The only thing she had in her favor was the gully was so narrow only one of them could come at her at a time. She thought about her bow. If she could drop the one in front then that would slow them down some more.

Slow them down for what though? She couldn't climb up the boulders in time. Her legs were numb and she was only staying on them because she wasn't trying to move them now. She wouldn't be able to use them to climb, let alone run away if she reached the top.

A roar split the evening air. Jennaca rocked forward but managed to stay on her feet. A warm rush filled her, sending tingles across her skin. It was almost enough to bring feeling back to her legs even. She knew that roar and what it meant.

The gnolls charging toward her stopped in their tracks, their gaze lifted above her. They spoke amongst themselves, sounding like a pack of braying hounds, and then started forward again.

Jennaca twisted and looked up. Sasha stood on top of the boulders and was looking back and forth for a way to climb down. Jennaca wondered why the mighty cat didn't just leap down until she got a better look at her feline companion. The tiger's orange and black fur was red and matted in places. Her haunch had a broken spear still stuck in it and she limped every time she moved.

"Sasha," Jennaca breathed as her heart broke. "No..."

Sasha roared again and tried to stretch a paw out to find something to help her get down.

Jennaca reached behind her back and tugged her forward curving long knife free. She pulled her hatchet loose from the harness on her hip and turned back to the face the gnolls. "Sasha, run," Jenna called over her shoulder. "Find John. Bring him here. Make him come. Save me... or avenge me."

She turned her head and looked up at the tiger. "Sasha... go! Go now!"

The tiger roared again and then turned away from her. She limped into an awkward hopping run, her fourth leg barely helping because of the spear.

Jennaca's head snapped back around. She blinked the tears from her eyes as the gnolls started to come faster. The gnoll coming at her had a long handled axe that would have been a pole arm in the hands of a human. He growled and swung it at her from high.
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