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Enchanted is a new kind of fantasy story 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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Ela slipped through the open door and turned. She grinned and reached up to the clasp on her dress over her left shoulder. She pulled it loose and let it fall, revealing her young and supple body.

John chuckled and pulled the door shut behind him. "Eager, I like that."

"I know what I want, why waste time?" she asked.

John nodded and pulled his robe over his head. "Why indeed?"

They embraced. Ela attacked his face, kissing his lips like a woodpecker chasing a bug through the bark of a tree. John tried to keep up as best he could but it wasn't until he slipped his hand into her long dark hair and cupped the base of her head that he was able to guide her and slow her down.

Her lips continued to try rapid-fire kissing his until he pressed his lips against hers and forced her to slow down. She struggled and pulled back, retreating from him.

"What... am I doing something wrong?" she asked.

John smiled. "Not wrong... just relax. Let me lead."

"I..."

"You have this planned out, don't you? You know what you want and you already scheduled it out in your head. Tell me, what happens next?"

She blushed. "If you're going to make fun of me I can—"

"No, I'm not. I don't want to disappoint you, that's all."

"Disappoint me? Well... you've done this before, right?"

John smiled and nodded.

"I thought so. A handsome and clearly well bred man such as yourself... Yes, well, I expected we would kiss a bit and then move on from there."

"Move on to what, exactly?"

She blushed. "To the bed, of course. You would bed me."

"Then what?"

She blinked. "Then what? You mean there's more? I need to get back... I'll be expected..."

"Oh, I see. So we have a time limit. Well then, come, Ela, let's move along."

"Wait, what else is there?"

"Oh, it's no bother. If you don't have time we should probably—"

"No!" she snapped. She blushed and held up a hand. "I'm sorry. That was harsh. I... I mean, I want to know. I... well, I've never done this before, but I need to... tonight."

John nodded. "All right, well... a slower start might help. Relax you a bit."

"So more kissing?"

John took her hand and led her to his bed. It was a proper bed this time, not the scratchy straw pallet he'd stayed in when he'd awoken into his new life a month back. He sat her down on the edge and guided her to keep her legs facing out. He knelt in front of her and leaned in to press his lips against hers.

"Oh! I—mmmph!"

John coaxed her lips open and he surprised her by slipping his tongue in. She sucked in a breath and pulled back, creating space between them. John waited... and she returned. Her lips met his again and the kiss deepened as he coaxed her tongue into a dance. She pressed against him, moaning and taking what she learned from him to become more aggressive until she realized she had to breathe too.

John took the break and kissed his way down her neck and chest. Her brushed his hand under her breast and held it up so he could breathe on it and make her squirm at his hot breath. He captured her thickening nipple between his teeth and sucked on it.

"Oh!" Ela breathed. "Oh... oh that's nice! Yes... yes, you can do that. Keep doing that."

John chuckled around her turgid flesh. Her reached for her other breast and stroked it. Ela shivered and thrust her ample chest against him, knocking him off balance for a moment. John pushed back with his hand on her breast and gave her nipple a light pinch. She squeaked and jerked back, then returned, eager for more.

John dropped lower, kissing her belly and then again lower and lower. He reached the junction of her legs and torso and planted a kiss in the brown curls that peaked out between them.

Ela gasped and then whimpered when John slipped his hand between her knees and gently pushed them apart. "Okay... is it time."

"Time for something," John said before he reached around her and scooted her closer to the edge of the bed.

She squeaked and then nodded to herself. She leaned back, catching herself on her palms and then her elbows.

John crawled on his knees between hers and, to Ela's open-mouthed shock, he bent forward and kissed her directly on her curls. She squealed above him and reached down to push him away. Her legs pressed against his shoulders, trying to close. John ignored her and slipped his tongue in between the part in her flesh.

Ela froze when she felt what he was doing. He was tickling her, but in a very private and sensitive place. And it wasn't tickling, really. Not the type that would make her giggle, at least. It was... he was... 

Her hands left his shoulders and went to his head. The back of his head. She cried out and pulled him into her, trying to mash his face into her cunt. John worked his tongue into and around her in spite of the smile that her inexperience caused. She squealed and bucked like a runaway horse. There was no stopping her unless he stopped, and it may have been too late even for that.

Ela's body began to twitch and jerk. Her cries were stuttering as each crest of pleasure broke through her and left her distracted and disconnected. A few moments more of John circling her sensitive button and then swiping the tip of his tongue across it rapidly were her undoing.

The poor girl locked up. She seized, her entire body going so stiff John worried he might have broken her for good. The raspy pant of her breathing was gone too, leaving Ela with her head thrown back and her back arched in ecstasy beyond anything the young woman ever imagined.

John continued to please her, driving pleasure into her even though she'd grown almost catatonic. He knew she was all right in spite of her appearance. He felt her orgasm. He drank of it in fact, supping at the release of her youthful energies that her climax yielded to him. He nursed from her cunt, licking her juices that ran free even as he gathered the energy of her soul in slow, measured amounts.

He fought against his magic. It wished to drain the sweet, naïve girl entirely. She would give it to him without a fight too... but John would not do that to her. He kissed her gently upon her split and eased her down. She collapsed on the bed, her body going from cramping muscles to mush in an instant.

John cleaned her with his mouth, kissing, licking, and sucking around her sex but not directly on it. A few times he got a shiver out of her but mostly she lay still on the bed, panting for breath and lying still in a stupor.

He rose at last and looked down at her. She was a swampy mess, no matter how long he worshipped at her temple. Her body wanted more but her mind... well, her mind was still lost in the realm of rainbows and dancing stars.

John laid down on the bed next to her and pulled her to him. She went without complaint and barely more than a purr of a moan. He embraced her and she nuzzled into him, finding some strength at last to acknowledge and show some appreciation.

At last, after several minutes had passed, she whispered into his skin, "I never knew a kiss could be like that."

John struggled to keep from laughing. "We may act like animals at times, but we can do many things an animal cannot or will not."

She moaned into him again. "That was... I never knew it would be like that!"

"And that was only a warm up."

She squeaked. "You mean there's more? Wait... of course there's more. You didn't mount me yet... oh sweet Saint Millesius! What am I to do?"

John raised an eyebrow at her strange plea.

She nodded to herself. "All right, I can do this. That's why I'm here, after all. To finally know what it's like. To have left that behind would have been a crime against nature... but oh, John, I'm scared. If your kiss felt like that... what will your... what will that feel like?"

He smiled as she tilted her face up to his. "Only one way to find out, but I promise you will enjoy it."

"I will?" she gulped.

"Oh yes."

She nodded. "Okay... but... I feel so tender now. Please be careful?"

"Very careful," he agreed even though he knew this girl could, and most definitely would, be aching for him to do anything and everything to her if they had the chance.

"Kiss me again?" she begged. "Up here, on my lips not..."

"Not on your cunt."

She blushed and nodded.

John kissed her and let her taste herself on his lips and tongue. Her eyes shot open and her nostrils flared as she realized her mistake, but she didn't pull back. She squeezed her eyes shut again and, after a moment moaned into his mouth as their tongues danced.

John rolled her onto her back and slipped between her legs. He was more than ready and glad that she hadn't seen him fully aroused yet. He'd shaken her wits with her first orgasm. Seeing his size might push her off the cliffs of insanity.

He reached down and guided his cock to her lips and gently spread them. His firm spongy tip slid along her soaked flesh, making Ela gasp and squirm under him. She was panting through her nose since he did not relinquish her mouth.

Once John was sure he was wet enough he guided himself down to her opening and nudged himself inside slowly. Ela froze again as he spread her. She shivered and tightened around him, slowing him further.

"Breathe," John whispered into her lips. "Relax."

She nodded a tiny bit and began to take quick steady breaths. Her pussy let up a bit too, allowing him to gently rock more of himself inside of her. A few inches more was all until he bumped up against her maidenhead.

"Oh!" she gasped when she felt the pressure. "Is that it? All of you?"

John chuckled. "No, dear one, that's only me making you a woman."

"Making me a.... oh! You mean... so that's it, I'm no maiden?"

"Is that what you want?"

She bit her lip and nodded. "Yes... please, yes!"

John jerked his hips down, driving through her intact flesh before she'd even finished asking for it.

She jerked and gasped. Her lips worked but it took her a moment to make a noise. "Ow! That hurt. Felt like you pinched me... inside, I mean."

John shared a touch of his magic with her, soothing and numbing her soreness and taking away the blood. She was excitable enough he feared the sight of her blood after would worry her.

"It's getting better... okay, more please. This feels amazing!"

He smiled and kissed her again before sliding deeper inside of her. She lost her voice again as he slowly rocked back and forth, burying his cock into her one thrust at a time. She was harder to get into than a dwarven vault, but John was patient and he had the key... or as his familiar, Zynga, would call it: a battering ram.

Ela's head lolled back and forth as John worked himself deeper and deeper inside of her. He bumped her cervix eventually, making her grunt and curse. Another probe of his magic eased her worries, and her cervix, allowing him to fully bury himself and grind his flesh against hers.

Ela was lost in the sensations. John was deep inside of her— so deep she wasn't sure where he ended and she began. He stretched her wide and made her feel complete... and then he pulled back and left her empty, only to fill her again. His hands were on her breasts, teasing and rubbing her tender flesh and occasionally pinching and twisting at her buds. That made her jump and ache and...and... Saints, she loved it! She wanted that spark. That pain. That extra touch that woke her up and made her feel alive.

Through it all he kept fucking her. Driving into her faster and harder and she urged him on. Not with her words, but with her body opening and accepting him. Her legs wrapped around him and coaxed him inside her. Her arms clawed his back and grabbed his ass to pull him against her. All while she built up this incredible pressure inside of her that she knew would break her. It was right there... a wall that was straining to hold back something amazing. Something overwhelming. Something that would change her forever.

And then, with a final thrust and a growl, John slammed into her so hard that when his sack slapped against the pucker of her arse, the wall burst.

Ela's eyes went white as her body arched and lifted John off the bed. Only her head, shoulders, and bottom were touching the sheets, the rest of her was clenched tight. John was trapped inside of her too, her cunt squeezing down on him like a velvet fist that would not be denied. He braced his hands against the bed, taking his weight off her as best he could, and set his hips to circling against her, driving her orgasm so high it would look down on the clouds.

John's motives were far from pure. Yes, he enjoyed the sex and he enjoyed giving Ela pleasure, but he enjoyed a great many things. The problem was, he needed to bed the young woman. Any woman, really, but Ela had stricken him as his best option tonight. He needed her release to fuel his magic. Her orgasm opened a door into her soul where he could drain her energy slowly or quickly. He always chose slowly. John was no murderer, but he was a demon... in part. This was how his demonic magic was fueled... and how he, in turn, paid tribute to his Mistress.

When he knew he dared take no more from the young woman he let her down by pulling slowly from her sheath. She collapsed on the bed when he finished and lay gasping for breath. Her hand went to her battered cunt, only to find that touching herself was too much. She jerked and let go, then tried again and found a way to hold herself safely. She curled up in a fetal position while John sat beside her and watched.

She opened her eyes after her breathing began to slow and looked up at him. "You are amazing," she breathed.

John chuckled.

Her eyes took him in, marveling at his wide shoulders and smooth body. The tufts of hair on his chest led to a trail that led down his belly to his... She sat up and stared at his glistening cock. It was wet with her juices from tip to stem. "That was inside me?" she gaped.

John nodded. "You took it well," he said and didn't bother to point out he'd had to open her up with his magic to make it possible.

She looked down at her belly and then at his manhood. It took her a few more double takes before she shook her head and said, "I don't know how it fit!"

"It can fit many places," John said. Perhaps in a moment, I can show you."

Her eyes widened. "Wait... you mean... you're not finished yet? But the other women said that men always finish first! I thought myself lucky that... oh, I guess I was lucky."

John stifled his laugh and said, "I'm not like most men."

She eyed his throbbing erection and shook her head. "No, most certainly not. Unless my sisters were lying to me."

"Sisters?" John asked. "Do you have a large family?"

"Oh, not those sisters. I meant my sisters at the church."

John's eyes widened. "Church?"

"Yes," she said. "That's where I must get to yet tonight. I'm an acolyte for St. Millesius. I take my vows on the morrow. Tonight was my last chance to... to see what it was like. Sow my oats, the priestess called it."

"Oh... well... I'm glad you did."

Her smile turned into a yawn. She shook her head and said. "Well, what's this about you finishing? Trying to see where else it fits? I'm a bit confused about that."

"Yes, well... I've been told I taste wonderful."

She squeaked and stared at the shiny drop at tip of his cock.

"Or... well... there are other options."

"Other... what else is there?"

John smiled sadly and shook his head. "No, never mind... that's enough for now."

She sat up straighter. "Tell me! What else could there be? Where else could that... you... go?"

John took in a deep breath and let it out. It didn't help but he spoke anyhow, "I loved a woman once who liked to have me take her from behind."

"Like a horse or bull?"

John smiled at her innocence. "No, I mean... in her bottom."

Her mouth dropped. When she found her breath she said, "Oh! I... um, I don't think..."

"I told you not to worry about that, but you insisted."

She nodded. "And this woman... was she a whore? No, she wouldn't be, you said you loved her. What happened to her?"

"She died," John said.

She clamped her mouth shut and winced. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean—"

John waved her silent. "We're here now, let's not worry about what happened before."

She smiled. "Okay... what else?"

John tilted his head and looked her over. She was a beautiful and buxom young woman. His eyes fell to her heavy breasts. He smiled. "There's something I've never done, actually. I'm not sure how much pleasure it would bring you though."

She followed his eyes and then looked up at him. "What?"

"Sit on the edge of the bed again," he instructed her and took her hand to help her rise. He positioned her where he wanted her and then spread her legs. She winced a little as her overworked muscles were stretched.

John stood between her legs and lifted his sex-slick cock up. He let it slap against her chest and took her hands and guided them to her breasts. "I'm going to fuck your tits," he said.

Ela gasped. She held herself tight around him and then gasped again as John thrust himself into her buxom embrace. A few more thrusts rocked her body and her breasts. She chewed on her lip and then began to work with him, sliding her breasts up and down as he thrust his shaft between them.

John watched as she got into it. He waited until she worked her boobs so her nipples were brushing against his cock on each stroke. She lowered her chin to her chest and watched as he worked himself between her breasts.

"Is this all right?" John asked her.

"Yesss," she hissed, her eyes glued to his cock. She jerked her head up to look at him. "Am I doing it right?"

John chuckled and nodded. "Look and see."

She snapped her head down and yelped as the tip of his cock jabbed her in the lips. He pulled back, stroking back out while she licked her lips subconsciously. She gasped and licked them again, hoping for another taste.

John brushed her chin on the next stroke and she groaned. She opened her mouth and tried to round her back to lean lower. John grinned above her and decided enough was enough. He willed his orgasm forth and triggered the rush that made him swell and surge as his seed raced up his length.

He thrust out of the warm confines of her cleavage and launched his first pulse straight into Ela's chin. It splashed under her chin and into the hollow of her throat before starting to run back down her chest. She yelped at the hot liquid and jerked her head back in shock.

John continued to launch rope after rope onto her chest, soaking her skin and leaving her streaked until the last dribbled out between her breasts. He took a deep breath and let it out, enjoying not only the fading tremors in his body but the faint buzz he felt as his essence slowly soaked into her skin and connected her to him.

"Oh my..." Ela breathed as she stared at herself. She let go of her breasts and squeaked as some of John's cum slid through her cleavage and onto her belly. Her nose wrinkled and then smoothed. "It smells... odd."

John watched her, curious.

Ela touched a finger to a glob of thick white cream and gasped. "It's so hot!"

John chuckled.

She lifted her finger and stared at it, marveling at the consistency. She sniffed again and then moved it closer to her face. Her eyes were glassy as her lips parted and her tongue darted out to touch her finger. She jerked it back and gasped. Her finger followed after no more time than it took an eye to blink. She sucked his flavor from her flesh and then looked down. She gathered her breast in her hand and heft it up, stretching and straining to lick his essence directly.

John smiled and nodded as she cleaned herself with her tongue and fingers. He watched, appreciating the decadence thanks to the demonic heritage his Mistress had corrupted him with not so long ago. His only regret, if it could be said to be a regret, is that she didn't drink directly from him. Spilling his seed on her body imbued a minor connection to her, but if she'd swallowed his cum directly the connection would be stronger and would last for days, if not weeks.

She finished cleaning herself and looked up at John, blinking her eyes back into focus. She licked her lips and opened her mouth, only to have a yawn overtake her. When she finished she leaned back on the bed. "I need to get back to the temple, but I'm so tired."

"I'm not leaving until the morrow," John said. "You're welcome to stay."

"Nooo, I must take my vows," she said. "I have to be back tonight. If I can't keep that promise what will the Saint of Oaths think of me?"

John chuckled. "What indeed. Well, you've a few hours before midnight. I like to relax after a lover makes me feel so wonderful. Will you join me?"

"Join you... how?"

John nodded at the bed and climbed on to it next to her. He sat with his back to the headboard and opened his arms.

Ela grinned and crawled into his arms and snuggled up against him. She kissed his cheek and then tucked her head against his shoulder and looked down. Her eyes traveled over his fit young, fit body and came to rest on the meaty flesh between his legs. Her lips parted when she noticed the wetness streaking his length and around his tip.

"What's wrong?" John asked as he noticed her chewing on her lip again.

"I... you're still dirty. No, not dirty... messy. Wet."

John shrugged. "I'll wash myself when we're done," he said and watched her, curious about just how far she'd go.

She swallowed and kissing his shoulder. "No need for that," she said and slid down his body. She licked along his length and moaned as she tasted him. More licks followed and soon she was sucking on his head and trying to stuff as much into her mouth as she could.

John squirmed at the sensation and had to use his magic to dull his senses a little. He wasn't ready for a second round, but if she kept that up too long there was no telling might happen. After a week spent in Telas he'd gained a lot of power from the women he'd entertained. They'd been more experienced and knowledgeable than Ela, but lacked her enthusiasm and innocence. There was something special about the soul of an innocent. The virginal energy of a maiden was invigorating.

She lifted her head and pouted before turning and smiling up at him. She climbed back up his body and cuddled against him. "Nice and clean now," she said.

"I see that. Be careful though, much as you are tender to the touch, so is a man after such an amazing experience."

"Oh! Did I do something wrong?"

"No, far from it," he said. "I just wanted you to know. It seems your tutors have been a little... lacking."

She blushed and giggled, which turned into another yawn. She settled against him after nodding. "Yes, it does seem that way... makes me wonder if they really know what they're talking about. Not just when it comes to this sort of thing either."

"Oh?" John asked. "I think it's normal to question yourself on  the night before you take your vows. It doesn't mean they're wrong or even wrong for you."

She was silent for a moment, but still she refused to give in to her body's need for sleep. "I'm not sure. I'm worried... what if they were wrong about other things? Maybe they think they're one way but they're really not? At least, not for me. What if I need or want something different?"

"What drew you to the church?" John asked.

"Hmm? Oh... well, isn't it every girl's dream to be married one day? Have a family of their own? I always thought that was wonderful but...well... I never really understood it. I mean, I wanted the security and comfort of knowing I belonged, but there was never a man I pictured. Not until now, at least."

John winced. "I'm not the marrying type, Ela. I'm very fond of you— you're no simple notch on my belt. In fact, no one will ever know of this. No, my life is one of travel and mystery. There are dangers behind me and ahead. Dangers that I would not dare to bring a family into."

"Dangers?" she breathed. "I thought you a traveling noble or merchant."

"No, I'm... something else. I'm a sorcerer," he lied. In truth, he was a warlock... mostly. He was learning to be a wizard again too and had four spell books he'd acquired that he was studying. "I serve a Lady that requires me to travel across the land. It's often hard work, traveling with only myself and my assistant, and there are threats constantly afoot. Bandits, monsters, weather... why just recently I was sailing on a ship and we went ashore in the Sunset Isles and were set upon by ravenous beasts and monsters in the waters that could swallow a man whole."

She gasped and clutched at him. "That sounds terrible!"

He nodded. "It was... and that is why I dare not take someone I care about and put them in such peril."

"Still, it would be more exciting than a life of counseling oath-breakers and marrying maidens to ranchers that would rather spend their time with a whore than a wife," she said.

"These second thoughts aren't fresh to you, are they?"

Ela sighed. "No... I've struggled for some time. I want to do what's right, but is it right by me? My ma was so proud of me joining the church, but I seen what her life is like since my pa got sick and died. She won't take no other, says that’s the oath she took and she means to stick to it. Seems daft to me."

"You should admire her sticking to her oath though," John offered.

"Oh, that's not what's daft. It's taking one like that in the first place. If you're going to be bound, it should be a proper oath that won't end badly," Ela mumbled. She yawned and shook her head. "Saints, John, you feel so warm and comfy. Now you... you're a man I'd give oath to."

John stiffened but Ela didn't notice. She shifted her head and took in a deep breath, inhaling his scent. She smiled and let her eyelids lower and close. Within seconds her breathing grew deep and even.

John watched her and smiled. She was a smart girl. Smart enough, at least, to ask questions and have doubts. Would she ever amount to much? He had no idea. She was going to be a wildcat in bed though, of that he had no doubt. With any luck he'd set her on the path to an open mind and the desire to explore and experience what life had to offer a beautiful young woman. 

As for her vows in the morning? John chuckled. There was no way she was waking up in time to be back tonight – probably not even by morning. He'd taken a good deal of energy from her. She'd need a few days of rest and proper eating to get her strength back.
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Chapter 2
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John checked the last of the buckles on the harness securing the draft horse to his wagon. It was a far cry from the coach he'd imagined, but a city like Telas didn't have any spare coaches for sale and John didn't have enough money to have one built, nor the time to wait for it.

The wet plop of the horse's poop dropping to the ground inches from his boot made him jump back. He scowled at the poop and then at the draft animal. It seemed Talas lacked in quality horses too.

Zynga cackled at the near miss. "Your mighty stallion agrees with me, it's too blessed early to be up and about."

John shook his head at how she liked to turn words like blessed upside down into a curse. He walked over to the iron rung and put his boot in it before climbing up and into the front of the wagon. He took the reins up and held them while he took a deep breath.

"You have no idea what you're doing, do you?"

"I listened to the stable master," John said. "Read a treatise on it once too."

"I'm going to enjoy this," she said.

John ignored her and snapped the reigns. The draft horse jerked and took a step. The wagon shudder and scraped, barely moving. The horse stopped and looked back as if to say, "What the..."

Zynga howled with laughter far bigger than anyone her size should be able to produce.

John cursed and reached over for the lever that set, and released, the brake. He unlocked it and cracked the reins again. This time the wagon lurched forward as the wheels were allowed to turn.

Zynga was still laughing as John reached the outskirts of the outer city and left it behind. "You probably woke half the city," he told her as she finally calmed down.

"And you didn't even wake the baby-priestess you seduced and corrupted so she'd miss her vows," Zynga said.

John snorted. "She didn't want to be a priestess. She wanted more for her life. I did her a favor."

"More? What, being a whore?"

John frowned. "Why are you, of all people, chiding me? You're an imp! You should be thrilled."

She grinned. "You can see me as I truly am but everyone else sees a saucy little halfling wench. Just as I can see the beautiful darkness in you that no one else does. As for how you handled that wonderful acolyte, I'm very proud of you, Master."

John snorted at her use of the title. She was his familiar but the only thing he could count on her to do was complicate his life. That and dressing in clothing designed to be disruptive. Today's was a short dark brown dress that did not go past the halfing's knees. Given how she refused to sit like a lady, it was a wardrobe malfunction waiting to happen. Her peasant neckline was no better as each bump of the wagon made her overly large breasts jiggle and threaten to spill out. A half dozen times already she had to pull the material back up to cover her boobs.

"You're the one waxing on about trying to deserve this new life and doing right by people. I'm hopeful you're coming to your senses," she said while glancing down at her neckline.

"And what would my senses tell me?"

Zynga grinned. "That you're one of us, Master. You've asked and received the pact with Mistress. She's granted you far more than any servant should ever expect, use her gifts to bring her power. Don't get caught up foolish human morality. Those were rules and laws created to make sheep of the weak-willed and weak-minded."

John clenched his teeth and tugged the reins to keep his horse on the road. He wasn't bothered by Zynga's lesson, he was bothered that he'd made a similar argument to Ela the night before.

They rode on across the open plains. The main road was worn down but filled with ruts and holes in the soft and sandy soil. They passed Riders and other wagons that were being driven off the road through the grasses near the road, but the grasses kept the ground firm and even for wheels and the legs of cattle and horses. Only people walked the road, everyone else used it as a guide.

"Here, take the reins," John said after the sun was well on its way to the western horizon. He held the reins over to his familiar.

Zynga looked at the straps like they were holy symbols. "Why?"

"So I can get some food out of my pack!" he said. "I don't think you want to dig through looking to feed me, do you?"

She scowled. "The mortal side of you is troublesome. You should see what you can do to please Mistress and ask her to remove the rest of that from you."

John rolled his eyes. "I have no interest in that. I'm a man, not an infernal."

She grinned. "Imagine how big your cock would be if you were?"

He shook his head. "I don't need a bigger cock. Half the time mine is too big as it is and I have to use magic to make it fit."

"You don't have to use magic," Zynga teased. "You could just shove it in."

"Gah! What's wrong with you?"

She shrugged. "It's just a suggestion."

"I gain power from pleasuring my partners, not from hurting them! If I gain power, than Mistress gains power. Making them suffer would not only be wasteful, but I have no interest in hurting people."

"You wanted to hurt that wizard. Billie the One Eyed," she said.

John stiffened. "Yes, I did, but I did that with my spear, not by trying to beat him with my dick."

Zynga cackled. "What a sight that would have been."

"Take the damn reins," he snapped and thrust them at her again.

Zynga frowned and took the reins. She held them as though they smelled bad and made no attempt to watch the horse that pulled the cart. 

John turned and pulled his pack from the wagon. It sat next to the sturdy chest he'd purchased that contained his spell books. He pulled out a small loaf of bread wrapped in cloth and tore a hunk of it off. He rewrapped the rest of it and took the reins back in one hand while he chewed. The bits of sausage and fruit baked into it added flavor. Zynga looked on with disgust.

"You want some?" John asked her and held out the final bite.

"I don't eat that," she said.

"Not raw and bloody enough?" he asked before popping it in his mouth.

"At one time, maybe," she said. "Now I have a more refined diet. I only need one thing."

John stopped chewing and turned to stare at her. He opened his mouth to speak and nearly spit out his snack. He chewed and swallowed quickly and then took a drink from a water skin. "Do you mean that's all you... eat?"

Zynga licked her lips and wiggled her eyebrows.

John frowned and then laughed.

"What's so funny?" she demanded. "Mistress made your cum very tasty."

"I have to feed you, but you and I can't do... that. So the only time you feed is when I commune with Mistress and she's pleased with me enough to reward me with a climax that you can lick up while I sleep through it."

"Why's that funny?"

"Because of the irony. I have to please her, which means you have to help me. So you need me or you starve."

"I am bound to you. I do like you, Master... usually. If you were went full demon and stopped caring about the silly things you care about I'd probably have less fun anyhow."

John considered how she liked to tease and torment him and nodded. "Aye, you probably would."

"There are other ways, you know."

"Other ways? To feed you?"

She nodded. 

"I have no interest in you as a lover. It's part of the original deal I made with Mistress, you said."

"That's true, but think back to last night. When you doused that acolyte with your seed you could have called me. Instead you let her slurp it all up and it did neither of you any good. You'd already wasted the power in it by spilling it on her and no in her."

"Wait, if the power was wasted—"

"No, no, the power you could benefit from where you tie her to your will and can use her as you desire. The power I get from it would have still been there."

"Oh," Just said. "I— wait, I could have tied Ela to my will? Like, make a servant out of her?"

"More like a slave, now that you've crossed over."

John gasped. He shook his head. "No! It bonded me to my lovers before. I could feel them and know them better. This isn't..."

"Think on it, Master. You have let a single woman drink from you since you came back. The girl on the boat, Steff, but you let her go and give herself to that sea nymph. All the wasted opportunities... why is that?"

"They didn't want to," John said.

Zynga snorted. "Don't give me that, you're the chosen of Beytrixxa, the most powerful succubus there has ever been! Look at what she did to you, that is power rivaling the greatest demon lords! You could have done whatever you desired with them... but you didn't. Why? Because you care. You care for their fragile sensibilities and minds. Once you have them in your snare you could twist them and shape them. You could make them the most craven whores. Instead, you leave them pining away for you and knowing they will never know a lover that will treat them as well."

"That doesn't seem so bad."

"Isn't it? What if you knew you could never cum again? Or even if you could, it would be nothing more than someone rubbing your floppy dick until you spilled a few drops of feeble seed? Would you not wish you could at least try to find your glory again? Would that not be a living hell in itself?"

John frowned as he considered her vulgar, but thought-provoking, argument. At last he shook his head. "No, it would not. There is more to a relationship than the bed—"

"There's bent over the table, riding you in a chair, on the back of a horse, holding her doubled over her shoulders and driving down into—"

"No!" John cried. "I meant trust and love! Caring and respecting one another. Many marriages are arranged, among the wealthy and common, do you think they are perfect lovers? No, but they learn to love and appreciate one another."

"Or find the arms of a whore."

John sighed and looked away. When he looked back he saw her grinning. "You may be the biggest curse I've ever had."

Zynga's grin widened and her eyes flashed red. She didn't need to bother with the theatrics, he could always see her wings, tail, pointed ears, and reddish eyes now. He only had to pay attention to them to see them as anything other than a shadowy fragments.

John looked back to the road and saw they'd wandered rather far from it. A copse of trees was ahead of them though, which might promise a small pool of water. Even if it didn't it would give him some cover to camp for the night. Khalas was another day's ride to the north, if not more. He'd hoped to make the tiny village said to have a tavern and a smith between the cities. The rough terrain and his own inexperience as a driver meant they'd made slower progress in the wagon.

"Well make camp in those trees," John said. "It looks like we've only an hour or so of daylight left."

"There won't be any maidens in the trees," Zynga said.

"A night without a partner is hardly cause for concern."

She shrugged. "Who knows, maybe you'll find an druid or something you can seduce."

"Or I could spend the night studying. So far I've barely learned anything from those books. I could control great spells and magic once... now I'm forced to relearn the basics of the spell forms necessary to summon light and fire."

"Mistress approves of that, you know."

"I know, she told me it was unexpected, but the more I could bring to serve her, the better."

"You should be training with that spear too. The black one, not the long spear between your legs," she teased.

"I should," he agreed. "I'm stronger than ever before, seems a shame I don't spend some time learning to use it better. Even my dagger."

"Daggers, you mean?"

John thought to the matched pair of daggers he'd taken from Billie's treasure cache. He still had them, but they were tucked away in his chest. They were worth something too, he was sure. He preferred the one strapped to his arm though. Mistress had given him that one.

"I'm keeping those to sell if I need to. I don't have much gold left. We'll need to find something to earn more."

"Not much out here to find," Zynga said as she looked around the countryside. "You could steal some cows, but selling them would be a chore. There must be something more fun... a good bit of thievery in a town, now that could be prosperous! Especially if we can pin the blame on a rival!"

John shook his head and pulled on the reins to slow the horse. It took a quarter hour just to get the wagon pulled in under the cover of the trees and once there he struggled to get the horse to stop. When it didn't stop fast enough he tugged hard on the reins. John and Zynga both lurched forward when the horse backed up a step. Cursing, John secured the brake and ignored the giggling imp.

"Don't forget to let the horse loose and feed him and rub him down and... what a pain."

John ignored her and set about trying to remember how to take the harness and bit off the horse. By the time he was done the last rays of the sun were lighting up the grass to the west. Beyond he knew was miles of sand and then ocean as far as the eye could see. 
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