Wintergrasp

I pace back and forth in the courtyard of the fortress, hooves clicking on the stones as I listen to the General describe his plans for the imminent assault. Breath clouding in the chill morning air, I mutter a quick prayer to the Light to protect myself from the cold as I go over the teachings of my order in my mind, pushing thoughts of the Shadow back, concentrating on calling forth the Holy Light.
We, the Alliance, hold the fortress in Wintergrasp, and sole access to the secrets it contains. Already the Horde barbarians gather outside, baying for the treasure within and the blood of the defenders. We will use that bloodlust against them – a sortie out to bloody their noses, then a feigned retreat to draw them in to the massed guns of our steam tanks and fortress cannons. I am nervous as my duty is a dangerous one, to heal the warriors and mages of the Alliance as they grapple with the brutal Horde savages and warlocks. My faith will be tested, but I will remain strong.
--
I stroke the flank of my ravasaur to calm him, titansteel boots crunching in the snow as I pace, waiting for the warbands to organize and the call to battle. I have little interest in the causes or tactics behind this – the living of the Horde seek to use me against the living of the Alliance, and I obey because what else is there for me?
I look out at the fortress, sensing the haughty humans, stout dwarves, incomprehensible gnomes, sly night elves, arrogant draenei within.  The intent, from what I understand, is to use that arrogance against them – to draw out a sortie with a feigned retreat, butcher it within sight of the walls, then concentrate on the towers with our massed siege tanks.
Not for me, however, is the dark, hot enclosure of a tank nor the clash of arms on the line. My duty is far more enjoyable – to skirt the edges of the battle, use the dark gifts that Arthas has inflicted on me to murder their healers and their support, to tear the courage from their hearts. It is work I enjoy, as much as I can be said to enjoy anything. And there is work to be done.
I dismiss my ravasaur, sending him back to the otherspace until he is needed again. Perhaps, if the ghouls and Forsaken leave us any, I’ll let him feast on the corpses of the Alliance fallen.
--
We have them on the run. It is all I can do to keep up with our troops as we push the Horde back from the walls. At this rate, we may even recapture the bridge – a choke point to bottle their primitive tanks for the slaughter.
I keep a shield of holy protection on myself as we advance, casting healing spells on our warriors fighting the Horde, as they protect me from reprisal, and we all keep the Horde warriors from firing their crude goblin rockets at the tanks.
--
I wait in the secluded glade I have chosen for my ambush; looking over the targets the Alliance has seen fit to offer to sate my bloodlust. Soon the trap will be sprung, and I have already made my choice – a draenei priestess. Let her shield falter once, as it already has several times as she tries to heal and keep track of the advance, and I will choke her spells in her throat, deathgrip her in for quick murder, and raise her corpse as a ghoul to terrify her companions. 
I smile. I may raise a veritable Army of the Dead from this blood soaked ground. But that is for later – as her shields falter once more, I call upon the darkness within me to close her throat, and use the evil that binds all matter to pull her into the glade – perfectly timed as the counterattack begins.
One gauntlet closes around her throat as she struggles, wild-eyed. I know she sees her death in the eye slit of my helm, and I decide to enjoy myself and let my axe drop. I will choke the life from her – leave no trace for her companions. Her full breasts heave as she struggles for air, and rage fills me as I think of my own slender figure.  I find myself tearing her robes open, flinging my gauntlet off. I want to feel the life drain from this one.
Why then, is my hand caressing her belly as her face darkens, her struggles weaken? Why is my slender hand pushing between her thighs, forcing my finger inside her as she gasps, gulping in air?
She gasps. I’ve let go of her throat. Our eyes meet – hers as shocked as mine, and incredibly an apology starts to form – I am so sorry, I don’t know what’s come over me, I’m supposed to be murdering you not violating you – before she speaks and the world explodes in light and fire.
--
How dare he? How dare he? I glance towards the battle, then at the smoking, twitching deathknight. I almost call the warriors over, but my anger gets the better of me, Unmindful of my nudity, I walk to the stunned deathknight, who has lost his helm when I lashed him with the Holy Light.
Her helm. The face is that of a blood elven woman. She was beautiful once, and despite the bluish grey cast of her skin, darkening to black at her ears, she could be considered pretty. I am furious as I raise my hand to lash her with Holy Fire again.  No.
Just because I walk in the path of the Light doesn’t mean that the Shadow is entirely closed to me.  My power seizes her mind, my will pushing hers aside before she can recover. I make her stand, slowly, like a broken puppet, make her hands move to the fastenings of her armor.
“Butcher,” I hiss at her as I force her to disrobe, “murderer, despoiler of the Light. My home is gone because of you,” as I make her kick the pieces away, looking around…there. That log will do. “My husband is Broken because of you.  My people are dead because of you,” as I force her to all fours, head resting on the log, and I walk over to her axe, “we struggle in the dirt of this world because of you, and you will pay for what you’ve done!”
I raise the axe, unsteadily, ready to split her head on the log, and bring it down…to bury it in the log, inches from her nose. She doesn’t flinch – even though my hold on her is easing. 
Her death would be too easy. I lash her upturned bare buttocks with Holy Fire and Smite, and she howls in pain, but she stays on her face in the snow, hands digging into the log until it begins to splinter, but not resisting as I strike her naked back and buttocks again and again, tears rolling down my face.
--
At first I’m dazed – shouldn’t have let her get her breath! – then her will shoulders me aside, and fear in the memory-ghost of my gut as she makes me stand.  Memories of Arthas’ dark will urging me to slaughter, the faces of the Scarlet Crusade citizens that I killed. Lost in the faces pleading, begging for mercy, I watch almost with detachment as I clumsily stand, my hands going to the fastenings of my armor.
She’s taking off my armor. She’s going to butcher me here – leave me naked and humiliated. And she’s right to do so, I am a monster. 
I wonder, as I serenely fold my Argent Crusade tabard, place it on top of the pile of my armor, then kick it aside, which person that  I killed that this woman hates me so. Friend? Sibling? Lover? Child? I sink to all fours, resting my head on a fallen log, watching as she struggles, then finally lifts my axe. She’s snarling something, whether curses, threats or “I’m finally going to pay you back for what you did all those years ago,” I don’t know. But I recognize the tone. She’s working herself up to do murder.
The axe buries itself in the log, inches from my nose. For a brief, wild moment I allow myself to believe that she’s chosen to show me mercy, as her iron control finally releases and my limbs are mine again.  
Then the first lash of Holy Light over my bare upturned buttocks, and the wash of pain. Oh, Arthas in Icecrown the pain of the Light, searing my body, leaving me helpless and writhing in agony. 
No. I stop myself from trying to run, dig my fingers into the wood until it splinters. I will not run. Let her burn her hatred out on me. I am inured to pain, after all.
But nothing like this. Though I fight to keep from crying out I scream from the pain…yet, the deserved punishment is awakening things in me. The Holy Light reawakens sensations as it strikes, tearing past the dark immunity of my reanimation and searing my nerves with flame anew with each strike. I’ve never felt so alive, the smell of her sweat and anger, her beautiful face distorted by a snarl of rage as she lashes me again with the Light all etched with unnatural clarity. 
Again my hand moves, dropping a handful of splinters to caress down my chest as she lashes me again, cupping my small breast, my nipples hard against the snow, the chill sending shivers through me as I tease myself. Is she controlling me? How can she do this and strike?
No. This is me. I’m enjoying this. The Light has awakened feelings in me, the pain opened the way to pleasure, and my other hand moves between my legs, hips turning as I open myself to her fully.
I look back over my shoulder to see her, panting from exertion, a look of disbelief on her eyes.  I can’t keep my fingers from moving, the surprising warm wetness sending waves of pleasure through me.
She walks over, her blue skin dark with fury, and kicks me in the ribs with every ounce of her strength.
--
And still she mocks me. This thing, this murdering mockery of a person – it was all an act, must have been. It’s pretending to like it now, the cries of pain earlier must have been as false as the pleasure it’s showing now. Must have been – we know they don’t feel, can’t feel as my hoof lashes out in frustration, the sound of ribs snapping like rotted wood as she is flung onto her back by my kick, her cry, her sobbing…no, what have I done?
Almost without thinking I’ve straddled her, lifting her head to my breast as I murmur a prayer to the Light, healing her broken ribs. I whisper to her, “Why? Why are you doing this? What are you doing to me?”
She looks up at me, her blue glowing eyes meeting mine, and I have only a moment to remember my nakedness before her tongue circles my nipple, she kisses the smooth skin of my full breast. Memory betrays me, my wedding night flashing to my mind, my new husband cupping and caressing my large breasts, kissing them, surprised that they were so sensitive for their size.
As this monster…this woman, this woman I have hurt so is doing. My hands find her boartails, telling myself I’m intending to pull her off as I guide her kisses over my aching nipples, her hands caressing my spine, then lower, pulling me forward as she kisses down my belly. My hand goes back to steady myself and finds the wetness of her inner thigh as she trails kisses between my thighs. She moans into me, her hips lifting to meet my hand as my fingers slip inside her, feeling her tongue playing across me, teasing me, her own womanhood tightening on my fingers inside her.
I cry out in surprise feeling the heat rising from me in return. I pull my hand from her, suddenly, trying to stop, to get away, but the pleasure is too much and I find myself squeezing my breast – I pull it off, have to make her stop! But my hands go to her boartails, moving her head as I start to grind against her, moving her tongue there. And there. Oh and there. 
My thighs tremble, tail lashing as I caress her face with me. I’m trying to remember my anger towards her, my hatred for the Horde, but I can’t help but press deeper, her tongue circling the pearl of my desire, then thrusting deep within me.
Arching back, I scream my orgasm out to the cold, indifferent sky.
--
They lied.
Once again, the Scourgelords, when they told me I fed from the souls of the living, that only by murder can the twisted pain of bloodlust be sated, lied. The priestess’ screams of joy echo in the secluded glade, and I no longer care if the Alliance hears us. My hunger for blood and death has been sated, replaced by a desire for something else, and I think she knows as she moves down and I kiss up the silky skin of her lush figure, her hands caressing my small breasts as I kiss her large ones, our eyes meeting as she lays on top of me, kissing her tenderly for the first time knowing I have the taste of her on my mouth. 
I expect her to get up and walk away, but she kisses my throat, down my chest to my breasts, and I begin to believe this angel of the Light means to take me to heaven with her.
--
This goes against everything that I was taught.  I shudder with the violation of my oaths as I kiss down her slender and oh-so-responsive body. Is this some warlock trick? I caress her smooth, strong thighs as she parts for me, teasing her with my cranial tendrils as I lightly lick across her. Her hands find my horns to guide me as I hold her thighs open – oh, I’m used to that.
I move one hand from caressing her thigh to ease two fingers into her, slowly, holding them fully inside her warmth, before twisting and thrusting them slowly, then faster. Her cries, coming louder and faster, tell me of her enjoyment as I find her center, kissing and caressing with my tendrils.
She arches her back and screams, her cries louder than mine, earlier. Her body shudders as she whimpers from the pleasure. I pull her close, weak as a kitten, and we hold each other close in the cold, sharing the warmth of our passion.
--
 I make a small fire, after, in the glade. We sit on a log, padded by my cloak, hers around us for warmth, holding each other as she sews the worst of the rents in her robes and I cook us some northern stew from meat and spices in my pack. She brews some honeymint tea with it, and the warmth is comforting in the oilskin sack I have tied to what’s left of my stomach.  
We kiss as I put a poultice on her throat, to help with the worst of the bruising. We can’t seem to stop touching each other. But, as she reluctantly dresses, and I reluctantly find and fasten my armor, we both know that our time together is nearly over.
All of my certainties are gone. The instrument of destruction that lurked here to kill the enemies of the Horde is blunted, confused, and weary.  I was not happy with my place and my purpose, but at least I had them. Now, rudderless and lost, I can think only of retreating to Dalaran, finding a room in an inn, and violating my training to try and sleep.
It takes me a few tries to summon my Ebon Steed, bones rising up from the dark funnel of necrotic power. I know that every move betrays weakness to the priestess, but I can no longer care. I kiss her softly and whisper in one perfect ear, in Thalassian, “I wish you had killed me”. Then, with a flick of the reins, my bone steed hurls me into the sky. I look back, once, to see her watching, and my dead heart aches within me. But, it is another day, and I am alive.
--
I watch her fly off, headed for Dalaran. Almost, I call her back, but my hand stays at my side. I whisper the syllables of her last benediction to myself. The libraries of the Exodar may be able to translate her words.
Leaving our glade – it will always be “our” glade, now, I look to the fortress. The walls are battered and many of the towers are in smoking ruins, but a single Alliance banner still stands. For a moment I think, seeing how close the battle was that keeping one death knight occupied may have turned the tide but I force the thought down and away. 
I walk on weak knees to the fortress. I can worry about what I’ll tell the others later. For now, it is another day, and I am alive.


