Dalaran
The familiar stone circle of Krasus’ Landing greets me as my Ebon Steed circles up to the floating city of Dalaran.  I pause for a few minutes, thinking. 
Although it is not easy or casual for me, I should probably bathe the sweat and blood and scent of a woman away before reporting in to my many superiors.  I can’t imagine asking for a bath at the Filthy Animal, and it would be the height of lunacy to try at Cantrips and Crows.
I’ll have to get a room at the Ledgerdemain Lounge and use the baths there.
Once I’m certain that the milling throngs of Alliance won’t dogpile me, I fly down to the Landing and dismiss my steed. Intellectually I know that Dalaran is a sanctuary and the Kirin Tor enforce the peace with magic and steel, but it takes a few minutes to set aside the habits of Wintergrasp.
I decide to walk. Many of the adventurers, Horde and Alliance display rare and special mounts and pets that they’ve earned or won but my heart isn’t in empty posturing today.
The Legerdemain is crowded, as usual. Amisi is surrounded – setting hearthstones and taking drink orders, but she points upstairs when I mouth “Room?” Upstairs is quieter, and I smile gratefully as Afsaneh approaches. 
“Room for the evening, if you have any left,” I ask, giving her gold, “and I’ll need six small sacks of sawdust, twenty feet of leather lacing, a small oilskin sack, and a leatherworker’s awl. Oh, and draw me a hot bath.”
“We have rooms,“ Afsaneh replies, “and I will send someone for your other requests. We’ve just drawn a bath in the women’s bathroom, and I can ward your possessions in your room when it’s ready.” Not really caring about gold tends to get one the gold-star treatment. I’m their perfect customer – I don’t soil the sheets and I don’t kill anyone.
I let her lead me to the bathroom. I find myself actually nervous when we enter, but thankfully I’m alone. My nerves are still on edge, and I’m not sure I can trust myself yet. I take off my armor, and Afsaneh gathers it to take to my room, showing me where the towels and robes are kept.
Once she’s left, I unlace the leather lacings holding my torso closed, wincing where my flesh has grown closed around the cord. Opening the long wound, I take out the oilskin bag lashed to my stomach, then the sacks of sawdust. Three of them have burst from the draenei’s kick, and sawdust drifts out, spilling onto the floor.
I lower myself into the water, wincing as the warm water floods my body cavity. The water on my remaining organs is a sensation I’m unable to describe. Careful not to sink too deeply, I lean back and close my eyes.
--
My friends were overjoyed to see me. No one had seen what happened during the battle, and they’d been ready to send out searchers as Kaylai, grinning as she changed from bear-form to embrace me, was all too happy to describe. As I’d feared, Zazz’s gnomish curiosity was particularly hard to deflect especially as I’m not used to lying to my friends. 
Fortunately, I’ve overheard enough barracks stories in Wintergarde Keep that I could invent out a story they’d accept. Mostly.
“Pretty torn up there for slipping on the ice,” Zazz said, small fingers examining the remaining tears in my robes. “Never known you to be that clumsy, Theia. Looks like your robes were torn right open.”
“Open. Yes,” I stammered, blushing, heat rising to my cheeks as I remembered my breasts spilling out into the chill air, the deathknight’s warm mouth on my stiff nipple. “That’s, uhh, why I was hiding.”
A harsh voice spoke behind me. Branniff grated, “Thought Moody had got you,lass.”
“Moody?” I turned. The dwarven deathknight nodded. “Thought I saw her skulking around the advance.  I remember her from Ebon Hold; she’s one of the damaged ones I thought would die Scourge. But she was one of the first…when...when we were freed to join the Ebon Blade.” This was one of the longest speeches I’d heard from him. “Nasty piece of work. Monster, she is. You’d better stay away from her.”
“Monster. Yeah.” I said weakly, trying to keep the sick suspicion off my face. Luckily Zazz was already opening a portal to Dalaran.
“I know what would make us feel better,” Kaylai said. “A nice, long, hot bath. My treat. See you at Ledgerdemain!”
--
Relaxing in the hot water after rinsing myself, inside, to get the loose sawdust out and washing my hair, I wondered to myself how long I could put off reporting back to the Commander, and to the Argent Crusade farther north in Icecrown. I was not looking forward to explaining my failure to Commander Dardosh, nor my next conversation with Crok Scourgebane. 
The communal women's bath in the Ledgerdemain was empty. It usually is when I use it. A Blood Elf came in earlier, turned green when she saw what was just below the waterline, then left. I enjoy the solitude, for I have much to think about.
I'm going to need to find someone to talk this over with. Pretending that Wintergrasp never happened, that the touch of a priestess and enemy of my people had not broken Arthas' wall holding my emotions at bay, I dismissed with what was uncomfortably close to a laugh. That ship has sailed. I can't go back to what I was, and in a way it saddens me. Life, even unlife, is much simpler when your only priority is Who do I need to kill today?
I imagine what the discussion would be like with some of the deathknights I know. Check that – I can't imagine bringing up the subject with Crok. And other Horde? When they found out I was with an Ally? I shudder. I've worked hard to bring myself back to working with the living instead of feeding off them. I can't imagine what they would think of me enjoying an Alliance woman, and leaving her alive.
No, I had to work this out, and I need to find someone to help. I open my eyes as alien conversation draws closer. Alliance.  I may need to get going – unless I disturb them into leaving.
And, of course whatever powers that rule my life play yet another cruel joke, for who should walk in laughing with her friends, but my lovely angel priestess?
She's already loosening her robes , preparing for her bath, and I just barely manage to stifle my cry of surprise into a squeak as the sight of her drives a knife into my heart.
She looks over at me and her laughter dies in her throat as our eyes lock. There are others with her, a night elf paying Afsaneh and a gnome looking at us in puzzlement. 
I duck into the water – I don't know why my first instinct is to hide, but it's a mistake. Water from my open body cavity is forced up my throat, out my nose and mouth, and I choke. Instantly my priestess is there, pulling me up as water runs down my face and out the hole in me. I try to wave her off – I'm choking not dying! - but the night elf walks in, and she and the gnome are talking, voices rising in incredulity.
Arthas. This could get bad. And I don't know, with sudden sick realization, where my runeblade is.
–
“Oh no! No! You DIDN'T!” Zazz is yelling at me, shock and horror on her face. “What?” Kaylai asks as she strips off her top, looking over to see me holding the deathknight.
I take a deep breath. For a moment I try to think of what story I could tell that could possibly explain this. The deathknight looks around, wildly, as if searching for something, but I take her hand and face my friends. I have broken too many vows as it is. I am done lying to them.
“We met in Wintergrasp,” I begin. “We fought,” not necessarily a lie, “but things...got out of control. I look down at her and smile, reassuringly. “We found something, together, and explored it instead of trying to kill each other.”
“Wait, found what?” Zazz, who can be surprisingly dense about such things, looked at the deathknight, who met her gaze with resignation. Pointing at me, then at the deathknight, Zazz thrust her index finger in and out of her other, closed fist. “Light,” I moaned, “Tact, Zazz.” 
The deathknight looked at Zazz in confusion. Slowly comprehension dawned. She shook her head, once, emphatically. As Zazz started to relax, the deathknight held her fingers up in a V and flicked her tongue rapidly between them. Zazz's eyes grew wide.
I looked over at Kaylai. The look on my friend's face, confusion warring with sickness fighting curiosity, was like a stone in my stomach. I braced myself.
“Elune,” Kaylai said, “I've told you before to stop mourning your husband and start living, and you find a Hordie?” I realize she's laughing, not with mockery, but amazement. “You don't do things halfway, Theia. That's what I've always loved about you.” Taking off the rest of her clothing, she eases down next to the deathknight, on the other side from me. I'm still holding her, hand caressing her back in circles, calming her. 
“Wow, what happened to you? Kaylai asks, looking down. Realizing she's addressing the deathknight, I follow her gaze. I'd been too angry, then too excited to notice before. I do remember leather lacings as I kissed my way down her belly, but hadn't realized what it meant. 
The deathknight's torso had been opened. Her body cavity gaped, empty. Most of her entrails were missing, though a few of her internal organs had survived. We had, all of us, seen violent death on the battlefield, but this was worse, was wrong, for she was still moving and looking at us. I swallowed.
By this time she had figured out that Kaylai was asking how the wound had happened. Eyes bleak, the deathknight curved one slender finger into a hook, touched Kaylai’s lower belly, then slowly dragged it up to just under her breasts.
“Elune,” Kaylai breathed, a prayer not an exclamation, “that must have hurt.”
“That explains what those are for,” Zass points to the discarded leather sacks, sawdust leaking out of popped seams.  I wince, thinking of my hoof slamming into the deathknight's ribs. She looks at my face, then holds me, caressing, as if to reassure me.  “But what's this for?” Zazz continues, holding out the rough leather lacing.
Kaylai and I look at each other. “Suture, “ I respond, remembering kissing down alongside them.
“Oh no. No, Theia,” Kaylai shook her head. “I think it's about time to introduce your girl to Alliance medical techniques.”
–
The tension drains out of the room as the three Alliance women set to bathing themselves, chatting and laughing. From side-wise glances, not a small amount of the conversation is about me. 
My breath catches when the priestess stands to sluice off, facing away, looking over her shoulder at me. “Hypnotail,” I said, watching her tail move as she rocked her hips, water sluicing down her.
She turned, kneeling before me in the water, placing my hand between her large wet breasts. The gnome girl giggled as I gasped, but quieted when I shot her a poisonous look.
The priestess turns my head to look into my eyes. “Amaltheia, “ she says. Her name.
I nod. “Amaltheia. Theia.” I smile. “Hypnotail.”
She places her hand gently on my chest, waiting. “Moody, “ I respond, and shrug. It's the only name I've had since Arthas gave it to me.  I hear the others start to speak – they know my name? She shushes them.
She gestures towards the gnome, “Zazz,” then the night elf. “Kaylai.”
The gnome says something, probably, “Are you going to make her touch my tits, too?” as I realize my hand is caressing slow circles around Hypnotail's breast.
Their names. I smile, reflexively performing Greeting Possibly Nonhostile Strangers as well as I can with one hand busy. Wait, where did that come from?
Hyp laughs and kisses me. “Sin'dorei,” Kaylai says ruefully, the first word she's spoken that I understand. The others are rinsing their hair, getting out, and Hyp – Theia! -  is leading me to go with them. Getting a towel and drying myself, wiggling at the feel of it inside my body cavity as I stuff two more inside temporarily and wrap myself in a robe.
Maybe with my hair down and wet, and not in my armor, no passing Horde will recognize me. Who am I kidding – how many sin'dorei have blue-grey skin?
–-
“You don’t like it,” I tell Kaylai. Moody – what an awful name! Deathknights! – is talking with Afsaneh, liquid syllables of the sin’dorei language back and forth.  She probably has a room here. She looks around, almost furtively, as Afsaneh shows us to our room. 
Our room. She’s given me a lovename. This is going very rapidly, and I’m not sure I’m ready.
“No, I don’t,” Kaylai responds. She’s been watching Moody, her expression unreadable. “The stink of necromancy is on her. You heard what Branniff said about her.” Kaylai  smiles, “but watching her in there,  anyone with the slightest empathy can tell. Light, Zazz can tell there’s something there.”
“So,” Kaylai finished, “ let’s see where this goes. And I’ve never seen a deathknight that emotional, save for bitter, predictable angst. This could be good for both of you. And, in her way, she’s cute.”
“Odd from you,” I responded.”I’d think she goes against all your beliefs.”
“And yours,” Kaylai retorts.”But she doesn’t stink that bad of necromancy. I think you help each other.”
Moody sighed audibly as Afsaneh ushers us to our room. I don’t know if Afsaneh was shocked – certainly even an assistant innkeeper in Dalaran would see much more unusual things, but she had an odd smile as she left.  And, with the efficiency expected of an inn in Dalaran, Moody’s gear was already in our room as well.
Kaylai shuddered as she examined the leatherworking awl. “If the patient will step this way,” she said, leading Moody to one of the beds, “we’ll have her examined by the loveliest healers the Alliance has to offer, and – Zazz, what are you doing?” 
I turned. Zazz was already disassembling one of her “projects”. “Have an idea for a project,” she replied, “and the world isn’t ready for a steam-powered semiautomatic corkscrew yet. No, I think I’ll make our new friend a translator – shove this up her nose and bang! Instant Common.”
“A corkscrew up her nose?”  We had gotten used to Zazz’s bizarre gnomish contraptions, but this was out there even for her. I looked at Kaylai as I shrugged off my robe and slipped a linen dressing gown over my head. Kayla gave a Zazz-is-up-to-another-one-of-her-crazies look and coaxed Moody to lie down, slipping her robe off and removing the towels she had stuffed inside herself.
“Oh, that’s just the interface,” Zazz replied. “Direct contact with brain tissue. Of course there could be a small chance that it would scramble her brain like an egg. No sense being unsafe about it. I’ll have to test it on myself first.” She frowned, cute face lost in thought. “That’s a problem. I already speak Common. Hmmm.”
“Too bad,” I laughed, “ I was hoping you could help me with replacing Moody’s stomach.”
“Artificial stomach? She doesn’t eat, she’s undead.” Zazz replied. “Besides, the idea’s ludicrous on its face, Unless, of course, her abdominal muscles still worked, And we’d need a secondary valve so she wouldn’t have to clench all the time. Hmm. Maintenance could be a problem. I’ll need some measurements.”
Smiling, knowing Zazza was already on the problem, I walked over to Moody. She looked up at me uncertainly as Kaylai was examining her torso.  I bent over to kiss Moody tenderly., saw Moody’s eyes widen as Kaylai’s hands moved inside her. “Whatever you just did, she can feel it,” I told Kaylai.
“ I think her uterus is intact,” Kaylai responded. The druid was in full healer mode, examining her patient. “Feel this, “ as she took my hand and placed it inside my lover’s body, examining her by touch.
“The hook must have just missed it, “ I replied, trying to keep my voice steady. I’ve been up to my elbows in badly wounded Alliance soldiers before, but this was different. She was warm inside, her abdominal cavity smooth and still slightly damp from her bath. Her remaining organs were inert, not throbbing or bleeding. I cupped the organ in my hand. “No corruption, as far as I can tell.”
“I think her abdominal muscles still work,” Kaylai ran her hand lightly up and down either side of the deathknight’s spine, the muscles in her back and belly twitching in response. Moody writhed, her hand caressing my thigh. “Is that hurting her?”
I looked over at Moody’s face. Her eyes were wide, but she didn’t appear to be in pain. Looking lower at the stiffening nipples on her small, firm breasts, and feeling her caresses on my inner thigh growing more insistent, the experience was far from painful for her.
“No!” I squeak, then more normally, “No, I think she’s good.” Self-consciously aware of how my nipples are pressing against the linen of my nightdress, I tried to keep my voice level as our patient cupped my mound , fingers tangling for a moment in my small patch of pubic hair before moving lower, tracing gently along me. “I… ,” fighting to control my voice,” I want to try something.”
My hand moves up, inside her, gently pushing the remains of her stomach aside, feeling her lungs flutter as she gasped, lowering my mouth to hers as I took her heart in my hand. It lay unmoving in my touch - and I, very lightly, channeled just a bit of the Holy Light into it.
She moans into my mouth, writhing, finger easing into me as our tongues twined together.  Her heart beat, once, in my hand.“Whoa, I felt that,” Kaylai exclaimed. ‘What did you…Theia, we need to work on your clinical detachment.”
“Heart,“I moan as Moody’s finger slid inside my growing wetness, her mouth trailing feather-soft kisses down my throat, my tendrils caressing her face. My other hand went to my breast, aching through the thin linen, and I squeezed myself roughly. I felt Kaylai’s hand, inside, gently moving up next to mine, taking my hand and Moody’s heart in hers.  “Do that again, “ she breathed into my ear, and my friend’s tongue traced my ear as I channel the Holy Light again. 
Moody cried out beneath us as her heart leapt in our hands. Kaylai moaned, low in her throat, and I realized where Moody’s other hand was. The smell of green, growing things filled the room as Kaylai channeled healing into Moody’s heart, and I clumsily pulled my nightdress off with one hand, Moody’s heart beating in the other, rocking back and taking Moody’s fingers deep as both women’s mouths went to my aching nipples, barely able to concentrate enough to channel a touch of the Light with Elune’s healing blessing from Kaylai. Moody arched in climax, sucking my breast into her mouth, Kaylai‘s tongue swirling the other nipple as I rocked faster, eyes closing, feeling the bliss rise and wash over me. Gently slipping my hand out of Moody’s body, I  caress Kaylai's smooth purple skin as her breathing grows faster, cupping her breasts, playing with her dark nipples as she moves over to share mine with Moody. 
Kaylai growls, her hips moving with Moody’s hand, her own hands caressing Moody’s heart and fingering her. She pulls her head from my breasts long enough to whisper another spell, and green light links her hands, passing through Moody’s heart and clitoris, racing up her spine, forcing another climax from her as Kaylai closes her amber-glowing eyes and cried out with pleasure.
Our movements slow as Kaylai and I ease down next to Moody, the druid slipping her hands gently from the satiated deathknight’s body. We kiss, the three of us, gently.
“Umm, if you’re done with the girlfucking for now…?” Zazz said and I opened my eyes wide in shock, having completely forgotten about her. We all looked over at Zazz, who had put on her gnome-work footie pajamas and was busy scribbling on a piece of parchment. She raised her hands,
“Don’t look at me, I’m all about the boys. But if you’re done for now, I need some measurements.”
–
My head is spinning. I don't think I could stand if I wanted to. The experience of having both lovely women caressing inside me sends shivers up my spine, inside. I am drained from the two quick, hard orgasms ripped from me unexpectedly by their magic. 
I gather that they're designing better padding for me, something that will allow me to hold food in or eject it when I wish without having to open myself up so often. Looking at the fine, waxed sutures they set out to sew me together, nearly the quality that can be found in Silvermoon, I once again rue my reluctance to visit my people's capital.
They're talking again, laughing, and I wish I could understand. Hypnotail sews me up after they put the new filling in me, tip of her tongue sticking out of the corner of her mouth as she sews neat, small sutures. Watching her work, I'm jealous and ashamed of the leather lacings I used, but it's a lot harder to sew one's own torso up than you would think. I wonder how such thin sutures will hold, but when Hyp finally finishes and I twist and bend, no sutures pop or tug. Huh. Perhaps better than Silvermoon work.
My strength returns, slowly. It's been so long since I was tired that I've forgotten what it feels like. Wait, why am I tired? Remembering fighting in the fortress of Ulduar, miles of continuous desperate running battles against the Iron Army and Ignis the Furnacemaster, and I ran and fought as tirelessly as the machines we faced.
Hypnotail is getting dressed as she talks to her friends; she catches my eye and motions toward her mouth. Oh, yes. Food. The living eat. I shrug. Food helps my body restore itself faster, and drinks and potions work on me (Brewfest taught me that someone without a liver should avoid alcohol) but in general I avoid food, unless I need to be polite. She nods and heads downstairs, leaving me alone with her friends.
Interestingly, it's Zazz who breaks the tension – she holds up her hair in boartails. I'd forgotten all about my wet hair – so much for not staining the sheets, and washing girl scent off come to think of it – so when I nod I'm surprised that she climbs up on the bed and starts putting my hair up.
Kaylai  smiles and casts a spell, soft warm breeze flowing through the room and drying our hair, then sits on the floor in front of me. I swallow, once, at the sight of her lovely bare back, her hair a darker, complimentary purple spilling over her shoulders, then I gather up her hair and start a complex sin'dorei braid – more to keep my hands busy than anything else. 
Soon they start talking to each other again, Zazz in tones of surprise - yes some of us deathknights do wash our hair occasionally – while Kaylai sounds amused. I breathe in the scent of woodlands from the tall, slender night elf, with just the hint of machine oil from the gnome, and I busy myself with deciding if Kaylai should have the fourth-level administrator braids, or if I should go all out with Ambassadorial braiding in the Upper Silvermoon style, with Magister enhancements. 
We have time, and her smooth, silky hair, reaching down past  the tall night elf's waist, should be long enough. I smile and set to work. All out it is. With her long legs and devastating figure, Kaylai would cut a swath through any sin’dorei high-level social function. That is, if her people and mine weren't bitter enemies.
Hypnotail returns, and from the look on her face I think she expected us to be doing more than styling one another's hair. Not that I'd mind with Kaylai. Her confident demeanor, stunning long legs and exquisite figure give me small twinges inside when she looks at me, but nothing like the warmth that spreads inside from Theia. Theia is my little Hypnotail (though Arthas, she's taller than I am too!) and if she wants to share me with her friend that's fine, but I don't want to hurt her. Theia exclaims over Kaylai's hair, and they talk about it, though when I gesture to her hair she smiles and declines.
Good. With Theia's short blue-black pageboy cut, I'd be lucky to get a Third Sub-Assistant Melon Seller out of it.
From the looks of the platter, she took my shrug as “I don't care what you bring, for I am truly starving to death” rather than “I don't really care, I don't get hungry, and food is fuel to me anyway” but, to be social and show willing, I join the others in dinner. 
Hyp is smiling to herself as we share out the food. I get the feeling that she wondered about his thing that is growing between us, and is enjoying the answer. I caress one of her horns and kiss her cheek, tenderly, as she bends to offer me food then ruefully dig in.
The blackened worg steak was delicious. Understand that in general, I cannot taste – which made learning to cook difficult at best. But though the steak was so spicy Zazz could not watch me eat it, I got the slightest hints of subtle flavor. I'd never noticed anything but texture before. Either enjoyment of food was returning, or the cook was a sorcerer.
Who am I kidding? In Dalaran, probably both.
Kaylai rose and took the other bed as we finished dinner, with Theia curling up behind me and Zazz setting up some gnomish nightmare of her own. I hadn't noticed it getting dark, but we'd been busy, and the living were probably exhausted. I myself was still “tired”, though recovering. I snuggled in with Theia, kissing her softly, and waved to Zazz and Kaylai. I closed my eyes, because the living don't like it if you lie there staring at the ceiling...and incredibly, unexpectedly, drifted off to sleep.

I’m standing at the foot of the bed. Fayne is smiling up at me as her husband, the Lord-Commander Achard Syr, enters her from behind. For a long moment, punctuated only by the sound of my blood dripping to the floor and the meaty smacks of Lord Syr's rhythmic thrusts, I fight to stand impassively as she makes me wait.
“Go now,” she commands, “as your betters wish to discuss House business.” Her eyes narrow as I perform the Third Obeisance and turn to depart.
“Stop. As much as I like,” and her smile turns cruel as I involuntarily touch my lower belly in anticipation of her next words, “to force my fist up your tight little ass as my husband takes you, if you respond to me with any obeisance higher than Seventh I will feed Xintai your liver.” The succubus stirs as her name is mentioned, and I gulp and hastily perform the Ninth Obeisance. Fayne addresses her. “Get her out of here. Allow her to heal herself.”
Xintai’s hand closes on my throat as she pulls me out of the bedroom. As I am at the end of my strength, I’m grateful of the support. Once out of the bedroom, she releases me and I crumple. She ostentatiously wipes her hand as I call upon the Holy Light with demands on my lips and prayers in my heart and the throbbing red at the edges of my vision fade.
“If you are able, Champion,” Xintai sneers, “we can continue. Why you insist on provoking –“
“Please. “ I sigh wearily. “You weren’t around when I tried to start with the Ninth. She tormented me for two hours. She wants me to aspire to better, so that she can push me down.”
“You shouldn’t speak so to those above your station,” Xintai warned.
I look up at her. “There are houseplants above my station.” I think back to my earlier prayers to the Light.  I wonder, not for the first time, if this was the crime that caused the mages to wipe my memory, shackle me to House Syr  as little better than a domesticated pet, but leave my not-inconsiderable ability as a Blood Knight intact.
We walk together in silence for a few minutes, the thin, open silk robe that was all I was allowed to wear indoors swirling about my ankles. I look over at Xintai to see her studying my slim, athletic body. A moment of realization as she buries her hand in my hair, then in one smooth motion she slams my head against the wall and throws me to the floor. She pushes me prone, prying my legs apart as I feel the flesh between her legs roil.
I look into her eyes. I tried watching her form shift, once, and my stomach turns with the memory. I don’t give her the satisfaction of resisting. As if reading my mind she laughs as she presses against me, whispering in my ear that she does not need my cooperation. I feel her, forked and impossibly large, pressing against my sex and farther back, against my ass as well.  I shake my head, once, knowing it won't matter as she is already pulling my hips up and flesh tears as she forces herself in…and I sit bolt upright, screaming, tangled in Theia's arms and legs, momentarily forgetting where I am.
My heart is still and quiet in my chest. This is why I don’t sleep.
I control my breathing and ease back down, Theia caressing my back, relaxing me – but I don’t think I’ll be getting back to sleep anytime soon. Hypnotail has curled up close, her lush curves against my bare back. I glance over at Zazz who hasn’t stirred – I think the tubes in her nose and ears from the softly chugging helmet she’s wearing have something to do with that – then over to the other bed at Kaylai.
Kaylai is awake. She smiles as Theia’s breathing slows, deepens.  Kaylai is nude, her hair undone from the complex braids, idly caressing one long leg with her bare foot, the movement parting her shapely thighs, showing her shaved mound, her sex in plain view. Her hand trails nearly down to it, up her belly, circling her shapely breast – smaller than Theia’s but much larger than mine – and I realize she’s displaying herself to me.
I look into her eyes, remembering the feel of her tightening on my fingers, earlier, her hands inside my body, and I take Theia’s hand and place it on my breast. I expect Kaylai to be angry, but she nods as if I’ve affirmed something she’s suspected. 
She gets up, and for a moment I think she’s going to push me over and take me anyway, but she walks around  to the other side of the bed, climbing in with Theia, cuddling against her back, her long, slender arm embracing us both. Theia moans in her sleep, slightly turning, as Kaylai kisses her neck and behind her ear. Kaylai looks over at me, and I nod.
I turn fully over, facing them as Kaylai kisses Theia, her hand caressing the draenei’s side as she sleepily returns the kiss.  Her eyes widen as she realizes who’s kissing her. Theia looks over at me and I smile as Kaylai kisses down her throat, over the curve of her large breast. Her eyes close and she moans as Kaylai’s tongue teases her stiffening nipple. 
Watching the women kiss, the way Theia’s eyes close and head tilts back, the soft moans as her hands bury themselves in Kaylai’s hair, then move to caress her long, pointed ears, I find my own hand caressing my body, my thighs parting as I caress them, the tension as I part myself, other hand teasing my nipple as I lick my lips. I moan, softly, as my fingers slowly slide in, my sex warm and tight and slick on them. My eyes can’t leave them purple on dark blue, and I know I should be jealous of Theia, furious at Kaylai. The night elf reaches over to tease my aching hard nipple and I cry out with the sensation, but reluctantly return her hand to Theia’s full breast, encouraging the draenei to suck her own nipple. They want me to join in, and I will, but there is something I must see for myself first.
I switch hands, my free hand caressing down my side, cupping my ass firmly, easing fingers in from behind, my thumb circling the rosebud of my ass before slowly  pushing in. My leg straightens, lifting, toes pointing as Kaylai  caresses Theia’s thigh with her sex, her Hypnotail thrashing as Kaylai delicately licks her hoof, pressing her leg close as her bare mound caresses Theia’s. My fingers move faster, I lick the fingers on my other hand as the women start to move together, the smell of Theia’s alien sweat mingling with the surprising sweet taste of my juices. My thighs tremble, heat rising, and I cry out loudly with my orgasm.
My orgasm. Mine. It may be a small one compared to the dramatic, screaming, sheet-tearing ones earlier, but it’s all mine, with no magic or druid healing or Holy Light, and I hold it to myself, tightly, as I bend to the two moaning women, pressing close, caressing Kaylai’s long, slender thigh aside to flutter my tongue across them both at once, tasting their alien juices, mixing, as hands caress my head and push my face in deeper. The knowledge that I am capable of my own sexual excitement emboldens me, and my hands go to their buttocks, squeezing as I force my tongue between them, their hips grinding them together, their mingled cries and screams of joy as I taste the hard pearls of their passion and give them the orgasm that they’ve given me.
I kiss them, tenderly, first Theia, then Kaylai, letting them taste their mingled juices on me, and I hold them close as they drift to sleep.
–
Of course, in the morning, she's gone.
I wake in Kaylai's arms, looking into her eyes for a long moment before she looks away, embarrassed.  “How long?” I softly ask.
She understands immediately. “Since we first bathed together,” she says shyly, “and I saw what a beautiful body you had under those robes. But, you were so hurt over your husband, and I thought..well...”
“That I didn't like women in that way, “ I finished. “And you were right, I didn't.” I thought of a few incidents when I was a novitiate. 'At least, not this much.”
“I offered myself to your blood elf,” Kaylai continued, “but she gave me to you.”
“She knew she'd have to leave.” Already I can feel the emptiness where she was, but we were both Crusaders. Certainly we'd meet again. And with her last act of kindness, showing what I'd been missing with my friend Kaylai, I knew that our separation would not destroy this thing that had grown between us, tender though it had started in the blood-soaked earth of Wintergrasp.
“Hey, your girl left you a note,” Zazz said. She had already dressed and packed; she was the earliest riser among us and had probably been up for hours already.
“Did she say...,” I started and stopped myself as Zazz gave me a look.
“Can you catch a guy next time? You two had all the fun, I swear.” Zazz continued. “I know, we can catch an orc, or better, a Tauren.” The gnome woman held her hands two feet apart and smiled. Kaylai snorted in surprise as we rose and started to dress.
“A Tauren in heat,” Kaylai said, “would core you like an apple, Zazz. If he even saw you as female.”
“How would you know?” Zazz asked, mock-innocently, and Kaylai blushed. Oh ho. I'm not the only one who's had relations with the Horde. I wondered to myself how prevalent cross-faction sex was, and why we still can't talk to each other. I giggled.
“What?” Zazz asked, but I ignored her. “Anyway, as my Uncle Wizzlesprocket would always say, if you have a project in mind, might as well be ambitious as possible.”
“I don't think that's what he meant, “ I said, smiling.
“Shows what you know. He ended up 'retiring' to Astranaar with night elf triplets,“ Zazz shot back. 
As we packed our gear and headed out, I said “Wait”. Spying Afsaneh, I brought the note to her. “A gold if you can read it to us, “ I offered.
“I can read Thalassian,” Afsaneh replied. Her eyebrows shot up as she scanned it. “You may not want me to.”
“Please,” I swallowed. What had Moody written? I grimaced, thinking of her name. I'd have to coin a lovename for her in return. My tail swished, involuntarily, as Afsaneh started to read.

“My dearest Hypnotail,” she started, and I held my tail still as Zazz giggled, ”when I left you in Wintergrasp I told you that I wished you had killed me.” My eyes widened as Afsaneh continued, “but I have realized over the past few hours, that you have and that I am the better for it.”
“The thing that I was is dead. We may have been released at Lights' Hope Chapel, but it took you, my angel of the Light, to finally free me.” Afsaneh swallowed, and continued. “When I was aspiring to become a Crusader, the Sunreavers sent me back to each of the Horde cities, to work with all of the peoples of the Horde, to show I could gain their trust and support, and champion them in the Tournament.”
“The Tauren despised me. I was an abomination to everything they believed. But they are a people of their word, and they took me in. Instead of murdering farmers or poisoning dogs, they had me helping an old woman fetch water from the well.” I was wondering where Moody was going with this.
“When this is over, this stupid war between us, when we've cast the Lich King down, should I still exist, “Afsaneh finished reading, “I would take you to Mulgore, where I first learned that there was a use for me that didn't involve killing. I would have you meet the tribe that took me in and taught me of their Earthmother. And we can carry water for the old women of the tribe, and I can show you the beauty of a simple life.”
I sighed, and took the note, and paid Afsaneh. I looked at my friends – was Zazz wiping atear away? Surely not! - and we were quiet for a long, long time.


