Rescued
The door splinters and creaks, then finally gives way as I kick it once, twice, thrice. The two pieces of the bar fall to the floor with the remains of the door. The stink of the living is heavy, here in New Avalon, mingling with the smell of woodsmoke and burning flesh.
I look around, my nose testing the air, following the smell of fear, the rage of the Lich King in my mind, following the fear to the cellar. What I need - what Noth sent me for - is down there.
I walk slowly down the stairs to the cellar, my footsteps a measured, slow drumbeat of doom. A family waits there, hiding in terror – husband, wife, child. I turn to the child.
“Go there,” I order, pointing to the corner. “Face the wall,” as the woman sobs, “and do not turn around.”
The open silk robe that is all I’m allowed to wear indoors slips off my shoulders, and I put a sway in my hips as I walk to the couple. The dusting of freckles across the woman’s nose and cheeks matched on her shoulders and the creamy curves of her breasts cause me to lick my lips in anticipation. I look her up and down, slowly, as she tries to cover her full, round breasts with long, auburn hair, her small patch of dark pubic hair drawing my view like an arrow.
I glance over at her husband and smile, looking up and down his labor-hardened body which we both know cannot match the strength in my slender one. The fear in his eyes is a delicious contrast to his involuntarily stiffening manhood. He groans as I playfully stroke him hard, his large cock filling my small hand as I’m slipping my arm around his wife, caressing her bare round ass and tail as I hungrily kiss her. Our tongues meet as I lay her back on the bed, reaching behind me to guide the now hard, throbbing cock into me, feeling her legs around me as my mouth goes to her breast, her cries and the feel of her hooves on my back, rough and strong hands on my slender hips as the cock drives hard into me, matching his thrusts with two then three fingers in her tight wetness. I twist my fingers as she tightens on me, feeling myself tighten in response on the man filling me.
The man behind me thrusts faster, harder, and still strangely silent although I can feel him spurting inside me, the woman writhing under me in ecstasy, sharing my sudden orgasm. 
I look over my shoulder. Arthas stands behind me, lip curled in a sneer of contempt on Lord-Commander Syr’s face. He wipes his impossibly large, saronite cock on my bare ass. His manhood speaks, in Kel’thuzad’s voice, “You think yourself triumphant? You have only taken one step closer to the abyss!” Amaltheia’s hoof smashes into my ribs, the crack of bones breaking like rotted wood as the blow flings me over into the snow.
I pull my runeblade from the two bodies on the floor, small fists beating on my breastplate.  I kneel, taking the child’s chin in one gauntleted hand, its parents’ blood smearing on its face as I force it to look into my eyes.
“Look at me. Look at me.” My voice grating and harsh in my ears. “This is what hate has done to me. This is what hate will do to you.” I gesture with my runeblade at the steps up from the cellar.”Go. Go now. Get as far away from here as possible.”
The child turns and runs, my blade descending towards its neck as I see another skull for Noth’s cauldron – and my eyes snap open. 
I am face down in a snowbank, where I fell like a dead thing after five days straight of fighting, exploring, and errands – the normal life of an adventurer in Northrend. The worg sniffing around me growls as I start to move and I behead it as purpose and will return to my limbs. I am still unused to dreaming, and it’s an experience I both hunger for and avoid – for the clues scattered within them hinting at my life before the Scourge, mixed with regrets and the reminders of my crimes.
Although, thinking ruefully while I spat out snow perhaps I should find a place a little more secluded, as well as protected from the elements and wandering scavengers. I cannot yet trust myself to sleep in an inn with the living, both because there are few I can trust while I’m helpless and my screams of terror tend to be disturbing. 
I go over a checklist in my mind. Jormungar eggs. The vyrkul to the north taught another lesson in fear. I’ve delivered the snobolds I captured for the Tournament.  Time to check in, then. Calling my flying steed into existence, I mount up and fly north to report in with the Sunreavers.
--
“They’re killing the others! Help them!” the Aspirant cried as I open the cage. Smoke rises from the camp, along with other, more sinister energies. The Cult has taken Aspirants for some unholy rite, and I have turned the blessing of the Light away and cloaked myself in shadow and pain to rescue them.
And rescue them I do, hooves crunching rapidly in the snow as I sear the minds of the cultists stupid enough to get in my way.  Kul the Reckless himself is up on a ledge, in a cage near some abomination of an altar.
“Thank the Light!”  Kul said as his cage door swung open. “I’ll never do something this foolish again!”
I laughed, stepping over Doctor Kohler’s body. “You’ll be back here tomorrow.”
Kul shrugged, ruefully, acknowledging the point.
I had thrown myself into my duties as a Crusader over the past five days, trying to lose myself in service to the Light. I ached to talk to High Priestess Ishana, her calm and unwavering faith a reassurance to us draenei. But Shattrath City is a long way away, even counting the portal in Dalaran, and retreating back to Shattrath would feel too much like running away.
Also, my husband has been known to visit the Lower City, and after Moody and Kaylai and what I learned about myself with them, I could not yet face him.
As if my thoughts had summoned her, a raven swooped down from the cold Icecrown sky, shifting instantly into the lithe night elf druid Kaylai, my good friend for years and since my encounters with the deathknight Moody in Wintergrasp and Dalaran, my lover. One of them, as my heart ached for the touch of the blood elf deathknight even as I dropped out of shadowform and kissed Kaylai warmly; looking into her eyes as I playfully pressed my large breasts into her lovely body.
“Hi...ooof!” She giggled as we embraced, kissing again as her hand caressed over the front of my robe. A Crusader like me, Kaylai had been attacking the camp on another side. “Heard from Zazz yet?” I asked, and her smile melted away, replaced by a troubled look – one I knew mirrored my own.  We hadn't seen the gnome mage in days, not since she said she was going “into the field” to “conduct experiments”. She’s been out of contact before, but usually with more information, and we usually find her in some library or research lab in Ironforge. Already I worry about this being different. 
“I’ve asked Branniff,” Kaylai said. “No one’s seen her in Ironforge for three days.” Branniff, the dwarven death knight we’re acquainted with, spends most of his time in the dwarven capital and was generally aware when Zazz was visiting.
“I'll ask at the Tournament,” I offered, “as I have to...speak with the High Confessor anyway.” The words, in a rush, as my heart fluttered. I wondered to myself what the repercussions of my confession would be. I had no idea how the human would judge the actions I'd taken in the past week. Perhaps I'd be sent packing back to the Temple in Shattrath in disgrace after all.
“I don't think the other druids would know, “ Kaylai mused, “but I can check in at Moonglade. Dalaran in an hour?”
“Two,” I replied, “and I'm going to want to be held.”
–
Durotar, three days ago:

Watching the orc and tauren through the magnification function of my goggles from the safety of the blind I'd set up near the isolated border outpost, I cursed and zoomed in closer. 
The orc was on his knees in front of the tauren, head bobbing on the tauren's massive cock. I licked my lips, enjoying the show, watching the orc swirl his tongue expertly around the tauren's glans, then plunge the swollen shaft deep – but if they didn't like girls then things would get very, very messy when they noticed my presence.
I'd stashed my weapons, gear, and clothing. I was naked in the sweltering blind, save for my goggles, sandles, and the pouches containing the wire recorder and what I'd come to test. My fingers moved between my legs, exploring myself, the touch and the danger making me shiver despite the heat.
Watching the massive tauren cock swell even larger, the bulge In the orc's leggings matching it as he moved faster, taking the tauren deeper, I stifled a moan as my thumb brushed my swollen clit.
The tauren's ear twitched. He bellowed something and the orc got up and they turned in my direction. They heard me. 
Dammit.
Well, nothing for it then. I got out of my blind and walked towards them, hands up, defenseless. Fortunately for me they were in a prisoner-capturing mood and not a gnome-stewing one – I had been glad to see the tauren for that reason, as orcs and trolls consider us a delicacy, and not in a fun way. They looked at me incredulously – I'm pretty sure they don't get many naked gnomes, and despite the barracks tales this sort of thing must be uncommon.
Well, Beef Boy hadn't even bothered to do up his pants, and his dick bobbed before me. I stretched up and kissed the tip, tongue teasing the urethra. It was way too large to fit in my mouth.
His ears went straight up, matched by a surprised grunt from the orc. Men. What did they think I was here for?
He shook his head no. Pointing at me, he held his hands close together. Too small.
Good. We've established the principle, and that they were interested and saw me as female, or at least a potential sex partner. Too small was what I was here to field-test a solution to. Wish I'd had the opportunity to test it in the lab, but so it goes.
Keeping my movements slow and deliberate I detached the pouches, starting the wire recorder and taking a pinch of the spices from the thigh pouch. I spoke slowly and clearly.
“First field test of compound 22, codenamed Sexy Spice begins on ...” I took a deep breath and tossed the spice over myself, “mark!”
Heat all over my body as the magic took effect – my skin darkening, reddening as I grew taller, taller than the orc and shoulder-height to the tauren. Although I'm well-built for a gnome, my lush curves now rivaled the wildest fantasies of the male libido. My nipples, larger than my thumbs were as a gnome, hardened and pebbled in the breeze and under the surprised stare of the two men. I laced my fingers together over my head and stretched, moaning at the pure sexual feel of the air on my nude body, the way my muscles moved, the shift and bounce of my full, aching breasts.
The orc was frantically undoing his breeches, cock straining at the leather. Slowly licking my lips, looking into the tauren's eyes as I felt small fangs in my mouth, I placed my hands on his chest and pushed the tauren back.
Fuck foreplay. I could feel my wetness, the hunger inside me, the overwhelming aching need. I wanted that massive cock, wanted both of them inside me now.
Pushing him to his knees, I eased the head of that gloriously enormous cock into me, feeling myself tight and wet on him, crying out at the feel of the throbbing shaft filling me, stretching as I tightened on him. 
Now for the tricky part. The orc had such a near-comical look of disappointment on his face as I motioned him behind me. I shivered as I felt his large cockhead against my ass – but that wasn't what I wanted.
Not yet.
I pressed him up hard against his friend, and as they both moaned I took him into my wet pussy as well. I arched back and screamed with the pleasure of it, feeling both of them beginning to move, stroking each other in my wetness, filling me, crushing me between their strong, hard, muscular bodies.  My nails raked against the tauren's back, short fur in my hands as the orc's rough hands squeezed my breasts from behind.  I came. Hard, screaming, viciously cumming, feeling the liquid heat of their cum inside me, flexing my muscles inside to stroke them off, get every last bit.
They pulled out of me, panting like I was. The tauren stood, unsteadily, as I looked up at him and whispered “More”, the first word I'd been able to form.
The orc pushed me into the dirt from behind, rough strong hands on my hips, tip of his cock against my ass.  I looked up over my shoulder and smiled, the last reaction he was expecting.  I circled my hips, caressing the tight hole of my ass against him, feeling his cum and my juices as I forced the tip of him in.
Yes. Now.
A white hot spike drove deep into me as forgoing the niceties he thrust savagely into my ass. I arched back, my scream echoing off the cliffs and frightening birds as he pulled my hair, brutally thrusting into me. The tauren in front of me was stiffening so I held his growing manhood, took a deep breath, and plunged him as far as I could into my mouth.
Even pressed against the hot earth, my breasts sent waves of fire through me, matched by the delicious savage pain in my ass as the orc thrust deeper, his strength overwhelming my feeble attempts to push him out. I reached farther to caress the tauren's scrotum, gagging slightly as he stiffened and swelled in my mouth, the head against the opening to my throat. My eyes widened as he buried his huge hands in my hair and thrust, fucking my face like his friend in my ass as I frantically tried to swallow him. Spots swam before my eyes, and my vision blurred as my finger thrust into the tauren's ass in return, and another fierce orgasm as the two men spurted deep inside me again. 
They rolled me over onto my back as I gagged, the tauren's cum dripping from my mouth and nose. I spread my legs wide, but the orc laid his throbbing, still-hard manhood between my breasts, forcing them together around him with strong hands, axe-callused thumbs teasing my nipples as I writhed under him. My hand went between my legs to part myself for the tauren as he moved behind the orc, moaning with excitement as he slowly, almost reverently, eased his cock into the orc's ass instead.
The orc growled, like a wolf, as I bent to lick the head of his cock in my cleavage, the tauren snorting and bellowing as they moved together, I felt the tauren's thick finger enter me, huge thumb against my swollen clit, and I arched again as orgasm after orgasm took me like a steam-powered cannon, my heels drumming into the hard earth. Somewhere in there they came as well, for when I regained my senses, they were kissing each other, caressing me tenderly, and my face and chest were drenched with the orc's cum.
I reached up, but the tauren shook his massive head and sank to his knees in exhaustion. No more. The orc took me in his arms and, both of us cradled in the massive arms of the tauren, we slept, a small smile on my face at the lovely full satiated feeling.
See me as female! Hah!
–
The gnome woman shifts in my arms, sighing contentedly. I know I should want to dash her head against a rock, for what she has done to us, but try as I might the rage cannot come. I hold her, protectively, and look up in anguish at my husband.
I had slept for a short time, and when I awakened it was as if my head had cleared. We should have known it was a trap – prisoners do not offer themselves up so easily.
“Bron,” I said again, “I am so, so sorry.”
The tauren shaman, my love these past five years, shook his head. “No, Dunak,” he said, softly. “She was just as lost as we were.  The spirit she called up controlled her as well.” He prodded the pouch she had worn on her thigh, gingerly, as if it contained a deadly poison or venomous insect.
Or a powerful weapon.
I looked down at her. “There is money, here, I was thinking. But, though I’m sure there are brothels that would give us your weight in gold…”
Bron flicked an ear at our little joke, and finished my thought. “The value is not in what she is, but what she knows. Yes. “He nodded. “This could be a weapon, a great one.” I paused a moment, lost in the thought of the enemies of the Horde helplessly fucking, desperately trying to satiate the unnatural urge even as the Horde advanced, falling upon each other without regard for species, or preference, or honor.
“We should destroy it, and kill her.” I said, firmly. “This is no way to fight.”
“We can’t,” Bron disagreed.  I thought a moment, and agreed. There could be no fighting with this; else we would have killed her already.  Since we can’t kill her, we can’t keep her invention from getting out.
“I have heard, “ I say casually, “of a new goblin enterprise.”
“Crown Chemical, “ he snorted, then considered. “Yes. The goblins will sell it to both sides, at ruinous prices.  Speak to those friends in the Cleft of Shadow you don’t think I know you have. I will clean her, find something to cover her, and keep her from spellcasting.”
I nodded, going to find us some fresh clothes and pack our supplies for the trip to Orgrimmar.  This could be our fortune.
--
I turned the prayer book over in my hands, tracing the outlines of the simple pattern on the cover.
I had found a cold bay to bathe in and wash my armor, and I was still breaking pieces of ice off of myself when I stopped in at the Sunreaver's Pavilion to collect my pay.  Jokingly, I had asked Girana the Blooded if anyone had heard of Kul.
“He just left,” she laughed, “so if you hurry you might be able to keep him from getting captured.” We laughed.
 “You know,” I said, “I ought to get him drunk and nail his feet to the floor.” Girana laughed. I didn’t. She looked at me. “You wouldn’t.”
“No, “ I told Girana, “you just know I haven’t yet.”
She shook her head, chuckling. “Here’s something,” she said, giving me a prayer book – the one I’m now holding, remembering. “I’ve been speaking with Confessor Paletress, and-“
“Paletress. Of course.” I interrupted. This was someone I could talk to – no deathknight, Horde or Alliance could be trusted with this or could understand. I wasn’t familiar with the hierarchy of the priests of the Light, but Paletress was probably Theia’s superior.
This means I’d better talk to her as soon as possible, before Theia is punished for my misdeeds. It may already be too late.  Promising a bemused Girana that I’d complete whatever, I bolted for the Argent pavilion.
There, to sit and listen to Paletress’ sermon, as I was listening now.
I shifted in my seat, squirming as I remembered fighting the Confessor in the Tournament, two of my companions dead in the ring, my hand in her hair, forcing her to her knees. She was sweating with the exertion of battle, eyes shining, saying “Well done, heroes! Well done!” with every appearance of being overjoyed at her defeat.  Thinking of her breasts heaving under her robes, the flush in her face, how close I had been to dropping my axe and kissing her there in the Coliseum in front of Tirion and Thrall and everyone, I swallowed and tried to think of something else.
She was done. I stood, to the silent surprise of the attending Champions, and walked behind the confessional screen.
She was waiting for me there, a hint of surprise in her calm, measured tones. “Sit, death knight.  Let me hear your confession.”
I sat, uncomfortably, attraction mingling with shame and something very like fear.  Best to get this over with. 
“I violated one of your priests, in Wintergrasp. A woman,” I started. “We fought,  I closed her throat, tore her robes open, touched her body instead of killing her.”
“Well, “ Paletress continued, a hint of steel under the calm, “that’s certainly better than punching penguins.” Waving aside my confusion, she continued, “There is more. Tell me.”
I looked at my hands, folded in my lap. “I..she…she was upset and, she had the Light, and…she made me take my armor off, held me down…” I shivered with the remembered feeling of helplessness, offering my naked body as a sacrifice to ease her pain, atone for my crimes, the lash of the Light as she accepted. My nipples ached, pressing hard against my armor.
“She hurt you?  Punished you? Sexually?” Paletress asked. I nodded. “With the Light?” she pursued, all steel now,  and I nodded.
“It is good that you are reporting her then, “she said. “You are reporting her, correct?”
I bit my lip and shook my head. “I liked it,’ I said miserably. “She brought out the woman in me. I, who was raised to Scourge the living, was helpless as she destroyed the wall Arthas built,” and here I looked into the Confessor’s eyes, challenging, “to keep me from emotion. From pleasure.” I shivered again, squirming, thinking of the lash of pain, the fire of the Light searing my nerves, pain becoming sensation becoming pleasure. ”She took me in her arms, and I pleasured her.” I smiled, to myself, remembering Theia’s smooth thighs cradling my head, her hands moving my kisses to her secret places, her soft cries growing louder, the taste of her.”Repeatedly.”
Paletress looked at me for a long time. “What,” she said finally, “are you confessing to?”
“I’m not,” I respond, calmly. Too calmly. Looking again at my hands in my lap. I cannot look at her. I must not. Having sexual relations with an undead must list high on the roster of crimes against the Light, and I could not bear to think of Paletress holding my lovely angel of the Light in such revulsion. She must be made to understand. “I’m begging you not to punish her. She’s broken her vows, I know this. It was me. I made her do it.”
“We don’t enforce a vow of chastity,” Paletress said, mildly. “And – child, I’m in confession!” she snapped as someone burst in, hooves clattering on the wooden floor. I turned. Of course, it was Hypnotail. Of course.
--
I knew when the death knight walked in that this would be an unusual session.  Speaking with death knights is rare enough – I can probably count the number I’ve counseled on both hands – and having a Horde death knight come to confession is even rarer. And this one…
Death knights usually stride in like a machine fueled by anger.  This one, a blood elf, walked in with a sway in her hips, sitting primly with legs together when I invited her to a seat. She didn’t exude the stench of wrongness as strongly as many death knights do – in fact, was that perfume?
With long practice, I concealed my anger with the undead thing, letting her words wash over me while I studied her reactions.  Immediately, her bearing and discomfort shocked me – with their familiarity. This was no unliving monster recoiling from the Light. This could be a woman, a living woman confessing an encounter she found new and shameful and exciting.
There were emotions here.  And caring enough about another to attempt to intercede? Actually begging me not to punish the priestess who had hurt her? This was a woman in love. How is this possible?  I let my anger and revulsion pass – the Light moved within this woman, as well as the Shadow.
Then a draenei priestess burst in, and I snapped at her, preparing myself to take a strip of hide off her now, then send her packing to the High Priestess in Shattrath – even a novitiate knows the sanctity of confession! – when the two women’s eyes locked and I realized we had the other player in our little drama. 
“Sit,” I ordered the priestess, curtly, while I stood. I paced, looking at the two women as they shifted, studying each other. Amaltheia broke first. Oh, yes. I knew this one. Prim and proper, mourning her lost husband, every inch a paragon of the virtues of the Light. There had been another side to her, however – she was quick to take on the Shadow, use the darker aspects of our teachings to punish and inflict pain.
“Why is she here?” she asked. Oh, she has forgotten much if she thinks I can answer that. Forgotten much, or is in very deeply herself.
“She is here, “ I pointedly stressed the last word slightly and she colored, “to beg me not to discipline a priestess of the Holy Light that she apparently is having a sexual relationship with. Would you happen to know what she is talking about?” The draenei colored deeper as my words found their mark.
“I thought she had left,” Amaltheia responded, “and that I’d never see her again. I was coming to talk…to confess, and I heard that you were speaking to a blood elf death knight, and I hoped…I was afraid…”  The deathknight looked at her sadly, responding to the tone in her voice but obviously uncomprehending, and the last piece dropped into place.
“You haven’t talked.” I mused. “You can’t. You don’t know each other’s languages.” Turning to the deathknight, I told her, “Amaltheia is here to protect you, as you are to protect her. “ Comprehension slowly dawned as I continued, “She loves you, as you love her.” The deathknight’s eyes widened.
“I don’t…can’t…” she stammered. A deathknight not supremely confident, not completely in control. “That’s impossible.” She closed her eyes, took a deep breath. Purely out of reflex, I assume. “No.  No, this explains much.  My emotional instability. The ache in my dead heart. The joy when I see her. This is love?”
“Don’t you remember?” I asked. She shook her head.”Much was taken from me, when I was raised,” she replied. “This is new to me.”
I turned to Amaltheia. “Astounding as it may seem,” I told the priestess, “this deathknight loves you.”
Her expression melted, and they were holding each other, weeping… at least Amaltheia was. I hid my smile behind my hand. I’ve seen too much conflict between those that could not put the threat of the Scourge above petty factional disputes, every friendship and every romance across faction lines is a small victory. And this, to bring one of the turned minions of the Scourge so far back from the darkness, was in itself a beacon of hope in this dark, unforgiving place.
“Perhaps,” I said, “we are finished here. You two should go and…catch up.”
“I can’t.” This from Amaltheia. “I think my friend Zazz is missing. We haven’t heard from her in days. I need – we need to find her.”
“I will alert the Argent Crusade,” I responded, “and I’m sure your…”
“Moody, “ Amaltheia indicated the deathknight. I should have known. Awful names, deathknights. At least it wasn’t Darksomething. “Moody can start to look among the Horde.  Go somewhere. Rest. Plan. Then act.  Take your love somewhere while we gather information.” She nodded as I quickly caught Moody up, and I smiled again as they left hand in hand. 
Would that more of the problems that the Argent Crusade faced were as easy to solve.
--
I could not stop looking at her. I wanted to hold her, kiss her there in the Argent Tournament grounds, but we left the pavilion, holding hands like children. My hooves wanted to dance in the snow. Kaylai would…
Kaylai. Who was waiting for me in Dalaran. Who, I was coming to realize, I loved differently than Moody, but just as deeply. Two women. Ah, Theia, you don’t do things by halves. 
I thought. When we examined Moody, remembering the night elf grinning, one hand up inside the deathknight’s body cavity to cup her heart, the other on her clitoris, her fingers curling into the smaller woman’s sex, healing druidic magic streaming between her hands, Kaylai holding her down as Moody writhed and screamed in orgasm, I knew there was a tenderness between the two women, but I didn’t know how much was due to me.
Although, shouldn’t I be blind with jealousy at the thought of Moody and Kaylai making love, and not licking my lips at the memory of watching the two slender women together in pleasure? 
It had been our practice, Kaylai and I, since sharing Moody to get a room at the Ledgerdemain when we were in Dalaran. I grinned as I pulled my flying carpet out, motioned Moody to follow, set off south to Dalaran.
At least I don’t have to worry about how to sneak Moody into A Hero’s Welcome. Although that was exactly what I was planning to give her.
When we arrived, I waited for her, took her hand, and led her through the busy streets of Dalaran to the Ledgerdemain. We could not take our eyes off each other. This was no chance encounter, no furtive meeting as Afsaneh cocked an eyebrow, motioned us to the room Kaylai was waiting in.
Kaylai was nude on one of the beds. She was lighting candles, and cried out in surprise as I pulled Moody into the room, kissing her, my hands already unbuckling her armor, tearing at her clothes. Moody turned at the noise and squeaked when she saw the beautiful nude night elf, a sound so undeathknightlike I had to giggle. The two women looked at me. I laid my finger over Moody’s lips and turned to Kaylai.
“You two have some catching up to do.” I gave them a smoking look of desire as I slipped back out. “I’ll be getting us food and drink. Start without me.”
--
Hypnotail smiled at us, full of promise, and left.  I turned to look at the nude kaldorei again, who wasn’t hiding her body in the bed like I expected, but had stood looking at me with frank appraisal. 
I looked down. Theia had unbuckled my breastplate, pushed aside my tabard, ripped my shirt open. One small breast was exposed, the nipple firm. I looked back up at Kaylai, who met my gaze and smiled. Might as well finish. I removed the rest of my armor and my tabard, slowly, facing away from the night elf’s amber gaze. She motioned me to the other bed and I reclined on it, warily.
Wood creaked as roots sprouted from the bed and floor, wrapping around my limbs, forcing me back, spread-eagled on the bed. Kaylai looked down on me, growling low in her throat, a feral noise as her strong hands tore the rest of my clothing away. The roots wrapped around my chest, squeezing my firm breasts, clamping my tightening nipples. I moaned as a root tip, brushing between my legs, found the tight rosebud of my ass, pushed inside.
Kaylai smiled at the noise, the feral smell of the deep woods and green growing things as she straddled me. She took a tool off the nightstand, a curved, smooth, blunt ended cylinder of some dark wood. She brushed it across my lips, then inserted one end into herself, inches from my face, making me watch her penetrate herself with it.  She secured it with a leather strap around her thighs and waist, the greater length of it jutting out aggressively in front of her as she brushed it over my lips again, and I understood. 
The roots creaked, forcing my thighs open farther. My womanhood moistened, parted, as I realized she meant to take me as a man takes a woman. She moved between my thighs, the hard tip against my folds as the root in my ass pulsed and swelled. She was so much taller than I that her large breasts swayed before my face, dark purple nipples stiff and contrasting with her lighter purple skin. the firm flesh just out of reach of my mouth as she slowly, smoothly thrust into me.
She smiled down at me, enjoying my futile efforts to kiss her breasts as she settled into a slow, smooth, gentle rhythm. Too slow. Too smooth. Too gentle. I wanted the strength of her, and I moaned and bucked, but she kept the maddening, teasing slowness. 
No more. I summoned purpose and will. Roots tore, wood cracked as I ripped out of the restraints as if they were so many cobwebs and dreams. My legs wrapped around her, heels pushing her in as my mouth finally found her soft, firm breasts. I raked my nails down her back, drawing blood, and I released her breast to turn and bite her arm, the sweet taste of kaldorei blood and sweat. She cried out, the sudden unexpected pain making her thrust savagely hard, and I cried out in joy and pleasure as the headboard banged into the wall, again and again, loudly as she growled and thrust faster, harder. I writhed under her, kissing and nipping her breasts, raking her back with my nails as she slammed the tool into me with her full strength, pounding me into the creaking and splintering bed, all her restraint gone, filling me as I tightened, shuddering, in waves on the pulsing root and wooden shaft.
She was arching back, holding the headboard, her purple hair streaming back, her passion matching mine as I felt my muscles tightening, back arching, hips lifting. We screamed, together, our voices mixing in a primal sound of pleasure, of ecstasy.
She held me, panting, her soft skin bleeding from my nails and teeth, our eyes locked. Then, with slow cracking and groaning, the abused bed finally gave up, spilling us together to the floor in a pile of bedclothes, ripped mattress, and broken lumber as we laughed like schoolgirls together.
I winced, pulling the root from my ass, sending us into another fit of giggles. I caressed Kaylai’s face, softly, feeling the feather- light touch of her hand on mine.  I smiled, shyly, and she grinned and held me close.
A soft moan interrupted the moment, and we turned to the surviving bed. The candles highlighted the lush curves of Theia’s beautiful body as she caressed herself, one large breast pushed up to her own mouth as she licked and sucked her nipple, other hand frantically working in her sex, teasing herself.  Whatever errand she had gone on was a ruse, and she had snuck back in to watch us love each other. Apparently, she approved of the view.
My chest ached with the beauty of her. Glancing at Kaylai I could see a look on her face that mirrored my own. I caught her attention, indicated the moaning Hypnotail with my eyes, and licked my lips suggestively. Kaylai smiled and held me tight for a moment, then nodded. 
I held Kaylai’s hand as we moved over to Theia, and our joined hands caressed the lovely draenei’s thighs, moving her fingers aside to replace them with ours in her silky warm wetness.  A hand buried itself in my hair – I think I have the headboard to thank for the sorry state of my boartails - and I found my face buried in warm silky-smooth blue flesh, a firm wet nipple in my mouth.  I suckled her, tongue circling the nipple as Theia moaned and pushed me in.
Pushed us in, for glancing over I could see Kaylai sucking Theia’s other breast. I smiled inside, matching my kisses to hers, our hands still moving inside Theia, our touches alternating on the hard pearl of her clitoris. Theia’s soft moans became louder, sharper, and we pushed our fingers deep, feeling her tremble inside. She was crying out words I couldn’t understand, the alien sounds of Draenic in the universal tone of ecstasy, but I could hear our names. 
We realized Kaylai still had the tool strapped to her at about the same time. Suddenly Theia pulled away, pushed Kaylai onto her back on the bed, the wooden shaft sticking straight up. Slowly, almost reverently, Theia straddled it, easing the thick wooden shaft into herself, squeezing her breasts as she lowered herself down until her hips touched the night elf’s.
I should be angry. I should be furious. But watching the look on Theia’s face as the tool entered her, Kaylai arching in pleasure already as Theia forced the other end deep into her, I found myself moaning at the pleasure of watching the two women move together. Smiling, I straddled Kaylai's face, intending to pleasure myself inches from her – take that, kaldorei! – only to realize that she wasn’t restrained like I had been when strong purple hands caressed my ass, up to my waist, pulling my wet, ready sex down as she kissed me there, flickering her tongue across me, Theia’s hands going to my small breasts as mine went to her large ones, soft draenic tongue twining with mine as my hips moved over Kaylai’s mouth, her kisses and tongue sending waves of pleasure through me.
Theia tensed, arched, her hands tightening on my firm little breasts as she cried out, the orgasm taking her, her bucking and cries bringing  Kaylai with her as the night elf screamed up into me. I grabbed Theia’s horns, pulling her mouth to my nipple as the vibrations from Kaylai’s cries – right against the center of my pleasure! - curled my toes and I joined the two beautiful women in bliss.
I sighed in relief that we had managed not to destroy the other bed as, kissing, Theia and I released poor Kaylai, undoing the strap and pulling the tool from her abused body, eliciting another soft moan of pleasure. Hypnotail caressed the night elf, hands glowing with the Light as she healed the bite, the deep scratches on her back. She looked at the ruined bed, looked at me, shook her finger.
I put a look of mock contrition on my face as I eased over Theia’s lap, brushing her thighs with my breasts as I pushed my ass up. I looked over my shoulder to see if she understood.
Theia slapped my ass, hesitantly, almost gently. Kaylai made a soft surprised noise as I shook my head, gripped the sheets. The next slap on my ass was solid, with strength behind it. Kaylai showing Theia what I needed, or Hypnotail losing her inhibition? I forced myself not to look as the ringing slaps came faster, harder on my ass and my womanhood, the heat rising again. One of the women pulled my hair hard, forcing my head back as I cried out in pain – in pleasure. The slaps were nearly constant now, with the full power of the two women behind them.  I could feel the individual threads of the sheet on my aching nipples, the air against my skin before each strike, every hair being pulled. 
They both struck, nearly together, and I screamed, feeling wetness squirt from me as the punishment brought me to orgasm, then again as soft lips, two sets, kissed the abused flesh of my ass and healing magic worked on my smooth skin. They held me as I wept, tearlessly, in shame and humiliation and pleasure. What is wrong with me, that I need my love – my loves to hurt me so?
We dressed, me looking sadly at the remains of my shirt and smallclothes, feeling deliciously naughty as I buckled armor and tabard over bare skin. Theia rolled her eyes and Kaylai giggled, a shocking noise from the tall, slender kaldorei. as we left the room and I paid a startled Afsaneh for the damaged wall and broken furniture.  
The next few hours were a whirlwind of places I’d never been in Dalaran – they bought me a lovely, slinky silk dress of a blue that matched my eyes and Theia’s skin, and I shyly made them sin’dorei  jewelry, a complex filigree ring with a blue stone for Hypnotail and an amber-stoned ring of aventurine carved into leaves and vines for Kaylai. I was ashamed of my work, though I’ve practiced my jewelcrafting over long, sleepless nights it was more for enchanted gems for armor and equipment not love tokens for beautiful women.
We brought our dinner back to the room, me watching as the two living women ate and drank, caressing each other, taking off our clothes more for the intimacy than renewing passion. Kaylai was the most comfortable nude, while as long as I didn’t think of the sutures holding my torso closed I could manage. Theia bashfully covered her lovely body until we tickled her. I held them as they talked, cursing again the language barrier, as they finally drifted to sleep.
The dagger, dripping greenish poison, appeared as if by magic at my throat as the orc rogue emerged from the shadows but my arm had already slipped from around Kaylai and my hand caught the wrist before the dagger could open my throat. I looked into the surprised eyes of the rogue, her eyes widening, her training keeping her silent as I squeezed with unnatural strength. One bone broke in her wrist, then two, before she finally released the weapon.
“Deadeye,” I asked, softly, in tones of mild curiosity as I slipped out from between my sleeping lovers. dragging the muscular orc woman away, “what do you think you’re doing?”
“Killing – “she started loudly and choked off as my other hand found her throat. 
“Quiet,” I said. After a long moment, her face darkening with the need for air, I released her. Clutching her throat and injured wrist as I dug in my pack for bandages and a healing potion, she continued. 
“Killing a traitor and Ally-lover,” she snarled, but softly. “You’ve turned. I thought Paletress was mad when she told me where and with whom I would find you. But I’ve been following you all afternoon as you flaunted your treason in the streets of Dalaran.”
“I would think,” I said softly, almost gently, “that you of all the ones I raid with would be happiest for me.” Her eyebrows shot up in surprise. I continued, “You have a thing for Bloodaxe, don’t you?” She snarled, softly, not liking my reminder of the torch – nay, bonfire! – she carried for the orc deathknight, then scowled as she saw my point. “You know what I was like. There is hope for me. There may be hope for him.”
“But you,” she started and I cut her off, indicating the two sleeping women. “What  do you think the Allys are calling them?” I asked. “Horde-lover. Corpse-fucker,” as Deadeye colored again in shame. It wasn't fair of me, but I wasn't feeling fair at the moment. “Worse. They don’t hide, and I see no Alliance rogues trying to knife them in their sleep.”
“Not yet, “ she admitted, “and I forgot you don’t sleep.” I remained quiet, not wishing to discuss my recent experiments in that direction. 
“This is the part,” I again said softly, but letting the harshness of the deathknight creep into my voice, “where you tell me what news the Confessor has.”
“She told me to tell you, “ Deadeye said sullenly, “that the gnome was seen in Orgrimmar, as a prisoner.” 
“Great.” I said, sarcastically. “Well, either the Crusade ransoms her, or I have bad news for my new friends. I don’t know if I can negotiate her release with the Warchief.”
She nodded, relieved that I wasn’t discussing breaking Zazz out of a Horde prison. Of course, she’d be the last person I’d discuss it with.  She continued, “There, at least, I have good news. I said she was a prisoner. I said nothing of the Horde.”
“Slavers?” I asked and she nodded. I let myself smile. “Good.” I said, with relish. “We can kill slavers. And usually the Horde looks the other way. I’ll bet the Crusade will pay standard adventurer rates for her rescue. If they don’t, I will.”
Deadeye is nearly as interested in killing as I am, and the prospect of knifing slavers brightened her outlook considerably. She also hadn't missed the we. “When do we leave?” 
“Morning.” I said. “I need to figure out how to tell her friends. And we’ll need some help. Halfhorn, “ I indicated on my fingers. The tauren shaman was surprisingly gentle, as the massive tauren often were. If he could be said to hate anything, it was slavery. “Sang’Thraze” I added. The jungle troll was a canny warrior that I had fought alongside before, and he was good at giving me the openings I needed to kill. I grimaced. We needed magic.  “Leyana.” The blond blood elf warlock and I cordially loathed one another, but she was familiar with magic and deadly.
“By the time I round them up, the gnome will be halfway to Gadgetzan,” Deadeye said. She was already preparing herself for the hunt.
“Booty Bay, I’m thinking, “ I responded, and she nodded. “I’m going to send the Allys to Ratchet, see if they can cut them off. When they’re too slow, we meet up in Booty Bay.” The pirate town was the perfect place for illicit dealings, and Deadeye agreed.
“You might,“ she added, “want to get dressed before we go.”
“What, you don’t want to fuck?” I asked, shimmying my small breasts at her. She grimaced and made a disgusted noise. I laughed, secretly relieved. I don’t know if they’re ready for me to add more Horde to our little circle. 
Yet.
Besides, Deadeye's a little too...stabby for my tastes. I'm not sure who would be alive when she woke up. I snorted. Coming from me, that was pretty funny.
“You go on ahead,” I told the orc, “and we'll meet up at the Filthy Animal two hours after daybreak. We can portal to Org, and pick up the trail from there. We want them out in the wilds anyway.” She nodded and slipped out, focused on the mission.
I let out a breath I hadn't realized I'd been holding. I hope that Hypnotail and Kaylai have an easier time with their battle companions. I slipped back between them, snuggling in, but thinking about how to convey what I'd learned.
–
The horrible clacking and rending noises slowed, then finally, mercifully stopped. I slowly uncurled from a tight ball in the corner of my cage. The harsh light of Durotar greeted me, the stifling heat making the torn burlap sack that was all that I wore as clothing itch with my sweat.
The writhing mass of scorpids slowly dispersed as the continually hungry creatures looked for more easy prey, leaving behind only scattered and horribly clean white bones. The goblin laughed at my discomfort.
“A little lesson,” he gloated, “in the importance in keeping me happy.” He grinned down at me and then said something to his ogre bodyguards. They moved off, bellowing at the bearers as the slavers started to break camp. He grinned wider, undoing his breeches as we were, for the moment, alone.
Of course. You’ve shocked and dismayed the prisoner, now to establish control. This wasn’t about sex, it was about dominance.
Idiot. It was also the chance I had been waiting for.
His hands buried themselves in my boartails as he forced my face to the bars, shoved his stiff, throbbing dick into my mouth. I made sure to gag, loudly. I remembered coaxing that huge tauren member into my mouth, the taste of myself and him on it, and I thought of the tauren’s horrible death. Bile rose and I gagged again, swallowed as the goblin began thrusting deeper, enjoying my revulsion.
As I had intended. I forced myself to relax, swirling my tongue, every move telling the goblin oooh you’re such a stud, this slut just can’t help herself, and as he finally thrust himself into my mouth fully, I took him deep…then bit down as hard as I could, locking my jaw.
He screamed, long, loud and high. We were days out of Orgrimmar, but I’ll bet the guards on the walls heard him. The ogres came charging over and did exactly what I expected ogres to do – the wrong thing. Huge hands closed on him and flesh tore, blood fountaining as they pulled him straight back.
I spat his severed dick out, trying for distance. I managed to get it into the scorpid pit. Better yet, no one had noticed what I had been doing with my hands. A small metal tool, probe or screwdriver or something, was now inside the sack between my breasts. I don’t know what the tool’s purpose was – but I did know it was the perfect size to pick the lock on the arcane shackle keeping me helpless. And the loss of his favorite tool would keep the goblin slaver from noticing the loss of the important one.
I knew I wouldn’t be getting any food or water today, and I’d probably be beaten. I shrugged to myself. I’d live. He shouldn’t have kept me close enough to the negotiations for me to learn I was too valuable to kill.
The slave caravan started to move again, the slaver moved to a litter as their tame doctor worked on him. The screaming, loud as those two poor boys when the slavers staked them out for the scorpids, had quieted to raw, wracking sobs. His assistant, some goblin girl he abused, winked and smiled when no one was looking. The other slaves laughed as the overseers drove them to movement with whips and curses.
A blow struck, and possible allies. If he were smart, he wouldn’t underestimate me again. Then again, if he were smart he wouldn’t be semiconscious and gelded in a litter in the first place.
–
And when we awoke, of course Moody was gone.
This time, however, she’d left maps.  They’d been expensive before she’d scrawled all over them, elegant Thalassian script mixed with crude stick-figure drawings. 
Kaylia traced an arrow from a half-height figure to Durotar. “Zazz is in Orgrimmar?”
“Here,” I said, pointing to another stick figure, feminine, holding an axe. Moody? “This one,” tracing, “plus four to Orgrimmar. She’s gotten reinforcements?”
“I found us,” Kaylia laughed.  A taller female figure and a shorter one with horns and tail, both with exaggerated breasts. Following the line from them, “Looks like…Ratchet?”
“This could be slavers down here,” I said. Line of stick figures chained together, and one with a whip.  Arrow to outside Ratchet, where there were two crossed swords.
“And there we fight,” I finished. “I think she wants us to try to cut them off.”
Kaylai started to dress, hurriedly. “If we catch Kazdun and Derrick at the Heroes’ Welcome, we can go through the portal to Darnassus and be on the mail hippogryphs. We’ll be in Ratchet by this afternoon.” The dwarf hunter and human paladin had adventured with us, and Zazz, before. They’d want to help rescue her.
Hopefully we could get there in time to rescue Zazz from the slavers, without getting into a battle with Moody’s reinforcements. This could still get messy.
--
“You,”  Leyana said, and not for the first time, “ are an idiot, Moody.” Her succubus, Xintai, titters, then quiets as I look at the demon and make a gesture similar to a man preparing to open a bottle.
Xintai. Why does she seem familiar, somehow?
“Don’t change the subject by threatening my succubus,” Leyana continued. We were walking the streets of Orgrimmar, collecting supplies for the ride. I looked over at Halfhorn, who shrugged expressively.
I sighed. “All right, enlighten me, Leyana. Share with us the perfection of your unmatched intellect. Expound for us…”
Leyana put her hand over my mouth, silencing me – the first time she had ever dared to touch me.  She turned my head, up, directing my attention to the windriders at the top of the tower in the Valley of Strength.
The mail wyverns. I am an idiot.
Leyana smirks, enjoying my discomfort.  “Hold up,” I call out.  Sang’Thraze laughed when I explained the revised plan, and Deadeye shook her head. “I was wondering,” she said, “if you were going to think of it.”
If, not when. Thanks a lot.
Halfhorn had already turned and started resignedly trotting for the tower. We all loped after him, me cursing and mentally kicking myself. Leyana would be slyly reminding me of this for weeks. She always knew just how far to push me. She was bad enough already without me giving her ammunition and she seemed to love being just at the line where I was willing to murder her, or try. But I was worried for Zazz, and worried that we wouldn’t get there in time, worried about failing Theia and Kaylai.
Worried, too, about how to keep my battle companions from killing my loves.
I paid the flight master, indulging in shoving Leyana to a wyvern. Something else I’d pay for, in time. The mail flight to Ratchet was long, but nowhere near as long as the ride would have been. But we had a late start, and they had a long lead. If the caravan beat us to Ratchet, we had a long boat journey ahead of us. 
I felt a stone in the memory-ghost of my gut as we flew low over Ratchet to land. A caravan, a slave caravan, was camped outside of the town.  We were late, but we’d made it after all. I felt a chill come on me, the killing cold of Northrend, and I welcomed it. Ice crackled on my armor, unnatural in the heat.
Deadeye was already sprinting for the harbormaster as I landed, jumping off the wyvern. She returned as we gathered near the flight master, and the tension heightened as Alliance hippogryphs started landing as well. “Two hours,” she panted, “until the tide turns and the ship for Booty Bay can leave.”
Well, the moment was here. I gestured, sweeping a wide circle then pointing to the inn. The slavemaster would want to wait somewhere cool for the tides and the ship to Booty Bay. Without looking back, I started for the inn, walking, then running. Let them follow or kill each other. 
The inn was dark and cool after the blistering heat of the Barrens. I barely noticed. My companions spread out, ordering drinks, a subterfuge that fooled no one. The sound of hooves on the floor…I closed my eyes, inhaled deeply. Yes. Theia and Kaylai. 
There was a goblin in a corner booth, his finery and the cushions he sat upon proclaiming his wealth, his arrogant sneer as I walked towards him proof of his position. The slavemaster. I didn’t acknowledge the two ogre bodyguards, but let the harsh reverberation of the deathknight fill my voice as the floor slowly froze around me.
“This is not a negotiation,” I said, cutting him off as he started to speak. I felt Theia beside me, close, as I continued. “You have a gnome. We will be leaving with her. Your choice is whether we do so with you alive and poorer, or dead and rotting. Choose.”
He laughed. Idiot. I don’t bluff. “Your manners are impeccable, “he sneered. Or tried to – his voice was a squeak. His eyes went to Theia.
“You think,” I interrupted again, deliberately stressing the second word,” that you can play us off, each against the other.” My arm was already slipping around Theia’s waist, almost of its own volition.”You think that this is a race, a competition, and while we kill each other you can escape.” I felt, almost, the looming bulk of a human paladin moving up beside me, saw Sang’Thraze in position out of the corner of my eye, heard Halfhorn’s totems hit the floor. But delicate hands were taking off my helmet, and my eyes were locked on Theia’s. I bent the taller draenei woman back, looking into her eyes for a long moment. Our lips brushed, feather-lightly, parted. She moaned as our tongues found each other, her hoof drumming on the floor, her breath in mine as we kissed deeply, passionately. I heard glass shatter as Leyana dropped her drink.
We finally, reluctantly, broke the kiss. I heard a muttered oath, in tones of awe, from the paladin. Theia was blushing…no, flushed, breasts heaving under her robe, and I ached with the wanting of her, but there was work to be done. 
The goblin gestured to his bodyguards, and I laughed. Not mockingly – Theia’s kiss had driven the darkness from me, temporarily, and I laughed in sheer unadulterated joy. “Two ogres?” I laughed again in wonderment. “Do you know how long it’s been since I’ve been threatened by ogres?”
“You’ve brought some big guns, I admit,” the goblin responded. He didn’t seem worried, still, or he knew how this was going to end and was playing his role to the hilt. I didn’t care. He actually buffed his fingernails on his silk jacket before continuing,” You see, what you don’t know is that I’ve brought big guns as well.”
Cries of “Pirates!” from outside, and cannon fire. He hadn’t been waiting the two hours for the tide to turn and the next ship to Booty Bay to depart. It had been closer than I thought. 
I smiled. This was actually going to be interesting.
I’ll make this brief, since you don’t read this for the battles, and you’re familiar with combat anyway.
We killed them. We, the ten of us, killed them all.
Yes, ten. The slavemaster, whose name I had never bothered to learn, had gotten the bright idea to hide Zazz in town as some lame attempt at a bargaining chip. That lasted as long as it took for her to pick the lock on the arcane shackle keeping her from spellcasting, blink out of her cage, and start throwing fire and blizzards.
And apparently the Alliance has a rather handsome bounty on pirates as well. I noted as the Allys joked and laughed together.  Something, at least, had them in a good mood rather than a kill-the-Horde one. Watching the easy camaraderie between my two loves and the paladin and hunter, I found myself studying the men’s strong, muscular bodies, thinking of being under the human’s massive frame, him thrusting into me while I licked the dwarf’s hard shaft…
Leyana cleared her throat. “Are you going to fuck the Allys here in the street,” she asked, “or will you at least wait until we get back to Dalaran?”
I clenched my fists, took a deep breath. I will not kill this woman. I will not. “Dalaran,” I managed, finally, “and maybe if the Horde in general and you in specific weren’t such judgmental prudes or stone cold bitches I’d fuck them too!’ My voice, rising in anger, carried further than intended.
Leylana colored, anger flushing her cheeks and the full breasts under her abbreviated robes, hands curling into claws, fel-green eyes narrowing.  I was ready, oh so ready, to beat that bitch into the dirt, but Deadeye broke the tension by laughing.
“Thanks for the offer, but I like the men,” she joked as she affectionately ruffled my hair, “though if you could loosen Bloodaxe up before you send him to me, I might not kill you.” She laughed again as she walked to the flight master.
Sang’Thraze finished cleaning the blood off his swords. “Tol’ja, shorty, ta stay away from da voodoo.”
I shrugged. Too late now. He nodded “All fruits ripe. Next time, shorty.” 
Halfhorn raised his hand in silent farewell, walking off into the Barrens as Sang’Thraze hearthed. I’d always respected the shaman, and was there something there? I found myself hoping so, then clenched my fists again and concentrated. The walls were down, but Arthas I had to pace myself. No need going to the other extreme. 
Leylana was still standing there, glaring. I shook my head, wearily. “Arthas, I don’t know why I bother,” I said.” You’re not worth it.” She hearthed, with something very like a sob, as I turned to the Allys, to Theia and Kaylai, to my loves.
Kaylai pounced on me, shifting mid-leap from her feline form, knocking me to the ground, kissing me. I moaned into her mouth, holding her close. Maybe in the street, this was a nice one…but she broke the kiss after a long moment of bliss.
I looked up into her eyes, lovely Hypnotail bending over us both. Zazz was already opening a portal, with the familiar skyline of Dalaran in it. I pointed, and Theia nodded. I laughed. Standing, helping Kaylai up, I kissed both women again, waved to Zazz, gave the dwarf and paladin a come-hither look and a wink, and hearthed.
–
Derrick whistled as Moody disappeared. “Tell me again why we're at war with them?” he joked.
Kazdun was not so sanguine. “Ya mean she..” he asked, pointing to where Moody had hearthed. I nodded. “And you?” he asked, voice rising in disbelief. I looked down, feeling the heat rising, and flushed again, thinking of her mouth cool on mine. I nodded. “Beards of me ancestors, lass...”Kasdun started, but Kaylai interrupted.
“Oh, leave her alone, Kaz. We both know you'd do a bush if you thought a goat was in it.” I flinched as Kaylai laughed, but Kaz took it in stride.
“Ye'll be laughin out the other side o' yer face before long, an' I'll have me a new bear pet.” He whistled, looking her up and down. “Fer as long as I've been lookin at yer shaggy ass in raids, ya clean up well enough.”
Kaylai posed, laughing, then shifted into bear form, chasing a laughing Kaz in circles in the street, the hunter's wolf barking and chasing them both.
“Portal only lasts so long, people!” I called as I took Zazz's portal to Dalaran. I waited for Zazz as we filed out into the streets, steered her toward the Ledgerdemain. “A hot bath and some good food will make you feel better,” I told her. “After all, that must have been a terrible ordeal for you.”
“I think,” Zazz said, “I’m going to need to borrow your Horde girl.”
I stopped, stunned. Light, what now? Zazz saw the look on my face and raised her hands.
“No,  no, no! Not like that!” she protested. “Look, she’s a Crusader, isn’t she?”
I have a hard time following Zazz sometimes. “Yes, why?”
“Well,” Zazz continued, “if the Horde requirements are anywhere near as stringent as ours…”
Finally I saw where she was going. “She’s an Ambassador. She may be able to speak to their Warchief, and their highest leadership, personally.”
“She certainly has a better chance than I do.” Zazz confirmed. “I need her to see me destroy…what I was testing, and the notes that led up to it, and tell her government, so that I can sleep at night again.”
“Problem. You can’t talk to her.” I pointed out. Zazz just looked at me.
“I worked it out, in the cage. I had time on my hands, and motivation.” Zazz grinned. “I have it all worked out. I’m going to need some time with my gear to build it.”
“Good thing,  then,” I responded,” that I thought to store your gear in the bank.” 
“Keep her busy!” she shouted and ran for the bank. I laughed and trotted for the Ledgerdemain, catching up with Kaylai. Oh, we'd keep her busy. 
--
I’d never been the first to get the room before. Afsaneh laughed as I apologized again for the bed. 
“Believe me, I’ve seen worse. You should see what elementals can do to a room sometime,” she said. I tried to imagine, shuddered. Afsaneh continued, “We did replace the beds with iron ones, though. Have fun trying to break those. Will you be needing a bath drawn?” That was ‘polite innkeeper’ for “Arthas in Icecrown, Moody, you look like hell” and I gratefully accepted.
I examined the sutures as I eased into the large communal tub, probing my belly to try to feel for damage. Nothing felt broken, and the sutures were still intact and watertight. I eased into the tub, moaning with pleasure as the warm water relaxed me. Undoing my boartails, I cleaned myself and washed my hair, hearing the door open as I turned away to get the soap. Whoever came in had a lovely view of my back and ass, and I heard a feminine gasp. Kaylai? I held the pose a moment before I realized that Kaylai and Theia weren’t the only women in Dalaran, and I started to turn and look over my shoulder. Soft, feminine hands turned my face away, then started digging into the muscles of my back and shoulders.
I moaned, softly, as practiced hands found every knot and tenderly massaged them out. Water splashed as she climbed in with me, and I felt the brush of her silky wet skin against mine. She knew my body intimately, just where to touch me to relax me, yet keep just a filigree of sexual excitement purring. I moaned again, Kaylai’s name, and got a low laugh in response as her long hair caressed me, her small, soft  hands on my buttocks at turns relaxing and enticing.
As more patrons started to enter the bath, she brushed my wet hair aside, kissed me softly on the back of the neck, long straight blonde hair brushing my face, and climbed out of the bath, leaving me purring and relaxed as she wrapped herself in a robe and walked out past Kaylai and Theia. I was so relaxed it took me a long, long moment before my eyes snapped open.
Kaylai kissed me, laughing at my confusion. She said something to Theia, and the draenei relaxed. Theia looked again at the door, looked at me. I pointed to Kaylai, shrugged. She giggled, touched my face, feather-softly over my eyes, and then pointed at the door. Watch the door, woman. 
I put a look of very real contrition on my face and kissed Theia. She smiled. Apparently I was forgiven. My hands moved to her back, pressing her lush body close as I massaged her, kissing her neck, easing the tension from her back and shoulders. Kaylai oohed, watching…no, I felt caresses on my thighs, under the water, and realized the lovely kaldorei wasn’t content to just watch. I worked my way down Theia as she leaned back, massaging her back as she arched, her full breasts pressing into my kisses and licks. Finding the small of  her back and kneading, I took one firm breast into my mouth, circling the nipple with my tongue as I sucked, pressing back against Kaylai's hands as her fingers found my folds and parted them.
I kissed down Theia's lovely belly, under the water as her thighs went over my shoulders, submerging as her hands went to my wet hair. I playfully teased her small patch of pubic hair, then my hands went to her buttocks and I lifted her hips, tongue probing deep as Kaylai's fingers slowly entered me, twisting.
I moaned into her, her cries distorted by the water. I took water into my mouth, jetted it across her, against the pearl of her clit, between her folds. She writhed in pleasure. My hips bucked, taking Kaylai's fingers faster, as my own hands lifted Hypnotail, parted her, and I jetted water against the tight pucker of her ass. I felt the air bubble out of my lungs, directed the bubbles across Theia's sex.
Then, suddenly, hands were pulling me out of the water, pounding my back. I was so busy I hadn't noticed my lungs filling. Kaylai's strong arms squeezed my chest, pushing the water out, and I coughed as air rushed in to replace it.
I looked at them both, hand on my hip. Theia embraced me, held me close, then Kaylai embraced both of us. I could feel their hearts pounding.
They thought they had been drowning me. I laughed, put their hands on my chest. They had actually forgotten I wasn't alive.
Relief on their faces, but the moment had passed. For now.

–
I held Moody, trembling. I had forgotten, completely, and when the air bubbled out of her lungs I thought we had killed her. She seemed to think it was funny.
Light, but I hoped Zazz's invention, whatever it was, worked. I couldn't bear not being able to talk to her. We dried each other off, Moody still giggling and coughing up water, but caressing and tickling us, as if trying to reassure us.
Kaylai said what I had been thinking. “It's easy to forget, isn't it?”
“Yes,” I responded. What was I doing? But Moody smiled up at us, and my heart melted. Why it took the High Confessor to tell me what was obvious, in the way the deathknight shyly kissed our hands and led us to the room, still mystified me. 
The sin'dorei stopped in the doorway. Zazz was there, still in her filthy burlap sack, tools and parts spread out all over the floor. Moody had pushed the beds together, tied them, and spread flower petals over the coverlet – a romantic scene ruined by Zazz's tinkering. Moody pointed at us, at Zazz, and threw her hands up in exaggerated exasperation, throwing herself on the bed. I almost expected her to sigh with her hand raised to her forehead. 
Zazz, of course, barely noticed. “Almost... there! Lades and...well, ladies, allow me to present the Viniextractor Encephelogrammatic Neurointerface Translator!” She presented, with a flourish, an apple-sized clockwork mechanism, a metal box with protruding gears, dials, a crank, and a large, vicious-looking corkscrew. Zazz posed as if expecting applause while we, the three of us, looked at her like she had gone mad.
“What,” I asked, gently, “does it do?” I reached for it, but Zazz pulled it away, turning the crank. “I'll show you. Watch. Prepare to acknowledge my genius.” She finished winding the mechanism, stuck the corckscrew in her nose and, before I could stop her, pressed a red button. There was a loud thunk, Zazz's head jerked back, and she blinked.
“Well,” she said, “what it does not do is scramble your brain and kill you.”
“Will you please,” Kaylai said, exasperated, “stop testing things on yourself?”
Moody had taken the device from Zazz and was turning it over in her hands, examining it. She looked at Zazz quizzically. Zazz made talking motions with her hand, indicating the deathknight, then the rest of us.
Moody's eyes widened. She immediately wound the crank, stuck the corkscrew in her nose, and pressed the button.
She said something. I couldn't understand her, but Zazz could. Zazz could! I barely beat Kaylai to the device, using it on myself before winding it for her. A sharp pain, four tones in my head, and mid-sentence Moody's chatter went from a stream of unintelligible Orcish and Thalassian to...
“...this is incredible! You did it! I take back everything bad I have ever said about gnomes! Well, maybe half. And I promise I will kill anyone who tells me how delicious gnomes are! Well, maybe half. And...” Her breath caught as she looked at me.
“I have so much to say to you,” Moody started, touching my face, “so why can't I find the words?”
I placed my hand over hers. My face was wet – I hadn't felt the tears.  I felt Kaylai beside me, close, and Moody reached up to touch her as well.
“I have wished for this,” Moody said. Her voice was thick, and I realized that she would be crying, but she could not. “If I could dream, I'd dream for this. If I could pray, I'd pray for..”
“Shhh.” Kaylai took her, took us into her arms and held us, comforting. Moody whispered, “I love you. I love you both.” The words I'd longed to hear from her. I kissed her, softly, whispered “I love you” into her ear as Kaylai kissed her, Kaylai whispering “I love you” to us both as we kissed. I reached up to pull Kaylai into the kiss, whispering “Kaylai, love, what would we do without you?”
Zazz cleared her throat. “So, umm, since it's working...ummm, I'm going to take that bath now...”
“Wait.” The harsh reverberation of the deathknight's voice stopped us all as Moody knelt, took Zazz's face in her hands, looked into her eyes. “Understand. I owe you.”
Zazz started, “It's nothing,” but Moody cut her off. “No. It is everything. I owe you. You have given me a gift beyond imagining. Do not dismiss this lightly.” 
“Trust a deathknight to make an obligation sound like a threat,” Zazz said.
“Do not mock. You have an obligation from me that could destroy us all,” Moody replied. “Show wisdom and restraint, for whatever you ask of me, I will accomplish.” She smiled. “Now go bathe, and when we get this out of our systems, we will go downstairs and toast your genius.”
Moody looked up at us, smiled, licked her lips as she shrugged her robe off. “Take your time, Zazz.”
-
This was a much different Moody, I thought as the deathknight kissed Theia, lifting the taller woman and carrying her to the bed, looking over her shoulder and beckoning me as I watched her pert rear. I followed, bemused, as Moody eased Theia onto the bed, the draenei’s legs crossing and uncrossing as the deathknight eased her out of her robe and tossed it aside, cupping her large, firm breasts , then taking my hand to place it on Theia’s smooth blue skin, pressing my hand in. 
I smiled, my other hand caressing the sin’dorei’s back as I fondled Theia, feeling her nipple stiffen in my hand. “You love our breasts, don’t you?” I asked her. Theia smiled, then moaned as Moody kissed the hollow of her throat before replying, “Yes. Well, no. Well, not just. Lie down here, next to Theia, and I’ll kiss the parts of your bodies I love.”
Theia giggled. I smiled and lay next to Theia, facing her. “Closer,” Moody said, and I pressed against Theia, biting my lip as our breasts pressed together, her nipples hard against mine. Her body was warm , her smooth thigh caressing mine, our eyes inches apart, her breath against my lips. I teased her lips with my tongue, feeling them part, her tongue pushing forward to meet mine, Moody oohing as she took my robe.  I felt soft kisses as Moody kissed my forehead, my face, tongue tracing my long ears before she moved to Theia, teasingly avoiding her lips as she kissed her face, behind her ears, her horns.
I felt the heat of my two loves as Moody straddled us, my hand finding her inner thigh, caressing up to brush her bare mound before Moody clasped my hand in Theia’s, kissing our shoulders, then down our clasped hands and arms, stopping to pres in under our arms and breathe deeply. I squirmed at the feel of her breath there, and Theia shrieked, “Light what are you doing?”
“I love the smell of you.” Moody murmured as she kissed down our bodies, “You smell like the Light, and redemption.”
“So, what do I smell like?” I asked, caressing between Moody’s thighs with my foot, gently. She gasped as my toe found her folds , her hands tightening on us at the unexpected penetration.  “Ohhh,” she said, then “I..you remind me of the deep forest, and green growing things.”  She leaned in to lick our bellies, then arched back onto my toes, grinding as I worked them deeper.
Theia caressed her with a hoof. “I can never do that to you, Moody. No toes,”  she teased, then gasped as the sin’dorei grabbed her hoof, running her tongue over it. I moaned at the sensuality, Moody’s tongue moving over Theia’s hoof and ankle, then gasped louder as Theia’s hand cupped my mound, finding the wetness and heat there.
My mouth found hers again, and I moaned into her as her fingers moved, twisted, curled inside me, Moody wet on my toes as she moved faster, tensed, cried out. I’d never brought a woman to climax with my toes before, and the excitement and Theia’s fingers inside me had me crying out, higher, faster as Theia knelt over me, her breasts in my face as her fingers moved deep within me. She cried out, and I could see Moody had moved behind her, burying her face in Theia’s round buttocks, licking the underside of her tail before tasting the draenei’s wet pussy, wet noises as she flickered her tongue across Theia, then inside.
But I was busy, Theia frantically fingering me, her touch and her cries making me writhe under the waves of pleasure. I arched, pressing my sweating body into hers, screaming, her cries matching mine.
We collapsed on the beds, satiated for the moment, holding each other, Theia sweating in my arms, Moody cool and dry.  Theia cupped my mound protectively, and I felt the prickle of hair growing there.
“I need to shave, “ I said ruefully. “I don’t know,” Moody said. “I like you bare, but I like Hypnotail’s little patch too.“ Theia laughed as Moody tickled the patch in question, slender fingers teasing soft blue curls.
I slipped my hand between Moody’s thighs, cupping her mound, still warm and wet from us. “You’re always so smooth,” I said. Moody smirked. “Well, either I’d just shaved, or sin’dorei don’t grow hair there.”
“Your little blond girlfriend did,” Theia said, darkly. “I can’t even hate her for dyeing her hair.”
“Are you still mad at me for that?” Moody asked. “I swear, I thought she was Kaylai. I’d have thought she was you if I’d heard hooves.”
Theia smiled. “No. You are who you are, and I have to realize there’s this whole life you have that I‘m not a part of.” 
Moody shook her head. “You don’t understand. There has only been, since Wintergrasp…I couldn’t, before.” She held us, looking into Theia’s eyes, hand caressing my back. “There is only the both of you. Only Theia. Only Kaylai. But she knew me, she was touching me like she was intimately familiar with me.”
“She knows you from your mortal life, then?” Theia asked.
“She must have.” Moody answered. “She must have known me before – when I was alive - and I have no idea who she is, and I’ll never be able to find her.” Moody shook her head again.
Theia looked puzzled, an expression I’m sure was on my face as well. “What are you talking about?” I asked Moody. “You were screaming at her in Ratchet this afternoon.”
“What?” Moody asked, softly. “Leylana? It couldn't have been. You have to be wrong. That woman despises me.”
I arched an eyebrow. “You don't all look alike, and we'd just spent hours fighting pirates alongside her. I don't know what kind of strange sin'dorei game she's playing with you...”
“Maybe she isn't.” Theia mused. The draenei's thoughtful expression contrasted with her nudity as she tapped her lip in thought. “Why do you think she despises you?”
“She is always on me,” Moody snarled, eyes flashing, reverberation in her voice. “She will find things, stupid things, and just keep picking at them until I'm ready to kill her.”
“And yet you don't,” Theia mused. 
“A near thing today,” Moody replied, calming. “I was going to kill her, but...”
“But we were there,” I answered. “And you didn't.”
“Let me get this straight, “ Theia sat up straighter as something occurred to her. “She's provoking strong emotions in you. You're furious with her, but when you're alone she starts touching you, sexually...”
“No, intimately. There's a difference.” Moody interrupted. “Enough to leave me purring, but she wasn't having sex with me...”
I finished. “She was relaxing you, but she was getting you ready for us.”
“I don't understand.” Moody said. “This is getting very complicated.” Too complicated went unsaid. “I love you both, but how many times can I go through with this?”
“She has strong feelings for you,” Theia replied. “You have feelings for her. You think that you despise her, but you could be wrong. It wasn't too long ago that you hated us.”
“It wasn't too long ago that I hated everyone,” Moody replied. “Are you saying she wanted to join us?”
“I think she may want you for herself, “Theia started. I shook my head. “No, remember when she was coming out of the bath? She wasn't challenging, but she took a long time closing her robe. She was showing off.” 
“And how she brushed between us in the doorway,” Theia added. I nodded, remembering the look on the blonde warlock’s eye, mischievous not challenging, as she brushed between us, oh-so-innocently pressing her round bottom into Theia’s hand, her smile as she turned and walked away with a sway in her hips. “You could be right,” Theia decided. “She could want to join us. The question is, do we let her?”
--
I groan as my joints stretch, the abominations holding me up by my arms and legs pulling them tight to keep me from struggling. My shoulder dislocates, and I scream in pain.
The gates to the Argent Dawn outpost close – the reinforcements have made it inside, and the survivors of the disastrous sortie with them. The outpost will stand, now. But I am in the hands of the Scourge, and my martyrdom is at hand.
White-hot agony in my belly as the hook enters my flesh, sick slopping noises as my entrails fall to the ground among the remains of my armor. My screams, raw and ragged from an abused throat, finally stop. The abominations drop me contemptuously in a pile of my own guts and five quarts of my blood.
I stand, shakily, and take another step towards the abyss.
A throat in my hand and small fists beating against my armor. Fayne’s face darkening as I choke the life from her, the vertebrae in her neck finally popping and snapping. Watching her eyes as the life fades, consuming the small, dark soul. A child watches me, cold dead eyes accusing in the severed head it carries – its own. I toss the warlock’s corpse aside, and take one step closer to the abyss.
Noth’s cauldron rattles, screams from within as the noxious, plague-ridden, strengthening fumes roil out. I smile and take one step closer to the abyss.
Arthas stands on the other side. He speaks, voice chill on my dead heart. “Fall, betrayer.”
I feel my lips form a word. “No.” A hoof smashes into my side, ribs breaking like rotted wood, the blow sending me spinning into the snow. Soft bare arms hold me as the Light pours through me, healing my wounds with delicious agony. I kiss Theia’s naked breast, gently, and she helps me to stand. We turn and climb from the abyss.
Kaylai, smiling, helps us up to a ledge, bending to kiss me deeply, my chest tightening as her hand and Hypnotail’s slip into my open torso, inside my chest, cup my heart. It beats, once, as we climb from the abyss.
I look up, a long climb, and Light at the top. Small hands on my shoulders caress, massage, and turn me to the next ledge up. I climb, turn, to see fel-green eyes inches from my own.
I opened my eyes.  Fel-green eyes, inches from my own.
We had gone to bed after the celebration – Zazz was over on her bed with her weird helmet and hose contraption – and I was on my back in the middle of the two beds, Kaylai and Theia sleeping on my arms, their legs tangling and spreading mine, their faces so close I could feel their breath on my cheeks. Leylana had pulled off the covers and was atop me, nude, looking into my eyes, her long, straight blonde hair, undone, cascading around us, her lips brushing mine as she spoke.
“You do sleep,” she said, conversationally. “Interesting.”
“Shhhh.” I whispered. I couldn't push Leylana off. Kaylai and Theia had my arms and legs pinned as effectively as if they were deliberately keeping me helpless. I knew Zazz wouldn't be able to hear with the helmet she wore for her “sleep apnea”. I let a note of confusion into my voice, tinged with just a bit of fear, and hoped I wasn't overdoing it as I stammered “What...what are you doing...” trailing into a moan as Leylana kissed me deeply, soft lips parting mine, her tongue exploring my mouth.
I let myself resist the kiss for a moment, then slowly accept it, return it enthusiastically. Her breath was sweet, her skin soft, her lush body, curves rivaling Theia's, pressing me into the bed.  I let my eyes close with the kiss and she finally broke it, trailing kisses along my jaw, tilting my head back and to the side to gently bite my earlobe. I gasped, loudly.
“We won't wake them,” Leylana purred, enjoying her control. “And it..is time.. you knew”, she continued, kissing down my neck, “what was really happening between us.” She kissed the hollow of my throat and I moaned. I was having a very hard time keeping track of the conversation, her kisses and caresses exciting me. Already I could feel my wetness, my hips moving with her kisses.
I expected her to continue down to my breasts, but she followed my collarbone with kisses and gentle nips,  trailing her nails down my side, not quite scratching. I shivered. “Ticklish?” she exclaimed. “Very interesting. Now, they'll sleep through anything for a few hours, thanks to the little...addition...I put in your food when I was helping your gnome with it earlier. That should give us plenty of time to get to know each other.” She smiled, pressing her full breasts against mine, pausing to tease my hard nipple with her – pierced one? I moaned as she continued. “In every way possible. Then, perhaps, your two Ally friends won't kill me when they find me here.”
“Let me...ohhh, Arthas in Icecrown...” I moaned, trying to stay coherent under Leylana's kisses and touches and licks. The woman knew exactly where to touch me and what to do, and I ached for the taste of her, the feel of her against me, inside me but there was work to be done. “You...drugged them...not to hurt them, or me...but you want to pleasure ohhh like that oh there...so we can convince them to let you join us...”
Leylana's eyes narrowed. “Why are you repeating everything I say?” She turned her head slightly, her hair brushing across Theia's nose, and the draenei sneezed.
The warlock's eyes widened, but Theia and Kaylai had already shifted, and my legs were around Leyana as my two loves held her, my hands reaching under the pillow, winding the crank, bringing Zazz's invention out. Leylana had time for one gasp before the corkscrew was in her nose, and I pressed the button.
“Because,” Theia whispered into Leylana's ear, “we couldn't understand you. Until now.” She slipped her tongue into the blonde sin'dorei's ear, and Leylana gasped, the look of surprise warring with horror losing to excitement.
I giggled. “Oh, Leylana,” I said, “the look on your face.”
“You knew,” she said accusingly. “You knew all along.” Then squeaked as Kaylai corrected her, “We knew when Zazz came up with the food, full of talk about the helpful blond blood elf. Alchemist?” Leylana nodded, dumbfounded, speechless.
“Helpful hint,” Kaylai smiled, but the smile had yet to reach her eyes. “Never try to poison a druid.”
“Drugged.” Leylana said, but her eyes dropped. “You were to sleep, while I convinced her,” indicating me with a caress,”to properly introduce me.”
Theia smiled. She whispered into Leylana's ear, “You should show more...ambition” as the draenei licked, then sucked the blood elf's earlobe, running kisses along her ear. Theia's hans was moving on Leylana's chest, cupping her large breast, teasing the small silver barbell through her nipple, and Leylana cloased her eyes and moaned.
“You're in a mood, Hypnotail,” I smiled and wriggled under Leylana. I was in a mood too, from the warlock's earlier kisses and caresses, and watching Theia was getting me started again.
“I was watching you two, when she thought I was sleeping,” Theia smiled. “And taking notes. You're right, she does know you.”
“And,” I smiled up at Leylana as Kaylai leaned in and kissed her, openmouthed, the women's tongues twining together as their lips met, you're going to tell me how you know, Leylana.” My hands tarcing up her sides in a caress, cupping her large breasts, then up to her underarms as I started to tickle her. She squirmed, giggled as I explored, found her ribs to be more ticklish, flipping her over onto her back as she laughed helplessly, her breasts heaving, face flushed. I caught one small bare foot, lightly traced the insole. “Talk!” She gasped for air, nipples hard and pebbled. Theia ooohed as I lightly licked Leylana's foot, sucking her toe. The warlock moaned.
I kissed down the back of her leg, feather softly, finding the back of her knee. She cried out in pleasure. “Oh! I'll tell you. Just stop,” then as my kisses went to her inner thigh, “ohh no don't stop.”
Kaylai smiled. “Need some help there, Moody?” I grinned between kisses. “I think those piercings make her nipples more sensitive. Would you two be willing to test that?”
“I think we could be persuaded,” Theia responded, placing Leylana's hand on her large breast as she bent to suck the blood elf's. Kaylai was already kissing the other pierced nipple, and Leylana was fondling the night elf's full breast as well. My kisses had reached her mound and I kissed soft blonde curls, flickered my tongue across wetness as Leylana's feet caressed my back.
Leylana moaned, then “It was Xintai. When my.. my sister disappeared.. I her House destroyed...oh Sunwell that's good, I...I... yes...yes..” She lost coherence as I blew softly across her clit, then gently sucked, finding a small ring through the hood as well. I teased the piercing with my tongue, and the warlock screamed, tensing, arching in orgasm as her thighs clamped my head.
“Piercing down here too. You naughty girl,” I was keeping my tone light, but I ached inside. The orgasm, like murder to my bloodlust, both satiated me and left me craving more, and I wanted all three women pleasured and satiated. “So what does your succubus have to do with me?”
Leylani panted, sweating, her cool demeanor finally broken. She looked so young, almost innocent with the hard demeanor of the callous warlock stripped away, and I saw myself in her.
“I.. whew...” She shivered. “I inherited my sister's materials and manuscripts when she disappeared. Her husband had committed suicide, so I was all that was left.” She gasped as Theia started to work ther way down Leylana's body, and I bent over to kiss Kaylai, deeply, caressing the lovely kaldorei. Easing her down next to the blood elf, parting her thighs. “When I was able to summon her, I learned that she had used her succubus in a manner proscribed even for the times.” 
I looked up from my kisses and nibbles between Kaylai's smooth thighs, saw Theia had kissed down to Leylani's wetness as I was sampling the night elf's, that the sin'dorei and kaldorei were caressing each other. I reached up, took Leylani's hand from Kaylai's breast, placed it on the moaning druid's mound, pushed her fingers deep inside as I kissed the wet folds. Reaching over to Theia, I cupped her perfect round buttocks before easing my fingers into her, hearing a muffled moan in response as Leylana's fingers moved faster in Kaylai, Theia tightened on me as my thumb found her ass and teased outside, Kaylai's hand in my hair pushing my face deeper as I licked her sex and Layla's fingers.
“She...ahhhh!” Leylani lost coherence, moaning, Kaylai matching her cries before leaning over to kiss her deeply, the tensing of the kaldorei's muscles showing her own nearing orgasm. I concentrated on Theia, teasing my thumb into her tight, lovely draenei ass and pumping my fingers faster, rewarded with muffled cries as the three women came, nearly together.
Leylana collapsed back, “Please... let me breathe...ohhh...” Theia looked up from between her thighs as Leylana caressed her hair, Kaylai pulling me up to kiss me, then Theia as Laylana's mouth met mine, then all four of us together, sharing the tastes of them. I trembled in their arms, aching and wanting more, but wanting Leylana to talk.
Leylana panted, caught her breath, made “hold on” motions. “Where was I?”
“Showing us how easily we can make you orgasm,” I replied and grinned. She smiled, shivering as pleasure coursed through her from the afterglow, and Kaylai giggled. 
“Those tendrils...” Leylani said, smiling at Theia. I shivered, remembering the feel of Theia’s cranial tendrils exploring me.
Theia licked the wetness from her cranial tendrils and smiled.  Leylana blushed and lowered her eyes. I took her face in my hands, turned her to me, looked into her eyes.
“Leylana, tell me,” I asked, almost pleading, “who was I?”
She shook her head. “Xintai wasn't summoned until after my sister and her husband acquired you. I don't know who you were before...but you had no name or station by then. They treated you like something between a household pet and a sex toy.” My shock must have showed on my face, for her expression softened and she kissed me, tenderly.
“So, this is what I have always been,” I said, “ what I can only be to you all. A thing.” Leylani pulled me to her chest, cradled Theia behind me as the draenei tried to comfort me as well. “No, Moody,” Theia said, nestling against my back, the dampness of her tears against my shoulder as she pressed me close against the sin'dorei.
Kaylai moved over, long, long kal'dorei legs embracing us all, kissing my forehead softly. “I'm sorry, Moody, “ Leylani said. “All I know of you is what I took from Xintai, and I took all she knew.” Her hands on me, caressing, relaxing me, holding me against her full breasts. “I never meant to use you that way, like they did. I wish I knew more. Even the old Blood Knight records are fragmentary, edited. Whoever you were, you had powerful enemies, that wouldn't be satisfied with just killing you.”
“Blood Knight?” I asked, as Theia started, her soft yet firm breasts pressing against my bare back. The blood elves had captured Mu'ru, one of the enigmatic naaru and used it to empower an order of paladins, the Blood Knights, until mad, bad Kael'thas betrayed his people and took the naaru for his own twisted purposes. Things I had learned since my release had implied that the naaru had been staying in Silvermoon voluntarily. Had I been one of that order, an unwitting champion of the Light?
Pressed between Leylana's soft curves and Theia's lush figure, kaylai's silky thigh caressing us, I softly kissed the blood elf on the curve of one large breast, intending to thank her. But the ache and the need rose in me again, and I found myself circling her large pierced nipple with kisses and licks, soft surprised cries telling me of Leylana's enjoyment, Theia's stiffening nipples in my back telling of her appreciation.
“So, you know all about Moody?” theia asked, teasingly. Leylana moaned softly as I took one of her piercings into my mouth, hand cupping her other breast before caressing down her side, to her thighs. “Back of the neck,” the warlock moaned, and I felt Theia's lips soft there as she kissed the nape of my neck, shivers going up and down my back.
I could hear the smile in Theia's voice as she said, “I have my own tricks, sin'dorei.” Leylana moaned in response, for my fingers had found her hot, wet and ready folds and two fingers had found themselves knuckle-deep in the lovely blonde, Leylana clenching as I suckled harder.
Then something, insinuating between my legs, finding my own ready and aching sex, tip flickering across my clit before easing into me. Theia's tail. My cries muffled by Leylana's breast, my hips bucked, once, at the unexpected but welcome penetration. 
“Oh, don't leave me out! I want to fuck Moody too, “ I heard Kaylai protest, bringing another moan from me as Theia's tail inside me matched my fingers inside Leylana, curling, twisting, thrusting. “Get the strapon, then.” Theia responded, and soon I felt the tip of it pressed against me as Theia's tail eased out, found my ass, pushed inside me again. I pushed back as Kaylai's hands found my waist, Theia sitting on my upturned rump, her tail deep in my ass. Theia moaned, saying ”yes, squeeze harder...” and the thought of Kaylai's hands on the lovely draenei's breasts sent me sucking Leylana's pierced ones, my thumb finding her clit piercing and teasing it as my fingers copied Kaylai's thrusts. Leylana muffling her screams with her free breast.
Moving with Kaylai, tasting the sweat on her skin as the sin'dorei  moaned “she's ...like.. .a machine... won't...stop...don't...stop” and the smell of green growing things as Kaylai slipped a handbetwen my thighs, found the hard pearl of my passion, channeled healing magic into me. Warmth flowed along my nerves, waves building inside me, and I could feel them building with Kaylai's thrusts, filling my body as I clenched on her strapon, waves crashing through me into Leylana, her silky wet heat tightening on my fingers, Kaylai's hands squeezing my waist as she arched back, my muffled cries from my orgasm drowned out by the women's screams of passion.
Theia slipped off me as I turned over, trailing kisses down my body as Kaylai pulled out of me to lie beside me. Leylana ooohed at the sight of the strapon sticking up aggressively, slick with my juices, and she straddled Kaylai, kissing the kaldorei deeply as she slowly lowered herself onto the strapon. I traced kaylai's lovely body with one hand, caressing her curves, teasing her dark purple nipple, as my other hand buried itself in Theia's hair and tendrils gently parted me wide for Theia's tongue.
Leylana and Kaylai began to move together slowly, then faster. My legs were already straightening as Theia's tong flickered across me, then found the aching need of my clit as her tendrils penetrated me deeply, exploring inside, twisting together. Leylana caught my foot as my toes arched, and I felt her lips soft and so warm on my insole, her mouth wet on my toes.
My body tensed, toes pointing as I felt Theia's fingers enter me, three into my wet sex, tendrils circling my clit, moans from the druid and warlock becoming cries becoming screams of ecstasy...and words in Draenic as Theia channeled the Light deep inside me, and I knew nothing but overwhelming pleasure as my vision went white.
--
I don’t understand how it’s gone so wrong.
It seemed like the perfect plan – use the knowledge from my sister’s succubus to gain their trust, subtly take control where Fayne failed with force.  It would have worked, too – the carefully unsubtle, nearly innocent way I wormed my way into their bed and into their relationship. In two months, I’d have had them putting the chains on themselves.
But I no longer wanted it to work.
Moody slept – slept! – holding my thigh. She looked small and innocent and very nearly alive. I had a very hard time reconciling the sleeping woman with the sexual dynamo earlier, or the brutal killing machine I’d fought alongside and sniped at for months.   I toyed with her hair, still uncertain if she’d tear my leg off when she awoke. 
Theia watched me, a small smile on her face. I relaxed into Kaylai’s arms, trying to think, naked in the arms and the afterglow of my enemies. Of course Theia’s smiling, she’s seen this before.
Enemies. Why had I been so convinced that these women were enemies, tools to be used, slaves to serve me?
Xintai. I shuddered. I had been closer to my sister’s fate than I had realized. Our earliest lessons were in the importance of keeping a careful watch on ourselves,  lest the tools we use corrupt us. And I had been close to failing that test, so close. Until these women, none of whom had any reason to show me kindness, rescued me. I took a deep breath, let it out, slowly.
“It’s hard, isn’t it? When it hits you?” Theia asked. I nodded.
“Everything is different now. Everything.” I said. I meant it. I would not be surprised if rabbits talked and we were all ruled by gnomes. Theia laughed, not unkindly, but almost as if she could see the images in my mind. “What now?”
“Yes, “ the draenei agreed, “what now?”  I had hoped  - in another of those Sunwell, what am I doing? moments – that the draenei had an answer. She was, after all, probably thousands of years old, near-immortal. 
I shrugged. “We go on. What else?” I considered the sleeping deathknight. “I thought they were trained not to sleep.”
“They were. And, being undead, they don’t need it anyway. As far as I can tell, the Light exhausts her, disrupts the necrotic energy animating her. And you, Leylana, “ Theia chided gently, “are avoiding the question. Zazz made….something. I don’t know what. But you and Moody are going to need to see her destroy it, and then tell the leaders of the Horde. We can’t have Zazz starting the war again.”
“So we’re trying to stop the war, then?” I mused. Yes. War would mean facing Theia and Kaylai on the battlefield. “Just us four?”
“Someone has to,” Theia replied. “And not just us, the Argent Crusade – the Ashen Verdict. And there are others.”
“We still may fail. We probably will.” I smiled. “But then again…” I noticed the sin’dorei  ring she wore. “She made you a ring?”
“She made me one as well.” Kaylai added. The sound of her voice in her chest, where I rested against her, was oddly comforting. No, not oddly. I needed to learn to trust again. 
“That’s not the kind of thing you ask for,” I said, “but she needs to make me one as well. And we need to get them enchanted, so the wearer knows when the others are nearby.”
“Gold, “ a sleepy voice added, and I looked down. Moody’s eyes met mine. “With an emerald, to match your eyes.”
I tousled the deathknight’s hair, affectionately. “And yours should be titansteel, with a sapphire.”
“I can enchant them,” Theia said. “In case we fail, so we know…”
“Yes,” I nodded. So if we fail, we’ll know when we face each other in battle.” Tomorrow, we’ll watch Zazz destroy whatever she’s made, and I’ll braid Moody’s hair as an Ambassador.”
Theia raised an eyebrow, and I smiled ruefully. “She has much higher standing in the Horde than I do.” I rubbed my bottom, ruefully. “I never got the hang of jousting.”
Kaylai laughed, softly. It felt like home. “But those are for tomorrow. Tonight,” I finished, holding my arms out to the draenei, “you come here, hold us close, and we’ll sleep together. In peace.”
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