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            Chapter One

          

          
            Roo

          

        

      

    

    
      The sky was a strawberry custard for the eyes, and the same color of the lips Roo yearned to kiss.

      So what if the clouds behind him were dark and ominous? The wind gusty and chilled more than the perfect shot of vodka. The taste of rain electrified by lightning-to-be …

      The street was as slim as his chances of success.

      The cobble as bumpy as the journey ahead.

      And this hill — a steep ascent into danger.

      Roo even wore a jerkin woven of the finest dragon scale the son of an thee Exiled Exorcist of Most Notable Notoriety could hope to earn as one of the last members of the Vorshaya Clan.

      Yup.

      The Vorshaya clan. The once very badassed clan nearly wiped out to protect the greatest of the great Oak of Ages, a source of lightful magic and all from … something, something he’d hunt down and deal with.

      Still, if his mother hadn’t been doing scholarly stuff far away at the time … if she hadn’t taken him with her …

      Sigh.

      He didn’t like to think about it much.

      But his jerkin was pale blue as the sky … wasn’t today.

      But it was one only worn by the best of the best True TriCross Knights. The big, white triple cross on his chest proclaimed it for all to see.

      And a chance to pursue his dream to travel the world.

      Slay monsters and save people, without any of that bounty hunter nonsense either.

      Explores things, places that no one’s ever explored before, or okay, more like no one’s explored in living memory …

      Or longer.

      His jerkin, it even had the snazziest, puffiest shoulder guards of the palest, bluest cold silver, and they were so so perfectly round that a certain Motherly Scholar of Notable Nagging couldn’t hope to find a single fault with.

      Just like the trusty pouch she made for him.

      Shaped like a chubby triple cross, it was strapped to his waist and she magicked it to hold far more than you’d think it could and weigh so much less.

      And just like his pouch, his slacks were as blue as the sky … wasn’t … today.

      And … okay okay.

      Anyways, his boots, and girls were obsessed with footwear or else the boot merchants wouldn’t cater to girls so utterly much, so anyways, his boots were a snazzy dark blue suede, like the coming night sky should be (but obviously won’t be. Pink sky meant severe storm coming.)

      And with the coming storm …

      There were even spooky tentacles of mist rising from the street, and that only happened when a serious storm was coming through.

      But the not so distant rumbles … wasn’t only thunder.

      So not much time left …

      Good thing he wore a pair of sabers and a whip. One saber was of the bluest, sharpest cold silver, and the other, the blackest, sharpest cold steel, a stronger variant of cold iron, and the whip was made of pretty strong scarlet dragon scales, with the dragon magic woven strongly within the whip.

      Good for offense and defense, against magical and nonmagical trouble too.

      Sort of.

      As long as he didn’t whip his eye out, like his mother often teased.

      Even more important, his trusty arm guards were both cold silver and cold steel forged together. His left arm guard could extend into a shield. The right held a miniature bow with a string of holy blue magic so that, with the right motion flicking motion, it would fire bolts of holy blue light or unholy violet light.

      Perfect for a True TriCross Knight.

      His heart raced for the coming battle.

      For the girl she would soon save.

      Since nothing, absolutely nothing raced a heart like that elven fragrance, that whiff of the sweetest of peaches and cream only moments ago in this sweet sweltering hot afternoon.

      No doubt about it.

      The elf girl of his wildest dream come true. Right now. Here in the sexy flesh …

      Amber Peaches: a lust dream come true.

      No.

      Thee one and best lust dream come true.

      And the muddy road here was a nice reminder of years ago, back when Peaches and Row got to quipping each other and their quipping got so fierce it broke out into mud wrestling that if, today their reunion broke into mud wrestling, wow, that would be so sexy amazing …

      Sniiiiiiiff.

      It smelled … surprisingly fresh. Earthy forest mud, no, soil fresh.

      The lampposts at the street corners … they were cold iron. The blackest of cold iron and forged like incredibly narrow, but tall, tulips of utter moonless midnight black.

      Ah.

      The oil lamps on top were those genie-style lamps to be wicked for the evening and wow, did they make the olive oil merchants rich.

      But … it was the genies inside that kept the mud clean. Kept their lamps lit at night, but what those genies were …

      Elf girls captured and lamped into genies due to the war between humans and demons, and well, elves were demons after all, and elves were the fully evolved form of fairies.

      Even Peaches.

      But the rumble of distant thunder that wasn’t thunder was almost louder than his own tummy rumbling for some peaches and cream pie, especially after that sexy whiff of long missed Peaches.

      (All better to tease Peaches with too.)

      ((Sure, elves should thank the Light their natural body odor, after lots of sweaty work, was so fruity nice rather than so gut-wrenching stinky like humans, you know, like him, but either way, frequenting the public baths, a necessity, human or elf.))

      (But not first date material.)

      ((Outside of certain smut rags kept hidden under the best lock and key in an undisclosed location.))

      (((Very undisclosed.)))

      Even now, the sun was still as blonde as Peaches’ waist-long hair, so no worries.

      Last they ran into each other, back before war and puberty tore them apart, her hair was ass-long but also far far messier.

      Just like back then, she styled the bangs to fountain off the sides of her head like gorgeously floppy wings, plus a floppy witch hat of rosy pink, that, of course, would hide her huuuuge but adorably pointy elf ears.

      Ears so long and pointy, that resembled a cross between kitty and fawn ears, especially how they always were moving about so expressively.

      So all in all, he wasn’t so distracted by her fine ass in a finer minidress, (and it was the ultra-short, ultra snug and stretchy kind that was like strawberry custard to the eyes, ears, and loins,) so no, in that critical moment, he didn’t walk into a wall.

      No.

      He walked into a door.

      And as the Light would have it, there was plenty of wall he could of walked into.

      The stone floors of the half-timber houses all along this block. All painted as colorfully as a field of wildflowers, but full of apples, apple blossoms, and even more apples.

      This town was called Appleharth for a reason.

      A very good reason.

      And the door he did walk into was the usual solid sturdy oak, so no worries, it took the beating well.

      Sure, there was … a crack down the middle of the door now.

      Sure. From him.

      But the door’s paint job was still spectacular.

      No clumsy clod could hope to ruin those artful swathes of banana streaks full of cherry swirls. In fact, there wasn’t even a nick to show for his clumsy moment.

      Other than a wide crack down the middle.

      And by the hinges too.

      Roo credited his snazzy cowl and mouth cloth for softening the blow. They were as pale blue as the sky … wasn’t … today.

      But they were the color of Peaches’ bright blue eyes … well, last time they ran into each other years and years ago, over a decade ago. More than a decade ago. Wait. Same thing. Okay.

      Good.

      Dazed but not confused. A door would not stop him.

      Or delay him.

      Much.

      Now one more chance or else … he’d regret it for the rest of his life.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter Two

          

          
            Peaches

          

        

      

    

    
      Totally fucking … that poster of parchment … those blocky black letters spelling WANTED …

      Oh, for the Oak of Ages … Peaches totally fucking wanted to give the middle finger to that sly sneak of a trickster the moment she spotted that parchment poster hanging all cozy and sinister and sooo much like a little black widow on those shutters behind the windowsill of those stinkier than stinky roses.

      The sky wouldn’t be the only one growling soon.

      Good thing Peaches wore her finger loop gloves snug and ready. Each was as scarlet red as she’d soon make that trickster, what’s her face, the Rouge Reapist, and even better, there were pentacles of unicorn hair woven into each palm to speed up her magic casting faster than a fox pouncing a mouse.

      Along the glove were cute heart-shaped gaps. Normally, they’d hold rosy pink hearts, each of which held a precast spell she could fling at a target for instant effect, but she ran out a while ago and seeing a human alchemist … pretty dangerous when her kind made such good ingredients to those sorts.

      But that thunder close by, not just thunder.

      The narrow street echoed the rumble and only confirmed the groan of a dire ogre coming this way.

      Strange how there weren’t any screams.

      Disturbing, in fact.

      Regular people shouldn’t be so calm around one, unless … no.

      Peaches didn’t want to think of it.

      Yet.

      It was bad enough that the pink sky, as lovely as it was, meant the coming storm would be terrible, if her father’s stories held any truth to them.

      (Big if.)

      But no telling what these half-timber houses were hiding then. So what if they were beautifully decorated with apples, apples, and more apples? Plus a flower or two.

      A chill seemed to ache her whole spine.

      A warning of danger.

      Demonic danger.

      Nearby.

      Never mind elves were technically lightspawn, a kind of demon, but of the light, so too many humans, sigh.

      Least she usually could be reborn a few more times.

      More than a few, actually.

      Nine lives, like a cat, but three already used, but least her power and beauty were upped each time, but she started out as a brand new fairy, hatching from the Oak of Ages, and had to find another compatible human girl to fuse with, eat her soul and sigh.

      No wonder some human despised demons of    all sorts.

      If her brother only had one life … if she only had one life … like these humans … sigh.

      Why Roo even understood way back when … sigh.

      But the lamppost of black iron, horribly styled like tall and narrow tulips, no, that burn to their smell, a burn like that death pepper chili that little brat Roo tricked her stupid bratty self into trying long ago (and stupid her tried it again and again and again …)

      But it was definitely cold iron.

      A quick way to a really, really awful death.

      No wonder she couldn’t pinpoint the source of demonic danger.

      No doubt it was darkspawn demons but so what?

      This was just a step toward her true dream, becoming an elf witch explorer, and discover why there’s so many ruins appearing here and there, and elves had extension records proving some of these ruins appeared without a civilization before, as if it had been moved there.

      Some even came from the future.

      Others were from the distant past. Ruins that should no longer exist.

      Ruins full of monsters.

      So today, good practice.

      Peaches made a point to keep strutting down the road without hesitation or obvious concern.

      If orcs were hunting her … letting them know she sensed something suspicious, especially as a witch with her foresense able to detect danger and ill intent toward her, well, according to her training, a big no no.

      And despite it being in the early afternoon, the shutters of all the half-timber houses were shut.

      Locked.

      Other human towns she’d been in … plenty of dumb human girls overlooked her demonic side and drooled over her looks, but here, today? Nope. Not one dumbass to brush off.

      Something was off.

      Good thing she could summon her bow and arrows of light quicker than any other elf in her generation, guy or girl. Several split seconds ahead of the best of the best guys and rapid fire better too. She could even build up plenty of blessed arrows as long as she got enough sunlight during the day, each day to build up and store more blessings for arrows for when she’d need them.

      At least if any orc managed to get too close, the stiletto heels of her thigh boots could double as slyly placed daggers.

      Alicorn style. Beauty and power came together for elf girls, so lucky her.

      And her alicorn was the high grade spiraled kind.

      Her boots were as scarlet red as she’d made those orcs.

      Normally, she had rosy pink hearts lacing them snug up her leg. They normally would hold spells she could fling off for instant magical attacks just like her gloves.

      But right now, like her gloves, they were just a bunch of heart-shaped gaps.

      At least her rosy pink minidress and witch hat were woven with silk of a spellbinder silkworm. They weren’t protective against blade and fang, or even against magic … but they both together were a huge reserve of extra magic that naturally refilled as long as she wore them enough, especially in sunlight.

      Even today.

      And to fuck with the mind of those perverted orc bastards, she went with the sluttiest minidress she could manage. Translucent silk, so the right angles, the right nude elf deluxe, he-he.

      So double the weirdness that no human guys went lusty dumbass toward her today.

      Not even the gate guards.

      Okay. Gate guards rarely did. Being a guard was all reputation and honor, not about coin. Any act tarnishing that, tarnished all the guards, and the guard loathed that.

      Plus, her rosy pink minidress had the perfect distract and destroy notch down the front. One that showed far more than the little it covered.

      Including her bra of ruby hearts.

      And her chest, buxom to the extreme.

      With only a few stretched to the breaking ruby ties down each the notches, the slutty side notches revealed more than just her tasty midriff, they revealed a good solid hint of her lace panties.

      Ruby lace.

      Orcs were rapeholic monsters, after all. She might as well use their lust smitten idiocy against them.

      Roo would so laugh and approve.

      (And leer.)

      ((Leer plenty.))

      (((Sigh. Boys.)))

      ((((But if he didn’t … her pointy tipped boots, his rear, he-he.))))

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter Three

          

          
            Roo

          

        

      

    

    
      Moving on.

      Yes, but first, Roo slipped some coin through the crack to cover repairs and then yes, time to move on.

      Savor Peaches’ wonderful peaches and cream body odor that he knew embarrassed her enough to always cherry up those pixie face cheeks of hers since sweet sweet naive childhood whenever he quipped about it.

      It was as clear as the strawberry sky, that after stopping at that stand beyond the bottom of the hill, Peaches was so headed beyond the gates looming ahead, the ones arched as high as his hopes for this future love, just beyond the pouty frown of the usual drawbridge slapped down over the wide jagged abyss that doubled as the town’s moat and was as dark as the best morning coffee.

      Even if Peaches insisted on calling it road sludge.

      No one was perfect.

      Even the perfect elf girl.

      Two town guards in brigandines and slacks, and they even had the town surcoat showing the town emblem of a branch coiled around an apple. They were collecting the entry toll and the line of folk over the bridge and well beyond … quite a line.

      Like usual.

      Roo was even nearing the bottom of the hill.

      Perfect.

      Good thing no wagon could hope to squeeze through this narrow alley (or was it a throughway?) and in their rush, ruin this most critical of moments.

      So what if every half-timber house here along this whole entire block only had one, sometimes occasionally two, floors overhanging its lowest stone one?

      It only meant it’s just one less bath needed later    once the storm struck.

      Yup.

      No awkward (but natural) let’s bath together moment either (but you never know …)

      So now focus on savoring the sight of the apples roasted beyond reproach down at the stand at the bottom of this hill, where Peaches was clearly headed to, but, lucky for him, she was more than a few loooong steps away.

      Yes.

      Enjoy eyeballing those apples carved in the stand’s wheel spokes as if his eyes could ever be bigger than his stomach.

      Yes.

      Definitely savor the sight of real roasted apple goo dripped all over the table. A table carved full of wood imprints of leafy apples. Just like the orchards beyond the gates that the two of them used to raid all the time as little obnoxious brats. And best of all, among all the rows and rows of holes …

      Only one roasted apple on a stick was left …

      Just like the time he first met her.

      Perfect.

      His thumping heart, like a countdown to the race, no, the thunder of hooves to the finish line. That clomp of hoof to cobble road elsewhere in the not so distant distance, now actually horses, that thunderous sound.

      But now, that apple cart: the best chance of a lifetime.

      And mere steps away.

      All of its apple goo, its apples roasted beyond reproach …

      No, its last apple roasted beyond reproach …

      He couldn’t help but savor the memory of his rock-paper-razors match with Peaches to determine who’d get the last roasted apple way back when, savor how despite winning the match Roo split the apple halvies because winners should always be good sports, as his old man, mother’s second husband and his second father, not by blood but still a good father, Light bless his departed soul, had always said.

      Lived by.

      Got exiled for.

      But no worries.

      Just because she had a gorgeous tall hourglass to mankind’s doom kind of figure …

      Her boots were stiletto dagger sandals declared her a potential menace to mankind. Clever girl.

      No demon hunters would take her too lightly.

      Or should.

      Her thigh boots doubled as leggings hugging legs a guy wouldn’t mind getting strangled by (if push came to shove and they wrestled like lovers should at times). Only a few choice inches of peachy thigh between her boot’s sleeves and ultra sexy short minidress too.

      To top it off, she cleverly had cut-outs of hearts up those sleeves so she definitely knew it herself too.

      That they were dark pink rather than the tradition elven green, even more clever.

      Her toes were amazing clean so definitely some cleaning curse woven into her outfit and those toenails were painted bright pink, as pink as the sky, as her minidress.

      And all pink outfit, of course, of different shades — because what elf didn’t wear green everything?

      So maybe … not an elf?

      He-he.

      Even her gloves, and as she looked toward the stand even more, Peaches fisted those gloved hands against her lust hips … enhanced by the gloves being fingerless except for a loop around the middle finger as if ready to give mankind the sassy middle finger …

      Yes Roo would, he would so … despite his boots sinking deeper. and deeper. into each stray puddle. of soggy sand. with every step forward (yes, forward). Roo forced himself to stroll — no no no, strut up to Peaches.

      Better go grab that last roasted apple.

      Now.

      Before she did.

      Before he missed the perfect moment.

      The thunder in the distance, getting louder every moment, like the perfectly timed dramatic moment in those plays Peaches loved so much to play out randomly on the spot here and there.

      Even musical scores, as odd as that sounded.

      As he got closer and closer — yikes. Her minidress it was faintly … transparent? Silk? Very. high. quality. silk.

      Ha!

      She even had a tight sash around her chest — no no, not a sash, a tight bra! Heart-shaped cups actually. A strapless bra underneath her minidress! Oh praise the Light, bright red panties and the string lace bikini sort.

      (She really knew how to tempt a guy wrong.)

      Both also faintly transparent … transparent enough to scorch his naughty cheeks hotter, naughtier than the sun.

      Ha!

      Nice try, Peaches. Seduce and slash all the way, of course.

      Roo. still. strutted up. and up. toward her.

      She turned.

      Strutted toward the last roasted apple? Shit!

      Roo dashed.

      And—

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter Four

          

          
            Peaches

          

        

      

    

    
      Peaches strutted toward that last apple quick and hungry like a kitty stalking a little trapped mousey but … she was technically on duty … no.

      Those lamps on top of those cold iron lampposts … “homes” for genied fairies. Elf girls so much like her. All to ensure they couldn’t revive and cause humanity more trouble. Lamping demons, slaving them instead of killing them for parts and … ugh.

      Just ugh.

      But that’s how humans roll. No wonder the war started, a three-way war, and she was stuck in the middle. Like a bunch of elf girls. Orcs, of course, knew this was their best chance to hunt elf girls and blame humans for the … ugliness.

      The cold iron didn’t just block her foresense ability to sense danger and locate darkspawn, it ensured no lightspawn could rescue them. The human’s terrible magic bound them to their fate, for now, and the cold iron ensured her arrows of light wouldn’t do the trick. Her bolts couldn’t harm the cold iron that those lampposts were made of.

      It shielded the bronze lamps too.

      And it all (almost) made her want to smack Roo for being so clueless.

      For her being so clueless to befriend one of those monsters.

      Those humans even chopped down an Oak of Ages sproutling, the only kind of trees fairies can be raised in. A sproutling, only grew once in a few millennia and with so few Oaks of Ages left …

      And it wasn’t some ignorant peasant, no, but one of their High Beloved Asshole Kings.

      Of course, her side mission today … eliminate the new local exorcist … simple but … just a step toward her true dream.

      And every explorer needed a team of good and reliable companions.

      Time to earn the reputation needed to build a good team.

      But an apple … roasted so gooey and sweet …

      Really Peaches … she could so get her ass lamped and genied to some asshole but …

      As long as she shared it with Sunshine, no one would ever know. Sunshine wouldn’t tattle, especially not if she got her share — he-he.

      Worse came to worse, what happen within these town walls stayed within these town walls. The muddy mucky roads could take the blame

      They took plenty of garbage.

      And truth be told, Sunshine couldn’t summon her bow and arrows of light as quickly as Peaches, or even fire as many arrows as quick or in total as Peaches, but Sunshine could strike plenty of tricky targets that Peaches would struggle with, at distance she barely could hope to reach.

      If only Sunshine herself would realize it herself.

      Just like how she was as gorgeous as Peaches. Plenty of guys wanted her affection. Just because her complexion was a touch paler than a crisp peach pie, and she was a couple inches shorter than Peaches but a few inches larger in the chest, and really, Sunshine didn’t need to comb a bang of her long sunny hair over her right eye but … sigh.

      Sunshine should already be waiting outside this town, lucky her, since Peaches not only taught Sunshine the silly game of rock-paper-razors that they used to decide who’d do what this time around — fist was rock and, open palm was paper, and razors was two fingers out — and rock beat razors, razors beat paper, and paper beat rock — and the sneaky alternating between 1 then 2 then 3 and go … Peaches purposely let Sunshine win this time. Let her win a few times. Gain some confidence.

      Then one day … at a critical match … he-he.

      Just bringing back a bit of roasted apple for Sunshine … making Sunshine pout in annoyed regret for winning … he-he.

      She was so cute when she pouted.

      Peaches had more than a few spare pennies in her purse within her secret bra pouch. Snitching pennies from the human enemy … so much easier than earning them properly … and technically, part of her duty against … sigh.

      If only those stupid darkspawn demons would team up with their lightspawn counterparts rather than ugh, the stupid.

      It hurt, but so what?

      She would so buy more than one apple, but it looked like there was only one left.

      Thank the Oak of Ages the local exorcist knight hadn’t showed up yet. She would so have to … you know … if he did … and her heart fluttered … as much as she trained for it … actually killing a human … she hadn’t.

      Yet.

      As much as the human deserved it. Her skills had only targeted darkspawn like orcs, ogres, and worse. Human would consider her a hero if they hadn’t declared war on all demons, just darkspawn.

      But whether the exorcist knight discovered her first or not … she would end him. She had to.

      So the darkspawn could take out this town. Force the human forces to shift their attention away from her own home.

      It was her duty, after all, and she wanted to live on.

      Especially not as some lousy genie girl.

      But if she failed … no, her heart raced waaay too fast but no, she didn’t want to be a genie.

      Ever.

      Rebirth was … wow, was it painful, dying hurt too, but … okay.

      War was war, and she couldn’t exactly hate humans for figuring out a way around demonic revivals, could she?

      Okay.

      Maybe a little.

      She’d no doubt spill everything she knew, no matter how much she was now determined not to, all because … no no.

      That whole, it’s not “human” so killing “it” was okay.

      Even Peaches.

      Or Sunshine.

      Peaches grind her teeth, hiding it the best she could, and strutted up to the apple cart.

      One little apple couldn’t do that much harm, could it?

      Nope.

      Time to snatch it quick. So a quick snazzy turn and …

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter Five

          

          
            Roo

          

        

      

    

    
      Wow. zer.

      Roo couldn’t help but grin at how his heart thumped louder than any thunder in the distance. The front of Peaches, of Peaches’ dress … wow … her peaches sweet smell smothered his whole brain at the sight of … that … sweeter to the eyes than any mere roasted apple on a stick and sticker to his gaze than any apple goo to his touch.

      Just … wow.

      Her few inches of height on him, plus stiletto sandals of dark dark pink heaven, even gave him the perfect angle too.

      To gaze down upon the front of her form-fitting minidress … as minidress that had a very wide, very suggestive notch down to her slim sexy waist.

      And let’s just say she was slim in the right places and superfat in the best places.

      Ripe was the right word for her.

      (Maybe those smut rags with the gorgeously horny elf girls weren’t complete fantasy after all.)

      The rumble of the pink sky might as well be his lust bursting to the seams.

      Because underneath the minidress, wow, a bright red strapless bra, its heart-shaped cups stretched to the boobilicous breaking that … that …

      (Elf girl porn came to mind for some reason.)

      Wait. Her outfit. Silk.

      More than slightly transparent.

      Way more.

      At the right angle.

      His angle.

      And he was at the right angle … cherry nipple round delights … and down between those breasts of …

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter Six

          

          
            Peaches

          

        

      

    

    
      Sure, Peaches knew these kinds of half-timber houses were rarely in the ruins she wanted to explore, but some of the weirdness ruins had obvious human remains in places that no human explorer could of reached …

      And Sunshine did want the duty to stay outside the town all to feather the asshole just in case the exorcist ran.

      (Which he probably would once he knew he was outnumbered two to one.)

      (Or she. Hopefully the exorcist was a she.)

      (Then she would sooo die.)

      (But then Peaches couldn’t test her strength stealing seduction abilities.)

      The lucky elf girl who did strike down that exorcist monster of a human, the elf girl who proved she wasn’t weak-willed and had that killer instinct, she would be one one big step closer to genuine witch training and a break from front line duties like this, duties elf men should do but … there weren’t enough men … to spare anymore.

      Elves did have to win the war soon.

      Or else.

      Oh how Peaches wished she could go back home, to the forest cities, where fresh air was really fresh and planty from all the various trees from pitched pines and redwoods to maples and even the blackest of black oaks. Just all around nicer.

      But no.

      Duty called, even for elf girls like herself by now — especially for elf girls by now. It was their kind of elf, if the war was lost, who would survive, but only as genies, devoted slaves to mankind, all because human men were sooo perverted that …

      Sigh.

      All elven men would be all slaughtered if elves lost the war. Rest of their men. Too many of them were already dead or else young elf girls like herself would never be called up to serve the front-line duties like this.

      A quick certain death for the rest of their men but elf girls like her … especially like her …

      So what if elf girls were also prime monster bait? Better to bait those hungry assholes into ambushes.

      Sigh.

      Roo had even nicknamed her Bait back then.

      (Asshole.)

      Time to test her strength stealing seduction abilities and ?!?!?!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter Seven

          

          
            Roo

          

        

      

    

    
      Okay okay, bestill his dick.

      No. His heart. Yes. His heart. Roo knew. Louder than the thunder in the distance. Okay, not so much in the distance. Not thunder. No. Never mind.

      Those apples were heaven to the nose, like that scent after Peaches’ namesake, yet …

      Her breasts were a heavenly bounty to the eyes and loins. Even under (slightly transparent, okay more than slightly Ms Femme Fatale) minidress of candy pink and bright candy red bra that … that …

      So … close …

      It was … his trouser dagger he wanted to put in her.

      “Roo?” Peaches said, “Haven’t seen you in a leering long time and … sigh, you did promise a rock-paper-razors rematch one day …”

      Her finger under his chin? Soooo soft and — ack!

      And up.

      (Ouch. His neck. Elves were crazy strong.)

      (Oh yeah, she slipped in “one” already. Sly girl.)

      But now they were face to face.

      Hers was a lovely (grimacing) baby beautiful face framed by wedged loooong bangs of sunny hair. Breath so friendly warm and peachy, just like years ago, when⁠—

      Ah.

      Then like now, their hands both had grabbed the stick of the last roasted apple at the same time.

      Sneaky.

      Perfect.

      (Good job hand!)

      “Still peach pie breathed but …” Roo said, “Remember how much I teased you over it?”

      “Yeah,” Peaches said, “Better for monsters to munch me over.”

      “That why I called you Bait,” he said.

      That irked gaze of hers with a playful grimace, no doubt she’ll play razors again, so to double those scissor odds, Roo reached flirty for her hand by his chin.

      Ah!

      She jerked it away just in time. And that pout — perfect!

      “I so hated that nickname,” she said.

      Roo smiled back. “But it got me to promise to go badass wizard and protect you two.”

      She fisted her hand and lightly punched the side of her now cocked hips, just like her other hand, and jutted her hips forward flirty, as if posing proudly as prime monster food, which elf girls were notoriously were, in fact.

      “After I smacked you silly,” Peaches said and grimaced.

      Again.

      Definitely caught his sly “two”. Now for her “three” and “go”.

      “After you lost our rock-paper-razors game,” Asher said, “Ms Elf Champion of Rock-Paper-Razors.”

      “Sheesh,” Peaches said, “You never change. Only get worse. You can’t protect me if you’re too busy ogling my chest. Three’s even monsters with ogle worthy chests.”

      Said while perking her ample chest amplefully forward as if emphasizing none of that chest was fakefully enhanced by her bra or its heart-shaped cups.

      She even giggled sinister. “Maybe I’m one of them now.”

      Thunder rumbled in the distance for that perfect dramatic effect Peaches always loved. No doubt with her superior elf girl hearing and her knowledge of his own lesser human hearing she simply timed perfectly.

      Just because she hid those adorable ears within her hair and witch hat … he just knew she was perking them up right now.

      Because that strawberry sweet smile of hers did reach those big blue eyes.

      A real smile.

      “Yeah,” he said, “You’re right. Lightspawn elf girl. Very dangerous. But I would so let you eat me.”

      “I know,” Peaches said, “But who said I’d eat you … that way.”

      Huh? Wha … she tickled his chin and — ah!

      “See?” Peaches said, “Elves can do sexual innuendo too.”

      And she flicked her hair for flirty emphasis.

      Revealing her ears.

      (Perked up as expected.)

      The cool breeze of peaches and cream raced his heart so — rock to win but razors it was.

      For a second game.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter Eight

          

          
            Peaches

          

        

      

    

    
      Peaches felt lighter than a squirrel racing through the trees. The hot breeze warming her up for her first … you know.

      The thunder of darkspawn was like the thunder of success.

      Shaking her insides like the day the sproutling of an Oak of Ages was cut down. Her whole body shivered unmoving, yet tighter than any rope haling up another boulder for a catapult.

      Now that they were so close, she could even smell, underneath that drunkenly wonderful sweet apple smell, Roo’s pig that wasn’t a pig scent that even orcs joked crudely about, not that Peaches savored anything orc but, maybe, they did have a point, not that she would eat Roo but … that tricross on his chest.

      Roo would understand, right?

      Why else was he wearing … that? Right?

      She curled her toes. She had to.

      Seduce and slash.

      Or else her home … gulp.

      Everyone was counting on her.

      Failure, not an option.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter Nine

          

          
            Roo

          

        

      

    

    
      Roo didn’t miss how the thunder in the distance didn’t cover the sudden murmurs of the people nearby. Even from the gates.

      They must of seen her donkey elf ears.

      Curse his luck. His duty … why’d she reveal herself like that?

      Her flick ruined how her hair covered them too.

      And honestly, he shouldn’t expect everyone to savor how her lips were the same sweet strawberry as the sky.

      Even the hawker behind the apple cart gagged and shuffled back, the penny for his last precious apple clearly not worth the risk of confronting an enemy elf girl over, and the legends of their archery magic was … legendary.

      Nasty.

      Very explosive nasty.

      They could summon a bow and arrows of pure powerful light to shot and boom their targets very dead vaporized bits.

      No doubt Peaches perfected it, but still … she wasn’t even on guard.

      Yet.

      Perfect.

      Without looking Roo flipped a penny toward the hawker, who caught it quick and dashed away.

      No telling when backup would show up, insist Roo do his duty and lamp her sexy ass as the WANTED poster behind her proclaimed was … sigh.

      She even earned herself a bounty … wow.

      His heart racing …

      Peaches and Roo still both held the gooey stick with the apple. No doubt she hoped he’d “accidentally” release it and lose by default.

      At this rate, she might win that way.

      Okay.

      Time to try changing the topic a touch.

      Try to be clever despite his treacherous eyes savoring her amazing breasts from the corner of his gaze as much as his treacherous nose savored her peachy smell.

      Okay. okay. Idea. Forming.

      (Can’t make this moment stretch too long or else it might break.)

      “Wonders never cease,” Roo said, “But truth be told, you’d make the most awesome⁠—”

      She tsked. “I’m already awesome.”

      She even folded her arms over her chest. That annoyed her? Wow. Why? He couldn’t help but enjoy how her forearms lifted that amazing boobage of hers.

      “Riiight …” Roo said, “I will be too. Together we’ll⁠—”

      “Together?” Peaches said, “How many elves are fighting on your side? Free elves?”

      That razor gaze of hers getting sharper — stark blue electric bolts ready to fry him good. Better than the thunder rumbling in the distance. She was definitely about to play razors.

      Perfect.

      “Elves burning humans alive,” Roo said, “And the whole reborn if you die thing … it’s an ugly solution to an ugly problem. The best would be⁠—”

      “The best would be if humans just died,” Peaches said.

      “Die?” Roo said, “Why … what happened to you?”

      “The Oak of Ages happened to me,” she said, “You humans burned so many down and … it hurts. Literally. And getting reborn isn’t as … nice as it sounds. It … hurts. Dying hurts. I’m on my fourth life. Already. So please. Just die for me. Okay? You said you would. Sort of. Right?”

      Roo … gulped. His heart … like it was staked with ice.

      An icicle.

      “My clan,” he said, “You know what happened to them?”

      Roo never liked thinking of them but …

      “Why should I?” she said, “They betrayed us like⁠—”

      “They died to protect your precious stupid tree!” he said, “I’m … I’m all that’s left. Except my mom. All because … you don’t care, do you? All this time you elves …”

      That jolted her good. Her big blue eyes finally seemed as hurt as he was.

      “Oh Roo,” Peaches said, “I’m sure you believe⁠—”

      “What about the treaty?” he said, “My clan died protecting your tree yet … your side still attack Vorshaya Village. Ruined it beyond …”

      Roo gulped.

      Again.

      “I thought …” he said.

      “You thought wrong,” Peaches said, “I⁠—”

      “Just another light-obsessed murderous freak now,” he said, and did the best not to let his voice crack.

      “Wait” she said, “Wha⁠—”

      “You heard me,” he said, “Burning humans like tinder all for purity bullshit. And it’s bullshit. How many people have you burned? Killed? Over your Lightful⁠—”

      That got him a scornful pout.

      “None!” she said, “I mean, you’ll be the first and I won’t — no, I … wait, burn? I … since when did elves go around burning anything? We protect⁠—”

      “Not with plants,” Roo said, “With those fell light powers.”

      And Roo knew what he had to do.

      Even if it broke his heart to do it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter Ten

          

          
            Peaches

          

        

      

    

    
      Peaches couldn’t help but huff at Roo and his stupid … his stupid, how much it hurt, his stupid stupid stupid!

      Good thing she had alicorn dagger stilettos. His dragon scale was no match for those babies. Her seduce and steal ability was still going strong, and wow, she felt stronger than a furious grizzly.

      The legendary Vorshaya bursts of power, speed, and senses, not merely legendary, after all.

      He was no average exorcist knight.

      Defeating Roo here and now would earn her more than just a few tickles of the ear.

      But her surroundings, the stick in her hand, with its apple goo, and no, the sweet fumes weren’t making her drunk, but good thing she didn’t have it.

      Yet.

      Eat cooked fruits and hello drunk elf and then genie time, and Roo there was sooo eager to genie her now.

      Good.

      Enough of his stupid … stupid.

      For old time’s sake, she’d finish this stupid game but then …

      Everyone knew the Vorshaya Clan was the one to burn the Oak of Ages and got wiped out for their crime. If the elves hadn’t trusted them, had gotten there sooner, but …

      “Darkspawn,” Peaches said, “I’ve only burned darkspawn. So far. Really. This is my first human hunt and⁠—”

      “I’m your target,” he said.

      “Yes,” she said, “if only it wasn’t you then⁠—”

      “Then,” he said, “You could go evil demon girl without guilt?”

      “Evil?” she said, “You think I’m evil now.”

      “What you’re doing is,” he said.

      “You know what I’m doing?” she said.

      “Going full fell lightspawn,” he said, “And …”

      But this time. she gulped. Her seduce and steal … the more time the better but her foresense detected coming danger … it was pricking up her hackles more and more.

      And maybe … not just from darkspawn.
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            Roo

          

        

      

    

    
      Roo couldn’t help but gulp again. Peaches and her peaches and cream scent was so seducing, but the way she changed since they last met …

      The half-timber houses echoed the murmurs of the crowd. The mud, if they wrestled in it, she’d no doubt really try to strangle him dead, and no one would jump in this time.

      Then again, this was his job.

      His duty to stop her madness.

      The madness of the fallen light.

      Peaches even huffed haughtier than warlord witch.

      “Now my light powers are fell?” she said, “Am I really …”

      With a tsk she even flicked her hair again for ditzy emphasis, without the slightest worry she’d be mistaken for a ditz.

      Roo couldn’t bring himself to grin stupid this time.

      But this would certainly be the center of gossip in Appleharth for a while, and that he blabbed so much about his past to some stray enemy elf girl …

      The murmurs from the crowd nearby got louder and louder. As far away as the half-timber houses and muddy road allowed them, but the crowd still gave them plenty of space for the incoming fight.

      In fact, they were already throwing bets for how much it would take to repair the half-timber houses, the painting jobs on them, and betting on the kinds of damage that would be inflicted on house, cart, and road, but …

      Okay, not so much wondering, they knew why, it was fucking obvious, but so what if everyone here was a bit disappointed and annoyed?

      Her movement sent a good cool breeze of peaches and cream right at his face, raced his heart so — but he didn’t let go of the stick with the apple.

      As stupid as it sounded, let’s end this the right way.

      “Yup,” Roo said, “A warlord witch wannabe, a mere third rate, since, even you admitted that any skilled witch needs to see all possibilities. even one she didn’t like.”

      This time he scratched his chin. Ready for that final “go.”

      Since a true slowpoke would lose by default.

      Peaches pouted almost growly but also jolted shocked.

      “Hmmmm,” she said, “Now I’m a third rate witch for not⁠—”

      “I’m alive,” he said, “Despite an oath bound on my clan, that if broken, would of killed me too. On top of which the counter oath would of killed all the forest elves, which, when they betrayed their oath …”

      Peaches scowled. “I …”

      “Your first death,” he said, “Was shared by all forest elves, right?”

      “That was from the Oak of    …” Peaches said, “Don’t shake you head at me!”

      “Then how did the Vorshaya Clan,” he said, “Avoid complete⁠—”

      “I don’t know!” she said, “But I’m sure that⁠—”

      “Faith of the Fallen Light,” he said, “Arguments and facts don’t matter. Just whatever some dumb light said.”

      “You’re dumb for believing that nonsense,” she said, “I can’t believe you’d go—” Peaches played paper. Roo played razors. “—and and and … shit.”

      She really slumped. As if she was about to lose her life and couldn’t do anything about it.

      She grimaced. “And your mother knew ways to … adjust oath bonds, right?”

      “She studied oath bonds,” he said, “But not … exactly.”

      “Not exactly. Really,” Peaches said and grimaced even more.

      His mother didn’t exactly want him to blab out her research results to anyone, let alone a potential enemy, but …

      “Erasing the bond,” he said, “Requires … an awful lot more power than anyone involved in the bond. Given how powerful my clan was … I’m not sure there’s anyone anywhere powerful enough. Just as importantly. The technique, well, isn’t something just anyone can do. Really. I shouldn’t of told you that much but⁠—”

      “I’m really supposed to believe that?” she said, “If it can be changed then …”

      Roo bit the apple.

      “Who changed it?” he said, “Obviously not the Vorshaya Clan, or are you accusing the Vorshaya Clan of being stupid beyond words too?”

      “Well …” Peaches said, and slumped again.

      He tickled her chin. “You want to find out the truth now?”

      She jumped with a gasp. “I …” she said, “You know the truth?”

      She even gulped. “I … the elders insisted you humans lie like …”

      He grimaced. “Really … listen to yourself. It’s like your whole childhood⁠—”

      “Okay okay!” Peaches said, “But … my home. It’s … if darkspawn don’t destroy it humans will now and …”

      She gulped. Perked up.

      “You promised …” she said, “Back then …”

      “Yup,” he said, “Protect you with my life. So first, let’s crush that vampire bitch what’s her face, that warlord witch Camilla something or other.”

      “Camilla Reaps,” Peaches said, “And her little sicko sister Rouge Reapist, but the stampede of darkspawn, this town … what I have done …”

      Roo grimaced, yet chuckled too.

      “Baited them into a trap,” he said, “I’m not the only exorcist knight here — or badass ready to — oh, and don’t move.”

      The shock on Peaches’ face was priceless.

      Her huff. Biting her half of the apple.

      “I demand a rematch,” she said, “If you win, then … I’ll acknowledge the possibility that  … the elves are really wrong and … but if I win …”

      She gulped. “You let me go and — AH!”

      Roo couldn’t help but smile sneaky this time.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter Twelve

          

          
            Peaches

          

        

      

    

    
      Peaches yelped at the sting scolding the nap between her shoulder blades.

      It scolded her worse than any elder at her human jokes, or the whippings from her daring to ask the wrong question to her teachers, or or or — wait.

      That all-too-familiar stink of cherries. A musk so despicable, yet so much like an elf girl’s … but not.

      Underneath the strong smell of the roasted apple. Under the scolding hot stink of the cold iron nearby.

      And that hint of vanilla stink.

      It couldn’t be … her archrival the Ruby Reaper.

      She must of revived already. That orc bitch. An orcubus as dumbasses called them. Because they had the beautiful build of elf girls, complete with smell and nice complexion, except their skin blue, red, green, or other orc colors, and they had huge pig ears and an upright piglet nose.

      Unlike orc guys. Like deformed warthog trolls and those bastards … nonono.

      Focus.

      If Roo went to the Dark … nonono.

      The sun was behind her. The shadows on the ground … someone was behind her now. Going by the time of day and the shadow … that orc bitch was behind her. Digging one of her arrows into Peaches’ back.

      And that evil smirk on Roo’s face. His awfully handsome green eyes.

      “You’re …” Peaches said, “You sold your soul to the Ruby Reaper? Her? Of all the horrible darkspawn out there …”

      A sultry giggle behind her confirmed her worst fear was true.

      “Not quite,” Ruby said, “I’m his familiar. A very devoted one. You heard of the golden bond?”

      “Golden …” Peaches said, and gasped.

      It had to be voluntary. In a real sense. but that didn’t make sense. An orc truly volunteering to … that. To accept a magical bond that created artificial feelings of devoted loyalty, to downright love, toward their master, but not a brainless sort of devotion but but but …

      “Vengeance against Camilla,” Ruby said, “For wiping out my clan, and … other things. You don’t need to know.”

      Peaches gulped. “How …”

      “Roo saved me,” Ruby said, “First time anyone did, and even more, he didn’t demand anything in return.”

      “That’s … like him,” Peaches said, “But … rescue you? You’re darkspawn that needs to die and⁠—”

      Roo tsked. “Peaches Peaches Peaches⁠—”

      “Okay okay,” Peaches said, “I know what you’re going to say.”

      “Good,” he said, “Then tell me.”

      Peaches huffed. “Get this arrow off my back and⁠—”

      Ruby laughed. The pain in Peaches back get sharper.

      Peaches whimpered.    Raised her hands.

      “What are you going to do to me?” she said, and knew it was over for her. Roo won this round. Her best bet was going familiar, not genie, since the golden contract didn’t have to be for life, and despite all those artificial feelings, any familiar could still make their own choices, defy their master.

      Roo sighed. “So … genie or familiar?”

      Peaches kicked his ankle.

      He yelped.

      Then she did. When Ruby pricked her back even harder.

      “No no, Ruby,” Roo said, “Peaches always had a bit of a temper.”

      “She came here to kill you,” Ruby said, “I’m not so keen on letting her walk free. I’ve fought her enough to know she shouldn’t be underestimated.”

      Peaches smirked this time. “See? Not a third-rate witch.”

      If only elf guys didn’t think that too. At least Ruby wasn’t in the running, even if more than a few elf guy s say it was too bad she was a n orcubus rather than an elf … snagging Roo for the elven cause …

      “Ouch!” Peaches said, her back hurting from another prick.

      Ruby sighed. So sultry stupid    too. That slut.

      “Not much of a friend, Amber,” Ruby said,

      Peaches growled.

      But Roo jumped in.

      “She’s right,” Roo said, “Sorry, Peaches. if we were really friends, you would of⁠—”

      “Would of what?” Peaches said, “An explanation? A chance?”

      “Yeah,” Roo said, “Exactly. Like what I gave you every time you⁠—”

      Peaches slapped him.

      It was louder than … his face was hard and not so red but … not bleeding or …

      “You’re alive,” she said, “I played with you. You think I would play with just any human. Sheesh. How arrogant can you be? I let you touch me! I talked with you! How many elf girls would deem you worthy of any of that?!”

      Ruby chuckled. Too sultry again.

      “She has a point,” Ruby said, “Elf girls are all looks.”

      Roo even did some cockeyed grimace smirk thing.

      “I know,” he said, “You think I’d be so charmingly friendly to just any elf girl? I’ll killed my fair share of them. Just like I’ve killed my fair share of orcs.”

      That jolted Peaches.

      “How … how many?” she said.

      “Lost count,” he said, “Plenty of elf men too, but not that recently. I haven’t seen many elf men⁠—”

      “Because they’re all almost …” Peaches said, “I mean, there’s so few left. We’re … dying out. I … I wouldn’t even be out here, on the front lines, if … if … well …”

      What sting her the most was … even now … elf men scorned her for …

      “Elf men scorn you, still,” Roo said.

      Peaches slumped. “Yeah. I’m only good enough for humans. One human.”

      “But I’m not good enough for you,” Roo said, and with a sad grimace.

      “I … I didn’t say that,” she said, “I …”

      “Treat me like elf men treat you?” Roo said.

      “That’s a sucker punch,” Peaches said, “And you know it. I have    a reputation to uphold. I can’t be too slutty for a human or else …”

      “Or else?” Roo said, “Go slutty to trap darkspawn, but no sexy goodness for a human you actually like?”

      “I …” Peaches said, “Okay okay. I … like you. A lot. Really. it’s just … so few elves left and …”

      “And it’s their own fault,” Roo said.

      Peaches cried, “What?!?”

      “Elf men are too picky,” he said, “They’d rather let their kind go extinct than⁠—”

      Peaches pecked his lips. They didn’t taste … bad either.

      “There,” she said, “No hope of an elf guy for me now. Ever. Happy?”

      “You want some angry sex now?” he said.

      Peaches laughed. Lowered her hands.

      “Fine,” she said “If that’s … wait. Marry me first. Unless you … you slept with Ruby, didn’t you?”

      “Not yet,” Roo said, “And⁠—”

      Peaches sighed. “Okay okay. Not fair. I’ve seen your smut collection and sheesh, okay, I’ll go slutty elf girl for you, and just you, but I’m not doing any girl on girl stuff with Ruby, no matter how much you beg me to.”

      “That’s …” Roo said, “Agreed.”

      His smile … so stupid happy, but she couldn’t help but … smile back too.
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            Roo

          

        

      

    

    
      Roo thankfully recognized the next hill.

      Yup.

      That hill, like the tallest mountain of a frown always plastered on the ancient face of Bishop Halgert.

      You’d think it was a natural Light-blessed monument to the guy, complete with pothole recesses and stone wart bumps, but no one in their right mind make a monument to that scarecrow wannabe and encourage him to go more eccentric than he already was.

      Eccentric as in keeping a crow’s nest in his hair. Complete with crows.

      (Why … let’s not go there.)

      But … long story super short, years ago Roo himself ended up with a hairdo that was basically a crow’s nest, complete with crow named Raz.

      A talking crow.

      Never mind Raz also had the bluest of long jackets, plus a blue minstrel hat with tiny dove feather. Sure, he claimed it’s was the rarest of the rare, a white crow feather but … okay, not going there.

      Well, actually, right now, he’s a snoozing crow. On Roo’s head.

      And Roo’s hair was utterly black. As black as Raz. No.

      Blacker.

      But so what?

      Sure, the chapel was on top of that hill, twin oak doors wide open for the usual safety of sacred ground against darkspawn, and sure, despite whatever Bishop Halgert insisted, the chapel looked so much like a pair of stone breasts with pointy spear nipples that it always put a naughty smirk on Roo’s face.

      Especially today.

      With Peaches on one side and Ruby on the other. Least Peaches fixed up her outfit so that her elf ears were hidden again and she could pass as the most drop dead gorgeous blonde girl any human dared lay eyes on.

      But Ruby, not so much.

      Her skin was a beautiful bright red, naturally very incredibly red, and even with a cowl, she had huuuuge (but kinda adorable) pig ears and long with a button of a piglet nose … so chance of hiding the fact she was a drop dead gorgeous orcubus.

      Her black leather miniskirt and bra top left little to the imagination, and honestly, he couldn’t bring himself to request her to dress more modestly since she was clearly too eager to mess with me and do the opposite.

      The fact she even trimmed her long lush black hair so that it hung over her right shoulder, and more than enough to cover some of her buxom chest, yup, definitely a step in the right direction so better not risk backtracking by request more coverage.

      At least her top had snazzy puffed shoulders, and her cold iron arm guards had the same perks as his own. An extendable shield from one and a little bow strung with magic on the other.

      Because her wicked foldable bow and quiver of cold iron arrows. A quiver that held more arrows than it looked.

      Way more.

      But unlike Peaches, Ruby went with regular black thigh boots, with very shallow heels.

      Very shallow.

      No need to enhance that fine ass of hers.

      Okay. Good.

      Now to convince Bishop Halgert to marry Roo to Peaches and⁠—

      “What in Good Lightful Heaven are you doing, Rowan Dulca Vorshaya?” Bishop Halgert said, and coming up from behind them, of course, “There’s demon spawn in the city and …”

      They all turned around.

      Roo side-hugged his demon girls.

      “I’m distracting these first two,” he said.

      Bishop Hagert snorted. “I can see that, but I contest who is being distracted.”

      Ruby flicked her hair? “Do you do harem marriages?” she said.

      That got an angry sputter out of the bishop.

      “No!” he said, “Since you’re going to live in sin, there’s no need to get it blessed, and no, I am not welcoming any demon spawn onto sacred grounds. Most of the town has evacuated onto them, except for a certain lot that happened to be gambling on sinful behavior. Now good day. Try not to die too horribly by their hands but⁠—”

      “Waitwaitwait,” Roo said, “Ruby was joking, right Ruby? She’s my familiar, you see, not a, well, and⁠—”

      Ruby heaved her chest out. “I dress exactly like he asked me, right Master?”

      With that sultry pity smile and how she even slung an arm snug around his waist. Side-hugged him so smooch sultry with a light orgasmic sigh …

      “I’m surprised he hasn’t bedded me yet,” she said, “But now I know why, so please, Mr Priest, make our future orclings legit.”

      Peaches … was just staying silent, but raging.

      Arms over her chest raging. They’d so be frenemies if they hadn’t been enemies on opposite side of a war, and now, okay, Roo needed to⁠—

      Bishop Hagert shook his head.

      “Choose one,” he said, “And I hate to say this, but I recommend the lady that wants you more, which is clearly this … orcupus.”

      “Ooo,” Ruby said, “Orcupussy. I liiike that.”

      Then Ruby purred so sultry that … oh dear …

      Bishop Hagert and his perpetual frown got even more frowny.

      Peaches was so going to kill Ruby. Again. Roo just knew it. Thank, well, familiar got to revive as much as they could, as long as their mind was intact when they died and their master was alive as well.

      But still … time to prevent another death match.

      Roo slipped his hands around both girls’ waists. Gave them the warm side-hug they both (probably) wanted.

      “To keep the peace,” he said, “Just a few words. Please? They do say marriage is its own hell, and you’ve always said I’m going to hell so …”

      Bishop tsked. “That is not what I meant, but … I am half a mind to, yes, married to demon spawn harlots is better than the alternative.”

      Peaches tsked this time. “Alternative?”

      The glare the bishop gave her … sigh, Roo really hoped Peaches kept her mouth shut here. She knew how the bishop was. His obsessions were just part of church life, but despite his harsh words he never acted out on them physically. Unlike other church whatevers elsewhere that, had Roo not been such a … reliable exorcist knight well. Let’s not think about it. For now. Like his second old man would say, live and let live or else⁠—

      Bishop huffed very loudly.

      “Yes,” he said, “Alternative.”

      The second word he said with such scorn … please, Peaches, take the victory of a legit marriage. It’s the best they’d get, and an actual real ceremony can be held later, like say, after the darkspawn stampede she led this way was dealt with.

      “Fine,” Peaches said, “I’m⁠—”

      “Amber Juliet Peaches,” Bishop Hagert said, “and …”

      “Ruby Grinfanger,” Ruby said, smirking far too content with herself, but Roo wasn’t complaining. He just … okay. Had she not ambushed him with the idea at the right moment, he might of objected but sigh, better a girl with brains and the will to use them then a bimbo brained one.

      “You both take Rowan Dulca Vorshaya,” Bishop Hagert said, “As your duly wedded husband and versa versa. That’s all you’re going to get. Now the three of you are married. Get out of here, and deal with that horde of darkspawn coming this way. If anyone is hurt because of what you did, Amber, I see to it personally you are burned at the stake properly, so you do not revive. This is really too much. Even for you.”

      Roo gasped. “What? Since when did you threaten
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