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Book 2

Hild


Chapter 6


Thome woke up with what felt like a blinding
headache. He wasn’t sure if the room was too bright or pitch black.
His head throbbed and he groaned as he tried to sit up.

“You’re alive. Good.”

Trying to speak was more painful than sitting
up. Thome just groaned again.

“I’m not surprised you’re in
pain,” said Beka’s now-familiar voice. “Sit up. I have something
that will help you.”

He wondered if the help would be welcome
death. 

Beka slipped an arm under his shoulders and,
showing surprising strength, lifted him up to a sitting position.
He complained the entire journey. Then he found a cup pressed to
his lips and was forced to drink or drown.

The drink was bitter at first and then
incredibly sweet, but he gulped it down. By the time it was gone,
his headache had disappeared along with all the other body aches he
hadn’t realized he had.

“What was in that?” he marveled at
Beka.

She smiled charmingly at him. “It’s better you
don’t know.”

He wasn’t sure if she was teasing him or if it
was truly better that he didn’t know.

“What happened?” he
asked.

“I saved your life.
Again.” 

“That seems to be a theme for me.”
The memories of what had happened rushed back to him. “The
children! Hild!”

Beka gave a reassuring gesture to him.
“They’re fine. A little banged around, but no worse than rough play
for rambunctious waifs. Hild and Amella were stunned but you took
the brunt of it on your back. Hild carried you back
here.”

He groaned but wasn’t sure why. Everything was
fine…except for the situation he was in.

“It’s good they all survived, but
why would a brown drake attack the village?” he pondered
aloud.

“You tell me. You’re the knight
and protector of humanity.”

“Right. Except I’ve never heard of
a drake attacking a village or any established settlement. Maybe a
lone farmer’s shack or cabin, but…they’re ambush predators.” He
thought back to the attack. Beka brought him a wooden cup. “More
potion?” he asked her.

“Just mulled wine.”

He sipped it. The wine warmed his body against
the chill in the stone cabin. “How long have I been
out?”

“Just since yesterday.”

“I have an unsettling thought,” he
pondered aloud.

The door slammed open and Hild barged in. “Has
he died yet?” the half-orc demanded of Beka. 

The healer just pointed at Thome sitting up in
the bed. Quickly taking stock of himself, Thome realized that he
was wearing pants if nothing else. His boots and shirt and armor
were gone. Again.

“Ha!” the blacksmith cried out and crossed the room in two
quick steps before grabbing the knight in a bone-crushing hug.
“Good to see you alive! We showed that drake not to
fuck with us!”

“Yes,” he wheezed out, unable to
breathe because of her massive muscles. She was dressed in slightly
warmer clothes but he was unsettled that he was mostly naked in
front of two women he had recently had sex with. There was no way
this was going to end well.

“Please, Hild, don’t crush him to
death. I’ve brought him back from the brink twice now.” Beka placed
a hand on the half-orc’s shoulder.

“Right. Forgot. Sorry.” Hild
released Thome who slumped to the bed. Despite having nearly died
fighting a brown drake, Thome felt rather well. “Amella sends her
thanks for savin’ her kiddos. I’m sure she’ll be by sometime
soon.”

“Why are you here, Hild?” Beka
prompted the smith.

“Right. Well, first to check in on
our protected. He’s alive. Good. Second, to send Amella’s message.
Done. Good. Third, to ask what you want done with your armor,
Thome.” She grinned at him, her large lips curling around her
prominent lower incisors.

He winced. “Is the cuirass ruined?”

Hild gave him a wink and a wave of
her hand. “Nah. Some impact damage on the back, but nothin’ I can’t
fix. This time it’s on the house. Just a thanks for not
lettin’ the drake rampage through the
village.”

“Hmm. Thank you. But I’ve been
thinking about that?”

“The cuirass? Don’t worry about
it! I’ll make it like new!”

“I meant the
drake.”

Hild just waved aside his concern. “Don’t
worry about that beast. I already dragged the remains out of the
village.”

Thome shook his head slowly. “No. That’s not
what I meant. I’ve never heard a drake ever attacking a village or
settlement. And now that I think about it, correct me if I’m wrong,
it wasn’t attacking. It was running through the
village.”

Hild stopped and thought for a
moment. “It had cornered Amella and her kids! It was
gonna…” She paused. “I’m not sure
what it was gonna do.”

“Were they really cornered?” asked
Thome. “Or were they just in its way? I think the thing was fleeing
from something else.”

“Through our village?” asked Beka
who had been listening closely. “That seems unlikely.”

Thome shrugged. “Maybe something was driving
it. The whole thing doesn’t sit well with me.”

Hild and Beka exchanged a glance. Thome was no
fool. “What are you two thinking?” he demanded of
them. 

“I’ll get Sparrow on it right
away,” Hild said to Beka.

“Who’s Sparrow?” Thome demanded as
he slowly got out of bed. Beka’s potion had worked wonders, but he
wasn’t back to perfect yet.

“A hunter who lives in the
village,” said Beka as Hild slipped out of the cabin, but slammed
the door behind her, completely destroying any stealth she might
have employed.

“And what’ll he
do?” 

“She’ll find where the drake came
from,” Beka assured him. “She’s the best hunter and tracker we
have.”

“Except maybe for me,” he said as
he looked around the cabin for his clothes. They weren’t hanging on
the pegs next to the door. Spying the chest he went to it. Beka
didn’t try to stop him.

“She’s better than you,” Beka told
him. “I can assure you of that.”

“How would you know?” Thome
challenged her. He found his clothes. They had been washed and
repaired while he had been in the bed recovering. “You know next to
nothing about me.”

“I know enough,”
she shot back. “And I know Sparrow like a
sister. Unless you can become one with the forest, she’ll be the
one to find where the drake came from, and quicker than you, I can
assure you of that.”

“Try to stop me from helping,” he
said as he pulled on his boots.

She didn’t try to wrestle him back into the
bed. Beka simply moved in front of the door and loosened the laces
to her dress. It fell around her feet. Underneath she was wearing
underclothes that Thome had never seen on her. It gave him pause.
He wasn’t just going to shove her to the side and barge out of the
cabin when she was looking like that. 

Her breasts were mostly hidden by the fine
silk, but he could see her nipples, brown and erect, through the
thin material. It was one piece of clothing that was held to her
shoulders by straps, covered her breasts, and descended to her
hips. The dark triangle of her quim was visible through the ghostly
white of the silk.

“I’m not going to stop you from
leaving, but can I entice you back to my bed?”

Thome paused without wanting to pause.
“Why…why are you wearing that?” he managed to say.

Her lips pulled into an amused
smile. “Because wool dresses itch my skin,” she
said as she stepped around him and headed to the bed. He turned to
watch her. From the rear the small silk garment hid none of her
ass. The tattoo on her right cheek was visible. He couldn’t tear
his eyes away from her rolling flesh. 

Beka paused at the bed, putting
one knee on the wooden frame while resting her hands on the
fabric-stuffed mattress. The position was
nothing more than an invitation to Thome.

But he was no fool, either. 

“Why…why are you keeping me from
investigating?” he managed to say as he moved toward her and the
bed.

“Because Sparrow is a better
tracker than you. This I know. Because I like to fuck. Because you
like to fuck. Because I need to let Sparrow do her job while you
wait patiently.”

He heard the words but didn’t
fully acknowledge them. Stepping behind Beka he pressed his body to
hers and kissed the back of her neck. His hard
cock,
trapped by his pants, wedged
against
her buttocks and she pushed back against him.
When his hands went to her tits, she shivered in
anticipation.

“You’re allowing some woman to
track a dangerous drake?” he asked Beka. “Instead of
me?”

“Sparrow knows what she is doing,
just like I know what I’m doing.” She shifted her body and reached
behind herself, gripping his cock through his pants. He groaned and
pushed one hand under her garment to squeeze a breast. With the
other he grabbed her neck and turned her face for a
kiss. 

She struggled out of
the
silk camiknicker wanting it off as quickly as
possible but not wanting to damage the guarantee either.

“Right here,” she said, bending
forward all the way and offering her ass to Thome. “Right now!” She
was panting like a bitch in heat.

Thome was barely able to get his cock out of
his pants. The laces seemed too complicated and his fingers fumbled
everything. Finally it was out.

There was no foreplay. It wasn’t needed. He
just shoved his cock forward into her. Beka grunted as she received
him and braced her hands against the mattress, locking her elbows
as he held her hips in place, not allowing her to move.

It wasn’t their most elegant encounter. Thome
found his desire and need for sex was far too intense given the
moment, but that, of course, didn’t stop him from using her
body.

Beka had no complaints.

Her hand was between her legs, rubbing her
clit as he fucked her as fast as he could. He started
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