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Book Description

In a city run by Vampires, there’s one person standing
between order and anarchy – The Enforcer.

In the lawless wastelands inhabited by the dregs of a decadent
civilization, the demoness, Zwi, keeps the peace. She’s just as
hard as any of them, just as desperate to survive, and even more
willing to fight for the little slice of heaven that came from a vial
or between the sheets.

Where criminals reign, she has to be the biggest thug of them all
to maintain even a modicum of control.
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Chapter 1

The club sat atop one of the taller buildings of New Azoth City.
It was exclusive with a capital ‘E’. The metal skyscraper
towered over the wasteland deserts, though the club itself made no
use of the spectacular view. Only at night did the heavy curtains
ever part, and so few ever got to see inside.

Zwi was invited for one of her rare visits with her boss, an
immortal. A vampire. He had come to that land, like the rest of his
kind, to live as they wished, in decadence and sinful indulgence,
away from the prying eyes of civilization and its rules and order. He
was one of the owners of most of the city, but the slums over which
he lorded required his own bit of order, and that's where she came
in.

The laws were for the peons and plebs, not for the powerful
vampire clan.

The club belonged to him, and it was ostentatious beyond anything
Zwi could have dreamed of. The first time she’d come, she’d
already been working for him for months and never met him. Compared
to the lavish life he led, she was living in a hole in the ground.

She didn’t have any room to look down on the vampires. They
had all the power, and as a part-demon herself, she could appreciate
that. Looking up over the building with black eyes, she calmed her
nerves. Her white hair matched the numerous runes along her flesh,
elaborate tracings along her eyes, down her neck, and over her
exposed breastbone. Her skin was a dark purple, blending her into the
night, and even though she fidgeted in her formal outfit, she knew
she looked smokin’.

Or, at least, she hoped so. It wasn’t a great idea to have a
crush on her killer boss, but she did.

Entering the club and walking past a few half-orc guards, she
nodded to them cordially. They were all under his employ, and all
tasked with, essentially, the same job. Make sure he stayed rich,
powerful, and safe.

So it was a bit odd that he stood by himself, behind the
brass-lined marble-topped bar. He was pale and, by all appearances,
human. Youthful, but with a mature air. Without the constraints of
mortality, it was likely for a good reason. His hair was a pitch
black, and parted down the center. His ebony, high-collared suit was
cleanly pressed. The slim patch of hair upon his chin formed a slight
goatee in an attempt to hide the boyish look of his body with the
trappings of age and refinement.

His roundish gaze fell upon her as she arrived on the chugging
elevator, boredom plain in his expression. His billowy white sleeves
poured from his jacket sleeves as he strummed his fingers on the bar.

Zwi hated having to get dressed for these stupid occasions. She
knew it to be important, vitally so, and thus, she had gone to one of
the slum’s best hairdressers earlier in the day. She’d
gotten her hair washed, dried and styled in a fantastically
complicated up-do, curls intertwining on each other as they reached
around the crown of her head and spilled down in a planned, yet messy
fashion.

Her outfit was far more regal than her traditional day-to-day
outfit. A tight fitted white blouse that ruffled at the edges,
scooped down low over her shoulders and across the middle of her
bicep, a tight brown corset laced along her midsection, a silken
white skirt flowed out beneath it and hugged to her curves nicely. It
was slit up the side asymmetrically, with ruffles along the edge to
match her shirt. A pair of brown high-heeled boots hugged her calves.
She knew that some found the black cilia of her eyes to be
off-putting, her irises a silver-white, her pupil a deep black, but
hoped her boss found it endearing rather than creepy.

Having noted his bored glare, however, she forced herself into
business mode. Hard. Cold.

She was his trusted henchwoman. No time for games or flirtation.
Even if he was sexy as hell.

His demeanor made her feel childish and underdressed in front of
him, though. In the place with all the trappings of high society to
which she certainly didn’t belong. Still, she did her best to
act unfazed and casual about the entire invitation.

He finally gave a nod to her, the only greeting she would be
likely to get. 


“The apartments are growing over full. The city is crowded,
and there aren't enough places to house them all,” he began in
a slow, throaty, upper-class drawl, his eyes appearing a little
sunken as he gazed at her. “This means rent will be going up.”


The implications of this were obvious, of course. Rent increases
in those poor slums meant some people would be out of a home, others
would have to do without basic necessities to keep a roof over their
heads, and it would all boil down to more violence and trouble. 


“So that means you have to keep order there as this goes
down,” he continued. “To ensure there is no trouble that
interferes with the flow of rent.”

Zwi listened with practiced calm, her face betrayed no emotion. It
helped that she had several drug cocktails earlier in the day, the
particular mixture kept her as stoic and as heartless as any sadist.
There was no way she could handle a meeting with him without being
under the influence. 


“Of course,” she said, her voice as dark and as
creamy-smooth as her flesh, with a slight bite giving it a masculine
husk. “When will they be made aware?”

“Tomorrow morning.”

She was by no means an official law enforcement agent, because no
such thing existed that far into the wild wastelands. That’s
why the vampires loved the place in all its lawless glory. She was a
contracted enforcement officer, though she was free to go by whatever
title she chose. The defacto ruler of her little slice of slum
heaven, or so the plan went. 


Pulling a small vial filled with a dark substance out of his
hands, he pushed it across the marble bar top toward her. 


“A bonus,” he said, “for you to ensure nothing
happens to the property.” 


The man — was he still a man? — knew of her
addictions, and like any manipulative owner, he used them to his
advantage. Used her.

She made no haste in reaching for the vial, her face still
registered no emotion. Her white eyelashes and brows contrasted
against the brilliant dark of her face as she lowered her head
deferentially. 


“You are too kind,” she said, as she quickly moved to
tuck it into her small, white purse. It was a fabric pouch with a
drawstring top that was wound around her wrist, holding a small
amount of currency and an evening’s supply of various drugs.
Just in case he decided to invite her to stay. Not that he ever had
before. 


“They will be made to understand,” she said.

With a final nod the immortal man slid his hands to the edge of
the bar on his side. “Then I trust we needn't speak again for a
while. Should you fail in your duties, I'll be in touch.”

He slipped his hands from the brass edging of the bar and tucked
them behind his back, the meeting officially at an end.

She bowed and silently cursed the money she spent on her hair for
such a brief meeting. How professionally he treated her, even dolled
up like she was. Still, not a flicker of emotion passed on her face.

“Have a pleasant evening,” she replied before turning
and moving toward the elevator once more. Another lonely night, spent
in her little apartment with nothing but drugs to warm her blood. She
let out a sigh of frustration. The drugs were already wearing off.




Chapter 2

Leaving the lavish building and its well-armed guards, it didn't
take long to become reacquainted with the harsh reality of the city.
Even the streets outside the very buildings nobility called home were
filled with beggars and ruffians. Past chugging streetcars running on
cables powered by steam engines, a worsening vista was introduced. As
she got back to her turf, the buildings were shabby and mostly not
much of buildings at all. 


There were few apartment buildings that were set up by her boss in
the early days. Most of them that were left were ramshackle
constructs made to house the ever-increasing population of hopefuls,
with plenty of tents and makeshift box homes for vagrants crammed
into free spaces. People travelled to New Azoth City after hearing
stories of great heists, of fabulous wealth passing hands, of riches
beyond their reckoning. Zwi figured most of the tales were just
rumours were set up by the vampire leaders, luring more dreamers to
their lair so that they could feed.

Her apartment was situated on the main level of the central
apartment building, right near the door — for convenience’s
sake no doubt — and only a short trip across the street from a
bar that was grimy and seedy. Compared with the club she’d just
been in, it looked even worse than usual.

The sky was red with the sunset as she arrived, and she thought of
her boss’ massive bar, filled with sexy immortal beings.
Resentment panged at her and a sneer marred her demonically beautiful
face.

Most of the vagrants knew not to speak to her. Even with new ones
arriving each day, she had the look about her that warned off any who
didn’t know better. She figured her odd eyes didn't hurt in
that regard. She was tall as well, especially for a woman in heels,
levelling in at about six feet. 


She looked over at the bar for a moment’s pause, as if
considering just how she wanted her night to end. From the best place
in the city to the worst. The people on this leg of the city were the
bottom of the barrel. Half-breeds, orcs, trolls, beast men. They were
the ones who mostly weren't even welcome in the rest of the
misbegotten city, which spoke a lot for the quality of her little
empire.

And of its empress.

She had expected something so much more for the evening and was
already disappointed. One vial. She rolled her inverted eyes in
annoyance, deciding quickly that she needn't face any more
disappointment that night. She pushed through her doors to her
Queendom, preparing to spend the rest of the night as an absolute
wash, to be followed by a morning of danger and violence.




Chapter 3

The sun hadn’t even fully set but already the sound of a
gunshot signalled to her that her night wouldn’t end so
suddenly. As she moved back to the entrance of her apartment
building, she saw several low class denizens scurrying out through
the bar’s doors and down the streets in fear.

Her head tilted back with annoyance. She tugged a pistol from her
boots and walked toward the bar, shoving people out of the way. Her
broad body was toned, and even in her rather formal attire, she was
not someone that you'd like to see toting a pistol at nightfall.

The bar was a grungy sort — catering to the local lowlifes
how could it not be? Dark and dreary inside, it was a large place to
accommodate all the riffraff of the area. There were multiple levels,
and a big rectangular gap looking up to the floor above where more
patrons peered over the wood railings to down below. Even though it
was conveniently located across from her apartment, she didn’t
often enter it. Unless she was looking for information, she had a
rule to never get too close to her citizens.

She shoved her way past the crowds of on looking misfits. 


Two men stood in the center of a ring of bar patrons. One was a
local named Frellen with greyish skin and dressed in a long trench
coat with a high leather jacket beneath. He looked sleek, almost
elven, with pointed ears and refined features, but had a sort of
strange, sinister air about him. His hair was a thick shock of white
that went back past his nearly foot-long ears. It wasn’t quite
hair, but more like thick cords of wire rope.

She’d seen him a few times around the city, though she
wasn’t sure they had ever spoken. She stared at him, sizing him
up.

His eyes were narrow and a pure black, but for a sort of misty
grey that passed through them. A strange looking man, whose race she
couldn’t even come close to guessing.

Though he faced something much more peculiar. 


An elf. 


A simple high elf with golden skin and hair. A bit short for his
kind, perhaps, so maybe a half-elf, but his thick mane of golden
blonde came down from his black hat, and around his expensively
tailored jacket. He was dressed similarly to her aristocratic vampire
boss, except to her keen eyes she noted his black finery was a bit
scuffed and worn at the edges and seams. It had seen some travel.
However, handsome though he was with his thick lips and round, yellow
tinged eyes, he held a revolver pointed upwards, smoke curling from
the barrel after having been recently fired.

She was shocked at the sight, though not unfazed by it, and with
her pistol trained onto the golden man, her white on black eyes
staring at him hard, she spoke loudly. 


“Who are you and why are you shootin' your gun off in my
bar?” 


It was kind of her bar, in that she allowed it to remain open. It
was good enough for her, anyway. By her count, everything in this
section of the slums belonged to her, one way or another. This man
was no exception.

The greyish apparition of a man — a gremlin he called
himself to people in the past, either jokingly or not — looked
at her. Despite his self-enforced nickname, he was rather tall and
sturdy.

“This newcomer here insists he's been cheated,”
Frellen said. His voice had the makings of a deep, attractive tenor.

The golden elf gave a disarming smile, looking far too pleasant
and appealing to be any trouble to anyone. 


“I assure you, m'lady, I was, ah, merely defendin' myself,”
the elf explained in a curious foreign accent.

She studied the elf quickly. It certainly helped that he was
fairly attractive. Well, she thought as she looked back toward
the crowd, anyone with parts where they ought to be was at least a
little attractive around by the standards around here. 

“Is that true?” she asked, “That you say you've
been cheated? By who?”

Frellen folded his arms over his chest and glared at the elf. 


“At cards, no less.” Shooting a look back to Zwi,
Frellen added wryly, “Hardly call for gunplay.” The
golden man stepped forward, shorter than the accusatory Frellen, and
he waggled his gold-plated revolver before cautiously lowering it and
slipping it into his holster. Tipping his wide brimmed, flat-topped
hat, he doffed it to her in an elegant bow. 


“Hugh Glantau,” he said, introducing himself before
rising back up and giving a charming smile. 


“And I do believe the gentleman here is just bitter that
he's no longer the most appealing looking male specimen in the bar.
But, as to the veracity of the accusations...” he said, “I
was, ah, merely venting my suspicions when some rather hostile
motions were made unto my person. Hence, the self-defence.”

She looked between the two of them and, for a moment, hated her
job. There was a reason she didn't have kids, and this was it. She
lowered her pistol, though she looked ready to use it all the same. 


“I hate to trust you two to settle this like men, but look,”
she said, “No one comes to these parts a stranger and expects
to win at cards. And ain't no one comes here lookin' to get their ass
beaten neither. If you ain't nice to new folks, well, how will we
ever fill this place, hmmm? Now. Am I really goin' to have to settle
this?”

The grey-skinned Frellen dipped his head in deference to her, and
for a moment after the golden elf did the same. Then came the 'but'. 


“Ah, now... I'm afraid it's not quite so simple anymore.”


Frellen rolled his dark eyes, as though he expected Hugh’s
pushback. 


“While there was, ah, all this ruckus,” he said with a
smile, “two brutish orc-like gentleman did make off with the
remainder of the table’s pot. Includin' my own. Mayhaps you did
see them boltin' from the establishment?” He flashed her a
white-toothed smile that could very nearly be imagined to sparkle.

“Maybe, then,” she started slowly, her eyes narrowed,
“You should have been paying more attention to the pot and less
to causing a fuss, clearing out the bar and hurting business for the
next... oh I don't know, how long's it take for them to come back in?
Ten minutes or so?” she asked, looking to Frellen, then back at
the golden elf. 


“There are too many people in this place, too many homes,
too many back alleys. Cut your losses,” Zwi said with finality.

Frellen gave a wide, thin-lipped grin to her, with a hint of
respect and admiration. The golden elf, Hugh, however, gave only a
frown that bordered on a pout. 


“I do believe I am understandin' the way of things now. Ah
do thank you for your patience, madam,” Hugh said.

“Yea, well,” there was a pause as her lips warped into
a bawdy grin. “If you need a way to cheer yourself up, I have a
place across the street.” It really wasn't unheard of, her
taking someone back to her home after a bad day. She'd certainly done
it more than once, even from this very bar.

The golden haired elf gave another elegant bow to her, though the
somewhat less attractive — and decidedly much less elegant —
Frellen seemed to sour again at the offer to the other man, his
respectful grin faded. With a swagger, the dapper and handsome high
elf extended a smooth hand to her. 


“Well... perhaps I just might then. Though I fear,” he
said, tilting his head, “drinks shan’t be on me for the
time being.”

She looked around the tavern briefly, her eyes lingering on
Frellen for a moment. 


“There,” she said loudly, “Threat removed for
the evening, and you're all free to enjoy the night in peace.”
She gave Frellen a rather wicked grin, “Might be your turn for
cheering up tomorrow.”

The crowd of unwashed masses slowly began to turn back to their
doings, the gambling and drinking and drug abuse mostly. The tall,
ghostly Frellen merely dipped his head slightly in acknowledgement of
her offer, not seeming ready to perk up entirely just yet. 


Hugh was most definitely a couple inches shorter than her, at
least, though his thick hair and high boots made it hard to tell
exactly. He walked beside her, leaning in against her arm. 


“Ah do trust the offer was, ah... genuine then, ma'am?”
he asked softly to her, or as softly as the rising din of noise as
the bar returned to business would allow. Already his accent was
getting to her, but she needed something to take the edge of
rejection off. And he was the hottest thing she’d seen outside
of her boss’ lair in months.

“Something like that,” she said as she reached her
hand around his bicep, leading him outward and toward her own private
haven, her pistol still in hand. She was careful around him,
especially of the pouch around her wrist, and she was grateful that
really, the only things she owned of much value was her self-made
clothing. It made taking home random guys less risky.

Quite surprised by the strong grip upon his arm, the handsome elf
gave her a curious look. 


“My, you are quite the lady as they say, no?” he said.

She walked them towards home. Across the hall from her there was
an extra apartment turned into a small jail, with several barred
rooms. It was rarely used, as the owners preferred matters dealt with
in a more permanent manner. Plus, they encouraged her in doing so by
allowing her to keep the extremely meagre imprisonment allowance
should she not expend it.

“I'm sure they say a lot of things,” she offered,
pushing her hand to the door to check it for potential intruders,
trying the door and then taking the key from her small pouch. She
unlocked the door and shoved him into her room, following him and
dead bolting the door behind her.

The slender man didn't stumble. Spinning a bit, he peered around
her abode. Reluctantly placing his hat aside atop a dusty dresser, he
turned to look at her. He’d partially undone his jacket at some
point, and it showed his frilly ascot. 


“What a privilege it is ta see the fine home of our lady
protector,” he said.

The room was small and almost without any marking of personality.
A sawed off shotgun sat on a rack near her bedroom door, and there
was a couch and a table, as well as a dresser, in the living room. It
was sparsely furnished, and it became clear that most of her income
was spent on the drugs that levelled her personality.

“Ah,” she said almost soundlessly, moving her fingers
quickly over her corset, working to undo it. “I actually didn't
invite you in for small talk,” she said with a little tug at
the brown string, her eyes not leaving him. She didn't trust him, and
simply wanted what was between his legs. “But, I wasn't aware
until tonight that I was supposed to protect you. If that is true.”

Watching her busily begin to undress, the dashing Hugh gave a
smile and began likewise. Though his nimble golden-hued fingers could
move quite nimbly, he took his time peeling back his jacket. He
tossed it aside and revealed his torso, compact and lean, tightly
wrapped in a white shirt. Reaching beneath his frilled ascot he began
to undo the shirt. 


“Ah, your meanings and intentions are fully understood,
madam,” he said, acknowledging her desire for silence in the
most unsilent way possible.

She put the corset away on top of the dresser, working down the
buttons in her blouse, pulling it back to reveal nothing but firm,
near-black flesh, her stomach toned, her arms muscled, the runes
along her breastbones and neck accentuating the more feminine lines
of her body as she moved to slip from the skirt.

In all of this both her pistol and her pouch were removed from
sight and far from his view. She kicked off the boots against the
door and stood in front of him, unashamed in her utter nudity. The
white runes ran along her dark shoulders, curling up over her neck
and down to her breastbone.

By the time she finished undressing completely, he was just
pulling away the white shirt from his torso, revealing the smooth
golden skin over lean muscle beneath. He didn't seem to have her
appreciation for such haste, but as he tilted his head, letting his
golden hair spill over one shoulder he eyes her up with obvious
appreciation. His amber gaze took her dark beauty in, full lips
pursing to give a light whistle as his hands moved to his belt,
undoing it and beginning to pry away to reveal an average sized
erection.

In a brief moment, she was headed to the bed, opening the dresser
and removing a collection of objects. An ashtray, lighter and some
form of cigarette. Quickly she lit the herbed cigarette and brought
it to her lips with an appreciative sigh.

The way she lay atop the bed, confidence bordering on arrogance,
it was clear that she knew and understood his appreciation for her
body, even if she didn't seem terribly interested in his. She
did look, of course, but didn't linger and didn't make much notice to
what she had seen until she finished her inhale of the drug, tapping
the ashes into the glass tray that stank of stale ash, putting it to
the side on the nightstand and patting the bed. 


“I hope you know what you're doing,” she said.

Pulling his pants and underwear down, he turned, athletic legs
carrying him upon to the bed beside her as he twisted around. The
trapping of his high culture shed, he looked far less civilized and
almost like some feral elf that ran naked through woods back home
rather than the dapper dressed hooligan with the gun she met earlier.
Reaching out he brushes his soft finger pads against her arm, his
voice smooth and charming still.

“I have given it a go once or twice before, ah assure you,
madam.” His self-confident grin was upon his lips again as he
brushed the backs of his fingers against a breast.

“Yea, well,” she said after a pause, with him
caressing her body lightly as she reached for her cigarette once
more, “Start me off, boy.” 


Her intent was clear, but just in case, her legs parted and she
leaned back, enjoying the sensation of cool air along her nethers and
the harsh smoke that made its way into her lungs. It wasn't quite how
she wanted to spend the night, but it'd do just as well. Probably
make tomorrow a bit easier to deal with, too.

Surprised by the directness of the woman — or more precisely
her complete lack of manners and pretence — he slid his smooth
padded hand on down her body, trailing along her spread thigh. With a
shrug of his head, he shifted and moves around her, shimmying himself
in between her legs.

She relaxed back, a smile on her lips in between long puffs of her
cigarette, alternating between brushing off the ashes and inhaling
deep into the depths of her lungs. 


Her mons weren’t shorn bare, though they seemed to only grow
on the top, a light shock of white hair against her dark skin in an
almost triangular shape just above her slit. There was no hair
further along her lips to impede her own juices from moistening her
nether flesh.

He moved a finger caressingly along the outer labia. Leaning in,
the gold waves of his hair tickle her inner thighs as his hot breath
grows nearer. He seemed to quite enjoy taking his time, this time,
inhaling her scent in some subtle appreciative show.

She smiled broader, her eyes closing in a relaxed state, her mind
conjuring up brilliant adaptations of fantasies beyond this moment in
her dingy apartment, away from her sad life and into one of luxurious
wealth and eternal life.

Hugh's round little nose brushed along her slit before he brought
his tongue to her, a first graze before the moist lap of a small but
skilled muscle upon her sex. The lustrous head of hair began to
silkenly glide across her dark inner thighs as he put his mouth to
work upon her, tonguing that appealing cunny, working his way up to
touching the sensitive clit with mere grazings at first, becoming
more regular as he went.

It had been too long for her liking. She had been working too
hard. Too many late nights without release. She nearly fumbled and
dropped her cigarette as she felt his wet tongue against her, letting
out a soft moan of approval. 


“Just like that,” she mumbled through half spoken
words. It never really mattered what they looked like with her eyes
closed, but it did help her confidence to know she could bag someone
that didn't look so monstrous.

Her boss never showed as much interest in her as she had hoped,
after all, and he barely seemed to glance at her tonight, even in her
fanciest outfit. Too good for her, was he? She tilted her pelvis
towards the elven looking man, another sigh and another long inhale
of drugs before she snubbed it out, colours flickering against the
backdrop of her eyelids.

Her rich and heady scent assailed his tongue and filled the air as
her body relaxed further.

With his hands rising, palms pressed to her outer thighs, he began
to tongue her with more enthusiasm. He devoted himself to the
meticulous tongue lashings, the swirl of his moist muscle, the
frenetic pace at which he was setting himself to on her cunt. He gave
the occasional low groan, his face all but hidden by her groin and
the thick head of lustrous golden hair. Amber eyes parted open to
gaze up at her intermittently as his head bobbed with the gestures
upon her wet slit.

She wouldn't mind her immortal boss paying her credit in such a
manner. 


She wasn't even sure she found him attractive, truly, but the
casual way he constantly brushed her off turned her on. She shifted
lightly as her head tilted back and she let out a rather loud groan.
She knew no shame, and the desires that had plagued her all through
the day as she prepared to see him were turned up to max. The hours
she spent on that outfit, and not the tiniest bit of appreciation.
Her black eyes opened as she cried out again, bucking forwards as one
hand mashed his face into her pussy, grinding the juices of her
flowing cunt into his face. It really was lucky for him she grabbed
him with the hand her cigarette wasn't in.

Despite her grab, he showed no sign of pulling away. On the
contrary, he pressed himself to her as she found her pleasure,
lapping at her hungrily and pressing against her sensitive clit
throughout the grinding and bucking. He did have some issue with air
throughout this, and was ready to come panting for more of it once
released, his handsome features slickly stained with her juices.

When finally she pushed his face away, her body panting and
heaving, she relaxed back into the bed, her body slickened with
glossy sweat as she finished her cigarette. She loved the way it made
her entire body tingle, the throbbing in her clit almost painful with
how apparent it was to her. Her large breasts parted and swayed with
each desperate bid to catch her breath, half open eyes looking at
Hugh and his glistening face. 


She could have done worse this night.

Done worse? He was handsome by most any standard really, a little
short perhaps, but he had the beautiful physique and handsomely
beautiful good looks of his elfish progenitors.

Grinning a bit at her as his sleek, lean chest rose and fell, he
licked around his full lips and used the back of his hand to wipe up
the rest of her wetness from his face. Leaning in to her again, he
looked poised to mount her, a hand reaching out to one of her large
breasts as it swayed, seeking to wrap his fingers around it, squeeze
softly and palm the stiff nipple.

Finally, he was taking some initiative! Her knees parted further
against his motions, her back arching into his hand, and she took a
final puff before flicking it aside, her body rolling with
sensations. She saved this drug only for these scenarios —
these sweaty, lusty, panting scenarios, and it always made it easier
to fully, completely enjoy.

He paused his motions to take a strong whiff of the illicit drugs
and her womanhood as they mingled in the air. His eyes fluttered shut
as he leaned in, head tilting at the last moment to give her neck a
kiss. His masculine body moved in a sensual manner, gliding the tip
of his shaft to her saliva and arousal slicked cunt and teasingly
trailed along it as he gave a soft moan of desire.

She couldn’t deal with being toyed with long. Not with how
aroused the drugs were making her, how lusty she felt towards her
stupid, condescending boss. What was it that attracted her to such an
asshole anyway? But the thought of him taking her, of doing with her
what he pleased… She let out several long, loud groans and
moans as she felt his body weigh down on hers, her own blackish flesh
rolling against his golden skin as she luxuriated in the feel. She
was deep in her fantasy of being taken by her boss, feeling his
forceful hands on her, words of praise and dominance being whispered
into her skin as he realized just how badly he desired her.

Squeezing that large mound of breast flesh, Hugh twisted and
kneaded it ever so carefully, palming and feeling her out as he
glided his throbbing, rounded tip to her entrance. He took his time,
yes, but he had already been forced to wait on her pleasure first,
and so without much more fanfare, he plunged himself into that
heated, slippery mass of flesh with a groan. He sported no hulking
cock, and couldn't even compare to the thick orcs and their ilk she
had been with in this part of town, but he acted as if she were the
tightest, most sensually satisfying cunt he had ever dipped his prick
into, with the way he arched his neck back, flicking his golden hair
in a long, low moan.

She was too deep in her own realm of fantasy to really look into
the act he was putting on for her, but her pelvis slipped forward and
allowed him to press deep between her muscular thighs, into the
heated depths of her nethers. For a brief pause she wondered why he
didn't feel cold until the drug made it so — his body felt to
her as ice would slipping deeply into her cunt.

Her favourite drug, realizing her every wish.

She let out a loud scream of pleasure at the sudden chill that the
physical hallucination had granted her, hands wrapping around the
boy, entrapping herself in the sensation of his chilled body against
hers.

Those full lips of his moved back to her neck, supping at her dark
skin with a certain passion incited by her reaction. Perhaps the
drugs worked a little at him too, but he took that scream as an
approval of his prowess and began to pull back his hips and thrust in
again with smooth arcs of his pelvis. Despite his slowness all
through, he seemed to tap into some feral side, thrusting with a
surprisingly thorough roughness, his balls slapping against her dark
flesh enthusiastically.

The reaction she granted him only grew, her cries loud and varied
from warbling moans of pleasure to absolute screams of delight as her
hips bucked against him, her mouth opening to show her sharp canines.
Hardly large enough to mark her as an immortal, they did prove to be
a little intimidating when she smiled. They barely showed when she
spoke, as tight lipped as she usually was, but they were delightful
editions at more erotic times. Or when eating the rather stringy meat
that was available around town. 


The elven man gave delightful huffs and moans as he rode atop her,
thrusting away into her cunt with a practiced tempo and twist. Though
by no means the greatest lay, in her drugged state, his prowess was
only amplified. Licking and suckling at her neck, he began to break
from the motions more and more to pant and moan, feeling himself
tense within her, his cock stiffening harshly, his pants catching in
his breath a moment.

As she felt him approaching his own inevitable climax, her own
screams and cries of pleasure intensified. She'd pleasured him to the
point of no return! She squealed in delight as her pelvis moved
downwards, the bone rubbing roughly against the top of his cock,
putting more pressure on him to release, to spend himself inside her,
to find ecstasy in her depths. Her nipples were bone hard as the
feeling of cool drew across her body once more.

The pressure she placed upon his organ was the final straw, and he
twisted his head and neck back, groaning lewdly as he bit down upon
his lower lip. Huffing atop her he ground himself into her as he
shivered and quaked, his stiffened cock throbbing wildly as he
finally unleashed his own seed. Twitching and spurting his cum inside
her, he twisted his upper body, lean chest on display as he gave a
few last little jabs of his hips to pound home his seed into her dark
depths.

She clung to him for several moments more, letting him finish up
in the deepest parts of her body before she finally eased up, letting
her strong arms drop from around his body as she lay there, panting
under who she dreamed to be a chilled, immortal man that never so
much as really looked at her. 


It could have been a worse night.

He nuzzled in against her neck. He was either an affectionate
sort, or it was just part of his act, giving a light nip to her neck.

She groaned softly, opening her eyes and looking at the golden
body strewn above her before she pushed him from her body. 


“Alright, time to go.” 


She really wasn't much for cuddling, and didn't trust anyone not
to steal her stuff if they spent the night. 


She shifted out from beneath him. “Thanks for that.”

Taken quite by surprise with her abrupt push and the way she
squirmed out from beneath him, his amber eyes went wide. Slipping
from her wetly he went to the edge of the bed, eyes moving around in
surprise. 


“Just like that?” He seemed quite put out by it
all, flustered, his face blushing red.

She looked over at him, confusion plain on her face, her eyebrows
tilting upwards. It was, admittedly, taking her longer to decide what
was real and what was fake, but she was pretty certain he was whining
about just getting used. She blinked away the confusion.

“What? You can come back another day. Not like I'm going
anywhere,” she said.

If that was supposed to be reassurance to him, he didn't seem to
take it as such. Perhaps his ego was bruised? Nevertheless he stooped
to pick up his things, beginning to dress, starting with his
underwear and pants. There was a mix of the pitiful pout and a
crooked frown on his face as he began to dress. 


“Another day?” he said, either in question or in
mocking distaste.

She leaned back on the bed, feeling the stickiness of his and her
sweat combined on her flesh and finding it to be rather titillating
as cum dribbled from her pussy. 


“Unless you can go again now,” she offered, her eyes
moving to him. “Or if you want to clean your cum from me.”

At that, he gave her a look. Distaste for her a bit perhaps, or at
the latter offer, and a helping of crankiness at his bruised ego. 


“Can I stay the night if I perform?” he asked,
sounding a bit peeved still, though pausing the doing up of his
pants.

She stared at him for a moment, taking the time to sort through
the drug-confused question. 


“You don't have a place to stay?” she asked after
another pause. Her black eyes were trained on him, her body splayed
atop the bed. Sweat dew beaded along her flesh, creamy liquid running
down her crack and onto the bed.

Tilting his head, his hair was a bit rustled, though it only
seemed to add to his appeal, making him look dishevelled. 


“Nooo, I just got here, and ah... as you recall, I was
robbed,” he said.

She relaxed back, shifting slightly in her bed, a light frown to
her purple lips. She did remember something about that, she thought.
Still. 


“I didn't offer you a place to stay,” she mumbled,
then sat up. “But,” her eyes narrowed, even as she made
the offer, “If you're nice I'll let you stay in the jail the
night. Who knows, come morning, that might be the safest place for
you. Bonus is that it's across the hall and almost never used.”

The offer she gave didn't seem to really please him, though he
shifted back to the bed, his cock still a bit stiff and poking from
his pants. He knelt on the edge, leaning onto his palms and looking
at her seductively. 


“I'll keep you feeling good the whole night if you let me
stay here... clean you up... real nice,” he said smoothly.

She groaned lightly at his insistence. 


“For fuck’s sake. It's the jail or the street, take
your pick. I'd rather not lose all my belongings for the sake of a
fuck, boy,” she groaned as she tilted and relit her cigarette.
“You're lucky you caught me in such a nice mood to offer you
that.”

Feeling he had pushed her near her limit, he pulled back, standing
up straight again, with just one knee on the bed. He sighed and
nodded. 


“Alright then,” he shrugged. “Ah suppose it'll
do.”

“Damn right it will. Fuck, it's not like I'm going to lock
you in there and let you starve to death. Though I'd recommend
lettin' yourself be locked in. Keeps the freaks out, you understand?”
she looked at him through lidded eyes, “Better inside than
out.”

Seeming to recompose himself, he ran a hand back through his thick
head of golden hair, “Alright, madam. Alright, you've made your
case. Though I prefer not to be locked into anything.” He
flashed her another one of his charming smiles, “I do enjoy my
freedom quite a bit, ah'll have you know.”

She nodded, took another toke, then snuffed out her cigarette. 


“Me an' you both. And it's not like you weren't fine,”
she finished. “I just don't spend the night. Ever. With anyone.
Ever.”

His smile was a bit strained. 


“Ah undahstand you, madam.” 


Whether he was pleased with her understanding or not, however, was
up for debate. He finished doing up his pants, and bent down to reach
for his shirt.

She stood slowly, cum dribbling down the inside of her thighs. She
offered him a feral smile, “You'll be staying out of trouble
from now on, won't you Hugh?”

Nodding to her as he pulled his shirt on over his arms, he flashed
her a wink. “Ah course. Clean as a whistle, you'll be able ta
say about me,” he said with that eastern drawl.

“Right,” she said as she moves toward the door,
unlocking the deadbolt, standing ready for when he was fully dressed.
She, on the other hand, grabbed for a slick negligee from the nearby
dresser. 


“How long are you staying?” she asked.

Buttoning up his shirt, he tucked it in before plucking up his
hat, placing it on his head suavely, then tossing his jacket over his
shoulder. 


Looking around to her he declared nonchalantly, “Why, with
how wonderful this here slice of heaven has been, I don't know how I
could ever think of leavin' madam.”

She smirked wryly, enjoying his sense of humor.

Grabbing her pistol from where she had stashed it, she opened the
door and shooed him out in the direction of the hall, reaching for
her satchel as she moved out after him.

He swaggered out the door as if he was quite the victor in the
whole affair. There were no comers and goers at the moment in the
grungy hallway, and so he strode out and pivoted on a heel to look
back at her, waiting.

Locking the door behind her, she moved across the hall and, with a
different key, opened the door to the small jail.

The 'jail' was just a refurbished apartment. There was the main
room with an unused desk crammed against one corner, and a series of
five cells, all of which were quite tiny, and containing only a small
bed and a hole, which was no doubt used for defecation. Hugh curled
his upper lip at the sight, the small barred window near the door the
only light outside. 


“Ugh,” he groaned.

“Trust me. Better than the streets and likely the best a new
guy in town with no cash is going to get for the night,” she
reassured him, as though that were reassuring. “Everyone holds
onto their stuff here. As much as they can. If you can't do that,
might be best you head back to wherever you came from.”

With a sigh, and a resigned expression, Hugh moved into the room
and casually looked about before tossing his jacket onto the desk in
the corner. 


“Very well,” he said. Turning back to her, he took a
bow, “Thank you for the hospitality then, madam. I shall
remember such kindness always.” A hint of sarcasm was in his
voice.

“Yea, well, don't mention it. You'll come to appreciate it
the longer you stay here,” she said, looking at him for a
moment. “You don't want me to lock the door?” she
motioned her head to it.

Shaking his head, he tousled his hair before turning to her. 


“I'll cram the desk up in front of it for my own safety.
How's that sound?”

“Alright,” she said, resigned, tired from all of the
talking. She wasn't used to it. 


“Sleep well, Hugh,” she bid him, giving him a nod
before turning and closing the door behind her. It didn't take long
to hear the scraping of wood on wood as the desk was shoved into
place by the door, though a slight cursing mutter was soon to follow.

She returned to her room, locking the door with the deadbolt
before letting her pistol down on her bed, followed by her precious
bag. Stripping off her nightgown, she took a deep inhale of the
lingering scent of sex in the air, enjoying it and frowning at it all
at once.




Chapter 4

Her eyes didn't flicker open — they bolted open — and
she sat straight up in bed as though she had woken from a nightmare.
Still, though, her heart didn't pound, adrenaline didn't catch her
breath. She just looked ready. Alert. Moving quickly to prepare for
what was, no doubt, going to be a trying day. 


She pulled on slick black leather that clung to her body and
allowed for easy movement. She followed the leather with hard boots,
a belt and a holster around her waist. She pulled back her hair into
a bun — out of her face and it couldn't be grabbed — and
started preparing. Two pistols on either holster, strapped in, a
sawed off shotgun in hands. She tucked everything important in her
room into her pouch and shoved it between her breasts. She was ready
to face the crowds.

The sky was another shade of red. The desert sands around the city
always seemed to give it a reddish hue, but it was most pronounced at
sunrise and sunset. As she emerged from her building, everything
seemed calm at first. A few orcs and other brutes, shoulders hunched,
were trudging to work at that early hour, but many more were still
not awake, laid over from a night of drinking and drug use. Stepping
out from her room, she heard a soft voice from behind her. 


A young boy. 


“Hey lady,” he said, drawing her attention to him. If
he was a man, it was only barely. He was youthful and pristine by
appearance. More noticeable than that, however, was the fact he
seemed to be part satyr. Wearing some shredded trousers that
resembled shorts, his legs were a smooth, glossy brown. His face was
the same colour, shiny and smooth as he beamed up at her. Those legs,
however, ended in cloven hooves, and upon his head he sported two
tiny black horns, barely nubs, before his shaggy brown tussled hair
began. 


“Got any coin to spare? Maybe a snack?” he asked. The
truly desperate did start early in this city.

She shook her head at him, feeling not even a tinge of pity for
the boy. He'd likely have it pretty rough, and she shook her head
knowing this. She wasn't paid enough to be offering every cute kid
some food. 


“Naw,” she said quickly so as not to waste his time as
he gazed up at her with dark, green eyes. “Try near the store,”
she suggested, moving past him with a breezy, dismissive motion. She
had to prepare for the chaos.

As she hustled off, the young boy came after her, his dark hooves
clacking upon the roadway behind her. Undaunted by her refusal, he
seemed only genuinely curious now. 


“Where ya headed too, lady?” he asked. Nowhere near
her towering height, he followed along, a sleek dark tail whipping
behind him from out of his shaggy jacket.

“Somewhere you don't want to follow, kid. Move along.”
Her voice was hard, rich and leathery, commanding as she continued on
her way towards the apartment complex. She figured it would be the
first to see violence.

Clacking along on his small hooves at a scurrying pace, he
continued to talk, undaunted by her closed of demeanor and quick
steps. 


“Oh. Strange to see so many folks actually in a rush to get
somewhere so early in the morning. Don't usually see that, lady.”

“Yea, well if you're gonna eat today, you best start
hustlin', kid. Away from me.” She shot him a stern glare with
her white-on-black eyes, her voice taking on a dangerous lilt,
“Scram.”

The teen wilted a bit at the harsh scolding, his oval eyes turning
downwards beneath his shaggy dark brown hair. He stopped, falling
further behind her.

“Just wondered if there was somethin' goin' on today that
had you and those orcs all rushin' off in such an excited hurry...”
he said with a pout.

She narrowed her eyes at him, “What do you mean, orcs?”

He perked up again. “Big ones. Talkin' real loud. Looked
angry!”

He smiled a little, seemingly glad to have her attention with his
news. “Usually those types are all groggy and sleepy this
early. You know how orcs are,” he said, which was quite true.
Orcs were more night creatures, and disliked the dawn of day by
nature. “Stuck right out.”

“Aw for fucks...” she frowned, looking around,
“Where'd they go?” she asked. She looked down at the
teen, having stopped her frantic walk, waiting for more information
before choosing a direction.

His innocent smile seemed to widen before her. His face had a
certain quality to it, came down in an even arc to a somewhat pointed
chin, the wide, white-toothed grin only amplified it. Slowly he began
to extend a hand out towards her, palm up and dark little fingers
wriggling a bit. He swayed his hips, dark little tail curling and
coiling behind him. It was obvious what he wanted — he wasn't
as youthfully dumb as he appeared it seemed.

Fuck, she hated beggars. Her eyes narrowed down at him further,
her hands hoisting her rifle, tilting it for him to see. 


“Kid, I'm kind of in a rush, and I'd hate to spoil that face
of yours. I might want to see it again in a few years, so just tell
me where the fuck the uppity orcs were headed.” She leaned in,
“Now.”

He seemed a bit taken aback by her violent outburst, though he
sealed his lips tight and shook his head slowly. “Lady, I got a
sister who needs to eat... bustin' my face in ain’t the
greatest of my worries.” He was resilient, the young scrapper.

She scowled at the boy, even as she tugged the bag between her
breasts — careful never to let it into his grabbing range. She
pulled out a single, small coin, holding it over his head. 


“Tell me,” she demanded.

Reaching out and trying to snatch the coin he said, “They
went off that way.” He pointed off to the north, toward the
edge of town.

“Super,” she dropped the coin, immediately moving in
the direction he pointed in as she tucked the bag back between her
breasts. What the fuck is this all about? She was in a sour mood for
it being so early. She figured her day was going to be shitty, but
not this shitty.

Pleased to have the coin, he clutched it in both hands before
tucking it away in some inside pocket. 


“But!” he called out after her loudly.

Her head tilted back in annoyance before she cast him a glance
over her shoulder. 


“But?” she asked loudly, stopping in place.

Clip-clopping up to her softly again, he spoke a bit quieter. 


“But...” he repeated, sounding almost conspiratorial,
“They said they was going to show the 'big shots' who was in
charge around here, and that they'd be pickin' up something on the
outside of town before heading off to the big buildings. You know
what that means, lady?”

She looked towards the towering skyscrapers that marred the
skyline of the city. The bosses’ buildings.

Her eyes could not possibly be more narrowed as she took off in a
sprint, rifle in tow, headed north.

Sometimes she really hated her job. How could they already know
about the rent increase? It wasn't even light yet! Who the fuck told
them without even giving her time to prepare? Morning meant after sun
up! 


Her stupid fucking sexy boss... 


She cursed as she misstepped, tripping over some upended bit of
stone in the road, then carried on at an increased pace. Her long,
muscular legs carried her fast. 


She hoped their race and their numbers would slow them down
against her more agile gait.




Chapter 5

The run took her through the grim streets, the rising sun bringing
with it increased traffic. There were many types of orcs looking to
be on their way to more drudgery, none seemingly in a rush about it
quite yet. If this was the way the orcs were headed, they weren't
quite here yet.

She cursed, loudly, looking around at the passersby, seeing no
panic or anger on their face and wondered for a moment if the kid had
her on. If maybe he was paid to show her in the wrong direction.
Really, it wouldn't be above or beyond, well, anyone in these slums.

Some days she hated her job. Today was one of those days.

Milling around looking as she was, few seemed to stand out of the
crowds. 


A tall half-ogre pushing along, knuckles dragging, in one part. A
very large, furred beast of a man on one sidewalk, looking to be
snarling and trying to shove his way through, just barely on the
verge of using its razor like claws. It looked like some sort of
feral bear-like demon the way it was moving, though that wasn’t
out of the ordinary.

The city was filled with misfits and miscreants of so many
species, half-breeds and demons galore. It was why Zwi felt so at
home. There wasn’t many places she could freely move about, let
alone rule in a small part.

All about her was the dregs of the town. Orcs moving in every
direction, though mostly towards the center of town.

Looking around and toward the direction of her boss’s place,
she knew she needed, at least, some fresh information. Some new
intel.

Preferably not the bought kind. She hated having to spend her
meagre allowance on actually doing her job, though sometimes it was
unavoidable.

She glanced over at a particularly unique orc-like fellow seemed
to be moving a bit briskly. Unlike the greenish skin of most orcs,
however, his was almost monochromatic. He had a sleek, almost scaly
bald head, and a sleeker forehead.

She moved towards him, figuring, hey, he was kind of an orc. Maybe
he knew. 


“Hey!” she called out loudly over the crowds, moving
briskly toward him with long strides.

The tall and broad fellow looked toward her sharply, his eyes a
deep red as he appraised her with some surprise. Noting the guns and
the way she carried herself, he turned around, giving a strange look
to the men behind him. His eyes darted to them, then back toward the
center of town.

Moving off from the others, while the rest continued on their way,
he stood his ground. He was topless, his smooth, lightly muscled
chest bared, tusks showing as he crossed his arms over his torso.

“What do you want?” he asked.

“I heard some orcs were on their way to make some noise,”
she said in that stern voice, her eyes not leaving him for a second
as she measured him up. “Where are you on your way ta this
morning?”

The bald man's eyes went twitching back toward the center of town
up ahead before shaking his head at her.

“We're always makin' some kinda noise, missy,” he
responded a bit contemptuously.

Her eyes narrow at the word 'missy,’ her dark eyelids
contracting into slits. 


“You best watch your language,” she said with a deadly
sneer. “Tell me what's happening this morning before I make an
example of what happens to orcs who call me Missy.”

Despite his earlier pace, he suddenly seemed quite eager to stop
and talk to her. 


“What? Ya want an invitation to tha latest party? Is that
it?” he asked. Giving a snort, he reached up and rubbed at his
chin. “Well ya ain’t my type, but if yer so insistent
maybe we could head out on a date somewheres...”

She rolls her eyes, moving away in the direction that he had
earlier been glancing in. 


“Fuck you,” she snarled, loud enough for him to hear
as she muscled through the crowd. God damn it why didn't the people
fear her like they should? Should have killed him right then and
there, but she had things to do. Her stupid boss to protect.

With her stomping off towards the center of town, the strange
looking orc paused before tromping off after her, “Hey! Lookit
me while I'm talkin'!” He was raising his voice loud—too
loud—and the orcs who were behind him earlier all peered back
now, much further ahead, and taking off at a quicker pace through the
crowds.

Well, at least she knew she was on the right track — and
right about how she should have shot him, fucking loud mouth prick.

She moved as fast as she could, butting people out of the way with
her shotgun and elbows, hating the feel of the bodies pressing up
against her.

The orcs ahead of her were pumping their thick legs fast, putting
on a good chase. But fortune was gradually, begrudgingly, favouring
her. The big, blocky orcs were smacking into a few too many others,
slowing their progress gradually until she was nearly caught up with
them.

The crowds were too thick to shoot safely quite yet. She cursed
the fact that people not rushing out of her way as they should have.
The orcs wore big, long trench coats that only added to their
blockiness and she quickly suspected they were hiding something
beneath their coats.

She kept up her pace, not bothering to shout out to them. She
snarled and sneered as she made her way through the crowd. She came
closer, within firing distance, but she still didn't pause until the
shot was sure. Her shotgun only held two shots, but if she was
careful and could get to her pistol quickly enough, she felt
confident she could take out all three, then go back for the
shirtless one afterwards.

The shot rang out through the streets, so many of those around
ducking or running out of the way at the sound as finally the crowd
reacted to her presence. Screams and yells echoed out as the bloody
impacts came. One of their heads became bloody pulp, then her gun
aimed towards the next. That shot went a little awry as the orc
veered away, but it clipped the top of his head enough to tear open
his skull.

He was done for.

She tossed her spent shotgun down and went for her pistol. It took
time to aim for the remaining orc, because he was weaving through the
crowd. Thankfully most of the bystanders knew to get down and duck
out of the way, but not all got the memo and so she kept waiting for
the right opportunity...

And then the final orc fell to the ground, bleeding out quickly
from another shot to the head. For all that Zwi was, an excellent
shot was top of the list.

The three orcs, headless in the streets before her, toppling down
in bloody messes.

A stray orc woman seemed to catch a bit of shot in her leg, though
judging by the way she yelped, it was nothing serious. Collateral
damage.

She moved towards the corpses, not giving much of a glance to the
poor woman caught in the fray. Instead, she tugged the body of the
nearest orc over onto his back, opening his trench coat to see just
what he had in mind for the morning.

The orc woman — and the others for that matter too —
all slowly seemed to go back to their usual doings. She was still
well within her section of the city, and even those who didn't know
her by name, knew by looks to stay out of such enforcement business.
Pulling the one orc over and searching his trench coat, she found
strapped and bulging from the inner pockets, explosives. Crude,
makeshift pipe bombs in abundance.

She rolled her gaze over his body, cursing slightly. She should
have brought a bag to dispose of them in. It wouldn't do to have
someone else get pissed off and take them. She slowly went about the
careful business of disarming them, breaking them down into bits and
taking the important pieces with her, bundled in one of the stolen
trench coats, to dispose of along the way. She wondered if there were
more.

Other than the strangely coloured orc that was, who was nowhere to
be seen amid the ruckus.

She saw nothing more out of the ordinary amidst the throngs of
people on their way to work. The sun was well up now, and businesses
were opening along the trashy street, young kids beginning to spill
out to play along the sidewalks.

Another job well done with no one to thank her for it.




Chapter 6

Zwi was beginning to feel slightly at ease or, at the very least,
bored. It was hard for her to tell at this point. She started back
toward the apartment complexes, having reloaded her shotgun and
readying herself for any other visionaries.

The crowds began to thin a little again as people arrived at work
and began to busy themselves with such things. Nearing the building
the slight clack of hooves could be heard again, however, and Zwi let
out a sigh of frustration. 


“Hey!” the soft sound of the boyish voice was heard,
“Hey lady!”

She turned around to look at the boy with a distinct look of
annoyance. 


“I already gave you money, kid. You can't bleed me dry,”
she said, her voice tinged with annoyance. There was no gratitude
there in her tone for the information he’d earlier provided.

Waving a hand in the air the boy pushed through to her, looking a
bit excited. “Did'ja catch up to 'em, lady?” He might be
the only member of her fan club.

“Yea,” she said, “They're dead. So make sure not
to try to piss me off, alright, kid?”

The guy’s oval eyes widened, their dark grin awash with awe.


“Dead? So that like... means I'm sort of, ah... like your
deputy, huh?” He grinned up at her, a slight hint of two
sharpened fangs there.

“Yea,” she sneered, “Best paying gig in the
city. So. Deputy. Anything else going on I should know about?”
She figured that was the easiest way to get him to relax and stop
pestering her.

Stepping up beside her, the new deputy swung and coiled his dark
little tail about. 


“Deputy Dwate, ma'am,” he said with a light laugh.
“And well,” he reached up, scratching at the side of his
head, “Nothin' yet. But I'll keep my eyes open for ya, you can
be sure of that!” He seemed quite pleased with his new role.

“Yea,” she paused, looking down at the youngling as
though it were the first time, her eyes drinking him in slowly as she
gave him a nod. “If you get me something that pans out, I'll
see what I can do for your sister, alright?” 


He did help her get the orcs. Well, she would have found them
anyways, she told herself, but that way was faster.

His smile became a wide, open-mouthed grin, sharp little teeth
showing as he looked up at her excitedly. Brushing some of his thick,
shaggy hair from his eyes he nodded sternly. 


“Yes ma'am! You can count on me.” Leaning in close, he
muttered a little quieter, “Folks say all kind of things around
me, truth be told. I don't think they give a crap what I know.”

“Well, why would they?” she said, less of a question,
and more of a statement. “Go see what you can rustle up. Try to
earn some money on the side, too,” she said lightly.

Dwate nodded to her again, “Always do, ma'am!” he
said, clip-clopping away with a slight skip to his step, much
cheerier after their latest talk it seemed.

She looked toward her apartment complex, wondering if the elf had
taken off yet. Or if he disappeared in the dead of night,
disappointed at his whoring abilities.

Always discuss payment before orgasm.

Instead of checking on Hugh, however, she went towards the bar
with her shotgun held loosely at her side.

The place was not particularly crowded. Sure, there were the usual
early morning drinkers, many of whom would also be the midday
drinkers, the afternoon, and even evening drinkers. The bartender was
a slender fellow, a mix of the bronzed natives and perhaps elf,
though the elf was minor if that's what it was. He had a dark skin,
short black hair, red eyes and busied himself with tidying up mostly,
the drinkers at this hour mostly moving slowly. 


Aside from him, the only other noteworthy or familiar face was the
self-proclaimed Gremlin, Frellen, back in a booth at the far side of
the establishment, dressed same as ever, looking quite alert.

She looked toward Frellen, then to the bar, moving up into the
stool. She was a familiar face there, of course, and she liked to
think she could draw attention when she needed to. She cleared her
throat, resting her shotgun on the bar, her finger near the trigger. 


“I need a beer and some information, not in that order,”
she said gruffly. She wasn't really even interested in the beer but,
well, information wasn't free, of course.

The bartender, she knew, didn't own the place. Nobody but the big
shots really owned anything in the city. He gave her a once over,
taking his time cleaning a mug before moving to one of the brass
spigots and beginning to pour her a beer. 


“You'll have to be more specific,” he said in a dry
tone.

“Anyone talking about anything this morning?” she
asked, grabbing the beer with her opposing hand, looking at him with
a scrutinizing gaze. “Any violence taking place?”

Shooting her a curious look from beneath his ridged brow, he shook
his head slowly. 


“I only just opened up, truthfully. Business is a bit
slower'n usual. Which is rare. But it's not by a lot.” Waiting
by her, he held out a hand, expecting payment.

She sighed in annoyance, moving between her breasts and taking out
the appropriate change — no tip — then taking her beer
and her gun over to Frellen's table, sliding into his booth and
giving him a long look over, 


“Did you sleep at all?”

Frellen, the tall man that he was, let his narrow eyes move to her
casually. He always seemed keenly aware of what was going on. Upon
close inspection, his white shock of hair that sprang back between
his ears at an upward angle, looked nothing like hair at all. It was
more like thin tubes, resembling bamboo shoots, appearing hard and
bristly as they came to their tips.

His nose was a little flat along the bridge, but came to a
triangular tip, and his grey face seemed to show traces of old, faded
light-teal tattoos, all giving him a very unique appearance among the
people of the city. His voice was almost attractive, deep and rich,
very velvety, but it was tinged with a bit of a displeased sound. 


“I don't believe in sleep. Cuts into your profits,” he
said. If it was a joke, he showed no signs of laughing or smiling at
it.

“Yea, you look like you're making a fortune in here,”
she said, taking her first sip of the sludge, making a face. She bet
her boss didn't need to drink anything that tasted so much like urine
soaked mud. She put it back to the table with displeasure, her eyes
looking along his. 


“You disagree with my actions last night?” she asked.
It was mostly just conversation — she didn't really care if he
did or not — but she was bored and had never taken the time to
talk to him before. He stayed out of her business, she stayed out of
his.

His eyes — narrow and almost rectangular with their odd
shape — moved to her, the blackness of their gaze studying her
closely. 


“You'd be surprised how early people start looking for my
services in this place,” he said. Taking a moment, he shrugged
his shoulders beneath his thick leather duster. “You got rid of
that pompous ass, so job well done, I suppose. No complaints.”

She nodded, giving him a brief once over, pushing her mug around
the table idly. “Anyone looking for any services today?”
she looked him over briefly, then rested on his eyes. “Anyone
looking for violence this morning?”

Arching a hairless brow, he gave her a strange look. 


“I don't deal in that kind of service. Don't you
know?” He asked her with some tinge of surprise that pierced
his normally professional facade.

Her brows furrowed back at him.

“Well, I haven't need for your services. You just looked
like the most likely person in here that'd know what was going on
this morning.”

Shrugging, he looked away, peering out over the bar a moment. 


“Well if you haven't need of my services, then you're
perhaps alone in this whole rotten city. And I normally keep my head
down, mind my own business.”

She rolled her eyes. “You certainly didn't seem to have your
head down last night,” she retorted.

Peering back at her, he managed to crack a light smile with his
thin, greyish-white lips. 


“Well, even the best of us find trouble crosses our path now
and then, no? All the more reason to mind our own business the rest
of the time. Was as fair a game as any, besides. Can't blame me for
the fellow’s misfortune.”

“I'm sure I can't,” she said, offering him the mug.
“Well, hope you make some cash today.” She shifted out of
the bench as easily as she had slid in.

As she rose up, however, he reached an arm up from under the
table, a hand pushing out across the surface. 


“Hold on.” His fingers were long — a tad longer
than normal — and he strummed them on the table another moment.
With a shrug of his head gesturing her back into the seat he waited.

She looked at him, considering for a moment before she slipped
back down into the bench. 


“Yes?” she asked.

Maintaining his casual facade he continued to speak to her quite
normally. 


“You've never meddled with me, so consider it a token of my
appreciation.” He glanced to her, those nearly pure black eyes
bored into her.

She stared back, a few strands of her long white bangs threatening
to drop into her view but never daring to. 


“Go on,” she said softly, her voice less gruff than
usual.

“There was some talk earlier. A few early shows, a band of
orcs. Four of them. One looking quite odd. They seemed intent on
causing mischief.” He pursed his lips and waited for her
reaction.

She nodded, and her face lightened slightly. Hey, valid
information was valid, even if it was a little late reaching her. At
least she knew she could trust his information. 


“Do you know where the odd one lives? He from town?”
Zwi asked.

“Lives?” he asked, shaking his head a bit, “No.
But he, like everyone, buys from me. I could maybe find a way to let
you know of when he's been by. But it will have to be done carefully.
My customers won’t stand for knowing I'd rat them out.”
Pausing, he eyed her over, “On second thought. That's likely
too great a risk.”

“Of course,” she said, moving from the bench once more
and offering him a rare, tight lipped smile, “All gotta make a
living. If anyone else feels rioty today, though, I'd appreciate if
you tried to talk'em down.” She pulled her shotgun off the
table, “Thanks for lettin' me know what you have already.”

Giving a slow nod to her, his eyes flicked to a tall, lanky troll
waiting off to the side. Unseen before now, he seemed fidgety,
anxious, and obviously waiting to see the strange, pale man she was
speaking with. Eager for his time and whatever services he was
offering didn't seem to describe his apparent lack of ease.

“Of course. Good luck with your enforcement.” Frellen
gave her a sardonic smile.

“Good l—” she paused, ending off at that and
giving him a nod, moving toward the door as the troll scurried to
take her place. Breaking out into the harsh light of day, she
squinted against the brightness, inhaling the fresher air.




Chapter 7

Back out into the bright, hot desert sun, she saw the streets were
a little slower, lunch approaching. Her little cloven-hooved
informant sat up against a wall across the street, tin pan in one
hand as he waved to her with the other.

“Making any money, kid?” she asked.

Shaking his head, his long shaggy hair rustled about his dark
brownish-red skin.

“Nah, everyone's tight with their coin today... tighter'n
usual!” 


He smiled up at her from his position sat upon the ground, back
pressed to the wall as his long, slender, hooved legs were pressed
out at the knees to the side around the tin he held there. 


“Seems everyone's upset about some new increase.”

“They'll get used to it before you know it. Don't worry
'bout it,” she said, though she didn’t know why she'd
bother reassuring him, “I'm gonna patrol around. Stay outta
people's way.”

“How'm I gonna earn any coin like that?” he called
after as she set off.

She shrugged, smirking to herself for a moment before wiping it
away and squaring her shoulders. Another few hours of this and she'll
get some sweet time alone. Maybe her boss would even give her a
bonus. She did save him from being blown up, after all... 


She tried to blink back the thoughts of him 'rewarding' her, but
it was never far from her mind.

The next few hours proved rather uneventful — or as
uneventful as days ever seemed for her. Sure, there was the usual
crap, the harmless scuffles that were normal among such brutes, but
she saw nothing out of the ordinary until passing by one of the shops
and saw two orc women shoving and seeming to pull at a loaf of bread
together. But as she came in sight, the one gave her a hard glare,
which seemed to distract her long enough for the other woman to take
the bread and run. Upon closer inspection, it was the woman she had
hit with some shotgun spread earlier.

Zwi took in a deep breath. No use causing hate for her where there
needn't be hate. She frowned as she moved closer to the orc woman,
sizing her up quickly, her shotgun held at her side. 


“Your wound alright?” Zwi asked.

The woman gave an irritated grumble, sputtering a bit as she
limply chased the other woman, shouting, “Gimme back that
bread, Larga!”

Zwi shrugged her shoulders, unfazed by it. Hey, if bread was more
important than she was, all the better. She moved onward to her
patrolling.




Chapter 8

The afternoon went by swiftly, evening approaching as she
patrolled around. Sunset indicated the city would mostly be winding
down from work, and the bars would fill again, and alcohol would
likely lead to trouble.

If there was one thing she hated about her job, it was definitely
the hours. In that she had to be working nearly all of them. It was
lucky enough that she had a few hours off for a fuck last night, and
that was only because she was planning for the bullshit that would be
this day. She wondered if she'd be so lucky tonight, but doubted it.
Chances are someone'd get in a ruckus and she'd have to break it up.
The daily grind.

As night fell, the bar really hit its stride. Though always dark,
as so many of its denizens preferred, it was packed, always with a
ton of people coming and going, even after the harsh new rental
raises. There was some sound of fighting from inside, though that was
quite ordinary, and hadn't reached the point of alarm yet. Zwi’s
new 'deputy' clip-clopped up to her again. 


“Ma'am!” he said, calling out to her, his green eyes
shimmering only a little in the darkness.

She immediately looked toward the familiar voice, moving quickly
toward him before hissing at him to keep it down. 


“You don't need everyone knowing you know me!” she
reminded him harshly, getting quite tired and cranky now without the
help of her drugs.

Nodding to her with a bob of his shaggy haired head, he responded,
“Oh right!” Waving at her to follow him, he stepped
around into the dark alley beside her apartment building, nobody in
the grimy dark recesses there.

She moved along with him, leaning against the wall almost lazily. 


“What is it?” she asked, her voice still quiet, but
above a hissed whisper.

Smiling up at her widely, he rocked back and forth on his hooves,
hands clasped behind him. 


“They was talkin' about what you did earlier. The folks, I
mean. Kept sayin' how there was supposed to be some big sign against
the bosses, but it never happened.”

She smiled a tight-lipped smile, her brows raising lightly. “Is
that so? And are they hoping to reconcile this?” she asked.

Shrugging his shoulders to her he continued, “I don't know
nothin' about that, but some of them were right down about it. Said
they was expectin' a big 'reckonin'’ they said.” He
seemed to be quite excited with his information, or at least with
sharing it with her. “Though most folks seemed glad nothin'
came of it. Said they were afraid it'd have caused too big of a fuss
and got them all in trouble or some such.”

“It's true,” she said, feeding him information. “Not
like the bosses are gonna just say 'alright, well, let's not bother
them no more.' They’re likely just to punish everyone. Harder,”
her eyes narrowed in warning, “Can you make sure people
understand that if they say anythin' to you about it?”

His ovalish eyes widen at her words, a request? No! A mission! She
gave him a mission! That seemed to be what his glossy eyes said, as
they shimmered even in the dark shadows if the alleyway. 


“Oh yes, ma'am!” he said excitedly. “I'll do
just that! And... and I'll be real sly about it too, no worries!”
He grinned at her.

“We all gotta look out for one another, right?” There
was pretty much no conviction in her voice and she was just saying
what she hoped he'd be most susceptible to believing without asking
for additional payment. Though, if the people weren't rioting, she
was pretty happy about it all. At least then she wouldn't get in
shit.

Despite her hopes, the idea of everyone looking out for each other
seemed kind of new to him, and gave him a moment of confused pause. 


“Uh, sure ma'am!” His excitement was so great at being
given an official duty by her. “I won’t let you down.
Swear!” With that he clicked his hooves on the stone alleyway.

She let out a soft sigh as he left, wondering if she shouldn't
just go home. She did have her payment for a day's hard work, after
all. And, well, her boss had given it to her. She shivered slightly.

Next time she should ask for a bonus, she decided. She did save
his life, after all. And the other people's lives, of course. She
figured it'd have to suck double hard to die as an immortal and,
besides, the orcs were pretty set on it. She wouldn't tell him how
close they were, though. In her retelling, she’d known what
they were doing before they were!

As she considered calling it an early night, there was the
continued sounds of some ruckus going on in the bar, and one high
pitched cry — very un-orcish — though the fight itself
never sounded too terribly out of control. Well, not by New Azoth’s
standards.

She might as well check that out, she reckoned, moving toward the
direction of the scream. Maybe it was the elf from the night before,
she thought with some wry amusement. He was fun, though.

Entering into the bar, there did seem to be a fight going on,
around which many of the denizens were gathered, drinking as they did
indeed watch the elf from the other night — topless now, and a
bit bruised and cut up — bare-fisted boxing with some rather
tall and exceptionally broad shouldered orc, who, though equally as
topless, was doing a much better job at the fight, with his lack of
cuts and bruises.

She almost laughed at the sight, staring at the elf incredulously.
He just didn't learn, did he? Or maybe he thought that since she
rewarded him so well the night before he'd get lucky again. Still,
she quickly moved into the front of the circled crowd. 


“What now?” she shouted over the loud noise of the bar

If it was all some act, he didn't seem to show it well. As she
laughed at him he cast a dark, amber glare over at her before a big
orcish fist came crashing down into his jaw, knocking him down to one
knee as he spat up blood. The sight of the small elven man taking on
the massive orc was rather ridiculous, especially since by the look
of things the orc was by far the superior fighter.

Moving through the crowd, Frellen, dressed the same as always and
looking as tall and striking as ever, slid in near her, murmuring to
her through the din. 


“The orc bought him a drink,” he said, as if it
explained everything.

“Hey!” she cried out, hoisting her gun up as the orc
took another swing. “Fuck off with that. The bartender doesn't
need to be cleaning up blood all night any more than you need to be
wearing less clothes right now,” she said, all the while
staring down the shot of her gun, directed to the orc. 


She wasn't in the mood for this. “Now simmer down or I'll
pop you in your knee.” In demonstration she let the gun drop to
the direction of his kneecap.

The large orc begrudgingly took a step back, all the while giving
a tusked glare at the woman pointing the gun. Slowly his fists
lowered as he backed away, victorious at least. Moving to the bar he
grabbed a mug of some drink, as the elf pushed himself back up to his
feet. Rubbing the large, obviously swollen spot on his jaw where he
was just struck, he moved after the orc and gave him another punch in
the back. The orc, however, just continued to drink, ignoring the low
thud it made and seeming unperturbed.

She moved up to the elf, dropping the gun to her side and yanking
his shoulder, spinning him to face her. 


“What the fuck is your problem? Two days, two fucking
fights?”

His lower lip was broken and bleeding, another addition to the
giant welt that was swelling up on the side of his jaw. He gave her a
sort of drunken look, as if seeing her for the first time. 


“Hey!” he declared loudly. “It's you.” His
handsomeness and charm were somewhat faded in his current state. “I
just kicked some ass,” he declared with certainty, to the sound
of laughter around the bar.

“Yea, you sure did,” she said with a roll of her eyes.
“You can't come back now, you just kicked so much ass that
everyone's too afraid of you to drink here when you're around. So you
have to go now.”

Fuck, why did this job feel so much like a job lately?

He was quite intoxicated, though some kind soul tossed his clothes
in a pile onto his back and head as he spoke. 


“Fuck 'em, serves 'em ri—” he started. He was
silenced by a heap of his own clothing. 


The tall apparition-like Frellen slunk away from her side
entirely, back through the crowd to his usual spot elsewhere.

“You need to leave,” she said again, more sternly this
time, everything else fading out to background noise, “And if
you're not going to leave on your own, you'll be tossed out. Now.
Move it,” her hand grabbed his shoulder, shoving him toward the
door.

The smaller man stumbled towards the door with her push, reaching
the exit as he twisted a bit and declared, “You've seen the
last of me! Vaga... vagabonds!” He then managed to push through
the door with a mix of drunkenness and woozy-headed swaying.

She breathed in the night air, following after him to ensure he
made it all the way out. 


“I don't want to see you in there no more. You've had more
fights in there than anyone I know.” It was a bald faced lie,
but she didn't care. She was tired of dealing with this and just
wanted to get high. And masturbate. At the same time.

“Get your ass somewhere to sleep,” she said.

Reaching up he began to pull the jacket and shirt from his head.
“Is that an offer?” he asked without turning back around.

“No,” she said, annoyed, “You spat at my
hospitality last night,” she moved towards her own place. “An
alley might sober you up a bit.”

“You'll come crawlin' back. They all do,” he said,
stumbling away.

“Maybe once you sober up,” she said with a sneer. Last
thing she needed was a drunk puking on her nethers. She reached
between her breasts, pulling out the satchel and, from within it, her
keys, walking to her building.
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