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Chapter 1

It seems my faith has been decided once I was banished in this world. If my girls and I are to remain in the Gray Witch’s realm, then I should  honor  Calisto’s  commands.  That  being  the  case,  I  had  to accept her last order, and now I'm in the peculiar position of being the leader of her goblin army. 

 Hail  Great  Goblin  General,  she  had  told  me  when  I  eventually accepted the position. 

I had told her that it would be difficult for a human like me, a former Emissary, to be the leader of her army. But no, she presented me in front of her troops and provided me with a shining sword and armor as a token of some sort. She did this out of respect for me. 

 How I'm going to earn their respect?  I had asked Calisto. 

 You’ll get the hand of this. This is a test to prove your loyalty to me, was all she had told me. 

And just like that, I became the general of her army. I was led into my  new  office  and  thirty  hobgoblins  were  assigned  as  my  personal guard. Of course, I'm to be watched now. They serve two purposes. 

First, they act as my protectors, and second, they keep an eye on me to  be  sure  that  I  won't  betray  them.  I'm  not  sure  if  they  understand that it's not like I can abandon her and go back. After all, there's no way the Emissaries would accept me again in their ranks. 

 This  is  a  test  to  prove  your  loyalty  to  me,  her  words  echo  in  my mind. 

◆◆◆

Having finished today's training with a goblin battalion, I march out to my chambers where I find my warrior women. All of my girls look

up, speculatively eyeing me. I can sense that things have been tense the last few weeks since I became the Great Goblin General. 

“Here  comes  the  Great  Goblin  General,”  Iolanthe  tells  me, frustration  in  her  voice  while  brushing  back  her  hair,  her  undertunic making her athletic thighs visible. She’s the first to gain my attention. 

I sense some kind of mocking in her tone. Since the day I became the Great Goblin General, I had neglected them a bit. Not only do I have to oversee and train Calisto's army every day, but cover her lust at  the  same  time.  The  Grey  Witch  participates  sometimes  as  well, and I've managed to make our bonds and the alliance stronger than ever. This has brought the distaste of my warrior women. 

“Is Succubus Calisto happy with your progress?” Melyne asks me, and  I  can  see  the  vitriol  burning  in  her  voice.  She's  been  the  most vocal  and  furious  about  what  I've  done.  “You're  still  very  devoted  to putting Amyndas’ army out of the map of Komana from what I see.” 

All my girls look at me with narrow eyes. 

Honestly, it makes me wonder if it's their commitment to our former comrades that makes them behave like that, or they are jealous that Calisto  is  monopolizing  me.  It  has  been  weeks  since  we  escaped from the Emissary army. 

“Not  that  I  want,  but  I  have  no  other  choice,”  I  reply  softly  to  my redheaded warrior woman, but I can see she hardly believes me. 

“Why can't we be a part of your escort?” Melyne continues, still not wanting to believe I'm saying the truth. 

I've  discussed  this  a  couple  of  times  with  them  so  far  and  the general  notion  is  that  the  Grey  Witch  isn't  fully  convinced  about  my loyalty, let alone the loyalty of my warrior women. 

“But why must they keep an eye on you? It's not that you strayed from her commands,” Iolanthe says, twisting her luscious red lips. 

“So  far  all  I  did  was  feed  her  information.  I  haven't  killed  any Emissaries  so  far;  neither  did  you.  And  don't  forget  that  Calisto’s fortress  is  still  under  our  former  general’s  command,”  I  start  saying, trying  to  change  the  topic.  I  take  a  seat  and  grab  a  goblet  of  wine. 

“They  might  have  suffered  heavy  losses  but  they  are  far  from  over yet.” 

“I can't believe that we are actually considered fanatical extremists for  the  locals  of  Komana,”  Rena  tells  me.  “It’s  still  hard  for  me  to swallow something like this. To think that all of the Emissaries called upon to take over this place are just a rebel group, an anomaly, and that  the  Demon  Lords  are  actually  liked  and  worshipped  by  the locals.” 

That  is  something  that  we've  learned  just  after  we  had  completed our last mission. Instead of the heroes we had been brainwashed to be, the truth is that the locals despise us and consider us insurgents. 

“Despite preparing her new army, we haven't done so much to earn Calisto’s allies the trust that we want. That's why I think Calisto has given me command of her army. This will prove my loyalty to her once and for good.” 

Elenya is working hard, shining her shield. “Zephyros, you've been very  busy  lately,  neglecting  us.  And  everyone  treats  us  like  pariahs here, as our former comrades did back in the Emissary camp. I fear we  will  never  be  accepted  by  the  locals  despite  our  recent accomplishments to aid them.” 

I  glance  and  nod  at  her.  “That’s  the  more  reason  to  prove  them wrong.” 

“There’s something else,” Elenya complains. 

“What  more?”  I  reply,  leaving  my  goblet  of  wine  and  crossing  my arms. 

“They don’t allow us to walk freely,” she says bitterly. “Since the day you  became  the  Great  Goblin  General  and  we've  been  put  under Calisto’s  command,  all  we  can  do  is  walk  inside  the  Grey  Witch’s castle. We're not allowed to enter the inner city, neither we can train with you.” 

Knowing  my  mistress  and  the  Grey  Witch,  that's  something  both Demon  Lords  would  definitely  do.  They  would  limit  our  ease  of access, fearing my girls might abandon us and provide information to the rival faction. 

After helping my mistress to retrieve her dragon egg, I thought that this would be enough for me and my team to gain Calisto’s and the Grey  Witch’s  full  trust.  But  no,  Calisto  has  now  confined  my  warrior women and placed guards outside their chamber’s door. I’m not sure

why this occurred and with all that is happening, I wasn’t able to find the reason behind it. 

“It's ironic but after all we've survived, now we’re nothing more than confined prisoners,” Iolanthe complains. 

“I expected that things here wouldn't be easy,” I agree. “But I wasn't expecting confinement either.” 

“For  all  your  power  as  the  Great  Goblin  General,  you’ve  become nothing  but  her  servant.  If  you  can’t  be  the  one  who  commands directly and have to constantly kneel to her, I see no difference than Amyndas,” Iolanthe adds, making a point. 

Her words are harsh, but she's right! If I am the commander of the goblin  army,  neither  I  nor  my  warrior  women  can  be  like  their prisoners. 

Chapter 2

The next day I'm back to fighting. My goblin troops engage in mock battles  with  the  Gray  Witch’s  army  and  we  manage  successfully  to fend off an entire battalion of cyclopes. The green creatures aren't the best in direct confrontation, but it's a completely different story when they take defensive positions inside the ruins or the trenches. I have them organized into key points. 

“Take it easy,” my succubus lover tells me as she plays with a lock of  my  hair  while  watching  her  army  emerging  victorious  against  the high-level  cyclopes.  “I  don't  know  if  you  are  level-headed  or  just lucky,” she adds. 

This battle has been the opportunity I've been waiting for some time to prove my worth to my succubus mistress. The mock battles against the  Gray  Witch’s  army  are  the  toughest,  and  the  only  way  for  the goblin army to emerge victorious is by implementing guerilla tactics. 

These  past  six  days,  three  out  of  six  times  we  won.  This  mock  war might be a stalemate, yet my performance has been the reason I’ve gained the respect of my troops and the envy of the other generals. 

No  one  has  ever  challenged  the  Great  Magistrix  as  I  did  these  few days, and with nothing but a motley collection of low-level goblins. 

But my victory is short-lived as the Great Magistrix appears with his army  of  Battle  Mages  and  advances,  forcing  the  green  nitwits  in  a disarray.  My  mistress  is  still  watching  me  with  a  sinister  smile, expecting  I  will  lose  against  the  elite  forces.  And  under  normal circumstances,  she'd  be  right!  There's  no  way  for  mere  goblins  to defeat the strongest force in Komana. However, both Demon Lords, along with my rival, the Great Magistrix forget that battles are highly situational and depend on several factors. 

“Now!” I order one of my goblin captains on my right. 

The goblin captain nods at me and immediately snarls something to the  goblin  buglers.  The  green  creatures  hop  and  smile,  and  after  a moment they blow the bugle, signifying our army’s retreat. 

“So  that  was  it  for  today...”  Calisto  comments,  raising  a  single eyebrow. 

“Not yet,” I give her a sexy smile. 

She looks back at me with a quizzical look. 

The goblins retreat tactically inside the ruins, hiding their presence. 

The  ruins  in  this  mock  battle  act  like  a  natural  fortress  with  various levels. All the devastating power of the Battle Mages cannot be fully employed  in  this  place,  as  my  forces  are  scattered  and  hidden.  No matter how powerful the Battle Mages are, if they can't move as an organized battalion, and their lines are broken, even they are easy to pick  up.  Engaging  in  a  one-on-one  battle  against  the  goblin  horde while  being  enclosed  in  a  treacherous  maze,  will  prove  challenging the least. 

The  Great  Magistrix  is  wise  enough  to  see  what's  happening  and orders  his  Battle  Mages  to  stop  advancing.  It  seems  that  this  battle has come to a draw once again. 

Succubus Calisto raises both eyebrows now, her lips pursing. “Oh!” 

is all she manages to say. 

“I can't win, but they can't win either,” I tell her. 

Despite  being  only  a  couple  of  months  in  the  real  world,  not  to mention  I  was  just  recently  appointed  as  the  Great  Goblin  General, there's one thing that keeps me motivated: I want to win! And not only for me but for my mistress and my warrior women as well. I want to give a lesson to Hades and his minions. I have to fight harder so that I proved to others and myself that I’m not under anyone’s command. 

Having  finished  today’s  biggest  mock  battle,  I’m  headed  with  my goblin escort back to the headquarters where I find Calisto, the Grey Witch, the Great Magistrix, and a bunch of other high officers. Having won,  in  a  way  today’s  battle,  the  Great  Magistrix  commends  me  for my  battle  tactics.  After  further  discussing  the  ensuing  war  and  how we should advance and recapture Calisto’s realm, I’m dismissed and I  head  toward  my  office.  Calisto  arrives  a  few  moments  later  and sends away my guards. 

“I should be the one giving them orders,” I tease her with a hint of complaint. 

“My-my, aren't you a prisoner of war?” She bites her luscious lips. 

She walks boldly towards me and penetrates me with her gaze. 

My lust for her erupts like a volcano demanding immediate release. 

I grab her and bring her near me. “Am I?” I ask her, still holding her in my strong arms. “You never mentioned this.” 

She  shakes  her  head  left  and  right  dismissively,  and  as  she touches  my  face,  she’s  putting  away  any  thoughts  of  worry  and distrust I might have. Now I get what’s happening every time I try to speak with her about me and my warrior women. She knows what I’m about  to  ask,  and  by  controlling  my  lust,  she  controls  my  fate.  At times  it  bothers  me  that  I’m  under  her  magic,  but  not  so  much,  I guess. 

She  wraps  her  soft  hands  around  my  waist  and  hesitantly  I approach her, our faces growing closer. 

My  gaze  lingers  on  her  parted  mouth,  watching  as  her  tongue glides over her teeth deliciously. It is like watching a lioness taking in the sights of her prey, ready to lunge and sink her fangs into me. And carrying out this metaphor, she sinks her long nails into my back as she mashes her mouth against mine. 

Each  kiss  is  demanding,  forceful;  her  soft  lips  suck  out  the  last drops  of  resistance  and  fight  within  my  body.  Notes  of  her  lavender scent  envelop  me,  and  I  become  willfully  weakened  yet  energized with  lust.  I  am  now  completely  at  her  mercy,  our  tongues  flicking against  each  other  in  a  slow  dance  as  my  hands  explore  her voluptuous body. 

I follow her curves with my calloused hands, lavishing her body with my  caresses  and  gaze.  It  is  like  every  inch  of  her  skin  is  a  new discovery;  a  lustful  explorer  noticing  new  marks  or  freckles  that weren’t observed before. As I marvel at Calisto’s body, she guides me to  the  desk  in  the  middle  of  my  office.  I  watch  as  she  props  herself onto its surface, unfastening her wraps in front of me. 

As  she  drops  the  top  wraps  of  her  dress,  her  large  breasts  jiggle and bounce into view. Her nipples are visibly erect, and she spreads her legs wide for me as she shrugs off the last wrap. Eagerly I shrug

out of my attire, letting my armor and trousers fall to the floor without a thought. My shaft throbs in the cool air of the room, and Calisto’s gaze falls upon my shaft with a smirk. 

“Come and give me all you’ve got, General.” 

Her words rock through my body like electric shocks as I approach her,  settling  myself  between  her  legs.  She  leans  back  against  the table,  letting  strands  of  her  long  hair  drape  over  the  edge.  The  big masses of her breasts spread out like dough as she lies down, and my mouth waters for the taste. Planting my hands on her wide hips, I watch her face as I slide inside her inch by inch. 

My succubus lover’s wetness envelops me, and I have to catch my breath  for  a  moment.  It’s  as  if  she  is  molded  just  for  my  shape,  the way she squeezes and shifts around me. Calisto lets out a soft moan herself, wrapping her legs around my waist tightly while her arms coil around  my  neck.  I  begin  to  rock  into  her,  shaking  the  table  with  my thrusts.  Pens  and  other  implements  roll  off  the  table,  the  legs squeaking underneath our weight. 

Suddenly I am pulled towards her face again, and I am met with a softer  kiss  than  before.  I  can’t  help  but  softly  moan  into  her  mouth, each thrust causing pressure to build throughout my groin. My fingers dig  into  her  supple  flesh,  while  my  mouth  moves  towards  her bouncing breasts to catch her left nipple in my mouth. 

Calisto’s fingernails drag from my neck onto my scalp, digging in as I  playfully  bite  her  nipple.  Her  moans  become  louder  as  my  thrusts become  more  desperate  and  erratic.  It’s  like  everything  else  that served as my purpose in this world was suddenly stripped away, and all  that  was  left  was  for  me  to  only  please  Calisto’s  body.  Her  hold over  me  is  so  powerful,  so  controlling  and  unyielding  that  anything else only serves as a distraction. 

And there is a part of me that is okay with this. Knowing what I am submitting my mind and body to her only adds to my pleasure in the moment, edging on my drunken lust that courses through my veins. 

And  the  faces  of  my  warrior  women  become  blurry  as  I  suck  on Calisto’s breasts, feeling myself approaching climax quite quickly. 

“Calisto…” I groan, planting my hands on either side of her head. I don’t finish what I was going to say, but she seems to understand by

my tone and expression. 

“Fill  me  with  your  seed,  Zephyros,”  she  whispers  in  my  ear,  her nails dragging on the skin of my neck and back. 

I bury my face in Calisto’s neck as I pump inside her, pushing my length  as  deeply  as  I  can.  My  body  tenses,  and  I  feel  my  orgasm approaching. My succubus and I are locked in a frozen embrace as our  orgasms  overcome  us;  shocks  of  white-hot  ecstasy  shooting through  my  body.  Her  moans  echo  into  the  air  with  her  thighs trembling around me. 

The colors of the room blur for only a moment, before I collapse on top of her, breathing heavily into her ear. It takes me a few minutes to recover as I withdraw from her, stumbling onto my feet. 

Calisto smiles to herself as she stands from the desk, running her fingers through her long hair, stepping back into her dress wraps. Her expression is soft, but her eyes are hard. She knows what I am about to  bring  up,  and  despite  knowing  that  all  that  was  given  to  me  can that easily be taken, I won’t let the opportunity escape this time. 

Chapter 3

“Why  haven’t  you  crushed  the  Emissaries?”  I  ask  Calisto  while caressing her luscious body. 

It seems she’s taking a lot of time to think about what my question actually means. Having seen the true power of their combined army, I can’t stop but wonder why haven’t they done so far. 

“I must leave,” she tells me but I grab her softly by the wrist. At my current level, which is 41, there's no way I can stop her if she wants to leave, but I know she’ll stay. 

“I'm trying my best,” I start looking at her directly in the eyes. “Even after what I showed you today, you're not clear with me and I feel that my  girls  and  I  are  as  much  expendable  as  we  were  for  Amyndas. 

Where is this going to lead? I start doubting us.” 

For some reason, she seems unable to argue with that statement, and  she  knows  I'm  right.  It's  interesting,  however,  that  I'm  able  to finally discuss this with her and find out what’s going on. I should be vocal about a few things, such as the fact that I feel as if my team and I  are  in  jeopardy,  even  though  everyone  calls  me  the  Great  Goblin General,  and  despite  the  fact  I  have  an  escort  of  thirty  powerful hobgoblins to protect me day and night. The only benefit I've gained though  is  that  I've  increased  my  threat  levels  and  I'm  stronger  than ever.  Not  to  mention  that  I've  become  a  better  leader  and  everyone respects me right now. 

“We can't simply barge in and destroy Amyndas’ camp,” is all she replies in a fog of mystery. 

Now she has me intrigued. Is my paladin general holding an ace up his sleeve? What power does he hold that makes even two powerful Demon Lords reluctant to attack him head-on? 

I still hold her wrist, not letting her leave and making sure she tells me more, not that fuzzy information she tries to feed me as usual. “I’ll deal with him,” I tell her smiling. 

She bursts into laughter. “Are you sure you'll deal with him and not the other way around?” 

For all the threat levels I’ve got these past weeks, my general is still far  stronger  than  me,  and  even  with  the  combined  strength  of  my girls, there's no way to know for sure if I’ll be able to defeat him. “If I have  to!  If  this  is  what  it  takes  to  save  you  and  prove  my  loyalty  to you,” I say to her wholeheartedly. 

Her carefree eyes change, measuring me now with a serious look. 

She’s still silent. 

I  decide  to  take  the  initiative  and  speak  first.  “At  least  nine  out  of ten of the senior Emissaries is either incapacitated or dead. And no matter  how  many  reinforcements  they  get,  there's  no  way  for  the mindless drones to battle creatures that are threat level 30 or 40, not to mention the combined force of both of your armies. We could have Amyndas’  Emissaries  cornered  in  no  time  if  we  decide  to  hit decisively,” I say, knowing the Emissary Army’s actual force. 

“There  is  something  I  haven't  told  you,”  she  begins  as  she  frees herself from my grip and gets up. 

“How so?” I ask. 

She's hesitant for a few moments, but after a long exhale she tells me,  “Fine,  you're  the  Great  Goblin  General  of  my  army,  you  should know all the truth. We can't attack and defeat him directly. There's a powerful artifact in the Emissary Camp and if he activates it, he could blow up all of Komana. He hasn't used it so far, hoping that he could somehow  overwhelm  us  with  his  power  and  take  control  of  the  city, but  if  we  push  him  too  far  there's  no  telling  what  this  madman  is capable of.” 

I'm left dumbfounded. So everything explains now why they haven't pushed  him  to  the  limit.  It's  a  delicate  matter.  Then  something  else passes through my mind. “Was the reason you didn't kill me the first time  we  met  because  you  wanted  me  to  spy  for  you  and  find  that great artifact? You did that with others I guess.” 

Silence…  To  my  surprise,  she  stares  at  me  breathlessly.  So everything comes in place now. It's not that my mistress doesn't like me, but she's a Demon Lord and one of Komana’s leaders. It makes perfect  sense  for  her  to  use  me  in  such  a  way.  But  this  leaves  me wondering if she still has others like me doing her bidding inside the Emissary Camp. How many spies does Calisto actually have? I can't deny  that  I'm  jealous.  I  thought  that  we  had  something  special.  It seems  that  my  girls  are  more  right  than  I  thought.  Calisto  has  kept this for herself until now. 

I’ve noticed though, that even though she tried to charm me, I was able  now  to  get  through  her  magic  this  time.  Probably  I'm  getting some  kind  of  immunity  because  I'm  constantly  with  her.  This discussion  wouldn't  be  possible  a  few  weeks  ago.  At  least,  the  fact that  she's  honest  with  me  places  my  mind  at  some  relative  peace. 

Lying to me would mean that she has a hidden agenda. 

“You could have left me and die,” I tell her. “Why did you come back for me?” 

“I  don't  know,”  she  tells  me  with  a  half-shrug  and  a  smirk  on  her kiss-provoking lips. 

I hope it's the right time I tell her about my girls and to stop spying on me. “I have something to ask,” I begin. 

She stares at me with an inquiring eye. 

“I've  been  trying  to  keep  the  girls  in  the  dark  about  their confinement, but they suspect that something is going on, and in fact, something is going on. I want to let them have more freedom.” 

“This could be arranged. If you think that your warrior women are to be trusted not to double-cross me… us,” she corrects her wording, “I'll command my goblin guards to let them be for now.” 

That  was  easier  than  expected.  I  thought  that  my  mistress  would find  some  kind  of  excuse.  At  least,  my  girls  haven’t  been  so  vocal about their discontent and kept their thoughts only to themselves and me. Fortunately, their patience worked in our favor again. 

◆◆◆



I  head  back  to  their  chambers,  smile  on  my  face,  thinking  that things worked out somehow. I secretly wonder if my mistress actually believes  me  or  she  has  something  else  in  mind.  Doesn't  matter, because I'll prove to her I'm right. 

This time, just like yesterday, the girls look at me. Rena and Melyne are sleeping and only Iolanthe and Elenya are here. 

“Well, did you talk with her?” Iolanthe asks me while getting up from her bed. 

“We came to a mutual understanding,” I say smirking. 

“And? Everything went as you expected?” She asks. 

As I sit between them, I explain everything that had happened and take the opportunity to relax for a few hours with them. I hope that my actions  will  mend  the  relationship  with  my  warrior  women.  Calisto’s decision  will  also  give  them  some  motivation  to  stay  true  to  our cause. 

The two girls look at each other then turn their gaze at me, not sure if  they  should  proceed.  They  can't  ignore  though  the  stimulation happening  between  our  bodies  and  my  fully  erect  cock  grabs  their attention.  Slowly,  they  help  me  discard  my  clothes  and  remove  the articles of my armor one by one. Iolanthe is the first to approach me with lust in her eyes. 

Elenya is still a bit apprehensive as Iolanthe begins to kiss me, her hands merely rubbing my chest as Iolanthe strokes me off. 

I  know  that  my  girls  still  feel  betrayed,  hurt,  and  distrustful, considering  the  events  that  have  happened  these  last  few  weeks.  I want  to  comfort  them  to  ensure  that  they  know  that  I  will  fight  for them, no matter what. It seems they have forgotten what they mean to me, but I intend to show them all just that. 

Iolanthe’s kiss is gentle as she climbs on top of me, her long limbs encompassing me completely. Her hand is still busy at my cock, her nimble fingers stroking my tip in slow circles. In the corner of my eye, I see Elenya begin to disrobe, her muscled thighs and athletic figure coming into view. I forget how different the girls are in their shapes, but each and every one of them is still unbelievably insatiable to me. 

Elenya’s hesitation seems to melt away as she joins Iolanthe by my crotch.  Her  hand  rests  on  my  thigh,  her  fingers  tickling  the  hairs  on my  skin  as  she  moves  up  towards  my  testicles.  Iolanthe’s  heat emanates  from  between  her  thighs  as  she  descends  onto  me.  Sex with  my  warrior  women  is  always  a  different  experience  due  to  how sober I am. My mind isn’t subjugated under Calisto’s grip, and I can barely remember the details other than how I felt. 

But with Elenya and Iolanthe, I am able to look into their faces with gratitude  as  they  please  me.  Iolanthe  descends  further  until  she penetrates herself with my shaft. Her head bucks towards the ceiling, her hands cupping her breasts as she takes me in. Elenya massages my testicles along with the base of my shaft, each tickle and caress sending a tingle throughout my groin. 

My hips meet Iolanthe’s as our bodies roll together, her skinny form exposing  the  print  of  my  shaft  through  her  belly.  As  Iolanthe  and  I make  love,  Elenya’s  legs  suddenly  surround  my  head.  Looking  up, her bald mound and ass stare at me, and I quickly descend until I am completely  enveloped  by  her.  Her  thick  thighs  squeeze  my  head  as she humps my face, as I manage to catch a gulp of air between each rolling motion. 

Now  I  am  bound  by  both  women  with  their  bodies,  their  moans filling the air in a soft chorus. Normally, they are louder than this, but probably don’t want to arouse the others from their sleep. As well as that, they probably also do not want Melyne and Rena to know that they are pleasing me in this way. That’s fine with me. 

I wrap my arms around Elenya’s thighs, penetrating my tongue into her wetness and flicking it all around inside. I feel her squirm on top of  me,  as  she  tries  not  to  moan  too  loudly.  Her  taste  is  sweet  and carnal, furthering my pleasure even more. I always enjoy the  always tough Elenya writhing and blushing because of my doing. 

Then  Iolanthe  leans  back  on  her  hands,  rolling  her  hips  slowly  as she stimulates her clit. The soft clapping of our bodies is masked by

their soft moans, and I am surprised the other girls haven’t woken up. 

Suddenly I feel Iolanthe tense all around me, and I know that she is about  to  climax.  I  slam  my  hips  upwards  even  harder,  letting  out  a soft grunt of my own. 

“Zephyros…  I  am  going  to  come!”  her  sweet  voice  whispers,  her body tensing all around me. I’m pumping inside her as hard as I can, reaching  into  the  depths  of  her  womb  with  all  of  my  might.  She contracts and shifts around me, and Elenya and she meet together in a desperate kiss above my chest. 

Their  breasts  press  against  each  other  as  their  arms  explore  the others’  bodies,  and  Elenya  is  practically  bashing  herself  against  my face all the while. I can sense that Elenya is about to come as well, due to how desperate and intense her riding is. I feel the familiar heat of my climax oncoming, and I tense up completely. 

Spurts  of  my  seed  shoot  inside  Iolanthe,  my  shaft  throbbing  and jerking  inside  her  body.  She  moans  louder  now,  though  it  doesn’t seem  to  disturb  the  sleeping  girls.  Elenya  withdraws,  squirting  her juices  all  over  my  face  in  a  silent  moan.  Both  women  spray  their orgasms on me, drenching me completely. 

They wordlessly collapse beside me, their bodies rising and falling in heavy pants. My eyes roll to the ceiling, sweat dripping down the side of my face. As we recover from our lovemaking, they wrap their arms around me, and we sleep like this until dawn. 



Chapter 4

The  next  day,  along  with  my  four  warrior  women,  my  hobgoblin guard  escorts  me  to  the  headquarters  where  the  two  Demon  Lord ladies await me. 

Beautiful and small Rena whispers in my ear, “You did it,” seeming rather impressed. 

“This assignment,” I tell her, “will clear you and me of all suspicion. 

Once we topple Amyndas, no one will doubt us.” 

“I  wonder  what  the   great  Lord  Hector  will  have  to  say  about  you when he learns that you became the Great Goblin General,” Melyne scoffs. 

“I  can  understand  your  anger.  Before  abandoning  the  Emissaries, Hector  had  humiliated  us  several  times  and  gave  us  all  kinds  of suicide  missions  despite  the  fact  we  saved  his  ass  more  than  a couple of times.” 

“I don't want to hurt our former friends,” Rena reveals. “We killed so many  monsters  with  them  and  we've  been  comrades  in  arms  since the  day  we  arrived  in  this  world.  I  hope  that  there  could  be  another way to do this. For Elysium and Amyndas we've lost so many good people for nothing. This war is stupid!” 

And  I  can't  say  I  disagree  with  her.  Everyone  despises  the Emissaries  of  Elysium  here  and  for  a  good  reason.  It  seems  we've done more harm than good than we actually thought. 

“We'll have to figure out another way,” Elenya says. “There has to be  some  other  way,  something  that  our  Great  Goblin  General  will think of in time.” 

Melyne takes a deep breath. “There's no other way,” she exclaims. 

“All we can do, all we learned since the day we were transferred… is to fight. We don't have the support of the other Emissaries and it will

be  impossible  to  convince  these  mindless  buffoons  that  they  are  on the wrong side. This world is madness!” 

Elenya and Rena turn to me, hoping I’ve thought of a solution. 

I hesitate, it's not that I can just simply lie to them just for the sake of reassuring them that everything's going to be fine. I'm also slightly concerned  about  their  views  on  the  matter  at  hand  and  the attachment they still hold to our former comrades. I see that they are hesitant, even terrified at the thought of fighting the Emissary Army. 

Mistakenly,  Elenya  thinks  that  my  silence  is  due  to  the  fact  I'm thinking of a way to resolve the issue peacefully. “So you’re actually thinking that there's a way we can turn things around, without having to fight Hector and the other Emissaries?” She finally asks. 

“I  don't  see  we  have  a  choice  besides  fighting,”  I  tell  her  and  the other girls. “For this quest to succeed, and for us to survive, we must follow Calisto's orders for the time being. Honestly, I haven't thought anything about the Emissaries yet. My mind is focused on one thing: that being how to defeat our general paladin. If we kill him or trap him, then  the  Emissaries  will  be  headless  and  probably  this  will  be  their downfall.” 

It  goes  without  saying  that  I  haven't  told  them  anything  about  the legendary artifact that the paladin general has in his possession and of what he is capable of. I don't know how my girls would react to this. 

When I had asked Calisto about what the public opinion thinks, and if they know about the legendary artifact that could bring doom upon Komana,  she  simply  replied  that  common  folk  thinks  that  the Emissaries are stronger than they actually are, and the fact that they achieved  a  blow  for  the  first  time  in  several  decades  and  took possession over Calisto’s fortress, seems to have worked in favor of that  opinion.  The  notion  that  the  Emissaries  are  stronger  has  been cultivated by the Demon Lords. Having a public enemy has worked in the  Demon  Lords’  favor  as  well  since  they  brought  unity  among  the various tribes of Komana. Calisto confided me that in the past control over the city was divided. Several factions and warlords existed and even  the  Demon  Lords  hadn't  the  best  of  relationships  among themselves,  but  since  the  Emissary  Army  invaded  the  city,  all  of Komana had united under a common threat. Keeping the Emissaries

at  bay  without  completely  annihilating  them  worked  in  the  Demon Lords' favor. They were an enemy of the public, something to always look out for. 

“What  should  we  do  if  we  encounter  Hector  and  the  rest?”  Rena asks. 

I  see  that  with  each  question  they  make,  the  more  restless  they become.  I  even  wonder  if  they’re  hiding  something.  But  no!  They wouldn’t  jeopardize  their  lives  that  easily.  Their  loyalty  to  our  former allies,  however,  is  beginning  to  trouble  me.  Maybe  Calisto foreshadowed this and now I think that she was right up to a point to confine them. 

“You  know  that  I'll  do  everything  it  takes  for  us  to  stay  alive  and survive.  But  you  do  know  that  Hector  is  as  strong  as  us,  maybe stronger…  and  his  team  has  more  members,”  I  remind  them.  “No matter what, I care too much for each of you and I won't let anything bad happen if it comes down to this. You’re my first priority.” 

All of my girls nod, even Melyne who seemed a bit hesitant at first. 

“Good,” I say to them. “Know that provided the opportunity I’ll find a solution  that  will  get  us  out  of  this  dead-end  with  our  former comrades. It’s not that I want them dead either.” 

“The  solution  might  be  more  obvious  than  we  think,”  Melyne  tells me. 

The other girls look at her puzzled, I as well. 

“Hector  isn't  a  fool,”  she  begins.  “He  knows  that  the  Emissaries won't  last  for  long.  If  we  are  to  convince  him  that  by  following Amyndas’ commands they are led into their doom, and at the same time  we  give  him,  and  the  other  Emissaries  the  option  to  join  the Demon  Lords  by  granting  them  sanctuary,  it  might  work  out  in  our favor.” 

“What?”  I  shout,  gathering  the  unwanted  glares  of  the  hobgoblin guards. “Melyne, you can't be serious. Calisto will never agree to this and I'm sure that Hector will think we're trying to trick him!” 

I look around and I see that the other girls aren't as shocked as me. 

They're  actually  thinking  Melyne’s  proposal.  The  thing  is  that  my reaction  brought  unnecessary  attention  to  my  goblin  guards,  who's

primary concern is to spy on me. I hope they didn't hear what Melyne just said. 

“Zephyros,”  Iolanthe  begins,  her  voice  whispering  low  in  my  ear. 

“Actually,  it's  not  a  bad  idea,  you  should  think  about  it.  I  don't  think that  the  Emissaries  will  need  much  of  a  push  to  betray  our  paladin general. Everyone has lost someone there. The size of the Emissary Army  is  less  than  half  of  what  it  was,  and  I'm  sure  there  are  many who  despise  Amyndas  and  would  gladly  topple  him.  Even  the continuous reinforcements they're getting, won't be enough to counter the combined forces of the two Demon Lords.” 

The  other  two  girls,  one  by  one  seem  compelled  by  this  idea. 

What's  worrisome  is  that  they're  actually  considering  that  this  plan could work. For the most part though, they are right. If Hector betrays Amyndas, then most of the Emissaries will unconditionally surrender or  come  to  our  side  like  the  mindless   drones  they  are.  That’s  a terrifying  scheme  that  could  annihilate  the  Emissary  scourge  once and for all. Interesting, I should give more thought to it. 

◆◆◆

During  our  meeting  with  the  two  Demon  Lords  and  the  Great Magistrix, something unforeseen happens. While being at the briefing room planning our next invasion against the Emissaries, a messenger comes  and  announces  that  Lady  Hecate  has  arrived  with  her  army and  demands  an  audience  with  the  Gray  Witch  and  Calisto  in  the Throne Room. Everyone is left dumbfounded. 

“Who's this  Hecate?” I ask. 

“She's the third Demon Lord of Komana and the ruler of Undercity, an underground system of tunnels that expands below us,” the Great Magistrix tells me with a concerned look. 

The  Gray  Witch  and  Calisto  are  stiff  and  look  at  each  other  with furrowed  eyebrows.  I  haven't  seen  them  so  serious  for  some  time now. 

“So a new ally has appeared?” I ask with refrained optimism. 

“The  third  Demon  Lord  had  been  missing  for  five  decades,  until recently. She contacted us and requested help,” the Gray Witch tells

me, her chest heaving up and down and her curvy breasts catch my attention. 

“And you've been oblivious about this?” I wonder while crossing my arms and Calisto mimics my gesture. 

“No…” the Gray Witch replies. I nod at her and she continues. “In fact, Calisto and I provided her with a division of our army when we learned that she was alive so that she could tackle and get rid of the usurpers.  Things  in  Undercity  have  been  in  an  uproar  for  several decades.” 

That's  something  new  I  just  learned.  I  know  what  Melyne  and Iolanthe  would  say:  that  I’m  not  being  properly  briefed,  and  as  the Great  Goblin  General  I  should  be.  So  far  when  I  asked  Callsto  and the Grey Witch about the third Demon Lord, things have always been blurry.  From  what  their  faces  tell  me,  things  can't  be  good.  For  all  I know,  at  least  Calisto  would  inform  me  that  the  third  Demon  Lord would be coming to join us. The fact that they were caught off guard has me concerned. 

“We should head to the Throne Room,” Calisto tells us. 

Chapter 5

Finally, my hobgoblin escort, my girls, and I reach the throne room. 

As we get there, we realize a luscious woman is sitting on a golden throne,  one  that  wasn’t  present  until  this  morning.  The  place  is flooded with various monsters. She also took the liberty to place her throne right in the middle as if she wants to make a point of who’s the leader  here.  Right  beside  her  stands  a  dark  knight,  his  posture intimidating in every way. He towers behind her and when I scan him, I see that he has a Threat Level 100. Soon after my arrival, the two Demon  Lord  Ladies  arrive  with  their  escorts.  The  Grey  Witch  has brought a platoon of Battle Mages with her to make a point. 

“What's going on?” The Gray Witch demands in a menacing voice. 

Calisto’s and the Grey Witch’s guards are on edge, ready to attack the newcomers. 

“Wait!”  The  voluptuous  woman  says,  raising  her  hand  toward  us. 

“It's not what you think it is.” 

“It doesn't look like it,” Calisto says, her face disturbed in a way I've never seen her before. 

I  see  our  opponent’s  Threat  Level  and  it's  even  higher  than  the Grey Witch’s, a staggering Threat Level of 134. I won't lie, I certainly don't  want  to  engage  in  a  fight  here,  especially  now  that  we're preparing for the final push against the Emissary Army. Calisto looks at  me  and  I  give  her  a   what  now?   expression.  Is  my  mistress intending  to  go  out  on  a  full-blown  battle  against  a  fellow  Demon Lord? Why should they fight against each other in the first place? 

“And  yet,  here  you  are,  your  actions  showing  the  opposite.  Have you forgotten that if it wasn't for us you would still be hiding from your Dungeon Lords?” Calisto points her with her index finger. “What kind of treachery is this?” 

“Let  me  explain  before  we  get  ourselves  in  a  fruitless  and  stupid battle killing each other,” Hecate stresses. “I managed to finally get a grip  of  the  throne  of  Undercity  and  consolidated  my  power  there, crushing  all  the  rebels.  Then,  I  got  attacked  by  some  foolish Emissaries who dared to step with their churlish feet in my domain. It seems Amyndas is more ambitious than I thought. He hopes that he could take Undercity as well.” 

“The  Emissary  Army  attacked  you  as  well?  That  seems  very unlikely,” the Gray Witch states while rubbing her chin. 

“And  yet  it  came  down  to  this…  Maybe  he  thought  that  he  could take advantage of the ruckus and the civil war between me and the other  factions  and  sought  to  gain  an  advantage,  by  lending  his Emissary Army to the rebel faction. It goes without saying that I plan to deliver what he did to me ten-fold,” she adds with a sinister smile. 

For  a  moment  Calisto  and  the  Gray  Witch  pause,  thinking  that maybe she's trying to trick them. 

“My  dear  Calisto,  it's  now  or  never.  Let's  give  a  lesson  to  that paladin general who dares to even think that he can dictate his petty commands to us,” Hecate tells her making a point. 

It  doesn't  take  long  for  the  three  gorgeous  Demon  Lords  to  start quarreling.  They  are  still  in  the  middle  of  their  argument  when  I decide  to  step  in.  “I  have  something  in  mind,  something  that  could prove useful, something that will put an end to this war once and for all,” I shout and all look towards my direction. 

◆◆◆

And with that, I start explaining my plan to the three Demon Lords and their acquaintances. Actually, it’s not my plan, it’s Melyne’s plan, which involves swaying Hector and the other senior Emissaries to our side. All of them listen carefully to what I'm saying and from time to time  they  interrupt  me  to  make  questions.  Calisto  finds  the  plan interesting  and  thinks  that  it  would  be  great  to  try  and  convince  the high-level  Emissaries  to  abandon  fighting  for  the  losing  side.  She’s even  thinking  of  incorporating  them  into  her  own  army.  The  Gray Witch comments that even if we fail to convince them, it won't matter

because one way or another our combined armies will push them out of  Calisto’s  realm,  and  we’ll  get  back  the  lost  territories.  If  we  do manage though, the Emissary Army will be crippled and will be easier to  be  pushed  back.  Only  Hecate  seems  hesitant  about  the  plan, mainly because she doesn’t trust me and doubts about my loyalty to them. 

Hecate stares at me with her burning eyes. I think she's measuring me of what I am and what I could become, or how useful I could be to her. 

“She's been betrayed by her loyal Dungeon Masters,” Calisto tells me, “and they cast her into the Ravine of Death, but she managed to survive. With our help, she disposed of each and every one of them. 

That’s why she hates traitors.” 

“Calisto, I'd never thought that you would trust an Emissary as the leader of your goblin army,” Hecate says in a mocking tone. 

“I  wouldn't  have  if  you  hadn't  stolen  my  former,  idiot  Great  Goblin General  and  placed  him  as  the  commander  of  your  own  goblin troops,” my succubus mistress reveals. 

Hecate  shrugs  and  gives  a  smile  full  of  irony.  For  someone  who despises betrayal, she sure didn’t mind stealing another minion from a fellow Demon Lord. 

I’ll be damned! Now this explains a lot of things, such as why I was appointed as the Great Goblin General and why Calisto lost the war. I didn't  know  that  a  rivalry  between  the  Demon  Lords  existed. 

Everything makes sense why Calisto’s army was in such disarray. To think,  however,  that  all  this  time  the  Emissaries  were  fighting  a headless  army  and  barely  managed  to  get  her  Central  Fort,  sends shivers down my spine. If she had her Great Goblin General, then it would be impossible for the Emissaries to pose any real threat to her whatsoever.  Can’t  say  that  this  hasn't  worked  in  my  favor  though. 

Now I'm the leader of her army and the person she depends on the most. But I wonder how Hecate managed to seduce the Great Goblin General. Calisto is a succubus and there’s no way she would have let her Great Goblin General uncharmed, let alone abandon her. 

To  my  surprise,  Hecate  attempts  to  Charm  me.  The  feeling  I’m getting is the same as Calisto’s but not as strong. Shocked, she finds

out the hard way that I cannot be charmed or dominated and that I’m immune  to  such  spells.  Is  she  a  succubus  as  well?  Her  voluptuous body  is  up  to  the  same  level  as  Calisto’s,  but  she  has  no  wings  or horns. A hybrid? Something in between perhaps? I’ll find out. 

“Ladies!”  I  shout  as  I  stare  at  each  of  them  until  my  gaze  falls  on Hecate’s heaving chest. “For this plan to succeed, you're all going to have faith in me and give me full command.” 

“I  have  full  faith  in  your  capabilities,  my  lover,”  Calisto  tells  me  as she  touches  my  shoulder,  then  coils  her  hand  around  my  neck  and caresses it softly. 

“In  the  short  time  I've  known  you,  you’ve  proven  resourceful,”  the Grey Witch says and bites her lips, giving me a sly smile at the same time. 

“My-my,  aren't  you  full  of  yourself?”  Hecate  teases  me  while inspecting  me  with  her  cold  glare.  “Most  of  us  here  have  lived centuries. Why trust a petty mortal?” 

It's impossible for me to exactly understand what she’s thinking, but I'm sure she’s the kind of person who would try to provoke someone to test what they are capable of. 

“You  might  have  lived  centuries,  but  don't  forget  that  I’m  also  an Emissary  and  time  flows  differently  in  Elysium  for  us,  the  virtual citizens. You might have experience of this world, but I also bring the knowledge  and  the  wisdom  of  my  own  world.  If  we  want  to  survive this,” I stare at her with a serious look on my face, “then we'll need to gather all of our combined strength and wits to survive this.” 

Hecate’s eyes narrow, and I can see now that several eyes fall on me,  my  warrior  women  as  well.  For  all  they  know,  Emissaries  of Elysium lose their previous knowledge and experience when they are transferred into the real world. For all I know I might have blown up my  cover.  Fortunately  for  me,  no  one  comments  anything  and  the discussion  continues  as  Calisto  intervenes,  saving  me  from  a troublesome explanation. 

“Very  well,”  Hecate,  the  sexy  warlock  tells  me.  “I'll  fully  commit  to this  and  even  lend  you  the  strength  of  my  most  powerful  and  loyal servant,” her eyes and head shift in the direction of her Dark Knight protector. 

I can see the guy is almost 6ft tall and from his helm protrude two horns. His enormous sword is stranded on his back and its size could make  any  ordinary  guy  wonder  if  it  can  be  used.  In  a  one  on  one battle, I'm sure he could easily pulverize anyone with a single swing of his sword. For all I know, this guy is the real deal. 

“As you command,” the Dark Knight says with his booming voice as he bows his head slightly. 

For the rest of an hour or so we make rough plans about how we could  trap  the  high-level  Emissaries.  I  point  on  a  map,  the  Great Magistrix  animated,  each  raider  team’s  area  of  responsibility.  From time to time I glance through the other Demon Lords and their officers to see if they are content with my plan. 

It  seems  that  Calisto’s  allies  truly  believe  in  my  plan  and  don't waste  time  arguing.  They  decide  to  commit  a  great  number  of  their high-level minions for this plan to work. From time to time, I check my warrior  women  and  I  see  that  they  are  troubled  about  something, Melyne especially. I think I might know the reason for their discomfort. 

It must be because I concealed from them the fact that I've retained all my previous memories from Elysium. 

After the draft plan is prepared, everyone leaves, and only Calisto and  my  warrior  women  remain.  She  looks  back  at  them  and  then casts her gaze at me. “Excellent plan, my lover,” she says biting her luscious  lips,  then  approaches  Melyne,  and  to  everyone’s  surprise, she gives her a quick kiss. “I have a feeling you’ll have to explain a couple  of  things  to  your  women,  and  me,”  she  tells  while  looking  at the other girls. “I expect you tomorrow with the details of your plan.” 

And  with  that,  I'm  left  alone,  my  warrior  women  surrounding  me with a weighty look. 

Chapter 6

“What else did you hide from us?” Iolanthe asks, demanding an immediate answer. From the looks of it, all of my girls want to know what's happening. 

The first thing that comes to my mind is to find an excuse, but then I immediately dismiss the thought. I’ll always be honest with them from now on. 

“I remember everything,” I reply with a half-shrug. 

“What do you mean by  everything? ,” Melyne wants to know. 

“When  we  were  exiled  from  Elysium,  I  retained  all  my  previous memories and experience,” I tell them. 

“Everything makes sense now,” Rena begins. “That's why you knew so much compared to everyone else. Compared to us…” 

“A cheater…” Elenya adds plainly. 

“But why you're the only one who remembers and not us? What’s so  special  about  you?”  Melyne  wants  to  know,  a  single  eyebrow raised, looking at me in awe. 

“I'm not special, I simply didn't drink from the River of Lethe just like everyone else did. Once you drink from it, you forget everything. And I  suspect  that  silver-haired  Hector  remembers  everything  as  well.  I bet he was some kind of high-level avatar back in Elysium, that's why he was Threat Level 2 when we got here and leveled up as fast as me. I've been thinking about this the whole time since the moment we arrived in this world. I’m sure he retained all previous knowledge from Elysium as well,” I confess to them. 

I see that all of my girls stare at me now with admiration. 

“Zephyros,” Elenya starts. “It seems we've made the right decision to put our trust in you.” 

“Going back to Elysium is probably nothing but a bluff, something to grab  our  attention  and  make  us  think  that  if  we  do  as  we’re commanded  here,  there's  a  chance  for  us  to  go  back,”  Rena  says. 

“All this time our fight has been for naught… Our lives on the line for who knows what reason.” 

The  others  seem  to  agree  and  I  do  as  well.  For  all  I  know,  we've been former convicts and the Supreme Administrator of Elysium, Lord Hades, is known to be a despot. There's no way he will allow people like us to litter his idealistic virtual game world. 

“Why  where  we  banished  here?”  Melyne  wants  to  know,  her  face sullen and her voice sultry. 

“We've been banished here for various crimes against the Supreme Administrator of Elysium. For all I know, we didn’t do anything wrong, but  even  bending  the  slightest  rule,  he  decides  to  cast  good  people here  and  die,  while  we  think  that  we  are  some  kind  of  exemplars. 

Amyndas could pretty much have been fooled as well. The Supreme Administrator  has  tricked  everyone  into  believing  that  there's  some kind of reward if we kill his enemies here. What I've seen so far is that we have been lied to since the time we stepped our foot here,” I say to them. 

It seems that what I've just revealed has shaken them to their core. 

So  far  all  they've  known  is  that  we  were  special,  tasked  to  bring peace and order to the real world. All of my girls look troubled. Maybe it’s the realization that we will never get back in the virtual game world of Elysium. 

Each  of  the  girls  approaches  me  and  hugs  me  with  a  sullen  face and starts kissing me. Eventually, we decide to go back to my private chambers. If my previous room looked luxurious, the new one is truly magnificent,  one  that  represents  my  status  as  someone  important: the Great Goblin General. 

The  girls  all  sit  on  my  bed  and  I  serve  each  of  them  a  goblet  of wine. 

“I  know  this  information  has  been  overwhelming  for  all  of  you,”  I begin,  as  I  finish  pouring  the  wine  into  each  of  their  glasses,  “but despite all of this, I’m grateful for your trust in me.” 

Melyne sips from her goblet along with the rest of the girls, but eyes me carefully, “Yet Calisto can’t get enough of you. Or rather, you can’t get enough of her it seems.” 

I sense a tinge of jealousy in Melyne’s tone as her gaze returns to her  glass,  crossing  her  legs  in  a  dismissive  fashion.  My  eyes  can’t help but be drawn to her wide hips and waist as she snubs me. 

Rena nudges her elbow at Melyne’s side, as if to say,  stop doubting him! while the others stay silent. They must also feel a little left out, but Melyne is the only one brave enough to point it out. 

Yes, Calisto is irresistible, but I feel comfort knowing that her Charm doesn’t work on me anymore. That must count for something, right? It is  always  Melyne  that  is  the  hardest  to  please  of  my  girls,  but  I suppose I have deserved that. 

“Perhaps you are threatened, Melyne?” I tease, shifting the angle of the  question  as  I  slide  into  a  chair  opposite  my  bed.  The  question seems  to  cause  my  redhead  to  blush  before  taking  another  gulp  of her wine, as I expected. As I finish mine, I feel warmth creep from my chest down to my crotch, lighting up my nerves. 

Melyne  is  quiet  for  a  moment,  swirling  the  last  of  her  wine  in  her glass. Then, a familiar look is in her eyes as she looks at me again. 

There’s a sense of lust there, and a hint of a smile on her lips. The wine  must  have  loosened  her  resolve,  as  her  expression  softens, 

“Perhaps. Perhaps I, along with Rena, have also felt a bit neglected since we’ve arrived here.” 

Rena offers a hesitant nod to this statement, and I can’t suppress the surprise in my face. I assumed that they didn’t want anything to do  with  me  because  of  their  anger  and  mistrust.  But  perhaps  they expected me to make the first move? 

Suddenly  I  stand  up  and  approach  Melyne,  cupping  her  chin between my fingers. I shift her face up towards me, my thumb pulling on her lower lip. Her eyes are glazed over in drunken lust, igniting my own arousal deep within me. 

“Allow me to remedy that,” I say in a low voice, inserting my thumb into her hot mouth. In my peripheral vision, I see the rest of the girls smiling at us as they begin to shed their clothes. Melyne’s hands slide up my thighs, unfastening my armor as her tongue swirls around my

finger. I can tell that she has been craving this for a while by the way she hastily tears off my attire. 

Removing my finger from her mouth, I drag my hand until it meets in the center of her chest. I undo each of the fastenings of her attire, watching as her big breasts and bare hips come into view. 

Rena, Elenya, and Iolanthe surround me, their hands caressing my body  all  over.  They  giggle  as  I  exhale  with  their  touch,  my  body melting in their embrace. Melyne shifts and removes my finger from her  mouth,  turning  her  attention  to  the  erect,  throbbing  shaft  that awaits  her.  The  girls  gesture  me  towards  my  bed,  with  Melyne climbing  on  top  of  me.  I  watch  as  she  runs  her  fingers  through  her long, red hair, settling her wide hips over me. 

My hard shaft presses against her thigh as she looks down at me, and I am already too eager to slide inside. The other girls caress and lick my skin as she starts to roll on top of me, her head tilted towards the  ceiling.  The  girls’  tongues  lap  at  my  neck  as  they  exchange giggles  with  one  another.  It  has  been  quite  a  while  since  I’ve  had them all like this, and all feels right again, like the beginning. 

I go to cup Melyne’s swinging breasts, running my thumbs over her hard  nipples.  Iolanthe  and  Elenya  are  in  my  ear,  licking  along  my neck and earlobe. The sensations send a wave of tingles throughout my body, lighting up every nerve ending all the way down to my groin. 

Looking up, I see Rena hovering above me, her thighs squeezing both sides of my head. The smell of her sex emanates from behind me,  and  I  realize  that  she’s  playing  with  herself  by  the  way  she’s moving her arm. A cute smile lingers on her lips as she lowers to kiss me.  Once  our  lips  meet,  I  am  instantly  plunged  into  Melyne’s wetness. 

Moaning  into  Rena’s  mouth,  my  hips  buck  in  carnal  response. 

Melyne  is  tight  and  hot  around  me,  gripping  me  with  unbelievable strength.  It is almost reminiscent of Calisto,  I note as she starts to roll her  hips  on  top  of  me.  The  flesh  of  her  thighs  presses  outwards  as she moves, her whole body moving like a snake in a hypnotic dance above me. 

My hands go to rest on her hips, squeezing the flesh in between my fingers as we make love. The others coo as they watch, running their

hands all over our bodies. Rena and I angle our faces to deepen our kiss,  our  tongues  swirling  in  a  heated  dance.  The  girls  ravish  my entire  body  in  some  way  or  another,  stimulating  and  pleasing  every untouched area of skin. 

Melyne moans as she bounces on top of me, her hands planted on my  torso  for  support.  Iolanthe  has  one  of  Melyne’s  breasts  in  her mouth, while Elenya is in between Rena’s legs from behind. I feel her contract around me, and I know that she is close. Digging my fingers into  her  waist,  I  thrust  inside  her,  reaching  as  deep  as  I  can  as  I approach orgasm. 

Tingles wash over me, and I know that I am close. A bead of sweat runs  down  my  temple,  and  I  feel  almost  suffocated  by  my  girls’

bodies.  Our  bodies  clap  against  each  other,  our  moans  growing louder  by  the  second.  Suddenly  Melyne’s  entire  body  tenses,  and  I see her orgasm visibly rock her body as she bites down on her lip. 

Her  walls  squeeze  me  and  shift,  and  I  twitch  a  few  times  before spilling my seed inside her. We are locked in a frozen stance, mouths stretched  open  in  a  silent  moan  as  we  take  in  the  sensations  that pump through us. 

After  a  few  moments,  Melyne  collapses  on  top  of  me.  Her  heavy breaths  graze  my  ear  while  the  other  girls  were  still  pleasing  each other. 

Once we recover, I angle Melyne’s face towards me, 

“This should make up for my neglect, hm?” 

She  says  nothing  as  her  face  reddens.  Melyne  doesn’t  like  being caught  vulnerable  in  such  a  way,  and  she  suddenly  plants  her  lips against  mine.  Pulling  away,  she  looks  at  me  with  a  mischievous expression, 

“Perhaps.” 

Hopefully this will give assurance to the girls, I think as we all drift asleep together. 

Chapter 7

The Emissary Camp, yeah. It’s been a while since we came back here.  For  some  ludicrous  reason,  they’ve  kept  the  same  battle stations  since  I  defected  to  the  other  side.  The  Demon  Lords’

commitment  to  my  plan  is  palpable:  the  Gray  Witch  dispatched  her elite team of Battle Mages and the Great Magistrix while Hecate her Black Knight protector to aid in our quest. 

In the dead of night, my team and I sneak into the Emissary side. 

I'm  fully  equipped  with  the  Great  Goblin  General’s  gear  and  armor that my mistress gave me. This has also increased my threat levels a couple more. It will prove useful in the challenge to come. We easily sneak  across  the  other  side  and  wait  until  the  early  morning.  If  I'm correct, the Emissaries patrolling this area will appear in a couple of minutes according to schedule. 

Fortunately  I'm  right!  It  seems  that  all  the  high-level  Emissaries  –

and silver-haired Hector– are exactly where I want them to be. I’m left wondering  about  the  absurdity  of  the  situation:  to  keep  their  current stations,  despite  knowing  I  was  their  greatest  raider  with  full knowledge of their exact locations. The natural thing to do would be to  rearrange  their  patrol  stations  and  routes.  Partially,  I  get  that  the lack of senior Emissaries, the sudden expansion of the territory, and the  Gray  Witch’s  constant  hammering  make  it  impossible  for  the Emissary army to adapt to the new situation. That’s also an indication of the Emissary Army’s current state. 

“Leave Hector to me,” I tell the other officers. “You know what you have to do. Incapacitate the high-level Emissaries without killing them or any other member of their team. Our purpose here is to take them back to the city central.” 

The Great Magistrix and the Black Knight, Charon, nod at me and depart with their teams. 

I  have  faith  in  their  capabilities  as  they  are  several  Threat  Levels higher than any of the Emissaries we’re facing. For them, this is going to be a walk in the park. I can't say the same applies to me and my team.  Silver-haired  Hector  is  level-headed  and  his  team  is  almost twice as mine. Fortunately, my girls are almost the same level as me and they are not to be underestimated. 

“It’s time we give him a lesson,” beautiful and savage Melyne tells me. 

“Let's show him what we're made of,” Elenya says as she takes the vanguard with me, holding her shield. 

We  hide  in  the  shadows,  waiting  for  my  rival  to  appear.  Rena  is scouting the place and already tracked Hector’s location. She makes a gesture at me implying they’re coming. 

The plan is simple. We three will attack from the front, while Rena from the back, trapping Hector’s squad in between. I will take care of Hector  while  the  rest  of  my  squad  members  will  engage  with  their respective opponents. 

As  Hector  and  his  squad  approach,  Rena  gets  out  of  her  hideout and hits one of Hector’s squad members on the back of his neck with the  hilt  of  her  sword.  Rena  is  found  out  and  our  adversaries  react immediately. The battle quickly gets out of control and each member of  my  team  engages  in  battle  with  two  members  of  Hector’s  team. 

Everything  goes  according  to  plan.  Elenya  has  taken  the  lead  and bashes  two  other  Emissaries  with  her  shield,  sending  them  flying. 

This gives the other girls the opening they’ve been expecting. 

Hector  chuckles  wickedly  as  he  rushes  against  me  with  great confidence. Just because my rival is a few levels above me he thinks he can defeat me. He attacks me from overhead, but I step aside with the agility of a cat and arrogantly run my sword towards his neck, but I'm careful enough not to go deep enough to kill him. All I want is to humiliate  him.  My  opponent  sees  through  me  and  quickly counterattacks, filled with rage, but I easily dodge and manage to let a shallow cut on his hand. 

“You  fool,  why  did  you  come  here  again?”  An  infuriated  Hector shouts as he lifts his sword for another attack. “General Amyndas told me you would try something foolish as this. Your trick won’t work out on us. Leave now while you can.” 

I am taken aback by his words wondering if General Amyndas does actually has something up his sleeve. No, that's not the time to fret or lose  my  calm.  If  Amyndas  knew  we’d  come,  then  Hector  would  be prepared. His words are just a deception to make me lose my nerve. I won’t give him that. 

“Hector,  listen  to  me,”  I  begin  saying  while  looking  at  my  girls  to check if everything goes according to plan. So far so good! My girls are hammering Hector’s team for good. Half of our opponent’s team is knocked out already. 

“I will not listen to you. If I do, then I will die,” my rival replies. 

“If you won't listen to me, then you will die,” I correct him, rotating my  sword  left  and  right.  “We  are  the  wrongdoers  in  this  war,  we've been fooled by Hades! Amyndas is lying, he won't let anyone return back  to  Elysium.  He  owns  a  terrible  weapon  that  will  destroy  all  of Komana if we don't stop him in time.” 

“What  happened  to  you?  Has  that  demon  witch  blinded  you  so much?  ”He  roars  as  he  jumps  forth,  pointing  the  tip  of  his  sword towards my neck but I parry the attack easily. 

“Hector, deep down you know there's no way for Hades to allow us to go back to Elysium. You remember! Am I correct? Your memories weren’t wiped out during the trial in the River of Lethe.” 

My  question  catches  him  off-guard.  I'm  sure  he  suspected  that  I retained all my experience and memory from Elysium, but it's the first time we openly speak about it. Even though he’s momentarily taken aback  because  his  cover  was  found  out,  his  face  stiffens  again  and begins  a  new  series  of  blows,  each  deadlier  than  the  last.  He  won't listen to me, that's pretty much obvious. I don't know what got into his mind,  but  he,  just  like  the  rest  of  the  mindless  Emissary  drones, thinks  that  there’s  a  way  back.  Secretly  I  hope  they're  wrong, because if that’s the case, then I’m fucked. 

He performs a vertical attack but I block him with my mighty sword and counterattack with another strike. My new weapon is far sharper

and has more finesse, unlike the previous one I had as a raider. After all,  it's  a  sword  that  deflects  a  General’s  pride.  To  my  opponent’s shock,  his  sword  shatters  in  hundreds  of  pieces  when  our  blades collide. All he’s left now is his dagger. 

It's pretty much obvious by now that I'm toying with him, like a cat playing  with  a  mouse!  Glancing  left  and  right  he  is  searching  for  a way out, but this place has turned out to be a dead end. He's trapped. 

One thing I despise about him is that he won’t hesitate to abandon his comrades in arms to fulfill his own agenda. On the other hand, most Emissaries  are  like  that.  Back  at  the  task  at  hand,  he'll  have  to  do something better than this or he won't last for long. My team is strong, fast,  and  relentless.  Not  to  mention  that  even  if  we  fail,  I  can  easily summon  my  elite  hobgoblin  guard  and  overwhelm  him  anytime  I want. The only reason I haven't deployed them is because I want to crush him myself. Things with Hector had always been personal. 

I shake my head at him. “There's no way you can defeat me with that ...” I point with my sword at his dagger. 

At  the  same  time,  I  check  with  my  peripheral  vision  to  see  how things  are  progressing.  My  team  has  already  taken  care  of  most  of Hector’s team. My silver-haired opponent eyes me curiously. It’s hard for him to swallow that I haven't fought him seriously so far. The fact I haven’t used my superior gear and weaponry is proof enough, not to mention that his squad has nearly lost the battle. 

Regaining  his  composure,  Hector  attacks  again.  His  good  arm hoists his dagger as he advances. I block his attack, I lower myself on the  ground  swinging  my  foot  around,  meeting  my  opponent's  ankle and cause him to slam down to the stone floor, flat on his back. 

Slowly,  I  approach  him  with  a  grin,  my  blade  pointing  at  his  neck. 

“It's  over,  tell  your  team  to  fall  back.  If  I  wanted,  you'd  be  dead  by now,” I mock him. 

Hector stands up, hands on his knees, resting and trying to get his breath  back.  Finally,  he  nods  and  commands  his  remaining  squad members  to  drop  their  weapons.  They  do  so  reluctantly.  At  that moment,  I  give  the  signal  and  several  high-level  hobgoblins  appear from  all  directions  and  surround  us.  Up  to  this  point,  it's  clear  to

Hector and his men that if we wanted them dead, they would already be. 

“You  win  this  round,  but  know  that  even  if  you  kill  us,  nothing  will change.  From  where  we  come,  thousands  more  will  arrive  the following days. In the end the Emissaries will emerge victorious,” he says to me with a sinister smile as he rises to stand. 

“I hope you'll see the truth,” it's all I reply and then I turn my face towards  the  leader  of  my  goblin  guard,  a  Threat  Level  22  goblin champion. “Lock them up,” I command him. 

Quickly,  the  goblins  approach  them  and  tie  them  up  while  my warrior women put bags on their heads. 

“Serves you right,” Melyne says to Hector as she puts a linen bag around his head. 

Who  would  have  thought  that  my  rival  would  be  at  my  mercy…

Great! The plan is a success! 

Chapter 8

Back  to  the  Gray  Witch’s  Headquarters,  my  team  and  I  are summoned before the Demon Lords in the Throne Room. The other teams were also successful in capturing high-level Emissaries. As it seems,  no  one  was  killed.  That’s  fortunate.  If  any  of  the  Emissaries were  neutralized  during  the  mission,  then  it  would  be  impossible  to convince them to join our cause. 

“Welcome heroes!” My mistress tells us as she stares at me, giving me an admiring smile. 

I nod back with a grin and several people approach me and praise me and my warrior women for our tour de force. A high-level cyclops gives  me  a  soft  pat  on  my  shoulder.  Who  would  have  thought  a couple  of  months  ago  that  I  would  be  comrades  in  arms  with  these demihumans? 

All of my girls stand beside me, prideful. Once more my leadership was  tested  and  with  that,  our  loyalty  is  not  to  be  doubted.  The  plan was  a  success  after  all  and  now  Amyndas  is  more  stranded  than ever.  If  we  convince  the  captured  Emissaries  that  they  are  on  the wrong  side  and  persuade  them  to  join  our  forces,  this  will undoubtedly pummel the recruits’ morale and sway several of them to our side. I can even sense our former general’s discomfort. His defeat is so close at hand. 

Hecate  rises  to  stand  and  observes  me,  carefully  undressing  me with  her  gaze.  Even  she  seems  appreciative  of  the  astounding success I’ve brought to the demon faction. 

“A success!” Hecate announces and all attendants applaud us. She waits  for  a  few  moments  for  the  applaud  to  subside  and  continues, 

“With the Emissary army headless, how long can Amyndas possibly

hold out? His resources to defend such a wide area is limited and his defenses will collapse eventually.” 

“Zephyros,  this  plan  wouldn’t  be  possible  without  you!”  The  Grey Witch commends me. 

I  reply  with  a  silent  slight  bow.  I’ve  never  imagined  that  I’d  get  so many privileges in the real world. It's sobering to think that if I hadn't retained  my  memories,  then  I’d  probably  be  just  another   dum-dum obeying Amyndas’ orders. 

Despite my recent achievement though, I know this war is far from over.  It’s  still  a  mystery  if  the  Emissaries  we  brought  with  us  will eventually help us. Not to mention that our former leader is cunning enough to give a plausible excuse to the recruits for what happened to their former comrades. I guess that something along the lines that Calisto  bewitched  them  and  made  them  her  slaves  would  convince most  of  them.  Either  way,  today’s  a  great  victory  for  the  Demon Faction. 

◆◆◆

Later that day, taking my warrior women with them, I pay a visit to my  rival.  I  don't  know  if  it's  prudent  to  bring  them  with  me,  but  they insisted  they  escort  me  in  case  my  rival  tries  something  funny.  My warrior women insisted they come fully equipped with their weapons and gear. 

“Is this necessary?” I ask them. 

“You can never be sure with Hector,” Melyne replies curtly. 

It's  the  first  time  I  pay  a  visit  to  the  prison.  Their  goblin  warden offers me a brief tour around the building. This place is vast, almost as big as Calisto’s fortress. This makes me wonder why the Demon Lords need such an enormous prison, considering that they have the support  of  the  locals.  On  the  other  hand,  brawls  and  conflicts between the races are common here and the rules for the offenders strict.  Through  the  narrow  corridors,  I  get  glimpses  of  the  cells.  The way this place is designed, with structured levels and a maze at the entrance,  makes  it  impossible  for  anyone  to  escape.  Without  the

goblin  warden  escorting  me,  it  would  be  impossible  for  me  to  enter the prison. 

“I hope Hector will be reasonable enough to accept Calisto’s offer,” 

Rena begins. 

“I'm  not  that  sure,”  I  tell  her.  “I  mean,  he’s  General  Amyndas’

second in command. It won't be easy to convince him.” 

“If he wants to survive, he better thinks about it,” Melyne tells me. “I don't  think  that  the  Demon  Lords  will  take  no  for  an  answer. 

Especially Hecate. She seems different, more ruthless than the rest.” 

I  have  to  admit  that  she's  right,  but  I'm  not  going  to  be  vocal  for now. 

“This  way,”  the  goblin  warden  says,  lifting  an  arm  pointing  at  the next stone-clad passageway. “They are here.” 

Reaching  Hector’s  cell,  the  goblins  that  guard  him  stand  up  at attention when I approach them. I see that they placed my rival here alone.  The  powerful  Emissary  and  second  in  command  sits  on  his bed, whistling carefree. He casts his gaze on me when he sees me through the bars. 

“I  was  wondering  when  the  traitor  would  pay  me  a  visit,”  Hector begins. 

That’s something my rival would say. I guess he’s jealous because I made the right choice to join the Demon Faction. 

“You should watch your tongue, Hector. Execution can be arranged in no time if Zephyros commands it,” Melyne warns him and Iolanthe looks at me with a sinister smile. 

Hector rises to stand, leaving his bed behind as he approaches the bars of his cell. All he does is give Melyne a half shrug. A wide smile curves  from  one  corner  of  his  lips  to  the  other.  “If  you  wanted  me dead then I'd be already,” he makes a sharp comment. “I'm still alive because you want me to join you and betray Lord Amyndas.” 

Very  perceptive.  As  expected  of  Hector.  “How  did  you  know?”  I inquire him slightly surprised. 

“Staying in jail gives you time to think,” he replies. “But my answer is no, I won’t betray General Amyndas or Elysium.” 

“You can’t be serious…” Iolanthe says as her eyes widen inspecting him. 

“I didn’t think you’d be the loyal one. Why? Is it because you think there’s a way back to Elysium?” I ask him slightly worried. “For all I know you've been banished here like the rest of us for some stupid reason. And I'm sure you remember...” 

“My  exile  is  justified,”  Hector  replies  immediately,  cutting  me  mid-sentence. It seems he’s not even willing to give an inch of information since  he’s  heading  back  to  his  bed.  “You  might  want  to  try  and convince the others.” 

I’m surprised and so are my warrior women. I knew my rival would be  hard  to  convince,  but  for  someone  who  has  been  exiled  unjustly and  being  forced  to  fight  until  he  dies,  I  thought  he’d  be  willing  to change sides. It makes me wonder if he knows something I don't. 

◆◆◆

Leaving Hector rot in his cell, I decide to pay a visit to the leaders of the  other  raider  teams.  It  doesn’t  take  much  effort  to  sway  most  of them  to  our  side.  Only  a  few  refuse  but  I’m  sure  they  will  come  to their senses and come begging once they see the others joining our cause. I guess I should have tried to convince the others instead of Hector  first.  If  Hector  knew  that  the  others  flocked  to  our  side,  then maybe  he  would  be  tempted  to  join  as  well.  I  was  hoping  for Amyndas’ second in command to be the first to enlist. I never thought Hector to be the loyal kind of guy. 

◆◆◆

The next few days, those who enlisted are released from their cells and are spread into the Grey Witch’s castle. They have limited access to other locations, just like my women had. It’s not a pardon, more like under house arrest for the time being. We even place goblin guards outside their rooms to make sure they don’t attempt anything stupid, such as attempting to escape. 

“So, we’re still going to ask Hector if he wants to join us?” Melyne asks me. “Better leave him a couple more days to think.” 

“I might just do that, but I’m not sure if we're missing something,” I tell her and the others, although I have to agree that after a few days

in that wet cell, he might change his mind. 

“Looks  like  your  plan  is  working,”  Rena  says,  looking  at  me  with admiration. “Only Hector and his team denied your proposal.” 

“And  even  without  Hector's  help,  everyone  else  joined,”  Elenya adds. 

“Let  the  selfish  bastard  rot  in  his  cell,”  Iolanthe  adds.  “I  wouldn’t release  him  either  way.  I  say  we  let  him  there  until  he  begs, Zephyros.” 

Considering  what  an  ass  Hector  has  been  with  me  and  my  team the last time we were under his command, I can’t say I disagree. I’m not  buying  though  that  he  wants  to  stay  in  his  cell  because  he  was exiled rightfully from Elysium. Most likely he’s too prideful to admit he lost and I won. On the other hand, Hector isn't a fool and survived all this  time,  even  managed  to  surpass  me  on  several  occasions. 

Something is amiss here…

 General Amyndas told me you would try something foolish as this, I recall his words in my mind. Maybe my rival knows something he isn’t willing to share. I’ll have to consult Calisto about that. 

Chapter 9

My  women  return  to  their  rooms  to  rest  while  I  head  to  my chambers. It’s evening and I want nothing more than to take a bath, relax, and maybe pay a visit to Calisto. My women said they were too exhausted  from  today’s  drills.  I  hope  they  aren’t  up  to  something. 

Their  room  is  a  good  two  hundred  paces  from  my  chamber.  Calisto had  decided  to  place  me  further  away  so  that  she  could  have  me anytime without being interrupted. The hobgoblin guards also played their part, not letting any of my girls interrupt us when she was there. 

When I enter, I see food and wine already served. The luxuries I’ve been  provided  since  I  became  the  Great  Goblin  General  are comparable  only  to  that  of  a  king.  Can't  say  I  haven't  earned  it,  but still… So much has happened during these months. It as if I've never been to the virtual game world of Elysium. After all, the real world has many  pleasures,  pleasures  that  the  virtual  world  could  never  have been experienced. 

After  finishing  my  bath,  I  hear  the  door  knocking.  When  the  door opens, I see Hecate entering without asking for permission. 

“Does Calisto know you’re here? What happened to my hobgoblin guards?” I ask her. 

“I  don’t  need  permission  from  the  weakest  of  the  Demon  Lords,” 

she  replies,  her  eyes  gleaming,  undressing  me  with  her  eyes  like before.  “It  makes  me  wonder  though,  why  the  Grey  Witch  put  so much  effort  to  save  you?  And  Calisto  even  made  you  the  leader  of her  army.  What’s  so  special  about  you  Emissary  warrior?  And  how did you survive Calisto’s hunger all this time?” 

She’s here for information. At least I have impressed her, otherwise she  wouldn’t  have  come  here.  I  should  reveal  as  little  as  possible

while  at  the  same  time  I’ll  try  to  extract  clues  why  she  came  to Komana. 

Since  the  moment  she  entered,  I  get  the  feeling  she’s  trying  to seduce me using Charm, as my succubus lover does, but the effect is far  weaker.  I  wonder  if  she’s  some  kind  of  succubus  hybrid  or subrace.  I  decide  to  play  along  and  let  her  overpower  me  with  her allure. This way I’ll be able to serve my mistress better. 

She  comes  close  to  me,  her  hands  grip  my  thighs  and  then caresses my chest. 

“I’m immune to her Charm and I can last her feedings,” I reply with a grin. “Just like I can resist yours.” 

Now  I’ve  piqued  her  interest.  She  seems  surprised,  one  of  her eyebrows raised. “Is that so?” She challenges me. 

Hecate’s hands start exploring my body even more, and she dips a hand  beneath  my  pants.  She  starts  exploring  and  experimentally squeezing my shaft. I grow harder immediately. 

I  let  Hecate  believe  that  she  has  control  over  me  as  I  watch  her hands  wrap  around  me,  her  fingers  trailing  along  my  shaft  in  a curious fashion. Hecate is indeed beautiful, and she carries herself in such  a  way  that  makes  any  man  or  woman  fearful  for  their  life. 

Though, I have been spending time with Demon Lords, and so I have grown  accustomed  to  their  presence.  But  even  I  can  admit  when  a demoness gives me pause. 

“Do  you  give  Calisto  a  good  fuck?”  Hecate  asks,  a  smirk  on  her lips.  My  eyes  widen  a  bit,  temporarily  stunned  from  her  bluntness. 

Calisto  and  the  Grey  Witch  are  not  as  forward  as  Hecate.  Her question catches me off guard. 

“She  seems  to  be  pleased  with  our  sessions,  yes,”  I  reply, swallowing  hard.  Why  am  I  feeling  nervous?  I  am  resisting  her Charm,  but  there  is  a  discomfort  in  the  pit  of  my  belly  that  I  cannot shake. 

Hecate laughs, shoving her hand at my chest. I fall backwards and land on my bed. 

“We shall see. Remove your clothes.” 

My  limbs  move  on  their  own,  unfastening  my  pants  and  tunic  per her  command.  She  watches  me  closely,  as  if  the  secrets  I  hold  are

beneath my clothing for her to discover. As I remove my last piece of clothing, she regards my naked body with a bored expression. 

“This  is  the  great  cock  that  has  Calisto  tied  around  your  finger? 

What  a  disappointment,”  the  great  demoness  says,  removing  her clothes  in  an  uninterested  way  as  if  she  is  forced  to  have  sex  with me.  I  feel  another  pull  at  my  body  as  she  climbs  on  top  of  me,  and once  again  her  Charm  fails.  Significantly  weaker,  but  Hecate  has another  quality  about  her  that  is  unsettling  to  me.  And  I  can’t  put  a name to it. 

She  sits  on  my  thighs,  her  hands  stroking  at  my  shaft  in  slow movements. Her hands are small, working at my cock steadily. I grow harder  in  her  grasp,  twitching  with  every  stroke  that  she  makes. 

Though her Charm has failed, the way her hands explore me leaves me breathless. Hecate takes dominion over my body, and she starts to run her tongue from the base to the tip in long licks. 

“You resist me, yet still want me,” Hecate breathes, sucking at my tip as her eyes bore into my own. 

Before I can respond, she takes me in completely into her mouth, swirling her tongue around my shaft in quick motions. A line of saliva dribbles  from  the  corner  of  her  mouth  and  down  her  chin  as  she sucks me, and I roll my head backwards with a sigh. Hecate likes to tease and poke, I realize as I take in the sensations. 

A  hot  pressure  builds  within  my  groin,  and  I  am  craving  for  more. 

But Hecate refuses to go any faster. 

“Who wouldn’t want you?” I exhale, plunging myself deep down her throat. It seems to catch her off guard as she lets out a gag and then gathers herself again. She pulls away from my cock with a wet pop, and wipes her lips, 

“Flatterer. Though I doubt Calisto would be too fond of hearing you say that.” 

She is attempting to gauge my situation with Calisto, it seems. It is curious  why  a  Demon  Lord  would  bother  so  much  with  a  human male,  much  less  trust  him  to  be  a  General  of  her  army.  Perhaps Hecate does not trust me and seeks to uncover more information in case  I  am  a  traitor.  Though  I  do  not  give  her  the  satisfaction  of

answers as I pull her towards the bed. Something hot and impatient awakens in me, and I pin her arms down above her head. 

Her  eyes  widen  with  a  hint  of  excitement,  and  a  salacious  grin spreads across her luscious lips. Hecate seems to enjoy rough play, I note to myself. 

“Calisto  doesn’t  mind  this.”  I  smirk  down  at  her,  squeezing  her wrists within my grip. 

“And your warrior women? What do they think?” 

Enough  of  this  interrogation,  I  think  as  I  adjust  my  shaft  at  her entrance  and  penetrate  her  slowly,  watching  as  her  eyes  roll  back and mouth stretches open in pleasure. Once I’m completely inside, I cup my hand around her throat, squeezing intermittently as I roll my body into her. 

With my free hand, I squeeze Hecate’s left breast, leaning down to bite  down  on  her  nipple.  Her  chest  bucks  upward  with  a  moan, encouraging me to bite harder. Heat builds within me, and it reminds me  of  my  first  encounter  with  Calisto.  The  exhilaration  that  flows through  my  veins,  and  the  small  pit  of  fear  in  my  stomach.  It  is exciting and new, and I thrive off the feeling as I suck on her breast. 

“Harder,”  Hecate  grunts  out,  wrapping  her  legs  tight  around  my waist.  I  thrust  as  deep  as  I  physically  can  inside.  My  hips  slam against hers, my fingers digging into the skin of her throat. Redness creeps  from  her  throat  onto  her  face,  and  for  a  moment  I  question whether she is asphyxiating. But by the way she is grinning at me, I know that she is fine. 

I can’t hold on for long as I quickly approach my climax. My thrusts become  erratic  and  desperate,  and  I  grind  my  teeth  together  as Hecate squeezes me. It is like Calisto’s grip, and I realize that there is a familiarity between them. Hecate must have some succubus blood for her to be able to squeeze and contract around me like this. 

“I’m close,” I barely manage to get out the words, as the veins in my neck and arms bulge from the pressure. Hecate looks at me through reddened eyes and laughs as I begin to come. 

Spurts of my hot seed shoot inside, and I gasp for air as if I were the  one  being  choked.  My  grip  releases  from  Hecate,  and  she  digs

her nails into my back as I fall on top of her. Though I’m only there for a few moments. 

Disoriented,  I  can’t  say  anything  as  she  pushes  me  off  her  and rises from the bed. I watch as she sashays towards her clothing and shrugs them on, regarding me with an amused expression. Though I did not reveal anything, it still feels like I am left vulnerable in some way. I can’t explain it. 

“Thanks for the ride, Zephyros.” 

And with that, she exits my chambers without another word. I stare at  the  door  blankly,  wondering  what  exactly  happened  before  the feeling of exhaustion comes over me. Though I resisted her Charm, I feel like I have done something wrong. 

Chapter 10

Tired  and  exhausted,  I  sleep  deeply  until  I  hear  a  deafening explosion that wakes me from my peaceful nap. In an instant, I get up from my bed and look outside the window. Several areas of the huge fortress  are  set  ablaze!  Then,  another  explosion  triggers  near  my chamber.  The  glass  from  the  window  shatters,  in  hundreds,  if  not thousands  of  pieces  as  the  shockwave  sends  me  flying  a  good  five feet. 

I grunt as I try to get up. We've been attacked by Amyndas’ army? 

I’m  left  wondering  and  immediately  wear  my  armor.  When  the  door opens, several goblins flood my chamber. Disoriented as I am, I grab my sword and bring it to a guard stance. I haven’t realized they are my hobgoblin guards. 

My aide-de-camp, a Threat Level 25 Goblin Champion approaches me. 

“What’s going on? Did Hecate attacked us?” I ask confused. 

“The Emissaries have betrayed us,” he replies with a groggy voice. 

“They escaped and set ablaze everything in their path.” 

“We've been set up from the beginning!” I exclaim, my words more of an outside thought, rather than a reply to the goblin champion. In that  instant,  everything  comes  in  place  and  makes  perfect  sense. 

General Amyndas knew somehow that we would attempt something like that. I wonder who the traitor is, but it doesn’t matter right now. “Is Calisto and my warrior women alright?” 

“Mistress Calisto, the other two Demon Lords, and the high-ranking officials  are  already  being  transported  to  the  Throne  Room  as  you should  as  well,”  he  informs  me.  “I  checked  your  warrior  women’s room  before  coming  here  and  they  are  nowhere  to  be  found,”  he adds. 

A  chill  goes  down  my  spine,  thinking  that  something  bad  might have  happened  to  them,  but  then  an  eerie  feeling  takes  its  place. 

Shit!  Could  they  have  been  the  perpetrators  behind  this?  No,  I’m overthinking.  Probably  this  was  Hector’s  plan  and  now  we  pay  the price. 

“What about Hector?” I ask my aide-de-camp as I head out of my chambers with him. “Is he still in his cell?” 

“We haven't verified yet,” the goblin guard tells me. 

“It must have been him,” I monologue. I must find my girls and see if  Calisto  is  fine,  but  all  that  will  have  to  wait.  As  the  Great  Goblin General,  it’s  my  responsibility  to  find  the  rogue  Emissaries,  assess the situation, and take back control of the castle. In this chaos, it will be impossible to find them even if I want to. 

◆◆◆

My goblin escort and I head towards the stables. It seems that the Emissaries  have  burned  this  place  to  the  ground.  The  flames  grow hot and spread their wrath and fury. Nonhumans and humans try to contain the fire, but the more water they throw, the fire sparkles even more  and  showers  red  flames  everywhere.  As  if  the  blazing  inferno has a will of its own, it grows more intense, rampaging its way to the nearby buildings, devouring them whole. The thick black smoke from the  flames  enters  my  lungs  and  steals  my  ability  to  breathe.  Damn, how could I have been so wrong? 

I  notice  then  that  some  Emissaries  are  still  present,  but  they  act abnormally for human beings. They fight like mad, disregarding their lives, something that they haven't done when we took them by force a few  days  ago.  My  thoughts  gallop,  leading  to  the  conclusion  that we've been set up by Amyndas. We’re royally screwed. The paladin general  had  something  up  his  sleeve  eventually  and  like  the  fools we've been, we fell into his trap. 

Two Emissaries charge against me, despite the fact they know I'm several  Threat  Levels  higher  than  them.  My  aide-de-camp  quickly acts,  and  with  two  more  hobgoblins,  they  attack  the  Emissaries. 

When  they  are  a  few  feet  away,  something  unexpected  happens:

Each of the two emissaries take a small sphere out of their bags and throw them in their direction. The glowing spheres make a wheezing sound and I know they are about to explode. “Wait, fall back,” I shout but it’s too late. The two consecutive explosions engulf the goblins in rags of fire. 

I  take  a  minor  HP  loss  from  the  shockwave.  Where  my  three goblins  were,  now  only  ragged  goblin  material  remains,  spread  all over the place. I grit my teeth. My foolishness has led to this. I should have been more careful when I agreed to Melyne’s plan…

A  thought  passes  through  my  mind  in  a  flash,  recalling  all  the events of the last few days. It was Melyne that insisted we detain the high-level  Emissaries.  I  can’t  believe  Melyne  and  the  others  have betrayed me. I don’t want to! I’m confused as to who did this. Were my warrior women involved in any way? For now, I must take control of the situation and put an end to this. 

Without warning, the two Emissaries attack me, but I fall back, their attacks out of reach. I hope they don’t have another sphere-grenade weapon.  Amyndas  never  told  me  he  had  weapons  like  these. 

Probably never trusted me enough to tell me. Losing my composure, the Emissaries lunge at me with their swords, but for my good luck, my armor protects me and I take no damage at all. Their consecutive attacks force me to retreat even more and catch my breath. There’s something wrong with them. 

“Why did you attack us?” I try to reason with them but it seems they are out of their minds. All I see in these lunatics is pure hatred. “You will die here and for what?” I add. 

“Zephyros, you speak about death and killing fellow Emissaries so casually, as if it's nothing to you. You betrayed your kin just for your ego. Do you enjoy killing your own?” One of the Emissaries tells me, while the other tries to circle me. 

“Enjoy  killing  my  own?  I  brought  you  here  alive  and  asked  you  to join me, yet you killed so many good people here. You've noticed by now that Komana houses not only nonhumans but humans as well,” I shout back, my throat tightens and my eyes burn with rage. 

“General Amyndas will make Komana a better place, sacrifices are to be expected,” he tells me as he rushes towards me and thrusts his

sword. 

I  parry  the  attack  and  counterattack  him,  slashing  his  torso.  My razor-sharp  blade  connects  deeply  and  I  cut  him  in  half.  He  drops dead with a single strike. This is the first time I’ve killed a human and fellow  Emissary.  The  feeling  is  strange,  but  I  don’t  have  time  to  be emotional. I have to do what’s best for Calisto… and my girls. 

“No!” The other Emissary shouts as he sees his comrade dead. He comes against me with his sword raised. 

I  turn  around  and  lunge  at  him.  With  two  strikes  I  penetrate  his defenses and slice his throat, dropping him dead to the ground. The other  members  of  my  guard  engage  in  a  raging  battle  with  the  few remaining  Emissaries  and  quickly  dispose  of  them.  Soon  I  get  the situation under control, but I’m forced to neutralize everyone. 

A  human  messenger  approaches  me  in  the  middle  of  the  ruckus. 

“Several  Emissaries  are  pushing  their  way  to  the  throne  room,”  he informs me. 

Although  I  know,  or  at  least  I  want  to  believe  that  the  Emissaries pose  no  threat  to  the  three  powerful  Demon  Lords,  I’m  urged  to  go there  and  check  things  out  for  myself.  I  notice  that  the  human Messenger has more to tell. 

“What?” I ask him. 

“Great  Goblin  General  Zephyros.”  He  pauses  for  a  terrifying second.  “It  seems  that  your  warrior  women  are  behind  this.  They were  the  ones  who  released  the  Emissaries,”  he  says,  verifying  my suspicions. I’m left shocked and petrified at the sudden revelation. 

Chapter 11

After  disposing  the  remaining  Emissaries,  we  head  out  to  the Throne  Room.  Despite  the  main  hall  being  guarded  by  high-level soldiers,  somehow  my  girls  have  managed  to  penetrate  their defenses and quickly advanced. As my goblin guards and I pass, we see  several  mutilated  bodies  of  humans  and  nonhumans.  I’m frustrated and proud at the same time. 

My girls are smart and strong, but I can’t believe they plotted all this on  their  own.  Until  now,  I  thought  they  were  loyal  only  to  me,  but  it seems I’ve been played all this time. But enough wondering, it’s time I get some answers. 

Following the trail of blood, soon I see my warrior women and some other  Emissaries  fighting  high-level  goblin  champions  and  cyclopes. 

They even managed to get this far and now they fight the most elite guards  the  Grey  Witch  has  to  offer.  I  wonder  why  the  Battle  Mages haven’t been deployed yet. A couple of these guys could end things in an instant. 

While  I  approach  Elenya,  she  immediately  notices  my  presence and whistles to the other three. In an instant, they turn back to block the path of my hobgoblins. 

“Zephyros,  I  hoped  things  wouldn’t  have  come  down  to  this,” 

Melyne  says.  “If  you  join  now,  General  Amyndas  will  spare  you.  He promised to us he wouldn’t harm you.” 

I cast my gaze on her, my eyes burning from rage and confusion. 

“You’ve betrayed me…” I gasp involuntarily. “Why?” 

“I think you’ve got it wrong,” Rena amends. “You were the one who betrayed  us  and  the  Emissaries.  General  Amyndas  would  execute you,  but  we  convinced  him  otherwise.  That’s  why  he  spared  you when he learned the truth.” 

I  notice  something  different  in  their  eyes.  It’s  as  if  my  girls  are hypnotized by some kind of spell, the same one the other Emissaries were  under.  Could  they  have  been  acting  as  agents  all  this  time without  knowing  and  something  triggered  this  behavior?  For  all  I know, neither of us is looking for a fight. And since they are willing to talk instead of killing me, there might be a way to reason with them and convince them to stop this nonsense. 

“You  were  in  contact  with  him  all  this  time?  All  these  weeks  that we’ve been here?” I want to know. 

“We weren't exactly in contact with him. We knew somehow that we had  to  convince  you  to  trap  all  the  high-level  Emissaries  and  bring them here,” Iolanthe replies in the same hypnotized look. 

As  it  turns  out,  when  I  was  held  prisoner,  General  Amyndas convinced my girls to make me think that they were willing to betray the  Emissaries  and  defect  to  the  Demon  Lords’  side.  Using  me  to gain  the  trust  of  the  higher-ups  here  and  influence  Calisto  and  the rest, led to my downfall. I can’t blame anyone else other than me for this. I should have been more careful. 

“I hope you understand, Zephyros, that General Amyndas isn’t the bad  guy.  You  were  simply  Charmed  and  used  by  that  succubus,” 

Elenya  tells  me.  “Never  before  Elysium  has  been  closer  to  victory. 

You went above and beyond. You’re truly marvelous, and if you join us  now,  we’ll  put  an  end  to  this  war  that  has  been  going  on  for centuries.” 

My goblin guards behind me become restless, now doubting about my fealty to Calisto. 

“What do you intend to do if I don’t help you or leave? You know I can’t betray Calisto,” I tell them, and my goblin guards are put to rest. 

It also seems that the high-level cyclopes that guard this place have crippled the remaining Emissary forces and it’s just a matter of time before they overwhelm my warrior women. 

“We’re trying to do the right thing here, why can’t you see?” Melyne protests,  her  index  finger  pointing  at  me.  “All  we  did,  was  for  you. 

Amyndas will thank you and us for what happened here. Let’s do this together,  Zephyros,  and  redeem  yourself  for  betraying  the  Emissary army and us.” 

I take a deep breath to think. The girls seem committed to this and there’s no way to talk this out. On the other hand, I don’t want them hurt. 

“No one interferes with these four. They are mine,” I tell my goblin guards. “Go help the others.” 

Bitterness creeps in my girls’ faces. 

“You  have  to  be  kidding  us,”  Rena  says.  “After  all  we’ve  been through, you still refuse us for Calisto?” 

“She’s  right,  Zephyros,”  Iolanthe  pleads.  “Look,  General  Amyndas and the Emissaries will win this war. If you won’t join us now, then no place will be safe for you, for us… We don’t awe anything to them.” 

“We  don’t  owe  anything  to  Elysium  or  Amyndas,”  I  reply.  “I  know Calisto and the other Demon Lords better than you. And I know you as well. You’d never do something like that on your own volition.” 

“Really now, Zephyros?” Iolanthe exclaims sarcastically. “You’re still her servant?” 

“I warn you,” Melyne begins as she makes a brisk step towards me. 

“You  might  have  a  slightly  higher  Threat  Level,  but  you  can’t  win against us.” 

“You’re strong, I trained you after all,” I say and pause for a moment to  take  a  deep  breath.  “But  do  you  think  you  can  handle  me?  This world  isn’t  like  Elysium  and  I  can  prove  to  you  that  Threat  Levels don’t  define  everything.  It  would  be  foolish  of  you  to  think  you  can defeat  me.  If  you’re  confident  enough  to  take  me  head-on,  then  I’ll have to teach you a lesson.” 

Melyne freezes, seeing I won’t budge an inch. To be honest, I don’t know if I’ll be able to defeat them. Killing them is not an option for me, and  if  my  goblins  intervene,  I’m  sure  they  won’t  refrain  from  slaying them. On the other hand, I have new, upgraded armor and weaponry Calisto  has  provided  me,  and  it  gives  me  the  advantage  over  my warrior  women.  There’s  another  reason  I  want  to  fight  them  solo though.  I  want  to  prove  to  my  team  and  my  goblin  guards  what  I’m capable of. All four of them are important to me. If I want to save their lives, then victory is the only way. 

After some thought, my team finally sees through my deception and makes  its  move.  Melyne  attacks  me  head-on,  swinging  her  blade, 

and Elenya tries to flank me. I parry Melyne’s attack and kick her in the gut, then use my short shield to block Elenya’s devastating bash. 

She  pushes  me  two  steps  back,  then  I  push  her  back,  stand  my ground,  and  kick  her  with  my  poleyn  to  her  knee.  The  hit  is  so devastating that she crashes to the ground. 

“Too bad, I thought I trained you better,” I reply with a sexy smile. 

“Just wait and see, Zephyros,” Iolanthe warns me. 

Their next attack is more coordinated. While I fight the four of them, parrying blows and smashing my way through, I see that my goblins have  already  disposed  of  the  remaining  Emissaries.  Only  a  few remain,  but  my  guards  show  no  mercy  and  slaughter  them immediately.  We  could  get  some  information  from  them,  but  on  the other hand, we can’t be tricked again and set Calisto’s life in danger. 

If she dies, then we’re all doomed for good. 

While my teammates fight me, they hear several yells and now they understand  that  they  are  surrounded  and  trapped  by  my  goblin guards and some cyclopes. 

“Even if you win this battle, your war is lost,” I tell them. “And that’s the first harsh lesson you’ll learn today.” 

Chapter 12

My phrase is cut mid-sentence as I’m forced to raise my shield and sword  to  defend  myself  from  Iolanthe’s  deadly  spear.  Beautiful  and prideful,  she  won’t  hesitate  to  take  on  opponents  stronger  than  her. 

Her  spear  thrusts  to  my  shield  hard  and  the  reverberating  clang makes my whole armor vibrate. I can see her smiling from the other end of her weapon. 

“What was that for?” I yell at her, my eyes narrow like slits. 

“We haven't lost yet,” she says, showing no sign of surrender. “And we have some tricks up to our sleeves we haven’t shown you yet.” 

Melyne  attacks  again  with  an  overhead  strike.  I  easily  parry  the attack and slash to her right but she easily avoids my attack. I soon realize  that  all  this  is  nothing  but  a  diversion.  Rena  comes  sneakily from behind and attempts to stab me! I have no time to react and her thrust is successful. However, my armor is hard enough to absorb the strike and all she can do is stare at me shocked. With my steel glove I punch her in her gut, and she falls flat to the ground. 

The goblins around us are in a frenzy cheering me up, but no one dares to interfere as I ordered them. 

I charge on Melyne instinctively, exchanging a couple of blows with her.  In  a  contest  of  strength,  there's  no  way  I'll  lose.  But  to  my surprise,  she  stands  her  ground  like  a  statue,  waiting  patiently  for Iolanthe to attack me. Although my armor is hard enough, I’m not that tempted  to  test  if  it  can  absorb  the  thrust  of  Iolanthe’s  spear  so  I decide  to  recoil  a  few  steps  sideways.  Facing  both  of  them  is challenging as Iolanthe begins her long-distance attacks. When I find an  opening,  Melyne  is  there  to  protect  her  with  her  sword.  Their coordination is incredible. 

I should try something bolder if I want to win. With foolish gallantry, I decide to trust my armor's hardiness, and when Ιolanthe attacks me, I  let  her  pass  through  my  guard.  Her  spear  makes  her  way  to  my torso. With a devastating strike, the tip of her spear hits on my armor and  bounces.  Quickly,  I  grab  the  tip  of  her  spear  with  my  left  hand and cut it in two with my sword. 

“You  shouldn't  trust  your  armor  so  much,  Zephyros,”  Iolanthe  tells me  with  a  worried  look,  thinking  that  she  might  have  killed  me  with that attack. At least they still care about me. 

“Is this the best you can do? I’m disappointed. I thought you could do better than this. What about we finish this for now?” I ask with a calculating grin. 

My girls exchange glances with each other, take a deep breath, and start  attacking  me  all  at  once.  I  dodge  their  slashes,  bashes,  and thrusts  with  success.  Being  surrounded  by  several  hobgoblins  in  a tight place like this gives me the advantage as Elenya can’t use her massive shield. Iolanthe’s javelins are out of the question as well. 

Elenya  tries  to  bash  me  with  her  shield,  but  I  block  her  with  my own. Only with my left hand, I push her back like last time and kick her in the stomach, flattening her to the ground for good this time. I’m sure  she  didn’t  break  anything,  but  this  blow  will  leave  a  mark. 

Literally,  the  Great  Goblin  General’s  armor  transformed  me  into  a tank. My battle against them is proof that I’m resistant to all of their attacks. Although my gear gives me some reassurance, I won’t drop my guard again. 

With Elenya out of the map, Rena and Melyne try to circle me. They are  the  most  dangerous,  as  their  weaponry  and  gear  are  made  for close combat. Iolanthe uses her short sword now that I’ve destroyed her spear, but she’s not that much of a threat, which makes her my next target. 

The  three  of  them  attack  me  from  every  direction  and  their synchronicity is commendable, I barely manage to hold my ground. I leave  an  opening  on  purpose  and  Iolanthe  falls  for  it.  She  tries  to strike me with her short sword. 

“Yield, Zephyros,” she orders me and spears me with the tip of her short sword but she barely scratches the surface of my armor. 

I  counterattack,  pummeling  her  with  my  iron  fist.  The  blow  is  so enormous that she’s knocked back ten feet. So, this armor has more to  offer  than  protection.  I’ll  have  to  learn  how  to  fully  employ  its powers  in  time.  Calisto  didn’t  bother  telling  me  as  usual,  but  she might be unaware of the armor’s full potential. 

“You’re a cheater!” Melyne protests. “Fight us fair and square.” 

Technically, I’ve been cheating in this  game the moment I was cast here, since I retained my memories. 

The two of them continue fighting ferociously, until I manage to grab the tip of Melyne’s sword and shatter it with my own. 

They  retreat  several  steps  baffled  until  they  decide  to  start  again another futile series of attacks without any success. Rena decides to take the initiative and fight me head-on, taking all my blows. I flat her to the ground with a punch like Iolanthe. Melyne tries to flank me, but she fails miserably as I snatch the dagger out of her hand. 

She’s the only one standing, unarmed and to my mercy. I’m about to  knock  her  out  like  the  rest,  but  our  tournament  ends  in  an anticlimactic  manner  as  Calisto  and  the  other  two  Demon  Lords appear. 

“Enough!”  Calisto  shouts  at  us.  “You've  already  done  enough harm.” 

Melyne has lost the will to fight. Seeing all her comrades knocked out must have plummeted her morale. 

“They’re  under  a  spell,”  I  tell  Calisto.  “We've  been  fooled  by Amyndas. All the Emissaries we've captured were under some kind of spell that forced them to do this.” 

“Using  such  a  powerful  spell  isn't  possible  for  someone  like Amyndas,” the Grey Witch tells me. 

“But…”  Hecate  intervenes  unexpectedly,  “We  should  investigate nonetheless. I’m sure no one believes that those four were capable of orchestrating something of that magnitude.” 

It’s a bummer to think that Hecate would support me. 

“Very  well,  the  Great  Magistrix  and  I  will  examine  them  to  see  if they’re under a control spell,” the Grey Witch finally tells us. 

“Take  them,”  Calisto  commands  the  hobgoblins.  My  guards immediately obey and take custody of the four warrior women. 

I want to say to them that everything’s going to be fine. After all, I’ll do all I can to help them, but for all I know, it will be hard to convince Calisto  and  the  other  Demon  Lords.  I’m  sure  my  loyalty  in  Calisto’s eyes was shaken. 

“Where’s Hector?” I ask, breaking the silence. “Did he escape like the others?” 

“No,” the Grey Witch replies and takes a Scry Gem out of her robe, throwing it at me. “It was the first thing we thought.” 

She’s right. Through the Scry Gem, I see Hector laying on his bed. 

“I think he should pay us a visit,” I tell her and all seem fond of this idea. 

Chapter 13

Two goblin champions bring Hector bound and gagged before us. 

One  of  the  goblin  champions  removes  the  cloth  from  his  mouth. 

Never before I’ve seen him so terrified. He must have thought that the goblins would bring him to the gallows. 

“Are you the one behind this?” The Gray Witch asks. 

“Maybe  we  can  toy  with  him  before  we  make  him  worm  food.” 

Hecate  penetrates  him  with  her  gaze,  then  turns  her  face  towards Calisto. 

My  mistress  half  shrugs,  then  says,  “It’s  been  some  time  since  I drained someone to the death.” 

One  of  the  goblin  champions  jams  the  pommel  of  his  sword underneath Hector’s chin and snarls, “Speak!” 

All  Hector  does  is  shake  his  head.  “I’m  not  the  one,”  he  replies curtly. 

“I  thought  so,”  Calisto  tells  him.  “Which  means  you’re  useless  to us.”  She  gets  up  and  approaches  my  former  comrade.  She  moves around  him  slowly,  inspecting  him  with  a  measuring  eye,  until  she does  something  unexpected:  she  punches  him  in  the  stomach  and propels him backwards to the floor. Hector gasps from the impact, but my  mistress  shows  no  empathy.  His  hands  and  feet  are  bound.  He can't  get  up  but  somehow,  he  manages  to  get  in  a  sitting  position. 

Calisto watches him, amused. She looks down at him with a terrifying coldness and grabs him by the throat. As she chokes him, she says, 

“You're  going  to  answer  all  our  questions,  or  I’ll  skewer  you  and  let my goblins eat you.” 

I know how cruel and convincing Calisto can be when she toys with someone.  Hector  is  under  her  complete  control  and  there's  nothing the mighty Emissary can do. 

“We should kill him,” the Gray Witch says and stamps her magical wand on the floor. “He's just a mindless puppet like the rest of them.” 

“I  agree,  but  we  should  extract  as  much  information  as  possible. 

Zephyros  said  he’s  Amyndas’  second,”  Hecate  adds  with  a  sinister smile. “I can think of a handful of ways to make such a man talk.” 

The  main  debate  becomes  whether  they  should  kill  him immediately or somehow use him to learn what the paladin general is plotting. 

“You  don't  have  to  kill  me!”  he  says  with  his  trembling  voice. 

“Amyndas  is  the  one  who  cast  a  spell  on  the  Emissaries.  He  even tried it on me but he failed.” 

The Demon Lords pause and listen to Hector. 

“Zephyros thinks that his warrior women are under a control spell. I can  think  of  a  few  mind  control  spells,  but  it’s  not  possible  for Amyndas’ current level to use on so many,” the Gray Witch says. 

Hector shakes his head left and right. “He used some kind of gem to place everyone under his command, forcing them to carry out his suicide mission. Due to my Threat Level being higher than the rest, I wasn’t affected. Amyndas knew through his spies,” my rival makes a short  pause  looking  at  me,  “that  you  would  attempt  something  like this and we were prepared. You fell right into it.” 

Hector slowly begins to show his true colors. It seems he needed some motivation to loosen his tongue. 

“Why are you telling us that now?” I want to know. “Just a few days ago,  your  loyalty  to  General  Amyndas  was  adamant.  Is  it  that  you want to jump to the better side now that you lost?” 

Hector  shakes  his  head  again.  “It  was  safer  for  me  to  stay imprisoned.  Your  women  were  under  his  command,  and  if  I  were  to say  anything,  they  would  have  killed  me  on  the  spot.  On  the  other hand,  if  I  were  to  agree  to  your  demands  and  join  you,  then  I’d  be forced to do what the other Emissaries did and my comrades would have me killed. It was your mistake to come with them. I was planning to tell you everything, but Amyndas thought about that as well. That’s why your women wanted to be with you all the time. In the end, I took the better course of action to survive.” 

“We haven't decided what to do with you yet,” Calisto tells him. “We might kill you just now for not telling us earlier.” 

“Take  him  out  of  our  sight,”  Hecate  orders  and  before  Hector  can say  anything,  the  goblin  champion  gags  him  immediately  and  takes him out of the Throne Room. 

◆◆◆

The  three  Demon  Lords  eventually  pass  their  judgment  on  my warrior women and Hector. I’m relieved to find out that they decided to imprison them for the time being, even if it’s with the intention to let them rot there. I’m sure that Calisto played her role in this. If it was for Hecate  or  the  Grey  Witch,  then  execution  would  already  have  been arranged. 

For  my  misdeeds  and  failing  to  serve  them,  I’m  forbidden  from visiting them. No one tells me a thing about their well-being. After a week,  I  learn  from  Calisto  that  the  Grey  Witch  are  trying  to  find  a solution to the mind control spell but she's been unsuccessful so far. 

I want to help them but my mistress tells me to give up on them and let them bemoan their fate. I’m left wondering if a solution is possible, or she simply wants to get rid of them because they betrayed us, or because she wants to monopolize me, or both. 

Seeing I’m not in the best of mood, she decides to let me visit them after three long weeks. 

It's night when I get permission to meet with them. The only thing that  brightens  their  cell  is  the  torch  the  warden  holds.  Iolanthe  and Melyne approach me first. 

“How  are  you  holding  up?”  I  ask  them,  my  eyes  wandering  over their under tunics. 

Melyne gives me a crooked smile. “It seems our position has been reversed this time. It wasn’t that long since we paid you a visit in your cell back in the Emissary Camp.” 

“I  hope  this  isn't  the  prisoner's  last  meal,”  Iolanthe  tells  me  with  a wary look. “Where have you been all this time?” 

I  take  a  deep  breath  and  snort.  “After  what  happened,  Calisto limited my access to certain locations, such as the prison,” I tell her. 

“So, what happens now?” Rena asks as she gets up. “Are you here to get us out of here?” 

“The  Demon  Lords  aren't  the  forgiving  type.  After  what  happened I’m not sure if a pardon will come soon or ever for that matter,” I reply with  a  sigh.  “On  the  other  hand,  we  aren’t  sure  if  you’re  still  under Amyndas’  spell.  The  Gray  Witch  told  me  it  won't  fade  away  that easily.” 

“We missed you,” Elenya tells me, standing behind Iolanthe. “All we did was to help you. Believe us when we say we’d never betray you.” 

I nod, then I change the subject. We discuss about their well-being, how things have been for them since their imprisonment, how much they mean to me, and that I miss them. One thing brings to the other and  Iolanthe  coils  her  left  hand  and  caresses  my  face.  The  goblin warden  intervenes  and  tells  her  not  to  touch  the  Great  Goblin General.  I  tell  him  it’s  fine  and  demand  access  into  their  cell  after  I order him and the rest of the goblins to leave us alone. 

Finding  myself  inside  their  cell,  I  tell  them,  “Just  like  when  you helped me when I was in need, I’ll find a solution.” As they undress me, I add, “Let's see if I can help you overcome Amyndas’ control.” 

“Can you do that?” Iolanthe muses as she stares down below. 

“No  harm  in  trying,”  Elenya  gives  her  an  inviting  look.  “You  might need  to  visit  us  daily  if  you  are  to  break  whatever  magic  Amyndas has cast on us.” 

Melyne is already taking off her undertunic and exposes her perky, milky  breasts.  The  soft  light  from  the  torch  ripples  over  her  athletic, naked body. 

I'm not sure if having sex with them will nullify the spell’s effect, but Calisto told me that love has always its ways. Maybe if I spend more time with them I’ll be able to solidify our bonds. But I know it won’t be easy. On the one hand, I want to protect them, but on the other hand, I  have  to  satisfy  three  lustful  Demon  Lords.  Life  in  the  real  world  is much more complicated than I expected it to be. 

Melyne and the other girls are completely naked now, surrounding me in their beauty and lust. Rena takes position right in front of me, sitting  on  my  lap  with  her  bare  ass.  Looking  over  her  shoulder,  she offers a shy look as she gestures towards her rear. 

I  take  the  hint  and  massage  her  ass  with  my  large  hands, spreading her lips apart slowly, revealing the soft pink entrance that awaits me. I haven’t had Rena only to myself yet, so she is going to be  my  focus  for  the  moment.  Placing  my  hand  on  the  small  of  her back, I push her forward so I can see more of her. 

Settling  my  shaft  at  her  entrance,  I  place  my  hands  on  her  small hips  and  lower  her  down  ever  so  gently.  Elenya  and  Iolanthe  are besides  me,  pushing  their  breasts  into  my  face.  As  I  make  love  to Rena,  I  take  turns  in  sucking  on  each  of  their  breasts,  swirling  my tongue around their hard, plump nipples. Melyne is in front of Rena, making her suck on each of her breasts and kissing her in between. 

All my girls are getting pleased one way or another, and I pull Rena close to me for an embrace. 

I  leave  a  trail  of  kisses  along  her  shoulder  and  up  her  neck, meeting  in  a  gentle  kiss.  Rena  is  warm  and  soft  in  my  grasp,  and  I wrap my arms around her waist tight. She is so small compared to my stature that I almost forget how to hold and caress her for a moment. 

It  is  like  learning  how  to  make  love  all  over  again,  each  of  my  girls bringing about a new experience for me. In this case, it is Rena who I am learning with again. 

Resting  her  head  against  my  shoulder,  she  rolls  her  hips  in desperate motions on top of me. A wet sucking sound emanates from down  below  as  she  increases  her  pace,  and  it  only  adds  to  the experience. 

Suddenly, Iolanthe and Elenya walk in front of me, bending over so that  they  are  completely  exposed  to  me  on  either  side  of  Rena  and me.  They  have  been  pleasing  themselves  while  I  am  involved  with Rena, getting themselves dripping wet with desire. 

It is an interesting scene here, now that my girls are the prisoners and I am not. I can’t tell if this is a desperate act for redemption or an attempt  at  manipulating  me  under  their  spell.  It  is  hard  to  discern considering how genuine they seem, and I realize that I must be more careful in how I handle them. But that isn’t in the forefront of my mind as  I  plunge  my  fingers  in  both  of  Iolanthe’s  and  Elenya’s  pussies, curling them against their pleasure spot. 

Now the air is filled with all my girls’ moans, with Rena’s being the loudest. For a moment I wonder if the goblin guards could hear them from  down  the  hall,  but  that  isn’t  my  concern.  They  are  my  warrior women, and I should please them how I want to. 

Rena is small, so I do not have to penetrate her completely for her to feel an immense amount of pleasure. Her small hands grab at my own  as  she  rides  me,  the  print  of  my  shaft  poking  through  the  tight skin of her belly. I suck at her neck as we make love, leaving behind hickeys of my possession. 

Iolanthe and Elenya are riding my palms, desperate for more length and stimulation from my hands. But they know that they are not part of the main show right now, and that’s okay. Melyne has Rena by the mouth,  swirling  their  tongues  together  in  a  hot,  erratic  dance.  I personally  like  when  Melyne  dominates  Rena;  they’re  a complimentary pair just like Iolanthe and Elenya. 

My  thrusts  become  faster  and  harder,  slamming  against  Rena’s behind  with  an  aggressive  intensity.  As  our  lovemaking  becomes more intense, the faster I plunge my fingers into my girls. I imitate my hands as my shaft inside Rena, sliding in and out intensely until my hands are completely drenched from their juices. 

Soon  enough,  Rena  bucks  against  me,  and  I  can  tell  that  she  is about  to  come.  Melyne  is  bent  over  in  front  of  Iolanthe,  making  her lick and stimulate her pussy while Elenya is vigorously riding my other hand. 

“Zephyros!” Rena cries out against Melyne’s breast, her eyes shut tight.  I  already  know  what  is  happening,  and  I  bring  Rena’s  face towards  me  in  a  forceful  kiss.  The  sound  of  my  name  coming  from her sweet lips brings upon a wave of electricity to wash over me, and the girls take her cry as a cue to pound against my hands even more. 

My  tongue  invades  Rena’s  mouth,  swirling  around  one  another  as  I rock into her body. 

We  orgasm  together,  with  Rena  moaning  louder  than  ever.  She squeezes me tight, her limbs locking, and her hands gripping my arm for support. I physically feel her walls contract around me, and I spill my seed inside her, filling her to the brim. 

After a few moments she kneels to the floor, catching her breath. I see rivulets of my seed spill down her thighs, and the sight of it brings a  satisfaction  to  me.  Before  Rena  can  say  anything  else,  Elenya swoops  in  front  of  me,  pressing  her  breasts  together  in  a  titillating way, 

“I believe it’s my turn?” 

I offer a smirk, and gesture towards my lap, in which Elenya sits on instantly. 

This exchange lasts all throughout the night, with each of my girls taking turns in riding me. Towards the end of this, I grow exhausted, nearly  falling  asleep  while  sitting  up.  If  I  didn’t  know  any  better,  I would say that this is a part of their plan. To get me vulnerable and attack me then and there. 

Instead, they snuggle in my embrace, their breaths heavy as they fall  into  a  deep  sleep.  I  regard  them  with  a  sense  of  longing  in  my eyes. While I attempt to remain hopeful that they will not turn again, I cannot guarantee it. Whether or not they are out from under the spell, it is not clear. 

But I shall see. I will do the best I can for them, for us…

CONTINUED…

◆◆◆

 Dear Reader, a minute of your time please! 

I want to thank you, for coming along on this ride. I hope you had as  much  fun  as  I  did.  If  so,  please  consider  writing  a  review  on  my

Amazon  book  page.  I'm  truly  grateful  for  all  your  feedback!  If  you have  any  questions,  complaints  or  suggestions,  I'm  happy  to  hear them all. Just shoot me a message. 

Cheers, 

Alex Itsios
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