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Prologue

The fight for supremacy is relentless, inevitable. Victory is the ultimate goal of all living creatures. They will kill or be killed, so that they may prevail over all others. In this dark world I am reawakening to, mankind suffers from ruin and despair. Evil has prevailed and engulfed everything. Some say it’s a test from the gods to bolster their souls. Perhaps that’s true. Perhaps it’s a pious lie. What I know for sure is that it’s time for the noble dark to claim its place once again.
Great — great and terrible — is the present day for my nixies. Their imperial garden is flooded with blood and tears. In these bloody moments, the minutes pass like arrows. Neither the nixies nor the humans killing them can imagine the events to follow, those events which they will become witness to.
A dark presence lies around the center of the imperial garden, me! I gradually begin to hear the screams of the humans and nixies battling around me. How many years or even centuries have passed, I cannot say, but the brackish smell from the blood that soaks the great square gives me a pleasant feeling. I cannot see yet, but my other senses provide me a detailed interpretation of my surroundings. A figure familiar to me is somewhere near. He tries to hide his presence, his identity. Is he a friend or a foe? I am confused from my long slumber, but I must act now before I risk losing access to my senses again. What I can most strongly sense before me is a young man, blood-soaked. He compels my attention.
His life force is fading. I must hurry. Time is of essence! I focus my thoughts towards him and absorb his thoughts, his memories, as it is easy for me to read the minds of the dying. This can be tricky, however, as mortal perceptions are often contradictory, making it hard to distinguish reality from delirium. As I absorb his thoughts, I discover he is a prince, and I understand that the world I once knew has changed grievously. These are indeed dark times, full of desperation. But hope does remain in the hearts of men, despite their being beaten down. They continue their lives, unaware of the powers that shape their destiny, like sheep to the slaughter...
This fading soul’s name is Alastor, the fifth prince of Lycia. He is young, muscular, with curly black hair and olive tinted skin, handsome even. I see that he could have a destiny I can shape. Albeit one that might seem cursed by fate to become broken and spiteful. But I know this will need to be in order to shake the balance of this dark world. He arrived with his mercenary army to the outskirts of Arcadia, but recently, knowing that this battle against the demi-human army could decide his future – or so he once believed. He was told if he won, he would return to the Lycian capital to be named viceroy. If he lost, permanent exile awaited him in the county of Araxa for the remainder of his life on his brother’s false pretext that he is a bastard, and therefore has no claim on the throne of Lycia. I can conceive far grander destinies for Prince Alastor, each according to paths he could take if I intercede.
But every story has a beginning and the fall of Arcadia is his. I see it in his memories, so fresh in his troubled mind. So, tell me, my prince, what has led to your untimely demise?




Chapter 1

In this godforsaken place, mistakes cost lives. Failure isn’t tolerated and each battle counts. Alastor will not fail his kingdom, and he’s sure his army of cutthroats is more than up to the task, for they have a reputation for success as well as ruthlessness. The mercenary army has camped on the outskirts of Arcadia, and he, along with two other members of his personal guard, have gathered in a large tent to set the final plan of battle with the mercenary leaders. This impressive army of six thousand will march tomorrow against the Arcadians.
His own personal guard consists of thirty experienced warriors, but at this moment only two, his most trusted, are present — Alexander, whom he’s known from childhood, tall with dark curly hair in his silver-plated armor, and Atalante, his mistress. They aren’t his most experienced warriors, but he trusts them more than any other. Beautiful and blonde, Atalante in polished armor built for her curves smiles at him as he approaches her.
“My lord!” She says playfully as she pulls back the heavy wooden chair for her lord to sit. Alastor goes towards her without saying anything. He prefers to appear formal when he’s addressing his subjects.
For a moment, his thoughts turn to her instead of what he knows will be the uncomfortable assembly ahead, to her body, her lust for his and his for hers, and the pleasure they’ve shared together even before he — and therefore, she — was ordered to this place, to eliminate the threat to Lycia the nixies supposedly pose, and the threat to all Anatolia that the Faith of Elysium insists as well. That is a stretch, the prince believes, but with the coin the Faith of Elysium is providing, he will not argue that point.
Atalante first caught his attention only a few months ago, when he watched her spar at drills, and had her elevated to his personal guard. It wasn’t long before they were sparing themselves, but in a different setting, his bedchambers and other private locations where he could learn everything about her desires and how they could please each other. She is experienced in the pleasures of the flesh, several years older than his nineteen, which he greatly appreciates. He does offer her a slight smile, and a glance, which she spots, but he doesn’t expect anyone will notice.
Alastor is an energetic young man, but he avoids crowded places due to his agoraphobia. As soon as the tent begins to fill with mercenary captains, he starts sweating, though it is their boorish behavior annoys him more than his personal anxieties. The mercenary captains should have gathered earlier to wait for him, as ordered. Yet here they are, arriving after him at their own pace. They’re yelling and cursing among themselves, which angers him even more. He is the fifth prince of the royal family after all, and second in line to the throne, after his three older brothers died. They should show him the respect he deserves.
The head of the mercenary army is a dark-skinned man who looks deep into middle age with grey hair and a lined face, but Alastor has been told he’s little more than a decade older than himself. Fully equipped in his battle armor, the hardships of the mercenary life marked on his face, the army’s general enters the tent like a monarch. He is the infamous Mercenary King known as Haashim el-Yassin, and he comes from a distant land whose name Alastor cannot pronounce or perhaps even conceive.
“Swords don’t belong in the hands of children,” the Mercenary King will groan shortly before my prince is brutally cut down by him.
Yes, there will be much blood. The clashing of blades, anger, fury, fear. But, no. Not yet, this important memory is but a day or two old, strong in Alastor’s mind, important to him.
A map is being laid out on the table set between Alastor and his mercenary leaders. As soon as it is fully laid out on the table, Haashim el-Yassin starts explaining his invasion plan. He had done so the previous day, but this time he offers more detail. The prince isn’t thinking about that, however, more about the fact that not one of Lycia’s generals had accepted to lead this army. This troubles him the most, but he expected something like this would happen. No reputable general would accept such a petty task. The nixies are at the bottom of the food chain when it comes to what threat they pose. Alastor is sure his elder brother, King Pero, commanded him here to humiliate him yet again.
“—and so, we’ll cut out all the outposts of the nixies and crush them here!” Haashim el-Yassin emphasizes, looking back to Alastor for approval, raising an eyebrow cut in two by an old scar.
Alastor nods agreeably at the mercenary, as if he’s paying attention, then starts daydreaming again. His thoughts are of his mistress Atalante and their night before. Oh, he is a lusty one, my prince. I can use that.
“Now, let’s see the invasion plan for the city central,” Haashim el-Yassin barks, as he points with his curved sword at the map. “We will attack at dawn. The primary force will attack the main gate as a diversion, while the other two units of our army will invade from the western and eastern gates.”
He pauses for a short moment, then addresses his captains.
“You lot have your orders. Don’t screw up. You’ll be an embarrassment of a mercenary if you lose to these nixie scum,” he shouts.
The mercenaries laugh out loud in unison. And why shouldn’t they? How could a human army lose to the nixies?
Haashim el-Yassin turns back to Alastor. “My prince, you’ll be with us in the main force,” he states, not asking what the prince’s desire is.
Alastor nods again. He wants this meeting to end, and now. He’s sweating like a pig, and he’s sure the rest have noticed it. The mercenary leader, as if he senses how Alastor feels, addresses him directly.
“If you may allow me, my Lord, your Excellency shouldn’t bother at all with such menial tasks. There’s no way for the nixies to defeat such a large army as ours. We’ll give the nixie scum a good lesson they’ll remember for years.”
Alastor suddenly rises from his chair. The mercenary leader stops talking, and everyone’s eyes are on him. The attention makes him sweat even more.
“We must fight and win this battle against the terror of the demi-humans, so that the threat they pose won’t be at our own door,” he tells the gathered men.
Haashim el-Yassin picks up his mug, yells out a battle cry and along with him all the mercenary commanders follow suite in a disharmonious series of yells as Alastor sits back down. After drinking their fill, they finally begin to gradually leave the tent, slowly easing his tension. Soon, Alastor is alone again with Alexander and Atalante.
“At last, they’re gone,” Atalante sneers with disgust.
“I cannot bear them,” Alastor agrees with her as he wipes his damp brow, having collapsed back onto his chair. “It makes my skin crawl just being in their presence. They have no couth; they have no loyalty.”
“They are loyal enough, my Lord. Their pockets are filled with gold and as such they will do as you command,” Alexander reminds him. “They are crude, I agree, but I assure you they’re more capable than they would appear.”
Alastor lets out a deep breath and gets up again, intent on retiring to his own pavilion.
“Let’s get some rest,” he says with a sly smile at Atalante as they leave the military tent and head towards their personal tents.
“Alexander, you may leave us,” he commands the leader of his personal guard once they reach his tent.
Atalante follows him inside without a word. Moments after they enter the tent, she immediately begins stripping him of his armor, then his clothes. First his shirt, then his trousers go, each piece discarded one by one until he stands naked before her.
“My lord, I hope you like an older girl like me…” she offers a little self-consciously. She speaks in a husky voice filled with lust of her own as she gazes upon his muscular body.
Yes, he likes us a little older, experienced. I can work with that, too.




Chapter 2

Searching through Alastor’s mind, I learn more about the Arcadia he knows. The city of Arcadia is known across the kingdoms of Anatolia for its pastoral harmony with nature. It is also a city that has thrived for ages on the edge of a notoriously treacherous bog. While many have heard of it, only a few people visit the city or the virgin forests surrounding it, and those who do are prepared for dangers, as there are many. The inner city itself is crowded, like a beehive, which hums and prospers just at the edge of the Kingdom of Lycia. Here the buildings are tall, four, five, and even six stories in height, while others are built into the trees. Beyond its walls however, the city spreads out, expanding wherever the trees grow strong enough to build on.
The famous gardens of the city are crowded by its residents, day and night. There are so many gardens in Arcadia making it like no other city in the Kingdom of Lycia or its neighbors. They spread out everywhere, like wide green avenues, with their flowerbeds bordering the green like coastlines. The gardens are as sprawling and as magnificent as the city they are found in. They cross the city like paths, widen and sometimes wither, in the sweet half-light that shines through the trees on the edge of the Dead Bog so many dark legends speak of.
Summer in Arcadia, more than anywhere else in Lycia, offers a calmness and serenity that spreads throughout the streets and paths. The buzz of the residents and the animals that fills the stone buildings gradually fades beyond them, radiating but a heavy murmur across the fields. All the energy of the summer turns into colorful sunbeams, from dawn till dusk, as it reflects off the windows found on every structure.
There are no humans in Arcadia. It is a city inhabited only by the nixies, a race of vegetarian demi-humans. Lycians know them also as the forest people, or the Ari. Nixies themselves live in forests with dense vegetation, usually near wetlands, and they are devoted followers of me, although it seems some of their behavior has changed from what I remember of such creations. To Alastor, they are an insignificant race that avoid hostilities and fighting, ride goats and wear little armor, even in times of war.
They are my children, however, and perhaps that is reason enough. The Faith of Elysium, I learn through him, is powerful, commanding, intolerant of demi-humans like the nixies.
They are certainly not like Alastor or his kind. All of them are female, their skin white and their hair blonde. Their ears are large and pointed outwards. These svelte and petite creatures are not born like men, but from the fruit of their nixie-tree. The nixie-tree needs enough moisture to produce these fruits, so it is often found near rivers, bogs or other wetlands, hence the location of their city.
They are not unfamiliar with war, however.
The wetlands of Arcadia are the home of many other creatures as well. Most notable are the cranes, a species of bird with which the nixies are in constant battle. Cranes eat large fish, amphibians and more importantly, fruit. The fruits of the nixie-tree and the baby nixies are a tasty delicacy for the notorious large birds, so it is common to see a great flock of cranes raid the nixie birthing trees. The forest people have an organized army and most of the time manage to successfully drive off the malicious cranes whenever they attack. For an observer, this spectacle seems funny. Petite figures, mounted on big goats, fighting with their swords and spears, against the flapping, squawking crane menace. It is the sort of thing that make fighting men, such as soldiers of Lycia or the mercenaries they have hired to wage war against the nixies, laugh at and mock.
These are most of what Alastor and the soldiers of his personal guard have heard. None of them believe the nixies are any actual threat to Lycia. Alastor even believes that they should have been courted as possible allies to help against other threats; the lycans, goblins, undead. But his brother, the king, and the Faith of Elysium say otherwise. The nixies are not human, and therefore the enemy and must be crushed.
But the city itself and its inhabitants are peaceful for the most part. So why the need for war?
This is his world. One where the weak and beautiful must be slaughtered.
Today, the air is full of the sweltering humidity of summer, and soon Arcadia will have to face a battle they are not prepared for. Its inhabitants, for the first time in as long as they can remember, ensconced in their stone and wooden houses, are now filled with fear, as they await the invasion of a new hostile power. Unexpectedly, the Lycian army has appeared, resetting my long-time worshiper’s chessboard.
In chess, a mediocre player tries to gather all his forces close to his king. An experienced player, however, scatters his forces in such a way that he can find passage and send his queen behind enemy lines. He invades his opponent behind his defenses, destroys the rooks, the bishops, and the knights with their agile zigzags. Soon, the poor player’s king has no protection and he loses the game.
All this happens quickly to this city, but not without some notice, which like a poor player, my nixies failed to recognize as a threat. It had been rare for people to visit Arcadia, but this year the city was visited by more merchants and bards than ever before. Officially, the nixies are not considered citizens of Lycia, although they had spent hundreds of years living in harmony with humans, despite occasional skirmishes. For the past two years, however, once the new King of Lycia had taken over, the skirmishes ceased entirely, so the complacent nixies turned their eyes to their more eternal opponents, the cranes, while the humans prepared their destruction.
Ah, yes, this was all to lull them into a false sense of security. It would seem that King Pero and his advisors are a cunning lot. I should consider their future as well and the consequences of their choices.
By early afternoon the next day, the eastern, then the western, and finally the main gates of Arcadia have fallen. Alastor watches the whole battle from a hill overlooking the city on horseback. He is amazed by the swift, decisive blows that his army has accomplished. He knows that the nixies are weak and that they will eventually lose, but the man commanding this army is no ordinary strategist. Even the best generals of Lycia, even the great and wise General Syanthedes himself, would not have been able to achieve such quick results with so few losses. As far as the prince can tell, his army is almost entirely intact. If he is lucky to become a king one day, Alastor will certainly make the dark-skinned man a military leader under his command.
“Do you think that anyone from our military is as gifted as Haashim el-Yassin?” Alastor asks Alexander, his most trusted friend and head of his personal guard, mounted beside him on his own stallion.
“Haashim el-Yassin is very capable indeed, my lord, but he is fighting only nixies,” Alexander scoffs. “Our military commanders could take Arcadia as easily.”
“I know that we could take over Arcadia, but you didn’t answer my question,” the prince continues. “Do you think that we have a military commander as capable as he?”
“I think that even General Pafsanias would be a formidable match for him on the field of battle, not to mention Syanthedes the Elder,” Alexander argues. “However, my lord, don’t forget that these are mere cutthroats fighting for coin. To lead the army of a kingdom one needs other capabilities, such as understanding of politics. If you look at it from the perspective of who is the better field general, then Haashim el-Yassin might be the better than all our military commanders. However, it was general Pafsanias that gathered all the strategic information our mercenaries are using. Without him, such an execution as we see would be impossible, even for the Mercenary King.”
Alexander is right, though. Haashim el-Yassin is indeed the best tactician he ever met, but that is far from what it takes to be an excellent military commander. In consideration of a broader view, Lycia’s greatest two military minds are the Mercenary King’s superior. However, Haashim el-Yassin would make a perfect addition to his army, if he ever is to claim the throne for himself.
“I think that you, your Grace, will one day become an infamous general across all of Anatolia. I’m sure of that!” Atalante states proudly, interrupting his thoughts.
“I’m infamous enough, already. Pero has made sure of that!” Alastor grouses, twisting his lips. “Thanks to him, everyone thinks of me as a little demon…”
“Even if that’s the case, you would still make a magnificent demon king,” Atalante teases him.
Alastor blushes and looks away from her to the battlefield. He will have to offer her a little lesson tonight after the battle regarding the kind of devilry she can expect from him, and oh yes, his memories and expectations are far stronger than any attention he pays to the battle below.
Alastor’s attention is diverted from his daydream. A man on horseback approaches their position. He appears to be one of the mercenary captains Alastor remembers from the tent last night. Two members of his personal guard move their horses up to block the man’s way.
“I have a message from Haashim el-Yassin to his Highness, the prince!” The bearded mercenary in dented armor calls out.
“It’s okay, let him pass,” Alastor commands his guards.
The mercenary passes through them, seemingly unimpressed at the superior armor and clothes of his betters.
“My Lord,” the man spits out. “Haashim el-Yassin has taken control and secured the outer city. It’s safe to enter and see it for yourself. There’s no reason to fear for your life. You’ll be safe.”
Alastor offers the mercenary a haughty glance. Does everyone think of him as an incompetent, little boy to be afraid of nixies?
“You should watch your tongue if you wish to keep it,” Alexander rebukes the man.
The mercenary appears lost for a moment, then bows his head in deference. “I beg your lordship, Prince Alastor’s pardon,” he replies. “I didn’t mean to suggest that you are afraid. All I meant was that the city has been subdued for your entrance.”
Still, Alastor is infuriated at the man’s inference, even if he knows that these men are crude and have no manners. He should have the mercenary’s tongue for such insults and paltry excuses, but now is not the time. They should complete the mission, and then, once the city below is fully captured, he will make sure this man is rendered incapable of spitting nonsense from his trap ever again.
“Lead the way,” Alastor commands.
The mercenary nods in deference, turns his horse and heads towards the city. Alastor, along with his personal guard, follow the mercenary. They travel through the wretched fields of battle outside the city gates, then quickly pass through the smashed open main gate to reach the streets that were so full of life a few hours before.
It is late afternoon now, and the sun spits sunrays like yellow venom on the remains of Arcadia. Many parts of the city are burning. Smoke drifts on the air, accompanied by the odor of blood and offal, which enters Alastor’s lungs, making it hard to breath. The buildings that stand to the left and right seem like skeletons stripped of their flesh. Only the stone sections of the buildings are still intact, their former beauty and majesty charred and ruined.
They soon come across the main gathering of soldiers, and spot the dark-skinned leader there, talking to some of his mercenaries. At this point, Alastor and his guard dismount.
“Your Lordship,’ Haashim el-Yassin declares as he offers a small bow. “The outer city has fallen. The remaining nixie forces are barricaded inside the inner city. We expect by tomorrow to have the whole city under your command.”
Yes, this Mercenary King is a figure capable of unspeakable violence, I can appreciate his personal power. More of their interactions force their way into Alastor’s thoughts; the flashing of his curved blade, the arrogance of a killer, how he mocks his prince. The hatred is visceral, but not quite yet to come. No, perhaps he does not want this man leading the armies of a king.
At this moment, however, Alastor merely nods at him, appreciating the man’s efficiency, if not his couth. “Great work so far! I think the king will be pleased,” he states neutrally.
Haashim el-Yassin bows again, pleased. “Thank you, my Lord.”
“How many men have we lost?” Alastor wants to know.
“Three hundred dead, two hundred are unable to continue the fight, two hundred have light injuries,” the Mercenary King reports.
So few. That is good and will not be joked about in court at the very least. “And the enemy?” Alastor asks.
“We annihilated the entirety of their cavalry. Only a small number of infantry escaped,” the man reports. “We estimate that they have lost between eight and ten thousand. Their eagle unit is mostly intact, but their numbers were small to begin with and won’t pose any major problem. Without those annoying bastards, we’d have been able to finish them off entirely.”
More of a massacre really, Alastor thinks. The vast number of dismembered bodies that he has come across on the path from the hill had been proof of what the mercenary is describing. Such a swift and decisive battle. He hopes that one day he will become such a great strategist as Haashim el-Yassin.
“I’ll head back to our encampment,” the prince states, having seen, heard, and smelled enough. “Notify me immediately if anything urgent requires my attention.”
The Mercenary King bows.
“I’ll do so immediately my lord,” he promises. “Tomorrow morning we’ll resume the siege. It will be over before the day ends.”
Alastor is pleased with the Mercenary King’s confidence, if not the wanton destruction around him. He remounts with his guard, then turns his horse around. He and his entourage then head back to camp. The next day will be a hard one he thinks, although it will be more so than the young prince can possibly imagine or be prepared for.




Chapter 3

The following morning, Alastor rides with his guard at the rear of his mercenary army, surrounded by his thirty loyal men. Alexander and Atalante are beside him as they were yesterday. In the distance, he can see the delicate figures of the nixies with their tiny, almost childish bows readying their defense up on Arcadia’s inner-city walls. The siege machines stand still in front of the wooden gate to the inner city, their fiery missiles being prepares to rain death on the defenders.
“It won’t take us long,” he murmurs to himself.
“It will be a glorious victory, my Lord,” Alexander declares confidently.
“Our focus was better targeted against the lycans,” Alastor declares. “Our victory today doesn’t mean much. If we lose, however, it will be a huge embarrassment to the Kingdom of Lycia.”
Alexander does not stifle his laugh.
“That’s not possible, my Lord. Even with a fraction of our army, we could have taken Arcadia,” Alexander insists. “Not only do we have a great army of six thousand, but we also have on our side Haashim el-Yassin, the devious Mercenary King.”
“I know that victory is assured Alexander, but I can’t stop worrying about the cost of this army against such pitiful creatures,” Alastor tells him, even if as much of the coin being paid to the mercenaries comes from the Faith of Elysium as it has from the Kingdom’s coffers. “Especially now, that the lycans are actively raiding and wiping out whole villages. Speaking of the devil, where is our friend Haashim el-Yassin?”
“I have been told he is at the fore, my Lord,” Atalante informs him.
“I’d hoped that he would be with us,” Alastor complains. “I’d like him besides me to explain to me in detail his plan to invade the inner city, as the plan progresses.”
“I asked him to accompany us, my Lord, but he insisted to be at the front line.” Alexander tells him. “As the army’s primary tactician, he said it’s better for him to oversee the battle firsthand.”
“That much can be expected of him, I guess.” Alastor agrees.
War drums start booming from ahead through the smoking ruins. “The siege engines are on the move, my Lord,” Atalante reports.
“It will be over soon. Too bad I can’t see any of it clearly from here.” Alastor tells her.
Bored once again, his thoughts return to their time together the night before, shifting through to the best moments.
–Atalante is mounting him; she guides him between her thighs and inside her. She moans upon his entry, lifting her eyes to the ceiling as her body shivers in the pleasure of him filling her. Part of this is, he knows, from the transgression of a prince fucking his guard, as she has confessed and as he too enjoys the forbidden fruit. Alastor moves beneath her, rocking his hips as he pulls her down, deeper and tighter. She moves along with him and the chamber around them is forgotten as he concentrates on her up and down movements, her round breasts, fruits to be enjoyed, on their own bounce to the rhythm as her breath quickens.
The prince glances over at his lover again, watching her mounted erect on her saddle, as she has mounted him many times, wisps of her hair floating in the breeze, skin shimmering in the hot sun. He’s imagining her skin slick with sweat, sliding up and down, up and down, compelling him towards
“Get on your hands and knees,” he commands, pulling out of Atalante so that she can follow his command.
Obediently, Atalante drops onto her knees trembling, her chest heaving as she struggles to steady her breath. Alastor slides a wet lock of blonde hair from her face as he steps around to stand behind her, dropping to his knees. This time, he enters Atalante hard, not stopping or slowing until he is fully sheathed inside her. Atalante moans loudly with pleasure. Alastor makes no move to quiet her, instead accompanies her noise of pleasure with a growl of his own as he once again begins to thrust, holding Atalante by the hips to keep her with him.
Alastor sets the pace, slower than before, but each thrust deeper than the last, forcing Atalante to moan even louder, even more deliciously. Alastor is finding himself losing his own control, growing more and more lost in the feel of Atalante as she once again tenses, squeezing him tighter and seeming to pull him in further, readying for their shared climax to come.
He then leans over Atalante, grasping her golden locks and pulling her head to the side. His mouth finds her neck where he sinks his teeth into the flesh so hard that it will leave a mark. His lover cries out as he does so, her mouth hanging open and her expression a mix of pleasure, sweet agony, and desire as she orgasms. Alastor cannot hold himself back. He thrusts one last time, hard and deep and slow, and with a cry of his own –
The hours of battle pass, mostly unseen by the prince. It is now late afternoon, and word is the mercenary army has crushed the remaining nixie forces upon invading the inner city. Alastor arrives with his escort at the city center. The mercenaries have blocked all the major exits, and the nixies are trapped deep within. While it is true the nixie army has been crushed only in two days, he’s now been told the mercenary army also suffered a major blow today, losing more than half of their force. That comes to him as a shock, and Alastor wants to know why and how that can be possible, concerned at what will be said about him losing half an army to these pathetic creatures.
The prince does not yet understand how desperation can feed monstrous actions, which cannot be taken back; but he will, in time.
Alastor observes the signs of a different kind of massacre that unfolds before his very eyes as he and his entourage enter the inner city. Enraged mercenaries, many bloodied, are pillaging the city and burning its tree houses. Some have gathered the captives in a long line and have them chained. Several squares they pass through are filled with impaled or crucified nixies, some of whom are still alive. He can hear their screams and their moans. Many beg for a quick death as he passes. Blood flows on the streets like streams, and not just nixie blood. Dismembered bodies of dead mercenaries are everywhere as well, appearing to have been ripped apart as if by animals.
Alastor wants to puke, but he forces himself to remain calm. It would be inappropriate for him to show weakness in front of his men. He does not give a whit about the opinion of the mercenaries, but he will not act as less than a prince before the soldiers of his personal guard and his mistress, the gorgeous Atalante. He is the prince of Lycia, and soon he will be a viceroy. He will not have it known that he is any less a man than his brother, the king.
They stop exactly in front of the center of the city’s imperial garden, which is filled with dismembered bodies of both nixies and mercenaries. At the center, his eyes are drawn to the tall statue of a woman. She appears most ominous, painted with blood. He cannot discern all the tall figure’s details, but it does look as though the monument fits with the blood-soaked environment.
He does recognize that the statue represents a woman of impeccable beauty, luscious curves and ample breasts who wears only a few garments. Her helmet covers much of her head, hiding her eyes, but not her lips. Her hands and her feet bear minor protective gear, and at her left side hang three small curved swords.
She must be the mother of the nixies, Alastor thinks, although looks like an ominous goddess from a dark fairytale and not the goddess of supposedly helpless vegetarians. She is clearly something more.
Yes, and yes, my prince, how perceptive of you. He already knows me, although we haven’t yet met. More proof of his potential, I suppose. And we are growing closer every moment.
Alastor spots Haashim el-Yassin, Zenobia, his second, and a collection of mercenaries approaching them. The Mercenary King seems amused, but Zenobia appears gloomy, traumatized even. She, like many of her brothers-in-arms, is bloodied and appears to have suffered injuries from the battle, although they must be minor because she does not appear disabled.
Alastor dismounts from his horse and meets the mercenary leader with his second, Alexander, and Atalante at his side, as usual.
“What has happened?” he demands to know. “I have been told you lost half your army. To the nixies! Explain how this is possible.”
And so, the Mercenary King and his second make their report.
And this is their tale of horror. Their loss is no less than they deserve. I am proud of my nixie children, as they do not let the mercenaries off, even at the greatest sacrifice. Let that be a lesson to you, princeling. Great power often comes only with great desperation and at great price.
***
It is the morning of the battle. Haashim el-Yassin is at the fore of his army. As the siege engines approach the wooden gate, a wave of arrows clatter against his soldier’s shields. Beside him is Zenobia, his second and fiercest female warrior, decked out in her personal suit of armor; not as protective as many, but allowing her more freedom of movement than most.
“The way you divided and positioned our army is truly devious. I don’t think that was necessary, however. It will take us much more time to overtake the city,” Zenobia tells him.
“The nixies aren’t getting reinforcements. We have all the time in the world on our side. I prefer to play it safe in case the worst occurs,” Haashim el-Yassin replies.
She knows what he is speaking of, but hardly believes it. “Do you think the nixies will use that ancient ritual you mentioned earlier today? Are you sure your sources told the truth?” she wonders, her high ponytail waving in the wind. “I’ve never heard of anything like that, and none of the lore on the nixies that the kingdom of Lycia has provided us mentions any so-called blood oath.”
Haashim el-Yassin grins at her. “The nixies were formidable foes in ancient times, it is said. I would expect nothing less from them right now. The blood oath is the last measure they’ll take, when their very existence as a race is at stake,” he reminds her. “One must sacrifice a nixie fruit and drink it’s juices. The nixies who do that, gain immediate powers, but the consequence is madness and death, as it’s poisonous for them to do so. I pray we survive this day should they choose such an act of desperation!”
Zenobia stops and offers Haashim a look of disbelief. He is a man she greatly admires, both as a strategist and as a lover, but she is unable to grasp such a worry right now. Surely the nixies were as desperate the day before and demonstrated no such threat.
The wooden gate ahead of them cracks and is smashed open by their ram. A unit of the mercenary’s army infantry charges into the inner city, while smoke billows out from the fires their siege engines have set within.
Soon, Zenobia, Haashim el-Yassin and the rest of the mercenaries begin to hear screams emanating from behind the walls.
It must be from the nixies, Zenobia thinks, but she is not completely sure as these screams sound different from yesterday. A shiver runs up her neck. The strong smell of blood wafts out from the broken gate, accompanying the smoke and even louder screams.
They spot a single soldier running wild-eyed out of the gate. The smoke obscuring what is behind him makes it hard to understand what’s happening. And then a pack of four legged creatures appears.
“Blood nixies,” Haashim el-Yassin hisses, then turns to yell at the men standing behind them. “Every one of you lot make sure you follow my orders if you want to live another day!”
The pack of monsters approach the soldier stumbling towards the line. One of the creatures lunge at him and rips out his throat. Blood gushes out and splashes down on the ground. The rest of the pack tears him to pieces.
“Are you sure that these things are even nixies?” Zenobia jabs, conflicted.
“Yes, I’m sure of it. Each of these little bastards can be up to four times stronger than a human. They are extremely agile and vicious; do not underestimate them,” Haashim warns.
The creatures turn their gazes at the human army. Their appearance does resemble that of the fragile and delicate nixie, but their golden eyes and lolling tongues are like that of an animal, licking their lips in a circle as they stare at the nervous mercenaries. More blood nixies emerge from the smoke. They stand still for a moment to inspect their prey, then they too turn their wild eyes to the mercenary line. One of them howls at the human army and the rest start to howl as well, breaking the stillness of the day. The blood nixies rush forward like maddened animals.
As the beasts advance, Zenobia unsheathes her sword.
“I have a bad feeling about this,” she breathes out heavily.
“Men, hold your positions!” Haashim el-Yassin yells his command.
The blood nixies charge them. Haashim el-Yassin hears the screams of his soldiers. A nixie comes at his head, and he tries to fight it off. Its expression is twisted, enraged, hungry like that of a mad dog. The Mercenary King stabs the point of his sword at its neck and pierces it. The nixie, unable to scream, falls on the ground dead.
Zenobia fights back another nixie, but she has a hard time fending it off, despite being a seasoned warrior. Haashim el-Yassin heads towards her. With a slash, he cuts the blood nixie in two. Still distressed from the attack, Zenobia nods at him. “Thanks,” she says.
“I hate to admit it, but I was right,” Haashim el-Yassin gasps, while fighting another blood nixie.
More of the monsters appear and attack. Zenobia is again fighting a blood nixie to the death. She manages to barely avoid the claws ripping at her neck, finding the creatures difficult to strike, let alone kill. Glancing around, she sees only chaos.
“Fall back,” she shouts to the mercenaries nearby, but it’s already too late for orders. The front lines of the army have already collapsed into disarray. The soldiers are just running around now. They look more like a pack of frightened sheep that try to escape a wolf rather than an army in organized retreat. The blood nixies snap the necks of their enemies, and some feast on the dead bodies. Now, it is the mercenary army facing a massacre, one even more brutal than the one they inflicted on the nixies and even more horrifying.
That’s what happens when you poke a beehive. You get stung.
The few remaining frontline mercenaries fall back from the center towards the main force that had been standing back. Then the heavy infantry starts to advance from the left and right flanks. These men are equipped with heavy armor and their lances are seven feet long. The blood nixies fall on them and are skewered, but they seem unable to feel any pain, any emotion other than hunger, hate. They keep attacking and attacking, until they breathe their last.
Zenobia manages to find her way back to the Mercenary King. “I’m now glad that you spread our forces in strategic positions. If it weren’t for you, we would be all dead by now,” Zenobia sighs.
“It’s not over yet. We haven’t won the battle, or the day,” Haashim el-Yassin cautions as three blood nixies break the line again and head towards the two of them. He grabs Zenobia’s free hand and pulls her back through the mercenary infantry. “Come. Our cause is better served by you and I coordinating attack and defense instead of enacting it. If we allow chaos to reign, those creatures might just defeat us.”
***
“What a battle, my friend! Who could have thought that the nixies could pose such a threat to the humans?” Alastor says, amazed at the horrors he is hearing about, and again changes his mind about the Mercenary King’s worth. “I’m glad we had you on our side. Without your superior tactics, the battle could have been lost. When we get back at the capital together, I plan to reward you handsomely for your services as viceroy.”
As they had spoken, more and more mercenaries had gathered around him and his guard, both footmen and horsemen alike. Alastor feels his chest tighten up. Something is wrong, he knows. All his senses are on alert and his guards are uneasy as well, as they glance around at the now surrounding mercenaries.
“My Lord, your role as commander ends here and now,” the Haashim el-Yassin states as he draws his curved sword from his sheath. He yells a command at his mercenaries. “Kill them all and earn triple pay!”
Immediately, the men of his personal guard draw their swords and form a protective cycle around Alastor.
“Protect the prince with your lives,” Alexander commands the brave men.
Alastor’s heart pounds like crazy, ready to burst. He cannot understand what has just happened or why the mercenaries have turned on them. He leaves those meaningless thoughts for now and draws his own sword. His personal guard, although well-trained, are only thirty, and the mercenaries have them surrounded and are probably five times their number and have cut them off from their mounts and any kind of escape.
The mercenaries charge at them in waves. He watches helplessly as his men are slaughtered. Alastor prays to the God of Elysium for aid.
He turns his fearful gaze to Alexander, then witnesses an arrow pierce the man’s left eye. He falls dead to the ground.
Only a couple nights before, they had been joking, and now, the prince’s oldest and dearest friend has been murdered! He is in shock.
—"Everything will be alright, my Lord,” Alexander had said to him, as if sensing his worries about the mercenary army.
“I have trust in every man of my guard,” Alastor tells him. “But I’m not sure about the lot of mercenaries we’ve gathered. Beware.”
“They are crude, my Lord, but I can assure you of their skills. Haashim el-Yassin is a skilled leader. I hate admitting it, but he is probably more skilled in war than anyone of us. He’s infamous among the mercenaries of Anatolia for having a reputation as a cunning general. I’m glad he’s on our side."—
And now Alexander has dropped dead while Atalante screams in distress as she watches her comrade lost so undeservedly. Panicked, she does not notice a mercenary approaching her from behind. He grabs her and throws her on the muddy ground. Four more mercenaries fall on her, and their bloodstained swords pop in and out from her body, leaving a lifeless carcass that once was his beloved mistress.
For a moment, all he can do is stare at her laying on the ground, covered in mud and blood, lost in horror.
—“You like the way I fight, my prince?” Were the first words she every said to him.
“I like the way you move,” he’d told her. “You clearly know what you are doing and know what you want.”
“More!” She’d yelled the first time he’d penetrated her. “Yes, my prince!”—
He had tasted every inch of her and gloried in how she’s desired every taste she’d had of him, and how that had stirred her into even greater passion.
And now all that has all been taken away by a heinous act of treachery.
Full of burning rage, Alastor strides towards Haashim el-Yassin, anger overflowing like an erupting volcano that sweeps off everything with its ferocious waves. Testosterone flows in his veins and screeches like a deadly poison, demanding to be released in violence. His breath is slow and deafening, like a thunder that terrifies in the pitch-black night. His one and only desire is to kill Haashim el-Yassin.
Once the prince of Lycia is a breath away from the Mercenary King, the other man attacks. He thrusts a vertical strike with his curved sword. The young prince is fast enough to deflect the strike. He holds his blade in a perfect horizontal line, at the height of his nose, as his teacher taught him. His enemy now performs a string of combination attacks, but Alastor manages to fend him off somehow. His hands are trembling from the devastating blows, numbed by the other man’s powerful attacks.
“Swords don’t belong in the hands of children,” Haashim el-Yassin groans as he starts a new series of strikes, the blade of his sword edging closer and closer to Alastor’s flesh. The mercenary’s blade flashes as he brings it down over his head and with a hum that resembles the twang of a lute string, brings all his devastating power on Alastor’s parry, shattering his own blade to shards.
Alastor sees only a spurt of blood from where his left hand was. The pain is intense, but not as intense as he expected. Only for a moment, the thought that the curved blade had scratched the surface of his skin, but now he sees his hand laying on the ground. The prince howls in horror. He knows that he’s at his end. He is enraged more, though, because he has lost his chance to kill Haashim el-Yassin, rather than because he has lost his hand.
“What’s the meaning of this?” Alastor barks furiously. “You idiot, do you have any idea what my brother, the King, will do to you once he learns of this treason?”
Haashim el-Yassin maintains his gloating smile.
“He’ll reward us handsomely, my lord!” The man crows. “You, shitty bastard, should know that your brother asked me personally to take your head. I don’t know what you’ve done to rankle him; it’s not my business to ask, but we’ll simply tell the court and the royals that you were ambushed and killed during the raid. Not only will you lose your life today, but your honor as well. Everyone will remember you as the dumb prince who was killed by the pathetic nixies!”
Alastor feels a burning sensation in his belly. The Mercenary King has just disemboweled him with his curved sword, bloodily cutting him open across his torso. When did this happen? Alastor cannot understand. How fast and strong can this man be?
Unable to feel his legs anymore, he falls to the ground, which is now slick with blood and mud. As his life fades, he mourns the lost lives of Atalante, Alexander, and his guards who died in vain for him. His tearful eyes lose their sight, and eternal darkness spreads out around him. He is dead…
Almost dead. He will be, if I do not intercede.
Still, I wonder if the life of this pathetic creature is truly worthy of my effort. Now that I know him, he is not anything terribly special. Alastor is not particularly smart or lucky, and he doesn’t possess of any notable skill. On the other hand, one could argue, he is one of the princes of Lycia, and that in itself might make him an exceptional pawn to place in the game with. Might he become the visionary young man, a destiny suggested to me, should he manage to cross all the way to the other side of the board? Might he be able to bring balance between gods and demons as there once was? Should I offer him the opportunity to prove himself to me? Is he worth the little time I have to act? Let us see.




Chapter 4

Alastor wakes up, in some kind of limbo. Deep inside the endless darkness that is my domain, he notices the faint light coming from where I recline.
“So, this is death?” He wonders with sorrow and heads towards the light. As he gets near, he discovers that the light comes from the center of my realm. My enthralling female figure appears before him, where I recline on my glowing metal throne. His eyes rake over my desirable form first, then the numerous figures that represent humans, demons and other creatures that he cannot describe that are embossed on my magnificent throne, all blackness and brightness at once. And then they return to my body, my ample breasts, as it is like he cannot look me in the eye. His confused brain finds my form... familiar.
“Am I dead?” He asks.
“Shhh,” I tell him.
He returns his eyes to my body.
I am not naked. I wear armor, but it barely covers my hands, shoulders and feet for the most part. My belly is almost bare. It’s hard for Alastor to take his gaze off my form, especially my large breasts. My head is covered with a helmet that bears no eye sockets. It would be impossible for anyone to see through a helmet like this, but I don’t need to see. I sense everything in this realm, because it is me, as far as the darkness extends.
“Welcome, warrior,” I say. He is now listening to my captivating voice, like a siren’s, which lures the sailors with her enchanting music on to a rocky coast.
“Who are you? Am I dead?” He asks again.
“Not yet, but soon you’ll be,” I tell him.
Dead silence fills the pitch-black void. “What do you want from me? Are you real or have I lost my mind?” Alastor wants to know.
“Oh, my child, I’m as real as you!” I assure him.
“What do you want from me?” He asks me.
“The real question is what do you want...?” I suggest in reply.
This seems to confuse Alastor before he comes up with a response. “I want to live, obviously, and make those responsible for this mess pay. My friends and my royal subjects have been betrayed, murdered. My soul won’t find peace until I avenge them!”
“Let’s think for a moment that I might be able to grant your wish, what are you willing to give back in return?” I ask him.
After another pause. Alastor looks at me, his eyes centering on my chest, flickering up to my helmet and then back down. “Everything. I’m willing to give you everything!”
“What do you mean by ‘everything’?” I ask.
“Everything that belongs to me is at your disposal. My property, my honor, I’ll even give you my soul. I pledge to do whatever you command of me!”
“If I told you to take your own life, would you do it?”
“My life is ending one way or another,” he points out. “If you asked me, I would do it, but I prefer not to have my life taken, at least not until I have my revenge.”
I laugh. He’s nothing if not single-minded. That characteristic alone is worth my time. “I don’t want to take your life. At least for now, it won’t benefit me in the least,” I assure him. “However, the trials and tribulations you’ll face will be equivalent to one suicide mission after another. Are you game?”
“I would gladly obey an order like that, as long as I have the ability to take revenge and, if possible, to bring my friends back to life.”
He knows that last bit is probably too much to ask but has nothing to lose. If there is even a tiny chance to bring them back, he is determined to try. I like that.
I chuckle.
What makes a man capable of facing dangers that everyone would avoid? The challenges he will confront, will condemn him to loneliness, defeat, and probably death. Love is the answer! Love is a power so strong, that makes logic and reality disappear. Love can make a man so desperate, it will force him to bury the truth in order to make the pain go away.
“Dear child, I will not ask you to take your life, but you will confront challenges that you might think are equivalent to the worst kinds of torture, where one might even wish for death,” I warn. “However, if you succeed, not only you will be able to engrave your own destiny on the world, but you might be able to bring back your beloved Atalante and your friend Alexander. These are your most dear friends that your brother doomed, correct?”
His face initially livens from hope, and he nods. Then his expression turns to suspicion.
“Do you speak the truth or is this some pious lie to convince me to do your bidding, demoness?”
Now that is amusing, and surprisingly perceptive. Perhaps I have misjudged him a little. He continues to show a degree of intuition. That too is worthwhile.
“Oh, I’m a demoness now?” I say. “You were already convinced, child. I have no reason to lie to you to convince you. I might be able to bring you back together again with Atalante and Alexander, but I cannot offer any guarantees. If you do my bidding and help me fully restore my powers, I will do everything in my power to return them to you.”
Alastor hesitates. He is wondering if what is offered to him is reality or a mind game played on him by his dying body. Of course, he has nothing to lose in this situation. On the contrary, he has a second chance with Atalante, who he is attached deeply to with his heart and body. So, he slowly bows to me.
“I’m at your service, my lady. Who do I serve, and what does she command me to do?”
Good. Time to enact the contract.
Suddenly, his body becomes illuminated and falls through the ground below his feet to disappear. Endless chaos surrounds him again, without end. No light; nothing. He is completely naked and the only light in here emanates from his own body.
I appear before him, now naked as well. “Found you,” I say, a hint of a sly smile on my lips.
He says nothing and smirks as he stares at my full, gorgeous breasts. As a demoness, I am unimpressed with his staring and approach him, gripping his cheek with my long nails to lift his gaze back up to mine. He winces as my nails pierce his skin and a stream of blood begins to flow down his face. His smirk dissipates. I smile as the blood meets my fingers. My empty eyes lock onto his as I pull back my hand to lick the blood, my smile fading.
I meet my lips with his and I kiss him passionately; my hand cradles the back of his head. My lips are hot and sweet, and he responds eagerly. The kiss becomes heated and deep, and Alastor’s tongue enters my mouth to dance with mine. In response, I bite down on his lower lip to release more blood, almost as a warning; his tongue immediately retreats into his mouth. He softly groans against my mouth in pain. He understands now that I am a demoness, and I’m not to be dominated.
I pull away from the kiss and look at Alastor. My eyes hold a lot of mystery and an ancient wisdom that Alastor now feels intimidated by, as is appropriate. His tongue laps at the blood on his lip as he waits for what comes next.
“I am Nyx, the Dark Lady,” I tell him. My voice is smooth and disembodied; it is now emanating all around him, not from my mouth. Tresses of my hair float around my head as my eyes examine every inch of his body. He feels a little uncomfortable. As a man, he is not used to feeling so dominated.
I kiss him again, then slowly move my lips to his neck and collarbone. My mouth hovers over his skin before descending even further, exploring every inch of his naked body. It is a slow process, but Alastor quickly starts enjoying each touch. He is used to vigorous and rough encounters, so the slow passion is novel and builds his anticipation and ignites his desire. Something inside him is ignited as I kiss his him, my long nails dragging into his skin as I continue down towards his groin.
My nails leave scratch marks on his chest and abdomen, and the stings feed the growing arousal in his body. Alastor now feels like a fly caught in a black widow’s web; he is at my mercy as I prepare him for my meal. My face is illuminated by his light as my mouth meets his member. He sees something flash in my eyes as I look up at him; it is hunger now mixed with an ever-growing lust.
My long tongue darts out of my mouth and wraps around him as it becomes fully erect. My hot breath brushes his tip, and the grip of my tongue is almost too tight. My tongue’s saliva lubricates his shaft as it recedes and advances on him. The sight is jarring for him to behold. It is as if I’m doing it for the taste rather than his pleasure.
Once he is lubricated enough, I stop and turn around. My pale, bare ass and my entrance is in complete view now. My long fingers spread my lips wide, my pinkness twitching and throbbing for him. Alastor stands there and swallows before putting his hand over my vagina. He stimulates my clit hesitantly, but once he sees that I’m not reacting, he adds pressure. Now he can feel my inviting warmth and wetness and it excites him even further.
He dares to insert a finger and starts to finger my tight opening. He is amazed to find how foreign I feel around him, my walls contract and shift around his finger as if they are testing him. Inserting another finger, he widens the expanse and my juices cover his hand.
I become impatient with this and reach around to grip his wrist tightly and glare at him over my shoulder.
“Fuck me already, you drooling fool,” my commanding voice booms around him. It shakes him to the core, and it takes him a moment to recover after I release my grip.
Alastor grabs me by the waist and slowly presses his shaft against my entrance. His wrist throbs as he tightens his grip on my waist, and he drives himself inside me as deep as he can. It is a surreal feeling, my hot walls forming around his shape.
“Aaaah, yes,” I moan, my hips moving against him and his thrusts. “Yes!”
Because nothing exists in the realm we are in, it is difficult for Alastor to tell how long we are coupled. It is as if the arousal and ecstasy we are feeling is in the air surrounding us; Alastor can’t figure out when or where our bodies begin or end. In the midst of our sex, he feels disoriented due to this sensation, but it doesn’t stop him for a moment. I approve of his commitment.
I laugh as he pounds in me, my walls tightening around his shaft. Suddenly I flick my wrist, and Alastor feels his arousal rise throughout his entire body. I arch my back. We are both close to orgasm.
I throw my head back and scream in pleasure, my screams making my body vibrate as he starts to cum inside me. My walls start to milk his shaft of his seed as I slam my ass against him. The spasm rocks through our bodies, and my body trembles in response. After a few moments of panting and recovering, Alastor pulls out of me.
I stand, and he notes that he cannot see one drop of his cum from my entrance. He is astonished. His eyes never leave my body as I adjust myself and then turn back to face him.
“Our contract is sealed,” I tell him, the hunger and lust in my eyes seem to dissipate, at least as far as he can tell.




Chapter 5

The feeling of lust fades, light replaces the darkness and a strange notification appears before his very own eyes: Neural Control Interface activated. Alastor wakes up in the bloody mud, ignoring the strange notification. He is where he was left for dead, just a few seconds ago but now alive and kicking, full of energy. The gash in his belly is fully healed. The Mercenary King is still there, standing over him, now staring, puzzled, unable to grasp what has happened. A few moments ago, he killed the prince, and now the dead man has gotten back to his feet and is trying to escape.
“Get him!” Haashim el-Yassin commands to his soldiers as he runs after the prince himself.
Alastor looks around him and sees several mercenaries approaching him menacingly. He is fearful, bewildered and cannot truly believe that he is still alive. His vision is blurry, and he now sees some strange symbols floating above each mercenary.
A popup notification appears before his vision: Main Quest: Escape the Mercenaries.
“I have provided you with another gift, the Insight,” he hears my soft, lustful voice whisper inside his mind. “Now you can see the Threat Level, Hit Points, and other characteristics of any creature that is presented in your visual field. With it, you will be able to evaluate your chances of winning a battle.”
The prince is unable to understand what I mean at first, but then he becomes aware that all of the mercenary soldiers have a number hovering above them. The majority are Threat Level 3 or 4.
“As a creature obtains more experience, those numbers can increase gradually. Each creature has an overall level of threat. You have one as well. You can notice that it’s presented in the top right corner of your vision.
Alastor sees that he is Threat Level 16. However, his HP bar is depleted to about half its capacity. He sees that his has only 24 out of 51 Hit Points left.
“So basically, I can beat pretty much everyone here in a one-on-one combat,” he replies as he looks around. The exception is Haashim el-Yassin, he has a Threat Level of 56! There’s no way he can defeat this man, he understands. “His power is that of a monster. I need get away as fast as possible, right?”
“Unless you want to die permanently,” I tell him, my voice fading into silence. I think that’s enough coaching for now. Let’s see what he can manage with less prompting.
Alastor scans the area around him. There are more than thirty mercenaries surrounding him. It’s impossible to outrun them or escape all of them. Then, he sees a white warhorse that comes at him with vehemence, breaking through the human noose. Two mercenaries on its path die instantly as it tramples them like they are insects. The others stand aside, fearing that they will meet the same fate as their fellows.
The warhorse seems ethereal, translucent in the sunlight and has a Threat Level of 14. Its hooves do not even appear to disturb the muddy ground despite their fury. Under its eyes, an azure line from each side extends down to its neck and from there, to its hooves and thick tail, which is also shaded a pale blue.
“Quickly!” The horse neighs at Alastor. “Hop on my back. We must hurry!”
Alastor is still confused but obeys the warhorse’s command. He cannot believe that a horse talked to him but is aware this is his only chance to survive, and so acts. He tries to extend his left hand, but then realizes that it is still severed, and his left arm ends now in a sealed stump. He swears. No, his amputation was not healed upon his return, not in the manner he would have preferred.
The horse kneels down. Alastor grabs the horse by its mane in a desperate attempt to climb up with his right — and only — hand. He manages somehow to mount the horse, but the mercenaries have now conquered their fear and are closing in, ready for the kill.
“Hold tight,” his new steed exclaims and rears as it neighs threateningly towards the soldiers. They immediately stand back again fearing it might trample them as it did their comrades. The horse does not waste the opportunity and immediately breaks the human circle one more time.
“After them!” Haashim el-Yassin barks at the other mercenaries, while he heads to his own mount.
The white warhorse gallops like a gale from still smoldering Arcadia, and in a few moments has bounded inside the surrounding forest. Alastor observes that the horse is taking determined routes that guides it along an old hunting path. It is overgrown and obviously has not been used for some time but is still of some utility. Their explosive speed makes him want to empty his stomach. He is barely holding on but has no other choice if he wants to survive. There are now horsemen in pursuit, but as he glances back over his shoulder, he can see the distance between them is widening. For now.
“The Dark Lady, Nyx, ordered me to take you to the Dead Bog, which is at the end of this old hunting path,” the horse whinnies in its ethereal voice.
Well, I wasn’t just going to just leave him to get hacked to death yet again, was I? I do not waste my efforts, no matter how large or small.
“Why are we heading there? What should I do there?” Alastor spits out as he continues to hold onto the horse’s mane for dear life.
“There’s a powerful demon to be found in the Dead Bog. Probably the most powerful being that exists in this world. Lady Nyx wants you to wake him up.”
A notification appears again in his vision: Your Adventurer’s Log has been updated.
They ride for about two hours, but it feels like an eternity. At this point Alastor realizes that his white warhorse has slowed substantially, is easier to ride, but its pace is concerning. Initially it seemed that this ethereal creature was untiring, but now he understands that the warhorse has likely reached its limits. In fact, its form is becoming more and more transparent, as if it is about to disappear.
“I can still sense the mercenaries. They will reach us soon,” the horse tells him.
“Great!” He yells in frustration. “What do we do now?”
“The Dead Bog is home to a myriad of dangerous creatures, and much of it is infested with goblins. Once you head deeper, they will stop following you.”
“Before you mentioned that I should wake up a powerful demon,” Alastor says. “How do I do that?”
“Our lady has marked you with her scent. It is easy for someone to recognize you are her minion now,” the horse tells him. “But I must warn you! Ajax, the archdemon that you must wake up, has slumbered for several centuries. He will probably awake confused, even angry. He might not believe that Lady Nyx sends you. I would advise that after you to awaken him you run away very fast.”
Alastor sees again a notification: Main Quest updated: Wake Archdemon Ajax.
“Will you guide me there?” He asks.
“I won’t be able to. My energy is diminishing, and soon I’ll disappear,” the ethereal horse whinnies back.
“Are you a summon then?”
Alastor has heard of such magical creatures from the wizards in court.
“Yes, our lady used her last remaining power reserves to create me, in order to guide you to the Temple of Ajax,” his fading mount agrees. “However, I used much energy when I sprinted inside and outside Arcadia so that we could escape. Those sprints are very energy intensive. They shorten my life considerably.”
Alastor looks around himself, now able to since his horse has slowed. It’s the first time he has seen such a thick forest with such dense vegetation. There is barely a path to speak of, and he has to lay low on his steed’s back to avoid getting whipped by low hanging branches. Their trekking continues for some time, until they hear the voices of the mercenaries and their horses that have now closed in their pursuit. His mount gallops steadily, but it is still slowing. He does not know if this is due to fatigue only or if it is saving its energy for one last desperate sprint if needed.
“I can sense the mercenaries are near, but what troubles me most is another creature which is observing us from distance,” the warhorse whinnies.
“A monster?” Alastor asks concerned.
He reasons that if the horse is worried, the creature likely has a much higher Threat Level than mere human mercenaries.
“Initially, I thought that it was a mercenary, but the way it moves is like that of an animal. Be wary, I cannot tell if it’s friend or foe,” he is warned.
“There he is!” A distant voice calls, as the mercenaries approach him.
Alastor turns to look over his shoulder and can see the mercenaries are closing in fast. His horse steps up the pace, until it reaches a satisfying speed that maintains their distance at least out of the range of their enemy’s bows. Alastor glances back, to assess their distance again. When he turns his head back, he sees at the last second a low-hanging tree branch sweeping towards him. The only reaction he can make is to raise his one and only hand to shield himself. The impact is so powerful that Alastor is thrown right off the back of his mount, and he hits the ground hard.
You lost one Hit Point; his Neural Control Interface informs him. He observes that his HP bar is 23/51.
The prince gets up quickly, but the horsemen are almost there, attempting to encircle him. They look furious, but also tired from the long hours of pursuit. They are a threesome, Level’s 3 to 4. The first horseman draws his sword and charges his mount at Alastor who desperately glances around for some weapon to defend himself with. Right beside him there is a big branch that resembles a club. He figures it is probably heavy but lifts it with ease. In fact, the weight of this enormous branch seems negligible, no more than that of a twig.
The horseman is already on top of him and urges his horse into a gallop aiming to trample the prince. Alastor shouts a war cry and swings his club with superhuman strength at the horse's neck. The horse tumbles to the ground dead, its neck broken. He sees his club is now splintered, but it doesn’t matter, he achieved his goal. The mercenary trapped beneath his dead steed tries to pull his leg out from underneath the dead weight and fails. The prince approaches him and punches him in the face. The blow is so powerful, that it smashes the skull of his opponent like an eggshell.
You achieved a Critical Hit of 25 points; his Neural Control Interface informs him. The man’s HP bar empties in an instant. He is dead, and from just a single punch.
Alastor grabs the sword the mercenary dropped and takes up a defensive stance. He has to face the two other horsemen now. The first horseman has a Threat Level of 4, while the second 3. He scans the surroundings worriedly to see if Haashim el-Yassin is part of the hunting team. Fortunately, the Mercenary King isn’t among his assailants. The first horseman charges with his horse, attempting to trample the prince as the other man tried. Alastor bends down and cuts off the front left leg of the first horse, then, almost instantly he spins, performs the same move and cuts off the front right leg of the second horse following. Both mercenaries tumble to the ground and try to get up as quickly as possible.
Alastor throws his sword at the nearest mercenary, the one who is Threat Level 4. The blade flies into the socket of the man’s right eye, and he falls dead. Again, his Neural Control Interface informs him that he achieved another Critical Hit of 25 points. The second mercenary is shocked by what he’s just seen the prince accomplish, but still decides to attack. He tries to shout a war cry, but it comes out more like a desperate scream. The mercenary thrusts his sword vertically and Alastor evades it with ease, grabs the mercenary’s wrist and snaps it like a chicken bone. The HP bar of the mercenary decreases a little, only to empty entirely after Alastor performs a devastating cross punch that spins his enemy’s head around one hundred eighty degrees. He collapses dead to the ground.
During the battle, his white warhorse made a full turn and is now heading back to where Alastor is standing.
“Jump on me,” it neighs, now that they are parallel to each other. Alastor performs a superhuman leap and lands on the horse’s back. Four new horsemen have now arrived, taking the place of their fallen comrades. As with the last three mercenaries, their levels range from 3 to 4. The horsemen get dangerously close to him, are now only a few meters away. His own mount takes off immediately.
Suddenly, they are out of the dense vegetation and have reached a flat, open stretch of land. His warhorse reaches its limit and staggers. Alastor notices that the path ahead is cut off by a deep gorge.
“I can’t continue anymore” the horse neighs unhappily. “You must go on alone.”
It executes a desperate lunge, leaving the mercenaries behind. In mid-leap it gradually disappears and becomes completely unsubstantial. Alastor is propelled in the air, and lands on the top of the cliff on the other side of the gorge in a tumble.
“The temple is a day’s walk through the Dead Bog,” he hears the horse’s fading voice tell him.
His Neural Control Interface updates him on his mission at the same time: Main Quest Completed: Escape the Mercenaries.
The mercenaries curse him from the other side of the gorge and prepare their bows. Alastor is now more than a hundred feet away. He sprints towards the tree line on his side and seeks cover within the dense vegetation. Some arrows land near him while he runs, but he gracefully dodges each missile. As he enters the Dead Bog and takes further cover, the prince settles for a moment to take some deep breaths. He’s managed to get this far... what next?




Chapter 6

Alone once again with his thoughts for solace, he continues his quest to find and wake Ajax, the archdemon, as his Dark Lady commanded him. As the sun sets, Alastor wonders if all this is just a nightmare. He wishes he will wake up and see the smile of Atalante right beside him. Only a few hours before he was to be the prince of Lycia. He had friends, mistresses, and riches beyond the imagination of the common folk.
Now everything in his life has been taken away. It is his brother’s fault. Pero! Alastor seethes. Everything that has happened now makes sense. The reason why he was sent to Arcadia and why that seemingly easy task was assigned to him. Now, not only had he lost all tangible assets and royal privilege, he’s lost his honor as well. He will be remembered as the prince that was slain by mere nixies. His brother must pay!
Alastor lies down near a boulder, exhausted. He recalls the ethereal horse that helped him escape, and what it told him. Should he be wary of the creature that it was concerned about, or did he manage to escape it too when he entered the Dead Bog? He does not know, but he can barely keep his eyes open; can’t go any further. He has a troubled sleep, and his senses are heightened. It’s a dangerous place to be, so he wakes up several times, but in between he does dream, a recollection of better times — before the battle of Arcadia, before the loss of his love — between wakeful moments that might lead him astray with thoughts of bloody revenge.
Yes, perhaps I could use something to remind him of what he wants back, and that hope helps keep him going in the right direction, something he longs for and is still fresh in his mind...
***
“You're not that old, Atalante,” naked Alastor grins as she pulls Atalante’s shirt over her head, far less methodically than she had stripped him of his clothes, her rich breasts instantly popping out delectably.
“Ohh, your words make me happy,” she replies, and slides daringly towards him, her soft hands push him down into her favorite position.
Atalante mounts him and sees his smile as she guides him through her thighs. The beautiful blonde wants to moan as he grabs her thighs and enters her, but she tries to curb it. It wouldn’t be appropriate for the others in camp to learn that a personal guard has sex with the prince. Still, they don’t let that discourage them as Alastor begins to move beneath her, rocking his hips to move deeper inside. Atalante moves too, small jerking motions at first that become much longer, smoother movements as they both sink into a comfortable, building rhythm.
Alastor lies back on the thick rug, leaving it to Atalante to set the pace and watches lustily as she moves, each thrust causing her ample breasts to bounce pleasingly.
Atalante’s thrusting atop him becomes quicker and more erratic, and Alastor has to rest his hands on her hips to stabilize her so that she doesn’t lose balance. Her skin is slick with sweat, forcing Alastor to dig his fingers into the soft flesh, making Atalante gasp as sharp nails sink into her skin, each a small point of arousing pain.
Now Alastor starts to move again, thrusting deep into Atalante as she clenches around him. A moan finally escapes Atalante’s lips, low and lustful, and she bites her lip to try to stifle it. Alastor moves his hands in time with his thrusts, kneading the firm flesh of Atalante’s hips, then her buttocks, slowly working his way up her waist and towards her breasts. He cups the impressive mounds, running his thumbs gently over her nipples, feeling them harden under his attentions. Atalante struggles to remain quiet, her breath growing ragged as she moves a hand to cover her mouth in an attempt to muffle her moans.
Alastor releases his grip on Atalante’s breasts, instead moving them to her head, one hand now knotting into her hair while the other pulls her hand away from her mouth. He then pulls her head down to meet his, pressing his lips against hers so that she moans into his mouth. Atalante’s own hands drop to Alastor’s chest, then move up towards his shoulders, finally wrapping around his neck as she presses their bodies together, feeling his hardened muscles against her softer, more nubile body.
This new position will make it more difficult for Atalante to move atop him, so Alastor shifts his position, sitting up first before moving one leg underneath himself so that he can move up into a lunge. Atalante wraps her legs around Alastor’s waist and hugs him tighter, though she doesn’t really need to. It only takes just one of Alastor’s strong hands against her buttocks to hold her in place as he stands, walking her towards one of the poles that holds the tent up.
It is Alastor’s turn to work now, thrusting hard and deep from the beginning, enjoying how Atalante feels around him — tight, hot, and wet. Atalante continues to moan into his mouth as he explores her with his tongue, committing her taste to his memory. He feels Atalante clench and tighten around him as he thrusts, feels her shudder and dig her nails into the tough muscle of his shoulders. Finally, he hears her moan out his name against his lips, trying to correct it to “my Lord” moments later as she realizes what she had said, but not quite able to get the words out as her head tilts back and her body arches into his. Alastor continues to thrust as Atalante orgasms, her legs falling limp onto either side of his hips and her hands relaxing their grip on his shoulders so that Alastor’s strength is now the only thing holding her upright.
“I hope that I have not tired you out already, Atalante,” growls Alastor, his voice rough with desire.
Atalante is struggling for breath as she replies, “my Lord, I am yours to command. For as long as you’ll have me...”
It is an invitation that Alastor could never in a hundred years refuse. He steps back from the tent-pole, moving his hands back to Atalante’s waist to hold her against him as she tries to stand on her now shaky legs.
“Get onto your hands and knees,” he commands, pulling out of Atalante so that she can do so.
Obediently, Atalante drops onto her knees, still trembling, her chest heaving as she struggles for breath. Alastor pushes a sweat-soaked lock of blonde hair from her face as he steps around to stand behind Atalante, dropping to his knees behind her. This time when he enters Atalante, it is rougher, not stopping or slowing until he is fully sheathed inside her. This time Atalante moans loudly enough that anybody near the tent would have been able to hear. Alastor makes no move to quiet her, instead allowing a growl of his own to ring out as he once again begins to thrust, holding Atalante by the hips to steady her.
Alastor sets the pace now, slower than it had been before, but each thrust seems deeper than the last, making Atalante moan even louder as he fills and stretches her. Alastor is finding himself losing his own control, growing more and more lost in the feel of Atalante as she once again tenses, squeezing him tighter and seeming to pull him in further, deeper.
Alastor leans over his blonde beauty, one hand finding its way back to her hair to pull her head to the side while his mouth finds her neck. There, he sinks his teeth into the flesh so that it will leave a mark. Atalante cries out as he does so, her mouth hanging open and her expression a mix of pleasure, sweet agony, and desire as she orgasms again. This time Alastor cannot hold himself back. He thrusts one last time, hard and deep and slow, and with a cry of his own fills her trembling body with his seed.
Exhausted, spent, Alastor pulls out of Atalante, collapsing onto the carpet beside her. Beside him, Atalante’s limbs seemed to fail all at once, and she drops onto the carpet as well. Alastor wraps an arm around her shoulders, pulling her against him so that her head rests on his chest. “My Lord,” she starts, but Alastor places a finger to her lips to shush her before kissing her deeply, leaving them both breathless and gasping once more. The lay there, entwined in one another’s arms, in heaven’s glow, until sleep claims them.
Want to experience that ever again, my prince? Then do as you are told.




Chapter 7

Alastor wakes up just before the dawn, the rekindled memory of Atalante clear in his thoughts, motivated again to do what he needs to do to return her to life.
Long Rest complete, his Neural Control Interface inform him. The wounds from the battle yesterday have all healed, and his HP is back to full.
The forest around him is thick, the vegetation as well, but the trees and the plants are a sickly sight and the stink of rot is everywhere, while mosquitos and other bugs buzz around his head. The Dead Bog is known to Lycians as a place that should be avoided at all costs, given the infestations of monsters in it, rumored and proven. The bleached bones of the dead that Alastor comes across are testament to the hardships that are to come. The stench of death and decay is strong here and danger lurks in every corner, but nothing will stand in his way. He will not fail. He will not fail her. He will not fail them.
He reaches a small gully and passes through it quickly. He notices a skeleton corpse between some dry twigs and rocks. Whoever it was must have died some time ago. As he walks, he encounters another skeleton, then an enormous face that is carved on a big rock. The greenery on top of it makes it look like a creature. A warning, perhaps? Beyond it there is a small clearing. Four tents stand in the middle, and past them extends a swamp. These tents look rough and strangely constructed. A crude totem that appears to be made from human, nixie, and crane bones is located at what appears to be the entrance to the settlement. Alastor immediately realizes that this must be a goblin village. He’s heard a lot about how vicious goblins are.
Someone or something is behind him. Suddenly, five goblins pop out of the bushes. They scream and try to intimidate him, but the prince keeps his calm. The little monsters are about four feet tall and their skin is dark green. It’s the first time he’s seen the butt-ugly faces of goblins in his life and almost laughs.
These creatures look funny in a creepy kind of way, but his teachers taught him that goblins are cunning and should not be underestimated. The little ugly monsters continue their screams and shake their weapons menacingly at him. Their arsenal consists of small knives and axes, which seem poorly made and their levels range from 1 to 2 and their HP is 7. Compared to the mercenaries, they should be as easy to finish off.
“Iaagh!” The first goblin screams.
More goblins come out of their tents.
“This is not my lucky day,” Alastor sighs as he counts thirteen goblins in total. They surround him quickly, but his focus is on the first goblin who seems to be the leader. That one is Threat Level 3 and seems stronger than any of the others. From what he’s been taught about goblins, Alastor figures if he takes that one out, the other goblins might lose their nerve and fall back, perhaps even run away.
He starts praying to the God of Elysium, then stops. “Should I even pray to God anymore?” He wonders.
Right. He probably isn’t even human anymore, but a demonic minion of the demoness that saved him: me. His pondering comes to an end as the goblin leader charges at him and the rest follow. They scream like mad, but their excitement is cut short when Alastor crushes the head of the goblin leader with a single punch. Its eyes pop out of its skull and the brains pours out.
You achieved a Critical Hit of 25 Points, his Neural Control Interface tells him, and the creature’s HP bar drops to a new low, verifying its death.
The goblins stop their attack and seem dismayed and confused as to what to do. Alastor does not let this opportunity go to waste and takes the short sword from the dead goblin. He immediately throws it into the forehead of another, killing it immediately. Such actions are child’s play with the power he now wields. Before, Alastor was well trained in both martial arts and swordsmanship, but he was never this good. His coordination and strength have been heightened markedly since his encounter with me, the Dark Lady.
“How powerful could she possibly be?” He asks himself, as he starts a new, devastating series of attacks against the dismayed goblins.
He receives a sneaky stab at the lower right of his back, near his kidney. The stinging pain makes him want to cry out, but his HP bar decreases only by a Point. Reflexively, he throws an elbow at the attacking goblin’s nose, achieving a 5-HP hit and flattens it to the ground. He grabs the short sword that is still embedded in him and removes it. Fortunately, it did not enter his hardened skin more than an inch.
The goblins regroup, their morale is restored a little by their comrade’s achievement. They still outnumber him ten to one. They begin to surround him again and two goblins attack at once. The first one is level 2 and the one following is level 1. He throws his short sword at the second. It collapses and convulses in a death rattle.
Again, he achieved a Critical Hit of 25 Points. More than enough to kill a 7 Point goblin.
His enemies are skeptical of their next move, due to this turn of events. The more they think, however, the easier it gets for Alastor. He is like a wolf among a flock of scared sheep right now. He charges at a pair of Level 2 goblins and kills them easily, then takes one of their axes and throws it at the nearest level 2 goblin. The axe plunges into its chest and its HP bar drops to zero. That does it, the goblins are now completely panicked.
They flee in every direction, but Alastor is not done yet. He takes another short sword from the pair of goblins that killed earlier and hunts another who is running towards the swamp. By now, the prince has become a master of projectiles, so it is only natural for him to throw the short sword at the goblin. The sword embeds itself in the goblins’ back. The creature snarls like a wounded animal as it falls inside the swamp. All of a sudden, five muddy hands emerge from the water and immobilize the poor goblin. It continues to snarl until the hands pull it completely under the water.
I’d better be careful when I cross the swamp, Alastor decides. He heads back at the dead bodies to loot them, then mourns his fall from grace. “I’m a prince and look at me now,” he complains out loud. “I’m forced to loot dead goblins. Oh Pero, my brother, just wait until I get my hands... hmm, I mean hand on you. Not even your royal guard will be able to stop me!”
He gathers as many short swords and axes he can fit along his belt. He wants to be well prepared for his next battle in this gods forsaken place. The wound in his back is already almost healed, and his HP bar is full again. This new body is indeed amazing. He stares at his stump for moment in aggravation. If he only had two hands, few men could match him.
The prince now stands at the edge of the muddy water. Everything around him seems diseased in some way. Even the sun that reaches the ground has an unhealthy feel to it. He wants to complete his mission and get out of this place as soon as possible.
To reach his goal, Alastor has to head deeper into the Dead Bog, so crossing this swamp is probably his only choice. He takes deep breath as he ventures into the muddy waters. While he makes his way through, he notices the color of certain stretches of the water are a deep green, seeming toxic from their smell. Although his body is enhanced, he dares not to pass through those spots, and instead goes around them. His best and only choice, he figures, is to wade through stretches where the water is cleaner, but Alastor realizes he probably risks being caught by the creatures that drowned the goblin earlier if he does that.
He is momentarily petrified as something touches his foot. Then he sees humanoid figures swimming underwater near him, and they too avoid the sickly green spots, but for whatever reason, they do not attempt to drag him in. Perhaps they consider him to be too large make the attempt. After twenty minutes of strenuous walking through the water, he makes it out and reaches a clearing, then shortly has to wade into the swamp yet again.
Alastor’s march in and out of the water has gone on for several hours. He is now hungry and tired but has no other choice but to continue. A new goblin settlement appears before him. There are more tents than the last one, at least fifteen, but only four goblins stand guard at the center of the settlement. They stand around a bonfire. Probably the rest are hunting or sleeping.
He gazes around the settlement to see if he can go around, but the water of the swamp in this area all has that green, toxic colour and nasty smell. He does notice a large, fallen tree trunk at the edge of the goblin village that traverses to the other side of the water and appears to serve as a bridge.
Alastor takes a deep breath and approaches the four goblins stealthily, hoping they will not notice him. He grips an axe from the several he looted from his previous battle in his one hand. Fifteen feet away from the creatures, his instincts tell him that this distance is safe for his next course of action. He takes the proper position with his left foot in front and grips the axe at the bottom of the handle and then throws it at a Level 3 goblin guard. The motion is smooth and fluid, almost like choreography.
The Level 3 goblin falls flat, its head blood-soaked from the Critical Hit he inflicted. The other goblins are at a loss. They have no idea what just happened. Their gaze becomes more nervous as another projectile, this time a sword, embeds itself into the chest of a Level 2 goblin. The remaining two snarl, bewildered by the human they now see and they rush at him. Alastor has to act immediately if he wants to get away alive and unharmed. As the two goblins approach him, he throws another short sword at the first goblin killing it instantly, as the blade hits it right between the eyes. The last goblin freezes as if enchanted by a spell. Alastor steps up and cuts its throat.
The noise of the fight, however, has woken the goblins that had been sleeping inside the tents and several of them are now outside their tents and are preparing for a fight, each one now bearing their own crude weapon.
Alastor runs for the tree trunk. “Almost there,” he spits out, as a massive goblin comes out its tent. This one is enormous by goblin standards, as tall as Alastor and very muscular. “A hobgoblin!” He shouts surprised.
Such creatures he’s, been taught, are the most common evolution of a goblin, he remembers being told they are tough, bigger, brawnier and most of the time stronger than the average human. This one boasts a surprising Threat Level 6 and HP 30, which means that it is far stronger and tougher than most of the mercenaries and goblins Alastor has encountered so far.
The prince pounces at the hobgoblin and performs a devastating straight-knee strike right to the creature’s face. The creature is knocked flying, then stumbles splashing into the green water and loses 14 HP. It immediately attempts to jump out of the water, shrieking as it tries, but not quickly enough. Its face is burning, and in moments, its entire body is melting down into the green, toxic fluid.
“Thank the gods I didn’t try to go through that,” Alastor murmurs in morbid amusement, as he makes his way past the melting hobgoblin. Behind him, more than twenty goblins are now charging, but it is too late for them since Alastor has already crossed to the other side of the swamp. If they cross the tree trunk however, it will be hard to escape them. With all his remaining strength, he grabs the makeshift bridge and lifts it up. Some of the goblins are already on the tree trunk and crossing. Once they become aware of what Alastor is doing, they try to scramble back to shore, but it is too late. He throws the tree into the swamp and watches the goblins shriek as they melt in the toxic green. No matter how amusing the sight might be, he decides to leave immediately, as he sees the remaining goblins preparing their bows.
He disappears into the forest, the death screams of the melting goblins loud in his ears. He must be near his goal, his instincts tell him. He does not know how, but it is as if Alastor knows the path he is now on, and soon he will meet the archdemon he is meant to reawaken.




Chapter 8

All the fighting has been exhausting, and Alastor finds that he is breathing heavily, and the fatigue and hunger are about to knock him right out. He realizes he needs to rest and to find some food, otherwise he will soon collapse. Α noise from the bushes on his right startles him. He is on alert now; hand on one of the swords he’s collected and waits for the creature to show itself. Probably it’s a member of the goblin tribe that he just encountered. What is strange is that this opponent didn’t try to ambush him.
“Who are you?” He barks at the bushes.
The movements from the bushes continue as a human-like creature appears. She looks like a nixie, slender with big pointy ears, but is as tall as he is, and her skin is dark. Worse, she bears an astonishing Threat Level of 12, making whatever this female is the most dangerous foe he has yet encountered after the Mercenary King’s 56. Yet she isn’t wearing armor, or even much clothing at all, and only carrying a short sword. Probably this creature is intelligent, Alastor reasons, which means that he might be able to convince it to avoid an unnecessary battle.
“I mean you no harm,” Alastor reassures the strange nixie. His senses remain heightened, as he fears that several creatures like the one before him might appear. In his condition, he figures he can take on the one in front of him, but only just. If there is a group of them, or even a pair, he is probably dead.
“You humans cannot help but lie, can you? Have you forgotten, young prince? It was just yesterday that you and your army pillaged Arcadia and butchered my sisters in ways that only beasts would have, and now you claim to mean no harm?” The tall nixie accuses.
“It wasn’t my fault; I meant no harm. Look, what I am saying is true. I warned my brother, King Pero, and the High Priest that war wasn’t the correct course of action. All I ever wanted was to make an alliance with the nixies against our common enemies, the lycans, and the undead. All this was orchestrated by my brother, so that I would die there as well. Why do you think that the mercenaries attacked me and my guards?”
The nixie sneers at him and steps forwards menacingly. Her eyes practically glow with rage. “Look at how convincingly you talk, as if you even believe that is the truth. You humans are truly evil! I watched my sisters slaughtered when you invaded Arcadia. My name is Aurelia and know that I’ve committed a sin so great to obtain the power I wield, in order to avenge my sisters. And it can only be repaid with your blood!”
It is clear now to Alastor that he will not be able to avoid this battle. It appears this nixie is the only opponent here, so he might have a chance of winning. His own Threat Level after all is 16 and hers is only 12. Technically, he has the upper hand.
He is also behaving like an idiot in not doing everything he can to achieve the goal I have sent him to achieve, instead of loitering around with those who want to kill him. I am beginning to doubt I have made the right choice in saving him. Unfortunately for me, when I make a contract, I must abide by it as well.
“I am telling you the truth,” he continues to plead. “My brother Pero and that damn Mercenary King known as Haashim el-Yassin are to blame for all the misfortunes that have befallen me, and your people. I might have lost yesterday, but I won't be caught off guard again. I too am stronger than I was. We can still be allies and fight their evil together!”
Aurelia grins at Alastor. She thinks he’s an idiot as well and is not altogether wrong. I am actually very proud of her, of her bravery and single-mindedness. Which makes my decision here even more distasteful.
“Let me tell you what I’ve done to reach this state to hunt you down,” she tells Alastor. “When a nixie sacrifices a nixie fruit and eats its flesh and drinks its juice, she obtains power beyond imagination. This is a heretical act that few have dared to undertake. The downside is that the fruit is poisonous for us and after a few hours, the blood nixie dies. If a nixie eats more than one nixie fruit, death is instantaneous, with only one rare exception. Myself. When your army broke into the fields where the nixie trees are located, I went there and ate as much as my stomach could handle. I’ve killed more than twenty mercenaries and twice as many goblins to make it here.”
“So, you were the creature that was tracking me when I was riding,” he realizes now.
Aurelia nods and smiles. “Indeed. I’ve been waiting for the perfect moment to attack you, but you managed to escape on that strange horse of yours. I am thankful to the old gods of this world who have allowed me to enjoy the pleasure of being the one who will take your head,” she crows. “I feared that the goblins of the Dead Bog might have claimed you as their prey, but I am fortunate they did not!”
Alastor reaches for one of the short swords, and with lightning speed he throws it at Aurelia. The nixie deflects the projectile with her own short sword and immediately charges at him. She is unnaturally fast. Almost before he can react, she swings her blade to slice his throat open, but Alastor grabs a second short sword and parries the deadly attack just in time.
Aurelia takes a few steps back, then lunges at Alastor, trying a low strike. The prince manages to dodge, then performs a thrust with his sword, but Aurelia dances out of reach. Alastor runs a few steps and hits Aurelia with a right kick, knocking her flying. However, Aurelia’s HP bar only decreases by a Point, down to 36 from 37.
I can do this! My Threat Level is higher than hers, Alastor tells himself.
The Blood Nixie draws back and begins to perform rapid movements with her limbs. “I didn’t want to use this. I’m still unable to muster the full extent of my power, but I won’t take any more chances with you,” she decides. Her body now radiates a light red glow. Oh, that is beautiful. “Dark Metamorphosis!” The nixie screams as she thrusts her blade at the prince. Alastor parries the attack but receives a knee to his abdomen at the same time.
He falls to the ground and immediately gets up. The pain from the strike, however, is so intense that he can barely breathe. She has knocked the wind entirely out of him, maybe broke a rib or two.
You took a Critical Hit of 11 Points! His Neural Control Interface notifies him.
Alastor also sees that the nixie has somehow increased her Threat Level by 8, meaning that her current level is now 20. It is clear to him he will not be able to overcome the new difference in power and speed between them.
Aurelia initiates a new series of attacks. She is now moving at a blur, making it impossible for him to avoid or deflect all of her attacks. Not only does the nixie now possess greater Threat Level, but Alastor has only one hand, so his left side is exposed to most of her attacks. With each attack he parries, he is hit by another and takes damage. Soon, he will be unable to fight. Almost half of his HP bar has been depleted while his opponent remains almost entirely unharmed.
All right, fine, enough of this. I am sorry, my daughter.
Before they can continue, a group of goblins snarl and leap out from behind the bushes where Aurelia is standing. The goblins attack Aurelia en masse and each of them dies from a single slash of her short sword. Aurelia notices that Alastor is trying to use the distraction to escape and runs after him, but her path is blocked by two hobgoblins. She rips out their throats with her bare hands in her attempt to get past them. This all takes less than a minute, but that’s all the time the prince needs to escape. More and more goblins appear and surround her.
She is left to wonder. “What’s happening? Get out of my way!” She yells angrily, as she continues to rip their throats out with her bare hands and teeth. Ordinarily, goblins are weak and cowardly creatures, but these ones are strong and persistent. She notices that all of them possess Threat Levels between 4 and 5. Some of the hobgoblins among them even bear a Threat Level 8. Aurelia thanks the old gods for the gift of Insight that they have provided her. Before yesterday, she hadn’t been able to see the Threat Level of each creature she faced, but now she can use such knowledge to her advantage.
There are now more than thirty goblins surrounding her. Although Dark Metamorphosis is a spell that temporarily boosts her Threat Level up seventy percent, these goblins are proving to be more than a simple challenge. Then another creature makes its entrance from the bushes, like the protagonist of a stage play. Its physique resembles that of a goblin, but its skin is white, and it is even larger than the hobgoblins.
“A goblin champion?” Aurelia wonders in amazement. Such creatures are extremely rare, and she has never heard of a white goblin champion, not even in legend.
The goblin champion boasts a height of seven feet tall, possesses an even brawnier stature than a hobgoblin and its Threat Level is 23. It wields a club as big as Aurelia herself, but something is wrong with it. Not only does it have a strange white color, but also below each side of its eye a blue line travels across its skin to its hands and his feet. These lines resemble that of the ethereal horse that helped Alastor escape from Arcadia yesterday. Suspicion fills her mind. This has to be a trick.
“Who are you creature?!” She demands. “You’re not a goblin!”
The goblin champion grins. “I’m an Aura Nymph, a shapeshifting wind spirit of the Dead Bog,” the creature in the shape of a goblin champion confesses in a girlish voice.
“I’ve heard stories of summons like you,” Aurelia states. “If those legends are true, Nixies and Nymphs were allies in the past. Why do you help this butcher of my kind?”
“I am one of the last who live here. I was awoken from my slumber when another Aura Nymph accompanied this young man here yesterday,” the nymph explains. “She informed me that I must help him reach the Temple of Ajax, no matter the cost. Please forgive me, but I can’t allow you to follow him. I don’t want to fight you, but I’m prepared to do so if I must. So please, blood nixie warrior, do not force me to kill you!”
“My sisters are dead because of this man! Get out of my way now!” Aurelia roars and charges at the nymph in giant goblin form. Several true goblins interpose themselves. She slashes their throats and rips them limb from limb as if they are made of twigs. She receives several stabs, bites and blows from her enemies, but continues charging, her thirst for revenge undiminished.
“You’ll pay for helping him escape,” she screams at the nymph. “After I rip you to pieces, I’ll find him and do the same. You will have sacrificed yourself for nothing!”
“My mission is to help him reach the Temple of Ajax,” the girlish voice of the white goblin champion repeats. “It’s my mistress’s request. We exist only to abide by her wishes. You exist for the same reason, so I need to punish you for disobeying her!”
“Are you mad or something?” Aurelia asks the white goblin champion. “Did sleep dull your senses so much that you’ve become delusional?”
“Nyaaaaa, stop that! You don’t understand,” the nymph cries out. “Our mistress, Nyx, the Dark Lady, has been awoken from her slumber only recently. With her, we have also been roused. You nixies aren’t directly bonded to her, so you probably forgot her, but not us! Never us!”
“Who do you mean by us?” Aurelia challenged, pausing in her attack.
“I mean the demons, of course! Many creatures, including you nixies, were created by Nyx so that you too could be her loyal servants,” she is told. “If you’re not loyal, it means that you must be defective, so I must eradicate you at once before you become an obstacle to our Lady’s plans!”
“I’m tired of all this,” Aurelia exclaims and continues again to plunge through the remaining goblins. Her HP bar has fallen to less than half, down to 17/37 HP, but only two hobgoblins and five regular goblins remain. Every inch of her body is coated in both hers and her opponents’ blood. Her muscles ache and the Dark Metamorphosis has almost reached its limit. If this happens, her Threat Level will be reduced to seventy percent of its original count, which means that she will be reduced in power to barely that of a hobgoblin. Even if she manages to kill the remaining goblins, she will not have enough power to finish the bog nymph.
Fortunately for her, the goblins are now looking at each other in distress. They do not want to fight her but are aware the goblin champion will kill them if they do not obey. Aurelia decides to charge directly at the white goblin champion they fear so much. It is Alastor she is after, and it’s the nymph who is truly standing in her way. The other goblins do not plan to retreat, but if she kills the boss, the remaining ones will retreat.
The goblin champion raises its club and performs a deadly horizontal strike. Aurelia leaps on the club and sinks her claws into it. The goblin champion swings the club back and forth, trying to shake the nixie off it, but Aurelia’s grasp is very strong. It is only for a moment, but the goblin champion stops to catch its breath. Aurelia hops onto the goblin champion’s neck and drives her claws through its eyes, achieving a Critical Hit of 16 Points and Blindness. The goblin champion grabs Aurelia from her back and throws her across the copse of woods. Paralyzed by pain, the nymph in goblin-form groans, the groan of a little girl, not that of a powerful beast, confusing the other goblins.
They retreat, but at the same time Aurelia’s Dark Metamorphosis reaches its limit and deactivates. Her Threat Level falls to 9, but she is safe now. There are no goblins present and the goblin champion/aura nymph is now unable to fight her due to her Blindness. The nixie retreats into the heavy forest to tend to her wounds. That last hit broke some of her ribs, and her HP bar is in the red zone, down to 6/37, almost depleted. She will have to wait a while for her next opportunity to kill prince Alastor.
“But it will come,” she vows. “It will come!”




Chapter 9

Alastor has barely managed to escape from the monstrous nixie. If not for the goblins, he would probably be dead by now. He’s entirely correct there. He realizes he needs to be extremely careful and prepared the next time he encounters Aurelia again. He wonders why the goblins did not attack him and only focused on his opponent.
“I should not give much thought to it,” he tells himself. “Probably they considered the nixie a bigger threat than me, or maybe she harmed more of their kind than I did.”
He returns to his mission, so my effort wasn’t entirely a waste. And my daughter nixie is still alive, so perhaps I will be able to make some use of her as well. One can never have too many pieces on the board.
Gradually, his journey through the Dead Bog ends and a new forest of amazing beauty appears before the prince’s very eyes. The opposite to the stinking swamp, this lush paradise seems to be a sanctuary where nature lives in harmony with all living creatures. As his footsteps move from mud to soft grass he gazes around at the trees, flowers, birds and other animals which ignore his passing, seeing that it is indeed a haven for those who wish it. Alastor can feel that he is now near the old gods in some way. He had read in a book in the royal library that past the Dead Bog, a kingdom that inspired great respect once existed. Now it is forgotten by humans, and only a small part remains, overgrown ruins in the last stages of returning to nature. Soon he can see the forest would claim it all and it will disappear, but it amazes him that the legend he read of lays all around him. The prince feels renewed, and in a good way.
Alastor can also sense the presence of a powerful force in this place. The archdemon Ajax, perhaps? His journey is almost complete, and his first mission will reach its end, or so he believes. He will need all his strength now, all his courage to wake this ancient demon and survive the act.
Before him, a tall statue now stands. It represents a being that bears an enormous, two-handed sword. The human-like figure wears a hooded cloak, and through the hood, four horns jut. Below the statue’s base, there is a large cave entrance that leads beneath the temple standing behind the figure. Alastor climbs down through the entrance and finds himself inside a large hall.
Quest Update: You reached the Temple of Ajax; his Neural Control Interface informs him.
Not your typical cave, he thinks. Everything, the floor, walls and even the ceiling is covered in heavy vegetation. He notices that at the end of the hall, there are circular staircases that lead to an upper level. Each cell of his body warns him to flee, but he has no other choice but to continue.
Alastor reaches the upper floor of the temple, which is lit by sunbeams that shine through windows set in the temple’s roof. The green has clearly claimed and won this place as well. In two diametrically opposed points of the vast chamber, water descends from two small waterfalls and forms channels which meet at its center. There it forms the shape of a small, circular fountain at which point the water turns pitch black.
As if compelled, Alastor approaches the fountain and touches the surface of the swirling fluid. It is warm. He suddenly knows what to do.
“Ajax, show yourself!” He calls out. “Your lady needs you.”
Main Quest Completed: Wake Archdemon Ajax, a popup notification updates him, then another takes its place: Main Quest: Escape the Temple of Ajax.
The pool emanates a dark light, now painting his fingers and arm in black. Alastor takes a few steps back. He wants to run down the stairs, somewhere far, far away, but freezes as an ethereal gate appears above the pool. A humanoid figure of great stature descends from the gate to the floor before him.
Alastor has never encountered a living being with such colossal frame, or one that bears an astonishing Threat Level of 256! This demon wears a red cloak and has to be at least nine feet tall. Through his hood, four horns emerge, just like the statue above the cave entrance. Beneath the cloak, the demon wears bronze battle armor which covers his chest. Although the hood covers most of his face, Alastor can clearly see the being’s dark eyes that glow with rage as it focuses on him and him alone.
Ajax looks down at the little man standing before him. He carries the scent of his mistress, the demoness Nyx. Is this pathetic little creature a minion of her Majesty’s army or a spy? Just the thought of an enemy daring to intrude his inner sanctuary sends searing rage through his guts, like red-hot steel. His sight blurs and his eyes turn the red of a burning fire.
“You stand before Ajax, the one who stands at the pinnacle of all living creatures. This is a holy place, a sanctuary that only a select few are allowed to enter. Who gave a peasant like you the right to barge in here?” The archdemon demands in a booming voice that shakes the temple’s very foundation.
Alastor feels a knot in his stomach. Sweat beads over every inch of his body, soaking his skin. His breath becomes ragged and fearful. He feels the oxygen overflowing his lungs as he hyperventilates, bringing him to giddiness. Unconsciously, he reaches for his sword.
“Nyx, the Dark Lady, ordered me to come here and wake you up from your slumber,” he replies with a trembling voice.
Ajax seems intrigued. “Ohhh, is that so?” He chuckles.
Alastor is still paralyzed.
Would it be better if I tried an escape? No! The demon will catch up to me in no time, he knows.
In the blink of an eye, the colossal figure of the man appears right before him. A claw-like forefinger touches his forehead, pierces his skin, and a small stream of blood begins to flow down his face. “You are either a fool or very unlucky,” Ajax tells him. “You traveled all the way here to meet your death.”
“This body, no… my entirety does not belong to me,” Alastor tells the great demon. “But it does not belong to you either. If you serve the same mistress I do, you know that she is the only one that holds power over whether I live or die.”
Ajax cackles, hard and pierces through the silent air of the room. He stops suddenly, glances around. “Where are my servants? I can’t sense any of them. I can’t imagine they allowed you just to barge in here...”
“There was is no one here when I arrived, my Lord. We’re the only ones here.”
Ajax looks at the prince again. Rage emanates again from his very soul, but it seems that the little man is telling the truth. His penetrating voice echoes from his larynx and expands across the Dead Bog. “Aura Nymph 00296, I summon you!”
Silence fills the room. Nothing moves. After a few moments, fresh air breezes in. An ethereal form that resembles that of a woman with a lush body materializes before them both. She seems injured and her eyes are swollen shut due to her wounds, leaving her unable to see. Her Threat Level is 23, but her HP bar is somewhat depleted, down to 64 out of 80 Points, implying that she has recently been engaged in a fierce battle.
“Aura Nymph 00296 comes to greet you, Master,” she says with her soft, trembling voice as she bows before Ajax.
“Raise your head,” Ajax orders. “Where’s the rest of my household? Why did they abandon their posts? I can sense only you!”
“They didn’t abandon their posts, my Lord. The majority of our household were eliminated after you fell into your slumber. We endured heavy casualties when Hades’ forces infiltrated our base.”
A Long pause ensues.
What is she talking about? Alastor wonders.
“When did this happen?” The giant figure demands. “How many days or months have passed since the attack?”
“My Lord, the attack took place 547 years ago,” the Nymph tells him. “I am the only survivor.”
“What!” Ajax is at a loss for a moment. He gazes around the room before turning his eyes to the ethereal nymph. “What of lady Nyx and the other highborn?”
“Yesterday, an unregistered aura nymph accompanied this low-level demon to a place near here,” the nymph reports. “She transferred me a message that he should enter the temple at all costs and awaken you from your slumber. This message was from Lady Nyx.”
“Why didn’t you try to wake me up earlier?” Ajax wants to know.
“My Lord, protocol forbids me from entering your inner sanctuary unless you summon me,” she reminds him.
“Aagghhhhhhhgggg!” Ajax screams and the whole temple shudders again. Dust and leaves flutter down to the floor around Alastor.
“You...” now Ajax points his great clawed finger at Alastor. “Tell me everything you know... now!”
“My Lord... Actually... I don’t know from where to begin,” Alastor replies, at a loss as to what he can tell the archdemon.
“Start from the beginning. Tell me who you are, how you came to be a demon and what your business is with our Lady,” the giant commands.
Alastor nods and starts explaining everything. He tells Ajax about his estrangement from the Lycian capital, his brother’s betrayal, Haashim el-Yassin and how he encountered Lady Nyx in a dream. Ajax pays attention to every detail and sometimes interrupts to verify some of the parts with Aura Nymph 00296. In the middle of the report, Ajax orders the wounded aura nymph to rest within the pitch-black fountain, which she then enters. After just a few minutes, she exits and all of her wounds are healed and she is as good as new, a brilliant white and blue translucent beauty in female form. The report continues for about three hours, as Ajax has numerous questions he directs to both Alastor and the aura nymph. Many of the answers do not appear to satisfy him.
Ajax asks both Alastor and the aura nymph questions about the history of Anatolia and details about the war that started seven centuries ago. From what Alastor begins to understand, two great factions, known as the Demon Faction and Hades Faction, engaged in a fierce war that lasted for almost two centuries. In the end, they reached a stalemate and stopped fighting each other, but the demon side was betrayed by one of their commanders, and due to some kind of ‘spell’, the remainder then fell into a magical slumber.
Hades Faction took advantage of the power vacuum immediately thereafter. They raided and pillaged the Demon Faction’s bases that were now without their commanders. Before they could complete their raids, however, all hostilities then ceased for some mysterious reason. Both factions gave an ‘oath’, that forbids them to engage in direct battle, but proxy wars are still in effect as it seems.
Alastor informs demon lord Ajax and the aura nymph that a religion called the Faith of Elysium is now predominant in Anatolia and across the known world. From what Ajax understands, the Faith of Elysium is a proxy of Hades Faction down here on earth. In fact, Alastor is a believer, and one can find temples of the Faith across all Lycia. The archdemon seems displeased at this and then becomes enraged when he hears that Alastor had been a believer, but the aura nymph holds him back and calms him down.
“The entirety of the world is under Hades’ control,” she tells him. “Little remains beyond their reach.”
The Faith of Elysium, and its churches have emissaries and apostles, and according to Alastor, they are considered proxies of the Elysium God, Hades. The emissaries spread His word, and not only perform acts of benevolence, but are also hunters of non-believers and demons. The usual punishment for blasphemy is prosecution, imprisonment, and execution. The Faith of Elysium preaches human supremacy and, as a result, demi-humans, non-humans and other creatures are dealt with cruelly. The raid on Arcadia for example, was co-funded by the Faith of Elysium.
“I have a rough understanding of the situation now,” Ajax concludes. He is now sitting on his own great marble throne which stands at one end of his temple, having cleared it of the vines which had been hiding it from view.
“What are your orders now, my Lord?” The Aura Nymph 00296 exclaims with excitement in her high-pitched voice as she visibly swirls in anticipation.
“I can sense the Dark Lady, but her presence is weak,” the archdemon admits. “I can’t detect any other highborn, but this doesn’t necessarily mean that they have perished. They might be in a deep slumber or they might be in hiding. Our communication network has been severed, and it will take some time to rebuild it. Our main goal from now on will be to reinstate the Dark Lady to her former glory.”
“How are we going to do that?” The aura nymph sneers as she turns to look at Alastor. “With that thing? Really?”
“The Oath is still in effect, which means that both you and I are unable to engage in direct hostilities with Hades Faction. I think Lady Nyx knew that when she saved the life of this young human and transformed him.” He turns his gaze on the prince. “I will take you as a disciple. Once your training is complete, you will head out on a mission which will be to bring me back the Scepter of Domination. In order to do so, you’ll have to take the heads of Lycaon, Lamia, and Sarpedon.”
Alastor jaws drops. He is blown away by the idea of taking on such a suicide mission.
“My Lord, those are the three monstrous creatures who have plagued Anatolia for hundreds of years. Countless men and even armies have fallen before them. Lycaon is the lord and leader of the lycan horde, Lamia is the eternal queen of the vampires, and Sarpedon is the undead king who rules the undead kingdom of Lycaonia. I-”
“Be silent!” The suddenly enraged Ajax roars. Beside the archdemon, the aura nymph continues to glare at him with hate in her eyes. “Even if it is a suicide mission, you promised our Lady that you would do so without complaint. You should be thrilled to die doing our mistress’s bidding,” he commands.
The aura nymph agrees with Ajax, nodding her head vigorously. These two will not take no for an answer. But, one way or another, Alastor wants to resurrect his most dear friends, Atalante and Alexander, and that can only be achieved if Lady Nyx is entirely brought back from her slumber.
He’s slow, but he’s learning. “You’re right, Lord Ajax. I do not plan on taking back my word,” Alastor agrees. “I will do my best to protect the interests of Lady Nyx. What is your bidding?”
Aura Nymph 00296 is overjoyed at his submission, she smiles widely and spins around. “My Lord Ajax, if you allow me,” she pleads to her master. “I would like to explain the situation to young Alastor.”
“Please do so,” Ajax commands her with a wave of a great-clawed hand.
“Young prince Alastor, Lycaon, Lamia, and Sarpedon are elite members of the Hades Faction,” she states.
“That’s absurd,” Alastor insists, backing up in the darkening chamber a few feet in disbelief. “They aren’t even human, and the Faith of Elysium engages in great effort to hunt them down.”
“I understand your frustration, but please bear with me for a moment, and do not interrupt!” She offers in a patronizing tone. “There are countless factions inside Hades Faction, each with various interests. These factions are created by the Elysium God, Hades himself and serve his various purposes.”
Alastor just stares dumbly at Aura Nymph 00296.
She sighs at his ignorance stupidity and continues her briefing. “The lycan leader, the vampire queen, and the undead king rule from three key locations that formerly were our strongholds. In these locations are three powerful artifacts that are imperative to our survival, as well as for Lady Nyx’s reawakening and thankfully have been, as they are, hidden by spells of protection. Each part is useless by itself, but when unified, they form the Scepter of Domination. That is a powerful artifact that will help us bring lady Nyx back and quickly reestablish our network of communications.”
“So, I have to barge onto lycan soil, take the head of Lycaon, the Lycan Lord, and find an artifact that is hidden by a spell, then repeat the process two more times with Lamia, the vampire queen and Sarpedon, the undead king,” Alastor states sarcastically.
He has had just about enough of the aura nymph’s condescending behavior.
“Exactly!” Ajax and Aura Nymph 00296 reply in unison.
It is clear to Alastor that both are unable to understand sarcasm or take no for an answer. However, he knows he is the weak one here, and so he takes a deep breath in before continuing.
“I will obey if I must, but I feel I’m not prepared for a one-on-one battle with any of the three. I don’t have any information on how to fight them, other than the superstitions that surround their existence,” he points out. “There are many stories of powerful adventurers, lords, and even armies who have made such attempts and failed miserably. Even my own brother, Nestor, the viceroy of Lycia, and his army were ambushed by Lamia, the vampire queen. I haven’t heard of him since then. And I can assure you, he was a most capable man.”
“Young demon Alastor,” Ajax roars. “As of this moment, you’re the best chance we have to bring the Lady of the Night back and turn the tide of this war. We won’t throw you at our enemies just to be slaughtered, as that would pose a threat to our plans. I plan to take you as my disciple and train you over the coming months, so that you’ll have a chance to take the heads of those three scums. I will equip you with such formidable amour, weaponry, and power only a highborn demon lord could dream of possessing! You will either accept or you will be destroyed. Make your decision!”
An option appears before him: Accept Main Quest? Yes or No
Alastor is now silent, as he tries to grasp the opportunity at hand.
If what Ajax is offering is true, he reasons, I will be able to gain unimaginable strength, which will prove to be a formidable weapon against my brother. Not only I’ll be able to eliminate the scourge of lycans, vampires and undead, but I’ll also be acknowledged as a great hero of Anatolia. I will be able to overthrow my brother Pero and probably expand the Kingdom of Lycia across all Anatolia. Alastor is now ecstatic at the thought. With the help of these powerful beings as his allies, he will be able to make all his dreams come true.
“I’m ready to start the training whenever you are, my Liege!” He decides.
The archdemon bends his mighty head at the small figure before him. “Hooo,” Ajax roars. “Aura Nymph 00296, let’s turn this weakling into a powerful being that will be remembered all over Anatolia.” Then he stares at Alastor. “I greet you Alastor, Demon Lord of Lycia!”
Main Quest Accepted! Kill Lycaon, Kill Lamia, Kill Sarpedon, his Neural Control Interface informs him.




Chapter 10

Alastor’s training starts early the next morning. His body is still sore from the battles with the goblins and the nixie from the day before, but all his wounds are now healed after spending some time in what his trainer calls ‘the fountain of life’. Its pitch-black water miraculously filled his HP bar to maximum in less than an hour. He currently is alone with Aura Nymph 00296 inside the still vegetation-overrun Temple of Ajax. The archdemon disappeared yesterday without a word, and if Aura Nymph 00296 knows her lord’s whereabouts, she isn’t sharing.
Before he left, however, Ajax appointed the aura nymph to be his instructor and trainer, but Alastor seems to be unmotivated to learn what she’s trying to teach him, and she is growing annoyed at him. “Hm-hm,” she complains, pacing around this ignorant boob, her feet inches above the flagstones as her sheer robes swirl about her. “You don’t seem to be concentrating prince. I am instructing you on how to use your brain!”
“I’m sorry, but my mind is off. So many things have happened in just these last few days that seem like a madman’s dream,” he admits as he gazes around the chamber, only faintly lit by the morning beams of light. Most of the light he is bathed in is actually radiating from his teacher. “I still think that I’ll wake up from this nightmare.”
“Well, this isn’t a bad dream, stupid! It’s reality. You should focus on the tasks at hand. First of all, let me explain some of your unique skills again so you will actually start using them effectively. Pay attention this time, because most of what I’m explaining to you is only known to a select few. All who belong to the Demon and Hades Faction have what is called an NCI or Neural Control Interface. I don’t plan to elaborate more on that, but basically with it you can see the Threat Level, Health, and MP of your opponents and yours. You can see this, right?”
He nods, glancing up to her numbers, superior in every way to his.
“At the level you are now and with the skills that you have, you can make only a rough estimation, but as your Threat Level increases and you acquire new skills, you’ll be able to see more details on your opponents, your surroundings and yourself,” she continues.
“Okay, I also remember that those stats are approximates and may differ. That’s what Lady Nyx told me when she saved me,” Alastor recalls.
“Exactly!” the Nymph agrees.
“You said that my Threat Level can increase, and with it, I can acquire new skills. How do I do that?” He asks.
“Most creatures have a predetermined range of a Threat Level they can achieve. Aura nymphs for example, depending on their weaponry, can achieve up to a Threat Level of 80. Note that it’s not only the physical condition that determines the Threat Level of an opponent, but the weaponry and armory as well. Back to our initial point. Threat Level usually has a predetermined range.”
“So, what’s my range?” Alastor wonders. “If I manage to reach level 100, I will probably be the most powerful creature besides Ajax, right?”
“In your case, you don’t have a range as far as I can determine. Theoretically, you can continue to increase your Threat Level indefinitely!” The Nymph proclaims.
Alastor stares at her surprised. “Whaaaaat?”
How did that make sense? Anyway, it gets his attention, so he turns his gaze to the glowing nymph, gesturing her to elaborate.
“Lady Nyx granted you an amazing gift,” his trainer confesses. “That is, each time you kill an opponent, you will absorb some of their power, even skills and traits. This means, the more you kill, the more your Threat Level increases.”
“Does this mean that one day I’ll be able to reach Ajax’s level?” Alastor asks.
Aura Nymph 00296 grimaces at the ridiculous suggestions and gestures to him that he is being stupid again. “To even think that a mere creature like you could ever reach lord Ajax’s Threat Level is simply an insult I cannot tolerate,” she asserts and then adds as a threat, “Please don’t ever make an insult like that again, or it will be your last!”
Alastor immediately apologizes. “Woah, woah lady nymph! I never meant to insult our lord and benefactor. The way you described it, it sounded as if I could.”
Aura Nymph 00296 stops her pacing, seems troubled as she contemplates the discussion. “To ever think I’ve committed such a fallacy to Lord Ajax’s face, it’s something that must not be tolerated. This is a fault that can’t go unpunished. I must terminate my life immediately!” She decides in all seriousness.
A red popup notification appears before him: Side Quest: Convince Aura Nymph 00296 not to self-destruct.
Her glow begins to throb, then strobe. Is she going to kill herself? Alastor wonders. “Hey, wait a moment. Ajax- I mean, our lord gave you an order.” Alastor realizes that she might be trying to carry through with that threat to kill herself. “That is to train me for the upcoming battles. I don’t think that you have the right to terminate your life before you complete your mission.”
The aura nymph turns back to him, then nods. Her throbbing radiance fades back to its regular glow. “You are correct, Demon Lord of Lycia! I will complete my duty towards our benevolent master,” she tells him.
His NCI updates him on the Side Quest: Convince Aura Nymph 00296 not to self-destruct completed!
Suicide of his teacher averted, Alastor thinks more about his demon tutor. Is she a lunatic? Is this playacting on her part or true, unwavering faith? He ponders those thoughts. Every demon he has encountered so far has seemed to behave in an exaggerated way. And why does she continue to address him as Demon Lord of Lycia? His name is Alastor!
“Demon Lord of Lycia,” she resumes with her tone composed now, as if reading his very thoughts. “Enough lessons for today, as it is clearly hard on your limited brainpower. You will start with your physical training. Your first task is to completely eradicate all goblin scum that infest Dead Bog. Each and every one of these filthy creatures must be eradicated! I can’t even stand the thought that our lord might suffer eye contact with those hideous, miserable creatures!
“I will do as you command, but if I may...” he starts humbly.
“What is it now?” She shouts.
“We should also be wary of the mercenaries and the nixie who tried to kill me,” he points out. “Don’t you think some of them might have decided to follow me here, just like that maddened Aurelia, from yesterday? She even gave you a hard time from how it looked.”
“Human mercenaries would never dare to enter this sacred place,” the nymph insists. “They probably think that you are either dead or even worse, a plaything of the goblins. Even if they managed to reach the sanctuary and attempted entry, they would be obliterated. As for the nixie, I have your back. If she dares to appear again, she won’t be as lucky as she was. I will not have my Lady Nyx’s will questioned!”
Alastor isn’t moving. What is his problem? She gave him an order. Oh, he probably has another question.
“Uhggg, what is it now?” The aura nymph sighs.
“I’m sorry for asking this, but when you transformed to a goblin champion the other day, you used the goblins as your minions. Don’t they act like an iron curtain to use against the mercenaries?”
“These goblins, as you call them, are the result of a fail...” she starts and then stops. “I mean, an early experiment that was performed by Lady Nyx. They are of no use to us, and they are like a plague on Earth. Once Lady Nyx is restored, I’m sure she will want to dispose of all of them as quickly as possible. However, as they still exist for the moment, they will serve to act as the ideal punching bag for your early training. The more you kill, the more your skills and Threat Level will upgrade. Consider them as a staircase that you must climb. All the way to the top!”
Alastor notices that the aura nymph tried to avoid the word failure. Probably, in her mind both Nyx and Ajax are like infallible gods.
“I will start at once the purging of the goblins,” he tells her, not actually liking them, so not being bothered with the assignment. In fact, it makes more sense than anything else she’s told him.
“Great!” Aura Nymph 00296 says, sounding pleased, then gestures him to get a move on. “Now do as I command!”
Main Quest Update: Kill all goblins of the Dead Bog, his NCI informs him as he heads out of the temple.
***
Ajax stands before Lady Nyx’s blood-spattered statue in the center of Arcadia. The city is in ruins. The mercenaries are restless and continue to plague the city. The few surviving nixies are either chained or being tortured. The rest are dead.
“Ah, my beloved Mistress Nyx, my one and only ruler,” the archdemon Ajax whispers as he opens his red lips while exposing his moist tongue. His tongue is like that of an animal, licking his lips in a circular motion. A fragrant scent comes out of his mouth when he addresses me. “Soon, you’ll rule these lands again! And Hades will be punished for defiling your children and their city.”
A figure approaches him. The Threat Level of this intruder is significantly higher than the rest of the mercenaries milling about. It appears to be a man equipped in full armor, yet he appears nervous. Ajax seems curious of the man.
It had been a long time since the doppelgänger has found himself in a situation like this, but it is the first time he has encountered the archdemon in the flesh. His dark skin becomes visible as he raises the visor from the helm. He bows to his superior.
He reports immediately, “I am Doppelgänger 101. The name I use for my current mission is Haashim el-Yassin. At your service, my Lord.”
“So, I was correct that someone other than Lady Nyx set this event in motion,” the archdemon muses.
The shape changes, then agrees. “Only a being of high intellect such as you, my Lord, could think something like that.”
Ajax’s face becomes harsh and glowers at the Doppelgänger. “Why did it take you so long to formulate a plan to release me?”
Tension writes itself over the face of the man known to most as Haashim el-Yassin, and he apologizes. “I am deeply sorry for the delay, my Lord. It is truly disgraceful to have disappointed you. Should you request it, I’ll terminate my pathetic existence right here and now.” He unsheathes his sword and points it at his throat without a moment’s hesitation.
“Wait!” Ajax commands him. Haashim el-Yassin stops immediately, but he has his sword still pointed at his throat. “Who told you to take your life? I asked you a question.”
The doppelgänger seems sad that he disappointed his master. “I am terribly sorry for jumping to conclusions, my Liege. After the Great War against Hades Faction, I met with our remaining forces and exchanged intel. We decided to split up to search for clues of your whereabouts. During the last two hundred years, I tried fifty-six times to awake either you or Lady Nyx, but I failed to reach either of you. I can sense lady Nyx’s presence in Arcadia, but I am still unable to locate her.”
Ajax quickly asks another question, wanting to confirm something more. “Did protocol forbid you from entering my Temple?”
Haashim el-Yassin answers firmly. “Yes, my liege. Also, each time I tried to send a human to wake you they were liquified upon entering.”
Ajax accepts the testimony. “The security system is still fully operational,” he admits.
“My last and most desperate plan was to massacre the nixies of Arcadia,” the mercenary form admits. “I know that these creatures hold a special place in our lady’s heart and that she will not forgive me, but I thought that if I could have the whole city massacred, their cries might reach her. Now that my mission is complete, I am ready to receive my punishment!”
“Yours was a foolhardy plan,” Ajax decides. “Fortunately, it worked. Doppelgänger 101, I am pleased with your performance and tenacity in the effort to reinstate Lady Nyx back to her former glory. It is sad indeed that you had to massacre all these nixies to reach her, but your efforts bore fruit. I want you to continue your cover until I summon you again.”
“Your words bring me great joy, my Lord! Is there anything else this pathetic existence can do for you?” the creature asks.
Ajax dismisses him with a gesture. Haashim el-Yassin raises his head and sheathes his sword. The archdemon Ajax is now nowhere to be seen. These two days have been the greatest of his long life. He does not remember ever feeling such exhilaration. Not only has he managed to meet one of the great highborn demons, but he has been praised as well! Serving the Dark Lady and the highborn demons in every possible way is the one reason he was created after all.
What to do now? Ah, there is the Undead King and the weapon he is trying to activate. Perhaps learning more about that might be of use to his lord. Yes. He will head to the realm of the undead and seek out useful intel in the hopes of pleasing his master once again. 




Chapter 11

A month has passed since Alastor arrived at the Dead Bog. The goblins are well aware of him now, and every time they encounter him, they run off in a panic. Because they now split up, it has grown more difficult and time-consuming for him to hunt them down and kill them.
Within the first two weeks he wiped out the five biggest goblin settlements, but even this success did not please his trainer.
“Nyaaaaa! All goblins who remain must be wiped out immediately, before lord Ajax encounters them! Make haste, make haste!” The mad aura nymph points out every time he returns to the temple, forcing him back out into the forest until all the bog is cleared of their settlements, no matter how small.
After the settlements are obliterated from the Dead Bog, she gives him the mission to hunt down and kill every individual goblin that still survived. In the morning, he would go out for hunting, and in the afternoon, he would spar with the aura nymph, although much of the sparing is not at all planned. She takes various forms and even possesses other creatures and ambushes him. One day it’s a large crocodile, another it’s a wolf, then a bear. Each and every single day there is a nasty surprise waiting for Alastor, while the nymph revels in her sadistic delight.
The aura nymph becomes even crueler as time passes. When he hunts down groups of goblins, she now appears as their champion and helps them fight him off.
The first time he is infuriated.
“What are you doing?” Alastor yells at the huge white figure attacking him as he tries to defend himself but is thrown around the copse of trees by the creature.
“Making sure this isn’t too easy for you!” She tells him. “Do you think Lycaon is going to be easy on you?”
And so, this happens again and again. She often beats him so hard it decreased his HP bar by more than half, forcing him to retreat. She also often steals the food the prince manages to gather, leaving him hungry as well as wounded, adding insult to injury. Each day, he ends up having to take a bath inside the pitch-black fountain to restore his health. The next day his wounds are healed, but the aura nymph is there to inflict new ones. This is a cycle of insanity that would make any man could go mad, he decides.
But he isn’t just any man, and Alastor takes this as an impetus to motivate himself to return the lesson someday. This is impossible at the moment, of course. Despite the large numbers of goblins he has slaughtered, his level has increased only by two, and so now he has a Threat Level of 18 and HP 60. It’s not only his Threat Level that has improved, but his sense of smell and hearing as well. With every goblin he kills, a part of their strength becomes his.
However, the aura nymph still has a Threat Level of 23. If I were to kill the aura nymph by ‘accident’, what skills and power would I gain? He wonders. It is a thought that he thinks about more and more as the grueling training continues. At least once a day, for any number of reasons, he vows to kill her.
The prince also occasionally has dreams of his past life that stills haunt him, memories of who he was, and who he once cared about, and even perhaps a reminder of his reasons for accepting service to Lady Nyx. They are not common as they once were, but they do remind him of his vow to himself.
***
Alastor dreams of the night just before the Battle of Arcadia. He wakes up after his long session of coupling with Atalante with a burning sensation to piss, puts some clothes on and heads to the nearest bushes. When he finishes, he heads back to his tent, but finds he is not tired. He hears some familiar voices. It is his friend, Alexander. He decides to join him and a few other soldiers around the nearby campfire. Yes, the dream is always the same one, and it must play out even if Alastor would prefer it didn’t.
Alexander is sitting along with four more soldiers of his personal guard. When they see him, they start getting up. Alastor makes a gesture for them that they should all sit down. He sits beside his friend. They are all silent and only the crackle of the fire can be heard. Alastor remembers this is before the betrayal, and stresses. Then he calms himself and concentrates on the fire in front of him. After a few moments he relaxes. He always relaxes.
“Everything will be alright, my Lord,” Alexander says to him, as if he senses his worries.
“I have trust in every man of my guard,” Alastor tell him. “But I’m not sure about the lot of mercenaries we’ve gathered. Beware.”
“They are crude, my lord, but I can assure you of their skills. Haashim el-Yassin is a skilled leader. I hate admitting it, but he is probably more skilled in war than anyone of us. He’s infamous among the mercenaries of Anatolia for having a reputation as a cunning general. I’m glad he’s on our side.”
But he won’t be, Alastor knows. He isn’t!
The dream, however, continues unabated.
“I can’t understand why such an infamous person would bother to lead an army against the nixies,” he still doesn’t understand the man’s motivation. Just the coin? “There’s no denying that we’ll win, but I don’t know if this battle will benefit his fame.”
“I think he cares more about the loot and the reward, my Lord. He’s a mercenary, after all,” Alexander points out.
Of course, that had to be the answer, as cruel as it would be.
“I suppose you are right. After the battle, we’ll head back to Araxa, then to the capital. I hope my brother, the king, will be happy with the loot and the slaves we bring back. At least, I hope this endeavor pays back the expenses,” he tells Alexander.
Alexander does not reply. He cannot pose his blunt opinion in front of the other guards. After all, Alastor is plainly asking him if he questions the king’s orders. He should have. He could, now, but this is a dream, not the past. The dream plays out as it will, as it always does.
“I always wanted to visit Arcadia. I heard several stories about this mystical place. We won’t be able to see the better of it tomorrow,” He says, wishing he’d seen it as it was before its entire people were slaughtered.
“The same goes for me, my Lord,” Alexander tells him. “We’ll have an opportunity to see the city firsthand. How do you feel about becoming the ruler of Arcadia tomorrow?”
“Well, I hoped I had the chance to visit Arcadia for recreation, not for razing it to the ground…”
The blood, the smoke, the cries, that is what Alastor will remember his whole life.
Alexander pauses again. Alastor decides to change the theme of the discussion. There is no reason to trouble his friend, especially a few hours before the battle, although it seems unlikely that they will lose their lives in this charade of a battle. No, that will come later.
Alastor’s mood changes suddenly, and he looks at Alexander with a lascivious smirk, seeking to change the immutable future. “What do you think about the new redhead of our guard?”
Alexander blushes...
“You son of a... don’t tell me that you already flipped her...”
Still, no response...
“You flipped her!” Alastor exclaims and gets up excitedly as he always does. The other guards look at him amazed, and he looks back at them embarrassed. Then, after a few moments, he sits back near Alexander.
“You fancy her, my Lord?”
“Man, I like her, but I am with Atalante right now. I wouldn't mind an open relationship with her, though. How long have you been with her?”
Alexander smirks, “I’ve known her since before she became a member of your personal guard.”
Alastor opens his mouth in surprise. “Well, good to know. I wouldn’t want to get between the two of you.”
Alexander gives Alastor a gentle tap on his back three times.
“Well, time to get back to bed. We have a war to oversee tomorrow.” Alastor gets up and the solders do the same. Always it’s the same.
As he heads back to his tent, he sees a figure leaving. He bends his hand to touch the hilt of his sword, but then remembers he left it in the tent.
“I’m a dumb idiot,” he curses as the figure starts approaching him, but as soon as he understands the figure is Atalante, he immediately exhales a deep breath with relief.
“You seem worried, my Lord,” the frisky blonde soldier whispers at him. “You don’t have to fear, my Lord. I’m a trusted soldier of your personal guard, after all, and I wanted to check if you’re doing fine,” she teases him. “I would never let anyone hurt you…”
But he could not guarantee the same. With luck and persistence, she would be at his side once again, someday. He would avenger her death in as many ways as possible.
A security patrol approaches them.
“Apologies, my Lord,” she says in a formal manner and passes beside him.
The guards continue their patrol, and he finally enters his tent.
Alastor falls back into a lucid part of the dream, visualizes Atalante and the new girl in his personal guard. It would have been great if he could have spent the next day with both of them. He recalled thinking to even invite Alexander, the redhead was his girlfriend after all. He then laughs at his thoughts of propriety and that court would surely have criticize him once more. The nation always needed a scapegoat, and he was to all of them, a fool who was tricked and killed as his closest companions had been. Pero must still be laughing at him. One day, the laughter would be his and his alone.
***
Every time he wakes from such a dream, Alastor renews his vow to make his brother pay. Someday.
The morning after this particular iteration of that dream, Aura Nymph 00296 announces she has a new mission for him.
“What insane mission is she going to give me now?” Alastor asks himself as he waits by the pool, morning light lifting the gloom of the temple chamber as he does. He checks his Adventurer’s Log and observes the quests he’s completed so far. It was just yesterday when he killed the last forest goblin and his NCI updated him that the mission “Kill all goblins of the Dead Bog” was completed.
“Nyaaaa! Good, you’re awake,” she says as she floats in. “I have a very important mission for you today. You must head north and find a goblin village. I want you to bring me the head of its goblin leader.” The aura nymph chortles in amusement as if she’s made a joke.
The usual popup notification window appears before him: Main Quest: Kill the Goblin General.
“I’ll head there immediately,” he gets up and tells her. “How many goblins reside in the village?”
“Nine hundred sixty-four individual goblins are there,” she reports. “Expect some heavy resistance from them. There is also a goblin champion there and a few goblin shamans.”
“That’s an insane mission,” he tells her.
“As I pointed out before, each time you kill an opponent, bits of his strength, stamina and energy flow into you and increase your overall Threat Level,” the nymph reminds him. “So far you don’t have any magic skills. If you kill enough of the shamans, you’ll obtain the ability to cast some minor spells.”
The prince perks up. That idea does intrigue Alastor. He always wanted to become a mage, but magic is something that only a select few can perform as per the Faith, such as the emissaries or the apostles of Elysium. He decides he should focus on killing as many shamans as possible this time, and, if possible, claim the head of the goblin champion as well. No matter how many goblins and hobgoblins he has killed lately, it hasn’t drawn him closer to his teacher’s Threat Level.
“I’ve always wanted to become a wizard,” he admits. “I will try to kill as many goblin shamans as possible. I’ll head out immediately!”
The ability to cast spells would grant him more power. Maybe even over her. He emerges into the sunlight smiling.
“Nyaaaa! Be careful!” Aura Nymph 00296 purrs like a cat as he leaves.
***
Aurelia opens her eyes. She is floating inside a glass pod filled with a clear liquid. This ‘water’ is uncommonly clear and somehow also allows her to breathe. It is so clear, that she can see outside the glass pod as well as a faint reflection of her. She is naked and all of her wounds that had been inflicted from her battle with the goblins and the strange goblin champion, the aura nymph, have vanished. Her HP bar is full, and her Threat Level is now 25!
After that battle with the aura nymph she was near death and had lost her mind. She should have died from all the poisonous nixie fruit that she had consumed, but somehow that had not happened. Swimming around in a circle, she spots a figure of colossal size standing before her pod observing her. His Threat Level is 256! Aurelia swims over to the wall of the glass pod and hits it with her palm, first gently, then harder. She tries to talk, but no sound comes out of her throat.
A rough voice echoes inside her mind, probably the colossal being’s. “You are indeed lucky to have survived the poisonous nixie fruit. I am Ajax, known as the Tower of Strength. I know when a warrior is strong, and you have the potential to reach unimaginable heights.”
She pounds on the glass, but to no useful effect.
“Calm yourself,” he orders. “You have been sleeping for almost a month now. And if you attempt to escape the pod you are in, you will die in a matter of minutes. Be patient, and you will fully cure from your self-inflicted poisoning.”
A pink liquid is diffused inside the pod. Aurelia feels dizzy and sleepy now. Her senses abandon her again and the last thing that she hears is Ajax’s’ voice saying, “I will put you to sleep for now, until you’re ready...”




Chapter 12

Alastor really wants to teach Aura Nymph 00296 a lesson now. He hopes that after the current mission he will have his Threat Level increased considerably, maybe even know some magic spells, and finally be able to give her some of her own medicine. However, all he is equipped with for the mission is the low-quality weaponry he has gathered, goblin axes and swords, so he knows getting past nine hundred goblins is not going to be easy. After several hours of walking he reaches the goblin village and scrutinizes it from a position overlooking the village from a hill.
His brain stutters momentarily at the view of the goblin village. The term ‘goblin fortress’ is far more appropriate. The fortress has a wall around a large compound, a moat, gate, and many, many sentries. He takes a deep breath.
“It’ll be okay, it will, I think,” he says, working on convincing himself he can find a way to fulfill the conditions his teacher has set.
He decides to wait a few days before attempting to assassinate the goblin general. It will be better for him to observe their movements, learn when the guards change shifts and which locations of the fortress are vulnerable to attack. He had taken several espionage lessons from his teachers back in Patara, the royal capital of Lycia. It is about time he makes good use of them.
Almost two weeks later, Alastor feels he’s ready. Every day he maps every single move of his enemy, and now he has formulated a plan. The goblins go out on raids in nearby human towns daily. They almost never engage in close combat with the humans, instead they usually distract them then steal their goods. This latest day, the goblins fooled some villagers by burning their crops. And, while the first goblin team burned the grain fields, the second stole three carts carrying cheese, corned meat, and grain.
Alastor sneakily boards one of the carts and hides. Soon, he finds himself being carried inside the goblin fortress. The cart he boards is the last one, and the sun is about to set. He knows the goblins are lazy and most probably will not attempt to unload the cargo until the next morning.
The stolen carts approach the main gate. The goblin drivers shriek at the hobgoblin guards. The main gate opens, and the stolen carts enter. Fortunately, the goblins simply park the carts and untie the horses, leaving the cargo removal until the next day. The prince waits.
It is midnight now, and the darkness is nearly absolute inside the goblin fortress. The goblins are accustomed to darkness and their eyes do not need light. The only things that brighten the dark night at all are a few luminous stars. It is so dark that a common human would not be able to see even his hand in front of his face. Alastor is different, however. He has claimed so many goblins and hobgoblin lives over past month both his vision and hearing have become enhanced. He can see around the fortress as easily as any goblin using Dark Vision.
The prince sneaks out of the cart and heads towards the center of the fortress where the goblin general is most likely to be found. He has spotted the goblin leader three times during his two weeks of spying. The general is big, his size was that of a normal human, although not quite as big as a hobgoblin. He is muscular, though, and his Threat Level is 8. Not a big deal for Alastor in his current state, as he now boasts a Threat Level of 18. The fortress’ goblin champion could prove to be a challenge though, as his Threat Level is 13. Individually, of course, Alastor could kill any of them right now, but goblins always act as a mob, so he’d better not attract attention, or he’ll quickly be overwhelmed.
He has determined the best course of action will be to head to the shaman barracks and kill as many of them as possible to begin with and maybe gain the ability to cast spells after doing so. There are approximately twenty shamans in the fortress, and although he has not seen them cast any spells, he decides it will be best to get rid of them first, as their powers are a wild card that might upset his plan. Evading the goblin patrols, he reaches the shaman barracks and spots a Level 3 goblin standing guard there. He takes one short sword out of his belt and throws it at the creature. The sword slits the goblin’s throat with near impossible precision, then embeds itself in a nearby wall.
You achieved a Critical Hit of 26 Points! The NCI notifies him.
He heads to the door and opens it slowly. Fifteen goblins are sleeping in here, and the stench is almost too much for his sensitive nostrils. Alastor is nervous, but manages to reach the first one silently, stealthily, without waking it or any of the others. It has a Threat Level of 5. He stabs the short sword into the throat of the goblin shaman, up into its skull. Its death is instantaneous, silent, almost peaceful. A strange feeling of warmth, like early spring fills his body. Moments later, his heartbeat becomes steady and calm again. Alastor repeats the process fourteen more times and each time he feels the same strange warmth fill his body.
Something else has changed. Alastor experiences a sensation similar to being underwater, except with no pressure, but something is flowing around him, even if he can’t see or really feel it in any normal way. His level also increased to 19 and HP to 65. Awesome! He thinks to himself. Can he cast a spell? Well, he does not know how to do it and is not sure where to look. Maybe he will figure that out later, or the nymph will show him, and it is not this mission anyway. Now, let’s get the goblin general.
He slips out of the shaman barracks and heads to a nearby tall building where he is sure the goblin general resides. There are several goblins and hobgoblins guarding the place, so it has to be the one. The prince waits for the first patrol to pass, then sneaks behind a goblin guard and breaks its neck with his one and only hand. The HP bar of the goblin diminishes. He hides the body and opens the door. There is no one inside. Good. Although this is the place of a goblin leader, the stench of death and decay is everywhere. He walks down the hall reaching an enormous chamber dimly lit by a few torches on the walls.
There are several goblin guards in here and the whole place is filled with large cages. Wait, what?
Is this a stable or truly the goblin general’s inner quarters? He wonders, then he sees movement inside the cages. There are naked humans inside the cages. Alastor had heard that the goblins often take human women and girls to be their playthings and then understands what this place is for. As he carefully inspects the room, he observes that there are several dead and dismembered bodies of young women lying about. The ones in the cages, though, are still alive.
His NCI presents him another Side Quest: Save the girls.
Should he try and save them? If he lets them be, especially after he kills the goblin general, the goblins would be sure to retaliate horribly. However, if he tries to save them, he probably will not be able to kill the goblin general. His mission will be deemed a failure and his aura nymph taskmaster will not be happy. Alastor knows he should consider his next move carefully.
I must kill the goblin general first, then see if I’ll be able to save all these women, he decides.
He makes the Side Quest Notification disappear, and carefully but swiftly, he evades the tired goblin guards and heads to the big door he sees at the far end of the room. He opens the door and enters inside a hall that extends for a few feet, then comes to a T intersection. He walks until the end of it and hears goblin shrieks coming from his left. He glances swiftly at both sides and notices that a door on the left side where two Level 6 hobgoblin guards are stationed.
“That must be it,” he silently tells himself.
He steps out of the hall and lunges towards them. The level 6 hobgoblins are surprised and stop shrieking. Alastor throws the first short sword, then grabs the second one while in midair and throws it at the second hobgoblin. Ten inches of cold steel meet soft and pudgy flesh, making a satisfying squish as the tips of the short swords sink deep into their throats. A scream comes out from the mouth of the second hobgoblin, however, upon impact. They are both dead from the Critical Hit and their HP bar is empty, but now his cover is blown. The scream was so loud, that it had to be impossible for the sharp ears of other goblins to let it go by unnoticed.
The prince heads to the door and opens it swiftly. There is no reason to be silent anymore. A creature is behind. It wears shiny armor and a red tunic. The armor must have seen numerous battles, as it has cuts, dents, and scrapes but is better quality than any he’s ever seen on one of these monsters. The tall goblin immediately unsheathes his sword and slashes directly at Alastor’s torso.
“The goblin general!” He exclaims and notices that his leather coat is now stained with his own blood.
You received a 7 Point Hit, his NCI informs him. A spike of pain from the wound reverberates throughout his body. The damage from the hit had removed a chunk of his HP Bar. The goblin general attempts another stabbing attack, but at the last moment, Alastor manages to parry it with his short sword, then shuffles to the side and sinks his own blade into his opponent’s waist.
The goblin general screams in agony as his blade twists and sinks deeper and deeper. The muscles of the goblin general tear as the sword rotates. The goblin general’s HP bar is still about half, 14 out of 30 points, so he needs to end things fast. Without warning, he pulls his blade out of his victim’s body then pierces the creature’s neck all the way down to his back, crushing the armor as well. The goblin general’s cry makes a horrific noise as its life force gushes out. Warm energy fills Alastor’s guts.
A skill notification popup appears before him: You obtained Dueling Fighting Style. When you’re wielding a melee weapon, you can achieve more damage.
“Mission accomplished!” He sighs as his NCI informs him again that the mission is a success. He removes his short sword from the still warm carcass. He decides to take the goblin general’s sword with him. It is a considerable upgrade compared to his arsenal of slipshod and dull goblin blades he has used so far. Then he notices the dead body of a woman inside the general’s room.
“Bastard!” Alastor swears.
He listens carefully to his surroundings. There are several footsteps heading in his direction. If he stays where he is, it will be the end of him.
Mission Update: Escape the goblins fortress, his NCI notifies him.
He makes the notification disappear. He has to hurry, and he knows it. So, he heads back to the large room filled with the human cages. The goblins there are agitated and know that something is wrong. The first goblin who encounters Alastor shrieks in surprise. Alastor does not lose the chance and quickly decapitates it with his new sword. There are about twenty goblins in the chamber, and three more hobgoblins appear from the door he just came through. The goblins shriek at each other, then encircle him. Escape looks impossible now.
“Help us!” He hears a caged naked woman cry out. “They are going to butcher us if you leave us here!”
“Save us,” another cries out.
“I beg you, don’t leave us here,” calls another
“Please sir, they are going to kill us!” Pleads a fourth.
As several young women add to the begging, Alastor tries to evaluate his situation, while the Side Quest notification appears again.
Damn! What am I going to do? He wonders. It’s going to be hard for me to escape alone, how am I going to save all of them as well?
Most of the goblins have levels of 3 and 4 and the hobgoblins are between 5 and 8. He takes a basic guard position that his sword teacher had taught him in the past and places his new long sword over his right shoulder. It’s not the best guard stance he can take, but it is the only one that can easily be balanced with one hand. If only he had two hands.
“Come on, come and get me!” He barks at his ugly green opponents.
The goblins scream and six of them attack from every direction. Alastor advances a few steps and performs a diagonal cut. The goblins in front of him fall dead and dismembered from a single swing of his new sword. The Dueling Fighting Style came in handy it seems. The prince immediately pivots and kills two goblins from behind, then kicks the one on the left, buries his sword on the ground and grabs the goblin on the right’s neck and snaps it. Finally, he takes his sword again and slowly pierces the fallen goblin in the throat. All six are dead in less than a minute.
The rest of the goblins are paralyzed from fear.
You intimidated your enemies; his NCI informs him. They obviously did not expect that turn of events from a single, one-handed man. Alastor knows he must take advantage of the momentum he’s built. He sinks the point of his sword into the wooden floor, takes a short sword from his belt and throws it at the nearest hobgoblin. The short sword sinks into the hobgoblins’ throat and it falls flat with its HP bar emptied.
“One fewer,” he murmurs. The girls inside the cages are silent, watching in amazement at the man before them, a goblin-killing machine.
Two more goblins try to distract him as two hobgoblins try to sneak up from behind. Alastor pulls the long sword from the floor and after he pivots, performs a vertical attack at the nearest hobgoblin. The blade of the long sword slams into the floor, slicing the hobgoblin in two. He lets the sword slip from his hand intentionally, then grabs the second hobgoblin by its face and crushes its head between the bars of a cage. The women scream and cringe in fear from the impact.
The two goblins that attempted to attack him are now cowering in fear and retreat. For a few moments, there is hesitation on both sides of the fight. The goblins are trying to formulate a better plan, and Alastor is trying to work out a way to save the young women, his NCI still showing him the Side Quest notification.
If I kill the last hobgoblin and a few more, they will probably flee. Goblins think of death as disgraceful, so they will try to stay alive no matter what, he decides.
Alastor fixes his eyes on the last hobgoblin, who has a level of 8. If he kills the strongest one here, the morale of the rest will crumble. He charges at the hobgoblin. Two level 3 goblins block his way, but not for long. With a single swing, he decapitates both and now the hobgoblin is his only opponent. The hobgoblin turns around and tries to escape, but Alastor will not let that happen. He launches himself into the air and sinks his sword into the hobgoblin’s back.
Six pairs of small hands try to seize him. He did not notice the three goblins that have ambushed him, but their movements are far too slow to succeed. With agile movements, he leaps like a panther and lands on the back of one of them, crushing it under his boots and decapitates the other two with a flick of his long sword.
“That’s it!” He shouts as the remaining goblins cry in fear. Their morale is devastated, and they immediately flee through both doors. Soon, however, they are going to come back with reinforcements. And if they include the goblin champion, that would be a very bad thing in his current state.
Quickly, Alastor retrieves three short swords from the dead goblins. The women continue their cries and beg him to save them. He heads to the first cage and crushes the lock with his bare fist.
“Make haste,” he urges and heads to the second cage.
Side Quest: Save the girls accepted! His NCI notifies him.
Some of them are so paralyzed and shocked that are unable to get out of the cages. What is worse, is that one of the escapees opens the door that leads to the outside of the fort and two others follow.
“Wait, don’t go out yet, there are goblins...” he yells, but it’s too late. A few moments later, he hears their screams and their cries as the goblins kill them. There are seventeen women still alive in this room though, and three of them are still in their cages.
“If you want to live, get up now.” He yells, but they will not move. It is too late for them. Probably the goblins inflicted so much terror on them that they’ve lost their minds.
“Help me!” One of the freed girls begs.
Another pleads. “Please don’t abandon us, warrior!”
“I’ll be forever in your debt!” A third one says.
For a moment, he is distracted by all the naked women crowding him. They are all young, nubile, and naked, after all, and they now surround him with their pleading and all their bare breasts bobbling. But they all could be dead like the others if he does nothing.
“Shut up, all of you!” Alastor shouts. “If you want to live, follow my lead. First of all, you four, barricade the door that leads to the goblin champion. The rest wait here and don’t move unless I tell you so.”
The girls start doing as he instructs, dragging empty cages in front of the door with difficulty.
“Think, think, think of something.” He asks himself again and again. “What am I going to do?”
His tactical and strategic skills have been heightened to a new level since he killed the goblin general offering him new ideas. In the past, he would go out on a suicide mission, but his instincts told him to stay put. All the strategies he tries to run through in his mind involves most of these women dying, however. The safest scenario for him would be to use them as bait and escape.
Maybe that’s what I should do. I don’t owe those girls anything, he tells himself. It's a do or die situation, and I don’t see any way of winning this fight. I’m not sure I should have accepted helping them.
He thinks about this as the four women who barricaded the door approach him. Another idea comes to him.
“Aura Nymph 00296, I know you’re here, show yourself.” He yells in a demanding tone.
Her girlish voice mocks him. “Ahh, my Lord, are you cornered?”
Of course, she would be watching. “I need your help,” the prince calls out.
“Demon Lord of Lycia, your mission is to take the head of the goblin general and leave,” she tells him. “Even in your current state, it won’t be a problem for you to escape. I don’t understand the reason you summoned me.”
The girls murmur something among themselves and a couple start to sob. The discussion with the aura nymph has made them even more anxious. Summoning the aura nymph probably was not the best course of action, Alastor realizes. She knew things would come down to this dilemma, he understands. She wants to see how I react, what choices I’ll make and if I’m willing to complete the mission regardless of the cost. She probably knows that the best — if not the only — course of action will be to sacrifice these women. This is a choice that she wants me to make, the sadist, but I won’t give into her machinations.
“If you don’t need me for anything else, I have more important business to attend to. Please come back as soon as possible. Bye!” The nymph says, and her girlish voice scatters into the wind.
Alastor heads over to the women, who are now cowering in a group. “Fear not, I am Alastor, the fifth prince of Lycia. I swear on my name that I will not abandon you. You are citizens of Lycia, and my duty is to protect everyone to the best of my abilities,” he declares firmly, decisively.
“Prince Alastor, you say? But news came recently that prince Alastor was killed in Arcadia during a raid a month ago...” a doubtful voice from a young well-endowed blonde girl interrupts his speech.
“And that ghost called you a demon lord,” Says another.




Chapter 13

“What you have heard was a lie,” he insists. “They think I died, but I survived! And I am a prince, not a demon!”
The women continue to look at him with a mix of desperation and suspicion. Alastors knows he will not be able to convince them of his identity, and probably they will doubt his motives if he continues to try. Muffled screams of goblins can be heard from outside the doors now. He will have to face them if he wants to save the girls and himself.
“What are we going to do?” Another young woman asks as she tries to cover her lush nakedness from his view with her hands.
“Fear not. As I’ve told you, I have a plan. Goblins fear death more than anything. If you saw our battle here, when I killed the strongest ones the rest feared for their lives and fled,” Alastor tells the group. “I’ve killed fifteen goblin shamans, hobgoblins, goblins, and the goblin general. The only strong opponent that is still alive is the goblin champion. I’ll take his head. Then, hopefully, the rest will retreat and let us go.”
Without letting the women reply, he turns and heads to the front door. Most of these girls certainly doubt his words and his identity so it makes no sense to continue discussing strategy or tactics with them. He must claim the head of the goblin champion if he wishes them to ever see daylight again.
“If I manage to save as many of them as possible,” he reasons. “Rumor will spread of my heroics and courage. It will be easier to overthrow my brother.”
Alastor turns back to the women. “Barricade yourselves in here once I leave,” he orders them and opens the door. “Do not let anyone or anything inside.”
He ventures outside the goblin building and comes upon the dead bodies of the girls who tried to escape. Some goblins are there, holding limbs from their dismembered bodies, while others continue to defile the still warm carcasses. They freeze at the sight of their enemy. The human with the one hand walks decisively towards the only available gate. Hundreds of goblins and hobgoblins possessing varying levels are here, all staring at him. They form a circle around him, while some of them head past to try to open the door where the still living girls are now barricaded. He needs to concentrate on the task at hand. If he dies, they die as well. The girls must stay barricaded and hold their ground for as long as he fights the goblin horde. As plans go, it does seem a little suicidal.
Some of the goblins are being pushed left and right. A huge and grotesque creature with black hair appears before him. The entirety of the goblin horde remains silent now, before their mighty champion. It has a Threat Level of 13. Alastor and the goblin champion stare at each other. He can see no empathy, love, or compassion in its eyes. This creature is the very soul of terror, and the prince plans to put an end to its reign once and for all. It will not be a major threat to him.... probably. The biggest problem at hand is the goblin horde that numbers in the hundreds. Alastor’s wounds have now healed and his HP bar has stabilized. His hardened skin along with his leather armor would make the swords and arrows of the goblins hard to penetrate, but multiple cuts would certainly be lethal, and fighting hundreds will eventually exhaust him.
“I am Alastor, the Demon Lord of Lycia,” he states, trying to intimidate him. After all, he is a demon and they are mere goblins.
“GYAAAAA,” the goblin champion responds and advances at him wielding a massive club over its head.
Alastor bounds over the low swing of the club and leaps towards the goblin champion. With a swift move, he tries to pierce the goblin’s right eye, but the creature manages to grab the blade. Alastor pulls back the long sword, cutting his opponent’s palm. The goblin champion growls in anger, lifts the heavy club again and performs a series of vertical and horizontal strikes. Its movements are sloppy and require a lot of effort and are, most importantly, slow.
Alastor avoids all of the attacks easily and gathers his strength for the final showdown. Even a tiny opening will be enough for him to finish his opponent. The goblin champion stops. It is out of breath, already tiring. With all his might, Alastor thrusts his blade at the goblin champion and pierces its right eye.
You achieved a Critical Hit of 23 Points!
Great, only 17 Hit Points remain, but he doesn’t pay attention to the goblin champion that strikes him with his club, knocking him flying. It then removes the long sword and throws it to the ground infuriated.
The ‘Demon King’ has been knocked a good twenty feet but manages to land on his feet in a maneuver that resembles an elegant pirouette. After a few moments, he feels the cracking of two of his ribs. His HP bar has decreased substantially from the Critical Hit, decreasing his HP bar down to 41 out of 65, but there is no time for hesitation or giving into pain. He immediately charges at the goblin champion, who has only a fraction of its original HP.
His opponent is an easy prey now. With the agility of a hawk, Alastor retrieves his long sword and rushes his enemy, but now five hobgoblins block his way and several others form a seemingly impenetrable wall. Alastor slashes and kills three of them at once, but they still have the upper hand. It is now impossible to reach the goblin champion. The stinging pain from his cracked ribs is gone now as adrenaline courses through his system. His eyes are wide open and observe every tiny movement of his enemies. Alastor’s pounding heart is ready to explode, as more and more goblins attack him, but he evades them at the last moment and returns deadly blows again and again and again.
One, two, three.... forty-six... seventy-five, one hundred twelve... he loses count of all the goblins he kills. Warm energy flows in his body, making him stronger and faster with each kill. His Threat Level eventually reaches 20 as dozens of goblin corpses pile up around him even as he is covered in goblin blood and has suffered numerous cuts. His HP bar is below its median, but now the goblins are growing demoralized and hesitant. They still surround him, but none of them will dare to approach, as certain death awaits them if they try. Gradually, but steadily, the goblin horde retreats as the number of the dead increases.
Alastor walks back to the building where the girls are located. The goblins banged up the door but did not appear to have broken through. The women should be safe.
“Are you still alive? It's safe for now, you can come out,” he shouts at the door. His senses are still on high alert, as there are still hundreds of goblins watching from a safe distance. No answer... Alastor worries that the goblins might have penetrated the back door and killed the women. He fought so desperately to save them, but has he failed in the end? Is he damned or incapable of making proper judgment? Finally, the door creaks open, and he sees the face of a girl. She stares at him in shock, seeming to hardly recognize him. That could be because every inch of his body is covered in goblin blood.
“It’s safe,” he repeats. “But we must hurry, follow me!”
The girl tries to fully open the door and fails. Alastor helps her with his one and only hand. The young women come out, three of them holding torches. A hobgoblin charges and barks at them but freezes when Alastor stares it down. Alastor’s eyes become narrow, rigid, cold. The hobgoblin understands perfectly clear that if he approaches him or the girls, certain death awaits him. As they both know, goblins cherish their own lives more than anything, and death is the ultimate disgrace. The creature wisely turns tail and hides back in amongst the goblin horde.
Alastor takes the first step and the girls follow. The goblin horde watches them, but no other goblin dares to attack. The shaman unit, the goblin general, their champion, and dozens of goblins and hobgoblins are either dead or incapacitated, and they all know this. He reaches the front gate, and with a thrust he opens the enormous door. For a normal human, this would have been impossible. The girls look at him amazed. He leads them outside and closes the gate behind them. Somehow, they have managed to escape, but he should be wary until they are all returned to their homes. The goblins could still come after them if they somehow recover their courage.




Chapter 14

Alastor’s muscles are numb, and although the cuts have closed, they itch and sting. He did not manage to save all the girls but has managed to save fourteen out of the twenty women. He was sure those left behind will die in excruciating pain at the hands of the goblin horde, but he could not carry them all out either.
As dawn arrives, they reach a small lake several leagues from the goblin fortress.
“We’ll rest here for a couple of hours,” Alastor tells them as he removes his sword and sheath, then some of his tattered armor and clothing.
The aches from his wounds comes and goes, making his body feel dull. He really should take a bath and remove the goblin stench from his body. Three of the girls approach him and help him remove the rest of his clothing, revealing the wounds, cuts, and bruises that mar his entire body. The young women’s fingers trace his wounds gingerly, and he winces slightly.
“We’re sorry, my Lord,” one of them says, and continues to assist him.
Naked as they are, they walk him into the lake and help him bathe. The cool water relieves the heat of his skin, and their hands are careful to avoid hurting him as they wash him clean. Soft hands trace the muscles in his back and on his torso, and it makes him relax under their touch. As he bathes, the rest of the girls enter the lake and start to bathe with him. 
He hears some of the girls giggle, and they look over their shoulders at him as he finishes his bath. The muscled body of the warrior is arousing for any girl, that he knows from experience. Alastor dips his entire body beneath the water and emerges, droplets descending in the crevices of his abdominals and the rest of his torso.
“You have a nice physique, my Lord,” one of the girls giggles, her hand descending dangerously close to his groin, “Maybe we could alleviate your pain in a different way?”
Alastor deliberates on this as the women feel him up. He is sore and tired from the battle, yet the sexual relief from all these women is impossible to reject. He finally shrugs and starts to caress the woman’s back to his left. The girl on his right lowers her hand even further and wraps it around his shaft.
The girls that surround him begin to touch each other, hands grabbing each other’s asses and breasts. Alastor enjoys the scene as two women started to suck him off, their tongues grazing each other’s every so often. The woman to the left of his member is a blonde, with bright blue eyes, and to the right is a brunette with honey brown eyes. They both look up at him as they please him and smile; the rest of their bodies kneel in the water of the lake.
With his free hand, he reaches out and begins to caress the two different women that stand close together beside him. Soon, a circle of women are kissing or stimulating themselves with Alastor at the center. A cacophony of soft moans and giggles emanates from the group, and multiple wet, soft hands explore and massage the scarred expanse of his body. He is being stimulated from head to toe when one redheaded woman pulls his chin towards her in a kiss.
It is quite a feat to have over ten women seeing to Alastor’s pleasure in one way or another. The redhead’s tongue enters his mouth quite aggressively, tickling the roof of his mouth. His hips move against the other women’s tongues as he is occupied with the redhead’s mouth. This woman, unlike the others, is more forward and demanding in the eyes, and Alastor immediately takes a liking to her. He takes a moment to pull away from her kiss and gestures to the women below.
“Switch out with two others,” he orders.
It is at this moment that Alastor feels powerful again, as he commands different girls to exchange with others to suck him off. The difference in pressure and touch makes his body light up now, pressure building in his groin. After a few minutes of this, he withdraws and scans the group of moaning women.
Alastor’s eyes land on the smallest of the women; she has short black hair and gray eyes. She smiles at Alastor as she runs her hands over her small, perky breasts.
He gestures for her to come over, and she obliges. Her hips sashay as she approaches him, and she brushes her bangs to the side.
“How can I be of service, my Lord?”
Her voice is soft, alluring.
Alastor orders the two girls below to move away, and it is as if the short-haired woman understands immediately. She gets in front of him and turns around, her ass resting on his groin. Immediately, his member finds her wet opening, and he slowly enters inside. The woman below starts to moan as he fills her completely; she looks over her shoulder at him as he starts to quicken his pace.
Other women see this and begin to close in on Alastor. Each woman gives him kisses up and down his body, and soon his entire body is being touched or caressed in some way. His fingers find the redhead’s crotch and starts to finger her as he thrusts into the other woman.
The oral stimulation from before makes him sensitive; it takes a few thrusts before his seed shoots into her depths. He pulls out, cum dribbling into the water beneath them. The woman stands and meets Alastor in a kiss, before withdrawing to the side to join the circle of women. He grips the arm of the redhead next to him and gestures her below.
The redhead is larger and more curvaceous than the petite one; her ass completely encompasses his groin as she settles himself on him. He strokes his shaft to get hard again and plunges the tip into her hot entrance. Her ass cheeks jiggle as he pounds her, and he slaps them hard. Hot, red handprints mark her pale skin, and she starts to moan as he continues to slap her ass.
Alastor exchanges each and every woman in the lake. Each session leaving him more sensitive than before; he shoots his seed in everyone. Soon, he is left exhausted and nearly collapses into the water. The women lift him up to the shore and he hears them giggle.
“We have exhausted the lord’s stamina,” one says.
Then, a familiar girlish voice calls him outside the lake “Hm-hm... Excuse me!”
The prince exclaims, “oh no... not now,” knowing who this is.
It is Aura Nymph 00296 standing just above the grass, her arms crossed over her chest.
“Don't ‘oh no’ me, Demon Lord of Lycia! You were ordered to kill the goblin general and return immediately back to the temple. Are you lost or something? Because the temple is at the opposite direction of where you’re heading.”
The girls seem afraid of this apparition and move to hide behind Alastor.
“If you had helped me, then I wouldn’t have to escort these girls back to safety,” he tells her.
“I’ve made sure the rest of the goblin horde won’t be a threat to us or the girls,” the nymph replies. “So they are now safe to return back to their homes, on their own.”
“Ok, I get it...” Alastor sighs and turns to the naked women. “You can return all to your homes now. You’re safe from the goblins.”
Side Quest: Save the girls completed! His NCI informs him




Chapter 15

It takes Alastor some time to explain to the girls that they would be safe now, but unfortunately, he cannot escort them back to their homes.
“But I’m naked,” one says.
Another tries to convince him they aren’t still safe. “Please don’t leave us, we need a guard.”
He remains firm, and finally they agree walk back home on their own. Alastor’s gear, however, has been completely wrecked with the exception of the long sword. His leather armor is torn to shreds and every inch of it is coated with goblin blood. He is still naked, and the only thing on him is the sheathed sword on his back and so walks at the direction of the Aura Nymph 00296, not bothering to try to clothe himself at all.
“I’m ready to go!”
Aura Nymph 00296 takes a look at his naked body, offering him an expression of shock. She is probably blushing, he imagines, although Alastor is not one hundred percent sure, as her face is ethereal, just like the rest of her body.
“Hello? Is Aura Nymph 00296 still there?” Alastor jokes at her.
“Hey, how dare you present yourself in front of me like this? Put some clothes on, now!”
“All of my clothing and gear is ripped to pieces. The only thing intact is the sword on my back,” he tells her.
Aura Nymph 00296 tries to reply, but Alastor approaches and kisses her. The aura nymph immediately takes one step back and slaps the prince across the face.
You lost 1 HP, his NCI informs him.
Alastor is surprised, then gives her a smirk. “Why did you do that?” He asks.
“Because... because we don’t have much time. You should return to the temple and continue your training,” Aura Nymph 00296 replies firmly, but not with the sneer as she most often affects.
“Oh, forget it, it’s not my lucky day,” he replies. “Well, let's return back to the Dead Bog.”
“Okay, but make sure you follow my instructions exactly from now on,” Aura Nymph 00296 scolds him, then transforms into an ethereal horse. Alastor hops on her, naked as he is, only with his sword at his back. She startles and rears back.
“Who told you that you could hop on my back naked?” She neighs.
“I told you, I don’t have any clothes,” he reminds her.
“Gyaaa... okay but don’t have any strange thoughts,” she orders. “Hold onto me, but not too tight.”
“Ok, I’ll do as you ask, my lady,” he laughs and grabs her tightly by the mane and the neck, as his body overlaps with her back.
“Gyaaa, you liar!” She neighs like mad and starts galloping wildly back at the Temple of Ajax.
***
On their return, Alastor spends a couple hours inside the fountain of life, where he replenishes all of his vitality. The cuts and the bruises are now long gone, but his body is still numb, so he heads to his sleeping chambers where he is out until the next morning. When daylight returns, the aura nymph brings him a new uniform and leather armor, then leaves immediately.
“Kyaaa... Wear this,” she says as Alastor steps out of the fountain of life naked. He has enjoyed teasing her since their encounter at the lake.
He’s also begun fantasizing about what it would be like to embrace her in her more human-like form. All the sex he had at the lake is still on his mind, has reminded him he is a man, and the nymph does have some fine curves on her body. She can take any form, so by taking a pleasing one it must mean that she wants to be desired.
The prince dons his new set of leather armor. This time the aura nymph even brought him a helmet as well. The new gear is a major improvement compared to his previous outfit, as is he. He could easily kill any human right now, but Haashim el-Yassin would still be a great challenge to overcome. A Threat Level of 56. How could a human be so powerful? He wonders. Is the Mercenary King perhaps something other than a man? Alastor promises himself he will find out, but he needs to improve his own level and abilities first so that he can make sure the next time he encounters the murdering scum, Hasshim el-Yassin will pay for his crimes.
Alastor heads back towards the main hall of the Temple of Ajax. Hopefully, Aura Nymph 00296 will train him in the magic arts now. Every little boy on the continent of Anatolia wants to become a mage, but only Emissaries and Apostles of Elysium and a few others have ever been allowed to dabble in the magic arts. Even goblins can cast spells, so why was it a privilege among only a select few humans?
His thoughts are interrupted when he reaches the main room. Ajax sits on the throne, and the Aura Nymph stands still right beside him. He had not seen the archdemon for a couple of weeks, so encountering him unexpectedly startles Alastor. Why is he back now? Alastor wonders.
“Bow!” The aura nymph commands.
The prince kneels before the great Ajax. He dares not to stare directly at him. Such power is like that of a mountain compared to his. Even in his wildest dreams, Alastor knows he will never overcome the mightiness of the great Ajax. His body trembles from admiration and fear.
“Aura Nymph 00296 told me about your accomplishments. She was to evaluate whether you had the potential to complete the missions at hand. Know that she spoke highly of you, but I’ll be the judge of that,” the booming voice of Ajax penetrates Alastor’s body. The archdemon stands up and heads towards Alastor. “Fight me, Demon Lord of Lycia. Prove that you are a worthy minion of our army!”
“Fight you? How could I fight such a beast as yourself? This is madness,” the prince states as he stands up and unsheathes his sword.
“Only a fool would think to fight me with a mere sword,” the archdemon declares in his usual intense tone. In the blink of an eye, he appears before Alastor. The prince immediately positions his sword at his right side, to shield himself from the upcoming attack of his opponent.
“Let’s see how you fare with a normal punch,” Ajax asks and performs a devastating hit with his left hand. The long sword shatters and intense pain jolts throughout Alastor’s body. The prince flies twelve feet through the air, crashes flat on the ground and slides towards the wall. Every part of his body aches. His arms lose tension and his legs tremble. It is impossible to get up as his ribs are crushed.
You received a Critical Hit of 70 Points, his NCI notifies him.
His vision turns to red and almost all of his HP bar is gone, left half dead with only 5 Points. How could he fight a beast such as Ajax? Even standing before the archdemon required all of his wits.
“Hoooo... you’re still alive even after my attack,” Ajax states, sounding impressed. “The aura nymph was right that you could take a normal punch from me. Aura Nymph 00296, you did an excellent job. You are transforming this weakling into a fine minion.”
“Your words honor me greatly, my Lord! I will intensify the training of the Demon Lord of Lycia from now on,” says the aura nymph. Her tone is ecstatic and intense from the praise of her master.
***
Alastor passes much of the rest of the day inside the fountain of life, healing his latest wounds. The damned aura nymph had everything plotted from the moment they came back, he figures. He should not underestimate her again. One word from her lips and the archdemon might disintegrate him in an instant.
“What crushing power,” he murmurs as he moves inside the fountain of life.
“Our lord and benefactor is truly an amazing master,” the aura nymph babbles. She is right next to him, but he did not realize she had been spying on him the whole time as she had made herself invisible as she so often does to vex him.
He teases her, “You can’t stop enjoying yourself from stalking me when I’m naked, can you?” Hoping for a reaction that he believes will have to come eventually, after all she’s still adopting her luscious human female form. He gestures her to come closer, demonstrates that she is arousing him.
The Nymph stares at him for a moment, seeing what he’s presenting to her. She does seem compelled to stare. “Gyaaa... how dare you! Don’t forget that you’re only still alive due to the benevolence of our mistress, Nyx, and our archdemon, Lord Ajax,” she insists from where she sits just above the edge of the fountain. “If it was up to me, I would have disposed of you as soon as you entered the Dead Bog.”
Alastor complains, “Oh, you’re such a wet blanket! What do you want now?”
“Hm-hm... we should resume your training immediately,” she says. “Lord Ajax wants you ready for the upcoming battles as soon as possible. In your current state, you aren’t close to a match even for Lycaon, the lycan lord. He is the weakest of them, but his Threat Level is 94. You still have a long way until you’re ready, so I thought of a way to expedite things.”
Alastor knows what to expect of her. “That doesn’t sound good. Another suicide mission?”
The nymph continues babbling, ignoring his complaint and stands up “No, today’s training and the rest of the week will involve spell casting and magic lessons. Normally it would take you several months to cast your first spell, but you did very well when you killed all those goblin shamans and absorbed their power. You will have a better understanding of magic after a few lessons.”
“Great! I always wanted to learn magic, when do we start?” He asks her, enthused again.
“I don’t think you’re cut out for it or as a pure warrior either,” she offers critically, gazing at him through narrowed eyes. “My suggestion is that your class should be warrior-mage, with more emphasis on the warrior aspect. Not that it’s bad, actually it’s a good combo for a one man show, but it would be awesome if you could build a team before venturing against the apostle Lycaon.”
Alastor cannot ignore what Aura Nymph 00296 has said. “The apostle Lycaon? The apostles are special people sent by the God of Elysium to help humans. Lycaon is more like a demon than an apostle.”
Aura Nymph 00296 seems annoyed at Alastor now. She crosses her arms as he dresses, keeping her face turned until he at least has his groin covered. Then she snarls at him. “You belong to the demon race now; you think that demons don’t respect human life? There are a number of apostles who apostatized from Hades to fulfill their own agenda. You’ve been told this. Have you been hit on the head?”
He replies, still not wanting to believe what he’s been told. “So, even Lamia, the vampire queen, and the Undead King are apostles as well?”
The nymph confirms. “Exactly! However, due to their appearance and misinformation that’s spread from the Faith of Elysium, people think they are demons.”
Alastor is intrigued now and wants to learn more. “If they defected, why doesn’t the God of Elysium punish them? They’ve been plaguing Anatolia for so long.”
She motions for him to follow her as she floats towards the staircases. “Actually, we’re not entirely sure they defected. They might still be acting as secret envoys of Hades. Imagine the ruckus they caused all those centuries in Anatolia and the rest of the world. Our information suggests that some of the apostles did indeed defect, while others, despite being fully aligned with Elysium, perform acts of cruelty, so that humans will become more dependent on the Faith. This has a unification effect globally and ensures people think of Hades and the Faith of Elysium as benevolent.”
Following her down to the lower level he asks her. “Is it true that Elysium is located in the sky and only benevolent people go there? Are demons like us damned to live an eternity of pain and suffering after we die?”
The aura nymph titters. “Hehehe. Are you afraid for your soul, poor demon lord?”
Alastor remains silent, annoyed at the nymph’s constant mocking.
She tries to apologize, but her words and behavior annoy Alastor even more. “Oh, you’re such a child! Hm-hm, so, where were we? Oh yes, what happens when you die... Elysium, or Space Hades as it was known in the past is simply a fortress located in space in Earth’s orbit. When an apostle or an emissary of Elysium dies, their thoughts, personality, and experiences — or let’s say ‘soul’ in our case — is transferred there. When Hades, the Elysium God sees fit that an apostle should be respawned, they are given a new body and mission. In several cases though, these agents lose all knowledge of their previous life. They simply keep their behavior, personality, consciousness and abilities, but their memories are erased. In many cases, they don’t even know what their mission is!”
They appear to be heading outside into the ruins and forest. How is he going to learn magic out there? All there is are overgrown ruins. “So only the apostles have souls? And what’s the difference between emissaries and Apostles?”
“The apostles are the only ones who can save their soul in the Elysium mainframe. We demons had something similar in the past, but the apostles destroyed it. The emissaries on the other hand, are individuals who committed a crime in Space Hades or are of no use to their Lord.”
He seems unable to fully grasp what she’s saying. “I don’t understand a thing of what you’re saying...”
“It’s because you’re dumb... a dummy demon lord,” she mocks.
Here she goes again, trying to provoke me. It’s a good thing she thinks I’m dumb, because that makes sure I can pick up as much information as possible from her. I probably won’t have the same opportunity in the future, he thinks to himself. “Why do the apostles have their memories erased?”
“Ok, that’s the last answer you’ll get from me today. Now, it’s time for training. Each apostle acts as a proxy for Lord Hades. This means that Hades has the ability to see, hear, and experience each apostle’s activity. This way, if we manage to capture an apostle, he or she won’t be able to provide us information. Basically, all apostles are like puppets and Hades is the puppet master. I pity those creatures; they don’t even have the freedom to think for themselves.”
“I think the same applies to you as well, but you haven’t realized it…” he can’t resist saying to her.
And that has the expected effect. “So that’s it for today’s history lesson,” the nymph says, cutting off the info dump. “Arm yourself, Demon Lord! It’s time for training...”
After some time of walking through the overgrown ruins surrounding them, they reach a small alley in the ruins where she stops and turns back to him.
“Those capable of performing magic need to have a Magic Mod installed in their brains. Humans don’t have one installed by default, but as a demon you do. Depending on your Threat Level, you have certain Spell Level Slots and you’ll be able to cast a certain number of spells. The exception is Cantrips, these base level spells can be casted unlimited times,” the aura nymph explains.
Alastor thinks he has grasped some of the information. “So, from what I understand, my body has magic reserves and these are represented in spell slots. Each time I cast a spell, these slots are depleted and need some time to be replenished. Right?”
“Yes, and no! The environment around us is infused with nanomachines, which are invisible to the eye. We call them wisps, and they exist everywhere,” she explains. “They are in the air, the soil and the water. These machines don’t do anything by themselves, but if you give them a command, or, cast a ‘spell’, they can for example turn into a fireball, help you fly, create objects and weapons, or even take more complex forms. Some complex forms of wisps are the familiars that you might have heard. The elemental horse that was summoned by Lady Nyx and brought you here from Arcadia was created in an instant by wisps. You should also be aware that the Mind Mod has a limiter, so you won’t be able to cast spells again and again. The limit of spells is represented in your Spell Control Menu.”
Okay, that is amazing, Alastor thinks.
“You should feel them if you try,” she tells him. “Close your eyes and concentrate. Don’t listen, don’t breathe, just feel.”
Alastor does so. There is something different, he can tell. A movement, a flow, like he felt in the goblin fortress after he killed all the goblin shamans. “I can feel... something,” he tells her.
She seems pleased at his progress. “Good. Open your eyes.”
And he does so.
“So, what have you learned?” She asks him.
“I think I got a sense of the system. How do I cast a spell now?”
“By default, you don’t have any spells yourself, but because you killed several goblin shamans, you should have absorbed some of their knowledge and spells. Try to focus your Neural Control Interface on the bottom right triangular icon. From there, you’ll see a list of all the available spells that you can cast,” the Nymph tells him.
He tries but seems frustrated. “I’m focusing, but it doesn’t open.”
“It will take you some time to get accustomed to controlling it. Take your time for today and try to open the Spell Control Menu. If you do that, you’re halfway there,” she offers.
Alastor passes the rest of his day trying to open the Spell Control Menu. After some time, his head starts throbbing. He closes his eyes shut, then opens them again. He feels the rest of the world detached from him, and the only thing that he does is concentrate on the icon. He can barely hear the birds or the rustle of the leaves. All he does, all he sees, is the triangular icon. And at that moment, the Spell Control Menu is activated, and a new window with several icons that represent spells opens.
“I did it!” He exclaims and at that same moment the window disappears. “Damn, it disappeared just now.”
“When you’re not concentrated to the Spell Control Menu, you’ll return back at the Main Menu,” the nymph tells him shaking her head.
Alastor notices that it has gotten late, and the sun is setting. “I’ll continue my training for the rest of the night.”
The aura nymph sneers. “Huh, I admire your tenacity, demon lord. Try not to strain your brain too much.”
Alastor does not pay any attention to her and continues working on his concentration. After several trial and error attempts, he manages to open the Spell Control Icon a second and a third time. Time passes, and his head begins to pound with the effort. He feels a piercing pain right between his eyes and experiences flashes in his vision that linger for minutes. The long hours of concentration are proving to achieve nothing but cause him an excruciating headache.
He gets up and heads back at the fountain of life. He takes off his clothes and takes a bath. The pain stops after a few moments, but the fatigue remains. He realizes he should get some sleep and continue his training first thing in the morning.
***
It is noon, and Alastor is just waking up. He has overslept from yesterday’s training, so he decides he should make up for the lost time. He puts on his leather armor, helmet, and sword and heads outside and heads to the alley where he was with the aura nymph yesterday. This time, it takes him only one hour to open the Spell Control Menu. Through the following couple of hours, he manages to open it several times.
“Now it’s time to cast my first spell,” he contemplates.
There are several icons inside the Spell Control Menu, all of them representing a spell. As he focuses on them, a tooltip appears, explaining what each spell is. Right now, the list is divided in Cantrips, 1st and 2nd Tier Spells. He notices that he can cast up to four Level 1 spells and three Level 2 spells. He focuses his thought on a Cantrip level spell that resembles that of a Fire Bolt. He is eager to cast his first spell, yet he fails to cast it and is returned to the main Neural Control Interface.
He makes another attempt and fails again. “Damn, stop being so impatient. Focus, damn you,” he curses. He takes a deep breath to fill his lungs and calms his nerves. The Spell Control Menu activates and, almost reflexively, he activates the Fire Bolt icon. A Fire Bolt starts to form in front of him while the targeting system takes shape. He loses his nerve and the Fire Bolt extinguishes.
He exhales in a cold sweat “Phew. Woohoo! I managed to cast my first spell!”
He hears claps from behind, and as he turns, he sees the aura nymph sitting on a nearby rock.
“Well done,” she commends him. “Another ten years and you might get it.”
“You never stop being a tight ass, you know?” He complains.
The aura nymph blushes and seems irritated. She takes a deep breath and a small Fire Bolt forms in front of her.
“Don’t tell me you’ll actually hit me with a Fire B-” Alastor barely manages to finish his sentence when he sees the searing flames heading straight for him. He has no time to respond and is about to be burned alive. He falls to the ground and the Fire Bolt misses.
“Wow!” Aura Nymph 00296 exclaims, sounding amazed. “I was expecting to burn you to a crisp.”
Alastor is sweating and hyperventilating. “Phew… That was close,” he sighs.
The aura nymph smirks and forms another Fire Bolt. “Let’s try it again.”
He hisses “Hey, stop that,” but it is too late. The Fire Bolt is already storming its way towards him. He dodges to the side and manages to almost avoid the attack entirely, with only a few burns on his left foot from the strike.
His ethereal tormentor chuckles. “And with that, we’ve finished today’s training.”
Alastor falls back to the grass. “I got it,” he replies, resigned.




Chapter 16

The weeks pass. Alastor continues to train daily in the magic arts. He is now capable of casting several spells from the Spell Control Menu. He spars daily with the aura nymph and now grasps the fundamentals of being a demon mage out in the green clad ruins they use as a dueling ground.
Over this period, Alastor grows more confident and works on becoming a match for his relentlessly cruel teacher. And his own relentless response seems to earn him a grudging respect from her, and there are a number of moments in the sparring that it seems that he is just about to overcome her. He even almost gets her in his clutches a few times, although each time he does, she is able to slip away, able to turn herself into mist and laugh at him as he curses.
But as his training progresses, he finds that he is enjoying this, and decides that she is enjoying this as well, and it’s only a matter of time, Alastor believes, before she allows him to get a hold of her, and find out what she really feels like. But... 
“Today our paths part ways,” the aura nymph tells him out of the blue.
Alastor glowers at her. “What? What absurd machinations are you up to?”
“That was the last day of your training,” she says, surprising him again. “You should head south, where Mount Cragos opens up. There, you’ll find a great city, the ruins of an ancient civilization, which is Lycan soil now, a metropolis which once belonged to the Amazons, who were driven to extinction long ago. Lord Ajax grows impatient by the day and wants the head of Lycaon, the Lycan Lord.”
Your Adventurer’s Log has been updated! He sees the notification in his NCI.
Alastor replies immediately. “I will do as Lord Ajax commands.” He is both hesitant and eager. The hardships he will be destined to encounter will be tough, but if he’s honest with himself, he cannot stand anymore of the training in the Dead Bog. He wants to get over with his mission, have Atalante and Alexander resurrected, then return to the capital and claim the throne. He will be a much better ruler of these ravaged lands than his treacherous brother, that is for sure with the power and knowledge he now wields.
“Before you head out, there’s one last mission you’ll have to complete. As you head south, you’ll encounter the Cemetery of Heroes. It’s a place where heroes from the Demon Faction are buried,” the nymph informs him. “In fact, one of the greatest demonesses ever is buried there. You must enter the cemetery and claim her sword and her power for yourself. If you do that, you’ll meet the minimum requirements to fight Lycaon, and your training will be complete.”
Your Adventurer’s Log has been updated! It’s his NCI again, briefing him of the mission ahead.
He dares to ask, for he fears he knows the answer. “Should I expect resistance in the Cemetery of Heroes?”
She tells him an obvious lie. “The security system for the cemetery has been in disuse for several centuries, so I don’t think it will be functional.”
There’s no way she would send me on a mission as simple as that. Suicide missions are her expertise, so I should be extremely wary, he tells himself.
“I wish you the best of luck, Demon King of Lycia. Glory to our great race!” The nymph exclaims.
“Glory to our race!” Alastor repeats. “Farewell, Aura Nymph 00296. I hope we cross paths again under better circumstances.”
The aura nymph bites her lip. Alastor notices her reaction but decides not to respond. He turns his back and heads to the temple to gather his gear. Once that is collected, he takes a deep breath and heads south from the Temple of Ajax. He walks for a few of hours, reaches, then passes the old hunting path that lead him from Arcadia. Memories flash through his mind from the recent past. It was only two months ago that his life changed, and in a single moment he became a minion in the demon army of Lady Nyx.
After a long day and night of continued marching, he reaches the Cemetery of Heroes. The trees around him are lined like silent soldiers and do not allow even the smallest glimmer or radiance of light to fall along the paths between them. A thick fog obstructs sight of anything more than a few paces in any direction. This place is cold and the frostiness, with her sharp claws on this moonless night, makes his numb muscles ache more than the battle in the goblin fortress.
Alastor is not the only one walking this soil, however. He can sense the slow, delicate pacing of his pursuer. As he reaches the front gate of the cemetery, the prince takes a deep breath and fills his lungs with oxygen. He calms his mind and heads towards the only standing building he can make out. As he walks through the gates, the fog dissipates, and a black path materializes before him.
I’m going to make it, he thinks to himself. If my opponent is a goblin champion, I can easily obliterate him, he is certain. I knew the damn aura nymph could not be trusted. Probably she kept the biggest surprise for the last mission.
The double doors at the building’s entrance are heavy and huge. Even two strapping men would not be able to open it, but Alastor has not been human for some time. He places his one and only hand at the right side of the door and pushes hard. It creaks and moans as it opens wide. Then, he hears the heavy steps of his pursuer coming from behind. A loud rattle ripples at the tree branches leaving a rain of leaves behind. He turns to see a huge, black creature coming down on him, a goblin champion. The creature hits him so hard that he slams into the double doors, which are ripped from their hinges and fall flat on the ground beneath him.
You received a 21 Point Hit, his NCI informs him.
Alastor gets up, dazed and holds his left side. His HP bar is 69/80. His ribs are fractured and the pain he feels is unbearable. Full of despair, he considers abandoning his mission, but fire burns in him again. He will not die here, his brother will not go unpunished, Atalante and Alexander must be resurrected!
The goblin reminds him of the one he fought at the goblin fortress. It even bears the same scar that Alastor inflicted during their last battle. However, this creature has a Threat Level of 34, HP 170 and its veins have a light blue color. He realizes that he may not be fighting just the champion after all. But...
“Aura Nymph, is this you? Have you possessed the goblin champion?” He demands an answer.
“Guaaa!” The goblin champion roars and turns on Alastor like an enraged beast. His crude voice not resembling the girlish voice of the aura nymph in the least.
Alastor unsheathes his sword and takes a defensive stance. The goblin champion goes berserk and storms his way towards Alastor, smashing everything in its path. This time, the prince is prepared and dodges the attack, then performs a piercing thrust. The sword finds its way inside the goblin’s left eye socket.
You achieved a Critical Hit of 25 Points!
His success is short lived, as the goblin roars, and froth appears around its mouth. Pure and undeterred hatred is carved in its face, giving it the power he needs to endure this battle against the prince. Unfortunately for Alastor, the goblin champion manages to blindly grab him by his left foot and squeezes it hard, cracking bone. Then he starts flailing him left and right, like a sack of grain. One, two, three, four, five, six, seven times, and then it finally drops him. The goblin champion leaves the shattered body of Alastor on the ground to focus angrily on pulling the long sword from his left eye.
Alastor now has several broken and fractured bones, his HP Bar diminished by the continued hits, now down to 9 out of 80 Points. He does not know if he can even stand up. Only a fraction of his HP bar remains, and it is fading, but he can still use spells. It is clear to him now that even if he manages to kill the possessed goblin champion, he will die shortly thereafter if he doesn’t do something. He focuses on the Spell Control Menu and immediately opens it. He quickly focuses on the Levitate, a 2nd level transmutation spell. His body becomes light as a feather.
Quickly, he looks around the interior of the building and notices that the only thing within is a big, stone coffin at its center, and he feels himself drawn to it. He silently pushes his feathery body there, almost without touching the ground. His left foot is fractured so putting any weight on it is not an option; he’s not getting away on foot. Fortunately, the goblin champion is still trying to remove the sword from its eye socket.
The Levitate spell lasts long enough to get Alastor to the stone coffin. Numerous representations of battles of a winged creature are carved on it. He feels faint, as though his body is about to give up on him. The prince pushes the lid off the casket. The lid makes a deafening crush as it falls on the ground, and Alastor falls inside the coffin. Just before he passes out, he feels the cool wetness of the pitch-black water inside the stone casket cover him.
Is this another fountain of life? He wonders.
Suddenly, all his pain recedes, and peace takes its place. This calmness, this pause from agony does not take more than a second, but it is more than enough to heal him and fill his formerly crippled body with vital energy.
Alastor feels a burning sensation inside his body, inside his very blood vessels and the pressure from the blood wants to break free from the arteries. His heart pounds like mad and both his eyes and ears clog from the high pressure. He jumps up from the coffin. Everything he sees is blurred and twisted, but the figure of the goblin champion is clear. His opponent charges, but its movements are now incredibly slow, as if time for it has almost ceased.
The pressure in his body grows so enormous that Alastor feels like he is going to explode from within. His eyes itch, and the headache is unbearable. With his two hands, he touches his head and realizes two horns have sprouted from his forehead.
“Wait, I have two hands again?” He gasps as he looks at what is now attached to his left wrist. It is a hand, the right size and shape, but it is also different from the one he had before, as it is abnormally pale white with light blue veins.
The headache subsides gradually, becoming bearable, and his blood pressure seems to fall back to normal as well. The blur in his eyes is gone now and his vision is fully restored, although the Neural Control Interface has changed significantly, appearing to be more complex. All his injuries have been erased and his HP bar is fully restored. Alastor notices that his Threat Level is now 61 and HP increased to 305.
The goblin champion, despite his blindness, sniffs out Alastor’s exact position and renews its crushing attacks. Alastor avoids the dead-dealing blow of the goblin with a back kick, then rushes forward and with surgical accuracy hits the hilt of the long sword which is still buried in the creature’s eye socket. His punch is so powerful, that it shoves the blade right through goblin’s head and pierces its skull, its tip emerging from the back side. The goblin champion falls down on the ground, makes one last, plaintive cry, and then lays still.
You achieved a Critical Hit of 170 Points!
Trying to grasp his breath, Alastor inspects the dead goblin champion once more. Having verified its death, he decides to climb up the stairs and takes another look inside the stone coffin. The black-pitched water that was there is gone and, in its place, crystal-clear water ripples. At the bottom of the coffin lays the naked body of a gorgeous woman, holding a big, black, two-handed sword. Alastor takes the sword by its hilt and pulls it out with both hands, marveling at being whole once again. The silver-white glow from the blade mirrors onto his face and blinds him momentarily. When he recovers moments later, he takes another look back inside the coffin. The naked woman is gone.
A familiar voice booms at him. He turns around and bows before Ajax the Great. “She was the Unaging Chronos. Even though she has been dead for centuries, she refused to decay.” The tone of his master is soft and nostalgic. “Your level increased exponentially this time, but you still have much to learn. Aura Nymph 00296 did a great job at training you. I’m sure she would be very proud of you.”
Although he already suspects he knows the answer, he asks boldly, “My Lord Ajax, where is the aura nymph?”
“She is dead, of course, you killed her with that last fatal blow. When a nymph possesses a body, she dies along with her host,” Ajax explains. “The fact that you killed her with a single blow shows how far you’ve come.”
Alastor feels his heart sink. “Aren’t you mad at me? For what I did to your servant?”
Ajax stares him back with cold indifference. “Why should I be? She trained you into a capable, highborn demon mage. Aura nymphs are lesser demon minions and can easily be replaced. Your fate and your future achievements are of greater importance to our faction.”
Alastor mourns her loss, “But... I killed her. Although I thought of killing her many times, I never meant it. I’m so sorry, Aura Nymph 00296. I’m deeply sorry.”
Ajax tries to comfort him. “She had the honor to serve us for several centuries. Even in her last moments, she was determined to bring back the Dark Lady, whatever the cost. We of the Demon Clan will give everything we have to bring back our Lady. Now Alastor, do not sulk like a child. Time is of essence.”
“How may I serve our mistress and Lady?” Alastor replies, his tone numb.
“Unaged Chronos had the power to control time. She was probably the strongest of the Dread Lords. Her power even matched mine and Lady Nyx’s. That great power of hers has now been transferred to you.”
Alastor is speechless. Have Ajax and Nyx been betting everything on him? And if so, he might soon become one of the most important figures in Lycia and the lands of Anatolia because of the faith and power they have put in him.
He is humbled by his master’s words. “Your words and your faith honor me greatly, my Lord. May I ask, if the Unaged Chronos was so powerful, what manner of creature managed to defeat her?”
Ajax seems annoyed at the question. “I killed her,” he replies plainly. “She betrayed our Lady, so I killed her without a second thought.” That was a question he probably should not have asked. “Young demon Alastor, know that our resolution to resurrect Lady Nyx is absolute. Even the thought of betraying her is a crime that we demons cannot forget or let go unpunished,” the archdemon warns him.
Alastor nods reflexively. “I promised Lady Nyx that I will serve her to the best of my abilities and that’s what I’m planning on doing,” his response is sincere. “Without her, I would be dead, and my brother would roam free to do what he pleases.”
“Your quarrel with your human brother is of no concern to me or to lady Nyx. You exist only to serve her,” Ajax reminds him.
“I do, my Lord.”
The archdemon starts again, “Now, let’s get back our business. You have reached Threat Level 61 and have become a highborn demon. The only creatures capable of challenging you now are Lycaon, Lamia, and the Undead King. Together, they would be impossible to defeat even with your new powers, but they aren’t on the best of terms from what I have learned. You are to depart immediately for Mount Cragos, find the lycan den, and kill Lycaon.”
“I will depart immediately, Lord Ajax, if that is your order,” Alastor agrees.
Ajax stretches out an arm to him, lifting it up. “Rise, highborn demon Alastor. Bring glory to all our kind!” He booms.
And with that, Alastor rises to his feet, bows again to the archdemon Ajax, and departs for Mount Cragos.




Chapter 17

Alastor, ‘Demon Lord of Lycia’, has now obtained the power of the Unaged Chronos, the highborn demon who was slain by the hand of the archdemon Ajax himself, although he doesn’t yet know the whole story of that execution. After his battle at the Cemetery of Heroes, he has now become more powerful than ever. His new powers could prove lifesaving where it comes to the challenges which lay before him, providing of course, that he learns to use them effectively, and in time.
His ability in battle against low-level creatures is indisputable, but the prince will need his tactical skills more than ever as he reaches one of the most hostile locations in all of Anatolia. The goblins of the Dead Bog were one thing, but the creatures that lurk in the shadow of Mount Cragos know nothing of fear and fight for their very survival against the beasts who call this region their home. Their bleached bones and those of numerous adventurers Alastor comes across on the way to the city at the mountain’s base are proof of the upcoming challenges our new highborn hope will face in this gods-forsaken place.
The moment he steps on lycan soil, the ruins of an ancient civilization are laid out before his very own eyes, a great one that I remember well. Now, it is a devastated city, abandoned by its inhabitants long ago and long since the domain of Lycaon, the Lycan lord, a malevolent beast that will intend to claim the young prince’s life. Alastor at least knows this, but is bound by vow to me, the Dark Lady, to satisfy all my desires if he wants me to bring back his beloved Atalante and Alexander. He must crush the Lycan Lord and make the monster pay for all the horror he has inflicted on Lycia as well. The filthy scum.
Darkness lurks in every corner, and he is the only being who can truly challenge Lycaon after several centuries. He will need all his courage and new skills to succeed, that’s why I have made certain he is now provided with, among other aids to him, upgraded Neural Control Interface. To be fair, he has earned the gift, and it is much improved over the more limited version he had grown accustomed to.
One of the most important improvements of his Neural Control Interface is the upgrade of his insight skill. This now allows him to better evaluate his opponents' attributes and skills, along with the detailed numbers of their total HP. Additionally, a new menu has appeared that he is rated as a highborn of our kind — the Summon Control Menu. Due to his long-focused march, the desolate wastes he’s traveled through, and his devotion to getting to Mount Cragos as quickly as he has, the prince has not yet spent much time to familiarize himself with what is now available to him.
He’s certainly grown since I gave him his new life, but Alastor still has a much to learn. It is a pity that the aura nymph had to be sacrificed, as she was a good tutor, but now that he has reached his destination, he gives himself some time to think, and do what he can to learn on his own. Although I’ve made plans to resurrect her and in time use her services again, I’ll keep that as a secret for the time being.
***
Beyond the forest he has exited, the city extends vastly and appears to have several layers to it where long cracks expose its depths. From where Alastor stands, it seems like a complex labyrinth featuring many dead ends.
It’s about time I become accustomed to this new menu and the new spells that have been added. They could be lifesaving in the coming battle, he decides, as he looks down upon the ancient, ruined city from above.
Yes, he has gained something from killing the aura nymph, and its time he checked out what that is. There are likely innumerable lycans down there, and he knows from the reports of slaughtered villages in Lycia that they will be much tougher than goblins to fight. He probably could use some help, as the aura nymph had suggested.
He opens the Summon Control Menu and tries to activate the one and only icon, labeled Enyo. He has tried several times these past days to cast the summon spell, but the wisp level in the wastelands he traveled through has been too low, so it has been impossible to activate it so far. One needs more than just rock and sand to sustain a reasonable number of wisps after all. Here, where the ancient city lies however, the wisp level is abnormally high, which is why I chose it as a center of my kind’s power. The summon spell itself, will cost him all his spells for the day, but he is hoping he will be able to gain himself a companion, an aura nymph perhaps, as a fighting servant. That’s not exactly what he’s going to get.
“Here goes nothing,” Alastor says to no one and performs the summon.
And what I have created, he is provided. Alastor feels a chill in the air, and a shimmer of mist forms before of him. Then, in a flash of silver-white light, a young woman appears out of that shimmer, one who very much resembles the beautiful naked woman, Unaged Chronos, who he briefly witnessed inside her stone coffin in the Cemetery of Heroes, and whose two-handed black blade he had strapped to his back.
This woman is dressed in black leather armor. Her hair is straight, white and face pale. Her eyes are orange-red and offer him a menacing glare that freezes his bones, making him feel for a moment as if he is naked in the middle of a hungry fire tornado that devours everything in its path. A great sword like his is sheathed on her back and is as long as she is tall.
The young woman approaches him, only stopping when she is standing right before him. A sweet fragrance escapes her lips as she speaks. “How may I be of service, my master?” She asks coyly.
“Who are you?” He asks, taken aback by her appearance and how different her flirtatious tone is from her blazing gaze. “What are you?”
She states with a light bow, “I’m a summon, my Lord, what else? I’m Enyo, nice to meet you!”
Recovering from his initial surprise, Alastor activates the Insight skill and sees that her Threat Level is 98! He gulps.
How can she be stronger than me? He wonders.
All of the stories he’d heard of summons is that they are animal-like spirits, familiars. Even the aura nymph was only Level 24 at best. A summon should not be so intimidating or so alluring, Alastor thinks.
“So master, how can I be of service?” She asks again, licking her lips as her eyes take a walk over his body. “Is there a city you wish me to destroy? Or did you call me to provide you ‘other’ services.”
She smirks lasciviously and steps even closer to him, her ample breasts now just inches from his chest.
Alastor remains taken aback between the two contradictory reactions going on in his head and his body.
He starts briefing her, “Hm... ehm... I need to know more about you. I plan to storm the den-”
Enyo smiles and presses her chest, her body against his, stopping him mid-sentence. He raises an eyebrow at her, but she shows no awareness that her actions are as forward as he is finding them. “I know of a way for you to get to know me better, my Lord,” she offers then steps back in invitation for him to give her a good look over.
She takes his newly restored left hand and lifts it to place it on her breast over her armor, and he swallows hard again. With her hand over his, she lowers it down between her thighs; his fingers graze her exposed flesh ever so slightly and it feels smooth and hot. Part of Alastor wants to protest and get back to business, but the way she is enticing him draws him in completely. He had fantasized about this with the aura nymph. Now such fantasies have become alluringly real.
Enyo’s bright eyes look up at him playfully now, the fury gone, now glittering with seduction. She reaches out, hooks his fingers under the lining of her armor between her thighs, and he feels the smooth skin beneath and takes in a sharp, involuntary breath.
“Enyo, I need to know…” he starts, then gives up, gives in.
Before he can finish his sentence even, Enyo plants her mouth over his. Her breath is sweet and overwhelming, a saccharine fragrance, a sharp perfume that compels him to wholly submit to her persuasions. Alastor’s body totally relaxes, and he reaches around her to grip the small of her back, pressing her hips against his as he deepens the kiss.
While they continue to kiss, Enyo begins to remove each piece of her armor and lets it drop to the ground. Before long, she is entirely naked, and once she is, his summon moves his hands to her waist as she presses her body against his. He is now hard underneath his pants, and she grinds her body against his crotch, an action that makes him even harder. She gestures him to the ground, and he obliges.
Looking down, his eyes follow her hands as they unfasten his pants. Enyo lays her head down beside his crotch, and he can feel her breath graze his sensitive flesh as she exposes him. Her cool fingers wrap around him, and she slowly strokes him, a playful smile on her lips. Leaning her face forward, she gives his shaft a few kisses before beginning to stroke him off.
Alastor can’t tear his eyes away from her large pale and perky breasts and her enticing body that hovers over him below his waist. He reaches out with his right hand to stroke her white locks of hair, which are silky to the touch. Enyo trails a vein on his shaft with her hot tongue, and he lets out a soft groan. Her red-orange eyes look up to his as she tongues him, her grip tightening around him.
He doesn’t know what to think about a summon pleasing him in this way, but Enyo, who holds so much power and strength in her body, treats him so gracefully and gently with her sexual prowess. Suddenly, Enyo withdraws from him and sits up, beginning to settle herself on top of him. From this view, he can see her entire body in full view; his palms rest on her thighs, which tremble at his touch.
Enyo descends, smirking through her moans.
“How do you like my body, my lord?” She asks.
His fingers dig into her thighs as he feels her wetness surround him. With vigorous ferocity, Enyo starts to bounce up and down his shaft, her breasts bouncing along. What is even more breathtaking with Enyo though, is how her body molds to his pleasure points; she wraps and contracts around him in all the right spots and it almost makes him cum with each stroke. Alastor merely nods and leaned his head backwards as she rides him.
“I’ll take that as approval,” she giggles, rolling her hips in slow and deliberate circles while running her hands through her milky white hair, letting locks cascade over her breasts. Her dark lashes flutter, and her eyes roll to the sky, her hands drifting down her body. Alastor still can’t keep his gaze off of her as she caresses her breasts and belly. Her fingers descend around her clit and begin to roll it between her fingertips. He takes this opportunity to cup her breasts with his rough hands, and is pleased to find how warm, firm, and soft they are.
It does not take long until Alastor bucks his hips and comes close to orgasm. Enyo leans forward to meet her lips with his, and they twirl their tongues as he thrusts into her erratically. After a few jerking motions with his hips, he collapses again to the ground with a sigh as he cums inside her. Spurts of his seed shoot deep inside, oozing out of her. Holding eye contact with him, she scoops some with her fingers and runs her tongue over it with a grin.
Alastor shakes his head, chuckling.
“That was some introduction,” he breathes.




Chapter 18

Finished with ‘introductions’, they both stand and get back into their attire. Alastor watches as Enyo shrugs into the last pieces of her garment and slings her huge blade over her shoulder. She turns to him with a sweet smile, a dreamy gaze, and tilts her head to the side.
“What were you saying before, my Lord?” She asks. “About storming...”
Alastor clears his throat and smirks in lust at her before continuing in a serious tone. “I need to storm a den of an apostle of Elysium, and-”
Enyo’s eyes widen and suddenly her expression changes and exclaims, “What? Why didn’t you say anything sooner? Elysium is responsible for the position I’m in right now. I will gladly cut any throats and pulverize any den of any apostle. Just tell me where it is…”
He tries to calm her, “Well, I still haven’t found their den, but we’ll be there soon. What do you mean that Elysium is responsible for the position you’re right now?”
The demoness summon pauses for a moment and takes a deep breath. “I'm the daughter of Ajax the Archdemon Lord and the Unaged Chronos!”
“Whaaat? Lord Ajax has a daughter?” Alastor yells in surprise.
His summon nods her lovely head and explains, “You see, Lord Ajax and Lady Chronos had an intimate relationship. I was an embryo in my mother’s womb when the Dark Lady, our great mistress Nyx, ordered my father to execute my mother. However, due to her benevolence, she took my spirit out of my mother’s womb before her execution and placed it inside the sword you bear.”
Alastor realizes now what Enyo is. “So, you’re a demon summon.”
“Exactly,” Enyo smirks then scowls. “And those of Elysium must pay!”
He takes a moment to ponder his sexy servant warrior, not to mention her parentage.
I can’t believe that all those demons have such an iron-willed faith to their master, he muses. Even though Nyx killed her mother and trapped her for centuries inside this sword, she remains loyal to her clan and mistress and is still an enemy of Elysium. He didn’t think he could ever be so blindly loyal.
Enyo is impatient. “Master, are you still there? When do we kill Elysium bastards?”
“It will probably take a couple hours for us to reach the remains of the Amazon City,” he tells her, gesturing to the ruined city laid out before them. “But I will need to know more about your skills before we get there. How much time do you have before you dematerialize? I heard familiars can remain up to a whole day when summoned.”
She smiles and shakes her head. “My beloved master, you shouldn’t confuse me with those petty toys,” Enyo informs him. “Once I materialize, I don’t need to be summoned again, unless someone destroys my physical form, or you decide to unsummon me.”
Alastor dares to ask her a question he considers foolish, “Wow! So, you could venture alone inside the Amazon City, take the head of Lycaon and return it to me?”
“Unfortunately, no,” Enyo tells him. “You see, the sword you hold acts as a transmitter. That’s where my spirit actually resides. The further I distance myself from you, the more my physical form withers and ultimately dissolves. The maximum range I can be from you is one mile. Even that comes at a cost, as my Threat Level, abilities, and skills are also diminished the further away I am from you. And then there is the fact that I am bound by the Oath; I’m restricted from killing apostles directly. I'm terribly sorry for being such a hindrance, master,” she finishes with regret in her voice.
“No, you’re going to be an excellent ally, Enyo. I’m glad I have you by my side,” Alastor tells her.
“Really?” She asks, hope gleaming in her gaze.
“Yes, I mean that sincerely,” he confirms in all truth.
“Thank you master. I’ll serve you to the best of my abilities. Now, when do we start killing Elysium scum?” Enyo says glancing around.
“We need to reach the Amazon City,” he reminds her. “We’re not far from there. I want you to keep a close eye on any threats. Intervene when necessary, though. Right now, I just need you to act as my backup in case of a lycan ambush.”
“I will do as you command, master,” Enyo promises full of enthusiasm.
***
It’s early afternoon when they finally arrive at the front gate of the city. The once grandiose city of the Amazons, while still mostly intact, appears to be devoid of warmth, making it just a mere collection of buildings, stone, concrete, bricks, and little life or vegetation. The roads that lay ahead seem to be awaiting their Amazon queen, but only the dust-laden wind is there to greet them. As he and his new companion delve deeper and reach what must have been a large central market. Amid the long-abandoned stalls, he hears the crows crying as if they are trying to bring back the mighty Amazons who have long vanished with the passage of time. The large clock tower looms over the plaza; it’s hands are stuck at six o’clock, defying the time that has passed.
A howl just louder than the wind makes Alastor stop, and he tenses, glancing around. Wolfish silhouettes gaze at him from the ruins. The prince feels their presence with what must be his enhanced senses. If it was the dim light of dusk or dawn, they might have appeared to be wild dogs or wolves, but these creatures don’t move the way wolves do as they approach. He admires the synchronized, almost choreographed motions of the pack. These canine ‘dancers’ emerge from every corner of the city and soon nearly encircle him and Enyo surprisingly swiftly.
“Enyo, hide your presence and intervene only if I’m in danger. I want to test my new combat skills,” he commands, while also checking his Spell Control Unit. He’s unable to use anything other than Cantrips it seems.
He doesn’t care that he can’t use spells right now, as he is pleased with having two hands again and wants to see exactly how effective he is going to be, wielding the two-handed sword.
“I will do as you command, my Lord, but I beg you to let me eviscerate at least a couple of them,” she requests as she fades from sight.
Alastor focuses on the enemy at hand. Their speed is unnatural. A pack of them already surrounds him. They are almost indistinguishable to common wolves, except they are twice as big and bear an intelligence in their eyes similar to that of a human. These vile creatures are legendary for their blood lust and the number of slaughtered Lycian villages have in the past few years become the most recent testament to their merciless nature. Their Threat Levels are 15 and HP 45 making just one of them a tough opponent for even a well-trained squad of regular human soldiers.
Demon mage Alastor smirks with confidence and takes a couple of steps towards them as he draws his new two hander. The first lycan to attack becomes a victim to the sword’s blade. Alastor merely flicks it at the leaping creature and claims its head. The lycan's life energy drops immediately down to zero and its body falls lifeless on the ground.
You achieved a 110-point hit!
A second lycan charges at him and leaps, but while the beast is still in the air, he grabs it by the neck, spins and lifts it over his head. The lycan tries to tear Alastor’s neck with its sharp claws, but then the moments lengthen. His NCI becomes red and a notification appears, informing him that Stop Time, a 9th-level transmutation spell, has been activated automatically. In a frozen second, Alastor swings his sword up and buries it deep into the beast’s heart. Its life force vanishes and then time returns back to normal. The lycan body remains utterly still with its eyes wide open, gazing upwards, as if it is admiring the sky in death.
Using 9th-level spells should be impossible for him in his current level, however this is a gift that was granted to him when he absorbed the powers of Unaged Chronos. Although he is not capable of using it to its fullest extent, it comes handy as hell in battles like this.
The creatures continue surrounding him, and he should not get too cocky. Even if his level is way higher than any of theirs, it takes only a slice to the throat to be lethal, no matter one’s level. Two more lycans take the place of their fallen comrades, and Alastor stabs one of them solidly in the chest. A thick arc of blood plumes out as he pulls the blade free. The second lycan tries to snap at his hands, but Alastor renews his assault. The lycan brings his claws down to block against a low stab, but Alastor's move is a feint. He catches the beast’s claws with a powerful downward slash, and they shatter. The lycan backpedals to avoid the next blow. The slash that follows beheads it.
The lycan pack is becoming worried now, but they still outnumber him. Alastor counts more than fifteen as several others have joined the circle. It will be a tough fight, but it is manageable, he thinks. Unexpectedly, the lycans attack him all at once in a combined effort to take him down. He stabs one and the blade breaks through its skull, but the rest of the pack slide past his desperate defenses, achieving incredibly fast and accurate strikes, slashes, and bites on his arms and torso. He notices the twisted smile of a lycan gazing at him from his haunches. The beast, which probably is the leader of the pack knows that they are weakening him and that he will not be able to keep fighting for long as his HP begins to dwindle. He realizes that he is acting a bit too cocky.
“Enyo, you are free to go wild,” he shouts to his demon servant.
She replies with a happy eager tone from right by his left ear, “With gratitude, my Lord.”
Suddenly, time stops and Alastor notices that Enyo used the Time Stop spell as well. In that frozen moment she appears in front of him, her face unreadable and without fear. Then she begins her attack with the fury and speed of a hurricane.
Enyo flies at the lycans and decapitates seven of them in a bloody flash. Deep red blood stains the stone road and nearby walls as blood sprays from the headless corpses. Her slashes resemble the movements of an expert chef rather than a butcher. Short, sharp, exacting. He is face-to-face with Enyo again a moment later, as all of the lycans are now lifeless corpses, as time resumes its normal course. There is a look of pleasure on her face, which does not surprise him.
“Wow!” Alastor exclaims, glancing around at the carnage.
“I’m happy I could be of service to my Lord,” she teases him, staring at him lustily, her chest heaving and attracting his attention almost completely again.
“With your help and our combined efforts, I don’t think that even Lycaon poses a threat against the two of us,” he praises.
“If the Oath wasn’t forbidding me to do so, I would gladly rip his head off and offer it to you as a present master,” she tells him, and Alastor guesses that is not a boast.
“So, where do you think we should head now?” He wonders as he glances around. “The Amazon City is so vast. It will be almost impossible to find their den.”
Enyo puzzles out, helping him again. “I think lycans will follow the same patterns as wolves. Wolf dens are usually tunnels, so the most logical place to make their den would be underground, in the catacombs.”
Wow, she’s smoking hot, strong, and smart. Not to mention that she’s my servant. With her by my side, I’ll reform Lycia and Anatolia into a powerful nation, the prince thinks to himself.
Out of nowhere comes the sound of human screams, and it seems they are close. How is that possible? The city looked to be dead, but for its wolfen inhabitants. What human being would dare come here, other than those looking to die?




Chapter 19

Enyo confirms his thoughts, “It’s what you’re thinking master. Those are human voices we hear.”
Alastor takes action immediately and orders his summon, “Enyo, let’s see what’s happening, scout the area.”
The demoness nods and flits off towards the sound. Alastor runs after her, but it is impossible to keep up. Her speed is like the wind. He feels so grateful that he has such a strong ally, however, he knows that he should not rely on her too much. He should never allow himself to be too reliant on others or let anyone else decide his future again. He remembers how behaving so turned out in the past.
They reach one of the many squares of the city. Debris and ruins of destroyed statues are scattered about on the cracked flagstones. Probably, this was one of the main squares of the city given its size. He catches up to Enyo, and he finds her observing a foursome of humans who are attempting to fend off a single lycan. They have the look of a group of adventurers. But only madmen would dare brave this most dangerous of places.
The adventurers look to be at least capable, as their levels are between 7 and 9. The lycan is Threat Level 14, but they have him surrounded. The quartet consists of three women and a man, an unexpected composition for an adventuring group. Alastor uses his Insight to analyze their skills and abilities. On the female side of the team, they consist of a barely clothed, but capable warrior, a paladin, and one who must be a sorceress, judging by the staff she carries and the robes she wears. The only male member of the team is a necromancer. Wait, that unarmored woman doesn’t seem exactly human, his Neural Control Interface suggests.
A popup notification appears in his NCI: Side Quest: Help the foolish adventurers.
“Hooo,” Enyo exclaims pointing to the man. “He’s a necromancer, a very rare class, you know.”
A thought passes through Alastor’s mind, and he expresses it out loud, “Does that mean he has the ability to bring back the dead?”
He had heard from legend that necromancers had the ability to bring back the dead, but also absorb the life of living beings. Alastor’s thoughts go back to the day he saw Atalante and Alexander being murdered by the Mercenary King, Haashim el-Yashin. Could this man help him?
Enyo crushes his short-lived dreams. “Probably not. Most necromancers can only animate the dead.  Strictly speaking, only a few of the highest-level cleric-necromancers who ever existed had the ability to bring back the dead.”
Alastor wants to be sure though. “What about him, do you think that one is capable of bringing back the dead?”
“Certainly not,” she states flatly again. “He is but a low-level spell caster. He can probably animate a few dead to assist him or absorb life energy from his victims, but that’s as much as he’s likely capable of.”
Alastor hides his disappointment and pays more attention to the fight before them, observing that the lycan has escaped from being encircled and has attacked them back. He is now attacking one of the women, the scantily clad warrior.
It’s time to take action. “Okay, let’s help them,” he decides as he prepares his two-hander.
Enyo prepares herself. “With pleasure,” she replies and instantly charges the creature.
Side Quest: Help the foolish adventurers accepted!
The red headed warrior woman is cornered and the other adventurers are trying to help her by drawing away the attention of the creature snapping at her, while she defends with her blade. It is clear from the lycan’s HP bar that it is on its last legs. The adventurers have the upper hand, but the lycan could still take the one it is focusing on to the grave, if he gets in a solid bite of her nubile flesh.
Enyo reaches it first and slashes a surgical cut at the lycan’s neck, decapitating it. The young woman she saved still seems to be in a bit of shock, and the rest of her team turns to Alastor and Enyo ready to face off against a new threat.
Side Quest: Help the foolish adventurers completed!
It takes a moment for Alastor to think about who is the one who sends him the quests. He thinks I’m the one. Very perceptive of him.
“Identify yourselves,” the woman in heavy white and red armor, the paladin, according to his Neural Control Interface, commands them as she takes a defensive stance with sword and shield.
“I present you Lord Alastor, Demon Lord of Lycia,” Enyo bows, one hand gesturing to him.
“A demon!” The adventurers exclaim in unison and immediately attempt to form a circle around them.
The warrior woman who had been cornered is up and quickly helping her fellows surround him and Enyo.
The sorceress points out Alastor’s demonic characteristics. “He has two horns on his forehead, and I sense powerful magic coming from him.” She too adopts a confident defensive stance, her ornate robe over light embroidered tunic rippling in the wind. She readies her staff, its orb end pointed in his direction.
Oh no, they are going to attack us. Enyo will surely have their heads for this, Alastor fears.
Enyo instead scolds the female warrior she just saved. “I thought all Amazons vanished a long time ago, it’s a surprise to see one alive. It would be a shame to waste your life in a futile brawl.”
The woman lowers her blade then stammers out her response. “How- how do you know I’m an Amazon?” She wonders.
“All of our Lady’s subjects have the same identification aura. I ask you again, how did you survive? Depending on your answer, I’ll decide if you deserve to live or die,” Enyo offers in a matter of fact threat that Alastor is well aware now she easily can make good on.
It’s time for Alastor to intervene and put an end to his summon’s threats. “Enyo, that’s enough, can’t you see she’s recovering from that lycan attack? Give her some time to catch her breath at the very least.” He orders her.
Enyo obeys immediately. “I will do as you command, my Lord,” then steps back and lowers her own giant blade.
The two parties remain quiet for a moment, but the tension between them remains high. Eventually, the redhead female warrior in question throws back her long ponytail and addresses Enyo’s question. “I’m Sinope, and yes, I am an Amazon. I’d like to give you my humble thanks for rescuing me. I woke just recently from a very long sleep. I had been in a healing pod for hundreds of years. When I woke, I found the city in ruins and occupied by these monsters, so I found my way to the nearest city and made to gather a team of adventurers to help me kill the Lycan leader, Lycaon.”
Alastor looks at Enyo to find that she seems quite pleased with the answer. Sinope, the redhead Amazon warrior, sheaths her sword, and gradually the rest of her team does the same with their own weapons. His gaze remains fixed on her. Sinope’s clothing leaves little to the imagination, and he cannot ignore her ample chest, well-defined rear, and muscular legs. Understanding now that he and Enyo aren’t a threat, the Amazon decides to introduce each member of her team, starting with its lone male member.
“I’d like to introduce you our leader and necromancer, Elpenor,” the spell caster offers a short bow and nods. He wears black armor, has white hair, and bears a short, black sickle as his primary weapon.
“Next, we have Aella, she’s our paladin,” the paladin offers a short bow as well. She wears shining and ornate plate armor and bears a long sword and a shield with a red cross emblazoned across it. Based on her armaments and tactics, Alastor figures she is probably the chief defender of the party.
“Finally, Circe is our sorceress.” This woman has long, dark hair. Her light tunic only covers a little more of her skin than the Amazon’s clothing does, although she does wear slit robes as well, which mostly act to tease her tanned flesh. The ensemble is nearly as sexy as Sinope’s, even if it doesn’t show as much skin and she is not quite as buxom as the Amazon.
Appearing to be around his own age, none of the adventurers seem more than perhaps twenty years old, leaving Alastor impressed at the levels they’ve achieved, yet he is still surprised they would be so rash as to attempt infiltrating this accursed city on such a mission. He doubts whatever spells the necromancer or the sorceress have are as powerful as his Time Stop, or the women warrior having a fraction of his prowess in combat.
It’s time for Alastor to introduce himself and his summon. “I am Alastor, and my companion is Enyo. A pleasure to meet you. May I ask something of your leader?” He tries.
Elpenor nods at him. “How can I help?” He asks in all seriousness.
“In my experience, I’ve only seen emissaries and apostles of Elysium have the ability to cast spells. I’ve heard in the past that a small number of people can perform magic, but this is the first time I’ve met any who weren’t of the Faith of Elysium.”
As Alastor poses his question, he notices that Enyo tenses.
“Indeed, most people in Anatolia think that magic can only be performed by the Emissaries or Apostles of Elysium, but in Illyria, where we come from, even common folk are privy to such arts. If you noticed, both mine and Circe’s weapons bear an orb. This acts as a gateway to magic. Without it, we would be unable to cast any spells,” the necromancer explains and the sorceress nods.
Enyo relaxes and nods to Alastor. This action appears to mean that she has detected they speak the truth.
The necromancer seems intrigued by the duo. “I’d like to make a question on behalf of my team,” he pauses for a moment. “Why did your partner call you Demon Lord of Lycia? Isn't Alastor the name of a prince that died just recently in a raid against the Nixies of Arcadia?”
Alastor bites his lips unconsciously, and Elpenor clearly notices.
What should I tell them? He worries. Enyo shouldn’t address me as the Demon Lord of Lycia. Demons are despised by humans everywhere.
Enyo, as if she is reading his thoughts, replies firmly. “It’s a nickname me and some friends gave him because of his tenacious nature in killing his opponents. He fights like a demon… and the name Alastor is very common where we come from.”
Ηe thanks her, whispering, “Good girl, very intelligent answer.”
Elpenor’s expression changes to one of acceptance as his suspicion fades. “You are indeed very capable warriors. Alastor, if your partner can kill a lycan with a single slash, I can’t imagine how powerful you are,” the young necromancer says with admiration.
“Well, it’s not that I’m much stronger than Enyo,” Alastor scoffs. “She exaggerates as always.”
The Amazon interjects, “I hope she doesn’t. The more swords help we have, the better it will be for our cause.”
Enyo interrupts them. “Hey, wait a minute. Who said we’ll help you?”
“Well, people who decide to venture inside the Amazon city, from what I have heard, don’t do it for a lark,” the redhead reasons. “You’re here because you want to kill Lycaon, the lycan lord, are you not?”
Enyo crosses her arms over her chest. “We don’t need your help. At the level you are all at right now, you’ll be a hindrance for us anyway.”
The paladin rebukes as she menacingly drops her hand to the hilt of her sword. “Perhaps I should talk some sense into you.”
Enyo smirks at her, “Anytime, anywhere, missy…” and takes a stance now that demonstrates she is preparing for battle.
“Enough!” Both Elpenor and Alastor shout at them.
Enyo and Aella stop arguing and turn their back on each other. Aella crosses her arms over her breastplate, mirroring the demoness’ stance.
Elpenor decides to break the awkwardness the girls created. “I suggest we share what we know about Lycaon and the location of his den. This way we can help each other.”
Alastor agrees and shares what he knows. “We don’t know their exact location, but the most logical explanation would be that he has his den somewhere down in the catacombs beneath the city,” he concludes.
“That’s something we also considered, Sir Alastor,” Sinope says. “May I suggest a temporary partnership that’ll benefit all of us? If we attack them as one, we’ll have a greater chance of success. It’s clear that you have more experience and that you and your companion are stronger than we are. But I’m an Amazon warrior, and if we find a functional golem, it’ll make a huge difference in our battle against the lycans. Our plan was to scout the area for a golem, activate it, then demolish the city along with the lycan scourge and their leader.”
Enyo turns to listen to Sinope’s plan with a serious look on her face. “That’s a plan that might benefit us indeed, even the lowest class of golem installed beneath this city would be capable of such destruction,” she tells Alastor, then turns to the Amazon. “You still remember where the golems are located?”
“Yes, we’ve been in the city for some time now and we scouted the first potential base. Unfortunately, we didn’t find any functional there.”
“Are you sure that a functional golem actually exists somewhere in the city?” Enyo demands to know in all seriousness.
“Yes, Lady Enyo,” she replies. “In the catacombs we hid some golems as reserves during the Great War. It’s highly possible that some of them are still fully operational. Also, I don’t want to be overoptimistic, but there’s a slight chance a Titan Dragon exists down there as well.”
Enyo pauses for a moment, taps her lips with one slender finger. “Only an Amazon princess or queen can access a Titan Dragon’s control system,” she points out.
“I’m sorry, Lady Enyo, that I didn’t mention this earlier, but I am an Amazon princess,” Sinope says proudly. “I’ve never had the chance to pilot a Titan Dragon though, as only a few were made, and many of them were destroyed in the Great War. One of them, however, is certainly hidden somewhere beneath our feet. I know it,” she verifies with definite certainty.
The rest of the adventurers seem at a loss and don’t understand what’s happening exactly. They glance to each other and at Alastor, not understanding what Sinope and Enyo are talking about in the least.
“Master, my suggestion would be to assist them in their quest to find the golem, or the Titan Dragon, even better,” Enyo advises. “Then proceed to annihilate the lycan den along with the city. It’s a risk worth taking. And will be easily accomplished once we secure one.”
Alastor nods to Enyo. “Let’s head to the catacombs then!”




Chapter 20

The combined group, now numbering six, have decided to venture into the catacombs. According to Sinope, the great technology of the Amazons awaits them down there. This likely is going to be a battle of wits as well as muscle, and Alastor cannot afford to back down. He, just like the others, are pieces on a board game that I have reset with my opponent. Sinope and Enyo will prove great allies in his quest to succeed, should fate gaze kindly on them. Reawakening the Amazon was a wise act; I must remember to thank Ajax once I have been fully restored.
“The den entrance will probably be full of lycans. Alastor and Enyo will act as the advance guard. Don’t try to be heroes. You saw that a single lycan nearly killed one of us,” the necromancer Elpenor points out to Sinope, Aella, and Circe.
The girls nod in unison.
Something troubles paladin Aella. “I can’t stop wondering how they got their supernatural, almost god-like powers,” she says, still a little worried about their new allies. “If Alastor is anything like his companion.”
The sorceress Circe agrees, “I'd like to know as well.”
Her own powers were due to her being trained alone her entire life on a deserted island under the cruel hand of the sorcerer with whom she only barely escaped with her life just two years before encountering Elpenor and joining him and Aella in their quests.
Alastor remains silent as he and Enyo lead them into the dark. She would probably be best to provide them what answers they need to hear. He has never been great at answering tricky questions. He has always been the type of man who needed time to think in order to offer clever replies. The fact that Enyo has gained such a major role annoys him a little, though. He is glad that she is on his side, but he wants to increase his Threat Level even more and, why not, even surpass Ajax the Great. That will make things more interesting if he does. We will see.
Alastor tries to quell the concerns. “We need not to explain everything to you. Just accept we simply decided to take part in this joint venture. Care to explain why you decided to help Sinope?”
Elpenor shrugs his shoulders. “Well, we are adventurers. Undertaking quests and killing monsters is what we do.”
On the way, while directed by the Amazon who knows where the entrance lies, Alastor asks more about the three adventurers, how they came to join together. Aella, Elpenor and Circe had travelled, he discovers, from the West to Anatolia from far off Illyria on the impetus of Elpenor, who, as a necromancer, is best suited to lead them in battle against the monsters that trouble these lands.
“I had been a guardian of the Mines of Lanadess,” the Paladin confesses. “And had been trained well, but was persuaded, after meeting Elpenor, that there were greater evils in the world to fight than what might rise from those dark pits, and so I joined him.
Circe has a similar tale. “I was drawn to him once leaving my master’s island,” she admits. “I could see he had a great destiny before him and had spent much of my life sequestered with the lore of magic until I could be alone no more. I longed to see the world and experience adventures of which I had only dreamed of, and my path lead me to him.”
Interesting that both women seem to find the Necromancer alluring in such a way, Alastor thinks. The man clearly has some magical talent but is not what he would call imposing. Perhaps there is more to him than he suspects.
“And so, you came to Anatolia?” He asks, noting that Enyo still looks upon them with some suspicion and a little down her nose. It is true they are quite weak compared to himself and his summoned demoness, although they would have been more than a match for him before he had found his own destiny.
“Not all of us,” Elpenor tells him. “I was born in Anatolia, but after certain events, I moved to Illyria and came back, as there is no other land we know of so full with monsters as Anatolia.”
The prince could not argue with that, although not all the monsters were of the inhuman variety.
Aella approaches Alastor. “What monsters have you fought, Lord Alastor?” She asks him.
To be honest, he had not truly fought anything compared to what he would be facing here. “Of late, I cleared the Dead Bog of threats,” he tells them. “Some goblin champions as well, but I fight whatever monsters I encounter as well.”
“The Dead Bog,” Elpenor nods, and thus causing his companions to nod as well. “That place does own an evil reputation. Good work then, my Lord.”
Enyo points out their excellence in battle. “And as we easily handled the lycans here, you will see more of my master’s great prowess in the battles to come.”
Aella nods. “I am looking forward to that. I aim to prove my mettle as well against these beasts, given the chance, as the cause is a worthy one. They are beasts which must be removed, for the good of all,” she says, then turns her head in the direction of Circe.
The beautiful sorceress takes this as a sign to continue. “It is good that we all are free to choose our destinies. I was taught that was not allowed, but in my travels since leaving the island of my former master, I have seen a whole world that has beckoned.”
Enyo’s suspicion rises even more. “You abandoned your master?”
The sorceress is quick to answer. “I had little choice in the matter. He had died.”
“And how did you three and Sinope meet each other?” Alastor wonders, glancing over the curves of the redheaded warrior woman once again in admiration.
Circe looks Alastor and plays with her hair. “We were in Tlos seeking out our next quest, when I had a dream of a figure very much like her. That very day we encountered Sinope, who was searching for help in returning to these ruins.”
Elpenor continues the story. “We were hesitant initially, that is true, as Sinope appeared to be mad at first, but she is a very genuine and true warrior, and eventually we agreed to aid her in seeking out this golem to fight such evils this world faces. The only thing that we have found so far here, though, are ruins and the enemy. We were going to retreat from this place but were ambushed by lycans. We managed to kill a pair of them, but the last one caught us off guard. If it weren’t for you, we might have lost more than we bargained for.”
Aella bites her nail and adjusts her helm. “We could have managed,” she hisses back at him.
“The situation was under control,” Circe agrees. “I was about to blast it.”
Enyo drags her feet intentionally. “You will only be a hindrance. Just make sure you stay out of my way.”
She seems preoccupied, moody, and does not lose the tiniest chance to exhibit flashes of temper. What is up with her? Alastor wonders.
Suddenly, Sinope’s expression changes and becomes curt. “Here we are,” she tells them.
Immediately, all of Elpenor’s team ducks and hides, and with good reason. Alastor and Enyo join them in the shadows.
Alastor inspects silently his opponents. “There are five lycans at the entrance to the tunnels,” he states unworried.
Circe has a proposal. “I could put some of them to sleep.”
Suddenly, the lycans become restless. They sniff the air as their ears straighten.
“The wind changed direction. We've been sniffed out,” Aella concludes as one of the lycans howls.
More lycans come outside the entrance, and then they see a warg coming out. It has dark fur and a square jaw. The beast is huge and is Threat Level 21 and has HP 84.
Enyo licks her lips from anticipation. “Twelve lycans and a warg. Not bad for starters... Master, wait here, I’ll handle this myself. There’s no need to intervene with small fry, unless I call for your help. Down here, the wisps are high enough to allow me to cast Stop Time.”
“What? Only a handful of high-level sorcerers have been able to cast such a spell, ever,” Circe exclaims. At least, that is what her master’s tomes state.
Enyo charges at the lycans without returning a reply. She considers the adventurers beneath her contempt, Alastor is starting to realize. Such snobbishness might become a problem, so he decides to speak to her about it when they have a chance.
The beasts look surprised for a moment, but as the warg snarls and rages, they follow suite as if becoming suddenly aware of a hateful enemy. Then they come back to their senses and charge at their fresh prey. The first Lycan attacks with his claws, but Enyo avoids him with fluid grace, then rushes at him with lethal intent and claims his head with a single slash. She flows around them like water, striking with kicks, slashes, thrusts, and punches. The adventurers’ stare is full of amazement, their mouths wide open. Enyo’s fight is savage, but it looks more like a dance than a death match, even if the result is absolute and horrific carnage. The lycans are now learning what true fear feels like.
Frantic cries of the dead and wounded lycans send chills up to the warg’s spine, which nonetheless, decides to attack with his left claw. Enyo blocks it and strikes back with her two-handed sword. The vertical strike slices the warg’s left paw in two, up to the elbow. The beast backs down with a high-pitched howl. Not intending to let the beast catch its breath, Enyo swings her enormous sword, slicing through its neck, severing its head to join the others on the floor of the tunnel.
The warg falls dead on the dirty ground, Enyo wipes her blade clean, then slips the sword back to her sheath. The four remaining lycans do not have the courage to face her. They howl, cry, and finally turn tail seeking the safety of the catacombs. They will wait for their comrades to gather to ambush these infiltrators, hopefully aided with much larger numbers, of course. Creatures of Hades are cowardly in that manner, not at brave and devoted like my demons, like Enyo. However, they do have the advantage of vast numbers. Success is not at all certain for the heroes.
Alastor reaches her side and the rest of the team follows behind. “That was incredible. You don’t cease to amaze me!” He exclaims full of pride.
“It’s an honor to be of service, master Alastor,” Enyo offers with a bow and a wink. “Unfortunately, some of them managed to escape. I promise you, that won’t happen a second time.”
Elpenor commends her on her skill. “The lycans are no match for your skills, Miss Enyo,” he says, looking at her with admiration.
“OK, let's head to the catacombs quickly. They know we’re here, so there’s no point in trying to sneak around,” Alastor orders the party.
Enyo nods her assent. “You are correct master; we should make haste.”
The team heads into catacombs, the place where the Amazons buried their dead in the distant past and stretch into the seemingly endless and dark labyrinth. The tunnels have been abandoned for hundreds of years and has long since become a lycan den. The once beautiful brick walls are now coated with mud and filth, hiding its beautiful murals. No sane person would dare to venture down here, but Alastor is equipped with skills and weapons that no ordinary human being has, and a most deadly companion. He will go in there and do the bidding of the Dark Lady or die. Everything he desires depends of the success of this quest.
Alastor seems embarrassed for some reason but decides to ask in the end. “Sinope, I’m sorry to ask, but can you give me more details about the golem you mentioned? The others seem to understand, but it’s the first time I’ve heard of something like that.”
Sinope nods to him. “In the past, we Amazons were the pilots of the heavy infantry of the Majesty’s army. The golems are basically mechanical vehicles, used for front-line combat. As heavy fighting machines, they have strong armor, massive firepower. Some of them are better used for offense, while others are better suited for defense.”
“How many existed?”
“Well, before the Great War, we constructed thousands of them. Now, I think only a handful of them are likely still operational, but some would be a big threat, even to Hades himself.”
“Wow, you mean they can even travel to space?”
“Not really, such a feat could only be achieved by the Titan Dragons, the most destructive machines that we ever created. These weapons are capable of containing even the most powerful of enemies, and of great destruction, to the point of destroying an entire planet.”
The prince is left to wonder. “How did you lose the war when you had such powerful weapons?”
“Hades Faction were formidable then, and they might be even greater now. I don’t know the exact details of how we lost the Great War because all communications were lost before it ended, but rumors have it that we were betrayed by the Unaged Chronos, a demon general,” she whispers to him, having picked up that it would be best not to have others hear such talk of demons.
Is she a demon of some kind, like him perhaps? Alastor wonders. He decides he will ask her or Enyo, but later.
Alastor continues with his voice lowered. “Why do you want a golem to fight with? I mean, the war was lost so many centuries ago. Isn’t Hades Faction much stronger, as you say? If you couldn’t win the war then, what makes you think you have a chance now?”
“That’s a strange question coming from you, one who serves our Lady, although not entirely belonging to the Demon Faction,” she tells him. So, she does know what he is. “We are subjects to our majesty’s service. As soldiers we do not doubt, we do not decide, and we do not despair. We simply obey the orders of our beloved mistress until we breathe our last. And our orders are to fight.”
Definitely a loyal subject. Should I tell her about my mission for the Dark Lady Alastor ponders.
Again, he decides to keep his mouth shut for the time being.
Sinope continues her story. “The thing is, we cannot fight Hades Forces directly, and they can’t either. For example, I’m not allowed to kill Lycaon directly, the Oath forbids it, and both sides are bound by the accord. I’m glad that I met you, because you don’t appear to be bound by the treaty. This means that we can get rid of the lycan scourge once and for all.”
Alastor nods and continues with his questions. “I’ve heard from stories that Amazons were only warrior women. How did you reproduce? I mean, didn’t you have any men in your ranks?” He asks.
“Well, no... All of us come from the same clone. You can say that we are all sisters, but some of us are higher in the hierarchy,” Sinope tells him. “For instance, I’m from the higher caste as a princess. You can say that this is the equivalent to a general in military terms.”
Alastor considers for a moment what he’s learned so far. “Hmm. Then you could say Amazon City is like a beehive. All bees are identical sisters, but even then, the queen produces the rest of them. Is this right?”
Sinope nods. “Almost, the Amazon City was a reproduction factory for Amazons and golems. You might have noticed already, but there are several layers across the city, like a hive. One of the higher layers was the reproduction factory. There were thousands of artificial wombs that gave birth to the Amazon warriors. Unfortunately, the reproduction factory was destroyed by the lycans long ago. I’ve already been there,” she gives him a sad grimace.
He dares to ask, “How does it feel to be the last of your kind?”
“Initially I felt lonely, but now I feel somewhat unique...” the Amazon princess tells him.
“Are there other Amazon cities?”
“Yes, there were five cities in total.”
“Do you know the locations of the others? Have you ever been there?”
“I don’t know their exact coordinates, but I know where they are approximately. I’ve never been to another Amazon city. It’s forbidden, and as with other beehives, we could get killed if we intruded another Amazon base. I hope that others have survived. They could be of great help in the coming war,” she points out.
“Do you think there is going to be another war between Hades Faction and demons?” Alastor asks. “Will you try and start one with the golem, even with the Oath still in effect?”
“If I can? What else can we do? I don’t think we’ll ever stop hostilities, unless either side disappears from existence.”
The curving tunnel becomes straighter and wider. They reach a point where three different paths fork away.
Elpenor looks at his team members and asks, “Which one should we take?”
Aella is the first to answer. “Normally, I would suggest we split up, but if we’re ambushed, it will be hard to disengage, and those wolfen are too strong. Sinope, do you have any idea where we should head?” She asks.
Sinope looks troubled as she inspects the paths, then a curious and inexplicable easiness forms on her face. “If I remember correctly, we should take the right fork. I’ve never been to the golem hangars myself, but I know that’s where we kept the reserves. I also sense a powerful force emitting from that direction. It must be a Titan Dragon, as I have suspected. No others feel like that.”
Elpenor approaches the right fork and scratches the back of his head. “OK, then it’s decided, I guess. Miss Enyo, I propose you continue acting as the vanguard. Sir Alastor, perhaps you should act as our rearguard,” he suggests.
Enyo crosses her arms. “I don’t take orders from you, mortal,” then looks at Alastor with narrowed eyes for support.
Alastor sighs and massages his temples for a second. “Let’s take the advice of Elpenor. If strong opponents appear, we’ll be the most suitable to hold them off. The rest of you act as backup and reinforce the front or the back, depending on the case. We need to make sure that Sinope is protected at all costs.”
Elpenor gestures a thumbs-up. “And we’ll do our best as well, Alastor. I hope you can count on us!”
The team proceeds, and the tunnel narrows. Soon no more than two can walk beside each other. As the necromancer suggested, Alastor acts as the rearguard, while Enyo is the vanguard. The tunnel becomes darker and it is almost impossible to see. Alastor’s eyes easily adjust, and he can observe even the tiniest detail, guessing Enyo is able to see as easily as he, from her lack of comment. Dark Vision came in handy after all.
It doesn’t take long for Aella to start complaining. “It’s so dark. I can hardly see.”
In an instant, the orb at the end of Circe’s staff begins glowing, making their path visible again. “Here we are!” She tells them.
This is Light, an Evocation Cantrip, Alastor’s NCI informs him. He is able to perform tricks like these as well.
Aella seems more comfortable now. “Much better,” she says.
A fever of enthusiasm floods Enyo. She snaps her fingers to warn the rest of the party. “They are coming. Prepare yourselves.”
Elpenor jerks his head and murmurs in agitation, “I don’t see anything ahead. Are you sure, Lady Enyo?”
Enyo nods her head up and down. “My Dark Vision is sharper than yours, necromancer. I said prepare yourselves, a whole pack is coming for us,” she says as she draws her black, two-handed sword.
The adventurers can finally hear lycans growling ahead and behind. It is clear to Enyo’s superior vision that these creatures do not exactly resemble the common lycans they fought earlier. In Circe’s lighted staff, the furs of these are white, thicker, and their lips are blue. With growls and barks they communicate rapidly, apprising the others who approach from the rear of the tunnel, cutting off all means of escape.
Elpenor is quick to act and gives commands to his women adventurers. “Steady ladies. Stay together and let Miss Enyo and Sir Alastor do their work. Aella, use your shield to block their path from the rear. If we are foolish enough to break our formation and any of us attempts to escape, the pack will rip us apart in an instant.”
Deadpan Enyo takes a sharp breath. “Master Alastor, the ones at the front are definitely Great Lycans. Do you see any lycan with white, thick fur at the back? You should be extremely careful of them; their Threat Level is 22 and HP 88.”
The prevailing sentiment of uneasy discontent that Alastor felt for a moment fades away. “I don’t see any white lycans heading our way. Will you be able to handle them?” He asks but knows the answer too well.
A quick flame leaps in the demoness’ eyes. “With joy,” she exclaims as she buries her sword in the chest of her first Great Lycan, decreasing his HP by 36. A devilish smirk carves its way across her face as the white fur turns red. She has ever been a worthy child.




Chapter 21

Alastor charges the pack of lycans and Aella stands guard beside him, blocking the monsters’ path with her shield. If even one of them passes through and is able to kill Sinope, the mission to recover a golem or a Titan Dragon will be screwed. Alastor takes out several lycans, but three of them manage to overwhelm him.
There are so many of them; it is impossible for him to handle them all. His hardened skin along with his leather armor makes it almost impossible for any of the pack to bite or graze him deeply. Elpenor joins Aella and comes to his help immediately, fending off the pack. This aid is enough for Alastor to get up again and continue the battle. His HP bar shows 275/305.
Enyo is doing very well. She defends and attacks multiple lycans at once, slashing her great sword surgically. Each swing is powerful, accurate and deadly. Two great lycans attempt to attack from her flanks. The first great lycan jumps at her, but she catches him midair and breaks its neck like it’s nothing. Suddenly, the second one charges at her and snaps his fangs at her head. She avoids the bite by a hair’s breadth, then beheads it. The spray of warm blood paints the bricks of the tunnel.
Alastor activates his Spell Control Menu, but then decides that the space is too narrow, which makes it almost impossible to make use of any powerful magic attacks. He and his party must overwhelm the lycans with brute force. Three new lycans attack him, but this time he does not fall back, does not give even an inch. He charges at them and thrusts the sword’s tip through the first lycan’s heart and leaves it buried there. Then, he grabs the second lycan by its mouth and pulls it apart, ripping it in two. Red-dark matter splashes all over tunnel from floor to ceiling.
Aella shouts from his side, “We can do this!” She shouts, as she blocks the third lycan with her shield.
Elpenor casts Animate Dead, a 3rd level necromancy spell that creates undead servants provided there are corpses nearby. He glares at the dead lycans. “It’s time we finish this!” He yells at them.
Alastor watches the dead lycans rise and start attacking their own pack. Dead and living now battle, tear out each other’s throats with their claws and jaws. More blood sprays the brick walls and the few remaining lycans howl wolfen cries, as Alastor, Enyo, and the dead overtake them.
Alastor sighs as he pulls his sword from the last dead lycan and slides it back to his sheath. “That was a lifesaving spell Elpenor. I’m glad you are on our side,” he commends his new comrade.
Aella smiles and leans her head back. “Our leader is extremely powerful and helpful. He will become a great necromancer one day!”
As the party comes out from the tunnel, Enyo glowers at the paladin. “Pfff, Lord Alastor and I could have easily handled the pack alone. It’s just that we had to protect you lot as well...”
Aella is about to blurt out an insulting retort, but Elpenor stops her with a gesture. “We are grateful for your assistance and protection, Lady Enyo,” he says, gratitude in his voice. “Without you, it would be impossible to kill even a single great lycan. You and Sir Alastor are like a small army, ready to assist us.”
Alastor’s darting eyes inspect the place. “How long will your corpses remain animated?”
The necromancer runs his hand through his hair and pauses for a few moments, thinking. “I’m confident that they could stay up for the next twenty-four hours. With your permission, however, I would suggest I send them at the front to scout what’s ahead. If they encounter any traps or lycans, I’ll know it.”
With a quick head nodding, Alastor tells him, “Please do so!”
Elpenor whispers some words. Immediately, the dead lycans advance to the front and march off into the catacombs ahead, disappearing into the dark. Only the sound of their crawling breaks the deathly silence. The party decides to advance as well but keeps some distance behind the dead lycans. Their formation goes back to Enyo in the front and Alastor in the rear.
Alastor breaks the silence. “Elpenor, where did you learn these spells? How did you become a necromancer? I thought that necromancers were only legends. At least other than Sarpedon, the Undead King of Lycaonia.”
Elpenor tightens his lips and his body slows with hesitation momentarily. “I was originally from the Kingdom of Lycaonia. When I was a child, the Undead King raided my hometown, killed my friends and family, and made them his undead servants. I was lucky to escape. To cut things short, eventually a merchant adopted me and brought me back to his home in Illyria. There, I entered the magic academy, sought out and learned the dark arts of necromancy. I plan to defeat the Undead King, take his place and put an end to the undead scourge.”
In a deprecating tone of apology, Alastor tells him, “I’m so sorry. I didn’t know that you were from Lycaonia. Lycia is also plagued by the lycans, Caria by the vampires, and the kingdom of Lycaonia suffers the undead scourge. Only a handful of towns and villages remain there now. Of the three plagues, the undead scourge is by far the worst. The legend has it that the Undead King doesn’t expand his territory to Lycia, because this land belongs to Lycaon, the lycan leader.”
A faintly quizzical look comes into Elpenor’s incisive stare. “I think I’ve heard that tale too. I don’t know if the legends are true, however, nothing else could stop the restless undead from invading this land. Lycaonia has the size of Lycia and Caria combined, nonetheless, he doesn’t invade, so there must be an agreement between the three great monsters. I guess that this might change if you kill the lycan king.”
Alastor forces a faint quivering smile. “I haven’t thought of that,” he eventually admits. “I hope that our actions here will end the misfortune of our people. When I vowed to take this mission, I promised a certain someone that I would kill Lycaon, Lamia, and Sarpedon. I hope I’ll be able to make good on my vow and that it doesn’t result in either of our peoples suffering more than they already have.”
Elpenor freezes for a moment and stares at the demon mage with wide eyes and eyebrows raised. “Sir Alastor, you and lady Enyo are the most powerful warriors I’ve met in my life. I’m sure that you together can defeat anyone, even the Undead King of Lycaonia and free my people. Now that I know that your target is the Undead King, I’d like you to enlist me to your crusade as well. With you by our side, I’m sure we’ll actually have a true chance to destroy the filthy bastard once and for all.”
Sinope snaps her fingers. “There’s light at the end of the tunnel. We’re near, I can sense it,” Sinope says, then wrinkles her nose. “And smell it!”
The temperature increases and the darkness brightens from black to dim as they enter an enormous underground chamber. This hall is huge, and on walls, remnants of ancient devices fill the place. Many screens, electronic meters, and machinery still blink and flicker according to their own will somehow, still active after all these centuries. The floor is strewn with litter and lycan feces, making the atmosphere suffocating. At the center of the chamber, a head of gargantuan proportions stands there dormant. It appears more lizard-like in shape. It must be the Titan Dragon Sinope spoke about earlier.
Alastor raises his head and exclaims, “Wow, just the head is the size of a seven-story building. Where’s the rest of its body? Are you sure that it’s functional?”
The Amazon quickly briefs them. “It is beneath this platform. We have to activate it as fast as possible, then level the city along with the lycans. I have changed my mind. There are too many of them to allow to survive.”
Alastor has to agree at this point.
Involuntarily, Sinope sighs. “I suggest we split up and inspect the chamber for any threats.”
“Leave that to me,” Elpenor volunteers his undead. In a matter of minutes, his minions have scoured the whole place and now he knows what his servants know. “There are several tunnels around the chamber.” He tells them, then looks at Alastor. “With your permission, Sir Alastor, I would like to send my undead in those tunnels to inspect for potential lycan activity. Mindless as they are, however, they might lure a pack of lycans here.”
Alastor looks at Enyo’s approval.
The demoness rests her left hand on her hip and touches her chin with the right. “The lycans know we’re here,” she reminds them. “It would be beneficial to know if there are more lycans lurking in nearby tunnels.”
Elpenor quickly nods agreeably. “I will dispatch them at once, Lady Enyo,” and with a gesture of his hand, the undead disperse to all directions.
Enyo looks at Sinope. “Did you find the entrance to the head? We have to board the Titan Dragon immediately. I can sense the lycan presence everywhere around us,” she warns with a wary face.
Sinope blinks owlishly. “That's what I’m searching for. Oh, there it is,” she points with her finger at what looks like a big sealed hatch several stories above them.
Circe, the sorceress cocks a brow in surprise. “How do we get up there?”
Elpenor remembers something that could help them. “My undead found something earlier that looks like a ladder at the back of the head. Let’s head around there and check it out.”
The party moves to the back of the head and finds the ladder. It is enormous by human standards, tall enough to reach the hatch, but it must weigh tons.
Aella smacks a palm into her forehead. “How are we supposed to move this thing?” she wonders shocked.
Suddenly, Elpenor’s face stiffens. “I have some good news and some bad news,” he warns the team.
Enyo grabs the hilt of the sword tightly. “Start with the bad news.”
The necromancer clears his throat. “Almost simultaneously, I’ve lost contact with five of my undead. Each of them has been overwhelmed by a lycan pack.”
“And the good news?” She demands to know impatiently.
“One of my undead discovered, a few moments before being destroyed, another chamber that appears to be the sanctum of Lycaon, the king of the lycans.”
Enyo’s eyes widen, then narrow. “How much time do we have?”
“A couple of minutes at most, Lady Enyo.”
Circe interrupts them, fear in her voice. “What can we do? Damn, I wish I could use a Fly spell!”
Enyo’s head tilts back with a yell. “Silence! I’ll push this ladder where we need it, using my Berserk skill. The downside is that it will take a huge toll on my body. My Threat Level will decrease by almost thirty percent; my skills, attributes and HP as well.”
Alastor licks his lips. “I’ll stand guard and kill any lycan that tries to approach you,” he points out.
She shakes her head. “I think a unique opportunity has arisen, master. I would suggest that you venture inside the chamber where the lycan leader resides and take his head. We’ll act as a distraction for the lycan packs. Necromancer Elpenor, did you encounter any other lycans inside Lycaon’s chamber?”
“No, I sensed only one entity there, a powerful one. I must warn you however, that I don’t see or sense exactly what my minions see or hear. It’s more like a transmission of feelings and emotions. I’m almost certain that it was Lycaon, though. No other lycan could be so powerful.”
A chill runs down Alastor’s spine. “Enyo, wouldn’t it be wiser to move the ladder, then venture together inside Lycaon’s chamber and kill him?”
The demoness speaks with sweet severity. “I beg your forgiveness master, but the Oath forbids me to interact in any direct way with a true Elysium Power. You must head there alone and kill Lycaon on your own. If the adventurers were stronger, I would suggest they accompany you, but they are pathetic and would only hinder you,” she adds with a sigh.
Alastor crosses his arms. “I…. I understand...” he stammers.
He has no other choice, nor a reason to hesitate. He has received more help than he could have ever hoped for to reach this point. Without Enyo and the rest of the adventurers, he would never have managed to face Lycaon nearly unscathed. He has a few bruises and cuts from the lycans, but nonetheless, he’s in top shape for such a battle.
“Master,” Enyo says as she stares at him. She approaches and gives him a steep kiss with passion. They stare at each other, both in dread and excitement. “I wish you victory, my master,” she winks.
Alastor’s courage is reignited and he is ready for the coming battle. “I will be victorious! Make sure you survive, all of you. We’ll see each other soon.” He turns his back, takes a deep breath and heads in the direction Elpenor points out, where he will find Lycaon. 




Chapter 22

Enyo turns to the amazon princess. “Now, let’s not waste any more time. Sinope, I hope you can operate this thing.” She tells her as she accesses the Special Skill Menu from her Neural Control Interface and activates the Berserk skill. Wisps gather and surge through her body, enhancing her joints and muscles. Power levels spike, flowing through her body, significantly boosting her energy and strength. Her Threat Level is now 127 and HP 637.
She heads to the platform of the huge ladder and starts pushing. The rest of the adventurers join in, but their contribution is minimal. Her muscles scream from the effort, and her joints creak from the pressure. Eventually, the platform with the ladder starts to move, but the wheels screech loudly creating a deafening noise. A pile full of litter gathers at the front of the platform as it edges along, but Enyo and the rest manage to keep pushing until the platform reaches the desired point below the hatch.
Enyo exhales a shuddering breath as the effects of the deactivating Berserk skill hit her. Her Threat Level decreases to 68 and HP 343. Her muscles and joints are numb, and she feels like she is ready to fade out. Then, from the shadows emerges a white lycan. More follow behind him, a huge pack of great and lesser lycans.
She orders the party with her fainted voice. “Make haste, Sinope. Go up there. The rest follow her.”
Elpenor gasps at the growing lycan menace. “What about you, lady Enyo?” he ask her as the lycans form a circle around the platform.
The lycans seem hesitant and probably know that certain death awaits those who will dare to lay a claw on the demoness, but as more and more come out from the tunnels, it’s clear an onslaught is inevitable.
She shouts at him with a voice that makes his bones tremble. “Don’t worry about me. I’ll be fine!”
He nods back and climbs the stairs after the others.
The monstrous horde howls in readiness to attack, but Enyo stands straight and fearless before them. The first Great Lycan makes its move, and the rest follow. Its movements are fast and smooth, and it carries itself like a leader.
Enyo thinks to herself. That’s probably the leader of this pack. If I kill it quickly, I might delay the rest of the horde.
The Great Lycan leader is the first to charge Enyo. She quickly steps forward and drives the black blade of her two-handed sword, into its heart. The lycan makes a sad growl but grabs the blade and tears it out from her hands. The rest of the lycans are momentarily startled and scatter; some of them even drop down to their knees, howling and mourning for their dead leader.
Enyo observes that Sinope and the rest of the adventurers have climbed the stairs and are now standing before the front of the hatch. “Sinope, is this going to take long?”
“I’m still trying to find the biometric hand reader,” the Amazon calls back.
Elpenor is in distress. “Sinope, I hate to pressure you, but there are more than a hundred lycans down there. Even Enyo won’t be able to hold that kind of number for long, I fear.”
“I know, I know!” She apologizes and keeps searching without losing a moment.
New packs arrive from the tunnels making it impossible now to count them. A new Great Lycan takes the role of the leader and unites the packs into one again. This one is smarter and cunning. It barks at the lesser lycans menacingly. They obey and charge Enyo en masse. The demoness tries to fight back, she but is being attacked from all directions now.
Enyo’s HP drops quickly, now at 147 out of 343. Deep thick cuts from bites and claws inch through her armor and her flesh like black leeches. “I can’t even find a starting point to defend,” she realizes, but keeps spreading death with her sword.
Elpenor looks down on the battle. “I have to save her,” he tells his warrior women, but there’s nothing he can do, he’s too weak and he knows it. How can she stop the lycan horde onslaught alone? Despair sweeps through him at the thought that he will lose a team member. The Great Lycans and wargs charge at Enyo and it is clear there is no chance of saving her. Some of the lycans glance up, notice them, and start climbing the ladder.
All is lost, he fears.
Then, Sinope activates the biometric hand reader and the hatch creaks open. “Get inside now!” She yells and shakes her hand.
Aella and Circe clamber inside immediately, but Elpenor is lost in his despair. Sinope grabs him by his collar and drags him back to the hatch. She plants her hand on the biometric hand scanner inside the hatch and it closes, but a lesser lycan catches the edge of the hatch. Fortunately for the four, the momentum of the hatch closing is powerful enough to cut through its paws. The door closes and the team is safe inside the Titan Dragon’s head. Scratching sounds erupt from outside the hatch. They are trying to get in!
Circe takes a deep, sharp breath. “I can’t believe we’re still alive!” She exclaims with her face turned up.
Elpenor laments and shrugs his shoulders. “At what cost? Lady Enyo died alone out there.”
Sinope goes to him and slaps his face hard. “Get a grip of yourself,” she orders him. “What’s done is done. She knew the risks when she came here. We do as well. It’s a miracle we’ve managed to stay alive up to this point, and she was that miracle. We must also hope Sir Alastor will defeat Lycaon.”
Elpenor is still sullen, and guilt clouds his mind. However, Sinope is right. They are very lucky they are still alive. He should find a way to describe to Lord Alastor how heroically Lady Enyo sacrificed herself to protect them. “What now?” he asks the beautiful Amazon princess with his fragmented voice. “We got in here, but how do we operate this thing?” He observes that the control room they have found themselves in has no windows. There are one, two, …, seven seats which are laid out in a semicircle and each seat has a large screen set before it. The seats and the screens are coated in dust, and only dim light from one of the corners light the chamber. He expected the great technology of the Amazons to be magical looking somehow, not this barren room.
Sinope heads to the central seat and sits there. She reaches to press both of her hands on the screen before her. She bites her lower lip as tiny needles prick her thumbs. Before her, dark-red diagrams take shape on the screen.
A female, robotic sounding voice fills the room. “Amazon Princess 00096 acknowledged. Core system initiating in 3, 2, 1… Core system initiated.”
The control room brightens, and all the other screens activate.
“I’ve activated the core system of the Titan Dragon,” Sinope tells the rest. “It will take me a couple of minutes to run diagnostic tests. If everything works as expected, we’ll be able to escape this infested place and have the power to level the whole city along with the lycans.”
Aella steps forwards to look at one of the seats she might sit in. “Do you think that this thing will work after so many centuries?”
Sinope grins at the paladin and rolls her shoulders backwards. “I can’t be sure, but these things were built to last for millennia. Lycan litter isn’t enough to corrode a Titan Dragon. If I am right, this is one of the ‘Planet Crushers’. The arsenal of this dragon might be able to demolish this entire world.”
Aella rubs her eyes and stares at the control room again. “To tell you the truth, we still are a bit skeptical. Up to this point, we didn’t know if you were mad or not. I now think that you were telling the truth. If what you’re saying is true, then the entire world will thank us for our achievement.”
The robotic voice informs them again of the Titan Dragon’s status. “Critical systems functional. All tests completed. Titan Dragon 003 is fully operational. Do you want me to fully activate?”
“Yes!” Sinope orders the dragon.
For a moment, no one else moves. They remain standing or sitting where they are, without having the faintest idea of what is happening. A loud roar, one that resembles that of thunder, erupts. It does not fade, but only grows and grows in intensity. The metallic walls of the control room scream, and the light begins to flicker. Then, Elpenor, Circe, and Aella, wake from their paralysis and take their seats.
A quick flame leaps in Aellas eyes. “You should have told us that this was going to happen.”.
“I’m sorry, it’s the first time I’ve ever piloted one of these things!” She tries to yell over the roar.
The Titan Dragon is now fully operational. Like she had, it is waking from a long slumber that has lasted hundreds of years. As it flexes, it opens cracks in the floor and the ground above as it emerges. Panic and fear consume the lycan horde, as the floor they were on crumbles beneath their feet. They scramble to get to safety, but the whole floor beneath them is gone and they are falling into the darkness. The new fissure in the earth is so big and deep and rumbles its horror from the belly of the earth. The lycans, trapped as they are, tumble into the rift or are crushed by the debris falling from above.
A propitious sky marbled with pearly white appears before their very own eyes. “We are now out of the catacombs,” Sinope tells the party. “I suggest we wait for Alastor.”
Elpenos cannot hide his amazement. “Can he even have survived that?”
Sinope pauses for a moment, then nods her head up and down slowly. “I am picking up two biometric signals significantly different from the rest still alive and much more powerful than any of them. Hopefully, one of them belongs to Alastor. The second has to belong to Lycaon, the lycan leader.”
For a moment, a sense of disillusionment overwhelms the necromancer. “Can you track lady Enyo? Is she alive perhaps?” He hopes, but deep inside knows the answer.
The Amazon princess reverts him back to reality. “I’m sorry Elpenor, I don’t get any other signals that aren’t typical lycans, other than those two.”
Elpenor sullenly sinks back into his chair. “Ok, let’s wait for Alastor’s return,” he replies, allowing himself to stay hopeful. “If it’s against one opponent, there’s no way he can lose.”




Chapter 23

Alastor faces a maelstrom of disaster when the Titan Dragon wakes. It is hard for him to get a grasp of the chaos and destruction as the very air screams around him The floor bucks and rolls, and he is blinded by clouds of dust that billow around him. The dust makes it hard to see or breath, and he cannot tell if he is even headed in the right direction. He hopes he’s still going forward, but the continuing rocking of the floor beneath his feet make it difficult for him to maintain his balance and forward momentum. The walls collapse, the floor breaks up in half a dozen spots. Fortunately, he is lucky that this part of the tunnel remains intact. After making his way as the earth around him quakes, the prince finally reaches a chamber almost as enormous as the one he escaped from.
“This must be the place,” he tells himself.
All of the hardships he’s faced, the pain, and training, all have been trivial compared to the stiff challenge ahead. Lycaon, the lycan king must be taken down if he hopes to please me and bring Atalante and Alexander back and Lycia to be free of the wolfen threat. But Alastor has the two-handed sword of the Unaged Chronos and the power to stop time. He is a force that even Lycaon will struggle to overcome. He must be.
The wolf-like creature stands at the center of the domed hall, holding a great axe in its left hand. Its stature compares to Ajax the Great. The glow of its two purple eyes penetrate the darkness, sending chills down Alastor’s spine. As it walks towards him, its clawed feet scrape the metallic floor, producing sharp, angry sounds. Its maddened, wild face shows no room for pity or reason. Lycaon, king of the lycans is Threat Level 86 and has HP 430. The difference between them is still quite wide.
The air darkens swiftly as the creature approaches Alastor. “My lycan brothers told me true. A demon with a black sword and his mob have invaded lycan soil!” He roars as he cocks his head.
Alastor dares to approach Lycaon a few steps closer. “Your reign will be over, Lycaon. You and all your creatures will perish by my hand,” he shouts back. “It is I, Alastor, the Demon Lord of Lycia who will cleanse this desecrated land and fulfill my vow to the Dark Lady.”
Lycaon walks slowly around Alastor, scrutinizing him. “You say you’re here to fulfill your vow to the Dark Lady? I wonder, young demon, if you know who I am and what your mistress actually is,” his opponent says while laughing.
“I don’t have time for your pathetic lies,” Alastor yells back.
“You don’t have time? Mwahaha. Hear me, little demon. I’m Lycaon, an immortal and one of the great Apostles of Elysium.”
Alastor cocks a brow in surprise hearing this confession. “So, it’s true that the Apostles and Elysium are a vile existence that manipulated humankind for centuries and made it suffer. You do not deserve your immortality.”
Lycaon spreads his hands, moving his heavy, great axe only with his left hand as if it’s nothing. “You are ignorant, but I don’t blame you. You’re a simple, disposable pawn in her army like all the rest. Many centuries ago, my team of elite warriors and I came from Elysium and obliterated the remaining demon forces here, that is true, and it was a glorious victory. I took over this place and was ordered by Hades, God of Elysium himself, to guard it until he orders otherwise. You see, a powerful artifact from the Great War is rumored to be here, and since you and several other demons from the past have dared to venture here, that rumor is most definitely true.”
Alastor’s eye follow the lycan lord as he walks around him. “You’re the ignorant one. You were supposed to protect the people of this land. Instead, you brought suffering and chaos. Indeed, as Lord Ajax the Great said, Elysium is cruel and evil and should perish. I’m glad I’ll be the instrument of their defeat, your defeat. They say you’re an immortal. That’s probably why you don’t understand the value of life. How many thousands have suffered and died by your machinations?”
The two continue to circle each other, each seeking out the other’s weak points.
Lycaon’s heavy brow slants in strong disapproval. “You don’t even know what Elysium is and its role... Without Elysium, Earth would have perished under a far greater threat, even greater than that of your kind. I’ve been its Commander in Chief, and my role was to protect the weapons Amazon City bears. I am the strongest and most loyal to our duty to protect mankind. I made the choice to use the remaining technology and power that was bestowed upon me to create my army. My lycans guard this place and its weapons and ensure there is no threat that can be used against this planet, or humankind. And that means men as well, or demons, should they dare to threaten the mission He bestowed on me.”
Alastor trains his eyes back to his wolfen opponent, demanding answers. “Lamia, the Vampire Queen and Sarpedon, the Undead King are Apostles of Elysium as well? What of them? Is that their purpose also?”
The creature’s gaze cruises Alastor’s figure, trying to find an opening. “Don’t dare to compare me with those savages, fool! Instead of simply guarding their respected posts, they were corrupted and decided to take Anatolia for themselves. Sarpedon made the whole region of Lycaonia a wasteland. I’m not like them at all. I have killed thousands, that’s true, but in service to my mission, to guard this place, and I will not shirk it. As the Kingdom of Lycia grew more powerful, it was necessary for me to increase my strength, to maintain my guardianship. If I wanted, I could have obliterated Lycia, just like the others have done to their lands. But that is not my mission,” the Lycan leader tells him.
Struck by a sudden curiosity, the demon lord wants to know more now. “Numerous Apostles of Elysium tried to place an end to your reign in the past, but you killed them as well. What makes you think that you’re still the same as you once were? How do you know you too have not become corrupt?”
Alastor continues to watch his opponent move, his Neural Control Interface gaining more information as the conversation continues and his Adventurer’s Log updates.
Struck dumb with strange surprise from the question, Lycaon stops for a moment, and Alastor does the same. “The God of Elysium works in mysterious ways, and none of those apostles died, you fool,” he jeers. “You see, when we apostles die, our conscience travels back to the Elysium Mainframe Computer. It’s a place where all consciences gather and remain until the God of Elysium requires our service. When it’s required, a new body is contracted and sent to Earth. Sometimes, the God of Elysium erases all past memories before sending us on a mission, but we retain our previous characteristics, traits, skills, and personality. If the God of Elysium truly wanted me dead, then He could simply terminate my life any time, as he allowed those others to be returned, to await my next mission.”
Alastor shakes his head in denial. “This doesn’t make sense. Why didn’t He terminate those apostles that ventured here Himself then?”
Lycaon bursts out laughing, as if ALastor told him a joke. “As I’ve told you before, the God of Elysium works in mysterious ways. I, and the rest of the apostle commanders, have retained our previous memories because He chooses. The rest have no previous knowledge of their past lives because He chooses. They are sent back to serve for His purpose, and they are sent to face us because that is His will. As I’ve told you earlier, our true goal is to ensure mankind is prosperous. We are its protector, not a threat. Even if some of our actions seem the opposite, our core mission remains the same. To serve and to protect humankind from all threats, even if that threat is their tendency to act self-destructively.”
“These are the words of a madman,” Alastor accuses him. “What do you expect to achieve by saying this?”
More vulnerabilities are spotted by Alastor’s Neural Control Interface and are now pointed with red dots, suggesting that if he achieves a blow there, he could achieve a Critical Hit. Maybe he can defeat the Lycan leader even if the so-called Apostle of Elysium is several Threat Levels more dangerous than he.
Plumbing the depth of his own fears, the Lycan lords makes him an offer. “You and your team brought a Titan Dragon back to life. It’s a threat so enormous that it could raze the whole Earth to the ground. Many of my lycans perished from the earthquake created by its launch. The Amazon who operates it might not be able to harm me directly due to the Great Treaty, but she will surely eliminate all of my lycans and whole kingdoms of those I was sent here to guard. It will be impossible for me to guard this place now, or the people of Lycia, even if I defeat you. What you have made is a great mistake. You must see this now.”
Alastor makes a pause and takes a long, growling breath. Lycaon actually wants me to ally myself with him! He realizes.
“It’s clear that you became a free demon just recently, made from human flesh with a human soul. If you were a pureblood demon, it would be impossible for both of us to even a fight. Choose your humanity, choose Elysium and His will, not your idiotic demonic mission!”
The sense of distrust in its worth has crept into Alastor’s thoughts, there’s no way he can trust this beast. “Let me put an end to your endless babbling right here Apostle of Elysium, corrupted or not. I exist to serve my mistress’s desires. She is my one and true master, the one who saved my life and gave me a second chance. I will not accept your lies. Humankind has long paid the price of the arrogance of your god, you and your fellow horrors He created. It’s time you meet your maker, beast...”
Yes, get him angry my child, good!
Lycaon is infuriated now. “You pathetic little worm. Let me teach you a lesson”, the monster growls like a mad dog and charges at Alastor in a blur. In less than a second, he is in front of him with his great axe raised already in mid-swing.
Alastor gasps for air and feels the adrenaline flooding his system. Every muscle of his body is restless and the pulse of his heart sounds like drums in his ears. He explodes into vehement motion, and he casts the Time Stop [AI1][AI2]spell. The time around him freezes and with it, Lycaon. His movements are so slow, that even a child could avoid his attack.
A sudden, horizontal cut from his two-handed sword amputates Lycaon’s hands, where his NCI pointed out he should hit. Time roars back to full speed. A jet of fresh, red blood paints Alastor and Lycaon red.
You achieved a Critical Hit of 129 Points! His NCI informs him.
The king of the lycan’s HP bar has decreased by thirty percent, down to 301. With this new, upgraded Neural Control Interface, it is way easier for Alastor to evaluate the status of his enemy and aid him in making the most effective attacks. He smiles. He can freeze the time once more, Alastor can see the option in his Spell Control Menu.
I’ll aim for his head or his legs. One way or another, he’s finished in the next move. I simply must avoid his accelerated attacks, they are even faster than Enyo’s, he decides.
Lycaon’s face forms an O shape from the surprise attack, but then he smiles and roars. “Bwahaha! Do you think this is enough to stop me from dismembering you?”
Pledged with enthusiastic fervor, the prince yells back. “Just present me your head. It’s already over.”
Lycaon laughs as his hands regenerate almost instantly. “Nothing is over!” His HP bar is full again and not even a scratch is present. Crap! The NCI didn’t tell him about that ability. “Come at me demon. Show me what you’ve got!”
Alastor charges at Lycaon and slashes a huge X on his chest. The indication in his NCI tells him that he achieved a Critical Hit of 74 Points!
“I’ll kill you as many times as it takes, beast!” He yells and tightens the grip of his two-handed sword.
Lycaon somersaults backwards, throws his great two-handed axe to the ground, then leaps straight up in the air with his claws wide open, ready to embrace his demon opponent. Alastor performs a thrust with his sword and pierces Lycaon’s heart, achieves a Critical Hit of 211 Points, but has no real effect as the monster forces its way down the blade to take Alastor in a death embrace.
The beast brags in conviction as he grapples him with its muscular arms. “I’ve got you now.” The pressure from Lycaon’s grip is so enormous, that it makes it impossible to breath. Alastor’s bones crack and his flesh strains underneath the Apostle of Elysium’s grip. Neither kicks nor strikes with his fists lessen the crushing pressure. His NCI informs him of his HP loss. Alastor has only a quarter of his HP.
With the last remainder of his strength, he grabs the hilt of his sword again and rotates it one, two, three times. Lycaon roars and throws his shattered body away. This battle is futile. It will be impossible for him to defeat his opponent in a straight fight. Lycaon takes the sword out of his heart, throws it to the ground and slowly walks back towards Alastor. What’s worse, is that Lycaon just regenerated again and his HP bar back to full.
Alastor’s broken ribs make it hard to breath. Even if he freezes time[AI3][AI4], he knows he would only slow the monster for a few moments. If he uses a common spell or anything of the sort, the Lycan leader will regenerate in a moment. It seems he’s out of options.
Then, a notification appears in his NCI: Enyo was unsummoned. You can now use the Special Control Menu.
Alastor accesses his Neural Control Interface and activates the now new Special Control Menu that wasn’t accessible before. He sees that there’s only one option there. He focuses on it. The tooltip says: Berserk – increases Threat Level by thirty percent for a limited time.
“The hell with it,” the prince swears in desperation. “Only luck can save me now!”
As the Berserk spell activates, a myriad of wisps gather around him, making his whole body glow. Engulfed in a golden fire, the prince rises. His shredded body regenerates quickly and his Threat Level increases rapidly to the point he is almost at the same level as Lycaon. His HP bar increased to 400 as well and is full once more.
My Threat Level has reached 80 and Lycaon’s is 86, he now sees. I think I will manage somehow. The worst thing is that this is the last trump card I have. This is going to be a hand-to-hand combat to the death.
Lycaon’s brows knitted in a frown. “I see that you cheated, demon. How common of your kind to use cheap tricks. Let’s see if you have enough time to turn the tables. You’ll soon find out what true despair is.”
Alastor observes a timer on the right corner of his Neural Control Interface. His Berserk will last for only three minutes at the most.
“What’s the matter? Still afraid, even after activating your cheat?” Lycaon sneers at him.
Alastor walks decisively towards Lycaon. “This is nothing, beast. I’ve known what true despair is. I will defeat you here and now. Bring it on!” He yells and gestures at the beast to approach him.
Both of them start exchanging a series of lethal blows with their bare hands, each deadlier than the last. With each hit, large chunks of their HP are lost yet regenerate almost instantly.
I’ll have to do something else. I have less than two minutes, the prince tells himself. Then, he notices his black, two-handed sword is nearby. He runs to it and Lycaon follows right behind.
The prince lifts his sword and takes a defensive stance. The blow from Lycaon’s claw is so powerful, it almost bends the blade. Alastor bends his knee from the pressure, but with surprising speed, returns a thrust to Lycaon’s mouth. The sword buries deep into his throat and comes out the back of the monster’s neck.
His NCI informs him that he achieved another Critical Hit, but it doesn’t matter, he must achieve a Critical Hit that kills him with one blow, if he is to succeed.
Lycaon is panicking now and tries to grab Alastor, but he knows better now. He leaves the sword buried where it is and retreats to where the great, two-edged axe of Lycaon lays. Eventually, Lycaon removes the sword from his mouth and turns to Alastor but it’s too late. With a devastating slash, the prince performs a clean cut across Lycaon’s neck.
You achieved a Critical Hit of 560 Points! His NCI informs him.
The beast stares in amazement at Alastor, then its decapitated head falls on the ground and spins a couple rotations. A spray of blood fills the air from the headless body.
Several notifications appear in his NCI and his Adventurer’s Log keeps updating. What’s most important, is that his Main Quest updated: Kill Lycaon Completed!
Suddenly, a burning sensation rushes throughout Alastor’s body, as he absorbs a portion of his opponent’s power. He savors that moment while thick, sweet saliva lines inside his dry mouth. The surge of power reaches its peak, making him gasp.
A notification appears before him: You leveled up! Your Threat Level increased 26 levels!
“Amazing!” Alastor sighs, then falls to his knees, as the effect of the Berserk fades and he pays its price.
Another notification appears in his NCI: Your Threat Level and HP dropped by thirty percent!
He sees that his level has fallen to 60. Hopefully, it’s just a temporary reduction, but that has to mean his true threat level has risen to 87! He continues reading the last notification: You need to perform a Long Rest, in order to replenish your strength.
Good, now, where is the first part of the scepter of domination? Alastor wonders as exhaustion pummels his body, and he falls to the floor and into blackness. 




Chapter 24

In his sleep, he hears a familiar, female voice praising him. “You did great, Prince Alastor,” I tell him. He is back in the darkness once more, to see me, his mistress, seated on my throne. I take a deep breath that fills my chest and expands it to even greater glories. “The first part of your quest is complete, Lycaon is defeated. And your kingdom is now safe from his minions. That has to make you happy, right?”
My demon gets back up to his feet, once again his eyes are on my body, but unlike before, his mind is on deeper thoughts. Too bad… He has seen much he does not understand, and it could be damaging to his mind and purpose. I will need to reveal a few things about his world. I hope Alastor can handle them.
Alastor bows his head, then slowly lifts it. “Lycaon mentioned that without Elysium, things would be much worse than they are. What did he mean by that, my Lady? And the Titan Dragon, the Amazons. What is the war between Demons and Elysium all about?”
I give him a once-over. “That is an ancient story,” I tell him. “I doubt if it will benefit you or your mission in any other way…”
He takes a step back and frowns. “Knowledge is power, my Lady. If I’m properly briefed, I will serve you better. There is much I have not been told.”
I rest my chin on my hand and observe him carefully. “This might be true,” I admit with a smile. “Very well, perhaps it’s time you learned more than the half-truths you have been provided. Before the Great War, another one similar in magnitude and cruelty, took place on Earth. A race, known as Dryads, arrived from another solar system. Humankind tried to fend them off, but they were unable to. So, after two hundred years of struggling, the Demon Faction and the Hades Faction were created as a last-ditch effort to save our world. See!”
Around us I create a vision of the war suddenly erupting, creatures, ships, mass destruction of which he has never imagined before. A world that he knows is Earth appears before him, with people, cities, brilliance, but nothing like Lycia. It seems like a heaven to the prince, that is quickly transformed into hell. It takes him some time to recover from the vision.
Alastor freezes and stares with wide eyes and eyebrows raised. “Both the demons and Elysium are manmade creations?” Alastor asks, shocked by the revelation I have provided him.
I lean forward now, nodding at him. “Exactly. We demons are artificially created creatures. The scientists of that time combined the best their technology could offer and created us, the ultimate weapons to serve and to protect mankind. Hades or Elysium, as you know it on the other side, was an enormous space fortress capable of performing aggressive assaults on the front lines of the enemy.”
The war around him continues, cities and vast space-traveling vessels are destroyed by titanic forces. He continues to cringe at the immensity of the destruction I show him. He should be humbled, and he is.
He draws in a long breath, then sighs. “Basically, then Elysium, demons, and humans were allies?” He tries to reason out what he was being told. He has seen them both battle the Dryad scourge, each in their own way.
I nod slowly. “We demons and Elysium served and continue to serve mankind.”
“I can’t understand,” he replies, giving up. “Why are we sworn enemies with Elysium then?”
I move time forward to where the war ends, the world and its cities are in ruins, smoking, few survivors exist in bunkers, remote valleys, the bottom of the sea, and in space. The devastation to the world is overwhelming.
Bitterness creeps onto my face. “When the war ended the Earth was shattered, mankind was near extinction. We won the war, and drove off the Dryads, but we were on the brink of annihilation, all of us. Human leadership had collapsed, and someone needed take over and act as the protector of humankind. We proposed to the God of Elysium that the established hierarchy should be maintained. We would guard Earth, while those in space would continue to chase the dryads to the end of the universe.”
He continues having his eyes fixed on the visions as he speaks. “I guess that’s where the disagreement was?”
I force a bitter smile. “Correct. The God of Elysium decided that it would be to the best of mankind's interest if we perished, while He decided its future. Although, our purpose was the same, we valued the independence of humankind above all else. The God of Elysium on the other hand, thought that a controlled structure, one controlled by Him, was the only thing that would ensure humanity’s survival. Moreover, Elysium was and still is the gatekeeper of humanity.”
The young demon mage is confused now. “What do you mean by that?” He asks with a troubled face.
And answers are what I give him. “The Apostles of Elysium were once the best of the best that humankind had to offer. They were humans who digitized their consciousness and transferred it into a large, mainframe, inside Elysium. When the God of Elysium deems necessary their services, He creates new enhanced bodies, shells we call them, and sends them on missions.”
A line appears between his brows. “From what I understand then. Elysium became a factory of perfect humans?”
My expression hardens. “Yes. In war, your arsenal plays a major role, but what you need more is trained soldiers and level-headed leaders. With Elysium, we didn’t have to worry about losing the best of humankind. On the contrary, we could use them again and again and again, forever. Death meant nothing. That’s how we were able to defeat the Dryads. Each battle made the God of Elysium more educated on enemy tactics and while we guarded Earth, it was only a matter of time before the enemy collapsed and fled.”
He rubs his chin, ready to ask more questions. “What’s the God of Elysium?”
“That’s a name that came later. The God of Elysium is known as the Supreme Administrator of Elysium. It’s a very sophisticated Artificial Neural Network. You can consider it as a smart machine in a very simplistic way, that makes calculations, evaluations, and reaches conclusions, like humans do,” I reveal as much in words as in images that humble him again.
“And what are you?” He wants to know.
I smile and lift my chin. “What you see. What I am. A living being. Powerful, but not with the grand delusion that I am a god.”
“I can’t make sense of a crucial part here. If Elysium won the war against the Dryads and even the demons, then why did He sink mankind into the primitive state we live in? It doesn’t make sense...”
“The God of Elysium is not like us in any way, my prince. It is a machine. And so, it’s not crystal clear to me either, as I am not like it. But I think that its rationale is based on an ancient quote – ignorance is bliss. If humans are ignorant of the threats of the galaxy, of technology and the power that offers, and at the same time, they have someone who protects them, they will be happy.”
“That’s an absurd way of thinking...” Alastor knows well enough, having grown in his experiences.
“As I told you, the God of Elysium is entirely inhuman in thought and consideration. His calculations and his way of thinking led him to the conclusion that this is the best course of action for humanity. The remaining humans and demons decided to oppose him, and that’s when the Great War erupted. We desire freedom and growth. He desires stasis.”
Something else now troubles him, I can clearly see it in his troubled face. “It’s clear to me why the demon faction lost in the end. How can we defeat this menace once and for all?” He asks me worriedly.
“By continuing with your quests. Not wavering in your purpose and completing them so I can be fully restored and awake,” my fading voice tells him.
It seems I’ve used all my powers up to this point and just like this, with a wordless farewell, I cast his consciousness back to his body. All I can do is observe my chess piece now.
***
“About time,” a voice booms, shaking him to his core and bringing him back to consciousness. “It appears that the Lady and the Nymph were correct. Did you have a pleasant nap, Demon Lord? Surely that fight did not take that much out of you? You know, Lycaon is the weakest of the three.”
Alastor rises to face the figure speaking. His stature is straight and still massive, looming over him. Although he moves slowly, he moves faster than any human being can.
He bows his head and bends the knee. “Lord Ajax, I’m so glad you are here.”
“For a moment, I thought you were a goner, fortunately, you used your demon arsenal correctly,” the archdemon replies echoing the Lady's comment. “Berserk is a useful skill, but it takes a huge toll on your body. Also, you can only either use Bersek or summon Enyo. It’s impossible to use both at the same time at your current level.”
Alator is surprised, unable to fully grasp what his master tells him. “But Enyo has been summoned. I summoned her before entering the Amazon City. She is with the humans...”
“Enyo is dead. She died trying to protect Sinope and the other adventurers when you ventured the inner sanctuary of Lycaon,” Ajax declares in a matter of fact tone. “Somewhat of a poor use of her talents, but she served her purpose, I suppose, as now the Titan Dragon is active once more.
Alastor freezes. Tears form his eyes. “She... she died?” He stammers in distress.
“Yes, but each time she dies, she transfers her consciousness into your sword. As long as the red orb is intact, she will return there.”
“Phew... I thought she was gone forever...” he sobs in relief.
Ajax stares at him as though he has become a moron. “There’s a condition, however. Every time she dies and is resurrected, she loses her memories. Bear in mind that my daughter won’t remember what happened here. It’s both a curse and a blessing from our mistress, Lady Nyx. Remember that when you summon her again.”
Right, the prince remembers and then admonishes himself silently for not bringing that up during his vision with the Lady. However, Ajax seems to know, so he questions the giant archdemon. “Why does that happen?”
“Lady Nyx granted my wish to spare my unborn child’s life. It’s something that was granted only to me, her most loyal servant. However, our mistress placed her consciousness inside the red orb of this black, two-handed sword, so that the user would be able to summon her at will and give her suicide missions or act as a scout. Enyo has died countless times. I can only imagine how cruel it might be for a person to die several times, again and again. This could affect Enyo’s performance, due to fear of pain and death, that’s why each time she dies, her memories are erased. It’s for the best.”
Alastor seems annoyed somehow. “Wow, how cruel! How can a person ever be happy living that kind of existence?”
Ajax stares at him, doubting his minion’s rationale. “Happy? For what more could she ask? She serves our majesty in the best manner possible. There’s no other reason for being. That’s the reason I asked her to grant my wish. I was definitely sure that my offspring would be strong and capable of serving her. I’m honored it was correct action to take.”
This guy is unbelievable, Alastor thinks.
“Use Enyo wisely and assign her the most dangerous tasks. The success of this mission depends on you, so use her lives to the best of our master’s interests. Do not just have her protect humans from their follies. That is a waste. Now, you have been with her again, the Dark Lady, right?”
Alastor nods. “She showed me many things. I now understand better why things are the way they are. I still don’t understand much, but I understand why you can’t intervene in my mission. And It’s very clear to me now how powerful Elysium is and why our faction was unable to defeat them.”
The archdemons face hardens, and he stares down at Alastor, making a grimace as if talking to a moron. “It’s clear to you? You talk before Ajax the Great, the strongest creature that ever-set foot within the galaxy, maybe the whole universe,” he roars and the whole chamber shakes. “Only myself, I, am more than enough to crush anyone from Elysium and the Dryad army combined.”
Alastor is confused. “Then, why didn’t you do it?”
Ajax sighs resigned. “Heh... The fact that I’m the strongest, doesn’t mean that I can protect all humanity by myself. I can defeat anyone, but I can only protect a handful of humans. During the war with Elysium, three great demons invaded it. These demons were, of course, our beloved mistress Nyx, the Winged, the Unaged Chronos, and finally, me. When we crushed Elysium and finally reached to the Supreme Administrator, Lady Nyx decided to spare him. Without Elysium, the Dryads would surely come again and we, the Demon Faction, would be unable to protect humanity by ourselves. We could survive, but what does that mean if we can’t protect humanity?”
The situation is clear to Alastor now. “So, Elysium was and still remains a necessary evil?” He makes a rhetoric question.
It still seems to him insane that two powerful sides created to protect mankind cannot figure out a way to work together in their mission. Instead, they battle for the power to lord over humanity. It all seems insanely perverse to Alastor.
Ajax fills in some of the blanks that his vision with Lady Nyx left him with. “I hate to admit it, but yes. They are the impenetrable wall between the Dryads and us. Before the effect of the Great Treaty, a small, elite Elysium army invaded us, and with the help of Unaged Chronos, they achieved devastating blows to our ranks. I killed Chronos, but it was already too late. A ‘curse’ fell upon our master and she gradually fell into her slumber. The Great Treaty was now in effect and no opposing party could attack, but our faction was headless and devastated. From sorrow, I fell into an endless slumber as well, awaiting our mistress’s return. There was no point in continuing the fight until she returned.”
Another question manifests in Alastor’s troubled mind. “Unaged Chronos was one of the strongest from the Demon faction. Why did she betray us?”
Ajax reveals the rest of the story with bitterness in his booming voice. “She was a half-sister of Lady Nyx. Although all from the Demon Faction must obey Lady Nyx blindly, Chronos was an exception. She acted as an independent voice in cases of crisis and presented alternative options, a devil’s advocate as it were. Unfortunately, she considered that the God of Elysium was right and helped our enemies sink mankind into its current state of ignorance, frozen in time, incapable of progress. She did that knowing that Lady Nyx would kill her. Nonetheless, she made her choice. But remember, only when Elysium and He who controls it is brought under heel, will humanity be able to advance once more and be removed from the ignorance Elysium commands. Do you understand now?”
Alastor nods quickly. “I get it now. I will continue my mission as Lady Nyx ordered me. If there’s a chance for mankind to flourish, our mistress must return to full wakefulness, and mankind with her.”
The archdemon provides another revelation. “The Scepter of Domination will not only bring her back. It will also activate a powerful defense mechanism. With it, we won’t need Elysium anymore, and we will be free to end its dominion and existence as well.”
“You plan to start another Great War? Surely the God of Elysium will fight back.”
Ajax shakes his head left and right in denial. “That’s impossible. The Great Treaty forbids it and both factions will honor it to protect humanity, but this doesn’t mean that we will not have other means to achieve our ends. Now, let’s not waste any more time. Let’s take the first piece of the Scepter of Domination.”
“Where is it located my lord? Is it inside this chamber?”
Ajax confirms with a smirk. “Right here, at the center. I am Ajax the Great. Hidden Portal, I command you. Activate now.”
A small, blue swirling portal appears in front of him. Alastor observes carefully, as a gust of hot air blows from the portal in all directions. Ajax touches the portal with his left hand.
“Identity confirmed. Awaiting instructions...” an ethereal voice declares from inside the portal.
“Unlock,” Ajax commands.
“Unlocking completed,” the voice replies, and a metallic artifact emerges from the portal and floats in the air towards Alastor.
Ajax turns to him. “Demon Lord Alastor, I’m not allowed to take this artifact. It must be offered to me by someone neutral. Give it to me,” the archdemon orders.
Alastor approaches the artifact. He is uncertain if he should touch it or not. “What if there’s a trap and I activate it? I’m not sure what I should do...” he worries and looks at Ajax for confirmation.
Ajax glowers at him menacingly. “Do what you have been commanded! Are you a servant of Our Lady or not?”
Alastor touches the artifact with his left, demonic hand. The portal closes, and he holds a part of the Scepter of Domination in his left palm. He looks at Ajax and hands the archdemon the metallic artifact. “I offer you the first part of the Scepter of Domination.”
He’s not sure if he should have said that, but it seems right to him.
Ajax takes the artifact and his eyes glow brighter. “At last, the first step for our master’s return has been completed!” he roars, then turns his burning gaze back on the prince. “Again, well done, Alastor. Our Lady was right once more. You will be a great asset to her elite army.”
Alastor bows his head, pride feeling his heart. “Your words honor me greatly, my Lord.”
“I will return to my sanctuary, back at my temple. You are to travel to the Kingdom of Caria next and kill Lamia, the Vampire Queen. She holds the second part of the Scepter of Domination.”
Alastor raises his head, then bows again. “I will do immediately, my Lord.”
“She is stronger than Lycaon. But you have all the minimum requirements to put an end to the misery she causes to mankind in His name. Let’s head up to the surface for now. Access Portal, transfer us to the surface.”
A big, blue portal appears again, but this one is huge and can easily contain both of them. Ajax walks inside the swirling portal and disappears. Alastor hesitates a moment, then follows.




Chapter 25

Alastor finds himself transferred to the surface outside Amazon City. Ajax is nowhere to be seen, but he can see the awesome form of the Titan Dragon from afar. He heads towards the gigantic mechanical monster, hoping to meet up again with the others and convince them to aid him with his next mission, especially Sinope.
With her and the others as part of my team, it will be impossible to fail. I must convince Sinope to help me on this journey. If I tell her about my mission and the resurrection of the Dark Lady, she will definitely follow me, he assumes, as he moves swiftly towards the colossal dragon.
After some time of jogging, he reaches the head of the Titan Dragon. This thing is huge, almost the size of a small mountain. The gargantuan creature lays on the plain between the forest that stretches north and Amazon City at the base of Mount Cragos. Alastor had heard of ancient dragons, some of them were said to be as big as mountains, but until now he thought such things were fairy tales. As he approaches the dragon, he performs an inspection with his Insight skill which fails to calculate the thing’s values, blanking out entirely.
So, he was told true, Alastor thinks. Such a powerful weapon does exist. Even compared to lord Ajax's Threat Level, this thing is on a completely different dimension. It’s as if we are waves and this thing a tsunami. Does it have the power to destroy the Earth? If anything can, this thing would be it.
The Titan Dragon seems dormant as he approaches, but it suddenly comes to life and lifts its massive head. Where’s Sinope and the rest? Did they perhaps become its meal along with the lycans when they woke it from its slumber?
It extends its head towards Alastor. The dragon has definitely noticed him, there’s no denying that. But what or who is in control of it?
The Titan Dragon greets him with a roar. “Sir Alastor, I’m glad you’re alive. I was correct after all.”
Alastor’s about to tremble, but he keeps his composure. “Where is Sinope and the rest? Are they safe?”
The Titan Dragon nods slowly with its huge head. “We are safe. We are inside the Dragon,” it tells him.
Alastor frets momentarily. “Can I see them?” He asks, doubt in his voice.
Another nod from the dragon and his hair blows off. It takes effort to be close to the beast, even with the tiniest movement it makes. Then it lays its head on the ground near Alastor with a massive thump that shakes the ground. A hatch opens on its scaly skin, and he sees a familiar face on the first figure who exits. It is Elpenor, the necromancer. Alastor activates the Spell Control Menu and casts Fly, a 3rd level transmutation spell that grants the target a flying speed. Wisps gather around him and make his body light as a feather. He jumps at the hatch and lands beside Elpenor.
The necromancer greets him and enbraces him in all sincerity. “Welcome. I thought that the earthquake claimed your life, but thanks to Sinope, we were able to track you. For some reason, she said that she couldn’t intervene in your battle, and so we waited patiently here. I see that you survived almost unscathed. Lady Enyo was right about your tenacity in- in battle,” Elpenor finishes with a stutter.
Alastor notices that Elpenor is sullen. “Why are you crying?” he asks, noticing a tear forming in the man’s eyes.
“Sir Alastor, Lady Enyo died protecting us. Without her, we would be long dead. I don’t know what to say. We are so indebted to you and her.”
Alastor replies him a smile. “Well, tell her that yourself when I summon her again.”
Elpenor’s jaws drop from the shock. “What do you mean?”
“Enyo is a summon. When I perform a Long Rest, I’ll summon her again, so there’s no reason for you to be upset. The only downside is that she won’t remember any of you. Where are the others?”
Elpenor seems at a loss for a moment, and then gestures towards the hatch. “They are inside. Please follow me”
Alastor follows Elpenor, until he reaches the control room of the Titan Dragon. There are seven seats and Sinope sits at the center, the other women around her.
The Amazon rises from her chair and hugs him tightly. It’s a surprise, and a pleasant one. “I knew you’d come back. Enyo...” she too chokes up. “Enyo didn’t make it.”
“Enyo is alright. She cannot die that easily. Once we find a place to rest and replenish my strength, I’ll summon her again.”
“A summon?” Circe exclaims as she gets up. “Even high-level summoners aren’t able to summon anything more than familiars. I’ve never heard of a summon this powerful. How did you manage to come across a spell to summon such a powerful being?”
“It’s a long story,” Alastor replies dismissively, hoping to end the conversation with that. It would be better to avoid sharing such information that regular humans would not understand, he decides.
Circe is eager to learn more, however. “I’m all ears. I would very much like to learn how you obtained such a powerful summon and how you became so powerful.”
Hells, I don’t think I’ll be able to avoid answering, he decides, not if I want them to remain allies. Telling blatant lies will also make things worse, Alastor knows, since he is very bad at that. And without Sinope, and the Titan Dragon it will be hard to get to the city of vampires, to Pedasa. If he wants allies who will believe in him and his mission, he will need to tell them the truth.
“Well?” Aella adds, as she touches the hilt of her sword defensively.
The prince lets out a breath. “Well, to begin with, I’m a demon...” he confesses.
“Whaaat?” All of them, with the exception of Sinope, exclaim in unison.
It takes him an hour or so to explain everything to them. He tells them his true identity and how he became a demon mage. They all react with surprise, and he is certain that they do not entirely believe what he is telling them, or at least it seems unlikely they will all continue to think of him as an ally if they do.
“... and that’s how I arrived here with Enyo. I know that it’s hard to believe, but that’s what actually happened,” he finishes with a long exhale, clearing his throat.
Sinope decides to speak first. “I believe you. I know that it sounds strange, but I think what you said is true. As an Amazon, I know when I see someone from the Demon Faction. That’s because I’m also from the Demon Clan as well,” she confesses to the party.
Elpenor, Aella, and Circe turn to stare at her now as though she had grown horns from her head as well.
Circe is the first to speak. “Till now, I thought that Sarpedon, the Undead King was a demon. It’s hard for me to believe that he can be an Apostle of Elysium.”
Alastor nods back at her. “No matter if you believe me or not, we have a common goal and that’s to get rid of both Lamia and Sarpedon. I don’t see a conflict of interest between us. Cooperation seems the only sensible course of action if they are to be defeated.”
Sinope sits back at her seat and rests her chin on her hands. “I will help you.” She gives him a short reply of trust.
It’s Elpenor’s turn now. “My parents, siblings, and friends all died at the hand of Sarpedon, the Undead King. I became a necromancer so that I could defeat him, take his place, and recall all of his forces. If the mission here is considered a suicide mission, then against Sarpedon it is going to be futile for the three of us to even think we can destroy him on our own. He is the strongest of all, and he has an undead army of thousands. If you vow to me that you will help us destroy Sarpedon and the undead scourge, then I’ll gladly accompany you to Caria to help remove Lamia.”
Aella and Circe seem to agree with their leader, although Aella was the most shocked and unnerved about both Alastor and Sinope belonging to the Demon Faction. She is reassured for the moment by Elpenor with a pat on her shoulder and a nod, but Alastor can see she remains unsettled.
Endlessly shifting moods cease, as Alastor looks Elpenor in the eye with all seriousness. “Sarpedon is the third on my list. I vow to you, that I will not rest until he is destroyed. For my mission to be successful, it is imperative he perishes.”
The necromancer nods in approval.
Sinope turns her sight on the screen. “Then, it’s settled. We still have one last obligation before we travel to the city of Pedasa. I need to obliterate the Amazon City. Once the city is destroyed, the remaining lycans will scatter, but they should be easy prey for the soldiers of Lycia without a leader.”
Alastor seems uneasy of the Amazon’s proposal. “I’m not so sure of that. Even a single lycan needs at least three or four adventurers of your caliber to handle. Common soldiers will not be able to kill them that easily, and many will be killed if those creatures descend on Lycia to enact revenge for what we’ve done.”
Sinope continues staring on the monitor, while speaking. “Well, I did a scan in the area and there are currently several thousand lycans in the city,” she points out carefully. “With the Titan Dragon’s power, I can eliminate most of them. I don’t think that more than a handful will possibly survive its onslaught.”
Alastor is hesitant. “If only a few of them survive, it’s worth the risk then,” he agrees with a final nod of relief.
Sinope gives him a thumbs up. “Leave it to me! Titan Dragon, scan again the area for any lycan.”
The dragon replies with a crystal-clear voice. “Scanning performed. Five thousand, nine hundred forty-seven lycans are present in Amazon City.”
“Destroy Amazon City. Kill as many lycans as possible and try to make sure you limit damage only to Amazon City and environs.”
“Order confirmed,” the Titan Dragon reports.
The Titan Dragon rises and flies up to the sky. Alastor sits right next to Sinope and observes the evening sky through the large screen. Red hot fire lashes out of the dragon’s gargantuan open mouth, scorching the city beneath it, so hot it turns metal and cement into magma. Then, without a single hint of warning, the city suddenly bursts from the bowels of the earth and the sky fills with black, choking powder. Roaring rage so loud as if the sky fell down on the Earth. This was the power of a Titan Dragon, unfairly strong, like a wild dog that prays upon a mouse. The Amazon City is such, erased utterly from the world.
Alastor’s jaws drop from amazement. “I can’t imagine you blasted an entire city in a single strike,” he states mainly to himself, rather than to the others.
Elpenor’s mouth curves into a smile. “With a weapon like this, even the Undead King will be no match for us. I’m glad we have such a powerful weapon in our arsenal.”
Aella looks at Circe, thrilled, then points her gaze on Sinope. “If you wanted, you could defend the whole continent with this dragon of yours, no, Earth itself!” she says, having quickly adjusted to their new level of lethal power, although from her own perspective.
Circe nods. “Any attempted invasion would be futile...”
Sinope interrupts the party’s senseless babbling. “The Titan Dragon isn’t fully operational yet. If we manage to reach Pedasa, we’ll be lucky. Centuries of inactivity has depleted its energy reserves, so it will take some time before we are able to fully use it again.”
Elpenor is left to wonder with a waring question. “Sorry for the stupid question, how do we feed this thing?”
The others seem troubled as well from this question.
Indulging their waring curiosity, Sinope reassures them, “It doesn’t need food. Sun is more than enough to charge its cells, but that will take years. The city had energy cells on its lower levels, but they were buried by the earthquake and then exploded along with the city. Anyway, it would have been almost impossible to collect them. We’d have had to eliminate all the lycans between us and then try to move them without killing ourselves, as such energy cells are by nature unstable and explosive.”
Alastor nods at the sight. “At least the world has one less threat. This day we managed to eliminate the lycan threat from Lycia and those few who survived will be leaderless. Without Lycaon, they will never be a major threat ever again. Things have gone much better than I expected. We certainly now have the power to overcome Lamia and Sarpedon.”
The amazon princess is left to wonder, “So, for where do I set coordinates?”
“Pedasa. Let’s help the people of Caria rid themselves of the vampires. I’m sure they’ll greet us as saviors after they learn what we did here.”
“To Pedasa then...”




Chapter 26

Being the Titan Dragon’s pilot, and her admission and acceptance as a fellow comrade, Sinope has now proven to be an important ally in Alastor’s crusade. She and the rest of the party aboard the Titan Dragon have now reached the treacherous outskirts of Caria. This is a territory of Lamia, the Vampire Queen, who dominates these frosty lands. Although Anatolia rarely sees the face of winter, an unnatural cold climate has chilled this part of the territory for centuries, so that it suffers perpetual winter.
The once illustrious city of Pedasa they have landed near, once housed hundreds of thousands of residents. Now, only a handful of people remain as the rest have long since been driven out to the warmer regions of Caria. This cold, dark city is the perfect place for the vampires to flourish and terrorize the living from their dark stronghold. Today, a creature arrives from the cloudy night sky, a creature of unimaginable power with death on its side. As it lands, everyone, even the nocturnal creatures of Pedasa shiver in fear. They know it has come for them.
It is midday, but the day grows dark early in Elis Woods. The sun has already sunk beneath the mountaintops that surround the valley. The remaining light struggles to shine the fog, making this wintry forest appear even colder and estranged from life. The trunks of the trees are black, frozen and the ice crystals on their branches are the only ‘leaves’ they bear. These woodlands are quiet as a grave, the thick blanket of icy mist floating in the air ensures all sound is dulled, making it impossible to hear anything further away than a few steps, as it is impossible to see anything past the same distance.
“We have reached Elis Woods, but the dragon cannot proceed any longer. Its energy reserves have fallen to a bare minimum. If we proceed any further, it will be impossible to escape this dark valley,” Sinope warns Alastor and the rest from her command seat.
The demon mage observes the surroundings from his large monitor. “The dragon has served its purpose perfectly up to this point. Normally, I would recommend we wait till tomorrow for the daylight, but it’s barely past midday and the daylight is already fading. This is truly a land without sun,” Alastor states blandly.
Sinope turns to him with a troubled mind. “I’ve scanned the area around us and have detected several signals of wondering creatures, but I’m not certain if they are vampires or ghouls. One thing is for certain: what is out there isn’t human.”
Aella gets up from her seat. “Leave it to the rest to us to check things out on the ground, and if we can, locate a path to Pedasa. We will scout the surrounding area and come back to report. It’s the perfect job for us, Sir Alastor.”
Alastor nods at her, then turns his eyes in Elpenor’s direction. “I’ve heard the vampires can prove the deadliest of all opponents. They are cunning and deceitful creatures of the night. When I had the time and resources, I studied all the lore I could thoroughly. I also want to confess something, now that we’re here...”
All the team members and especially Sinope turn to him.
“What is it Alastor?” The amazon princess wonders.
“My elder brother, Nestor, who was the third in line to the throne, he disappeared several years ago during his journey to the Kingdom of Caria. He was viceroy at the time. I don’t know the exact details or purpose of his journey; the official reason was to marry the second princess of Caria. To cut the story short, he disappeared along with the battalion that accompanied him. More than five hundred soldiers perished along with my brother in those lands, as far as we know.”
“Ohhh, I didn’t know,” Sinope offers with sympathy.
Alastor continues his tale. “The vampires took my beloved brother, perhaps the one person I admired most in my life. There’s a chance we might encounter him here.”
Elpenor’s eyes narrow. “Don't tell me you think he is still alive, and you want us to search for him?” he worries, thinking that such a distraction could jeopardize the success of this mission.
“No, what matters at the moment is killing Lamia and getting away from this accursed place. If, however, by any chance we encounter him, I’m sure he’ll have turned into a vampire or mindless ghoul. If my brother has turned into a mindless beast and cannot be saved, I want you to promise me that you’ll help me bury a stake into his heart. I want my brother to find the peace he deserves...”
Elpenor and the rest drop their jaws in awe.
The necromancer nods agreeably. “I understand, Alastor. If we encounter Nestor by chance, we’ll make sure we give him peace.”
Aella gets up and touches Alastor on his left shoulder. “Sir Alastor, I too promise I’ll do the best of my abilities to do the same,” she declares solemnly, in a way she hasn’t done before.
Circe approaches him as well and pats him on the other shoulder “I, Circe, promise as well!” she vows.
“Thank you all! A part of me hopes he’s still alive. Another hopes that we can give him a peaceful death,” the demon mage tells them.
Aella dons her armor, sheaths her sword and picks up her large paladin’s shield. “Let’s not waste any more time. Let’s scout the area, the three of us, then return and form a plan to proceed.”
Elpenor and Circe agree and prepare to disembark. The hatch opens and Alastor casts the Fly spell, so that they can drop to the ground safely. Aella is the first in line. The air is cold, even a little painful to breathe at first. She lands on the ground first, then Elpenor and Circe follow and are also shocked by the intensity of the cold.
“The fog is so thick it’s impossible to see more than a few steps away,” Elpenor comments and purses his lips as they head off from the Titan Dragon’s head. “I hate to admit it girls, but I think only Alastor or Lady Enyo will be able to see far in this blanket.”
The paladin woman crinkles her nose. “Alastor barely needs us at this point. He needs only Sinope and her Titan Dragon to destroy Lamia and Sarpedon. We provided little help for him in Amazon city. Alastor and Enyo did everything. That’s why I want to make myself useful in some way. At least, let’s find them a path towards Pedasa,” Aella prods the other two, as she unsheathes her sword and strikes it on her shield softly. The sound is dulled significantly by the heavy freezing mist surrounding them. Probably that’s her way of trying to cheer us up, Elpenor assumes.
The adventurers go forth into the fog, hoping they will be able to find a path that leads to the once great city. After just a few minutes even the Titan Dragon, huge as it is, is lost in the mist.
“It is s-so very c-cold,” Circe says, her teeth chattering as she casts a spell to warm her, which does not do quite enough to dispel the chill of the forest.
Aella gives a mirthless smile to her comrade. “It is not so terrible. You have never faced the winds from the mines of Undercity. That bore a chill I will never forget. This is but a winter place, unnatural, but still a place of snow, and not of the underworld.
Elpenor interrupts their babbling. “Best we do this quickly. From what I have heard, night falls quickly in this region, and we do not want to be stuck out here when it does.
Of that they all agree.
Out into the mist they tramp on what seems like a crust of snow which had never been trodden upon before, seeking out a path to the city. The cold is bone chilling, but as Aella stated, not an iciness like she has felt before.
Yes, the mines where she once, with her order, guarded until they had been closed, leaving her, a young paladin with little other experience of the world, unsure of her own destiny and path, and purpose. She had sought out the word of the Faith of Elysium to guide her, but it was not until she had encountered Elpenor, the necromancer in black armor, that she found her guidance.
To hear of what Sarpedon had done to his land, and to Elpenor’s people, it was like all the tales of what evil dwelled in the underworlds that she had been charged to guard against. She loved his devotion to his destiny and would stand with him whenever he asked. If any best act were possible, it would be to sacrifice herself in his cause, Aella believed, and help him wield the power in any way to make the Lord of the Undead fall.
Circe was not at all like her fellow adventurer, Aella. Her upbringing had a single course, which had left her adrift, once she no longer had a master to toil under. But upon encountering Elpenor and Aella and hearing of them speaking of their adventuring and destinies, she had fallen under thrall of such a dream. If only it had not led to this cold place. At least she does have a few spells to help with the mist and perceiving of what lays ahead of them, as she steps along. And there were more than just the trees, she can feel.
Elpenor has noticed as well. “What is it?” he stops and asks her.
She looks at him. “We are not alone out here, that I can confirm. But whatever they are, they are staying back from us.”
Aella lifts her shield, preparing for what’s to come. “Are we being watched?” She demands clarification.
“Yes,” the sorceress says through gritted teeth.
The armored paladin peers unsuccessfully into the gray mist. “By many, few? Are they close?”
Circe raises both of her shoulders. “I cannot tell. B-but I think it is many.”
Elpenor raises his hand and points with his finger. “Look at this,” he shows them.
They have reached what appears to be a path, and a well-trodden one as well. There are hoofprints frozen into the soil, running in the direction where Elpenor knows the city is. This is more than just a path through the forest, almost a road, really.
Fear holds him in vice, as he observes the huge tracks. “I believe that we have found the path to Pedasa.”
Circe’s body is pale form the cold now. “And not a moment too soon. I think I can make it back to the Titan Dragon and no further before f-freezing solid if we return now.”
“Then let us return,” the Necromancer tells her. “Before you do freeze.”
***
Alastor sits in his seat, near Sinope. His eyes never leave her body, which is almost completely exposed. Her nipples are visible through the thin fabric that covers them, and he finds the vision quite distracting. Compared to the other girls in the party, who are each beautiful in their own way, Sinope is still the most bewitching. She glances at him with a soft smile, then stands up and heads over behind him. She starts massaging his back, her palms tracing his tense muscles. His body melts underneath her hands as the pressure rolls through his skin to his muscles.
“It must be so painful for you. I mean, is there anything I can do to ease your pain, sir Alastor?” she offers in a coy tone, her hands slowly drifting to his chiseled chest. Alastor feels her fingernails graze his skin, and it ignites a more profound desire within him.
His fingers hover over hers, and she breaks away from the massage to face him. They exchange a knowing look in their eyes as he stands up from his seat, his hand still interlocked with hers.
Suddenly he coils an arm around her waist and pulls her towards him. The sudden motion makes Sinope gasp out loud, her large breasts pressing against his chest. Alastor’s eyes flicker from her eyes to her lips, and he leans forward to plant his mouth over hers. Sinope leans into his kiss, pressing her almost naked body against his.
As their tongues dance, Sinope fumbles with the cloth barely covering her hardening nipples, finally succeeds and throws the fabric to the floor. Alastor immediately reaches up and cups her milky breasts into his palms, squeezing them experimentally as they kiss. He is pleased with at how warm and supple they are, and how each caress makes her moan softly into his mouth.
She splays her hands across his chest, and slowly brings them up to caress his throat, face, and finally, the horns that adorn his head. He feels her fingertips gingerly trace them, as if they were glass.
Pulling away from the kiss just slightly, her eyes dart above him to his horns. “I’ve never been with a demon before,” she confesses and giggles.
Before he formulates a response, her hands trail back to his chest again, but this time descending even further. Her slender fingers trace patterns over his skin, with a crooked smirk on her lips. He watches as her fingers slowly descend onto his already hard member that is now threatening to pierce through his trousers.
He stands still, almost dumbfounded, as her hand rubs over his erection teasingly. He feels her fingertips graze over the head, and further down his shaft over the fabric. Although the stimulation is clothed, the teasing is driving him crazy. He hardens even more beneath her touch and starts to rock his hips. Sinope leans forward and kisses his throbbing prick through his pants, her seductive eyes never breaking away from his. Impulsively, he pulls her off the seat and down to the floor where she lands with a laugh on top of him.
She presses her fingers against his hard chest, shoving him backwards to the floor completely. He leans up on his elbows and looks down, watching as she settles herself between his legs. She starts removing his clothing piece by piece, tossing the articles to the side dismissively.
He remains entranced, his eyes heading downwards from valley in between her hanging breasts to her tight belly and finely to her shaven, flat pubic mound barely visible in the shadows. His hands explore the expanse of her chest, his thumbs twisting her hard nipples as she starts to mount him. Her wide hips stretch over his mass, and they lock eyes as she starts to descend onto him. In a very slow, rhythmic motion, she rocks her hips in a circle as he enters her.
The wetness and warmth of her envelops him completely, and he lets out a soft exhale at the sensation. Her walls tighten and contract around him as she starts to increase her pace, and her breasts start to bounce with each rocking motion. Her moans become ever louder; her soft, full lips partly open. Sinope looks down at him through her half-lidded gaze. She removes one of his hands that were cupping her breast and interlocks their fingers together.
Alastor is amazed at how sexy Sinope is, the shadows dancing across the curvature of her body, her belly contorting with each forward and backward motion on top of him. Her long, ginger ponytail trails down the side of her shoulder, and tickles his thigh. Her walls grasp onto him, each withdraw of his shaft releasing a wet, ‘schlick’ sound after each thrust.
He wraps his big hands around her tiny waist, and begins to thrust his hips upwards, almost erratically. Sinope leans forward and cradles her face into the crook of his neck, her moans loud and shaky as he pounds into her. Wet, hot contractions start to ensue around him, and he feels himself about to cum. At this point Sinope is biting the skin of his neck, her hands on his shoulders for support for her oncoming orgasm. The colors of the room start to blur together, and all he can feel is the heat and the sweat and her hot, tight grasp around him.
After a few bucking motions of their bodies, they both explode into euphoric ecstasy. Alastor shoots his hot seed into her, his prick twitching with every spurt. She clenches around him in various contractions, and she throws her head back as thick, white rivulets of cum starts to leak out of her and onto him.
Sinope collapses on top of Alastor, her hot panting in his ear. He puts his hands on her sweaty ass as he recovers from the ecstasy, squeezing her ass cheeks. After a few moments of panting and the fog of sex and euphoria draining from their minds, Sinope removes herself and lays down beside him, a smile on her face.
“I hope I released some tension,” the Amazon princess says cheekily, her finger tracing his clavicle.
“Hmm,” Alastor responds, and cups her chin in his hand. He pulls her forward and kisses her softly.
Sinope pulls back with a smile, and her eyes trail to the other side of the room. She observes from the main monitor that Elpenor, Aella, and Circe are finally back from their scouting mission. They look very cold out there.
“Ahhh, I should open the hatch. They are back.” Sinope says with a twinge of disappointment in her voice. They both stand and begin to get dressed. Once dressed in her minimal attire, Sinope heads to the hatch and opens it.
Alastor follows behind and casts the Fly spell again at the team. A burst of cold air blows in first, making her shiver, it’s followed by the scouting team. Elpenor enters the control room first, then Circe and finally Aella follow. While he does not appear bothered, the two women each appear chilled to the bone.
Circe is still shivering. “It’s so cold outside, even my magic couldn’t warm my body.”
She and Aella try to warm their fingers by rubbing their hands together.
Aella looks at the demon mage with a tired face. “Sir Alastor, we found a path that probably leads to Pedasa. It’s the only path available basically. It looks like it was once traversed by an army.”
Alastor jolts upright and takes his sword. “That’s good news, Aella. We should depart immediately,” he adds.
The paladin woman hesitates for a moment before continuing. “About that, Sir Alastor... I don’t think we can accompany you. I think we’ll be just a drag you down. We barely got back here, and it wasn’t just because of the cold. Only creatures of the night, such as yourself will be able to reach Pedasa safely, I think. The fog is so thick, making it impossible for a normal human to see, while the frost bites so hard, that made it nigh impossible for me to even hold the hilt of my sword for long. We were sure that we were being watched as well. The only reason whoever or whatever held back was because of the Titan Dragon. They don’t know us yet, but they studied our every move. Expect battle.”
Alastor takes a deep breath. He did. “I agree that you should stay here then. I want someone to guard Sinope. Ehm... It would be wise, as Sinope is the pilot of the Titan Dragon. Although, I don’t think anyone would be idiot enough to approach this gargantuan thing.”
Circe is better now, her skin back to normal. “The wisp level is high enough here, so I think you’ll be able to summon Enyo as well. With her by your side, I don’t think that any creature here, or even Lamia, will be a match for you. You’re the strongest pair of warriors I’ve ever known. I’m glad that we are on the same side...”
And then something unexpected happens. “I will accompany you,” Elpenor declares while approaching Alastor.
“Whaat?” Both Aella and Circe holler at him, puzzled at what their necromancer leader just said.
He looks at them. “I will be fine,” he tells them, then turns his gaze to Alastor. “There’s another reason I want to come with you. The moment we set foot here, I sensed a powerful necromancing force emanating from Pedasa. I want to investigate its source. I guarantee you that I won’t hold you back, and I’ll be of great assistance here.”
Alastor rubs his chin and narrows his eyes. “Are you sure about this? I think that Aella would be more effective fighting, but she insisted all of you to stay here...”
The necromancer cuts him short. “I trained my whole life in the dark arts of necromancy. If I’m not able to manipulate at least a couple of ghouls here to aid us, it will be impossible for me to fight the Undead King. This journey is important for me to grow as a fighter against evil.”
It’s clear that he won’t take no for an answer.
“Ok, I get it. To sum things up, you girls stay behind and make sure we have a home to return to. Elpenor and I will go to Pedasa and take the head of Lamia, the Vampire Queen. The only problem is that we won’t be able to communicate with you.”
Sinope wants to say something. “Ehm...” she interrupts him. “All of our faction have a communication system embedded. I’ll be able to talk to you and send you information regarding the mission if you need it. The Titan Dragon has scanned the whole area, and hopefully, I will be able to provide some help there.”
A flood of safety rises in him. “Great, then. Let’s get going. I will keep in touch.”
The two men prepare themselves and quickly disembark from the Titan Dragon. The cold is sharp, but manageable for Alastor. His enhanced body seems to be capable of withstanding both extreme heat and cold. Probably the same applies for Elpenor, the necromancer, or maybe he has a spell to help him keep from freezing.
Alastor accesses the Summon Control Menu from his Neural Control Interface. He focuses on the only available option there so far. The tooltip still says Enyo as before. He activates it with a blink of his eyes.
Both of them see a shimmer, then a mist in front of them. A silver-white light grabs their attention, and from there, Enyo emerges. She wears her usual black armor and bears the twin to Alastor’s blade as she did before. Both her pale face and white hair make a great fit for this frozen place. Her orange-red eyes inspect the surrounding area and the two men with intensity. And, just like the first time he summoned her, she approaches Alastor and enfolds her hands around his neck like a lover.
She pleads lasciviously, “How may I be of service to my master?”
Alastor performs a fake resignation. “Here we go again,” He sighs and smiles at her.
“Did I do anything wrong master?” She asks, seeming disappointed, and pulls back.
He tells her with a faint smile, “No, nothing at all. I want to ask you if you remember who I am?”
She looks at him with the eyes of a seasoned predator. “I know that you are my master. Is this not the first time we’ve met master?”
“No. Unfortunately, due to my blunders you died one time before. I’d like to apologize, and I’ll try to make sure you never die on me again. I don’t want you to lose your memories,” he tells her.
She blushes and touches her cheeks. “Oh, my beloved master cares so much for me. Did we have sex last time? You’ll have to train me again master!”
Elpenor bursts out laughing and continues to do so, even though Alastor glowers at him. The demon mage spends a couple of minutes explaining to Enyo what happened a couple of days ago and what their current mission is.
“– and now we’re outside Elis Woods, near Pedasa. Elpenor will accompany us in this journey.”
Enyo nods. “I get it now master. I’ll try not to die again,” she promises and places her hand to her heart. “And I will make no more mistakes that will make you waste your precious time.”
Alastor shakes his hand. “Let’s not focus on the past, but on what is ahead. Time is against us.”
“Time is always against in Anatolia,” Elpenor adds with a bitter smile.




Chapter 27

The trio proceeds through the dark, frozen forest and have a few leagues to hike to get to the city. As the hours pass, the long dark night claims all of Elis Woods. The only thing they notice during their march to Pedasa are the same naked, winter trees. Their twigs are coiled, contorted as if they are screaming in pain. Nothing moves and the eerie stillness of the mist absorbs everything, even the sound of their footsteps. They have reached the path the others described, the road with the frozen hoof and footprints and are starting to follow it.
Enyo slows down and draws her black, two-handed sword. “They are here,” she points out with the tip of her blade. “Some close. More farther away.”
Alastor and Elpenor nod simultaneously and stop.
The demon mage stares at the direction his summon pointed. “Are they vampires?”
“No, they are something else,” Elpenor replies silently, as he grips his short scythe.
The fallen twigs snap and crunch gently, as a shadowy creature emerges from the trees momentarily, then hides again in the darkness of the forest. The party cannot yet determine if this is one creature or several. Probably, it is only one, but extremely fast.
Eventually, from the darkness comes a creature with grey skin, twice a tall as them. Its bumpy body is like a sack of dense muscles. Alastor can’t understand how this behemoth moves as quickly as it does, especially in this cold.
Enyo advances at the beast. “A troll!” she tells them.
Alastor uses his Insight to evaluate the enemy. It is Threat Level 18, HP 54 and has Regeneration ability, his NCI informs him. The prince has heard in the past that trolls are tough enemies that attack in groups. Yet, here all that is in sight is but a single, lone troll.
“This monster is hardly a challenge for Enyo,” he tells Elpenor as the demoness slashes her sword horizontally, cutting deep into its belly. The troll flops a few steps back then falls to the ground. Its HP decreases more than half, down to 23 points with that single hit.
A few moments pass and the troll gets up again. It is regenerating at an alarming rate; it’s previous injury almost healed, and it has already replenished most of its HP. Enyo slits its throat and the troll falls again, but this time remains dead, its HP down to zero from the Critical Hit.
Enyo is indeed a deadly machine, he thinks, then relinquishes this thought immediately. No living being should be treated as a machine. Enyo is my partner and comrade in this crusade.
Elpenor still has his short scythe lifted. “Is the battle over?”
Enyo shakes her head in denial. “No, it’s not,” she replies as two more trolls come from their left and right side. These have higher threat levels. The first one is 19 and the second 20 and both wield enormous swords.
Alastor takes up a defensive position. “We should be careful. I’ve heard that trolls always attack in groups. Probably these are simply scouts. The main force is probably watching how we respond. Elpenor, how many trolls can you reanimate?”
Elpenor quickly comes and stands between Alastor and Enyo. He is the weakest of the three, with a Threat Level of 9, but he could prove their trump card if they play their cards correctly.
He licks his lips. “I could reanimate twenty here, maybe more. I will wait till you kill more of them, then use my spells if need be. It’s better I use my abilities as a last resort. That way they won’t know what’s hit them.”
Both trolls roar loudly as they watch their prey freeze or at least, that is what they think. Usually most of the humans they encountered in the past get startled and try to run away, making for easy kills. As the trolls approach, they realize these three warriors are determined to stand their ground.
The Level 20 troll charges at them. The seemingly fragile girl in black armor advances and stands still between it and the other two men. The troll plans to frighten her and incapacitate her, then kill the others. He plans on having his time with the woman. It would be the first time in its life that it could defile such gorgeous woman. The troll stops a few paces away from her, stands up to display its full size and roars as loud as possible.
Enyo gives the creature a mirthless smile, then charges with blinding speed. She jumps up in the air and buries the tip, then the rest of her sword in the troll’s mouth, right down to its gullet. The troll staggers in its death throes and drowns in its own blood.
Alastor’s NCI shows him that Enyo performed a Critical Hit, from which the creature died instantaneously.
The second troll is locked in a battle with him. Both circle each other, until Alastor decides to make the first move. He tries to disarm it, but the troll is extremely careful and dodges all of his attacks. After a few stabs and slashes, the troll decides to abandon all caution and barrels towards him. Both are mighty opponents, and each strives against the other, but Alastor gradually increases his speed and his slashes start to come faster and faster.
It is not that he cannot kill this troll easily, just as Enyo did, but he wants to take it out with brute force, to experience the new level of power and speed he’s gained from Lycaon. His quickness has doubled, and his strength is similar to, if not greater than, that of the troll. Finally, blood sprays the air as Alastor rips through the troll’s throat. Although it has lost a lot of blood, the cut is not lethal. The creature bends and holds its throat, hoping for the gushing blood to stop with its Regeneration. Alastor advances and pummels it with his fist. Bones snap like twigs.
You achieved a Hit of 36 Points!
And that was just with a simple punch, he notices.
Enyo grins in wickedness as she watches him. “Ohhh, my master wants to play with his food,” she tells him, entertained at what her master just achieved.
Energy from the dead troll flows inside Alastor’s body, enhancing him even more, making him even stronger.
This is a unique opportunity to increase my Threat Level and my strength with these trolls, he thinks.
“More trolls. Get ready, things could become ugly,” Elpenor warns them as more than twenty trolls charge at them out of the fog.
Enyo walks briskly with firm, precise movements towards the coming menace. “Master, allow me to unleash my Berserk skill. I’ll kill as many as possible. Just guard my back!”
Alastor agrees with a raise of his sword. “Permission granted. I’ll cover you.” He takes a defensive stance.
Enyo activates her berserk mode and charges at the trolls. Blades collide, throats rip, blood spatters the frozen ground and severed heads fly in every direction as she cuts them down with maniacal speed and precision. A few of the trolls back off and try to regroup, but one of them stands its ground bravely. It lifts its sword and brings it down on her. Enyo easily dodges the strike and drives her sword through the troll's chest, then spins it several times like a drill. The troll looks bewildered by the demoness’s lighting speed then sags silently and falls lifeless to the white and red snow-covered ground.
The effects of the Berserk skill fades, and now Enyo feels her body become numb and tired. Her Threat Level has fallen to 69 from 98. She is still a formidable foe, but her movements are clearly slower and weaker than before. Alastor decides to take initiative. He is full of energy ,and he can handle the remaining trolls. After he kills the first two, the remaining abandon their dead comrades and run away in different directions. The team regroups and both Alastor and Enyo clean their swords of troll blood, then place them back to their sheaths.
Elpenor commends them for their tenacity and strength. “Even a hundred men wouldn’t be able to handle so many trolls” he tells them, still amazed at their capabilities.
Enyo licks her lips like a hungry creature. “It was enjoyable, I must say, but the Berserk skill takes a toll on my body. My power has decreased substantially,” she complains and her mouth twists. “I hope we don’t encounter a horde of ghouls or vampires soon. It will be troublesome to keep them at bay.”
Alastor decides it is time they change formation. “I agree,” he tells her. “Enyo, I suggest you serve as our rearguard, Elpenor will continue to be in the middle and I’ll lead the way.”
She responds without objection. “As you wish, my master,” and falls in behind them.
He then calls back to the Titan Dragon and Sinope though the Chat icon. “We have overcome the trolls who were lying in wait for us. The rest have probably fled, but I still recommend that you and the others stay inside as they are tough monsters.”
“I hear you,” she calls back.
For another hour or so, they walk through the frozen forest. It then opens up to an old battlefield. Now, it is a graveyard of unburied corpses. Alastor observes the banners and the insignias. It is clear that these soldiers were his countrymen. He even knows some of these men by their markers. He played with them as a boy in the court and heard their stories with amazement, but now they are meat for ghouls. Their mothers, fathers, wives and siblings waited in vain for their beloved to return, as Alastor waited for his brother to return...
He bends and grasps a ball of snow tightly in his hands. “These men died in vain. My brother died for nothing. He should have been the next king of Lycia, not Pero. I promise you brother, I will avenge you!” He vows, emotionally ravaged by the frozen scene.
Elpenor approaches the demon mage and touches him on his shoulder. “Sir Alastor, I beg your forgiveness, but I may be able to resurrect a corpse and learn what happened here. These bodies seem well preserved due to the cold. Do you want me to try?”
Alastor jerks as if he woke suddenly from a slumber. “Yes! Although it pains me greatly, let me inspect the bodies. I might still remember the faces of some soldiers from my brother’s elite guard.”
Elpenor nods, and together, the trio inspects some of the corpses. Most of them are dismembered, with their heads severed, and some others have bite-marks all over their bodies. Probably it was a combined attacked by both ghouls and vampires. They never stood a chance in this miserable place. Now, after years of bitter anticipation, a demon who was once a prince of Lycia comes to cleanse this desecrated place and guide their spirits to salvation. The irony.
A familiar corpse lies peacefully beside his dead horse, and Alastor calls the necromancer over and points to the corpse. “He is Timaios the Honorable, the commander of my brother’s elite guard. Elpenor, can you resurrect him?”
Elpenor inspects the body. “This corpse is almost intact. I don’t see any wounds on his head. Probably he’s our best candidate.”
The necromancer extends his hand and focuses on the body. He casts Speak With Dead, a 3rd level necromancy spell that allows a corpse to answer the questions one poses. A whirling blue line like a rope appears on the necromancer’s hand. It gradually expands and binds the corpse. The corpse glows a silver-white color, and in a flash of light the dead soldier opens his eyes.
The corpse wakes from its eternal rest. “What happened? We must retreat before it’s too late,” it shouts, panicked.
Elpenor tries to comfort the dead. “Calm down, Timaios, you’re... safe for now. There’s no one else here, just us,” he tells with a warm calm in his voice.
The dead soldier sobs as his eyes flash left and right. “Who are you strangers? Where is prince Nestor? We were attacked by an army of fiends... They ambushed us and took him by force. I should find him... Why can’t I move? What happened to me?”
Alastor grabs him from the neck. “Timaios, I’m Alastor, the fifth and youngest prince of Lycia.”
Timaios stops panicking and stares at him then notices the horns on his forehead. “Impossible!” He shrieks with disgust. “You are a fiend just like the others. Be gone, demon...”
The demon mage shakes him a couple of times, demanding respect. “I am your prince and you will obey my command. My brother was abducted, and I came here searching for him. I demand an explanation!”
Timaios’ dead eyes stare at him with apathy. “You will not get a word out of my mouth, fiend. My loyalty lies only with Prince Nestor! Now, why can’t I move my body? What have you done to me?”
“Timaios, you are dead! I’ve had you resurrected so that I could learn what happened to my brother.”
The corpse is in denial. “That’s absurd!”
Elpenor intervenes and places his hand on Alastor’s grip, taking his hands off the corpse’s neck. “Sir Alastor, this corpse won’t provide us any information. He’s in shock and still thinks he’s alive.”
Again, Alastor grabs the dead soldier from the lapels of his uniform.
“You claim to be honorable, but you failed to protect my brother. Now you refuse me the truth of what happened...”
The dead soldier clamps his lips. “If you are who you say you are, then tell me the names of my wife and daughter,” he demands puzzled.
Alastor’s expression grows soft as he remembers. “Elia and Tryphaina. I even remember that you invited me with Pero one day to your home. Your wife offered me cookies,” he tells the dead soldier.
Timaios seems surprised. “How... how do you know that...?” He ponders, diverting his eye to the necromancer.
Alastor shakes him again, forcing him to stare him in the eyes. “Timaios, we don’t have much time. What happened here? Do you have any clue where my brother is?”
The dead soldier finally decides to accept he is who he says and speaks. “My lord, I’ve failed you all,” he mourns. “I couldn't protect Prince Nestor. A thick fog disoriented us, and we were led here. Then, an army of ghouls and vampires attacked us. The last thing I remember is Prince Nestor being taken away by the fiends. I tried to save him, but I don’t remember what happened next…”
Alastor’s buried hopes rise from their sepulchers. “So, he was alive when last you saw him...”
“Yes! Prince Alastor, if you are indeed who you say you are, I beg your forgiveness. I failed Prince Nestor and the royal house of Lycia...”
“Fear not, Timaios. I’m here to save my brother and exact revenge for all of you,” he vows, but doubt tortures him.
“Could I beg one last favor, my Lord?” The soldier pleads with his trembling, faint voice.
The prince nods. “Say it and I’ll grant your wish if it is within my power.”
His head throbs dangerously back and forth. “When you find my wife and daughter again, tell them that I love them. Are they in good health?” The dead man wonders.
Alastor nods his head up and down in silent confirmation. “Yes. They are both in good health and your daughter married a noble. You died a hero to them.”
Timaios smirks happily. “Thank you, my Lord. Unfortunately, I will never be able to repay my debt to you,” he says, his voice fading in the cold air.
“You already did, my friend. Now go back to sleep, leave the rest to me,” Alastor tells him.
He glances to Elpenor. The necromancer opens his hand and the whirling blue line disappears. The corpse is lifeless again.
Alastor boils in anger. “Damn them all!” He feels such rage that makes him shake. He calms himself down, then turns to Enyo and Elpenor. “I will have my revenge on Lamia. I won’t let any more injustice go unpunished!”
Enyos eyes dilate with a pained expression. “Ohhh, look what they did to my master. Let me, Enyo, handle them my lord. I will punish them for you most severely.”
Elpenor gets up and sighs troubled. “We didn’t learn much, but at least we now know what happened here.”
Alastor leaves Timaios but keep staring at the dead. “I lied to that man. Both his daughter and wife died years ago,” he confesses to them. “But I didn’t want to trouble his battered spirit. Was it right for me to lie to a dead man?”
Elpenor pats him on the back. “Lord Alastor, what’s done is done,” he counsels with a soft voice. “We cannot change the past. What matters is the present and the future, as you have told us. Are you still certain you want to go to Pedasa?”
Alastor’s face lights up with a glow of resolve. “I will not hide like a frightened boy,” he says, adding another vow. “I will go to Pedasa and bury a big stick in Lamia’s black heart. Let’s not waste any more time here.”
Both Enyo and Elpenor agree and the trio continues marching through the frozen forest, until the fog gradually fades away and the dimming lights of Pedasa appear before them. The vampire city greets them in intolerably irksome silence.




Chapter 28

The city of Pedasa was once famous for its colorful markets and craftsmen. The Jewel of North, the Carians called it. Now, only traces of human civilization remain in this gods-forsaken place. Inky darkness swallows everything, even the buildings now appear dull and grey. Only lightening bursts and flashing bolts in the sky illuminate the streets here and there. Rumor has it that the Vampire Castle is near the city. As the three companions reach Pedasa, they know the coming battle will test their strength and buckle their will. There will be no turning back.
Alastor checks back with Sinope and lets her know they have reached the city safely. “Be careful,” she warns him through the Chat. “According to the readings, the city is swarming with inhuman creatures.”
As far as they can see, it appears to be empty and abandoned.
Enyo rubs her chin. “Is this actually a city?” She wonders and glances left and right. “It feels more like a ghost city that just goes on and on.”
Elpenor points to a building that offers a tiny bit of light in the darkness. “Look, there’s an inn there and lights shining from within. I hope it’s still open. Let’s knock on the front door and see if people actually live here,” he proposes and the other two agree.
With quick steps, they reach the entrance.
Alastor looks at the wood cracked door that barely stands. “Let’s avoid knocking the door,” he adds with irony, as he pushes the creaking door and opens it.
The few sullen patrons give them a baffled stare, trying to figure out who the trio might be. The bar curves at the back of the room. It is barely lit by a few lanterns, but Alastor and Enyo can clearly see due to their Dark Vision. The smell of stale food, dirt, and beer harass Alastor’s sensitive nose he obtained from Lycaon. The barkeeper and a young man argue about something. This much is clear from their tone and movements. All of the patrons have varying Threat Levels between 2 and 3.
“-it’s clear that we should do something now! I don’t have much time!” The young man hollers and slams his fist down on the bar.
“Calm down, Linos. We can’t just barge in there without a proof. We should be careful,” the middle-aged barkeeper cautions as he notices the approaching trio.
Linos tightens his fists and pounds the bar with all his might. “Enough! We’ve been calm for a lifetime and look what happened to my friend. I’m telling you, if you don’t help me today, I won’t see the light of what morning we get here.”
The barkeep raises his hands and tries to calm him, but his stare never leaves the approaching trio. “You know that anyone who tried to oppose them directly, is dead. I cannot risk the wellbeing of our folk on a whim.”
The young man bangs his hand on the bar once more. “You’re wrong and I’m dead,” he laments then notices two men and one woman. One of them has horns on his forehead.
“Fiends...” he spits at Alastor shocked. “They send one of their minions to take me away. Here you go then, give me my punishment...”
The few others stare at them silently, without making a move. Alastor knows that he should de-escalate the misunderstanding immediately, otherwise, things could become nasty.
“I’m Alastor. I come from Lycia on a royal decree to search for the Lycian army that disappeared a few years ago on the outskirts of this city,” he lies as convincingly as he can in an attempt to be heard by everyone inside the inn.
Linos’ face changes from fear to disgust. “Heh, if you came for this miserable prince of yours, I suggest you go away now. He is one of Lamia’s minions now. I’m leaving, and you should too, strangers. I don’t know how you managed to get here alive, but this place is cursed, haunted by evil fiends. If you value your life, sleep here tonight and leave first thing in the morning and never return.”
Alastor freezes for a moment, then grabs the young man by his shoulders. “You said that Nestor, our viceroy, is a plaything of Lamia, the Vampire Queen? Is this correct?” He demands to know.
“Damn right. He’s one of them and preys upon the good folk of this city like any other bloodsucker,” Linos tells him. “Now, let me go, I have things to attend to,” he pulls and runs towards the door.
The trio doesn’t bother chasing after him.
The barkeeper smile is linked with a sigh. “Greetings young lads. Don't hold any hard feelings on Linos. He is a good boy, but there’s so much going on around Pedasa all the time. I’m Markos, the innkeeper of this establishment. Can I get you some wine and food? You must be tired from your journey.”
“Thank you for your concern, kind man, but we are on a very important mission. As I’ve said, we came here on a royal decree from Lycia. We are in search of Prince Nestor, who's also the viceroy of our kingdom. What have you heard about him?” Alastor demands to learn while lowering both hands to his belt.
Markos stares at them. The trio looks like wild wolves on a leash, seasoned predators ready to kill at a moment’s notice. He should be careful of what he says. These cutthroats could prove more dangerous than the vampires. During his forty-six years, he’s encountered only a handful of strangers that dared to reach Pedasa and none of them left alive. More so, there is something otherworldly and eerie about these three.
“Has the cat got your tongue, old man?” The pale lady questions him as she knuckles her finger. “My beloved master demands an answer... Now!”
The innkeeper shrugs and his lips tighten, but he decides to talk. “An army was lost here a few years ago. Rumor has it, that some of the soldiers joined lady Lamia’s army. I don’t know anything else.”
Alastor and Enyo look at each other.
Elpenor intervenes unexpectedly and draws his short scythe from his belt. “Lord Alastor, if I may. We don’t need this man or anyone else here alive. The only thing we need is their head intact, so that I can extract the information after I cast Talk With Dead.”
The patrons get up and rush towards the doors, seeking escape like frightened mice. The innkeeper stands at the bar, trapped. The trio stare at him, there’s no place to go, and he knows it.
He trembles resigned, like prey that lost all hope. “Okay, okay! Rumor has it that the Vampire Queen ambushed the Lycian army, then took a high ranking official – probably a prince – as her hostage, then turned him into a vampire, along with some of his soldiers.”
“And?” Alastor rests his left hand on his hip.
“The name of the official was Nestor and he is now one of her minions,” he says, confirming the prince’s worst fears. “I’ve seen him myself a few times. Now that I’m looking at you, I think you resemble him, y’know? Are you a sibling or relative?”
Alastor ignores the innkeeper’s sharp observation and continues his questioning. “How many vampires and ghouls does Lamia have in her army?”
Involuntarily, the man sighs. “No one knows! Some say a thousand, others several thousand. We keep ourselves shut in, behind our doors. If anyone dares to go outside in the dark of night they’re lost, we never see them alive again.”
“Why don’t the vampires and the ghouls attack you inside your houses? I don’t get it…”
“I’m not sure myself, but as far as we know, they can enter only if you invite them. Legend has it that Lamia ordered her minions to enter the homes of men only if they are invited. This way some of us can survive to be their livestock. Every month, ten young men and women are offered as a sacrifice to her and the high-ranking vampires. These high-ranking vampires have the appearance of humans. The rest are monstrous, both in nature and appearance.”
“How many high-ranking vampires are there?”
“We’ve seen twenty, but there could be more. It is said that if they don’t drink human blood at least once every month, they gradually lose their human form and turn into common vampires,” Alastor is told.
“Where is the Vampire Castle located?”
Markos’ eyes widen, not believing that they plan on venturing there. “It is just outside the northern edge of the city, but I warn you strangers, if you go there, you’ll only bring death to yourselves,” he warns as he gets pale. “If I could, I would abandon this place and leave without a moment’s thought. Everyone would!”
“Then, why don’t you leave?”
“Haven’t you noticed already, stranger? Eternal darkness and fog surround this place and there are monsters everywhere. It is impossible for anyone to escape. Many have tried, but none ever come back alive.”
Elpenor makes a few steps towards the barkeep. He is frowned from incomprehension and eyes him with frosty calm. “How do you get food and provisions then?”
Markos answers with fabricated eagerness. “The Vampire Queen is kind enough to provide us every two weeks with the basics. That way her livestock won’t die... Look, I get it. You got an order to learn what happened to your prince. Now you know, there’s no turning back for him. Stay here for the night, I’ll prepare three rooms for you. Tomorrow morning leave as early as possible. You might be lucky enough to get away and tell the others back at your country what happened and warn them to stay away!”
Seriousness lurks in the depths of Alastor’s eyes. “We will take the rooms. It’s already dark enough outside. Tomorrow morning, we head to the Vampire Castle.”
Markos is stricken to his soul from what he just heard. “Do what you want, but make sure you stay inside tonight. No matter what you hear, don’t be tempted to venture outside. Evil fiends lurk around every corner,” he warns them as he slowly disengages his sight from them.
Alastor nods mutely.
The innkeeper serves them wine and bread, and tells a young woman, who is probably his daughter, to clean the big rooms upstairs for the guests. The wine is sour and the bread dry, but this is the best this establishment has to offer. After a few moments, the young woman comes and tells Markos that the rooms are prepared. She glances and offers a bit of a delicate little smile to Alastor and Elpenor coyly, but only when Markos is not looking.
“I will take you to your rooms now if you’re ready,” Markos explains to them kindly, but deep down he hopes they shove off early in the morning.
Alastor gets up and follows him. His comrades do the same as well. They climb up the stairs of the old inn. Each step has different height from the other, making it impossible to estimate how high to lift one's foot. After several failed attempts, miscalculations, and kicks on the step lips, they manage to reach the upper floor.
With exulting pride, the innkeeper presents them their rooms. “These are your rooms lads, the best this inn has to offer. I sleep down the left corridor. If you need anything, don’t hesitate to wake me up.”
Alastor responds with a plain “Thank you,” and opens the door as he bids, “Good night,” to Enyo and Elpenor. This place looks out of time, as if time stopped here and can go no further. Either way, this dark room is still warmer than what it is outside, heated by the red coals in a brazier near a window, making it the ideal sanctuary to recharge both mind and body.
Normally, he would insist the three of them to stay in a single room for safety, but tonight Alastor is willing to take a stupid risk. His thoughts are on the innkeeper’s daughter and hopes that he will have the opportunity to blow off some steam with her, given the glances she had turned his way. He takes off his boots, his armor, and his coat, then he hears a quiet knock on his door.
That was sooner than expected, he thinks lustfully.
He opens the door impatiently and meets face to face with the cute girl from earlier. Her hair has an auburn color, that shines like bronze in the lamplight. Just like before, she has her hair up in a ponytail, but now she wears an almost transparent nightgown. Alastor spends a few moments drooling over her, then invites her into his room.
“I came to see if you needed anything else, my lord.” She runs her hands over her gown, her fingers lingering over her visible and hardening nipples before descending down to her thighs.
He closes the door and offers a boyish grin. “Now, I don’t even know your name.”
“Is there a need for that, my Lord?” The girl asks, guiding Alastor to the bed. She pulls out her ponytail, and her long, auburn hair trails down the side of her shoulders. He sits at the edge of the bed, and she nestles herself in his lap. Her nipples brush against his chest ever so slightly, and he feels her entrance right on top of him as his member hardens, straining now underneath his pants.
“It’s proper for a man to know a girl’s name before he beds her,” Alastor says as he slides his hands beneath her gown to feel her warm flesh.
She is quite assuredly not a vampire, he decides.
“Well, I’m not proper,” the girl says, pressing her lips against his.
As their tongues dance in a fiery passion, she shrugs off her gown, revealing her big, milky breasts and petite body. Her hands rest on top of his erection, circling the tip teasingly.
She unbuckles his belt and removes his pants. She finally unsheathes him, and his erection twitches at the cold air of the room. The girl leaves soft, lingering kisses on his chest, midsection, and finally down to his member. Her mouth envelops his head, and she locks eyes with him as she takes him in completely. He feels himself reach the entrance of her hot throat, and groans softly.
She bobs her head, her lips shut tight around him as she sucks him off. Alastor leans back onto his hands on the bed, watching the girl. He shifts his hips ever so slightly to her pace, and after a minute or two, she withdraws.
“You taste great, my lord,” the girl whispers, trailing the tip of her tongue up and down a vein on his shaft.
“Rise,” he commands, gesturing towards him. The girl obeys and smiles up at him as she stands.
His fingers lower to down below, and he stimulates her while never looking away. Her lips part slightly, and she leans into his touch as he fingers her. She moans almost desperately in his ear as she rocks against his hand. He feels her getting wetter, and he slides another finger inside. The girl grips his shoulders for support.
He suddenly removes his fingers and sucks the juices off, then leans forward to kiss her again. He makes her taste her own juices and squeezes her ass cheeks with his large hands. After a minute or two, Alastor flips her onto the bed impatiently, and hovers over her, deepening the kiss. His hands slide down her body, and she moves in rhythm to his touch.
He presses himself against her now wet, hot entrance, and slowly enters her, watching her facial expression as he fills her up completely. She closes her eyes and moans softly as her head turns to the side.
“So warm and wet. You feel really good,” Alastor whispers in her ear, his hands tangled in her thick hair. His pace starts off slow and gentle, but eventually escalates faster and faster as she adjusts to him. Her walls squeeze him tight, and he begins to get more erratic and forceful with his thrusts.
Suddenly, he flips her again on her belly, and pumps himself inside her even more. The girl bites the pillow hard, her fingers reaching down to stimulate her clit as he pounds her. Her ass cheeks bounce with his pace, and he slaps them hard. Her tightness begins to become too much for him, and he pushes himself in as deep as he can.
Then her body begins to quiver, and she starts to spasm all over as she cums. She screams into her pillow as her walls contract around him. He fills the girl to the brim with his seed then collapses on top of her seconds later.




Chapter 29

They lay on the bed together for a few moments, without saying a word at each other. He looks at her, ready to ask her something, but she speaks first.
Her eyes divert from him. “Don’t worry, my Lord. It will be our secret. I will keep what happened to myself only,” she says, her voice sullen and somber.
He raises her chin softly and looks at her. Compassion perfectly angelic creeps into his face. “You can tell me what has happened. It will be our secret...” he promises as his hands explore her nubile flesh.
Tears fill her eyes. “My name is Melissa. Every month, the city offers ten of its people to Lamia and the high-ranking vampires. I’m this month’s offering. The day after tomorrow, I will go with nine others inside the Vampire Castle and never return,” she tells him, then turns to cuddle her naked body against his. “I thought of taking my life, but it would be a waste. Another person will have to take my place... Suicide is the greatest sin in Pedasa. Would it be selfish, you think, when you leave in the morning, to take me with you?”
Tenderness breaths from him. “Fear not, dear Melissa. In two days’ time, Lamia and her minions will be nothing more than ash. I came here to kill her. She will not see another day; I promise you that. You will not lose your life to her. And we are not leaving until she is dead for good.”
Her face flutters with a vague terror. “Many have tried to kill her, but all lie dead in the graveyard. What makes you so special? Are you a demon, a fiend that has come to take her place?” Her imagination recoils without ending.
He draws nearer and plants a kiss upon her warm mouth. “I’m a demon, that’s true, but I’m also the prince of Lycia,” he confesses with a sinister smile. “I came here to give salvation to my brother Nestor and release humanity from their suffering.”
A scream from outside breaks the deadly silence. Alastor leaves his warm bed, gets up and starts dressing.
Melissa’s mοod becomes unaccountably chilled. “Are you going outside, my Lord, at night?” She speculates and trembles at the thought. “Don’t go! You’ll die just like the others...”
His scarlet lips curl wickedly. “If a mere vampire or ghoul is such a great threat for me, then what chances do I have against the Vampire Queen? This is a great opportunity to test my skills and see how powerful my foes are. Return to your room and fear not. We will be back victorious,” he rebukes as he opens the door.
Enyo is already outside, waiting for him, and Elpenor is just opening his door, prepared as well.
The necromancer seems tense and dark. “I guess we all had the same though. Let’s see how vampires fare against us,” Elpenor tells them.
They rush down the stairs and open the inn’s front door. A cold wind blows at their direction, giving them a momentary shiver. There are two men outside. The first one, a young man in black, has his back on a wall, while the second, one that wears a white tunic, attempts to rip his throat. Alastor approaches them and grabs the man in white from the collar and pulls him back. The man in black finds the opportunity to escape the grip of his pursuer and runs away terrorized.
“Is it my imagination or is the guy who just ran away the young man we saw earlier in the bar?” Alastor asks and tightens his grip on his black sword.
The man in white is back on his feet. He hisses and approaches them menacingly. With no facial hair, large fangs, claws and red eyes, it is clear that he is a ghoul. His tongue, full of saliva, makes circular movements in his wet mouth.
Elpenor’s eyebrows rise. “He considers us a delicacy,” he comments with a grin and takes his short scythe from his belt. “That is no man, but I do not think it is a vampire either.”
Alastor nods. “Let me try first,” he says and uses Insight. This creature has a mere Threat Level 6 and its HP is 25. It poses no real threat to any member of the team. Even Elpenor with his meager Threat Level 9 could handle it.
The ghoul jumps at Alastor as he points out his sword. Without a moment’s hesitation, the ghoul continues its course. His sword pierces the stiff flesh, but only a few drops of blood sprinkle. Despite the fact he pierced it through its chest, it is only down to 3 Health Points. Like a maniac, the ghoul tries to rip Alastor’s neck with its claws. Elpenor comes from the back and with as swift slash decapitates the ghoul. The creature’s HP falls down to zero and stops moving.
“Ghouls and vampires can easily be killed if you pierce them directly in the heart or if you behead them. All other attacks are basically ineffective,” the necromancer explains as he cleans his scythe of the ghoul’s blood.
Your Adventurer’s Log has been updated! He reads the notification of his NCI.
Alastor fakes a smile. “I’ll keep that in mind.”
Enyo’s face is full of wondering interest. She scratches her head, then speaks her mind. “My master, the young man in black was the one we saw with the innkeeper. Why was he outside this time of night do you think? Should we follow him?”
The demon mage has an equal degree of interest, as his summon. “I have the same question. Why don’t we go and see what he has to say? I find it completely idiotic to simply walk outside when you know what dangers lurk in this place.” Alastor looks at Elpenor and both burst out laughing.
The traces of his flight are still there, present in the soft snow. It will be easy for them to track Linos down, especially for Alastor’s enhanced sense of smelling and speed. Practically, no human alive would be able to escape him now.
“He’s not far, but others pursue him as well. Let’s make haste,” he yells and sprints off like a wolf.
Enyo and Elpenor follow behind him. Enyo could easily keep up, but she stays by Elpenor’s side, so that he won’t be cut out entirely and would be protected in case of an ambush. Alastor arrives first in front of a large dark house. Six ghouls, all wearing white tunics form a semicircle there. He listens carefully to the pleas of one ghoul who is calling for the man to join them. Alastor inspects the ghouls with his Insight. All except one, have Threat Level 6. One ghoul is Threat Level 8, the one that makes the plea.
A faint tremor of amusement comes out of the creature’s lips. “Linos, come out. Don’t be afraid. You should have died in the graveyard with Myron.”
The level 8 ghoul quickly sniffs out Alastor, turns at him and attacks like a tiger on its prey. The demon mage lets the ghoul nip him, then smacks over its head with his fist, crushing its skull and splashing its brain all over the street. The Critical Hit is more than enough to destroy the ghoul, but the bite has caused him a minor HP drop. A message appears on his Neural Control Interface that says Ghoul Poisoning.
So, they are poisonous. Damn, why didn’t Elpenor warn us? He curses silently.
Another ghoul attacks him with its maw wide open and claws bared, ready to embrace him with death. He dodges the attack, then grabs it by the neck and stabs it through the heart with his sword. Dark energy flows inside his body, but instead of the breezy feeling he usually feels when he absorbs an opponent’s energy, this time a shivering chill runs through his body and down his spine.
Another message pops inside his Neural Control Interface: You have obtained Resistance to Ghoul Poisoning.
As he is self-absorbed for a moment, another ghoul comes from behind and sinks its teeth deep into his calf. The bite stings intensely, making Alastor scream in shock. He immediately shoves his sword into the ghoul's heart and slashes it up the neck, splitting the monster’s head in two. Enyo and Elpenor come to his aid. Enyo blocks the attacks of two ghouls, while Elpenor fights the remaining one. Sharp claws rake down on Elpenor, but he parries it with his short scythe, then sinks the blade deep into the ghoul’s left shoulder cutting down to its heart, killing it.
Enyo and the ghouls circle each other several times, evading their claws easily. With lighting speed, she beheads one, then rushes for the other. The ghoul moves left, then right, trying to confuse Enyo, but she mirrors its movements easily. She then pierces the creature’s body maniacally, so fast that it is impossible for Elpenor to follow her movements. Gushes of blood open all over its body. Enyo then decapitates it once its HP falls to zero.
They gather together and clean their blades.
Enyo smiles with fatuous amusement. “Wow, they need a lot of stabbing.” Then, she swirls a lock of her hair lustfully and bites her lower lip as she approaches Alastor. “Hmm... my master doesn’t want to release some steam with me?” She surprises him with her question.
How does she know? Alastor wonders. Does she know about Sinope as well? What a girl...
Alastor attempts to answer at her, but his thoughts suspend when he sees the man they saved earlier coming out of his house as he heads towards them. He is the young man they saw talking with the innkeeper yesterday and does not dare to take his eyes off the dead ghouls that lay dead left and right. It must be an unprecedented experience for him.
“You are Linos, the man we met earlier yesterday,” Elpenor makes a remarkably clear and coherent statement.
Linos nods at him and to the others. He turns to Alastor. “Thank you, strangers. Without you, I’d be dead for sure. These creatures have lurked outside my house for the past three nights,” he confesses.
“Why do they hunt you?” Alastor questions him.
Linos lower lip trembles from the shock. “Three-three days ago.... I and a few other men, we went to the Great Graveyard. We were searching for clues to why the ghouls gather there. Legend has it, a great artifact attracts them there. We went when the sun was still up, so that daylight would protect us. No one has ever dared to go that deep for generations. At least, that’s what we were told.”
Alastor’s pupils dilate “Why did you do such a stupid thing? You barged into the ghoul’s nest!”
Linos forces a half smile. “What do you know, stranger? We live our whole lives in despair and fear. If the legends were true, we would be able to get rid of the ghouls once and for all if we destroyed the ancient artifact.”
“What happened next?” Elpenor demands, while sheathing his scythe.
Linos continues his story. “As we went there, fog surrounded us, and the remaining sunlight faded. The others decided to go inside the mausoleum, a small building were nobles are buried there. Myron and I got scared and ran outside.”
“Did anyone survive?”
“Yes, after a few moments, Myron and I heard the screams of our comrades, so we ran back here.”
“Where is Myron now?”
He replies with his mournful voice. “They killed him yesterday and turned him into one of them. The ghoul that hunted me earlier when you saved me was Myron. These ghouls that you just killed were the rest of my fellows. They came every night here, haunting me.”
“Why did you go outside then?”
He nods and starts explaining. “Yesterday, I tried to convince Markos, the innkeeper to form a new group to search the Great Graveyard. He is our mayor, and his daughter Melissa will be an offering to the vampires in two days. I thought that it would be easy to convince him that if we destroyed the ancient artifact and got rid of the ghouls, it would be easier for us to storm the Vampire Castle. Unfortunately, he thought my plan was utter nonsense.”
“I consider your plan utter nonsense as well,” Alastor confesses to him frankly.
Trouble gathers in Elpenor’s brow from what he just heard. “If I may, Sir Alastor, I have an important question for our brave friend here. Where is the Great Graveyard?” He asks calmly, as if he knows something.
“It is on the west side of the city. Only a few people live there. That part of the city is almost abandoned now. Well, except for the ghouls.”
The necromancer softens his frown to a grin. “Great. Would you be willing to show us where the mausoleum is?”
“No way, I’ve had enough of that. I’ll pass my remaining time inside my home,” Linos yells and without a moment’s notice, he runs back to his house.
Alastor straightens and looks at his comrades. “What a strange man...”
Elpenor leans closer to them. “Sir Alastor, Lady Enyo, I think we should go to the Great Graveyard and search for this ancient artifact Linos mentioned.”
A notification appears before Alastor: Side Quest: Help the necromancer.
“What makes you think that an ancient artifact actually exists there? For all we know, this could be a charade by Lamia and the vampires, to lure idiots to their deaths,” Enyo disagrees caustically and looks at Alastor for confirmation.
Elpenor dismisses her thoughts with a handshake. “No! The powerful necromantic force I mentioned back at the Titan Dragon, comes from the direction of the Great Graveyard. I would never trust him simply because he told us so.”
Enyo is not convinced in the least. “Do you have any idea what it is now that we’re close?” She demands to know.
“Unfortunately, no, lady Enyo, but it is an artifact of great power that only a necromancer could use.”
Agitated, she rebukes, “Your answers are too vague, and I don’t think it’s worth our time.” She still waits for her master’s support with profound and eager hopefulness. Eventually, she decides to ask Alastor directly what he thinks. “My master, what are your thoughts?”
A quiver of resistance rans through him. “Honestly, I don’t know. It seems like madness to barge into the ghoul nest. We don’t even know their numbers or the geography of the place. Sinope has told me this city is swarming with creatures, that could be where they are centered.”
Elpenor’s lip protests with a waver. “I understand your concerns, Sir Alastor. As I told you on the Titan Dragon, I don’t plan to be a drag on you or for Lady Enyo. I’m a capable man, and I hope that you’ll understand my reasons to head to the cemetery. I will go there myself and find the source of this powerful source if I must. I would like to thank you for your help up to this point,” he concludes apologetically, and after offering a light bow, the necromancer turns and walks away.
Enyo approaches Alastor and gives him a wink. “Don’t worry, my master. He is a capable man; he doesn’t need us. The night is still young, what do you say we go back to the inn and release some steam together?” She tells him as she licks her forefinger. She disappears and suddenly grabs him from behind. A fragrant scent comes out of her mouth as she licks his neck.
Oh my... she’s like a predator. I think I will be safer inside the ghoul nest, the prince protests silently.
“Look, I promise you we’ll release some steam together,” Alastor tells his demon summon. “But right now, I think that we should help Elpenor complete his quest. If what he says is true and this artifact is so powerful, it could turn the tables on our enemies and get rid of the vampires once and for all. I promise you, after we defeat the Vampire Queen, I’ll be yours for a whole day.”
“Yay!” She chortles happily and licks his neck again. “Mmm... you taste so good, my master...” She releases him and makes a step back.
He immediately jogs after Elpenor, a little worried about what he’s just promised Enyo. “Elpenor, wait!” He shouts, then sighs. “We decided to accompany you. The girls won’t forgive me if I let something happen to you, and Enyo agrees she wants to help too!”
A notification appears before Alastor: Side Quest: Help the necromancer accepted!
“Yay! Let's burn those ghouls alive,” his demon summon exclaims happily as she keeps drooling at Alastor. The tip of her forefinger is still inside her mouth and saliva runs down her palm, but she ignores it completely, as her eyes are locked on Alastor’s backside.




Chapter 30

After an hour of walking, they reach the Great Graveyard, a place with countless rows of tombstones that stretch into the darkness. From his point of view, Alastor thinks of them like the waves of the sea. The gravestones are eerie and most of them have some kind of slimy, glistering material on them. Due to the passage of time, most have crumbled and only a few remain whole. A stench so strong, from the decaying corpses, hits Alastor’s enhanced nose like a hammer. It is as if his nostrils are on fire.
The prince holds his nose and walks with Enyo and Elpenor through the gravestones unobstructed. The ghouls stalk them, but none dares to approach too close. They sense that permanent death awaits them the moment they attempt an attack.
A helpless anger simmers on Alastor, as he watches the gathering of ghouls. “They are everywhere. If we make a sudden move or show any signs of fear, they’ll rush on us immediately. Do you have any idea where the artifact is? Can you sense it?”
Elpenor evaluates the situation. “Yes, I can sense it clearly now. It is inside the small mausoleum ahead. There are more than a thousand ghouls inside the Great Graveyard. Fortunately, they are in different locations, mostly around the perimeter as if they guard this place but are moving in our direction, perhaps to block our progress. Linos was probably right, but things won’t be that easy from this point on,” he admits and bites his lower lip.
Enyo is still in the mood and keeps harassing them. “I know that it’s pointless to ask now, but why didn’t we come during the day? We could release some steam tonight and come here first thing in the morning.”
Elpenor explains immediately, dispelling any doubt the duo might have. “For some reason, the artifact seems to manifest its power more clearly at night, making it easier for me to sense its location. If we had come in the morning, it would be almost impossible to track its exact location.”
Alastor inspects the area and the position of the ghouls. Although he would agree he is a mediocre strategist, he considers himself now an excellent tactician. “Ok, let’s get this over with. From what I’ve seen so far, ghouls have the tendency to attack from the side. We’ll change our usual formation. This time, I’ll act as the vanguard and penetrate their lines. Enyo is the strongest and fastest of us, so I suggest she guards our left and right flanks. Elpenor you hold the rear.”
Enyo takes immediately the position she was ordered. “You got it, master.”
The necromancer affirms approvingly. “An excellent plan. Lead the way, Sir Alastor.”
Alastor’s face lights with the fire of decision. “Ok, follow me,” he signals at them and charges at the two Level 6 ghouls upfront. Enyo and Elpenor follow right behind, with their drawn weapons. Moving his hand from his nose, the stench of decay hits Alastor hard again, but he tries to concentrate on the battle at hand. The ghouls hold their line, and suddenly three of them attack them on their flanks. One on the left and two on the right.
His tactical command proves surprisingly effective, as Enyo beheads the left ghoul, then quickly stabs the first assailant on the right. Without hesitation, she snatches the second ghoul by its forehead and crushes its head with brute force. Its brain splatters all over her hand like an egg, flicking away its brain juices.
She growls full of flaming anger and disgust. “Ehhh… what a mess.”
The demon mage has his eyes fixed on the ghouls in front of him. Their bulging eyes and monstrous maws give them a lurid appearance in the dark night. A throwing dagger penetrates the right ghoul’s face, making it look like a unicorn. The second hisses and charges him. With superhuman strength, he performs a vertical slash that splits the ghoul in two.
More than twenty ghouls emerge from behind the tombstones around them. The creatures charge their flanks as expected, but Alastor ignores them and concentrates only on what’s ahead of him. This time, it will be impossible to use precision attacks. There’s no time, and the ghouls are about to overwhelm the trio.
The creatures grind their teeth from anticipation, but very soon they realize they are too weak to affect him. Without thinking consciously, Alastor attacks furiously, like a hungry beast. Stabs, slashes, and punches leave behind a pile of crushed bones and dismembered limbs. Untiringly, relentlessly he breaks through them and hunts them down like the scared sheep they truly are.
Elpenor is left with total ineffable and indescribable impression as he sees Alastor’s battle performance.
“Hahaha,” Enyo bursts in laughter, cheerfully leaving a carnage of dead meat along her zigzagging path.
“More are coming,” Alastor hisses, as he achieved another Critical Hit. “Enyo, go berserk,” He orders his demon summon.
She replies with joy. “As you wish, my master.”
“Wait,” Elpenor tells them, then stops for a moment to take a short breath, before speaking again. “The Great Graveyard is the perfect place for a necromancer. Allow me to demonstrate; there is no need for that.”
Elpenor casts Animate Dead and calls upon the corpses from their graves around them. A standoff takes place soon, and the ghouls stop their assault. Grotesque, both fresh and decayed corpses come to their aid. A competition of bites, grinning teeth, and claws takes place between the two factions, effectively eliminating any obstacles.
“They won’t hold long, though. Hurry,” the necromancer urges Alastor and Enyo.
They leave the undead and the ghouls to rip each other apart undisturbed. The mausoleum is just ahead and only a locked set of double doors separates them from the artifact. Alastor breaks the chains with a vertical slash of his sword and opens the gates. Inside the mausoleum, there is nothing but empty walls, dead air, and a big stone crypt at its center.
Elpenor heads swiftly at the stone grave and pushes the lid. Unnatural red light accompanied by a loud humming emanates from the coffin. Although Elpenor thought that the coffin would bear a corpse, the only thing present is a small, red orb the size of his fist.
The necromancer touches it and a feeling of emptiness overwhelms him. Everything becomes silent around him, as the dark void swallows him entirely. Blackness, no feeling; just emptiness. His blood becomes chill and coldness expands throughout his body, reaching the fingers of his limbs. Away from any living being, his soul wanders over Pedasa and travels the entirety of Anatolia. He can hear the voices of the dead, whispering, begging him to bring them back. Searing pain pierces his brain. Tormented thoughts, curses without meaning devour his consciousness.
“Aghhghhh,” Elpenor groans as Alastor pulls him away from the red orb.
“What happened?” The prince asks as he turns him around to face him.
Elpenor shakes his head. He seems to be fine, for now, at least. “I... I felt the dead calling to me. Alastor, this is the Night Stone, a powerful artifact, capable of raising all the dead across all Anatolia,” he gasps, trying to find his breath.
“Are you sure?”
“Yes! If I could master the Night Stone, even the undead king would be no match for me.”
The demon mage tenses his shoulders. “Are you sure you can handle it?” He asks troubled. “You seemed overwhelmed just a few moments ago.”
Elpenor nods his head up and down. “I let my mental guard down. I tried to explore its powers to the fullest,” he admits. “I’ll use a fraction of its power this time. It won’t be a problem.”
“Ok, make haste. The ghouls are approaching. It won’t take long ‘til they reach here.”
Elpenor nods and softly touches the red orb again. He bites his lips and winces, but after a few seconds, he manages to hold the orb. “Ok, we’re ready. I can handle this much.”
Ghouls flood in through the doors and crowd around them. Their creaking joints fill the mausoleum. They are everywhere, even climbing the walls.
“Great,” Alastor grunts roughly. “Now what? Any suggestions?”
“Master, let me clear a path for you. Even if I die, you will simply summon me again. It’s our only choice. The only thing I regret is that we won’t release steam tonight,” Enyo offers in a tone of musing surprise.
Alastor smacks his forehead. How can she be thinking of something like this now? He notices however that the ghouls aren’t attacking them.
The necromancer seems to hold the answer. “I used the orb’s power and made us invisible to them. Not only can they not hear us or smell us, it’s as we don’t exist for them. Gradually, I’ll be able to master control over them, but for now that’s all I can do,” he explains with a faint tremor of amusement.
Alastor scrutinizes the necromancer with the Insight skill. His threat level has increased to 46! What? And he didn’t even master the thing. He could truly become a powerful being if he masters the Night Stone. With him, Sinope, and Enyo, none will be able to stop him from succeeding in his mission and bringing back the Dark Lady.
Alastor whispers a faint accent of reproach. “So, why don’t we get going back to the inn? We should rest and form a new plan for tomorrow. It’s going to be a big day.” Having a discussion here, in the middle of the ghoul nest, makes him uncomfortable to say the least.
“Follow my lead, you’ll be safe,” Elpenor reassures them in a confident tone and walks through the ghouls. Alastor and Enyo do the same, they continue until they are outside the Great Graveyard.
“It would be great if you could do the same trick with the vampires,” Alastor stresses in a fever of enthusiasm now that they are away from the stink of the ghouls.
Elpenor give a half shrug. “Unfortunately, ghouls and the vampires are only half-dead. I can only command full dead,” he tells him. “Also, because ghouls are creatures that have lost most of their consciousness, it’s easier to trick them. It will not be the same with the vampires, I fear. However, the ghouls will no longer be a problem for us.”
Alastor gesticulates in agreement. “I guess you were right after all. Having an army of ghouls on top of the vampires would make things harder. At least we now have to worry only about vampires.”
Enyo exhales, and puts her hands on her hips. “I am glad it all went well, anyway. Time to head back, yeah?”
After recouping, they start to walk back to the inn with the moon lighting their path. The inn comes into view after some time of trekking, a sight for sore eyes. They enter the inn and the trio is immediately welcomed by the warmth of the hearth.
Elpenor faces and winks to Alastor. “I shall go to my room now. I bid you a good night.”
A notification appears before Alastor: Side Quest: Help the necromancer completed!
Alastor gives him a nod as Elpenor turns and heads to his room, leaving Alastor and Enyo alone. Alastor enters his room, with Enyo following behind. He turns to her with an eyebrow raised.
“What? It’s time to release some steam together as you promised, master,” Enyo provokes, biting her nails and grinning. She closes the door behind them and approaches him, her hands running down her body.
Suddenly, the demoness jumps onto Alastor, giggling as she plants kisses all over him. Alastor stumbles at the sudden attack and wraps his arms around her body.
“You’re… so eager,” Alastor chuckles as Enyo starts to disrobe him. “You can’t wait until I’ve killed Lamia?”
Enyo trails her tongue in between his pecs, and her bright orange eyes look up at him innocently, “I can’t! I’ve been craving you since the moment you summoned me!”
She grabs his hand and guides it in between her thighs. A suggestive grin spreads across her lips.
“See?”
Alastor is surprised to find that beneath her armor, she’s completely wet. Her hand flies to his groin and starts to stroke him above his loincloth, while planting her mouth over his. As always, her smell is fragrant and sweet, like citrus. His hands brush through her white strands as her tongue invades his mouth, her teeth grazing his bottom lip.
While her legs grip around his waist, she breaks away from their kiss to lean back and unshackle the buckles of her armor. As it drops to the ground, her big, pale breasts bounce into view and they capture Alastor’s attention immediately. His hands cup them, the soft flesh spilling between the spaces of his fingers. She starts to run her hands through his hair almost aggressively, tugging at his nape to suck on his neck.
His hands travel further down her body, using the candlelight in the room to admire her. Her skin is soft beneath his touch, and her response is like a cat being stroked by its owner.
Enyo settles her entrance over him as her fingers fumble with his belt. She tosses it aside, pulls down his pants and looks up at him with a giggle. She keeps eye contact with Alastor as she starts to descend onto him, a flash of emotions crossing her features. Her lips part, and she throws her head back.
“You feel so good…” Enyo gasps, and looks back at him with an excited grin. She starts to rock her hips onto him, her heels digging into his back.
Alastor grips her ass as he fills her up completely, astonished at how she feels. He feels her walls contract around him as he starts to thrust into her. Enyo let herself hang in the air as her body gets pounded, her long, white locks trailing onto the floor. Her body is so tight that he can see his member penetrate her underneath her skin. It is almost as if he can pierce through her.
Enyo wraps her hands around his neck and slams onto him with more force, mashing their bodies together. Their sweat and her juices combine to make a clapping sound with each thrust, and he lifts Enyo’s face to his in a kiss.
Their kisses are desperate and messy, tongues lazily lapping at each other’s mouths. Even her saliva is sweet in his mouth, and he is entranced by her. Beads of sweat start to form at his temples, and trail down his neck. She licks his neck again, capturing the droplets with her tongue.
Enyo’s moans start to grow louder, and she grips him tight.
“I’m going to cum, m-master!” She moans
His thrusts start to become more vigorous and erratic, his hands digging into her waist. A pressure starts to build in his groin, and he starts to moan himself.
“Fuck... I’m close.” Alastor breathes, mashing his lips against hers again. The demoness moans into his mouth and presses her body against his forcefully.
After a few bucking motions with his hips, he starts to cum. His hot seed spurts inside her, and her walls contract even more, as if to milk every last drop out of him. Enyo’s mouth is agape in a small ‘o’ shape as she cums, her eyes half-lidded and full of lust. Her body twitches for a few moments before Alastor withdraws, their juices oozing out of her and onto the floor.
Alastor places her down on the bed, and she hugs him. Alastor, unsure of what to do, rustles her hair with a chuckle.
Enyo peeks up at him and tilts her head to the side. “Again?”
Alastor pulls back, bewildered. “Again?!”
Enyo pouts and puts her forehead against his abs.
“You said I could have you all night,” she complains.
Alastor sighs and collapses onto the bed next to her, his hand massaging his temples.
“Fine.”
And as Enyo requested, they have sex again and again until he falls asleep during their last round, to Enyo’s dismay. She ends up cuddling his naked body, though, enjoying his warmth until morning comes. 




Chapter 31

Despite not announcing what they have accomplished, the people of Pedasa quickly learn of the trio of adventurers that ventured inside the Great Graveyard and came out alive. Some say they found the great artifact that was hidden there and claimed it for themselves. And if even a handful of people already know that, then it is no longer a secret, but information. The vampires have their spies, and surely, they know of the adventurer’s achievement as well.
Alastor sleeps less than he expected to, given Enyo’s demands. His anger builds deep within at the thought of encountering his lost brother. This place will push him to the limits, and he will need all his wits to put an end to his nightmares. He decides to leave the dozing Enyo, puts on his battle armor and heads down to see Markos, the innkeeper and mayor of this city.
Alastor stands momentarily at the stairs and eavesdrops on the regulars.
“I’m telling you; they kill ghouls with a single swing of their swords. That’s all it takes them to finish them off. They are different from the other people that came here in the past.”
It is Linos, the young man they saved yesterday who is speaking.
He is already spreading rumors about us all over Pedasa. That’s not good. If this is the case, then the vampires will have heard about us already, the prince thinks calmly as he climbs down the stairs. There are several patrons in attendance, probably three times more than yesterday.
“Here he is! My hero, Sir Alastor of Lycia!” Linos cheers and raises his cup of wine.
The first faint trace of irritation creeps upon Alastor’s face. He gives a dismissive wave of his hand to Linos, but the latter decides to sit at the table, nonetheless.
Linos rests his hands on the table. “Sir Alastor, I thank you and your companions for saving me. How did it go? Did you manage to find the ancient artifact in the Great Graveyard? I dared to go there myself this morning and found a pile of dead ghouls. I was...”
Alastor cocks his head and crosses his arms. “Get lost. What we do is none of your business. When did we become friends?”
“I know that we’re not friends, but only adventurers and heroes help people when in need. And you helped me Sir Alastor, oh you did. If it wasn’t for you, I would be dead already.”
A flood of anger rises in Alastor. Reflexively, the young man pushes his chair back, stumbles on a dent in the floor and falls off. The patrons laugh at Linos as he gets up. He steps backwards, staggers, then sits at the bar. Elpenor and Enyo come down the stairs and sit next to him. They see Linos and a bunch of men discussing something.
“I have a pretty good idea of what happened here. Does everyone know what happened yesterday?” Elpenor makes an educated guess.
“Yes, the bastard told everyone,” Alastor complains. “We should have let him die.  Any advantage we might have had is now lost.”
“Had we done that, I might not now possess Night Stone. Now the ghouls are no longer a threat to us. We might have lost the element of surprise, but we won something better in exchange. Besides that, a Titan Dragon just landed in the forest a few leagues south and three strangers arrive a few hours later. I suspect we already made an impression. Think about it. Do you really imagine what Linos has told the other people here will make a difference?”
Alastor had to nod at Elpenor’s point. Perhaps he had overreacted.
Enyo has already approached him and sat beside him. “Now what, master? What’s our next plan?” she touches his thighs, ignoring the other patrons and Elpenor.
Alastor’s mouth drops. “Ehm ehm... Markos, bring some wine to me and my companions. We're dry!”
Markos brings them three cups and a jug of wine. He seems troubled and downcast. “It’s on the house lads, miss.”
Alastor grabs his right hand and forces him to stay. “Sit,” he commands him, impatience in his voice.
The innkeeper nods agreeably and sits on the other side of the rounded table. “Sir Alastor, I humbly beg your forgiveness, but the vampires will soon learn about what you did and will come here. They’ll burn this place down to the ground, so I must kindly ask you to leave.”
Enyo licks her lips like a creature and glares at Markos. “And what do you think will happen to you and your family, if you refuse us? Your petty desires are irrelevant to us, little man. Me and my master are more powerful than you could possibly imagine. Before you stands the great Alastor, the Demon Lord of Lycia. Do you think a mortal like you is in a position to make demands of us?” She scoffs, making her point clear.
Markos agonizes over the situation and tries to find the proper words to reply. In the end, he decides to sit idly, silent where he is and listen to what they have to say.
Alastor stares him in the eyes. “Tonight, Melissa and nine more will be sent to the Vampire Castle. I want her to exchange positions with Enyo. More importantly, do any of the other sacrifices know your daughter?”
A gloom overcomes Markos. “No, the other nine don’t know of Melissa, they’ve never met her. Those who are chosen as a sacrificial offering, wear a white hooded tunic and head to the square alone. The vampire guard accompanies them to the castle and we never see them again.”
Elpenor intrudes with a question. “Don’t the ghouls attack them?”
“No, during the Night of the Sacrificial Offerings as we call it, the ghouls don’t lurk the streets. They remain inside the Great Graveyard. It’s like a gift from Lamia, the Vampire Queen to us. Tonight, we can freely walk the streets, but only a few people dare to do so,” Markos replies in the politest way.
“Everything is set then. Send Melissa to my room and tell her to bring the white hooded tunic with her. Needless to say, you should hold your tongue if you and your family want to see the light of the day again,” Alastor points out firmly.
“You are dismissed,” Enyo snarls at Markos.
The barkeep nods and leaves immediately.
“Let’s get back to my room. I hope we scared him enough,” Alastor whispers at the other two.




Chapter 32

Legend has it, that the Vampire Castle was once an acclaimed center of lore, where alchemists, sages, and their students explored and expanded their knowledge. It is so ancient, that even the skeletons at the Great Graveyard look new. Now, built upon the blood and bone of countless innocents, only death and decay rule this place. The humans who are invited here face deaths of such agony no one should ever experience. Screams and sobs of terror echo from the castle dungeons, but no willing ears will ever hear what their tormented souls had to say. The sentinels, dark and winged, walk the walls eternally, making sure no one escapes. And at the heart of it, lies the throne room, bathed in the blood of innocents.
Lamia, the Vampire Queen sits on her throne. Her skin is waxy and pale, almost perfect like a doll. Her facial features, hair and beauty are flawless. Her smooth, buttery voice commands a pale skinned naked male teenager to approach her. She sniffs the naked, sweaty flesh and purrs like a hungry cat, then sinks her teeth into the soft and pudgy flesh of the teenager’s exposed neck and starts drinking. The face of the boy becomes red, and he moans softly from pain and promiscuous indulgence.
The teenager has almost lost consciousness when she stops. She snaps her finger and two other naked males approach her. They lift the unconscious boy and take him to his room. Unlike in the past, Lamia now chooses to keep her favorite boys alive and drink their blood once a month until she gets bored of them. It was proven to be more efficient than to suck them dry once, then casting them away. The same behavior now applies to most of the members of the vampire council. There aren’t so many living people in her city these days to choose from.
Today, a new sacrificial offering will take place, but a young man from Pedasa comes and informs her of a trio of adventurers that ventured inside the Great Graveyard and claimed the Night Stone. Supposedly, the adventurers are from Lycia on a royal decree to find what happened to the Lycian army that was lost at the outskirts of Pedasa, a couple of years ago.
All the members of the vampire council are present. They number twenty-one with the Vampire Queen included. The young man kneels before her and is positioned at the center of the throne room. The other vampires of the council form a semicircle around him.
He is nervous and has his eyes fixed on the ground. One strange glimpse to a member of the vampire council could mean his death.
I probably shouldn’t have come here. I’m an idiot, I know, but this might be my lucky day. If they deem the information important, they might make me a vampire of the council, the young man hopes.
Lamia runs her fingers through her hair and stares at the young man with the intensity of a seasoned predator. He seems a sweet boy, one she would love to toy with. Even now, after she had her fill, he seems like a tasty desert. Maybe she would taste him, after council is over. She looks to Nestor, the newest member of the vampire council and former viceroy of Lycia.
“Do you think what he says is true, my beloved Nestor?” She asks, her face gravely authoritative as always.
Nestor’s gaze falters and falls. “Lycians don’t cooperate with demons, my queen. I’ve never heard of a horned demon in services to our kingdom.”
Oh no, they are going to eat me alive! They are going to torment me for sure. How idiotic of me to think I could become a member of the vampire council... the young man now panics. His breath quickens and the vampires notice, hunger in their faces, as they expect any excuse to allow them to tear him apart.
Nestor continues, his lips loosened in a furtively exultant smile. “However, the name Alastor isn’t common. In fact, it’s the name of my youngest brother and fifth prince of Lycia.”
The Vampire Queen becomes intrigued. “Ohhh! What a pleasant surprise. I would love to add another Lycian prince to my collection. Is he as attractive and sweet as you are?” She asks coyly.
His darting eyes try to avoid her gaze. “I don’t know, my queen. When I left him, he was but a boy. Now, he must be eighteen or nineteen years old,” Nestor states cheerlessly. It’s hard for him to tell how many years he has been in this city of endless winter. Alastor might even be over twenty by now.
Another vampire counselor inquires Nestor, “Do you think he came here searching for you? It’s not the first time after all, we had visitors from Lycia, asking for your whereabouts.”
Nestor’s lips quiver with pleasure. “My youngest brother looked up to me. Considering his temperament, I don’t find it impossible he would try something as stupid as this, but I must warn you again, no one from Lycia, let alone the royal family, has horns on his forehead or is powerful enough to venture inside the Great Graveyard. My take on this is that someone fooled this miserable creature and tries to lead us into false assumptions.”
“Something is afoot, of that I’m sure. My scouts have found a gargantuan creature at the outskirts of the woods. It appears to be a dragon from the old legends. Even me, the second most ancient of us, have never encountered anything similar in my life,” Ambrose, the most ancient member of the vampire council points out, while he rests his hands on the table. “Its arrival is for certain an ill omen.”
For Lamia to remain silent, lost in her own thoughts, is something that rarely happens. The other vampires look at her troubled. They have never seen their queen so stressed. However, she is the only one who knows of the creature that lays at Elis Woods. From the descriptions the scouts give, it is clear that a Titan Dragon is at their doorstep, a weapon so powerful it could burn her entire Vampire Castle to ashes with one breath.
Now, this young man has just informed them of three adventurers so powerful that they could go inside the Great Graveyard and returned unscathed. It is no coincidence. She is sure that the demons are finally making their move. The Titan Dragon might be a weapon of mass destruction, but it cannot be used against an Apostle of Elysium such as her. If it was free of the Oath it would have already vaporized her castle, perhaps even the entire city. So, any true threat that might exist will be the trio of adventurers. They are likely not bound by the Great Treaty, but they are only three. How powerful might they be? She needs more information.
“My beloved Nestor” She addresses the former viceroy of Lycia as she tosses her hair roughly. “I want you to check if the rumors are true. Check if this Alastor is indeed from Lycia or a fraud. Then bring back the Sacrificial Offerings as usual.”
A flood of pride rises in him. “With great joy, my queen,” he reassures her, stands up and places his hand on his heart. Without a second to spare, he exits through the chamber doors and heads to the stables.
Dead silence fills the room.
After some time she orders Ambrose, “Follow Nestor secretly and see that he’s telling the truth.”
“As you wish, my beloved queen,” the ancient vampire bows and leaves the throne room.
“Council is dismissed,” she announces with silent and calm authority. At once the vampire counselors rise, bow before her, and leave. 




Chapter 33

Lamia is now alone with the sweet, young man. He sweats and breathes heavily, like a frightened bird. He does not dare to lift his head. Nice! Obedient, frightened boys are her favorite supper.
What was his name again? Linos, I think. Well, it doesn’t matter... she presses her finger up to her lips and licks it.
“Rise, young man,” she commands him loftily.
Linos gets up silently, continuing to stare at the floor.
“Now, strip off your clothes,” she encourages him with her buttery, smooth voice. He freezes for a moment and then snivels. “I don’t have all day. I said, get off your clothes, pet!”
Linos undresses then stands naked before her, his hands over his privates, and he swallows hard. “I’m sorry for displeasing you, my queen, I...” Linos tries.
“Silence! Tonight, you’re mine,” Lamia says, desire filling her voice. She approaches him and grips his wrist with immense strength, “Don’t cover yourself. I enjoy seeing my pets fully exposed.”
Linos whimpers softly, as she grips him from the neck like a puppy. She kisses him passionately with her cold lips. He nearly flinches at the sensation, until she pushes him against her mouth forcefully. He is hers to command and tonight she plans to fully enjoy him.
“Now, kneel before me,” she whispers softly then kisses him. Linos does what he’s told and remains kneeling where he is. She goes right behind him and kisses him gently down his neck, then nibbles on his earlobe. “Now you’re mine. I will take my time with you tonight. I plan to enjoy every inch of your handsome body.”
He remains silent, frightened. Thoughts of possible escape rush through his mind as his eyes dart around the room, but no possible exit is in sight. He exhales in submission at that realization, and silently recites his last words in his mind.
She bites him on the shoulder gently, right at the base of his neck. Her sharp fangs only barely pierce his skin, drawing little beads of his blood to the surface. Her tongue darts out to capture the droplets and she hums in delight at the taste of them.
“Not the best I’ve tasted, but suitable,” she decides, noting that he is shivering slightly. “Be still, pet.”
Lamia wraps an arm around Linos’ shoulder to keep him still and leans forward to his neck. Closing her eyes, she plunges her fangs further into his flesh. Linos groans at the white-hot pain that shoots through his body and nearly buckles underneath her grip. She tightens her grasp around his shoulder and wraps a hand around his throat impatiently as she drinks.
The vampire kiss’s drug flows swiftly through his veins making his heart race and his limbs grow leaden. Linos’ vision begins to blur and the pain transforms into something else as Lamia draws more blood from him. Her hands loosen around his shoulder and throat and begin to travel down his body. Long fingernails scratch down his chest until they meet with the twitching member between his thighs.
Linos is beginning to feel the effects of a vampire’s kiss. A heat grows down below, causing him to harden beneath her cold hands. The juxtaposition of his hot skin beneath her frigid touch sends shivers through his body as she trails a finger up and down his shaft. Linos looks down at his prick, surprised that he is getting hard from such a monstrous woman. But as each second passes, his logic and sanity fade. His head leans back against her hold, and his eyes glaze over. He moans as the pain transforms into arousal, the insertion of her fangs now becoming a stimulation of pleasure throughout his entire body.
Precum collects at the tip of his fully erect member, and Lamia toys with the substance as Linos begins to feel faint. The vampire kiss serves as an aphrodisiac and is a wonderful tool to dominate prey more easily. She does enjoy herself more when her prey isn’t screaming and begging for mercy.
She notices a thick and obvious vein on his shaft and pierces it slightly with her fingernail. Her eyes glitter with amusement as the red droplets arise from the vein. She swipes the droplet with her fingertip and licks it off with the tip of her tongue.
“Do you desire release?” Lamia asks, her voice dripping with lust; quite captivating to Linos’ ears. She runs her fingers through his hair, leaning forward to kiss his neck, jaw, and cheek. He feels her nails scrape against his scalp as her cold breath brushes against his cheek.
Linos nods in response, and she finally pulls away from him; she stands and moves to face him. All he can see in his line of sight now is her waist, with her hand against one hip. Lamia begins to shuffle off her attire, unfastening the buttons of her gown and then lets it fall to the floor around her ankles. She removes each leg from the bundle of clothes on the floor then kicks it away with one high heel. All she is wearing now is her lacy black panties and bra which stand off against her pale skin.
She pulls down her panties until they are halfway down her thighs. His eyes immediately are drawn to her exposed pubic area and feels himself tremble at the sight.
Before he stares for more than a moment, Linos feels his head being jerked upwards, where his eyes meet with her lust filled ones.
“Too bad,” she tells him.
She jerks Linos’ head towards her, and angles herself at his mouth. His lips part and his tongue dart out experimentally, until he is comfortable enough to explore further. He looks up at her, unsure if he is doing well or not. He closes his eyes and continues, his tongue exploring each fold and crevice.
Lamia closes her eyes as he laps at her wetness and her head leans back. She jerks his head towards her more forcefully, urging for more. She rocks her hips against his face, grinding her clit against his lips and adjusts her stance to where she is lifting her heel and pressing it against his erection. She then applies pressure against him, and she hears him moan in what could be pain or pleasure, not much of a difference, really, as far as she is concerned.
The sensations are beginning to escalate, and she feels herself edging to the precipice of her own climax.
“Mm. Faster, pet,” she breathes, running her hand down below. Her fingers separate around her clit, and she stimulates it while his tongue thrashes inside her. As her body’s response heightens to the motions, her heel presses harder against him. She grips the sides of his head hard as she rocks her hips a few more times; finally, she squirts profusely and sprays Linos all over his face until he is doused in her juices.
Lamia pants until she regains control, then pulls back from him. Looking down, she sees that Linos came as well, all over her shoe.
“Disgusting,” Lamia says scowling, pulling her dress back on.




Chapter 34

Nestor, former viceroy of Lycia and current member of the vampire counsel, heads on horseback to Pedasa. He rides fast and his minions follow right behind, all former elite soldiers of Lycia. These men were his most loyal guards when they got lost in this gods-forsaken place. Unlike him, they barely resemble their once human forms. Their faces are like that of bats and their complexion is gray-black. Their claws and fangs make them appear more like beasts than humans. Maddened creatures lusting for blood, that’s what they are now.
The former prince had the most luck of their collective misfortune. Only the vampires who drink human blood frequently are able to hold onto their humanity and former personalities. That privilege belongs only to the vampire council, and fortunately, the Vampire Queen deemed him worthy of becoming one of her counselors. At least that is what she told him, but of course, she had darker motives for keeping him close to her.
The King of Lycia, his elder brother, sent several adventurers and soldiers to search for his whereabouts. It was beneficial for Lamia to have him appear still human and trick those men into her traps. Countless more men from Caria and Lycia came searching for Nestor. The few who returned back alive were bewitched by Lamia’s spell. They continued spreading false rumors that Nestor was alive but trapped inside the Vampire Castle.
As time went by, the missions became less frequent, until no adventurer dared to venture to Pedasa to search for him. His value as bait is gradually diminishing and soon, Lamia will have him disposed of, of that he is sure.
So, Nestor is incredulous about the information the young man Linos provided them. It would be impossible for his youngest brother to have obtained such power as described, capable of entering the Great Graveyard, capable of claiming the Night Stone and escaping unharmed. And the part about the horned hero Alastor makes him smirk. Only demons possess horns and neither he nor anyone else from the council has ever encountered one. No Demon Lord of Lycia could possibly exist, of that he is certain. That has to be some kind of joke.
He secretly hopes Linos has been tricked by the adventurers and is luring them into a trap. If the adventurers are half as strong as he claims, Nestor might have a chance to use them to his benefit and slaughter the Vampire Queen or, worst-case scenario, at least slay a few members of the Vampire Council. That way he might be able to solidify his position in the Vampire Council for the next several decades.
***
Alastor and Elpenor observe the vampire leader and his escort of fifty vampires arrive at the city square. The men and women who are tonight’s Sacrificial Offerings have gathered already, and Enyo is part of the group as arranged. Alastor’s Insight skill shows him that the vampires have a Threat Level of 14 and HP 42, making them a bit stronger than the lycans. However, he is much stronger than he was then. The vampires, even in these numbers hardly pose a serious threat.
Their leader has a Threat Level of 21 and HP 84, his NCI informs him. He wears a white-silver armor. Alastor recognizes the armor instantly as it’s the one his brother wore. If he could see the face under his helm, he would be one hundred percent sure, but now all pieces are on the chessboard. If he makes a wrong move, he will endanger them all.
My prince is growing in deviousness. I approve. Lamia will not.
Swallowing unnecessarily, Elpenor whispers, “Is he your brother?” It’s not so wise to move at the moment, but he senses Alastor’s worry. His comrade is eager, and a wrong move could prove deadly.
“That’s his armor, I am certain. I can’t see under his helmet, so it’s impossible for me to confirm anything yet,” he replies sternly.
Suddenly, the necromancer stiffens and speaks with hurried eagerness. “Sir Alastor, you were right about the vampires planning on ambushing us. My undead located another vampire group nearby. Probably they are scouts or to serve as reinforcements.”
The demon mage eyes him with frosty calm. “How many vampires?”
“Ten! One of them seems to be a counselor. He has the form of a human.”
“Gather your undead scouts around the new arrivals and attack when you’re ready. Two hundred undead against ten vampires will be winning odds for us. At the very least, they will slow them down until we finish our job here.”
Elpenor softens his frown to a quivering smile. “As you wish, Sir Alastor.”
Enyo observes the vampires silently. They have surrounded the square and gaze hungrily at the humans around her. Too bad for them, they are going to starve tonight. All the humans are now gathered like a frightened flock of sheep in the center of the square. She hides amongst the humans in her hooded robes. It would be problematic if they found out she is wearing armor beneath her white tunic, so she has stripped down to regular human clothing. And the fact that she has only her two daggers, instead of her two-handed sword, makes her feel a little on edge, a little naked, as ridiculous as that seems as even naked and unarmed none of these bloodsuckers are a match for her.
The vampire horseman approaches them. “Welcome children. I’m Nestor, a member of the Vampire Council. I will be your escort tonight. Fear not, these vampires will not dare to lay a hand on you. They are here for your own protection. Let us depart now,” he encourages them calmly, as though he is a true protector.
The human group begins marching towards him and Enyo follows, gradually increasing her speed, until she has enough momentum to charge the vampire leader. She unfastens her tunic and draws two curved daggers. Nestor is surprised and draws both his sword and shield. A chill climbs up his spine as all his vampire senses warn him to dodge his assailant.
Fortunately for him, four of his vampires intercept her. The demoness attacks without thinking. Two blades of darkness pierce their hearts. She leaps like a lion on the third one and stabs him several times in the torso and head. The vampire roars in pain, then she slashes his neck. Blood geysers, spraying the air. She hasn’t noticed the fourth vampire is behind her, ready to attack her.
Alastor forms a path of blood towards her, while Elpenor is battling the other vampires. The prince lifts his two-handed sword vertically above his head and throws it at the fourth vampire. The sword spins like a deadly wheel in the air and impacts the fourth vampire’s head, which is crushed. Its brains splatter on the ground.
You achieved a Critical Hit of 64 points!
The black two-handed sword with the orb finds its master, Enyo. Two vampires attack, their massive swords slashing in a blur. However, Enyo is even faster. She parries and fights back. Each swing of her sword spreads death and disarray. The vampire lord appears confused, almost frightened at the sight of these adventurers slaughtering his minions.
Alastor rolls over, pierces a vampire with his sword, and pushes against the ground to get back up.
You achieved a Hit of 44 points!
He shouts at Elpenor, as he pushes back another vampire. “How are the undead faring against the vampire reserves?”
“They are holding well. If it wasn’t for their vampire lord, we would have already emerged victorious,” the necromancer tells him. “The vampires have earned a pyrrhic victory at best.”
The demon lord hardens into conviction and resolve. “It’s time we finished this. Enyo and I can handle things here. Go and support your undead. I think you’re at a level which is at least equal the vampire lord there.”
“Fear not, my friend, I’m more resourceful now. Guard my back, I will resurrect the vampires that we killed here,” Elpenor grins zealously as he reaps the heart of a vampire.
Alastor nods and Elpenor casts Animate Dead again. He cocks his head and spreads out his hands. Twenty-one vampires join their ranks and begin attacking their surprised comrades. This battle is already decided. Now, the necromancer only has to make sure his undead minions emerge victorious against the other vampire lord to make it complete.
“I’m leaving the rest to you,” Elpenor states full of urgent haste.
Alastor offers him a dismissive wave of his hand, implying that he should stop talking and go finish the vampire reserves. He turns his head and sees the vampires are trying to regroup and attempt an escape.
“No, you don’t!” He spits and casts Wall of Fire, a 4th level evocation spell that crates a wall of fire, which is 60 feet long, 20 feet high and 1 foot thick. The firewall erupts around the square, trapping everyone inside: humans, demons, undead, and vampires. The searing flames are so hot, that even the snow is now on fire. A vampire is engulfed in flames as it attempts to pass through. Poor devil...
Only eight vampires stand in their way now. Alastor approaches Enyo and together they walk slowly towards the vampire lord. The remaining vampires form a protective semi-circle between them and their master. Alastor’s heart pounds like mad from the stress. Is he the man in front of him his lost brother?
“I’m Alastor, the fifth prince of Lycia. I came here searching for Nestor, my brother,” he shouts sternly at the man on horseback.
The vampire lord inches his way forward and stops. He lifts his sword and slashes a vampire in front of him, slitting its throat, achieving a Critical Hit of 45 points, granting it permanent death. The other vampire guards scream and growl at him. One even dares to rush at him, but the horseman shoves his sword right through its temple, achieving a 20-point hit.
Alastor and Enyo just watch.
Then, after a moment he sighs. “Let’s help him. I’m sure he is my brother.”
The remaining four vampires pull him off his horse, but he gets up immediately. The vampire lord is unarmed, without his shield or his sword, but he is much more powerful than the common vampire soldiers. He grabs one and tosses him around like a rag doll several times, then rips out its throat.
Lost in delirious wonder, she says, “I don’t think he needs our help.”
Two vampire guards are still alive when they reach them. Enyo and Alastor quickly stab them through their hearts and kill them. Alastor and the mysterious vampire lord stare at each other. Silence. Then the vampire lord removes his helmet.
The vampire lord’s eye appraises him carefully. “I don’t remember you with horns,” he says in a covertly triumphant voice.
“Brother!” Alastor glows with happiness.
“I’m no longer your brother,” his counterpart claims. “This pathetic creature you see before you is nothing more than a shell of his former self.”
“Nestor, I can’t believe it’s you. So, the rumors were true after all. You must have been through hell!”
“I’ve seen better days. But look at you. You grew into a fine warrior. I don’t know how you got those horns, but you look hard as a motherfucker.” Nestor curses caustically.
Alastor approaches Nestor and spreads his hands. Enyo immediately jerks her hand between them and stops him. “My beloved master, you should be more cautious,” she warns, her temper dark and explosive as always.
With thoughts in clamoring confusion, he yells at her, “What are you talking about? He’s my brother... my brother is alive.”
“She is right, Alastor,” Nestor agrees with grave vacuity. “I’ve done terrible things, countless people suffered because of me. When I heard your name from our spies, I was certain it was a lie or a trap. I secretly hoped that the adventurers would be strong enough to kill a few vampire lords, so that I could maintain my position for a few more years. The truth is I can never escape this place. I’m bound by Lamia’s magic. Elis Wood is as far as I will ever be able to go.”
Alastor crosses his arms and dispels the Wall of Fire. “A lot has happened to me as well. I don’t have time to explain now, but I didn’t come here just for you. My main objective is to slay Lamia and free Pedasa,” Alastor explains.
Nestor laughs loudly, mirthlessly. “Oh, brother, you’re still the careless boy you’ve always been. Lamia is powerful and cunning beyond imagination,” he warns in all seriousness. “That's why she managed to survive for so long. Do you think you and your stumps will be able to end her reign?”
As if smitten by a sudden spasm, Enyo jerks her head in his direction. Her coy glance is like that of Lamia, the Vampire Queen. “You are a flunky of Lamia. Master, I say we kill this fool. I won’t allow anyone to disrespect you after what you’ve achieved!” She protests with unquestioning devotion.
Nestor wonders who this beautiful woman is. How has his brother managed to find such powerful allies? It is true that their levels far surpass anyone in Pedasa, save Lamia. They could indeed be on par with the Vampire Queen.
His eyes dilate with pain and fear. “How do you plan to take down Lamia? Her Vampire Castle is impenetrable. The guards will sniff you out. And believe me, there are hundreds of vampires in there.”
Enyo is not the kind of demon to let things go. She’s a creature of the most delicate and rapid responses. “We already killed a couple dozen here.”
“Fifty-nine vampires, to be precise.” It’s Elpenor. He tosses the head of a vampire at Nestor. It rolls to his feet, until it slows down and stops.
“Ambrose, the ancient! How did you manage to kill him? He is... was the strongest of the Vampire Council,” Nestor stammers in a curious vexation that frets him.
Elpenor is drenched in vampire blood and bears a dozen cuts and bruises. He sits down cross-legged and lets out a harsh breath. His HP bar shows 113 from 172 and his Threat Level increased to 43 from 41, Alastor notices with his Insight.
“If he was the second strongest and I beat him, then the rest will be a piece of cake for you and lady Enyo,” he tells Alastor before turning to Nestor. “Very smart of him to hold his reserves at a distance. Although, I can’t understand why he had only a few guards with him.”
Obscure thrill of alarm gallops Nestor’s thoughts. “He wasn’t there as a reserve force,” he realizes. “He was sent by the Vampire Queen to spy on me. Cunning witch, she doesn’t trust me at all! She never did!”
Alastor draws in a sharp breath. “Brother, I know it’s hard to believe us, but we can get through it, especially if we have you on our side. A few days ago, we killed Lycaon, the Lycan Lord beneath the Amazon city at Mount Cragos. Here, we killed easily the second in command. You still doubt our skills?”
Nestor offers another mirthless laugh and massages the back of his neck. “I guess I can get you inside the Vampire Castle unharmed now,” he concludes dryly.
“Yes! I knew I could count on you!” Alastor exclaims and embraces his brother.




Chapter 35

Nestor will be the key to the Vampire Queen. She is the one who holds the second piece of the Scepter of Domination, which Alastor must obtain if he wishes to see Atalante and Alexander again. Lamia will try to deceive him, seduce him. She is cunning, but the demon mage will see through her mask. He, along his companions have obtained such great power that even she fears her own demise at their hands. And she is aware of what he desires, even if she can’t give it to him. She will have to seduce him somehow. Good luck with that.
The adventurers have almost reached the Vampire Castle. Elpenor has animated as many dead vampires as he is able. Alastor, Enyo, and Elpenor wear white tunics and use undead corpses to wear the remaining seven.
“We’ll be there soon. Alastor, don’t forget what we planned. Let me handle everything for now. After the gate opens, I’ll lead you to the throne room,” Nestor reminds with calm prudence.
Alastor nods. “We’re in your care, brother,” he replies quietly.
They reach Lamia’s Castle. Deadly silence. Then, a howling voice addresses the vampire lord. “Lord Nestor, what happened to your army? Why are some of your vampire guards missing?”
Nestor raises a hand in greeting. “We were ambushed! I barely managed to escape with the Sacrificial Offerings. I must report to our queen what has happened.”
No reply, nothing. Only silence. Alastor is stressed and thinks that the vampires might have sniffed them out, but he also trusts his brother.
Finally, the same howling voice asks again. “Lord Ambrose left after you. Do you know where he is?”
“I am unaware of his whereabouts. If he left later than me, then probably he’ll return later. I have ten Sacrificial Offerings out here. If you or the other vampires aren’t hungry, I can enjoy them for myself.”
Without any further notice, he dismounts his horse, heads towards Elpenor and exposes his neck. “This one looks delicious!”
“Wait, Lord Nestor!” The howling voice pleads. “I’ll open the gate.”
The vampire lord smirks at Alastor. He mounts his horse again and waits for the gatekeeper to open the drawbridge. Forged centuries ago, the steel of the drawbridge was unknown even to the vampires. True to its purpose, the gate made sure it kept unwanted guests at bay. It is clear to Alastor that without his brother's help it would have been impossible to infiltrate this fortress.
The drawbridge crashes on the stone pavement, lying flat and opening the way for the intruders. Nestor advances and the undead vampires follow him, along with the Sacrificial Offerings. Their movements are sloppy, somewhat uncoordinated.
“Welcome back,” the ardent gatekeeper greets Nestor. It has been a whole month since he’s had the chance to taste even a few drops of blood.
Nestor swiftly draws his sword and with a horizontal slash he beheads the fool gatekeeper. Blood sprays the air and paints the pavement. “Now!” He shouts.
Alastor, Enyo, and Elpenor quickly unfasten their white tunics and draw their weapons. Enyo charges the vampire guards first. With blinding speed, she decapitates one vampire and stabs another with her dagger. A few drops of blood spray her open mouth. Their blood is bitter, harsh, and metallic on her tongue.
“Ahhg,” she spits bemused. “I’ve never tasted anything so terrible.”
“So keep your mouth shut,” Alastor smirks with a wolfish look on his face.
“Go!” Elpenor commands his minions.
Undead vampires and human corpses lash out against the vampire guards. Bites, claw marks and cuts from both sides make the battlefield a pandemonium of killing. Elpenor with three swift slashes kills a vampire guard. Nestor reins back his horse a few steps, then forces it into a gallop at the group of vampires that have Alastor cornered. Three of them dodge in time, but the fourth one is trampled.
Alastor offers a gesture of appreciation at his brother, ducks adroitly the claws of the first vampire guard and lands a destructive slash at the second, cutting it through its collarbone down to its heart. The vampire’s eyes widen in surprise as it falls dead, slain by Alastor, the horned demon.
Enyo swings her sword down on multiple vampires. Delicately, like an artist she attacks straight on, moving faster than any other creature the vampires have ever seen. She crushes the head of one vampire with her two-handed sword’s tang and advances even more, like a hurricane. The black two-handed sword whirls in her hands a dazzling blur that brings death in the foggy night.
Elpenor uses his undead minions in the best possible way, surrounding the enemy, then overwhelming them with raw numbers. Each time Enyo, Alastor, or an undead minion kills an opponent, he adds them to his undead army.
The vampires scramble back from the fierce attack, but they have nowhere to retreat to. Behind them an impenetrable wall of undead blocks their escape. In front of them, certain death awaits from the adventurers. Their lust for blood made them careless and now they pay the price. Both sides cease hostilities for a few moments. Everyone needs to catch their breath, before they begin slaughtering each other again.
Finally, Enyo, the demoness ends the cessation of hostilities, with a ferocious smile. The undead rush from behind and the adventurers from the front, crushing the remaining few vampires. Soon, only dead and dismembered all that remains.
Alastor is pleased, so is Enyo and Elpenor.
“That went smoother than expected,” Alastor admits to his vampire brother.
Nestor gives a half shrug. “I’ve told you I’d get you inside the Vampire Castle. This is however only the first part. The real challenge is to come.”
“Do you think the other vampire lords and their guards are already aware of us?” Elpenor wonders, while cleaning his short scythe.
“Yes, once the main gate falls at enemy hands, we are to gather at the castle’s courtyard,” Nestor explains, as he rests his hand on his hip.
Enyo crosses her arms over her chest and says in all seriousness to Alastor. “I have a plan!”
Alastor and the others look at her. “What is it?” He asks bemused.
After a moment’s reflection she blurts out, “let’s kill them all!”
The two princes and Elpenor cringe.
Alastor is skeptical. “I think I might have a plan. Nestor, how many vampires do you think will be at the courtyard?”
“Three to four hundred at most. A hundred or so will probably be at their respective battle stations,” his brother explains.
“I thought Pedasa and the Vampire Castle was infested with vampires,” Elpenor interrupts them, his face full of wondering interest.
“There are thousands of vampires, but most of them are spread across Pedasa and throughout the Elis Woods. Their role is to hunt down intruders and those who try to escape. Even now, it’s almost impossible to properly feed the whole vampire army. That’s why they are so weak. Fortunately, vampires only need a few drops of blood to survive, but we lose our former selves and become the beasts that you saw. Only twenty-one... basically twenty vampires have human form right now. Ambrose was the most ancient and the strongest, after Lamia.”
“Okay, so we have to fight head-on four hundred vampires at the most. I think we have the capacity to handle them,” Alastor asserts calmly with his eyes looking downcast. He starts to draft an attack plan.
“Ohh, my master is a genius!” Enyo sighs in admiration. Her cheeks blush as she rubs her hands on her thighs.
“I could create a funnel with two Walls of Fire on the left and right of our flanks. This way, we’ll deal with the difference in manpower and we’ll have to fight only a dozen of vampires each time.”
“Tactical as ever,” Elpenor states delighted at the plan.
Nestor is wary.
“Brother, how much time can the Wall of Fire last?”
“One minute, but it depends.”
Nestor becomes grim. “There’s no way we can defeat an army of four hundred even if the fire wall lasts much more. What happens next? Alastor, I don’t want you to waste your life in a suicide mission. Maybe we should regroup and think of a better plan.”
Alastor rubs his chin and grips the pommel of his great sword. “How many vampire lords will be in the courtyard when we reach it?”
“Most of them will be there to defend our... their queen. Of that I’m sure. Another two or three will be in the throne room, along with some reserves to make their last stand when we get there.”
“Okay then, I’ve got another idea,” the prince starts again. “I’ll use Wall of Fire and act defensively as explained before. Enyo on the other hand, will use her Berserk skill to kill the vampire lords and wreck havoc in the vampire army. Once their lines begin to break up, Elpenor will resurrect the vampire corpses and finish them off swiftly.”
“I’m ready to spill my blood for you, master,” Enyo offers, inspecting her bloody fingernails. “I will gladly obey!”
Elpenor cocks his head and rests his chin on his hand. “We’ll just have to kill the vampires ourselves and keep the current undead as reserves. Once we kill a couple of dozen, the scales will turn in our favor, especially if the vampire lords die first. We’ll then have the strongest undead on our side.”
Nestor seems to be satisfied with the plan. “It’s the best plan we can have,” he agrees. “Brother, let me give you the signal to cast the spell. I plan to tell the other vampire lords that I devised a coup d'état and try to convince them to join our ranks. They will definitely decline, but if anyone of them is fool enough to accept, we’ll butcher them once they join us. There’s no way they’ll betray the Vampire Queen, of that I’m certain,” Nestor then requests unexpectedly, leaving the others in quiet amazement.
Alastor is left to wonder, “Why do you want to do something like that?”
“If they decide I’m the leader of the rebellion, the vampire lords will come at me for two reasons. First, they’ll think I’m the leader of the coup. I’m also the weakest of the vampire lords, so technically any one of them could defeat me. Second, the Vampire Queen will honor them with unprecedented amount of human blood when they present the head of the usurper to her. Now that Ambrose is dead, they’ll also be fighting for the position of the second-in-command.”
“I get it. I’ll cast Wall of Fire once you give the signal. Now, let’s head to the courtyard and kill the bitch!” Alastor concludes.
The demon mage and his army finally enter the courtyard. As his brother, Nestor has predicted, an army of three hundred-forty vampires is present there to oppose them. Fortunately, the enemy’s numbers are less than what they anticipated. Demons, vampires, and undead look at each other, before they rip each other apart.
All of the vampire lords are mounted on black horses, just like Nestor. Cunningly, they stare at their old vampire comrade, observing his every move with their wolfish faces.
Nestor, pretending to be the leader of the army appears at the front and shouts at his former comrades, “Brothers of the Vampire Council, you all know who I am. Brothers, renounce the Vampire Queen, join our ranks and pledge your allegiance to me, Nestor, your new king.”
The vampire lords burst out in laughing tears, just as he had predicted. “Nestor, I don’t know if you were always such an idiot or if your lust for power has made you one. No matter the reason, this charade of a rebellion ends here and now,” a vampire lord announces as he lifts his arm up, then lets it come down.
With that signal, both the vampire soldiers and lords charge at him like maniacs. Only two or three vampire lords remain at bay, the rest move away from their army and advance rapidly towards him. Alastor’s hands tighten into fists and Enyo presses a finger to her lips and activates her berserk skill. He wants to activate the wall of fire, but is waiting for his brother’s signal.
Nestor glances over at Alastor, then raises his hand. The waiting seems so long and is excruciating, so much so that Alastor is tempted to cast the spell even without the signal. The enemy is now dangerously close. What is Nestor thinking? He wonders when the vampire lords are only a few paces away. Finally, his brother’s hand comes down.
Alastor immediately casts two Wall of Flames in a V shape. Several vampires hit it and are burned instantly. A dozen that manage to pass through, are now separated from the main army and are eaten alive by the undead.
The vampire lords are in a similar position, trapped between their army and the adventurers. Enyo licks her lips and smirks wolfishly. Her two-handed sword swings blissfully, claiming the first life of a vampire lord. Four others attack her on their mounted horses, but she slaughters them will little effort. The difference in power is substantial. Enyo’s Threat Level is 128 and HP 640 now, while the strongest vampire lord is but Threat Level 26.
In a moment of desperation, the vampire lords attack all of them, in unison. Pain shoots through Enyo’s shoulder as a vampire lord pierces her armor with his sword, achieving a 27-Point Hit. Enyo grabs him with her left hand, lifts him, and cuts him in two. Gasping from her wound, she has no time to avoid being knocked down by another mounted vampire lord, decreasing her HP by 12.




Chapter 36

Elpenor thrusts his sickle blades through a vampire soldier and yells at Alastor, “Go help Enyo! Once you kill them, I’ll reanimate them. How much time do we have?”
“The wisps won’t last long,” Alastor shouts at him, then heads immediately towards Enyo.
The demon mage lunges forward, his great sword going for the heart of a vampire lord. The vampire lord jumps at him, cutting at his flesh, achieving a 3-Point Hit. Alastor’s enhanced skin, along with his armor minimize the damage from the strike. The vampire lord steps back with a stunned expression on his face. The hit should have been fatal. Instead, his opponent has only a scratch.
Thanks to the distraction, Enyo manages to escape the stranglehold of the vampire lords and comes back with her sword swinging. The vampire lords’ switch to defense, but the impact of her strikes force them to continue backing down. With her remaining strength, she pushes them off and watches their corrupted faces screw up, as some of them burn in the wall of fire while some of the others are eaten alive by the undead.
“Master, I’m at my limit,” she grunts as she continues fending off the remaining vampire lords.
“Elpenor, it’s time to cast your reanimation spell,” Alastor barks with a voice that sounds like that of a wild dog, rather than a human.
The necromancer lifts up his hands, then snaps his fingers, casting Animate Dead. Alastor turns and sees the corpses starting to rise in silence. The vampire lords are in disarray, their minions as well. Eighty-three undead warriors unite with the remaining undead, forming an army of bones and rotten flesh.
The wall of fire extinguishes, leaving burned vampire corpses behind. Only six vampire lords are left alive and fear has claimed their hearts entirely. An undead army stands before them. This battle is futile. With each death, they add to the number of the undead army. Alastor hears their whispers, as they talk to each other.
“What are we going to do?” One asks.
“They’re stronger than us,” Another worries.
“Will he accept our surrender now?” One wonders.
“We should have joined him earlier!” Another shouts.
The vampire soldiers are now uneasy; their blood rushes in their veins, seeing the enemy within reach. Nestor takes the opportunity amidst the chaos to make his appearance.
“Fellow vampire lords. Leave now and you have my word, I’ll spare you. Let me put an end to the misery the Vampire Queen brought upon us,” he calls to them. “You saw the power of my army. Only true death awaits you if you remain here.”
Words echo from the mouths of the vampire lords to Alastor’s ears.
“I will take my men and retreat,” one says.
“It is going to be a pyrrhic victory, at best,” another states.
“Are you mad, even if we leave now, Nestor will never be able to defeat the Vampire Queen. She’ll hunt us down and make us suffer for eternity in the dungeons,” a third warns.
“I’m done with her and her mad requests, I’ll leave this place and head to Caria or Lycia. This place is doomed one way or another,” the fourth says.
“Cowards, how you dare betray our Majesty’s trust. She’ll have your heads for this!” The third yells at his fellow comrades.
Alastor is sour. “Maybe we should motivate them a bit. Elpenor...” he beckons with a gesture of his hand.
Elpenor, with a clap of his hands draws the attention of the vampire lords. His undead shriek, interrupting the deadly silence. “If they want to escape, now’s the time,” the necromancer declares flatly in a tone that makes the words more serious than they sound.
A vampire lord retreats and a dozen vampires follow him. Then another, and another till only two vampire lords remain.
“These two vampire lords are the strongest and control most of the army. However, the balance has shifted in favor of us,” Nestor says, making the effort to sound reassuring.
Elpenor orders the undead to charge at the vampires with a snap of his fingers. Following his command, the undead charge ferociously at the vampire soldiers. The vampire lines break, as if they have been hit by heavy artillery. The carnage continues for some time, but the vampire army manages to get a hold of themselves after the initial shock. Blow after blow, they slash, stub, and push the undead back.
Alastor observes the vampire lords make gestures and shout commands at the vampire soldiers. In the blink of an eye, he reaches the first one and stands in front of him. The bug-eyed vampire twists its lips into a mock smile, a futile attempt to intimidate him. Alastor’s courage is beyond the reach of fear, he is terror personified. With a forward thrusting strike, he stabs the vampire lord in the heart and spins the sword like a drill. Blood comes out the vampire lord’s mouth. As he falls dead on the ground, his eyes remain wide open with surprise.
You achieved a Critical Hit of 102 Points! His NCI informs him.
Enyo and Elpenor head to the other vampire lord. If they kill him, the vampire army will fall into disarray and scatter. His brother tries to hold the center of their army, despite the difference in numbers. He was always a capable man, and as a vampire lord, he’s even more formidable. A group of vampire soldiers try to surround him, but he evades them swiftly and heads back to Alastor’s position.
“You should head inside the throne room and kill the queen,” Nestor roars as he stabs a vampire soldier in the heart.
“I should stay here and help you, brother,” Alastor insists.
“I can manage, I’m a vampire lord and your elder brother. Here you're nothing more than a single soldier. What truly matters is that we kill the Vampire Queen. If she dies, this war is over!”
Alastor presses his hand to the throat of a vampire soldier that dared to attack him and tears it apart.
You achieved a Critical Hit of 84 Points! He sees the message in his NCI.
“Take care of yourself,” Alastor says, nodding at his brother and leaves.
Enyo and Elpenor still try to break the lines of the vampire soldiers and kill the final vampire lord, but the enemy is holding strong and will be hard to bend. For a moment, the prince considers aiding them, but his brother is correct. The true battle lies elsewhere, and he should reserve his power for the Vampire Queen. He already used a couple of spells tonight and the real battle is yet to come.
After a series of furious thrusts, stabs, and slashes, he manages to reach the front of the castle gate. An enormous double door of steel blocks his way. It’s locked, but that will not be a problem considering his superhuman strength. As he pushes the iron door slowly, the heavy hinges creak and the lock protests from the pressure. The iron gate cracks and the bang as he breaks it down signals his arrival.
Alastor is now at the heart of evil. Alone in the darkness, surrounded on all sides, he marches ahead. Here, two vampire lords lurk in the darkness. They must be the Vampire Queen’s greatest champions, of that, he is certain. His enhanced senses warn him that they are ahead, waiting. Yet, their reign of terror ends tonight. It is the time they meet one who is stronger, greater, and more powerful.
He hurries to the throne room, which is straight down the hall. As he does so, Alastor now sees the two vampire lords and a dozen vampire soldiers blocking his path. These are elite warriors, all standing armed with their shining armor and naked swords. The vampire lords have a Threat Level of 26 and each of the soldiers 15 to 16.
“How dare come marching here, scum,” one vampire lord reprimands. “You’ll regret it!”
Alastor picks up his pace towards them, ready to counterattack. “None of you seem to understand,” he warns. “You’re trapped with me inside here. There’s no escape for you...”
Both vampire soldiers and lords charge at him. Alastor slashes his way through and exchanges tremendous blows with his enemies, smashing through their shields and armor. The vampire soldiers are distraught for a moment. It is the first time they encounter such a powerful opponent, but they are not the usual cutthroats and they keep their composure, push him back, and regroup in a manner which is intimately familiar to Alastor. These are former Lycian soldiers!
Enraged, the prince charges again without giving them time to think. Fierce and swift as a leopard his black sword holds back at nothing. Each blow lands hard on the rim of their shields, stunning them, splitting them and cutting the vampires down one after the other, without mercy.
The battle rages for a couple of minutes as the vampire soldiers fall one after the other. Only the two vampire lords remain, but they are tired and suffering from lack of blood. A month has passed since they fed properly.
Alastor is still holding on against his opponents, but he must end things quickly, as the real menace lies ahead. He counterattacks the first vampire lord and delivers a crushing blow to the man’s helmet. It smashes away and the vampire’s head is split open, spilling his brains out, leaving only a formless mass behind. The vampire lord’s HP bar falls to 0, signifying death.
The second vampire lord attacks and Alastor counterattacks fiercely, forcing him to back down with a serious round of slashes and thrusts, making him stumble and fall to the floor. Despite being an experienced and strong vampire lord, he is no match for the powerful demon mage Alastor and his sharp sword. With great courage and bold moves, the prince strikes the vampire hard and fast, giving him many wounds, small and large. His opponent’s HP bar gradually decreases, until it drops down to zero.
Another vigorous battle ends and Alastor takes a long, deep breath. He’s lost a couple of Hit Points and has otherwise managed to get away with only with a few cuts and bruises. Now, the real battle awaits him. Momentarily, his thoughts turn to the battle outside. The clang of swords has receded and that probably means the battle behind him is nearing its end. He prays for the wellbeing of his brother and his comrades and turns back to his own mission.
A heavy black door leads to Lamia’s throne room. It has seven carved panels that give it depth and texture. He thinks of breaking the door, but the lock clicks and groans, as someone from the inside unlocks it. Alastor’s shoulders are tense. Once he goes in, there is no turning back. He takes in another sharp breath and opens the door.
As he enters, a smoldering stare, wild-eyed, like a damned soul from the depths purgatory, inspects him carefully. She sits on her glorious throne. Crested with countless jewels and bonded by black steel, the throne forms a coat of arms. She is indeed perfect, flawless in every aspect, a beauty beyond compare! Lamia, Queen of the Vampires.
Linos, the young man from the bar, lies on the floor unconscious. He is still alive, but it is clear the queen has claimed him.
“So, he was the traitor after all,” Alastor realizes, as he thrusts out his chest, in effort to intimidate his final opponent. He appraises Lamia’s Threat Level. She has a level of 96, nine levels above him, but she is full of energy while he is halfway to exhaustion after the battles he’s fought.
The vampire queen rises with confident authority and descends from her throne arrogantly. “I’ve been expecting you, hero. The moment your Titan Dragon landed on my territory, I knew that a free demon had arrived. No one else is allowed to harm me after all!”
Alastor stands still, only two steps away from her. She walks slowly around him as she speaks, stalking, taking in the fragrance of his power, his blood, and licking her lips with a profound desire. “I must confess, you are braver and more handsome than I expected...” she says seductively. “I’m a queen, but I'm in need of a man of your... talents. Would you stay with me, warrior? Be my king and let us rule this place together, with me... Tell me your name...”




Chapter 37

The prince is surprised, but Lamia speaks sincerely. She genuinely desires him. It is the first time after centuries that she has encountered anyone so strong and alluring.
“I’m Alastor and you are Lamia an apostle, but you betrayed humanity,” he accuses. “You are the reason this place is in darkness.”
Lamia thrusts out her chest and rests a hand on her hip. “Oh, you are a fool, Alastor. I, and the rest of the apostles, want nothing but good for the world. We truly do, but the Lady of the Night was truly arrogant and look what she begat... She doomed humanity!”
“My loyalty lies with Nyx, the Demon Queen,” Alastor responds promptly, flatly.
Lamia smiles. “You have been fooled, Alastor. Your loyalty lies to no other but to humanity. You are a free demon; you have the option to choose sides or take no side at all. If you were a pureblood demon, then you wouldn’t be able to fight me. Your role is to be an ambassador of humanity and a mediator between Elysium and demons. You have no obligations to the Demon Queen. Stay with me. I can show you many pleasures, many things of the world...”
“Your empty promises mean nothing to me, vampire. Lady Nyx saved me and I made a contract with her. How could a demon become an ally with an apostle?”
“Demons and apostles fought side-by-side centuries ago, of that I’m sure you’re aware of. However, because both sides were tremendously powerful, a third force emerged. The Emissary Demons or the Free Demons as they were called, were hybrids created from both factions and acted as mediators between demons and apostles. The Unaged Chronos was their leader and the last of her kind. The Lady of the Night and Ajax brutally murdered her when she informed us that Elysium was going to be invaded. Oh, she didn’t tell you about that?”
“Why should I care about the Great War and what happened centuries ago? Let me tell you what I know, vampire. You and the rest of your brethren brought death and despair in Anatolia,” the prince tells her, dismissing her argument. “You had the power to rule mankind fairly or cooperate as equals, instead you became monstrosities and killed thousands in the process. You are one of the three plagues of Anatolia and I’m here to put an end to your reign.”
“Ha-ha-ha,” Lamia gives a mirthless, strong laugh. “You and I, aren’t so different Alastor. The Lady of the Night will turn on you, eventually, as she always does with all your kind. You will become one of us. You will have to.”
“I think not, apostle. I will claim all three parts of the Scepter of Domination and unite them,” Alastor tells her.
“Who is the real monster here, Alastor? You poor deluded creature, you think Nyx will reward you? What empty promises did she give you? Have you thought that she might be the one who brought you in this position?”
“Enough!” Alastor exclaims, now full of rage. “Leave this place now or...”
“-Or what?” She mocks him as she backs away spreading her hands.
“She’s casting a spell!” Alastor quickly realizes.
He accesses his own Neural Control Menu and casts Shield, a level 1 abjuration spell that creates an invisible barrier of magical force that will protect him is he is to receive a hit by a spell. The Shield spell activates and a transparent blue field appears around him.
He notices that tens of dozens of icicles form around the Vampire Queen. She casted Icicle Crash a 1st-level evocation spell, his NCI informs him, but that’s not all. She lifts from the ground and flies up.
She activated the Fly spell, that’s not good, Alastor thinks to himself as he gathers every ounce of his power to counterattack.
Like a hawk, ready to swoop down on its prey, Lamia starts a series of ice burst attacks. The icicles crash on the blue, protective field and explode harmlessly, but eat away Alastor’s defense. Gulping down a breath, he runs behind the pillars to shield himself. He casts again Shield. Each ice burst eats away his magic shield and according to his estimates, the Vampire Queen can use that spell at least eight more times, while he can use Shield two more times.
She appears above him and prepares another barrage of ice burst attacks. Alastor stretches his hand out, while casting Fireball, a 3rd-level evocation spell. The fire blasts the Vampire Queen and shatters a dozen of her icicles. She whines as she falls off the sky and crashes on the white floor.
You achieved a 42-Point hit!
The fireball has wiped out 42 points out of 480. Alastor achieved a great blow, but Lamia still has most of her icicles hovering around her and her HP intact.
What a troublesome spell. Should I try to evade her until she runs out of icicles? No, I can't avoid all of them, he thinks swiftly, then charges at her. In a battle of attrition, she is going to be the winner.
Alastor reaches the Vampire Queen and attacks. She jerks away from the swing of his sword and blasts more icicles at him. Wide open and without a place to hide, the icicles impact directly on his shield, shattering it immediately.
Two more hits and he’ll be at her mercy. He casts Shield again.
Fury burns inside him. He slices his sword through the air, but she parries the blade with her claws. The clash is so hard, that his teeth rattle. She smiles at him ferociously, as another ice burst tears down his shield. He casts Shield for one last time.
“You’re going to lose, miserable fool”, she hisses crossly.
This time, she attacks with her claws wide open and Alastor fights back. He keeps his sword low, swinging out one-handed at the vampire’s shoulder. His great sword passes through her flesh as if is thin air. She does not even flinch.
You achieved a 15-Point Hit!
The Vampire Queen growls and attacks again, moving with supernatural speed, but Alastor is fast enough to match her speed, even exceed it. The powers he claimed from Lycaon has made him a creature to be reckoned with for the Plagues of Anatolia. He concentrates, and when she attacks her strike is nowhere near him.
Eventually, she sends two series of ice burst attacks. The first shatters his Shield entirely, while the second smashes on his body. His armor absorbs some damage and his hardened skin protect him from fatal wounds, but he achieved a critical hit of 104 points. If he receives a couple more hits, it will be impossible for him to win this battle.
In a futile attempt, Alastor charges at her, and she tries to overwhelm him with her ice burst. The blast hits him hard, achieving another Critical hit of 98 points, but he is back within striking distance. He lifts his blade with lightning speed and slices through the vampire queen’s neck. The slash is so deep, that he can see the white of her spine.
You achieved a Critical Hit of 156 Points!
Lamia sidesteps and backpedals, then drops to her knees. With both of her hands she grips her throat, trying to stop the bleeding. Despite the devastating hit, the battle’s not over. She fed on fresh blood a few hours ago, so her power is capable of healing even a wound this severe.
Alastor cleans the spray of blood from his eyes and throws all his body weight into her, taking her down to the floor hard. His great sword falls to the flagstones, but he draws his dagger out of his belt and presses it against her throat.
You achieved a Critical Hit of 178 Points!
Lamia growls, chokes, and coughs blood from her mouth like a wounded animal. With a gash so large on her throat, her flawless beauty looks even creepier now. Alastor concentrates all of his remaining strength and brings down the dagger on the vampire’s unprotected heart.
You achieved a Critical Hit of 102 Points!
The icicles disperse and become water. Lamia’s body lies motionless, but the bitch is still alive. She has only 2 HP remaining and there is no way to heal from such a fatal wound that he has delivered. Alastor staggers to his feet, in incredible pain. Every part of his body is wounded. Thick, hot blood runs down his chest. He takes his great sword from the floor.
It’s time I kill the bitch for good, he decides.
“Alastor! Th… Thank the gods, you’re alive,” Nestor stammers abruptly.
Nestor runs towards Alastor. The vampire lord spots the corpse of the Vampire Queen. He is covered in wounds but is still standing. “Alastor, she's still alive!”
“I know, I was about to finish her off when you came...”
Nestor bends down and sniffs the vampire queen like a hound. Thick saliva exerts into his mouth like paste. He feels a thirst so unprecedented, he never felt before. His throat feels parched, tormented and licks his lips, in a futile attempt to keep his mouth wet, but the dehydration advances, become desperate and his head throbs. He sinks his big fangs into her flesh and as the liquid passes through his throat, he feels a slight breeze blow over him.
Alastor kicks Nestor hard as the HP of the Vampire Queen decreases down to 1 HP. The vampire lord rockets across the room, hits a wall and falls to the floor. He then slices Lamia’s throat and her head flies away from the rest of her body. A chill passes through his spine and absorbs a portion of her strength, skills, and magic, increasing his Threat Level to 118 and HP 590.
Main Quest Update: Kill Lamia completed! Your Adventurer’s Log updated! His NCI informs him.
Another notification appears in his Neural Control Unit, informing him that he has obtained a collection of new spells. The new spells are: ice burst, ice storm, ice knife, wall of ice, snowball swarm, control weather, fog cloud, sleep, mist transformation, vampiric touch, misty step, charm person, and charm monster. A new, central icon appears near the summon icon. He focuses on it and the tool tip says “Familiar Icon”. He accesses the new menu and familiar options are available: bat familiar, wolf familiar, rat familiar. Finally, in the skills menu, one more skill is added: echolocation.
Alastor jerks his head in the direction of the fallen Nestor. “What got into him?” He murmurs to himself.
Nestor gets up coughing, eyes red like poison. “Where is she? I need more, more!” He demands.
Something is wrong! Alastor thinks at himself.
The prince activates his Insight and notices that the vampire lord’s level increased to 37 and most of his wounds are now healed. “Brother, calm down, the Vampire Queen is dead,” he tells him.
The vampire lord turns his eyes darkly on him. “Such taste, I’ve never drank anything so sweet. Bastard, why did you kill her?”
Another entity, so familiar and powerful, makes its present evident. How the archdemon Ajax arrived here is unknown to Alastor. He stands beside him, straight, almost two heads taller than either him or Nestor.
I hope my brother doesn’t do anything stupid, Alastor hopes as he bows before Ajax.
“You did great, yet again,” Ajax acknowledges derisively. “When our Lady awakes from her slumber, she will reward you handsomely, of that I’m certain Demon Lord Alastor.”
“Where is my blood?” Nestor screams angrily at Alastor and charges at him.
Ajax stares fiercely Nestor. Burning eyes, full of rage stop the vampire lord in his place with terror. He feels it in his spine. If he attacks, he is going to die. Frightened, he backs up and cowers behind a pillar like a rat.
“Who is this... annoyance?” Ajax booms.
“I beg your forgiveness, Lord Ajax. He is my lost brother. I can assure you; he poses no threat to us!” Alastor insists.
“Whatever.” Ajax cocks his head. “Hidden Portal, I command you to activate now.”
A small, blue swirling portal like the one that had appeared at Lycaon’s den appears before them here. The gust of hot air blows at all directions, but Ajax seems unaffected. He touches the portal with his left hand.
“Identity confirmed. Awaiting instructions...” an ethereal voice informs him from inside the portal.
“Unlock,” Ajax orders, apathy in his voice.
“Unlocking completed,” the voice replies and a metallic artifact emerges from the portal and floats up in the air.
Alastor approaches and takes the artifact, then hands it to Ajax. “I deliver you this artifact, Lord Ajax.”
The archdemon is thrilled. “At last, the second part is in our very hands. Oh, my beloved master Nyx, soon, very soon we’ll have you by our side!” He roars.
“I’m glad I could be of service, Lord Ajax,” Alastor tells him.
“You did excellent, indeed. Only the last part of the Scepter remains. Kill the Undead King and bring glory to the demon faction, Alastor!”
“I will do as you ask, Lord Ajax.”
A blue portal appears next to the archdemon. Just before entering, he raises his hand in greeting and disappears.
Alastor lies down on the floor exhausted. Who could have believed that he would become the hero that got rid both Lycaon and Lamia, two of the Plagues of Anatolia... His vision goes black.
***
A second success, and I am pleased again with the risk I took to revive this human male, barely more than a boy, and now a victor over two of the most powerful of my own enemies. Nyx, The Lady of night, I am, and managing destiny is what I do best.
My prince is floating. I encourage him to open his eyes, with a caress that I am certain he will feel to his bones. His eyes open, and to my satisfaction, he sighs at the sight of me.
Yes, my Demon Lord, you are still mine.
“Well?” I ask him.
As usual, he is enamored with my body, but comes around quickly.
“I have recovered the second piece of the scepter,” he tells me. “I gave it to Lord Ajax”.
“I know that. I wish to commend you on accomplishing the first two-thirds of your mission, but to warn you not to become too flush with your success. As well not to allow yourself to be distracted.”
“You are talking about my brother?” Alastor says to me.
He continues to grow, and perhaps become more and more emboldened. But I am interested in seeing where this goes, there are many forks in the path from this point. I will perhaps need to ensure that Ajax does not stray far from watching him and correcting him if need be.
“Your brother could be useful, he is not an apostle after all,” I agree. “And even though you possess a Titan Dragon it is not to be used against your fellow human beings. That was not what it was intended for.”
“Of course,” the prince agrees. “I will only use it to ensure the success of my mission.”
I am not certain he is being honest here. I think that I will need to make sure that I am not keeping all my eggs in one basket. For instance, this necromancer, Elpenor. He appears to be some interest to me now that he has gained the Night Stone. May haps he could use some guidance as well.
“Continue on with your mission,” I tell him, “Ensure that the forces of Elysium do not interrupt you and finish gathering the last of the pieces of the scepter. Then you will gain your reward.”
“You still agree that you will return my friends to life,” he asks.
“Our contract is not changed, my prince,” I tell him. “You keep to yours, and I will keep to mine.”
“What about Nestor. Can you help him? Return him his humanity.”
Humans can be so greedy. “That was not in our agreement. You will receive what you requested. No more.”
“But he aided us, does that mean nothing?” Alastor asks, resorting to begging.
While I appreciate the effort, this is becoming annoying. “When you have completed your mission, we will talk further. Until then, do not allow yourself be further distracted. Understand?
His glare is defiant.
“You are now aware of what became of Chronos when she defied me,” I remind him. “You stand to lose more than what you desire I return to you. Remember that what can be given can also be taken away.
And with that, I cast his soul back to the world with that warning. We shall see how my Demon Lord responds.
***
The prince opens his eyes and he is again back in the vampire’s castle. His brother emerges slowly from his hiding place. He is bug-eyed, but seems normal. As normal a vampire can be...




Chapter 38

The dawn shimmers on Pedasa for the first time after centuries of night. As the gloom surrenders to light Markos and his daughter blink towards a sun of such brightness they never seen in their entire lives, yet they are glad to see. The bright daylight soothes their fears and brings a new beginning, full of hope.
When the adventurers get back to Pedasa, Alastor presents Markos and the rest of his patrons the heads of the Vampire Queen and the vampire lords. Their jaws drop from surprise as Enyo explains how her master devised a plan to crush the vampires and how Nestor, the vampire lord and Alastor’s brother, helped them achieve it. As they remain wounded, Melissa and a few other women tend them all day, until the dusk arrives and darkness falls again.
Beneath the cold glare of the desolate night’s half-moon, a single mounted vampire roams the empty streets of Pedasa. Along with him three hundred men and women, all dressed in white tunics escort him on foot. These poor creatures were Sacrificial Offerings, those who survived. Nestor, the vampire lord was tasked by his brother to bring them back safe and Elpenor had provided him with an undead army to guard them.
Nestor finds the silence intolerably irksome. Vampires usually lurk outside at night, the ghouls as well, but tonight it is a night of great silence and space, wholly tranquil. He knows that the news about their victory spread fast, but not sensing even a single other vampire makes him feel uneasy. Eventually, the vampire lord reaches the familiar inn where Alastor and his team rest. They are outside, in the black inky night, waiting for him.
A chill runs down Markos’s spine, at the sight of the undead army. He and the members of the city council look to Alastor with pale faces, and uncertain expressions, but he reassures them of their safety.
Nestor inspects Markos and the rest of the council with his sharp eyes, then looks at Alastor. “Brother, I bring back those men and women, but I cannot guarantee for their sanity. Some of them have been through hell,” the vampire lord says darkly.
Alastor is grinning from ear to ear. Not only has he killed the Vampire Queen and freed Pedasa, but he also has saved the humans who had been offered as Sacrificial Offerings. “Markos, here is your people. I hope their families find peace with their beloved ones back.”
Dark clouds seem to loom over Markos’s head. The rest of the members of the city council seem uneasy as well. “Uhm... On behalf of the citizens of Pedasa, I thank you for your kindness, Lord Alastor,” he says in a brooding manner, while his hands tighten into fists.
A new doubt assails Alastor’s mind. “Something’s wrong?” He wonders and looks at Elpenor and Enyo. Both, they nod at him. They know that something is wrong as well.
“So, let’s walk these men back to their homes,” Elpenor booms in a profound and absorbing interest. “I’m sure their families will look forward to see them again.”
Markos and the rest freeze, clench their fists and let out a harsh breath.
“Why don’t you tell them, mayor?” One member of the city council gasps full of anger.
A protest wavers on Alastor’s lip, “Tell me what?”, he demands with fatuous superiority.
“Uhm... You see...” Markos stammers as a quiver of resistance runs through him. “We really thank you for your efforts to bring back those men and women, sir Alastor, but...” Markos gulps. He is at a loss for words.
“But what?”
“We can’t trust these people!” Markos finally retorts.
Alastor’s eyes go round, then narrow, but doesn’t speak. Instead, he stares at Markos, demanding explanations.
The mayor decides to speak. “These people lived with the vampires, we don’t know if they’ll harm us, or turn us. When someone goes to the Vampire Castle, their life is forfeited. For us, they’re as good as dead!”
Alastor’s mouth falls open, then twitches. He could have never imagined that the people of Pedasa would harbor such hostility against their own people. However, he realizes their concern is justified, in a way.
Nestor’s face hardens into conviction and resolve. “Brother, may suggest something?” He demands, drawing attention to him.
Alastor nods. “I’m all ears Nestor,” he says looking back at him puzzled.
“I suspected we might receive a reaction like this. The Sacrif... the people who lived in the Vampire Castle, knew that as well, but I didn’t address the issue because you might have thought that I wanted them for myself. Also, the vampire kiss is highly addictive. If those poor souls aren’t bitten regularly, they will go insane. I feared to express my concerns, due to the fact I’m a vampire lord.”
“And?” The demon mage’s retort leaps to his lips, knowing what the answer will be.
“I propose you let them live with me in the Vampire Castle. I’ll be able to feed myself and they will have a place to stay. Powerful as I am and with them as my servants, I’ll hunt down all the other surviving vampire lords and their soldiers, I swear. I can’t return to Lycia, but I can make Pedasa prosperous again as their new lord.”
Elpenor flushed agitated at Nestor. “That’s an insane idea,” he protests gruffly. “What makes you an ideal candidate for being the new lord of this place? I think that you’re looking for an opportunity to become the new tyrant of Pedasa!”
Nestor frowns incomprehension. “I knew that we’d come down to this, that’s why I didn’t suggest anything of the sort in the first place,” he states in the end.
“I say, you vampires and your lot are cunning bastards. You should have told us from the beginning that something like this would happen,” Elpenor argues and points his finger at him. “Alastor, I don’t believe that we should let a vampire rule Pedasa. He might be your brother, I get it, but he’s a vampire. In the end, what good is it if we replace Lamia with another bloodsucker?”
“Don’t you dare compare me with this madwoman, necromancer! I helped you get rid of her and the vampire lords,” Nestor protests, fury in his voice.
“You benefited most of all, vampire! I know your kind, you will make this place a coven, just like your mistress did. There's nothing to discuss with you. You should thank your brother that your head is still attached to your shoulders,” Elpenor barks, then turns his glare on Alastor. “The Plagues of Anatolia and their minions cannot be trusted. My home was turned to dust because of Sarpedon, the Undead King. Doesn’t Pedasa deserve to be freed?”
The necromancer’s head throbs dangerously and puffs out his chest to intimidate the mounted vampire. With a snap of his fingers, the undead turn against the vampire lord and shriek menacingly. The vampire lord immediately draws his sword and casts Mist Transformation. Alastor sees Nestor becoming semi-transparent, but still holds his sword. Markos, the city council and the people in the white tunics stare in renewed terror.
“I’m ready when you are!” Nestor hisses with defiance at Elpenor, seeming ready to fight and even die.
“Enough!” Enyo interrupts them abruptly. “I’ll kill both of you, unless you shut your traps. The choice belongs to Lord Alastor, our leader, and him alone!”
“Alastor, don’t tell me you are still think of allowing this to happen? If we let Lamia’s minion to rule Pedasa it will be a disaster!” Elpenor argues, calmer this time.
“Brother, thousands of vampires and ghouls lurk around Pedasa. Unless you plan to stay here for however long it takes to get rid of them, which could take years, then these people will be at the vampires’ mercy,” Nestor points out. “Not to mention that you condemn three hundred souls I can provide the option to live in the Vampire Castle to madness.”
Alastor rubs his chin as he thinks. “Markos, you’re the mayor of Pedasa. What do you think? What do the residents of Pedasa actually want?”
Markos is stunned. Unsettled eyes glance around unceremoniously. This startles Alastor for a moment. Eventually, Markos nods gently at him. “My lord, I fear that Lord Nestor is speaking true. Without a protector, we’ll be at their mercy. Now, the vampires are scattered, and in hiding, but for how long? Without the Vampire Queen’s control, they will surely retaliate. They’ll think that we were along with Lord Nestor plotted to bring you here and overthrow Lamia. I hope you stay and finish what you started. We’ll be in your debt if you get rid of them. Hell, we’ll even make you our lord and master!”
“I... I can’t do that”, Alastor responds promptly. “I was tasked by a certain someone to eliminate all three Plagues of Anatolia. I have travel now to Lycaonia and kill Sarpedon, the Undead King.”
Markos’s face is blank now. Awkward, uneasy tension fills the air. “Then, may I suggest we let lord Nestor be our new master,” he suggests timidly.
“You’re insane!” Elpenor rages at Markos.
“Elpenor, calm down. If we leave these people to fend for themselves, they’ll be at the vampires’ mercy,” Alastor concludes, now having full scope of the situation.
“I can’t believe this... You’re making the wrong decision Alastor, you lead these men to their doom!” Elpenor keeps arguing.
“Maybe you should listen what they said, Elpenor. It’s not my decision, it’s theirs. If you want, why don’t you stay here and help them get rid of the vampire menace...”
Elpenor stares at him, then looks around at the people, his undead army. “I can’t stay here. I have to destroy the Undead King...” he confesses.
“Then, it’s settled,” Alastor decides. “Nestor, my brother, I leave Pedasa in your care. From now on, you’re the new ruler and protector. I pray our paths cross again in the future!”
Nestor grows gloomy as he allows himself to solidify once again, but he does offer a smile. “I’m certain we’ll meet again,” he agrees. “When you visit Pedasa again, you’ll see a different city, a prosperous place, that I promise. I bid you fare well, my brother!”
Melancholy weighs heavily on Alastor. In this grim place, he found the only person who actually loved and cared for him as a child. He will savor these memories dearly in his heart. But now it is time to depart, to do the bidding of his mistress, even if it means the sacrifice of everything he holds dear in the process.
The prince offers his farewells to Markos and the other members of the city council and departs with Enyo and Elpenor. Out of the corner of his eye, he glimpses the silhouette of a sad Melissa, staring him from the window. He nods at her and she returns a wave with her hand. Now she will have a future in the city that is her home, he hopes.  The adventurers then disappear into the cold, misty night.
Nestor, the new lord of Pedasa is back to the Vampire Castle with his servants. His mouth quivers with pleasure as he sits on the throne. The naked men and women gather at his feet, pleading to be kissed. Lamia and the vampire lords are finally dead. With the new power that has been bestowed upon him upon he drinking the Vampire Queen’s blood, he will hunt down the remaining vampire lords and become the sovereign of Pedasa.
Who could have thought! Bad luck brought him in this place and turned him into a vampire minion, but as seems fate has other plans for his future. Destiny made something good come from something horrific. The necromancer almost ruined his plan, but fortunately the charm spell worked smoothly on Markos, the mayor. It was a bold move, but thankfully he was not found out. And his brother, the fool... he would believe anything he was told.
However, he isn’t aware that he is being watched. And I will consider what his role might be in time. And if Alastor stumbles, with Nestor I may have a backup I can make use of.




Chapter 39

The trio of warriors head back to the Titan Dragon. Without the Vampire Queen’s magic to feed the curse, the fog gradually disperses and the snow and ice are melting. This time as they hike through the woods they do not encounter any trolls or creatures of the night, instead only black owls lurk in the dark leafless trees, staring down on them.
Annoyed since they left, Elpenor keeps staring at Alastor, trying to keep his mouth shout, but eventually breaks the silence. “I hope you are correct about your brother, Alastor. These people deserve better after what they’ve been through,” he complains with a harsh voice.
Alastor lets out a harsh breath. “We’ve been through this Elpenor. I am aware that Nestor is only the lesser of two evils, but we had little choice in the matter. It was either allow him to do as he promises, or let the other vampire lords return and take over. But I also know him, he’s my brother. He’ll honor his promise to us and to the people of Pedasa.”
“The world isn’t our oyster, Elpenor, but I would still love to hear out your plan, if there’s one actually...” Enyo remarks caustically.
Alastor smirks reflexively, enraging the necromancer.
“Ah-ah-ah, hold your horses,” Enyo states, stopping him from his coming outburst. “I want to listen out to your plan. I’m sure my master will be delighted to bring his brother along with us, if you have a better suggestion.”
Elpenor does not reply.
“Cat got your tongue boy?” She teases him as she wraps a curl of her hair around her finger playfully.
“Ok... I admit it, I’m mad because I have nothing to suggest,” Elpenor finally forces out between his gritted teeth. “I thought you could have thought something better, Sir Alastor. I humbly apologize...”
“Apology accepted!” Alastor replies quickly, not wanting the argument to go on.
“Ahhh, master you’re so mean,” Enyo whines. “I wanted to tease our friend here a bit more...”
“It’s true that Nestor is the better option for now, but once we get rid of Sarpedon, I’m coming back here to free Pedasa from all evil,” the necromancers tells them in all seriousness.
Enyo is not quite finished and continues to tease Elpenor softly. “You seem so full of yourself, necromancer. From what I remember, my master got rid two out of three Plagues of Anatolia,” she reminds him. “Sarpedon is the strongest of the three and has an undead army backing him up. I’m eager to see how you’ll fare against him without us backing you up.”
“I have a name, Lady Enyo, and don't forget I now have this with me,” Elpenor replies with a smirk, shoves his hand in his pocket, then pulls out the red orb he obtained from the Great Graveyard. “My strength increases rapidly. Soon, my powers will be a match even for a Plague of Anatolia.”
“Heh... Your power works well only when there are dead nearby,” she protests.
“Anatolia is full of corpses, Lady Enyo; of that I can assure you. This orb has the power to raise the buried from all over Anatolia, no... even further....”
Alastor rubs his chin troubled. “I’ll sound cliché, but with great power comes great responsibility!”
“I know! If this orb falls into the wrong hands, it could be disastrous for all Anatolia!” The necromancer agrees.
“Why didn’t the Vampire Queen use it for herself?” Enyo asks, making a good point.
“Only a necromancer can use it. For the rest, this powerful orb has the value of a common stone,” Elpenor explains.
Enyo inspects her fingernails one by one. She stiffens, as she sees a blood stain on her forefinger. “So, if this orb falls into the hands of the Undead King, we’re doomed!” She concludes.
“He won’t get his hands on the orb. I’ll protect it with my life,” the necromancer promises knotting his frowns.
“Ohh, great insurance plan! You’re not hard to kill, by the way.”
Elpenor shakes his head resigned. That is true. It would be impossible to fight Enyo; may it be a sword fight or a battle of words, she has the tenacity of someone who must always win. He decides to stay silent for the rest of the journey. After several hours of walking, the dawn comes and the trio reach the head of the Titan Dragon, lying on the ground as if dormant, but it is not. Behind its dragonish glare, Sinope, the Amazon warrior observes Alastor as he steps out from the trees.
“They’re back!” She gushes excited as she wakes Aella and Circe who were dozing.
“They seem to be doing great!” Aella smirks full of enthusiasm once she sees them through the eyes of the dragon.
“Yay!” Circe says, nodding agreeably.
Immediately, Sinope opens the hatch, throws a rope ladder and climbs down and the other two follow. She reaches Alastor and melts into his embrace. She puts her head against his firm torso and hears his heart beating fast. Her body shakes, cries from relief now that she knows he is safe and sound. She pulls her head back and looks at him. He eats her with his eyes, as he runs his hand through her hair.
“I missed you, I thought you were gone,” she scolds him, then curls up around his arms again. “You did not use our communication as often as I would have liked!”
“Hey, get out of my master!” Enyo protests annoyed, pointing her forefinger.
Circe and Aella reach Elpenor and hug him both, smiling at each other.
“Nya! I missed you!” Circe purrs at Elpenor’s ear, as she puts her hand on his left hip.
“We were so worried!” Aella shouts joyfully. She rests her hand on his right hip.
“Hmm Ahhh!” Enyo yells, as she grabs Sinope and removes her from Alastor. “The master is tired and wounded. Your grip hurts him!”
“Uhmm, I’m sorry,” Sinope replies, confused at her reaction.
In fact, Enyo is correct, each of them is still recovering from the battles and are now dead tired from that and their hike. The team still rejoices and rests for a while as Alastor tells them how things went in Pedasa, how he met with his brother, how Elpenor got new powers and how they killed the Vampire Queen. Elpenor seems still annoyed that Nestor remained back in the city as the new lord of Pedasa, but offers no further argument. After an hour of talking, they board the Titan Dragon and head to their next destination. Sinope sits at the center as usual and looks to Alastor.
“So, where now? Do you want me to head to Lycaonia?” The redheaded Amazon asks him.
“Do you think we can reach the capital of Lycaonia with the Titan Dragon?”
“No chance. Our energy reserves will allow us to reach the Narrow Valley at best.”
“The Narrow Valley is exactly at the border between Lycia and Lycaonia. By foot, we’ll need to cross several towns and villages infested with undead before reaching the capital. We don’t have the power to fight endless battles.”
“I’ve used up all energy when I burned down Amazon City,” Sinope tells him. “We’ll have to wait several days at Narrow Valley before we depart again and because the Titan Dragon’s system run on reserves, I won’t be able to utilize any of its weapons systems at all until it is powered back up.”
Alastor breaths his disappointment out heavily. “Let’s head to Narrow Valley then, wait for a couple of days. I suppose that will give us time to formulate a plan,” he suggests.
Elpenor and the rest nod agreeably.
“To Narrow Valley then,” Sinope repeats as she enters in the coordinates of their destination. The massive serpent opens its wings, blitzes with a spinning tail swipe, then rises slowly through the air, bearing its burden above the ground. Big as a mountain, but ten times faster than a hawk, it climbs higher and higher, until they are above the clouds. Before early morning, they will be at the Narrow Valley.




Chapter 40

Haashim el-Yassin and his mercenary band are resting quietly, peacefully in the Narrow Valley. Foul and ignorant of their future, an angel of death comes for them, with fingers of blades to murder them with cold indifference. The angel will stand before them and tell them not to ask for pity, because mercy means death for those who are so very evil and wicked. The angel’s name is Alastor and will give them what they deserve: a one-way ticket to hell! I am torn about this eventuality, but it is understandable and even deserved. So many of my nixie children have suffered and perished due to this demon’s actions. And while this doppelganger’s intentions were laudable, I will not stand in the way of righteous vengeance.
The Mercenary King wakes up in his tent, sweating. A nervous kind of energy tingles throughout his body like electrical sparks. Danger is like an aphrodisiac to him. The more extreme, the better. However, this feeling is different this time, impossible to describe it. A colossal danger, a creature of horror and unspeakable wrath from the past hides in the sky. It is near. Of that he is certain. His strength as a doppelganger is average, but his Insight skill has few peers. Only demons and apostles from the upper echelon can match him there.
After the battle in Arcadia and the payment he had received from King Pero for his service, he had taken his band to the nearby kingdom of Pisidia which borders Lycaonia, the land of the undead. There, the king had entrusted him and his mercenaries to guard the Great Wall of the Narrow Valley. Sometimes the undead managed to invade Pisidia and wander through he lands wrecking terror and chaos. The Mercenary King’s task has been to hunt down those wandering souls and burn them.
The pay is good, but the true motive that has brought him here is the Undead King himself. In the past, Haashim had gathered enough intel about the other Plagues of Anatolia. However, the Undead King is different, a total enigma. No one has ever met him and only a few things about him have been gathered over the centuries. The most troubling rumors are those that connect him to a weapon of mass destruction that could ravage all of Anatolia.
With a cracking sound, mightier than a thunder, the doppelganger’s enhanced senses warn him of the violence to come. He looks up, eyes wide beneath his helm as the gigantic dragon lands heavily on the desert land across the valley. Men scream in fear, both militia and mercenaries. Those who have horses abandon their posts. They run and flee in different directions to save what they hold most dear to them, their lives. Those who are made of sterner stuff, such as his elite guard, stand firm.
Before the doppelganger gathers his elite guard, a select few who are truly loyal to him. Zenobia is their leader and second-in-command. She is ready to do whatever he orders. They all tremble in fear, he can see it in their eyes, hear it in the sound of their breaths, the creaking of their armor. Under normal circumstances, he too would abandon his post and flee with them. It is normal for the mercenaries to abandon a lost cause, after all. Their lives are their most important possessions.
“Haashim, what the hell is that thing?” Zenobia asks, trembling nervously. Her hands squeeze into fists and her breath quickens uneasily.
“Who the hell cares?” A mercenary from the elite guard exclaims with his grunt voice. “We should get the hell out of here, now!”
All the mercenaries nod in some degree of agreement. That’s what Haashim would have done, but this time things are different. He should investigate the dragon, see if it belongs to the Demon or the Apostle Faction and report immediately back to Lord Ajax.
“You should leave,” he orders Zenobia. “Head to the capital and report to the king what happened here.”
“Haashim, are you mad? We are mercenaries, we have no reason to stay here and sacrifice our lives against impossible odds. Flee with us!” She insists, her eyes tearing up.
“It’s something I have to do; I can’t explain now. I swear I’ll meet you in Antiochia,” he promises her.
She nods at him, tears flowing out her eyes, then approaches and kisses him tenderly. “Make sure you keep your promise!” She pleads worried.
His elite mercenary guard pack their few belongings and flee. The Great Wall is soon practically deserted, only a few fearless souls remaining. They are professional soldiers, loyal to the kingdom of Pisidia. They will stay here and guard this place even if it costs them their lives. An officer approaches him. Haashim knows him. He is Alec, the commander of the Great Wall.
“It’s rather unusual for a mercenary to stay when the strait grows dire. Even the militia abandoned their posts,” the level 5 commander points out.
“If this creature is the legendary weapon of the Undead King I’ve heard rumors of, then there’s no place in the world we can hide,” the Mercenary King tells him.
Alec gives him a half shrug. “That’s true,” he agrees in a spirit of indulgent irony.
Haashim claps his hands, demanding absolute attention. “We must scout the area. Immediately!” He tells him.
“Are you the first volunteer?” The commander asks.
“I am,” he replies in an impression of exaggerated gallantry.
“Then I’m the second,” Alec smirks in a mixed mood. “Gather the horses lads, we’ll scout the enemy.”
As they ride to the dragon’s direction, silence clouds their souls and the chill in their blood is brain numbing. Certain death awaits them, but their duty to their king and country gives them the courage they need to fight their cruel fate.
“Should we detour around it and take it by surprise from behind?” Alec’s suggestion faltered.
“Take it by surprise? This creature, my friend, knows already we’re here,” Haashim replies with temper dark and explosive. “If it wanted to kill us, we’d be dead already. It stopped there for a reason, and I want to know what that reason is.”
“There’s still hope we return back alive lads!” The commander gives a bitter, loud laugh at his men.
No one believes him, not even himself.
“I see a figure standing near the dragon,” Haashim notices.
“Are you sure, Mercenary King? I don’t see anything at all,” Alec states, still trying to see the figures.
Haashim el-Yassin nods silently.
“Then this might be a good sign indeed,” the commander says.
The Mercenary King ignores Alec, massages the back of his neck and stares carefully at the men. One, two… two persons are outside the dragon. They are still far away, but he can evaluate their Threat Level.
“A paladin and a witch?” Haashim el-Yassin states, shrugging with uncertainty. Both have a Threat Level of 8, but something seems off. His senses warn him of other, powerful entities nearby, but he is unable to track them as yet.
“Stay vigilant, lads,” Alec warns his men as he now sees two female figures near the head of the enormous dragon. “I always wanted to die by a woman’s hand. I guess my wish will come true!” He smirks at the mercenary king.
“These women are stronger than anyone of you here. I’m the only one who can defeat them, so don’t make any rash moves,” Haashim el-Yassin cautions dryly, as he observes the dragon’s scales gleaming in the morning light. Its multichromatic skin changes colors, gradually adjusting its pattern to camouflage its presence. Eyes sharp and cunning scan them as they approach.
“I’m Alec, the commander of the Great wall. State your business,” he demands politely.
His men have always admired him for his steady tone and firm stature. Not a single one of them has the courage to ask the female warriors in the presence of the dragon. They do stand ready, however.
“A brave one I see,” the armored woman in red and white acknowledges, bowing slightly her head. “Our dragon got tired and decided to rest here for a couple of days. I know that doesn’t sound reassuring, but we don’t intend you any harm as long as you don’t act against us.”
Alec glances over at Haashim for a moment, then returns his gaze to the woman and continues. “Are you a friend or a foe of the Undead King?” He asks, his voice insensibly growing inquisitorial.
“We’ll burn the fucker down to the ground,” says the voice of another man who has walked up. Short scythe, dark appearance.
This one appears to be a necromancer, a rare sight. And he is strong indeed, even stronger than Haashim. He was hiding behind a dragon scale, obviously waiting for the soldiers to see how they would react to the women.
I knew someone more powerful was here. It’s been a long time since I saw anyone with a Threat Level of 46. These guys could take on an army by themselves, he thinks as he observes his surroundings.
Something troubles him. There’s more here. But what?
“If that’s the case, then you’re friends,” Alec smirks full of enthusiasm. “Your dragon scared most of our men, but I hope you’ll accept our hospitality and let us treat you bread and salt in the Great Wall.”
And then, another man appears. He’s horned and powerful, even stronger than the necromancer, with an astounding Threat Level of 118. He stares Haashim down mercilessly. This is a familiar face, someone from the near past, Alastor, the former prince of Lycia. Oh, what horror and pain he had caused him with a callous intent. What a savage beast he has become: wild-eyed and bloodthirsty. “You bastards! You and your gang never learn! I won’t let any of my friends be harmed a second time!” Alastor growls like a mad dog.
Like a hawk, the demon mage charges at Haashim head-on without warning. There is no way the doppelganger can escape the prince’s lighting speed, even on horseback. Blades flash a sinister silver as he parries the slash above his head. He falls from the horse but gets up quickly. Alec and his soldiers draw their swords and yelling their battle cries, they charge at the women.
“You coward, you came here to attack me again, but today you die! You are so pathetic, oh, I’m gonna enjoy this,” Alastor growls at him with a sound so raw, that sounds nothing like human speech.
Haashim is near panicking. What should I do? There’s no denying that prince Alastor came here on Lord Ajax’s command to obliterate the Undead King and claim a part of the Scepter of Domination. I never thought he would become so powerful. All I ever hoped was to wake Lord Ajax from his slumber. Should I tell him we’re on the same side? No! What a foolish idea. This would only turn him against our beloved mistress Nyx and possibly foil her plans. There’s one thing I can do. He considers his next action carefully as Alastor approaches him.
“Come and face me!” Alastor demands acidly.
“I see you became a force to be reckoned, prince Alastor,” Haashim el-Yassin smirks ironically. “Your brother, Pero, was right. You’re a savage beast that needs to be stopped!”
“My brother will taste the blade of my sword, as you will too!” The prince snarls.
Great, he still thinks his brother is the one who plotted his assassination, the doppelganger sees. That might save his mistress’ plans, if not himself.
Alastor attacks with a slashing blow. Brute force accompanied with lighting speed shatter Haashim’s blade, achieving a 51-Point hit. Without a moment’s delay, the prince gives him a great, hard blow on the helmet and brings him down, decreasing his HP even more, now down to 14 Hit Points out of 81. Horrified, he stares at the demon lord with fear. Red liquid, clear as rubies runs down his broken nose. Then, a slashing move of the sword, so fast, barely noticeable, gushes a stream of blood from his throat. Vivid blood sprays the air and paints the yellow desert sand with beautiful shades of red.
The demon mage holds him with cold caress as he drowns in his own blood, seeing his HP down to zero. A venomous expression, full of disgust and animosity brings him comfort. His fears diminish now, as death seals all his secrets. This is a death with no regrets. No, maybe one! He hoped to see Zenobia’s smile again. No, those are foul thoughts for a servant of Nyx, not to mention disloyal. Oh, what a joy to die serving the Lady of the Night!
A black screen with a notification appears before Haashim el-Yassin: Critical System Failure: Shutting Down! That’s the last thing he sees.
Haashim el-Yassin’s dead eyes reflect on Alastor’s dark armor. The man who had murdered his lover and best friend, who has taken everything, now lies dead. So great is the satisfaction, Alastor’s expression turns to joy. At last, a deeply needed vengeance is complete.
New powers surge through his body like electricity a new message appear in his Neural Control Unit. New skills obtained: Shape Changer, Detect Thoughts, Change Shape, Dark Vision. Immunities obtained: Sleep, Charm. His Threat Level increases again, reaching 126 and HP 630.
“What are these new powers?” He murmurs. It would be impossible for any man to have so many skills and powers. The Mercenary King wasn’t a human being after all. But what had he been? An apostle or a demon?




Chapter 41

Almost all of Haashim el-Yassin’s soldiers are dead. Alec, one who claims to be the commander of the Great Wall fights with Aella. His Threat Level is 5, a decent level for a human, but paladin Aella is Level 8. Clearly, she has the upper hand. With a crushing blow, she drives him and his soldiers back and injures Alec, achieving a 7-Point hit. In the next wave of her attack, she buries her sword in Alec’s chest, killing him. Enyo and Sinope climb down from the Titan Dragon’s control room. Enyo seems entertained by the madness her master has brought about. The spectacle of him driven insane by hatred is a sight to behold. And yes, demons find joy in death.
“Yay, master I…” Enyo starts.
“What the hell were you thinking, idiot?” Elpenor growls full of rage. “Do you have any idea what you’ve just done?”
“Yes,” Alastor replies, calm in his voice, serenity in his face.
Enyo stares at Elpenor like a predator. “Don’t you dare speak to my master like that again,” she warns the necromancer.
“Enough with this,” Aella stops both Elpenor and Enyo. “Alastor, what happened here? Why did you attack those men? They are soldiers of Pisidia, are they not?”
“I… I don’t know. All I know is this man, this mercenary I’ve just killed, is the one who betrayed those I loved, murdered my best friends and attempted to murder me.”
All look at each other, remaining silent for a few moments.
“And what about that gives you the right to murder Pisidian soldiers?” Elpenor asks him in a demanding tone, his forefinger pointing at him.
Alastor shakes his head in denial. “Oh, come on, yes they were Pisidian soldiers and they hired a cutthroat who would have betrayed them to at the drop of a coin.”
“Everyone hires mercenaries here. You did in the past, remember!” The necromancer’s voice is thick with resentment and futile protest
“I won’t argue with you. It’s all over the same as it was in Pedasa,” Alastor fights back.
Elpenor clenches his fists, his lips quiver from anger. “The hell it is! Those men had families and friends like you and you just murdered them in cold blood. What they did was guard Narrow Valley from the undead.”
Sinope strides forth imperiously. “I’m sorry to barge in on you like this, but we knew that if we landed here, there was a chance these soldiers would attack us,” Sinope interrupts the duo.
“I agree!” Enyo confirms and nods.
Aella protests with a shake of her head. “Everything was under control, until Alastor decided to attack them first,” she protests gruffly. “But what is done, is done, there’s no going back now. The question is what we do next…”
“I plan to return back to Lycia and kill my brother, Pero. As long as he’s alive, I’ll never find peace,” Alastor announces to everyone, striking them dumb with strange surprise.
“What?” Both Enyo and Sinope exclaim in unison.
Elpenor gives him a dismissive wave of his hand. “I’ve had enough of this,” he states, anger building up. “Your elder brother is a vampire lord. He along the other vampires brought misery and despair in Pedasa, but we left him there to rule. Now you murder those soldiers in cold blood and want us to help you kill your brother. I won’t take part in a fratricide. We don’t even know if what you say about the mercenary is even true.”
Alastor’s gunmetal eyes stare back at the necromancer. “I’ve had enough of you as well,” he hisses back dryly. “That’s my final decision. You and anyone else feel free to leave. I’ll do what’s necessary.”
“Aella, Circe, pack your things, we’re leaving immediately,” the necromancer orders impatient and authoritative to his female comrades.
The girls stare at each other, then at Alastor, and finally nod in agreement.
“Just a moment! Leave the Night Stone right here and now. If the orb falls into the wrong hands, the Undead King will become unstoppable. I won’t jeopardize Anatolia for your personal vendetta,” Alastor shouts, his mouth quivering with pleasure.
Elpenor activates the Night Stone and resurrects all the nearby corpses. Haashim el-Yassin, Alec and the soldiers raise back from the dead to haunt Alastor once more. The undead surround them. All around, all over, spread in every possible direction.
Alastor’s mood yields. “How you dare to mock me, Elpenor,” the demon mage accuses the necromancer.
“The Night Stone belongs to me, Alastor. I don’t plan to hand it down to you or anyone else,” the necromancer states flatly and plain. “I don’t suggest you try. And you have no credibility where it comes criticizing personal vendettas.”
Alastor pulse leaps anew. “You think you’re in a position to make threats?” He demands with a growl.
Elpenor’s face lights with a fire of decision. “Maybe I can’t defeat you one-on-one. But I’m pretty confident there’s enough dead here to keep you from completing your self-appointed quest for vengeance if I so order.”
Sinope approaches Alastor slowly. A wrong move and everything could go south. “Alastor let them leave. No one will emerge victorious from this,” she murmurs at his ear.
It takes a few moments, but he finally nods to her.
“You’re right. There’s no point to us fighting each other,” he agrees. “You may leave Elpenor, but leave Haashim el-Yassin’s corpse here. There’s something I want to make sure of.”
“You can check whatever you want now. I don’t plan on leaving a single corpse with you,” the necromancer tells him. “Especially that one. He’s the strongest of them all. I need my own undead army if I am going to storm Lycaonia.”
Alastor breaths heavily, his patience diminishing by the second. “Just stay out of my way and make sure you guard the Night Stone with your life. If Sarpedon, the Undead King lays his hands on it, then we’re all doomed!”
Without giving a reply, Elpenor and his undead army retreat carefully, leaving Alastor alone with Sinope and Enyo. The careful planning they previously made to invade Lycaonia gone for naught. Former allies and friends, now suspicious rivals, they dare not to even turn their backs at each other. As the necromancer and his party disappear from sight, Enyo decides to break the ice.
“Master,” her tone serious, unlike her typical character. “Is it true what you said earlier? Lord Ajax won’t be happy if he learns that you are turning your back on your mission.”
“I can’t complete the mission if I don’t take care of certain things first. Haashim el-Yassin wasn’t an ordinary man. He was a demon or an apostle. I wanted you and Sinope to take a look at him and see if I was right, but Elpenor took the corpse with him. If the Faith of Elysium plotted with my brother to murder me, then something else, something much greater than even my mission is going on here. It’s hard for me to believe Haashim el-Yassin was stationed in this place by mere coincidence. He must have been an ally of the Plagues of Anatolia.”
“You’re jumping into conclusions, maybe it’s nothing, maybe it’s a coincidence. We can’t rule that out,” Sinope disagrees.
Sinope is a member of the Demon Clan and Enyo is Lord Ajax’s daughter. It doesn’t mean they are necessarily lying, but resurrecting the Lady of the Night is the first priority for them, that’s pretty much evident, he decides.
“Master? What are your thoughts?” Enyo wants to know.
“I’ll head back to Lycia and face my brother. I need to find out the truth,” the prince announces to them. “It’s going to take some time for the Titan Dragon to recharge to some point anyways and we’ll likely need it at full power to take on Sarpedon now.”
“I will do as you obey, if that’s your wish, my master,” she says and bows slightly.
Alastor looks at Sinope.
“There’s no way for me to defeat the Undead King,” the beautiful amazon queen tells him. “I’m not strong and I can’t intervene directly. If me and my dragon help you, will you promise to continue your mission?”
Alastor places his hand on his heart. “Lady Nyx saved me. I owe her everything. My debt will be paid in full to the Lady of the Night; I assure you of that,” he assures her. “Also, for my plan to succeed, I need you and the Titan Dragon, but at full power. It would be almost impossible to fight all the Lycian forces only me and Enyo, so thank you for aiding me. I promise to continue once my mission in Lycia is complete.”
“So, what now? Do we wait here until the Titan Dragon recharges and then return to Lycia?” Enyo asks Sinope.
“There’s another reason I wanted to come here,” Sinope reveals to them. “I wasn’t sure about Elpenor’s intentions, that’s why I didn’t mention anything before.”
Alastor folds his arms skeptically. What has the beautiful red head Amazon up her sleeves? “What is it that you want to reveal Sinope?”
“Near the Great Wall, in the mountainous area, there’s a secret underground base, a golem factory. We used to produce soldier golems during the Great War,” she tells him. “If we can get there, we might be able to wake a few from their slumber. They could prove great help if any of them are still functional.”
“That’s great, Sinope! Without you, I’d be lost,” he says, smiling tenderly at her.
Enyo crosses her arms over her chest. Face red, full of envy. “Hm, master doesn’t appreciate me!” She complains.
“That’s not true Enyo. You’re my best… friend!”
“Yay, master loves me. Hear that, bitch?” Enyo barks aggressively at Sinope.
“Girls! We’ve had enough for one day,” Alastor complains, frustrated. “Let’s focus on the task at hand. Unfortunately, we don’t have intel what we’ll encounter in the mountains. I heard stories that undead lurk there, trying to invade Pisidia, but other than that, nothing more.”
Alastor thinks how useful now Elpenor would have been. The necromancer could resurrect Haashim el-Yassin and learn if his brother had indeed plotted to kill him or resurrect Alec, the commander of the Great Wall and guide them safely to the golem factory. What a stubborn fool the necromancer was, impossible to argue with, when he set his mind. His sense of honor… what a joke.
“Why don’t we torture someone from the Great Wall master? I’m sure they’ll provide us the information we’re looking,” Enyo suggests, smiling coyly at him.
“We’ve done enough killing for one day,” he admits, while watching the blood-soaked ground. “Had I been cool-headed, this bloodshed might have been avoided. Elpenor was right about that, but it’s too late now.”
“Oh, my master is so critical with himself,” Enyo argues. “What you did was just and right. Don’t trouble yourself with pitiful vermin.”
“I agree with Enyo. Mistakes happen all the time and sometimes, people die. In a war, it’s unavoidable I fear,” the Amazon tells him.
“I pray you’re right, Sinope. But I fear for myself, for what I’ve become,” Alastor worries. “I felt no pity for those soldiers, only enjoyment as we massacred them.”
“Haashim denied you the ability to be happy. It’s only natural to feel like that. That being said, when we get back to Lycia, you should talk to your brother first. Rushed actions rarely lead to true victory. What I’ve seen so far in you is a great, rational man. Don’t let this event outshine what you’ve achieved so far,” Sinope counsels him.
“I promise I’ll talk with my brother before I pass any judgment on him. Now, it’s early morning, why don’t’ we depart?”
“Let’s go,” Sinope agrees.
After packing what they figure they will need for the journey to the golem factory, the three head out towards the mountains. They follow a natural path; one which animals, not men, likely use. Where the soil is soft, it widens and where it’s rocky, it narrows. What matters is that it leads upward to the peak, where the golem factory lies hidden. That’s the only destination the three of them now care about.
As this is an arid place, the mountains are mostly treeless, what sparse vegetation to be found is mostly yellow and brown with little green. Because they rise in the west, the flat land that surrounds them is clearly visible from the heights they quickly reach. The Great Wall at Narrow Valley seems small, almost irrelevant from the ridge they soon reach. An endless, dry land lies before them. One word to describe it would be ‘abnormal’, the prince decides.
Alastor initially thought that as they climb up further, the visibility would improve, but that ends up being far from the truth. At this height, clouds have claimed the mountaintops as their own. One moment he sees everything, the next shades of grey and white consume everything around him. It is like the sun suddenly gave up on trying to break the ethereal curtain of clouds.
The wind blows angrily at them, pushing the clouds towards them. Enyo looks nervously at the dark, dense cloud ahead of them. She quickens her pace and to step up beside Alastor.
“Master, something isn’t right, she tells him. I think we should stop here for the moment. If we end up inside one of those clouds, we might lose our way.”
“I think you’re right,” the prince agrees. “Sinope, we should wait until the clouds pass through us before continuing on.”
Sinope nods agreeably and stops to wait with the other two.
Light grey, then dark clouds swallow them before they can act. A slow, shuffling crunch reaches Alastor’s ears, along with a stench of death and decay that harasses his nostrils. He immediately activates Dark Vision and Enyo does as well. Dark, awkward, and unnatural figures approach them slowly through the gloom.
“Zombies!” Enyo whispers softly, amazed even.
“A perfect trap for those who wander this place,” Alastor murmurs in response. “Sinope stay between me and Enyo. Without dark vision, it will be hard for you to fight effectively here.”
Sinope raises her axe and stands between them as Alastor suggests. The zombies are coming in dozens at very least as their numbers impossible to count, but their individual threat levels are only 2 and have HP 18. Normally, they would never pose a threat for him and Enyo, but they must fight in darkness and protect Sinope at the same time, and who knows how many of the enemy there actually are.




Chapter 42

The first zombie approaches him slowly, cautiously, as if confused by Alastor’s relaxed bearing, jaw dislocated, tongue torn, and with blood-stained teeth, yet clearly hungry for raw flesh from its bloodshot gaze. What a creepy sight for any living thing. With a swift slash, he beheads it, achieving a 28-Point hit. The head rolls around and comes to a stop, but it continues staring at him. Its body continues to walk, and arms swing randomly at the air.
A new message pop ups in his Neural Control Unit: Poison Immunity obtained!
But something strange is going on. Although he beheaded it and achieved a 28-Point hit, its HP is still intact at 18 Points.
“What’s happening here? Its HP hasn’t changed?” He observes confused.
“They are undead, you have to destroy them completely master,” Enyo advises him as she slices her zombie assailant into several parts, rendering it unable to move. “This is going to be fun though!”
More and more zombies approach, surrounding them. Dozens of them head towards Alastor’s position, attempting to overwhelm him, but he stands his ground firmly. He swings the black blade around with insane speed, slicing the zombies in many parts, as Enyo demonstrated. Distracted by the fight, he moves from his position and a zombie bites his arm, causing a spurt of blood to shoot out and spray the air. Alastor crushes its head with the tilt of the sword, but another bites him in the calf. He crushes this one’s head with his boot making a splashing sound like a watermelon being crushed on concrete.
You received a 2-Point hit!
“Alastor!” Sinope growls as she cuts a zombie in two. “Are you okay?”
“Don’t worry about me, watch out for their bite,” he warns her. “These bastards can inflict serious damage. Their teeth rips through leather armor.”
Steadily, he forces his way back to Sinope and Enyo. He accesses his Spell Control Menu and casts a Wall of Fire spell. Thick crackling firewall forms around them, protecting them from the zombies. The creatures unable to understand pain try to pass through the inferno and immediately are turned to ash. The few animated corpses that make it through the wall fall char to the ground.
“The spell will only hold for a minute,” he tells his duo of warrior women. “Take a breath and prepare.”
Something is wrong! It should have lasted much longer, but the unnatural humidity from the clouds dissolves the Wall of Fire. The undead lash out against them, leaving them no time to rest. Seemingly maddened by the smell of Alastor’s blood, they encircle him first and try to drag him to the ground, but they are too weak to dominate him even with their en masse attack. Flashing slashes, explosive blows, and bursts of agility make him impossible for any zombie rival to keep up.
Enyo licks her glossy lips in joy as she finds new opponents to prey upon. Her eyelids tremble uncontrollably as her sword hacks and cuts off their heads and limbs like the master butcher she is. With a level of skill and swordsmanship that outmatches the greatest sword master’s in history, she gains her advantage over her opponents easily and the body parts pile up ahead of her. Sinope is behind her and guards her back, but the demoness needs no help as her power rivals the gods themselves. Finally, the undead cease their attack and retreat. The clouds then disperse as the wind pushes them away.
“Hmm, I was hoping I could slice up more of them. Too bad!” Enyo exclaims disappointed.
“We should be careful of the clouds,” Alastor warns. That’s pretty much evident. “For a moment, I hoped that marching to the mountaintop would be easy as a pie.” Then he turns his gaze at the Amazon. “Sinope are you okay?”
“Yes, thank you both for your help,” she replies. “I envy your Dark Vision. It seems very handy.”
“Is the Golem Factory far from here?” He asks as he observes with pleasure at how quickly his wounds heal.
“Things have changed since the last time I was here. If I remember correctly, we’ll need to walk another three or four hours that way,” she tells him, pointing out into the wastes.
“I guess that’s fine. We’ll be there just before sunset,” he figures from looking at where the sun is in the sky. I hope we don’t encounter any more clouds packed with undead. That horde was a bit tiring to deal with!” he smirks ironically.
Sinope smiles back. “Let’s get going then, your army awaits you!”
For the next three and a half hours, they follow the path Sinope indicated, until it snakes around the side of the mountain and disappears. Sinope hadn’t been here for centuries and seems unsure now if she’s guided them to the right place. She jogs ahead impatiently, leaving Alastor and Enyo behind, till she reaches the end of the path.
“It’s here!” She yells.
Alastor and Enyo pick up their pace and reach her quickly. They find her standing still in front of the cave’s mouth. Impenetrable darkness makes it impossible for any of them see how deep the cave is with normal eyesight or if their next steps will cast them into frigid depths. Enyo takes the initiative and enters, after she activates Dark Vision. Her form dissolves into the blackness.
“Let’s go,” Sinope suggests and Alastor nods.
The only sound here is the dripping water and their echoing footsteps. It’s the first time he’s enters a natural cave with such a high roof and size. It’s a full-sized cavern, really, wide deep and with a vaulting roof.
“I don’t sense any threats down here,” Enyo informs the other two.
A moaning accompanied by a long groaning sound breaks the silence. Death walks towards them!
“Ok, I think I made a mistake,” Enyo corrects herself. “Great! It’s time for fun! Master, allow me to make introductions, pleaaaseee!”
“Make me proud,” Alastor encourages her.
Without a moment’s notice, she rushes deep in the cave, leaving them far behind.
“Alastor, are you sure about that?” Sinope asks, doubt in his voice.
“They’re only zombies, and besides I couldn’t hold her back anyway. Frankly speaking, I don’t think there’s anyone capable of defeating Enyo or me at this point. Okay, maybe Lord Ajax is capable of that feat, but he’s on our side.”
“Don’t be so sure about that. In the old days, during the Great War, I encountered numerous creatures several times stronger than you,” she teases him with a smile.
“I’m eager to find strong opponents,” the prince tells her. “Each time I kill someone, I become stronger.”
“Well, for now, I suggest you settle for these low-level zombies…” she points out at the direction of the undead army.
A new horde of zombies are coming for them. Cracking bones, inhuman groaning, and a stink of rotting flesh march towards them, expressionless other than for their hunger. Alastor slashes out his great sword and severs the hands from the arms of the first zombie. Then, followed by a tight, jerking cut, he beheads it swiftly. More and more zombies march into melee fighting range. His sword falls again and again, more than thirty times in quick order, each time crushing heads and severing limbs, all his slashes performing hits of more than 25 points. And still the horde grows. There’s seemingly no end to them.
“Where’s Enyo? I don’t see her,” Sinope whimpers as she beheads another zombie, fighting well, but starting to get overwhelmed.
“She’s still alive, of that, I’m sure,” Alastor reassures her, as he notices the orb in his sword’s hilt is still dark red. “If she dies, her consciousness will travel back to the orb and it’ll become illuminated. I find it impossible to imagine that Enyo will have that much trouble with mere zombies, no matter their number.”
A strange ruckus behind the zombie lines reaches their ears. The sound of metal slashing flesh and crushing bones. Enyo appears to be attacking the zombies from the other side of the horde, perhaps, her great sword swinging at every direction, each time claiming a head or a limb. She draws closer and closer until they can finally see her cutting down the zombies from the other side of the mass of them.
“Phew, I’m back master,” she exclaims devilishly with a smile.
Alastor can see her armor is full of bite marks and her white hair drenched in dark, red blood. She must have killed dozens before cutting her way back to them, but her HP has fallen to 443 from 490. It must have been rough even for Enyo to have lost so much HP.
“What happened back there?” Alastor wonders how she would have such trouble with these low-level undead.
“I have good news and bad news,” she announces.
“Start with the bad news first,” he orders her troubled, as he beheads another zombie, but its HP still intact.
“There’s a zombie lord here. His Threat Level is 82!”
“Shit! And the good news?
“The good news is that he won’t die easy; we’re gonna enjoy him!” She crows, smiling wickedly as she finishes off the last two zombies with a horizontal slash.
More than a hundred bodies lie on the ground around them now like dismembered dolls. Heads with open maws and severed limbs spread all over the place at awkward angles, but still hungry for raw flesh. Unlike dolls, however, they are still trying to move about with what little the parts have to move.
“A zombie lord?” Sinope is shivering from fear.
“Have you ever encountered one in the past?” Alastor asks, a bit troubled at the Zombie Lord’s Threat Level.
“Yes, and they are really hard to kill. Zombie lords have intellect like we do and can absorb the strength of nearby corpses,” she informs him. “Their Threat Level can go up indefinitely, as long they have the strength of corpses to absorb. I’m not confident we can defeat him.”
Alastor crosses his arms over his chest. “Sinope relax, let me clarify one thing first. Zombie lords belong to the Demon or the Elysium faction?”
“To the Demon Faction,” Sinope replies immediately.
“Ok! Even individually, me and Enyo are stronger than the Zombie Lord. Don’t forget that I’ve killed two Plagues of Anatolia and without Enyo’s help. Together, we’ll be unstoppable.”
“That’s right master!” Enyo licks her lips. The saliva of her tongue softens the dried and caked on blood that appears to have repeatedly spattered her face. “Nothing’s going to stop us!”
“I have one question though. If Zombie Lords belong to the Demon Faction, why the hell is he attacking us?” The prince wonders.
Enyo juts out her hip. “That’s because you’re an unaligned demon. And I, although partially belong to the Demon Faction, I’m not one hundred pure blood. Actually, only Sinope belongs to the Demon Faction entirely. It’s normal for the Zombie Lord to consider us enemies. Undead lords are employed to guard places for all eternity if needs be. At least, till someone puts them out of their misery.”
“And what’s the difference with the Undead King?” Alastor ponders as he rubs his chin.
“Both Apostles and Demons use the same techniques and technology up to a point,” she tells him. You may find undead lords, as well as other creatures both in the Demon and the Hades Faction.”
Blood-curdling groans, tortured shrieks, and moans reach their ears. A new, bigger wave of undead approaches them.
“We should get ready. Enough talking for now,” he stresses as he swings his sword left and right.
Enyo moves in front of him. “Master, let me handle the small fry. Reserve your strength for the Zombie Lord,” she suggests, looking back for approval.
Alastor nods in agreement, as he checks his Spell Control Menu. Unfortunately, the wisp level in this place is very low, making it impossible to cast any spells of consequence. Every time he fought a Plague of Anatolia, he managed to get the upper hand by using magic. This time, it’s different. Fighting these zombies is going to have to be accomplished with brute force and that alone.
Instead of waiting, Enyo charges against the zombies as she did last time. Attacking, is what she likes best after all. The zombies try to grab her, but she avoids their attempts. Her speed is unmatched, but because the cave is so wide, the zombies gradually surround her with their vast numbers. Still, she strikes them with lightning-fast kicks and sword slashes, leaving behind piles of dismembered body parts wherever she flits. Alastor charges them, trying to protect Enyo’s flanks. With an open-handed blow, he tears away the jaw of a zombie. The zombies attack them again as a mob. These are creatures of terror, with no feigning honor, nor sense of fear, motivated only by their lust for raw flesh. But neither Alastor nor Enyo plan to go down without a fight.
“Master you shouldn’t bother with insignificant opponents,” Enyo exclaims with a heavy, quick breath as she continues slicing zombies frenzied.
“Stick together, I counted less than seventy zombies remaining, let’s see who kills more!”
“With pleasure!” She replies, following her exclamation with sinister laughter.
For Enyo, this is a sport, not a game of life and death. She was made into a killing machine by her father and the Lady of the Night. And what a beautiful weapon we have created. She wades deep into the mass of zombies, leaving a bloody mess in her wake as she pushes herself to the limit. She marches forward steadily, claiming heads and limbs in a blur. Each and every single step leads this place closer to peace, as the moanings of each victim are silenced by the blade of her black sword. The grotesque figures walk towards her like funny scarecrows, rather than creatures of terror, nothing that she cannot handle with finesse.
In the midst of chaos, another wave of zombie comes at them. This is the main force of the Zombie Lord itself, the master of these lost souls. Dark tunic, ruby eyes and a silver helm, distinguish it from the rest of his monstrosities. Alastor uses his insight skill to evaluate his opponent. Indeed, its Threat Level is 82 and HP 410, just as Enyo noted earlier. The undead army stands still, as if they wait for Alastor and Enyo to finish off the remaining zombies between them and their lord’s personal horde.
Once they render all the zombies incapacitated, the zombie lord finally addresses them. His shrieking voice is long, deep and resembles an echo, rather a normal voice. “Blasphemers, defilers, begone from this sacred place!”
Alastor makes a few steps towards the Zombie Lord. “I’m Alastor, an unaligned demon. Along with me, I have Enyo, the daughter of Lord Ajax and Sinope, an Amazon Princess. We come here under Lord Ajax’s orders to claim the remaining golem soldiers you are guarding. Their services are required,” Alastor lies, staring at the creature eye-to-eye.
The Zombie Lord stares silently back, as if it is considering what he has just been told. His glowing eyes blink slows as he extends his forefinger toward him. “Then I greet you as friends. It’s true what I sensed some time ago that there has been new activity among demon kind. Tell me stranger is our beloved mistress back?” He asks with a long moan.
Alastor exhales deeply as the creature addresses him ‘friend’. It’s strange that his plan worked so easily on the powerful monster. Could anyone just say that he belonged to the Demon Faction and it would let him pass? Something must be wrong here.
“Our lady’s return is at hand. We’ve claimed two parts of the Scepter of Domination and soon these lands will flourish again under her rule!” Alastor informs the undead creature.
“You intrigue me stranger. These are great news for us indeed. What a joy you bring to this cold corpse. After centuries of silence, under the yoke of the Apostles, it’s time for the Demon Faction to regain our former glory,” the Zombie Lord says, sounding very pleased.
“These are the words of a true servant,” Sinope tells him.
Her eyelids open, ecstatic, and warm. An eerie feeling, a chill, goes down Alastor’s spine, finding himself extremely worried at seeing Sinope like this.
“Now,” the Zombie Lord continues. “I humbly apologize, but I have to kill you!”
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“What?” Alastor protests angrily. “Didn’t you hear what I said, Zombie Lord? We come here on Lord Ajax’s orders.”
“I did and I hope you succeed in your mission. When I was stationed here, I was given orders to kill any trespassers that attempt to enter the golem factory, even if they were from the Demon Faction. If you truly come here on our lord’s command, then surely a mere zombie lord like me will be nothing more than a distraction.”
“Wait a moment-” Alastor attempts to say, but the creature interrupts.
“Enough talking, destroy me now and complete your mission!” The Zombie Lord shrieks as he claps his rotten hands.
The zombies approach their master and cobble together with him, mounting on each other quickly. Not one mutilated limb or corpse is wasted as they merge with the rest of the zombies, creating a huge undead abomination. Hundreds of decaying corpses wrap around the Zombie Lord like ugly skin and hide it at the center of the mass creature.
“An Undead Abomination,” Enyo declares licking her dry lips, as if tasty food is served before her.
Alastor uses his Insight skill. The undead abomination has a total Threat Level of 142 and HP 852, making it the strongest creature he ever encountered, after lord Ajax.
“It’s Threat Level went up to 142!” Alastor’ breath quickens. “How do we defeat this thing?”
Enyo attempts to say something, but the Undead Abomination’s ground shaking steps cut her reply, as the creature charges at her, emitting with a rasping but loud shriek. The stench from the moving pile of rotten flesh intensifies, becoming thicker, heavier. With a crushing blow of its right hand, the Undead Abomination pummels Enyo beneath its palm. Just from a single blow, her HP decreases by 47 Points, now down to 370. Alastor lunches a series of slashing attacks to release her. Each cut on the rotten flesh leaves the creature unaffected, as new body parts connect the severed chunks of the hand. Ten, twenty, thirty slashes and still the HP of the Undead Abomination is the same.
Suddenly, the crushing force recedes to the growling sound of the demoness. Enyo rakes the creature’s hand with her blade and dagger, tearing it to shreds.
“Take that, you filthy beast,” she spits.
She’s covered in green-brown liquid, thick and sticky, the stench of which would make any normal human to vomit. While the Undead Abomination looks surprised at its severed hand, Alastor finds the opportunity to thrust his black sword to the cavity of the creature’s chest. A loud, choking shriek comes from it, as if the undead creature had its breath knocked out of it. The thrust seems to have an effect this time even though its HP bar is still full.
Alastor’s only thought now is to drive the abomination back to the grave. “Enyo, grab it by its right foot. Let’s try to throw this thing on the ground!” He yells at her.
Enyo nods, then she leaps at the Undead Abomination with Alastor following behind. Another devastating blow from the monster makes Enyo fly back through the air, then crash to the ground like before. Her sword drops and clatters away and she’s lost another 47 Hit Points from her, but she isn’t the kind of girl to give up. Enyo rises immediately and charges again without her sword. Alastor grabs the Undead Abomination by its left foot and she follows suit.
The mass creature hammers both of them with its one hand alternately. Each blow is so powerful, that knocks down almost 50 points, but Alastor and Enyo have their adversary grappled and are able to heave it up and throw it down to the floor of the cavern. The undead abomination roars in rage.
They press their attack as the creature tries to break free its massive fist hammering hell down own them. Enyo is at her limits and grunts from the effort of the struggle. Less than 80 Hit Points remain, but she remains as tenacious as ever.
At last, with massive effort she and Alastor lift the Undead Abomination up and then throw it back down to the ground hard. Enyo falls to her knees, dizzy from the exertion. Alastor’s plan is a success, however, and the drop succeeds in forcing a number of individual corpses loose. Alastor can clearly see where the Zombie Lord is. He scrambles over the pile of corpses and after he finds his sword, he quickly heads there and buries his sword inside the monster’s chest, where the Zombie Lord is. The corpses moan all in unison and tremble, dissolving the abomination even more.
Although the creature’s HP bar is still to one hundred percent, the actual Hit Points decreased to 768 and it actually lost several Threat Levels and now it’s down to 128. It becomes clear to Alastor that if he kills the Zombie Lord, the mass creature will collapse entirely. He pulls his blade out of the creature’s body and throws it away, then grabs the Zombie Lord by his throat and pulls him with all his strength with both hands. The zombies howl again in unison. Obviously, the Undead Abomination has lost its previous fury and intensity even as it is still trying to get up, but Alastor is not going to let that happen.
Finally, Alastor uproots the Zombie Lord entirely from his minions and throws him like a rag at Enyo’s direction. The mass creature breaks apart, the zombies all separating from each other as they fall back to the floor of the cavern. Their master gets back onto to his feet, his HP eighty percent full and his raging eyes glow from inside the helm. Enyo snatches him from behind, her eyes resemble that of a wounded lion, dangerous and ferocious. She bites the Zombie Lord’s throat, pulling out a chunk of rotten flesh with her teeth.
“How does it feel for you, huh?” She asks as she spits the rotten flesh out of her mouth in disgust.
The undead monster shrieks and tries to escape, but it’s too late. Alastor is already there. He punches it in the face, denting its helm. Enyo lets it drop to the ground, but the Zombie Lord regains its feet almost immediately.
“Yield!” Alastor growls. “I don’t want to destroy her Majesty’s loyal servant.”
“I cannot yield, demon!” The Zombie Lord shrieks with a smile. “Breaking my oath to the Lady of the Night is the same as betraying her trust. Do what you have to do. Kill me and claim the golem soldiers as you have been ordered to. Give me joy, I have waited so long for this!”
The zombies are back on their feet again and now approach them steadily.
“Master, we have to kill him now. He will reconnect with his zombies if we do not,” Enyo warns worried. “It will be impossible to trick him again.”
“Listen to your comrade’s advice,” the undead creature urges him.
“I won’t,” Alastor replies determined. “Our majesty needs all the help she can get right now. Join us in our quest, help us bring her back. You are strong, we could use someone like you!”
“Kill me now, before it’s too late,” the Zombie Lord begs, his horde is only a few steps away.
“I said…”
Alastor’s rambling is interrupted by Sinope, whose double-edged axe hacks through the creature’s neck. His decapitated body falls loose on the ground and his head rolls around for a moment before stopping. His glowing eyes blink under the helm and a shrieking voice cries, “thank you!” as Sinope pummels his head with the flat of her axe.
The Zombie Lord’s HP bar goes down to zero and the zombies stop marching. They seem without direction now that their lord is gone.
“Return to soil where you belong, Zombie Lord. Rest in peace,” Sinope prays quietly.
“What…” the prince stammers full of uncertainty of what just happened, then directs his ire at the Amazon. “What have you done? He could have been an ally, someone who could help us in our quest!”
The scene seems quite inconceivable, shocking. His mind, unable to conceive or deal with the images his eyes send him. Alastor looks away, then looks back to double-check if he’s actually dreaming or not.
“Zombie lords are tenacious in nature and usually guard places like these to the very end. It would be impossible to convince him otherwise,” Sinope tells him. “Don’t be concerned. Snap out of it! I’m sure he was glad that we defeated him. This victory brought us closer to our mistress.” She smiles at him innocently.
Enyo herself sinks to her knees on the cavern floor. “Oh, I think I’m dying,” she groans in agony. Her once pale body is now covered in bruises, blood, and bites from the zombies, but she’s going to be fine. Ajax’s daughter is built from strong stuff, and a moment later, she’s back on her feet.
“Master, let’s get rid the remaining zombie, the two of us!” Sinope proposes, then cuts a nearby zombie in two.
The prince snaps out of his daze and crushes the head of a nearby zombie that tries to bite him. Sinope is right. Ιt would have been impossible to convince the Zombie Lord to join him. And it was what the monster wanted him to do. What got into him? Is it perhaps the fact that he wants to prove to himself that he can inspire others to follow him, even his greatest enemies?
After Elpenor and his team abandoned the prince, his confidence as a leader took a hit, reached a bottom he hadn’t experienced in quite a while. Now, more than ever before he needs to be sure that his choices will make him a great leader, one who will outshine all past rulers of Lycia and even Anatolia. Alastor plans to prove them how great and prosperous Anatolia can be again under his rule. However, he has a job to do now, one that will ensure him a great army, capable of freeing Anatolia from the Plagues as well as its kingdoms’ corrupted kings and queens, including his wicked brother. Oh, they will taste his mighty wrath!
Without any more delay, he starts hacking and slashing the remaining three hundred zombies or so that surround them. His Threat Level remains unchanged, as these low-level minions cannot level him up any higher than he already is, although Sinope’s has jumped significantly after her kill. It was a mistake for him not to kill the Zombie Lord. If he had beheaded him with his black sword, a fraction of his opponent’s strength, abilities and skills would have transfer to him and make him stronger, more powerful. He made a wrong call, but mistakes happen, and he must learn to live with his choices. Eventually he, Enyo, and Sinope hack apart the zombie horde finally finishing the last off, and it is time to see if their trek has been worthwhile.
Along with Sinope, they reach in front of the underground vault.
“This is the place,” Sinope announces, her tone impatient as she stands in front of a large steel gate.
The gate is huge, heavy, and impossible to move, even for a demon lord of his level.
“How do we open it? Is there a key to open this gate?” Alastor wonders.
“I am the key,” she informs him, and she touches the gate with her left hand.
The gate opens and a voice calls out: “Amazon Princess identified, please proceed.”
Heavy and nauseating, the smell of decrepitude fills his nostrils again as the gate opens with a loud creaking noise. Sinope covers her nose as she enters. To his surprise, mother nature hasn’t claimed this place. Beyond the dust and mold, the state of the factory appears unaffected by the passage of time. A few lights continue to shine, illuminate the seemingly indefinitely-sized vault dimly. The only things in view in here are countless pods with human like creatures in them stretching out as far as he can see. Some of them glow softly as they pass by.
“These glowing pods contain functional soldier golems,” Sinope informs him. “Vault, how many golem soldiers are available?”
“One thousand sixty-two soldier golems are functional,” a toneless voice echoes from distance.
“Activate them and transfer full command to me,” she orders, then turns to Alastor. “Unfortunately, only a fraction of them can be used after all.”
“It will be fine. Now, at least we have an army,” he tells her, smiling full of enthusiasm. “I hope they’re strong.”
“Compared to a human, their strength is way higher,” she tells him. “Their Threat Level is 18!”
“What? This means that each golem soldier is nearly as strong as the vampire lords we faced in Pedasa.”
“Exactly. With a Titan Dragon and these by your side, you’ll eradicate Lycia in no time,” the Amazon smiles wickedly at him. “Nothing will stand in your path.”
“Hold on there, I don’t plan to devastate Lycia. My vision is to take the power from the unworthy and free these troubled lands from all evil,” he explains. “You and your army will make my dream come true!”
“At your service, my Lord!” she declares and formalizes the declaration with a small bow.
The many pods make a sinister, clanging sound as they open in unison. Metallic, dark knights, with steel for their skin are born again from the artificial wombs, ready to fight for their queen. They move as one, as if they have just one brain, instead of many. Left legs, right legs move in unison, and the echoing, massed clang of their metallic boots are like a warning thunder for the coming storm.




Chapter 44

The final battle has come. Alastor returns back to Lycia and a dark army marches besides him. Burning rage, as if fueled by the pits of hell itself, billows up and blinds him to any other goal. Turned into a beautiful, cold, killing machine, no remorse or pity will stop him now. What has happened to him? Will he sacrifice everything, even his humanity to exact revenge? This is going to be interesting indeed, even if it goes against his oath to me. His dream is in sight now and with it, we’ll see who’s more terrible, he or the Plagues of Anatolia? His thirst for revenge has turned him from the mission he has been tasked with. There will be consequences for this act and for using my resources frivolously.
Alastor gazes upon his army with admiration. So dark, so beautiful, a legion with one mind, ready to obey his orders even for the most conscienceless of acts. Grim, unquestionably obedient faces march in front of the city walls. Everyone feels the steady rumbling that bleeds and breaks the bones of the ground they tamp down with their pace. Their robotic single-mindedness crushes the iron will of every man present in Patara, the royal capital of Lycia.
Behind them a behemoth, a colossal dragon makes the ground shake even harder with every step. The Lycian soldiers gasp involuntarily as it stops before the main gate. In their disbelief, they look at each other to confirm what they see is real, and see the same fear in their comrade’s eyes. Before the Lycian generals can devise any plan, any idea of what to do next, the beast opens its mouth and roars with such intensity it freezes them cold with terror.
Once more, Alastor has proven an excellent tactician. He utilized the natural, mountainous area that shields the capital from the rest of Anatolia and brought his army swiftly before the gates of Patara. For a normal army, traveling through the treacherous mountains would be hazardous, but his army doesn’t fear, neither feels cold nor hunger and now he is ready to take power from his unworthy brother. Before him, an envoy of Lycian generals and leaders approaches. He knows these men. Many of them mocked him when he was at court. And what a pleasant surprise, his brother rides with them. What will they say now, seeing him so strong and powerful?
Thirty-six horsemen approach the dark army. Black, harsh, expressionless faces stare at them, while they open a path that leads to Alastor. The envoys appear amazed at the synchronized movements of the black army, but they are astonished by the appearance of the two girls that welcome them. Their divine appearance matches the female goddesses of legend.
“We welcome you, Lycians. Our lord expects you,” Sinope welcomes them with a gentle gesture.
The horsemen dismount and approach. Their leader definitely resembles Alastor in every way. There’s no doubt it’s Pero, the current ruler of Lycia, who shares many of the same features of his brother, but has a slyness Alastor does not exhibit. Yes, Pero is a natural liar.
“I am Pero of Lycia. I greet you in peace strangers and I hope you come here in peace as well,” he states with a sly gaze on the Amazon’s luscious body.
This could be far from truth and he knows it. When a trained army and a titanic dragon land before your gates, there’s no way they come in peace. The question is, what do they want as ransom?
“Please, follow me,” Sinope invites him with a soft smile.
They follow the two women, until they see a figure sitting on a huge, stone throne. Four black soldiers hold it up in the air. How could only four hold such a heavy and huge throne? Normally, a couple of dozen people would need to hold this thing. And what a horrific horned figure stands before them in a black armor. Who could be the commander of this great army and master of those divine females?
The two women leave the envoys and stand left and right of the stone throne. It is now the girl with the pale skin in black armor, Enyo that addresses them.
“Before you stands the great Demon Lord Alastor. Kneel before him!” She commands, staring at them in disgust.
“Could this be? Alastor is this truly you?” Pero exclaims, astonished.
The figure doesn’t reply, but it’s obvious this man is his younger brother, somehow.
“Haven’t you heard what I said mortal?” The black armored woman commands again.
The other leaders and soldiers look at each other in distress, not knowing if they should kneel before the demon lord or not.
“Are you truly Alastor? My brother?” Pero asks again, ignoring Enyo’s request.
Alastor gazes at him with indifference, and does not reply.
“It has to be you, there’s no denying. I thought you died in Arcadia. We sent a search party to find out what happened, after Haashim el-Yassin told us that the nixies ambushed you. I’m so glad you’re okay!” The prince’s brother claims.
“That’s enough!” Alastor shouts harshly, extending his fore finger towards his brother. “This charade has gone far enough. You sent a search party after you ordered Haashim el-Yassin to murder me, so that you could be sure if I was dead. Well, guess what? I didn’t die. I survived and I came here to haunt all of you who plotted to murder me.”
“What? Alastor we have our differences, but I would never…” Pero protests.
“You did plot to kill me, but I learned everything from that filthy mercenary what happened. In his dying breath, he told me that you hired him to kill me,” Alastor tells him.
Pero is speechless. He seems unable to understand what’s happening. What a great liar he is. Standing before his brother acting clueless, almost innocent. It’s time for Alastor to pass judgment.
“I came back from the pits of hell to hunt you down and make you pay. I condemn you to death not just for your crimes against me, but for the crimes you committed against the people of Lycia. You and your court are filthy, treacherous, unworthy bastards who clench to the power of the throne, indifferent of the suffering of your people. It’s time for me to wear the crown of power over this land, not for the sake of ego, but to take a grip on the tip of the power and flip it right over. I have become the most powerful, so that a new era of fairness will flourish on every nation of Anatolia. I plan to make this world a place of joy and compassion. Surrender now, or be practice for my weapons. My army is already prepared.”
“You are a madman,” one of the men shouts. He is Synathedes, the greatest strategist of Lycia, a man Alastor admires for his military achievements and talent. “King Pero ordered me to form a search party and look for you. Haashim el-Yassin’s actions seemed strange to us. If your brother didn’t care and wanted to cover this up, do you think he would order me, a distinguished general who bears no animosity towards you to find out what happened during the battle?”
“My master, allow me to detach the head of the foolish old one who offends you,” Enyo grunts from disapproval as she unsheathes her sword and grinds her teeth from anticipation.
Alastor stops her with a gesture. He needs no protection right now. He is strong and mighty and must face down enemies like these if he wishes to bring prosperity back to Anatolia.
“General Synathedes, it’s obvious that he would assign this task to someone as revered as yourself, to pull the wool over everyone’s eyes. But enough talking. I came here seeking justice, but the only way to rule the unjust is by force. I want my brother’s head on a plate by noon. The same goes for all that took part in plotting my assassination. Failure to do so, will be considered an act of betrayal against me, your future ruler.”
“We will not succumb to the demands of a madman,” the general snarls back before turning to his brother. “King Pero, there’s nothing to discuss with this… man. This is a demon army; it must be defeated if we wish our nation to survive.”
Pero ignores Synathedes and looks at Alastor again. slyness “What happened to you, brother? We had our grievances, but to think I would plot to kill you…” he offers, sounding confused, unsettled. “If you are my brother, you definitely changed. If a demon possesses you, then it’s my obligation to put you out of your misery.”
“Ha ha ha ha ha!” Alastor laugh is loudly, sinister, intimidating and long. “Put me out of my misery? I have a Titan Dragon and an army ready to tear you apart little man. Watch out your tongues or you might lose them before you lose your heads.” He gestures to them dismissively. “Get out of my sight. Begone traitors…”
“Let’s go,” Pero commands the other envoys and his guards.
“You have until noon,” Alastor emphasizes, his voice now calm, back to norml. “Then I break through the main gates. There’s nothing to stop me. You hear?”
The envoys leave without answering. The trio of warriors stare at them, as they leave.
“That didn’t go well,” Sinope concludes. “What are we going to do, Alastor? The Titan Dragon has enough energy to blast the front gates, but if we attack directly, the capital will be raised to the ground. We’ll have only the golem knights to raid the capital with.”
“The capital houses almost three million people and their army outnumbers us one hundred to one. Are you sure the golem knights will be able to pull this off?” He asks her again, uncertain of the golem knights’ full potential.
“I’m sure about their strength and endurance, but we’ll have severe casualties, there’s no denying,” she warns. “I don’t know if we’ll be able to maintain order after we occupy Patara.”
“Once Pero out of the way, I’ll be the lawful King of Lycia. There will be no need to worry about order after my coronation,” Alastor tells her.
“I thought that you wanted to parley with your brother, so that you would convince him to renounce his throne for his crimes.”
“Sinope, Enyo, you saw him, right? Standing there with a clueless, almost innocent face in response to the crimes he committed. The liar will never learn. If I’m to become king, I’ll have to get rid of him right here and now. If he was to surrender, I would bear no animosity against him and let him live, but he clutches the power of the throne.”
“If that’s your wish, I’ll have to prepare my dragon for combat,” the Amazon tells him.
“Please do so,” he orders and nods. “Although I hope they surrender, the chances of that are slim.”
Sinope nods and leaves. Alastor remains silent for a few moments, staring at the golem knights. He’s certain his brother is lying, but if he storms Patara, the citizens will suffer. Is this the correct path a ruler should take?
“My master, may I?” Enyo interrupts his thoughts as she sits on his lap. “I see you’re troubled, maybe I can help you relax…”
Alastor ignores Enyo, his eyes staring straight ahead.
“Not now, Enyo. I’m thinking,” he tries
Enyo cups his cheek, and gently turns his face towards her. Her expression seems genuinely soft and worried. Her hand rests on top of his crotch, her fingers circling his thigh.
“Maybe I can help refresh your mind, then? Just for a few minutes, master. You wouldn’t have to do anything,” she promises.
Alastor says nothing, and his eyes avert to his golem soldiers that are staring at him.
“In front of our company?” he says, a hint of amusement in his voice.
“Maybe they’d like it, master.” Enyo giggles, her hands getting close to his groin.
Alastor knows that his golem knights don’t ‘like’ anything. But her suggestion does amuse him.
He looks at her with hard eyes, and they soften a bit. He gives a small nod. Maybe she will offer him some pleasurable distraction.
With a smile, Enyo turns and places her back against him, and guides his hands to her waist. Her hands guide his own over her breasts, her nipples erecting beneath his rough hands. She makes sure his fingers linger over them before traveling down in front of her body. After a few moments of stroking her body, he starts to harden beneath her.
Enyo notices this, and smiles in approval. She shifts and removes her armor, setting it aside. Now she is bare naked in his lap, a pet for playing with. Guiding him again, his fingers descend even further and rest in front of her entrance. His finger slightly enters inside her, and she leans her head back against his chest.
“I love your touch, master.” she sighs, melting into him.
Alastor inserts another finger, widening the expanse inside. He slowly moves his fingers in a thrusting motion, grazing her g-spot ever so slightly. With his other hand, he twists her nipple and starts to nibble at the crook of her neck. Her small body now in his embrace, at his mercy. faint moans escape her lips as her hips move against his hand. Now he is fully erect beneath her; his member pokes at her backside, and her motions make him even harder.
The golem soldiers continue to stare at them silently, and it makes Alastor want to laugh at the absurdity of the situation. If his prior accomplishments were not of any indication of his power, fingering his servant on his throne, in front of his soldiers, certainly is.
His mouth ascends to behind her ear, leaving behind a trail of kisses. Alastor removes his fingers, and places them at her mouth. His fingers roll around her lips, and she leans forward to suck her juices off of them. The sight makes him twitch down below, and he turns her body completely around so that she is facing him.
Enyo smiles sweetly at him, and her hands play with the fabric of his pants.
“May I, master?” she pleads.
Alastor leans back against his throne and nods again. She exposes him through his pants, and trails a finger up and down his shaft. He sighs as she adjusts her position to where her head is now by his crotch. Enyo starts to kiss his shaft, her lips lingering by the head.
Her hot mouth descends onto him, and envelops him entirely. Her lips are tight around his shaft as she sucks him off, and he strokes her cheek with encouragement. Enyo is eager to please him, and her pace quickens even as she gags slightly. Her white locks fall in front of her face, and he brushes them to the side. Her eyes look up at him, and he can feel her tongue swirling on him rhythmically. The sensation sends shudders through his body, and he exhales in pleasure.
Withdrawing suddenly, Enyo licks her lips and rises to kiss him. She settles herself on top of him and kisses his cheek. She then lowers her body and takes him in; she embraces him tightly as she starts to rock her hips. Her legs start to tremble as she rides him, and Alastor rests his hands on her waist. His thumbs trace her skin as he offers her kisses on her shoulder.
Alastor closes his eyes and lets himself soak into the feeling of her body. His chest rises and falls with his quickened breathing. Enyo starts to moan.
Her hands grip her own breasts as she bounces on top of him, becoming wetter and tighter around him. It only took a few moments before she contracts around him, her hands digging into his shoulders.
“I’m cumming!” Enyo exclaims, her eyes shut tight.
Alastor takes this opportunity to take action. Suddenly, he shifts her to the floor, and starts fucking her aggressively. The soldiers’ gaze shift as they both adjust, watching their every move.
Her legs spread wide around him, and his hands grip her thighs as he continues to pound into her hard.
He twitches inside her for a few seconds before withdrawing, then the prince pulls out and shoots his seed all over her belly and breasts. She screams as ecstasy rocks her entire body. After catching his breath, Alastor collapses back into his seat and sighs.
Cum dribbled out of her body and down Enyo’s thighs as she stands. “Did I assist you, master?”
Alastor offers a smirk.
“Yes, you did. Thank you.”




Chapter 45

Only the fool judge actions only for what they are. It’s for the truly wise, to see the reasons beneath and identify true motives. Blinded by his thirst for revenge, the prince’s animosity will unfold a tragedy beyond redemption. The snake of vengeance strangles his soul relentlessly and only he can devise a trap to stop it. But I know him well, and he will not. Hatred has infected his soul like a deadly disease and the only cure is bittersweet revenge. Brutal. Venomous. Pitiless. The demon lord has decided and nothing will stop him. He will settle his old scores with his brother or die trying, whichever comes first. Merciless. Cold-Blooded. Delightful. That’s where his twisted sense of justice guides him. I find myself entertained, despite the fact he abandoned his mission and his promise to me.
An army without conscience waits for his signal to raid the capital and a dragon as imposing as a mountain awaits his command to blast the gates of Patara. The sun is at its zenith and there’s no movement from the Lycians. They will stand their ground it seems. Brave but foolish, they will sacrifice their lives for their king. Alastor secretly wishes they would pledge their loyalty to him, instead of his brother. Even now, at the last moment, he hopes they will abandon their posts and join him, as their new ruler.
“My master, it’s time…” Enyo informs him as she licks her lips from impatience.
Pausing, under the unflinching light of the noonday sun, Alastor hesitates to give the command.
“Lord Alastor, it’s now or never,” Sinope urges, ready to order the Titan Dragon to action, almost shivering in anticipation.
Patara was where he grew up, where his parents raised him and the only city he knew until his brother banished him to the county of Araxa. How can he destroy the place of his childhood years? With ease, actually. This is a place he learned to despise. His brother, the court, the people, the mocking. Only painful memories exist here now. Time to wash them off, get rid of the dirt and create new ones.
“Blast the gate and storm the city. Order your soldiers to kill all who resist but show mercy to those who surrender,” he orders.
“At once,” she replies comforted.
The Titan Dragon opens its enormous maw and spits searing flames of hell. The entire gate and several buildings behind it explode beneath the fires burn in a sea of red and yellow. Crying voices of soldiers cut deep into his conscience. People running left and right try to escape the blazing inferno, as the flames rip their way towards them like a flood, enveloping them and their screams.
“Golem soldiers advance now,” Sinope commands her army. From this height, in the Titan Dragon’s control room they can see clearly the whole city and where the Lycian army has set itself. It’s impossible for her army to be tricked or trapped.
“I will join them,” Alastor says.
“Take me with you, master,” Enyo begs him, licking her lips once more. “Don’t leave me behind, I want to have fun too…”
“Okay, but promise you’ll be a good girl. Don’t attack civilians. Only those who resist.”
“That’s a promise!” She agrees, then cackles wickedly.
“Alastor, there’s no need for you to go down there. The golem soldiers will penetrate through their defenses without effort,” Sinope tell him, trying to convince him otherwise.
“I know, but I want to see this with my eyes,” he lets her know.
“I understand. I think…” she says and opens the hatch, commanding the head of the dragon to touch the ground.
“Enyo, let’s go,” Alastor orders the demoness.
“With joy, master,” she replies.
Alastor and Enyo pass through the devastated gates. The dragon flames have transformed the stone wall into now cooling lava, so he and Enyo should be careful where they step. As they approach the inferno, hot dust and smoke-filled air fills their lungs, making them cough. They should advance quickly or go back at once; this is no place for any still living being.
They decide to cover their mouths and noses as they advance quickly through the main gate. The golem soldiers are ahead, inside the city and have formed an impenetrable line of steel. The Lycian soldiers scream in pain and clutch at their wounds as the golem soldiers advance one step at a time. Emotionless, cold killing machines, they move as one, spreading snakes of death everywhere.
It is time for the Lycian infantry to make a move. Alastor watches the mighty horsemen with their warhorses charge against the golem soldiers. Piercing lances splinter on the metallic skin of the golem knights. Their horses kick out, dance and advance as one with their riders, but they are no match for the powerful, and in comparison, practically invincible metal soldiers they are fighting.
Bodies of steel move with fluid motion deeper into the mass of armored human soldiers. The Lycians scatter like scared sheep, separating from their squads, leaving their officers isolated from command. What a pathetic sight for a Lycian prince to watch.
The golem knights take advantage of the confusion and drive through the enemy en masse, leaving behind a bloody trail of corpses. The injured moan, but the dead make no sound.
“Master, we should go too. It’s no fun to just watch,” Enyo says with a whining tone that resembles the crying of a wolf.
“Go, I’ll join in a moment,” he tells her.
“Yay! Don’t wait too long master, you’ll miss all the fun,” she says as she draws her sword and leaps towards the Lycian soldiers.
In this mass of steel, flesh and bones, swords slash, shields break, and bones crunch. It is clearly impossible for the Lycian army to win this battle, no matter how many they are. He searches for Enyo, but she is nowhere to be found. She probably has just melted inside the formless mass of the battlefield.
Above and behind the fray, Sinope has her Titan Dragon rear up and roar over the walls of the city. The sound is a deafening thunder like nothing ever heard before. The soldiers drop their shields and weapons to cover their ears. Blood runs out of their ears and eyes from the pressure of the blast as the roar is heard across all of Patara.
What a magnificent weapon he has brought with him. The golem soldiers are one thing, but the Titan Dragon is a ferocious beast that has been brought back from the darkest legends to haunt them. No one will challenge him now, not even Sarpedon, the Undead King. Alastor will rule all of Anatolia with Sinope and Enyo by his sides, an unquestionable, immortal ruler who will bring perpetual peace to these troubled lands.
This is it. The Lycian trumpeters signal retreat and the soldiers fall back, more disorganized than before. The battle is won, but now they must penetrate the inner city, where the palace lies, where Pero cowers. This is going to be more difficult; the Titan Dragon cannot enter the city. If he does, it will destroy everything in its path.
Enyo returns to Alastor’s side, now soaked in human blood, her white hair now a dark red. She is ecstatic and looks wicked as never before. She must have claimed countless lives. Even though he told her to refrain from killing those trying to surrender, she very likely could not. He will have to find some way to punish her later.
“Oh, my master. You missed all the fun,” she says, her face full of disappointment. “Now you’ll have to wait ‘til we get to the palace.”
“I wasn’t feeling like it,” he tells her. “This place brings back bad memories.”
“I understand master. Don’t worry, I’ll help you get rid of the bad memories…” she says as she touches his chest.
“Now’s not the time. Let’s head to the center. I want to see my brother’s face and watch him beg for his life,” he replies.
“You should punish him master. Show no hesitation or remorse when you bury this blade in his heart,” Enyo advises. “He should pay for what he has done to you. I won’t allow anyone to harm my precious master.”
“That’s very considerate of you, Enyo. But there’s no way for my brother to harm me,” he reminds her with a smirk.
“Great! Please, your majesty, allow me to accompany you to your throne,” she blinks and smiles at him.
“With pleasure,” he replies with a wicked smile.




Chapter 46

And so, it begins. The capital of Lycia is now without defenders. Alastor is dark and horrible now and everywhere he advances, piles of corpses –that were once soldiers of the crown– gather behind him. There is nothing but rage in the prince’s soul. Rage and hatred for those who have killed his beloved and forced him do horrible things, who have stolen his humanity. Now they will reap the hurricane of death, for comes the greatest demon lord ever.
Alastor stands before the gates of the royal palace. This place will be hard to conquer, or so he thinks. Patara is like a natural fortress with the city center and the palace high upon the hill, overlooking the whole capital. He had always lived in the royal district before being exiled to Araxa. Now, the familiar white stone walls stand mute, blocking his way.
It is noon, but the summer sun is still burning hot and the heat rains down like the breath of hell. The white stone walls shimmer in the heat, almost blinding the prince. The palace along the city center houses more than thirty thousand people, most of them elite soldiers with their families. They have made peace with their souls. They do not plan to give a single inch to the intruders.
Alastor focuses his thoughts on the Party Chat icon in his Neural Control Interface.
“Sinope, I know that you said it wouldn’t be a problem to invade the palace, but it seems impossible without ladders or siege towers,” he tells her.
“Fear not, Lord Alastor. The golem soldiers can easily climb up those walls and open the gates,” she replies.
He asks, “Have they suffered many casualties?”
“We lost sixty-five golem soldiers and fifty-two have suffered enough damage to make them unable to contribute substantially to the coming battle. These casualties were within projections.”
“I understand,” he says as a mirthless laugh forms on his wicked face. “Storm the palace…”
“At once, my lord,” she replies with her honeyed voice.
Enyo quickly interrupts them as she enters the Party Chat. “Master, I can easily penetrate their defenses and open the gate myself,” she offers. “There’s no need to sacrifice any of the soldiers. Even if I die, you could easily respawn me.”
“Lord Alastor, there’s no need for you or Enyo to be involved,” Sinope advises. “The golem soldiers are ready and waiting for your orders.”
“You bitch! Stop interrupting me,” Enyo snarls like a wild dog.
“I’ve had enough of you demoness,” the Amazon hisses. “Watch your tongues or my golem soldiers will rip them apart from your mouth.”
“Let them try…” Enyo replies, smirking.
“Girls, enough,” Alastor shouts, cutting them off. He enjoys the fact that the two of them fight to prove who is more capable as his mate, but a familiar face appears one the walls. It is Synathedes, and his presence can only mean one thing. They are seriously thinking about surrendering. Probably they plan to deliver his brother’s head on a plate.
“Lord Alastor, you’ve made your point,” the general yells. “Your brother has agreed to surrender the throne, but he wishes to speak with you first.”
“I’m all ears,” the prince calls back. “Where is he?”
“He demands an audience with you privately in the palace to discuss the terms of the surrender,” Synathedes informs him.
This is definitely a trap and Alastor plans to play along with it.
“You think I’m a fool? I won’t enter your den without my army,” he states. “Oh, and tell my brother he is in no position to demand anything.”
“Lord Alastor, your quarrel with your brother is one thing, but I promise you on my name, no one will harm you,” the general offers. “I will be your shield. I so swear.”
For Synathedes to promise something like this, probably his brother’s offer of surrender has to be genuine. The general is an honorable man and has always served the royal family with honor. Under normal circumstances the prince would believe him without question, but his brother is a cunning man. He probably fooled the poor old man. No matter, he plans to play along with this charade.
“I’m glad that my brother has come to his senses. I agree to parley with him, but I’ll have to bring my aide with me,” Alastor replies. “That’s all I ask.”
“What? Lord Alastor this is a trap,” Sinope says through the Party Chat.
“Take that…” Enyo growls in satisfaction.
Synathedes seems hesitant for a moment, then announces his decision.
“Okay,” he replies firmly.
“Lord Alastor if something happens, it will be impossible for me and the golem knights to come to your side in time,” the Amazon warns.
“I know,” he whispers. “It won’t be a problem; I can take care of any threat by myself.”
The gates open and Alastor approaches the gate with Enyo.
“Just give me the signal master and I’ll rip them to pieces,” she offers in full earnest.
Alastor nods and steps inside. There are thousands of soldiers here, each and every one the elite guard of Lycia. Although he has said that he can take them by himself, he knows too well this is impossible. There is no way for a single man to take on so many trained soldiers, even at his Threat Level. However, he can use Enyo as a decoy and escape with ease if it comes to that.




Chapter 47

General Synathedes approaches him and stands before him. “Prince Alastor, welcome back to the royal grounds of Patara. Allow me to escort you to our king,” he declares and with a hand wave, the gates behind him close.
Alastor is trapped now. All according to plan. If he kills his brother, additional bloodshed will be avoided. He already plunged Patara into a state of chaos. If he can minimize the damage in the palace, the nobles and the officers could support him more willingly and restore order. If he raids this place, then it will be hard to gain their loyalty and things will get worse instead of better.
“Well? Where’s my brother,” he spits with a rough voice.
“Follow me,” the general says as he bows with his hand extended towards the direction of the palace.
Alastor takes a deep, silent breath and starts walking towards the royal palace. Countless soldiers stand left and right staring him with indignance and anger. Their unmoving, antipathetic gazes are accompanied by their slow breathing. Even for him, a demon lord, it is hard to keep his composure before them. They would rip him apart if they could. They might even try, he even probably deserves it.
Enyo walks behind him and returns the stares with a sympathetic hatred. It would be great to fight against so many soldiers she decides. “Master, these men annoy me,” she whispers. “I want to rip their eyeballs out and make them eat them.”
“Your wish might come true,” he says with an indifferent tone, making sure Synathedes hears it.
“Really? I hope negotiations fail, master. I really do!” She tells him.
Enyo being herself is exactly what Alastor needs right this moment to intimidate his opponents. All his worries fade with the amusing comments of his servant. What a companion to have by your side in this grave moment.
“Hopefully, you’ll reach a compromise with your brother. This quarrel cost us… cost your people dearly,” the old man notes. “We are your people, prince Alastor, what has happened to you?”
“The only compromise I can think of is to exile my brother to Araxa. And you are going to be my royal subjects one way or another, don’t forget that,” Alastor tells him. “You’re mine to do as I please. I’ve been through hell because of my brother’s machinations and the court advocated. Of this I’m sure.”
They reach the royal palace of Patara. Its architecture is like no other building in the royal district. Alastor had read somewhere that it was an old mansion that was gradually extended over the centuries until it reached two thousand rooms. Surrounded by thousands of servants and concubines, his brother the monarch dwells in the back corner of the third floor and rarely steps foot in the rest of the building. A symbol of power; separate, superior, untouchable, that’s what this place is.
Today, however, the servants are nowhere to be found. Soldiers are positioned everywhere, left and right, even on the stairs. A game of power to intimidate him, he knows. If he had come here as a mere human, dread would have consumed him entirely, but now he is a demon lord. A creature that reached the pinnacle of power and even two of the Plagues of Anatolia have witnessed his omnipotence firsthand.
As they reach the third floor, the herald announces his name. “Prince Alastor, fifth prince of Lycia, son of Neleus.”
Suddenly, a memory of his childhood years crept into his mind. He was sixteen years old and his brother, the king, had summoned him here. Before the members of the court he mocked him and called him publicly a bastard. The court played along. False accusations from allegedly loyal servants of his father, spoke of an ostensible extramarital affair with a deceased concubine. Supposedly, Alastor was the fruit of their love. He had never felt so ashamed in his life.
Pero and the court needed some time to examine the accusations. In the meantime, it would only be proper to exile him in Araxa, until they could sort things out. Despite the fact the accusations were never true and did not hold up for long, his brother had all the support he needed to keep him at bay, away from Patara. His brother not only defiled the memory of their father, but their mother as well.
Now, three years later, Alastor will be the one to mock him and humiliate him before everyone. His brother and those who lied will be paid back and he plans to enjoy every moment of it.
There are only officers and soldiers here. It is obvious that this is going to be a massacre. Let them taste the wrath of this steel, if that’s what they want. He secretly hopes his brother will make a move publicly against him. This will give him the excuse to unveil his machinations and execute him without further ado.
“Greetings, brother,” Pero says to him as he sits on his wooden throne.
“Let’s cut to the chase, brother. I’m here to take what is rightfully mine,” Alastor proclaims. “Renounce the throne of Lycia and I might spare you. You’ll be exiled in the county of Araxa for the rest of your life, but at least, you’ll have your life. Refuse me and I’ll take it by force.”
“Rightfully yours?” Pero spits poison with a cynical tone. “The throne is rightfully mine and you are a rebel, but I harbor no ill-intentions against you, my dear brother. I understand that I might have wronged you in the past. I plan to make amends.”
“Make amends? Ha ha ha!” Alastor cackles, piercing the silence of the throne room. “Enough of this charade, renounce the throne now while you can. My patience fades by the moment.”
“Let us compromise, Alastor. If not for us, for the sake of our people. Become the viceroy of Lycia and rule with me,” his brother tries. “With an army like yours in our ranks, we could make Lycia flourish.”
“I came here because General Synathedes told me that you plan to renounce your throne, but I see no other option; I’ll have to take it by force. Enyo, let’s get back to our troops.”
“With pleasure, master. I’m bored with the mumblings of this man. Is he truly your brother? I’d think of him as your bastard brother…” she adds snidely.
“How dare you!” Pero growls full of anger.
As he gets up, all the soldiers in the throne room draw their swords.
Alastor smirks. He knows his brother needed an excuse to use force and Enyo gave it to him on a silver plate. But it matters not, because Enyo has truly enraged his brother and he is happy with this. Now, all they need to do is kill everyone here.
Synathedes draws his sword and moves before Alastor.
“Sheath your swords, you lot,” he orders. “Prince Alastor’s our guest and I plan to honor the holy vow I gave him. King Pero, you guaranteed that you wouldn’t harm your brother and that you would compromise, even renounce the throne if need be.”
“You all saw it right? My brother rebelled against me, against his own people and now Patara has been sacked. Do you want him, a corrupt demon, a fiend, as your new king? If we let him live, who knows what might do to your children, to our wives. I agreed to talk to my brother, but this thing isn’t my brother anymore. He isn’t a human and certainly isn’t your prince.”
“Kill him,” a soldier grunts.
“This fiend is no king of mine,” another yells.
“Cut him in pieces.”
“Get lost, demon. We’ll never serve you.”
Alastor smirks. He knew something like this would happen. His brother would try to make a fool of him as he had three years ago. This time, however, things are different. He notices the Party Chat Icon is activated again.
“Lord Alastor, I think you should leave,” Sinope states. “It is clear they negotiations are failing; I will storm the palace with your permission.”
“Not yet, I have him where I want,” the prince tells her. “Enyo, kill everyone in here except Syanthedes and my brother.”
“With joy, my master, I thought you’d never ask. This charade has gone too long,” she states disgusted..
The general stares back at Alastor with terror. Anyone would freeze from fear, but the duo here don’t look troubled at all. This can’t be right.
“Prince Alastor, please allow me to talk some sense to your brother. I…” he starts.
“You are an honorable man, Syanthedes. Allow me to cleanse this place of the filth, I longed for so much time. Become witness of my omnipotence!” Alastor shouts, his voice echoing across the large throne room.
“Kill them! The one who will bring the horned demon’s head, will be rewarded handsomely,” Pero commands his soldiers in a frenzied tone.
Enyo draws her sword and marches towards the first wave of soldiers. Most of them have a Threat Level between 5 and 7. These men are the most highly trained soldiers of Lycia. It is a shame that they must die for him to prove his power, but it is necessary. There are four hundred soldiers here and Enyo does not plan to leave any of them alive.
These elite soldiers wear metal helms and steel armor, but the demoness slashes through them like fruit, killing a number of them instantly. For a moment, they freeze and stare at their comrades’ mutilated bodies. It must be a dream. There is no way for such a petite girl could cut through steel and flesh like it was butter.
“Well? What happened? A few moments ago, you were ready to rip my master apart. Where’s your vigor now?” She provokes them while rubbing her chin, seemingly puzzled.
Without hesitation, the soldiers yell and attack her again, but her sword shreds through their shining armor. Her blade hacks through the knights, turning them to lifeless corpses. The wisp level here is enormous, which makes it ideal for her to summon familiars. She accesses the Spell Control Menu and summons swarms of bats and packs of wolves and rats.
Familiars swarm around the knights in vast numbers and even when they slash through them, more and more appear, without end. They are like nightmares, trying to swallow them alive into nothingness. Every time a soldier attempts to get close to Enyo or Alastor, the familiars swarm them and block the way, keeping them protected.
Mischief rats curl up in a mass of sleek fur as they attack the knights. Disgusting creatures with ruby eyes and long pink tails flow inside the throne room like a brown wave. Their numbers are impossible to count. They jump and climb inside armor, bite the soldiers with cold teeth like needles. And their cousins, the bats swoop down onto the human prey with much screeching, moving more like liquid rather than a flock.
The whole throne room is now enveloped in pandemonium, and the roar is horrible. The wicked wolves know nothing of quitting. Unordinary predators, ominous, enormous, moving with unnatural speed, their flaring maws reveal white teeth like blades, ready to rip soft and pudgy flesh. Many more knights meet cruel fates of agony as their throats are ripped out and their flesh is consumed.
Enyo keeps fighting in full frenzy. Anger boils out, making her face display an expression of unprecedented wickedness. Starved of the massacre she has craved, she unleashes her true self now. Hungry for destruction, she’s like a raging wave of anger that consumes everything in its path.
A dark and relentless fate awaits Pero. He is lost and terrified. The poor bastard will get what he deserves in the end. Alastor walks slowly towards him with apathy. He is empty; no rage or hatred towards his brother, and hears everything going on around him as just a strange noise, a distraction from his task that needs to get rid of if he wants to proceed with his life.
“Alastor I… please forgive me,” Pero stammers frightened, terrified of his brother.
There is no hope. Nothing will substitute the demon lord’s hunger for justice. Pero looks at him with the eyes of a child, his hands extended, as if that can stop him.
This is a moment of choice between kindness or cruelty, but Alastor needs no time to decide. He came here decided. “I am omnipotent and merciful, but I am also wise.” Alastor says calmly, makes a pause and then continues. “I stare into your soul this very moment and all I see is a mendacious, selfish creature, starved for power and malice. I am a monster with a human soul, but you are a human with a monstrous soul. I condemn you to death.”
Pero knows this is the end. He lifts both eyes and hands towards the roof and gives his brother the sign he is ready to die. Alastor holds his sword high and waits a couple of seconds. He wants to savor every moment. Then, with a swift blow if his sword, the sharp edge strikes Pero’s throat. The powerful blow splits his brother’s lower jaw wide-open. Pero’s body falls limp on the throne, bleeding dark red blood, the blood of a king. His severed head rolls from the throne down the stairs with both sides of his jaw flapping open.
You achieved a Critical Hit of 89 Points! His NCI informs him.
Alastor cleans the blood of his sword with care and sheaths it. He descends the stairs calmly. There is no rage, no sadness, no hatred or joy any more inside him. He sits on the stairs and lifts his brother’s lifeless head, the brother had brought him grave, painful memories, but it is time he places them in a coffin with him and let them be forgotten. This death signifies the waking of his inner self, the one he is destined to be.
Suddenly, he turns his glance in the throne room with ferocity, the words blast from his mouth with intensity.
“Your king, Pero, is dead. I, Alastor I am your new king. Bend the knee and I’ll let you live!” He commands with his authoritative voice. “Deny me my right and face deaths of agony.”
The knights blanche from fear, as they see the demon lord holding Pero’s head. Only a few of them are still alive, half already killed from Enyo’s rampage. Paralyzed, cold, despairing, they quickly drop their swords and kneel. This is the end of a terrible nightmare and there is only one way out: unconditional surrender.




Chapter 48

So, king Pero is finally dead. It has come to this in the end. Good, very good, there can only be only one true lord in the lands of Anatolia and all usurpers must be eliminated. Now, Alastor can proceed to his final objective. Sarpedon. The undead king is the strongest of all the Plagues of Anatolia, but Alastor has a great army by his side and commands a Titan Dragon. This should be enough to complete his mission. However, his mind is broken, tired. He has questioned everything to this point, even his faith. Now powerful forces beyond this realm are not content with his actions, they even doubt his motivation to accept his true fate and will try to cast him aside. Can he succeed or he will jeopardize everything for his personal agenda? I might be patient with Alastor, but there is one who will not accept this diversion and is outside my ability to command.
Alastor feels off, as if he woke up from a bad dream. The few living soldiers try to deal with their wounds, but the dead speak no more. The throne room is still a mess from the massacre that happened a few moments ago. Enyo along with General Syanthedes stand before him. The demoness is bathed in human blood, but her frenzy has subsided. The old man is still shocked by the bloodshed, but he is more than eager to announce Alastor as the new king. There is no denying what the demon lord is capable of, could be capable of, if he is not crowned immediately.
The Party Chat Icon activates.
“Lord Alastor, my dragon senses a strange and powerful entity heading to your direction fast,” Sinope warns him.
“Is he a friend or a foe?” Alastor asks confused on the unexpected turn of events. He seems to be back to his former self again.
“He isn’t an emissary or an apostle, for sure. I can only think of a creature so powerful. It must be Lord Ajax.”
“For Lord Ajax to be coming here, things can’t be good,” Enyo informs the duo in a serious tone, at odds with her usual carefree character. “We must prepare for the worst.”
“Calm down,” Alastor says, but deep down feels uneasy. “We might be able to get through this unscathed.”
“Master, there’s no way for my father to be coming here for a good reason. He comes with ill-intentions, of that I’m sure,” she pauses and stares at the ceiling. “He’s here, prepare yourselves.”
Archdemon Ajax arrives. Fear overloads. There is no time to think.
At first, the throne and everything in the chamber rattles. Everyone looks at the roof. The lanterns swing violently from the ceiling and cracks appear. Then, the entire roof collapses, as if the sky fell on the Earth with a mighty impact. The remaining soldiers scream and as soon as they can, those able to, crawl their way to the exit. Thankfully, Syanthedes is still alive as Enyo protected him and now guides him to the exit.
Enyo looks back at Alastor with a mirthless, half smile, implying she was right. Ajax stands before them tall and mighty, a force to be reckoned with. Just freakishly strong, with a Threat Level of 256. Alastor dares not to look at him directly but takes only glimpses. The magnificent archdemon has black wings, huge, bird-like, spreading out from his back. His glowing eyes stare at the new king like a prey from the shadows. A true angel of death is here and Alastor is about to face death once more.
Nonetheless, he decides to bow before the great archdemon.
“Greetings Lord Ajax, what brings you here?” He asks, pretending the ignorant.
Tension and rage boil out from the archdemon’s eyes, hot as lava, hungry for destruction, like a raging sea of anger, ready to devour him. “You’ve abandoned your mission, demon lord Alastor and that is a betrayal that cannot be tolerated,” he growls in his harsh voice, eager to tear the prince apart. “I looked the other way when you killed the Mercenary King, my loyal servant, but wasting precious time and resources for personal motives cannot be tolerated.”
Words abandon Alastor. He is at a loss and the Earth washes away beneath, then raises his head too slowly to be normal and stares with his bright, burning eyes full of anger, directly at Ajax. “Tell me!” He roars in, but his lips cannot move from rage. “Haashim el-Yassin is a member of the Demon Faction?”
“Yes,” Ajax brusquely answers.
“What have I done?” Alastor screams.
His actions, his decisions, everything a series of wrong judgments. His brother, Pero is a proof and a victim of his foolishness. Vengeance blinded him and like the fool he is, he stepped on the archdemon’s trap. And now everything will be lost. How can he emerge victorious? Enyo is the archdemon’s daughter and Sinope belongs to the Demon Faction. It makes sense they would support Ajax in his coming execution.
“I came to pass judgment,” Ajax declares with cold indifference. “You are to be executed at once.”
The Party Chat Icon activates. Sinope is on the line.
“Lord Ajax, prince Alastor has committed great feats of bravery in service of the Demon Faction. I think you should excuse this small misstep. We already possess two of the three parts of the Scepter of Domination. Without him, there’s no hope to bring back our Dark Lady.”
“Silence, woman,” the archdemon replies. “I’ve already created a new minion capable of claiming the final part. You are to aid him immediately after we’re over with this wretched fool.”
“Over my dead body,” Enyo spits decisively as she points her black sword at him.
Ajax offers up a sinister laugh. “Once I kill you, daughter, you won’t remember anything,” he tells her. “Your new master awaits you.”
“You killed my mother and advised the Lady of the Night to make me a mindless minion. I plan to take your head, father,” she replies angrily.
“Ha ha ha. How foolish. Amazon princess burn them alive with your dragon. I have no time to waste,” he orders Sinope through the Party Chat.
“I follow the orders of no man unless I choose to,” she responds. “And the man I choose is Alastor. Don’t forget, I’m an Amazon and my loyalty lies directly to the Lady of the Night. You might be the strongest of all demons, but you’re nothing more than a mindless stump where she is concerned. Your decisions jeopardize our Lady’s resurrection and I don’t plan to be part in this. Leave this place or you’ll face our wrath.”
Ajax pauses, then laughs loudly like a maniac. “Very well, become witnesses of my wrath, fools,” he threatens, but it’s a threat he can execute to the fullest.
Sinope blocks Ajax from the Party Chat.
“Lord Alastor, there’s only one way to defeat Ajax. The Titan Dragon possesses a prison capable of trapping him for the time being,” she informs him. “You need to incapacitate him for but a few moments. That will be enough time for my dragon to swallow him.”
“How do you incapacitate an archdemon?” Alastor wonder.
“With brute force, my master,” Enyo roars, filled with energy.
“There’s one more thing. Lord Ajax has the Scepter of Domination with him on his back. We need to secure it before we trap him. Our goal is to stop this mindless stump, not jeopardize our lady’s resurrection,” the Amazon tells them.
“Great, another handicap,” Alastor complains.
Ajax takes a few steps towards Alastor and Enyo, causing the floor to tremble as he does.
“Well? Did you formulate a plan to kill me? I’m tired of waiting,” he scoffs sarcastically.
“Enyo, is there a way to defeat him without dying in the attempt?” Alastor asks.
“The Wisp Level is high here and my father in his current state can only cast one spell to intimidate us,” she tells him. “If we use Misty Step and Mist Transformation, we might have a chance to survive long enough to steal the scepter. I’ll do my best.”
“Ok, unleash your full potential. I’ll attack him directly; you try to steal the scepter,” he tells her and raises his two-handed sword, ready to parry his opponent.
Enyo nods and activates the berserk spell. Her body illuminates, wisps gather around her and enhance her body, increasing her Threat Level 128 and HP 640.
“Ohh, magnificent, my daughter. You are strong. Great. Both of you come at me,” Ajax invites with a hand gesture. “I’ve had to wait centuries to enjoy a battle against strong opponents, please don’t disappoint me.”
“Master, be prepared, my father will attack us,” Enyo tells him.
Soon, Alastor finds out that Ajax casts Darkness. The room grows dark, and their chances of survival shrink.
Although Darkness is a simple, low level spell, it blocks all forms of sight, even Dark Vision. It is a useless spell for most, but perfect for a demon like Ajax. Fortunately, Alastor and Enyo obtained Echolocation when he killed the Vampire Queen. With it, they can locate Ajax just as a bat would.
Ajax charges, and his speed unlike anything Alastor has ever encountered, almost as if he is teleporting. He knows where his opponent is, but it makes no difference. It is impossible to follow the archdemon’s supersonic movements. Suddenly, the archdemon appears in front of him and stabs his sharp claws through Alastor’s leather armor and rips his flesh.
You received a 60-Point Hit!
Fortunately, the wound is not grievous. Ajax is playing with him. If he wanted, he could rip Alastor’s heart from the chest any time he wants. This love tap, such as it is, costs Alastor 60 Hit Points, decreasing his Bar to 530 from 590.
Dark with unutterable rage, Enyo leaps at her father, slashing again and again at the great demon. Her speed almost matches her father’s, but he quickly dodges every swing, every strike.
“I thought with Darkness you wouldn’t last even a second, but you never cease to amaze me, Enyo,” he offers warmly. “Good, keep up with me.”
Enyo charges once again, swinging her sword even faster than before. Ajax stands his ground, deflecting all her attacks, then quickly stabs Enyo with his claws into her chest, grazing her white flesh. She screeches in pain but keeps pushing. Regardless, it will be impossible for her alone to win this battle.
Matching their inhuman speed is impossible for Alastor. There is only one way he can hope to compete with them. He accesses his Spell Control Menu and casts Misty Step. With it, he teleports to Ajax and lands multiple attacks, each swing of his sword landing powerful blows. The archdemon roars and increases his attack speed even more, making Alastor seem like a statue by comparison.
Alastor stands his ground and casts Mist Transformation. He uses the spell several times while the archdemon lays devastating blows upon him. When his opponent backs down or tries to avoid him, he uses Misty Step again and again to match the archdemon’s speed advantage and block his path. Smart. He acts as a decoy, while Enyo strikes Ajax from the side or the back.
With great effort, Alastor manages to slash Ajax’s chest. Black red blood oozes out from the wound and the archdemon’s HP Bar decreases a bit.
You achieved a 12-Point Hit!
“We can do it,” he calls out, brightened up by the fact he even managed to achieve a hit to the powerful opponent. “Enyo, keep pressing.”
“Ha ha ha,” Ajax smirks, chuckles. His rows of teeth like tiny blades appear. “Come, keep pushing me to my limits.”
A notice appears in Alastor’s Neural Control Interface: Warning, your opponent increased his Threat Level by 2!
“Enyo, what’s happening? His Threat Level has increased to 258!”
“The stronger my opponent is, the greater my Threat Level becomes,” the Archdemon crows. “The more I fight, the more power I gain. I’m eager to reach my old Threat Level of 1.000. Please, push me to the limit, Demon Mage,” Ajax laughs out loud.
In this split moment, Ajax drops his defenses and Enyo manages to snatch the Scepter of Domination from his back.
“Take that, you filthy animal. How about that now?” She growls, filled with pleasure.
“Not a wise move,” Ajax warns her, shaking his forefinger left and right. “That will cost you your head.”
He leaves Alastor and quickly appears behind Enyo. He grabs her from the neck and chokes her. Her HP bar decreases quickly. She will not last for long. Both the Scepter of Domination and her black sword fall on the floor.
Alastor teleports there, grabs the scepter and thrusts at Ajax with his sword, sending the archdemon sprawling to his right. Enyo grunts and coughs from the suffocation attempt, trying to get enough air in her lungs to remain conscious. Ajax increases his Threat Level by 3 and his wound heals instantly. But at least, they now have the Scepter of Domination.
Alastor activates the Party Chat.
“Sinope, we have the scepter, now what?” He asks the amazon for guidance.
“You need to hold him still for a few seconds,” she tells him. “My dragon will handle the rest.”
“Easier said than done,” he points out, a bitter tone as he glares the archdemon.
The monster seems more enraged than Alastor has seen before. They dared to steal the scepter from him.
“Master, try to hold him off,” Enyo pleads. “I’ll immobilize him for two or three seconds as soon as I find an opening. Sinope, you can attack once I give you the signal.”
“I won’t waste your life again, Enyo,” Alastor tells her. “We’ll find another way.”
“You can call me off back to your sword just before Sinope has the Dragon Titan swallow my father, or worst case I’ll just resurrect if I die,” Enyo tells him. “There’s no other way.”
“Ok, I’ll make sure I call you off in time. I don’t want you to lose your memories again. The moments we had together…” His voice chokes.
Enyo’s expression softens for a moment, then hardens.“We’ll get through this, master,” she says. “Let’s go!”
The archdemon unravels a string of curses as he advances. This time he attacks from above, claws scraping at Alastor’s two-handed sword. Each slash is stronger and faster than the last, Alastor barely manages to avoid him with Misty Step and Mist Transformation. No opening, no way to counterattack and the wisps decrease rapidly. He will be able to cast these spells a couple more times at the most. It makes no sense to defend. This is a lost battle.
In a flash of revelation, Alastor attacks with a thrust of his sword. As expected, Ajax parries him without effort and buries his sharp claws deep in Alastor’s flesh. The piercing pain is excruciating, and the pressure breaks several ribs of his chest. He screams from pain, his HP bar decreases down to 119 from this single attack, but has achieved his objective.
With the last remnants of his power, he spins his sword and cuts off both of his opponent’s hands. The claws are still buried inside him, blood oozes from all over his chest and he can barely breathe.
“Enyo, now!” He croaks and teleports several steps away using Misty Step to teleport outside, leaving Ajax and Enyo within.
“Sinope, attack now!” Enyo orders the Amazon, as she grabs Ajax by his throat and chokes him, just like he did on her a few moments ago. Even though Ajax is without hands, it is almost impossible to hold the archdemon off. He roars like a mad bull, but she manages to immobilize him for two full seconds.
Sinope orders the Dragon Titan to charge the palace. The gargantuan creature crashes down on the royal district like an asteroid, blasting the palace and hundreds of surrounding buildings apart, producing a shock wave blows down buildings of heavy stone. Fear and panic ensue, as the entire city shakes up and down as if hit by a massive earthquake.
The dragon swallows the entire throne room and nearby rooms in its maw. Enyo cannot hold Ajax much longer; he escapes her grip, but their plan has worked. Just before the Titan Dragon’s enormous mouth closes, Alastor calls Enyo back to his sword. Her form disintegrates and flows easily through the debris and the series of teeth, out to where Alastor’s sword is.
With a crunching sound, the Titan Dragon closes entirely his mouth, shutting Ajax inside. Darkness comes with strong arms to seal him away from them, as Sinope had promised.
“The dragon swallowed him, we’re safe for the time being,” she exclaims ecstatic, victorious.
But the feeling of triumph only lasts for so long, as Alastor gazes around at the damage that has been done to the royal district. There must be dead counting in the thousands here and all of them belonging to the cream of the crop of Lycian society. His dreams shatter this very moment. The sight makes him wish he could go back in time and rectify all his mistakes. He cannot. There is no way to go back, no way to make it right. He just has to live with what he has done.
And just like that, the snake of vengeance gives its place to the worm of guilt. Remorse etches at his heart, like a parasite gnawing the core of an apple. A tear trickles down his cheek. The demon lord is weeping…




Aftermath

And now, you have obtained what you wished for, my young Demon King. Defeating your brother and becoming the King of Lycia has been a hollow victory, a distraction, it seems. You may try to deny me, hold a grudge against me, but know that we are still bounded by the Contract, till you do the honorable thing to repay your debt. It seems like only yesterday when I saved you and made you what you are today, never forget that.
Looking back now, you should realize that you had no real control over your fate. Like a leave on the wind, I blow you wherever I want to, know that. You may think that I have set a crooked path for you to follow, but you have proven your worth my king and I do not plan to waste you now.
The events that you set in motion have made our opponents wary. Now, an undead army, more powerful than ever is marching your way, devouring every living thing. The situation is dire, but do not fret. I have made preparations and awaken my Highborn. They are scattered throughout Lycia, in a state of chaos. Find them, create an army of demons, crush Sarpedon and unite the Scepter of Domination. Then, you’ll be free…
Atalante is still waiting for you and once I bring her back to life, I will make sure she knows of your noble deeds, the hero you have become. The path of your destiny lies before you with absolute clarity. Save her, save me, save humanity, even if you have to lose your own.
Go now, my dark hero!




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 feedback! If you have any questions, complaints or suggestions, I'm happy to hear them all. Just shoot me a message.
Cheers,
Alex Itsios




Interested in another fantasy harem series?
CHECK OUT HADES ONLINE: SUCCUBUS
CLICK HERE
 

Check out AlexItsios.com for more HADES ONLINE book releases, stories, artwork and more!
 

[AI1]Check if it is called freeze time, I think it’s haste
[AI2]You phrase it as “Stop Time spell” in 3 instances and you have “Time Stop spell” in three other cases… you could leave it like this an just refer the spell either way, or use the Ctrl + F to find them and make them all one way or the other
[AI3]It’s probably haste spell
[AI4]You have Time Stop and Stop Time but saying simply “he freezes time” gets the effect across to the reader without calling the spell by name. I think the reader will understand what spell he is (considering) using.
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