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CHAPTER 1

I am Zephyros, an outcast, and a lawbreaker. I was recently cast into the real world after I hacked the mainframe server of Elysium, the game world where I’ve lived since birth. And who could have guessed with this new and now mortal body of mine, I would become a great warrior of the Emissaries of Elysium while juggling four sexy and headstrong woman warriors.
So far, I’ve obtained all that could have I wished for. But hey, nothing lasts forever. I’m also in love with our greatest enemy, a sexy, smoldering succubus. This is a big complication, as our army’s collective mission here on Earth is to kill her. Torn between the girl of my dreams and my fellow soldiers, sooner or later, I’ll be forced to demonstrate where my true loyalty lies.
Fortunately for me, my harem of gorgeous warriors has yet to find out the truth, but they are becoming restless by the day. And now that General Amyndas, our leader, has prepared an army enormous enough to take down my lover’s protective fortress, I’m in deep shit.
“So many of them are going to die,” Rena says to me as we watch the army assemble from our team’s tent, south of emissary headquarters where there has been a spill out of personnel since there was simply not enough room in the red brick buildings to house them all. “I’ve heard from other scouts who were sent to seek out weaknesses at Calisto’s fortress. They all tell me it is incredibly well defended.”
I had not thought such a massive assault was being prepared already. What my experience had taught me about this world, a few weeks cannot possibly be enough time to train an army for an effective assault on such a massive fortress. But maybe Amyndas has been preparing such an army for longer than I was aware of, or he’s lied to us and is planning to sacrifice us all in a futile effort. I chuckle morbidly. Maybe it’s really as much a game down here for Hades as it was for us back in Elysium.
“I don’t think the death of any number of soldiers matters to either Amyndas or Lord Hades,” I decide. “There are plenty more where they come from.”
And if more replacements were needed, would it stop with criminals, or would they just send whoever they decided was expendable for this ‘game’?
Amyndas has changed his war strategy at the very least, whatever his reasoning. As a raider team leader, that is something I should be privy to some degree. And I am soon enough. Along with other raider team leaders, I’m given specific orders by flickering torchlight at the amphitheater only the following night as we all stand before our general underneath the  stars.
“The Demon Succubus is going to call in all the creatures under her power once the siege begins to take effect,” our glorious leader states, garbed in his heavy ornate armor as always. “But there are only so many main avenues for them to use in the large numbers she will require. Your teams will intercept them, hold them off, as many as you can, and for as long as is possible along their attack routes. Prepare yourselves. You will be deployed five days hence.”
It turns out the attack on Calisto’s fortress isn’t going to be a mere suicidal frontal assault of cannon fodder as I’d expected. At least Amyndas isn’t throwing away lives with no plan for victory.
I can see it in my mind. With the size of army Amyndas has gathered, he might just be able to win the battle he expects to wage. And the possibility worries me as I pass through the hundreds of newly laid tents which house the latest ‘recruits’ to the cause.
The emissary army now numbers in the thousands. It is going to attack Calisto’s fortress along various weak points along its walls our scouts have claimed to discover. The intent then is to go after my mistress en mass, as the expectation is, she will be trapped and vulnerable once the fortress walls are breached.
This is critical information I must provide her as soon as possible. I had thought her fortress was impregnable, but I cannot help worrying there are thousands of attackers being readied, who care not whether they live or die. While Calisto does have an elite guard of the greatest of her creatures and many siege defenses mounted, I am beginning to wonder if she must act before it is too late. It is too bad she does not have those dragons she was rumored being able to bring to bear.
As a raider, I and several others have had a carte blanche to penetrate the Eastern half of Komana and fight whatever, and however, we’ve chosen to. But that is over now. I have been given orders which must be obeyed and return to my teams’ tent to share them with my girls. They are not pleased, but I have other things on my mind I need to accomplish.
My goal over the next days is to gather much information as possible about the specifics of the army’s siege plans to speak with whoever I can without being suspected as a traitor to the cause. And while there is still time before the operation is launched the night after, I take what I have gathered to Calisto, to aid in her preparations.




CHAPTER 2

In the dead of night, I armor up in my full gear and sneak away across the eastwest line to let my mistress know what is coming. My girls don’t pay any mind to such behavior. By now, I have their implicit trust, which frees me to sneak back to the secret courtyard and the fountain which lies there and offers me in some magical way a conduit to Calisto. I make my way, prepared to fight whatever creature I encounter, and do cut down the pair of goblins I do come across. Finally, I reach the courtyard, its fountain. I stand there, gaze into it and soon behold her enchanting face, those luscious red lips, those red eyes gazing back with amusement from its enchanted waters.
“We need to talk,” I tell her. “The emissary army is set to lay siege to your fortress.”
She doesn’t seem at all concerned.
“I’ve was just thinking about you,” she tells me, and my heart pounds under my breastplate. “I will come to you, and you will give me all I desire. You can then share what you’ve learned about your army. Just wait.”
And so, she comes to the courtyard, comes to me.
Before I can tell her anything, however, she decides what she wants the most is my energy. So, we remove each other’s clothing. All must wait until my succubus mistress is sated. Still, I am yearning to tell her of the threat to come.
Calisto coils a hand around my neck, her eyes lingering on my mouth. The impatience of what I want to tell her rests on my lips, but she silences those thoughts with a kiss. The kiss is cold, hard, yet draws me in with every ounce of her breath. Her talon-like nails dig into my neck as she deepens the kiss, and I feel my entire being succumb to her power.
Even though we have made love numerous times, her body never ceases to amaze me. I can’t help but explore it while our tongues dance. She’s smooth and warm and soft beneath my palms and fingers as they dip into the hills and valleys of her curvaceous figure with pleasure. I take my time worshipping every inch of her skin with my hands as her breath tickles my lips, then move to cup her face.
We pull away from each other, and my hands drop to her waist. We exchange knowing smiles before she suddenly turns around and rests her back against my chest. Brushing her hair away from her shoulder, I press my lips against her exposed skin in a soft kiss. As I kiss her, I feel her rear press against my erect shaft, and I twitch in response to her pressure.
Suddenly Calisto begins to swivel her hips in a sort of dance up and down my body, guiding my hands to her hips. With each stroke she performs against me, I can feel her hot entrance rub over me ever so slightly. It is a mere taste of what is to come, and I harden even more. The dance is hypnotizing, each sway of her hips like a snake coiling, each movement gradual and deliberate against me. She’s a secret dancing demoness of desire that only the moon and I am permitted to bear witness to.
Her hands find mine, and my mistress bends over even further, exposing her ass and pussy to my full view. Looking down, I see my shaft twitching against her opening, eager to plunge inside for the sweet sensations that await me. Calisto’s hand snakes between her thighs to grip my member and slowly rolls my head around her clit. The movement sense shivers to my core, and I see her clit begin to harden through the motions. It's a slow tease that is sorely testing my control and patience as a warrior.
Once her clit is hot and throbbing, she moves my shaft, so it rests at her entrance. The initial contact of her wetness causes pressure to build in my hard member, and with the same rolling motion, she teases me until I can’t take it anymore. I break free and grip both of her hips, tightly plunging myself deep inside her. A small part of me is afraid my sudden boldness will anger my mistress; however, all she does throw out a yelp of surprise before starts to grind, and all I can think about is how tight and wet she is around me.
The familiar waves of ecstasy crash over me and send me into what feels like a drunken stupor. I forget where I am, where my body ends or begins. Sex with Calisto is unlike anything else. It is as if I am a virgin every time, discovering what raw, carnal pleasure is for the first time in my life. My hips buck erratically, building up momentum and pace; the pleasure encompassing me overflows. It is only when Calisto begins to moan I break from my trance, and come back to the moment. My fingers grip around her small wrists, pulling on her arms as a support to drive myself deeper.
With each thrust, I feel her walls contract and squeeze me into a hot, wet embrace. Her wetness surrounds me and pulls me in as its prey. As I start to sustain my rhythm, my eyes follow a bead of sweat that is trickling down my mistress’s spine between her outstretched wings. This focus prevents me from spilling my seed deep into her demoness womb, and prolongs our act, offering even greater heights of ecstasy with each stolen moment. Calisto glances back at me over her shoulder, her lips parted and eyes glazed over in arousal. With each pump, her hair strands bounce over her shoulder and her demon tail tenses in a tight coil and releases.
Her moans are louder now, and Calisto throws her head back. I can see her furrowed eyebrows and how her eyes are shut tight in pleasure. I know now when my demoness lover is closing in on her orgasm. Her thighs are beginning to tremble, and her walls squeeze me like they don’t ever want me to leave. It is happening now!
I can only prolong the inevitable for so long; the pressure is building more and more in my shaft and groin. Calisto somehow knows this, and she starts to slap her ass against me even harder. This catches me off guard, and I let out a soft gasp as all my energy drains from me and collects in my member, ready to explode into her.
“I’m…” I can’t finish my sentence before I plunge myself deep inside one last time. My dick twitches and spurts my seed deep inside her. My fingers dig into her wrists as my body gives out, and I fall to the ground in a hard thump.
I attempt to catch my breath, sweat beading up on my chest. Though the sex is indescribably amazing, I always forget about the after-effects of the energy withdrawal that follows.
Calisto is still above me, standing as my cum begins to leak from her entrance. It dribbles down her thigh, but I don’t get to enjoy the view for too long before she turns to face me.
“You’ve grown well accustomed to being fed on,” she says approvingly, revealing a long incisor with her grin. She kneels to crawls on top of me and kisses my chest up and up until she reaches my lips. I recover my breath and cup her face in my palm.
***
“An emissary force of thousands is gathering to lay siege on your fortress,” I warn her as we lay in our afterglow staring up at the stars, her heat radiating into me. “I have learned much of how they intend to succeed in the attack.”
“Tell me then, my lover,” she breathes.
I go into all the details that I am aware of. About the size of the army poised to attack, about the weaponry that they are going to employ against her fortress and about the weaknesses they believe they have uncovered in its thick, imposing walled defenses.
She chuckles at the extent of what Amyndas’ force will be bearing down on her castle.
“They know nothing I do not,” she assures me. “I will be in no danger. My fortress is prepared for any assault, siege, or not.”
“You could be in danger,” I insist. “Amyndas seems very certain of victory.”
She retrieves a small ruby the size of a palm out of her pocket and gives it to me.
“What’s this?” I ask, confused about the unexpected gift she’s offering me.
“It’s a scry gem; with it, you’ll be able to spy on your comrades or contact you if need be. Just focus your energy and channel your intended target, and the gem will show you.”
So that’s probably how she knows what Amyndas is planning, I think to myself. “I contact you in case something goes south,” I tell her. I still feel concerned for her safety, even though she bears a Threat Level of 100 and any possibility mortal men can be a danger to her does seem a bit crazy. But I am smitten with her and can only think of what I can do for her, be for her. Despite myself, I have become a warrior, and I can imagine what will happen if the emissary army should somehow succeed in our General’s aims.
“Thank you, my lover,” she tells me. “But do not be concerned. I am now aware of all the plans of your pathetic General and will be countering them in my own way. Do not fear. We will not be together again. And do not betray yourself, as I have plans for you and do not wish to waste all the time and effort I have put into you. You know I have been very careful with you.”
Calisto emphasizes that point by turning and kissing me deeply, and for a long moment, I forget all my worries in the taste of her lips, her tongue.
What she says is true, though. My lover has been careful never to take so much energy from me that my Threat Level falls. I have now heard the succubus can do to our kind. Much has been spoken of in whispers, of men withered away who are being discovered in greater numbers than ever before, a sign of her hunger, the threat she poses to all men. But what are her plans for me? I am curious, but she says no more.




CHAPTER 3

I return to the HQ, to my tent, to my team with the knowledge that I have done what I needed to. I will do what I am commanded and have to believe as Calisto has told me that everything will turn out for the best. Meanwhile, my girls are still complaining about our orders as they have since I relayed them.
“We won’t even get any chance to see what the demon succubus even looks like, let alone kill her,” Melyne is growling, angrily tossing her mane of red hair as she paces the central space of our tent, looking quite dangerous unarmed and barely dressed in her undertunic.
Iolanthe is lounging on the pillows, stretched out in her feminine glory, her long white hair currently in a long ponytail that reaches past her waist. She’s no less annoyed at the situation, but she’s always been less demonstrably emotional than the others but isn’t above offering her own complaints.
“This is what they are ordering us to do, fight goblins and their ilk while the dumdums fight at the fortress?” She complains. “We’ve done so much to level up and thin out those creatures, and now the army of the mindless are going to get first crack at killing her and not us? Did Amyndas never intend us to earn the reward he dangled in our faces? This is a shit assignment.”
“It’s totally unfair,” little Rena chimes in from her stool. “Amyndas promised that by slaying the Demon Lady, whoever managed the feat, would become only second only to him. I bet I could get us into the fortress without needing a siege at all. We are being punished for our excellence! We should be leading the charge!”
Elenya seconds that opinion from where she is polishing her shield with hard strokes.
Yes, my girls are still pissed and look to me for validation. It is here that my leadership is tested. It’s my job to lend them my certainty, my strength, and let them know I will not let them be cheated out of what we have been promised.
“Yes, we all knew that Amyndas told us how much she is worth as a kill, and it’s clear now that will be denied us,” I agree. “I will be doing my best to figure out how we can still get our shot at her. But remember, we also are going to be facing some of the most powerful creatures Calisto is going to be calling to her aid, and that is going to be tough,” I remind them.
I get pouts and snorts. Okay, I have to do better.
“The siege is likely going to fail,” I continue. “That’s one massive castle, and even if they are attacking the most vulnerable points, I bet the demoness will be laughing at them and using all the defenses she has at her disposal. And the stronger we are, the better we will be equipped to take on Calisto when the time comes.”
Whatever Threat Levels truly meant here, I was nearing 20, and each of them had passed 10. Calisto is still a threat level 100, so they do have a long way to go if they want to take her on and live.
My speech helps. I’ve at least assured them we are all of the same mind.
Still, there is one of them who has taken it upon herself to be the one who gives more than she receives, and that is Rena. That night she comes to me and offers me herself as she has before. And I am appreciative.
Rena stands before me as I lay on my cot, and begins to disrobe. My eyes linger on her breasts, and then down to the area between her legs. Normally not being so bold, this comes as a pleasant surprise. Pulling on the braids in her hair, she lets the brunette hair fall down her back. She crawls over to me, the candlelight illuminating her face as she begins to unfasten my trousers and tunic.
Her belly presses against my shaft, and my growing erection catches her attention. Rena looks up at me with a smile, pulls off, and tosses my clothing to the side, and settles on top of me. Interlacing my fingers with hers, she rolls her hips on top of me, and I exhale softly. While her body isn’t that of an entrancing succubus, it is suitable for satisfying the needs my mistress always leaves me with. The heat emanating from her teases me as she rolls on top.
I go to cup her small breasts in my hands, flicking the tiny nipples with my thumbs. Rena’s cheeks are flushed, and she glances away. I forget that Rena is shy in bed compared to the others. It is such an interesting contrast between her and Calisto. Calisto is proud, confident, and puts her body on display. While Rena seems comfortable with her body, she isn’t as forward or proud as my demoness is. Her eyes remain staring at my chest or closed as she stimulates me.
Rena leans forward to press her lips against mine, and I grip her small ass with my hands. Her kisses are soft and hesitant, which makes me impatient. I grip the back of her head and practically mash her mouth against mine and invade her mouth with my tongue. For a moment, she is taken aback from the aggression but gets accustomed to the pace. She matches my energy now, with her whole body rubbing and rolling against me in quicker, more vigorous motions.
Her nipples rub against my chest, and her mound grinds against me in titillating movements. The physical contact was delicate, barely brushing me in a pleasurable manner. And for this reason, my impatience takes over. I grip her ass again and flip her around so that she is underneath me. Her big eyes stare up at me now with confusion mixed with pleasure, but she doesn’t question my intent.
I briefly scan her body with my eyes. Though she was physically attractive, something in me was unsatisfied. A raw, growing hunger that is going unfed. I place her ankles over my shoulders and plunge myself deep inside her.
Closing my eyes, I allow my pace to be as erratic and desperate as my body demands. Groans escape my throat almost unwillingly as I slap myself against her. Rena is squirming and moaning beneath me. My body relaxes as her wetness embraces me, though not completely. She is tight and unyielding around me even as the rest of her nubile flesh succumbs to my intense thrusts, her hands gripping my arms for support. I feel her small fingernails pierce my skin, and the pain sets something off within me. I use all of my strength and vigor to pump myself as deep as I can inside her little body. I see the imprint of my shaft through her taut skin as if it could penetrate through at any second.
It is as if I am attempting to scratch an itch with each thrust, searching for that release. Though my eyes are closed, and her body feels nice beneath my hands, and all around me, a ball of unsatisfaction rests deep within me. My impatience and frustration fester, and I drive myself deeper inside.
Her moans become shaky as I pound her, and I use my hand to stimulate her clit. I roll the flesh between my fingertips, watching her face, which is slightly averted to the side, her eyes looking at me through her tousled bangs. She bites her lower lip as her clit erects, and bucks her hips against me. I pinch her clit to coincide with my thrusts, which she seems to enjoy, continuing to grind her hips against me all the harder. It’s a confirmation that I was making her feel good, even while I still feel empty.
I can tell she is close to cumming, and I use every ounce of strength I have to get her to orgasm.
Trembling thighs and shaky moans reverberate through Rena, and her mouth stretches into a wide O as she comes. I feel her walls contract around me in waves, and I finally begin to feel a sympathetic and pleasurable sensation surge within me. I use the opportunity to pump myself as deep as I can and let my seed spill into her in twitching spurts. I stay inside her even after I’m finished, attempting to grasp the few seconds of ecstasy that I receive. It takes a few moments for both of us to recover while still connected. I withdraw from her and collapse to the side to catch my breath.
After she recovers, Rena leans up on her elbow and stares at me. Her eyes are analytical, similar to that when she surveys and scouts the land for missions. I am not used to the expression, and I return her gaze with a tired smile.
“What is it?” I ask.
The question seems almost to startle her, and she shakes her head. The familiar, shy expression returns to her face, and she rests her head on my chest.
“It’s nothing. You were just… different this time,” she observes.
“Different?” I wonder.
“Yeah. As if you were… tired of me or something,” she says, sounding a little unhappy.
I take her slender body within my arms in a tight embrace, and I feel her relax against me.
“Nonsense,” I insist.
I lie back, thinking of Rena, cuddled up against me, her body warm, her bare chest pressing against my side with every breath.
Sex with her is entirely the opposite of what I experience with the succubus. Even so, it certainly helps keep my mind off of Calisto, at least for a while. The succubus takes, Rena gives, both of which I enjoy immensely. But even Rena’s attentiveness lasts only so long, and I still feel the need to act for the one who holds my soul in her hands.
I just can’t suppress the serious pangs of worry about the battles to come, in that Calisto might not be prepared for the force the emissaries are prepared to commit en mass.




CHAPTER 4

Just three days later, we are sent to war, full-on war, not just as raiders, not as skirmishers, but part of the largest operation since arrival. The emissary forces are dedicated to two fronts. The main army of thousands is laying siege to Calisto’s fortress and steadily attacks its walls wave after wave, something that I make sure to keep an eye on. In the meantime, my team awaits our own fights to come forth when Calisto calls for reinforcements.
One of the best things about being a leader of one of the most successful of raiding teams is I can pick the best vantage point. Not only can I do my job for Amyndas, but our position among the crumbling city is such that I can also turn and look back over and down from the rise to the siege that is being laid on the fortress. We also have the option of climbing the ancient structures, towers, and high platforms of stone to gaze both back and forward a great distance to what might be coming at us.
Rena and the other teams’ scouts have ensured we occupy the best position for whatever horde comes through the thoroughfares. This helps ensure we are able to coordinate with the other teams spread out around the area to the south of the siege in progress. Each of my girls is eager to do their part and accepted my kisses and embraces of confidence as thanks in advance for any post-battle fight action they will be earning.
Beyond scouting, there isn’t a lot for us to do as yet since the siege is only in its earliest stage. We and some of the other small teams, such as Hector’s, have been positioned along lines meant to block reinforcements that are expected. As I am aware, Calisto isn’t worried about the main attack; it will probably be some time before she calls for aid.
So, we are left to our own devices to watch and keep an eye out through the misty atmosphere of the ancient city of stone, marble, overgrown with weeds, and the slow crush of time for whatever creatures are coming. Goblins will probably be the first and then stronger creatures from there when the annoying little creatures are blocked. This is going to be tricky because, given their likely numbers, we aren’t going to be able to stop all of them from getting through, but we will be able to take on the larger and most organized bands that will be the biggest threat. Still, this means that I can try and maneuver so that my mistress does get some aid without any suspicion of treason falling on me.
Also, I can spend some time with each of the girls while it’s the other teams’ turns to take watch. This allows me the opportunity to keep them motivated and relaxed, ready for battle, and in know what that battle is for, and how we can gain the most from it. We have a lot of sex, but it's quick and dirty.
From where I am watching the siege, I can appreciate its tremendous scale, and the girls who climb up to join me on the stone platform I am watching from, comment on this as they witness that thousands are assaulting the fortress and are repulsed time and time again. Amyndas seems to be ignoring his losses and continuing the assault regardless of the mounting casualties.
“How long can even a demon lord possibly hold out?” Melyne wonders as we watch the waves hit the walls. “She cannot have unlimited resources to defend her castle.”
“She has to run out of defenses eventually,” Elenya agrees.
“That’s true,” I have to agree now, growing more and more concerned and trying my damnedest not to show it. “The question is this how many loses Amyndas will accept before pulling back.”
“We could have been among those crashing those walls so pointlessly,” Elenya adds, and she glances at me, offering a sly smile. “Better that we aren’t, I suppose.”
It will be her turn next with me, and she’s offering her gratitude for her place on my team, as she does from time to time. Yes, it’s one thing to complain about being at the fore of the action, another seeing exactly what horror that entails for those deemed cannon fodder.
That is a sobering thought. If I hadn’t retained my memories, if I hadn’t found these warrior women, if they hadn’t found me, we would all likely be down there being peppered with arrows, burned by boiling oil, and the other medieval-style defenses the castle is inflicting on the army. And we comfort each other in the knowledge that unlike them, we have each other, and we had a reason to be together, each and all of us and a fight for one another, not just because we have been ordered to. Anticipation makes my girls even more amorous than usual, their lives more on the line than ever before.
A call comes up to our position from the ground. Rena and a few other scouts have returned. The enemy is coming. Some are already bloodied from battle. My scout is smarter than most, if not all, of her peers.
It isn’t long before we are engaged in a battle against creatures and monsters that have been summoned to aid Calisto in helping her break the siege. That’s bad news. The first who show up aren’t much yet, goblins mostly, and utterly disorganized in their attacks.
For the first day or so, we are able to pick off the little goobers and be amused at how we are taking them out. Iolanthe takes one out at a time with her javelins, while the rest of us cut down those who make it through her barrage. She doesn’t even need Elenya in this effort and just waits for the little green monsters to come into sight before exercising her skills. One falls, a second falls, now three have fallen. Then it’s a dozen before you know it, death falling from the sky again and again.
The first wave ends, and we wonder what is coming next.
“If this is all we have to fight,” Elenya says as she cleans her shield, and we await the next attack, “I think I would almost prefer to be on siege duty. I’m tired of fighting vermin.”
She’s with Iolanthe, who’s now recollected her javelins, on my right.
“Obviously, they know that we are here now,” says Melyne peering down the ruin bordered avenue ahead of us. “They will probably going to change up their tactics; you know they get smarter over time as we have. Those sacrifices were just a test.”
She’s with Rena on my left. Thankfully the goblins who do survive never seem to level up much. I glance back and forth. All four of them look amazing in their breastplates, skirts, the armor on their arms and legs. The hottest warrior team there is, and all mine.
“They’re still vermin,” Elenya argues with a snarl. “They aren’t going to be much of a challenge even if they ever learn strategy or tactics.”
And that’s where she’s wrong. The reinforcements which arrive the next day come in greater numbers; they are larger, tougher, more powerful, more organized. Even so, the complaints continue that we should forget our orders and use our superior group fighting capability to try to sneak to the fortress and claim the greatest prize, Calisto’s head on a pike and the massive level bump that will come from taking her down.
“Stop it,” I have to tell them more than once between breaks in battle. “No one is sneaking through the siege. That goes for every one of you!”
“I could sneak through,” Rena insists and smirks, twirling her two short swords provocatively. "Stab her good!"
“You all saw the waves of the attacks,” I insist. “The army is still getting slaughtered, no matter how many there are. None of you would make it through either or survive a fight with a demon lord. I promise you I will figure something out, how to get us a shot at the succubus, but that’s only going to happen if we are alive, so girls let’s fight, fight like it’s our last day on Earth!”
My little speeches seem to keep them motivated, at least for the next battle, and so on. Honestly, we are such a well-oiled team that the battle kind of arouses me when we fight together, and I’m sure each of the girls’ experience that too, as the opposition ramps up.
We slaughter many, many goblins, and several hobgoblins over the next few days. Thankfully, fountains are abundant in this part of the city, so we can bathe away the blood, fight after fight, and it often rains enough for the water to we wash in to always be clean.
The Goblin Champion that comes on us next is the greatest challenge so far. The creature is much bigger than any goblin we’ve ever seen and boasts a Threat Level of 26, higher than even me. It takes a concentrated effort, both myself, Melyne, and Rena in melee while Iolanthe empties her stock of javelins, and we have to perform a mass attack on the beast hacking and slashing.
One blow, and it knocks Melyne flying. I’m forced to face the ugly creature on my own, mostly parrying its blows while the girls get back to help me. Each blow jars my bones and dents my shield. But I stand where I am and only relax when my girls join me, surrounding it, stabbing and slashing until it finally goes down with a seeming death from a thousand cuts. And it isn’t the only one. We hear a team along the front was wiped out by one, as we fought ours and got through. I act as though I’m bothered by that.
We even face our own mass battle two days later when a horde of more than a hundred or more goblinoids commanded by their own Goblin General bears down on us.
“They number between one hundred and thirty to one hundred and fifty,” Rena tells me as we watch over them from a distance.
“We have to call on Hector and every other team that we can, to fight through this battle with this army,” I urge, anxiety in voice for the first time in weeks, something that alarms my girls.
“We can take them ourselves,” Iolanthe protests. “Why risk leaving the Goblin General’s head to the Hector and the others?”
Elenya seems to second that opinion with a nod.
“Don’t forget our true goal is the succubus demon lord,” I lie to them. “If the opportunity arises, we must be ready for her. I won’t risk any of you being injured during this battle.”
This hardly convinces Iolanthe and Elenya, but they come along and agree in the end. Deep inside, they know I’m right, and the five of us can’t take on a company of that size and escape unscathed.
It takes only a few minutes for silver-haired Hector and the other raiding teams to come to our aid. We number thirty-two in total, all of us high-level raiders, but the goblin army is on par with us, with two goblin champions and several high-level goblinoids in its ranks, not to mention the Goblin General. It’s going to be a bloodbath.
“My team and Hector’s will fight the goblin champions, then target the Goblin General,” I say to the other team leaders.
None of them object. The fact than a single goblin champion wiped out a team the other day, is proof of the beast’s raw power. No one but my team and Hector’s could take over these beasts and leave alive.
“Be wary,” Hector points out, as he places his dagger back at his belt. “These aren’t the mindless buffoons we fought so far. We take the Goblin General out first; then we kill the rest.”
We take our positions and wait for the goblin army to pass. My team and I will hit hard from the front, while Hector’s will handle the rearguard and kill the Goblin General themselves should the opportunity arise. My girls object at first, wanting our team to be the one who gets the Goblin General’s head, but we’re the stronger team right now, and if this plan has any chances of success, we must cast our pride aside. Although displeased, they follow my orders when I remind them of the battle over the ‘dragon’s egg’.
A few days ago, just before Amyndas dispatched us here, Iolanthe, Elenya and a few other emissaries tried to steal a rumored dragon egg from the demon-infested Komana, an area that seems more protected than Calisto’s castle. When they got trapped in an underground maze by a horde of goblins, it was Hector and I that pulled this through and got them out of there alive. This case changed our rivalry into a grudging respect for one another.
Now, back at the task at hand.
Holding my sword in my right hand, I pace nervously till we reach a narrow road, which the goblin army has to pass. It’s the shortest route to reach Calisto’s castle, so it makes the most sense they’ll pass from here, and that’s what they do.
I see the Goblin General standing in the middle of his army, tall and broad-shouldered, Threat Level 28, but it’s not the level that worries me, but its cunningness in battle. The creature grips a large sword with a blade as big as me and points it against us with murderous intent.
“Kill these fouls!” It screeches and the goblins, hobgoblins, and a goblin champion charge against us.
The other team leaders act according to plan and protect our flanks, blocking and killing any goblin and hobgoblin, while my team and I handle the goblin champion solo. Iolanthe throws a javelin against him, but the creature laughs and parries it with its enormous blade. I attack it directly, Melyne from the right, and Iolanthe keeps supporting us from the back, throwing her javelins. Even with our combined strength, it’s impossible to achieve a critical hit to the bastard, but we plan to distract the creature, while Rena attacks it from the back, and that’s what she does.
Out of the blue, Rena appears behind, and with swift movements, those who resemble black panther jumps on the goblin champion’s shoulders and slits his throat. The goblin champion produces a death rattle and kneels. We attack him all at once. Suddenly, he half sits up, clenches his fist against us with uttered hatred. The sudden turn on events catches my team and me off guard; we stop and stare back at him, hesitant on whether we should attack or not. His HP bar is down to zero, empty. He should be dead by now. Eventually, he falls back with a screeching cry, leaving his threats unfinished.
The battle rages on for a good portion of the day. It is an exhausting and bloody slog and yes, more than half of the raiders are killed, although none of my team, as coordinated as we are.
We do eventually kill the Goblin General. Not us exactly, though. Hector and his team get the honor, which doesn’t bother me as much as it might have once. Besides, my team is surrounded by the vermin, cutting them down for what feels like hours until we're covered in green blood, and find ourselves soon surrounded by piles of bodies. We couldn’t reach the general if we wanted to. They are relentless, but the enemy finally flees when they hear the screams of their general dying.
“Victory!” The silver-haired warrior calls out, beating us out in a major victory for once in our rivalry, but it’s not entirely what he claims.
A lot of goblins got past us. And I am relieved again that they did. Such a number should help Calisto’s cause as others before them. A part of me doesn’t understand why I haven’t heard from my mistress with instructions to fight with less ferocity, let even more, though, but they never come.
Another break in the fighting allows me to check on the siege, and to my horror, it appears that emissaries have maybe broken through the fortress’s defenses. There now appears to be little resistance to Amyndas’ forces, and there looks like parts of its outer walls have crumbled. I begin to imagine Calisto may be in dire need of my help in escaping.
Even as we have reported the battle with the goblin army, and the success of the siege, we aren’t sent further orders. While many raiders have been injured and killed, my team hasn’t suffered any serious injuries, and what injuries we have, we recovered from faster than ever before, as we all have been leveled up through the constant combat. I have now reached Level 23, and all my girls are all now between Level’s 14 and 16. However, exhaustion has caught up to the girls, and we’ve been forced to let other teams take the lead against the trolls who have now arrived in the wake of our defeat of the goblins. I realize that I might be able to slip away and aid my mistress, but my window is narrow.
“Get some sleep,” I tell the girls, ensuring they are comfortable in the ruin we have made our temporary sanctuary from battle. I embrace them as I make sure they are comfortable in their cloaks to keep them warm as they lay on the cold ground, Rena, Iolanthe, and Elenya. “I will reward you all when you wake up.”
“You are so perfect,” Rena breathes as she curls up in her cloak and smiles when I kiss her. “I will have the sexiest dreams of you.”
With my team mostly out of it and few to check on us as they are watching for more trolls, I believe this will provide the cover that I can use. My aim: to head off to the fortress, sneak in, find Calisto, and aid her in escaping from this exhausting fight. I don’t imagine I will be able to return after that kind of treason, but am not bothered. Why should I be?
Where we would go, I don’t know, and I don’t care. My team, they’ve done their job, and I certainly love and respect each of them, but they are just my team. Calisto owns my soul, and that’s not going to change no matter what.




CHAPTER 5

I step out of our ruined stone sanctuary and glance north to catch some idea of how the siege is going on away and below. There is some chaos at the fringes. Creatures have gotten past us, and that means the depleted army that is now invading the fortress is being slowed, which might offer me enough time to get to my mistress.
But still, there are no orders from Amyndas, and so I return to check on the three of my girls resting and recovering from the battle we have just fought in our hidey-hole, safe, warm and dry, a few fires crackling, all curled up in their cloaks for warmth as they doze.
The anxiety I feel is palpable, a real tightness in my chest, as my worry about Calisto increases by the minute, making it impossible to stand still, to shed my armor as well. I wonder if it might be due to the effect of her magic on me that I might be using on them. Does it matter if I am?
But I have to do something, to act on what feels like a soon to be overwhelming need. I head down to check on my team to see how they are, Elenya is taking some time to drink and have some food, Iolanthe seems barely awake, Rena is asleep. I figure Melyne will be back shortly, as she is the least tired and was tasked in checking out how the fellow teams are stationed.
“You’re amazing,” Iolanthe tells me as she lounges. “I don’t know how you keep up your strength. You are only a few levels above us, but you never seem to tire.”
“He is our leader,” Elenya states with a smile to me after taking a swig from her wineskin. “That’s his job.”
“Exactly,” I say, smiling back, even if my good cheer is a lie.
When Melyne gets back a few moments later, still encumbered by her armor, she isn’t short of pep either. More than that, she seems to sense I’m not really all here in some way and wonders why. She too has Calisto on her mind and maybe thinks that's what has me in my mood, and she’s right, although not in the way she suspects.
“I saw the army has broken through the fortress’s walls,” she tells me. “We should be doing the same. I’m not tired, and neither are you. We should go.”
“No one is going after the most powerful enemy we have,” I remind her and wink. “There are better things we can do and do right here.”
I have to make sure her suspicions fall by the wayside, and that she doesn’t notice me leaving. There is one sure way to accomplish that. There’s one way to remind her she’s the one that’s been with me the longest, and that I will never forget that. So, while the others are resting, I take her to a chamber around the corner, strip off her armor, her clothes, then mine as well.
“Remember, there’s more than one reward we can earn from this,” I tell her as I begin to work on her arousal to take her again and again until I am sure it will be some time before she comes back to the grey, mundane world we spend most of our life here suffocated by.
I run my fingers through her red mane, and I see her eyes still have a tinge of distraction in them. They dart to the entrance of our chamber, but I marry our lips together in a heated kiss to bring her back to focusing on me, on us. I can feel the hesitation in her body: the tenseness in her arms, and the stiffness of her muscles, more ready to fight than love. After a few seconds into the kiss, I finally feel her body melt against me. She is mine now.
My fingers are busy exploring the sides of her body until they find the treasure between her thighs. Pulling away from the kiss, I lock eyes with Melyne as I insert two of my fingers inside. The worry in her eyes dissipates into a soft glaze of arousal, with her lips parted ever so slightly. She’s already wet and wanting, as my fingers begin to form in a curling motion inside her. Giving in to the pleasure, Melyne presses kisses onto my neck as she grinds against my palm, her breathy moans brushing my skin.
I bury my face in the crook of her neck, inhaling the salty sweetness of her sweat and fragrance of arousal. Her hand finds my erect shaft, fingers coiling around me. Though her fingers are warm and rough around me, her touch is delicate. She begins to stroke me off in weak pumps, but still enough to cause me to continue to harden. We pleasure each other like this until Melyne is sopping wet beneath my touch, and precum collects at the tip of my shaft.
Withdrawing from each other, I spot a flat rock suitable for a seat on the other end of the chamber. I motion her towards it, and Melyne sits upon it, legs spread wide for me.
I don’t want to penetrate her just yet. I have to tire out Melyne so that she is too drawn of energy to care about any crazy ideas, including fighting. With a smirk, I kneel between her legs to begin my feast. I give her entrance a long stroke with my tongue, and she visibly shudders from the act. Her thighs tighten around my head, while her hands run through my hair as I please her. She is getting desperate now, I can feel it. I press her bucking hips down as I eat her out, my redheaded warrior’s breathy moans becoming almost loud enough to awaken the girls in the other room.
I realize I’m having to feign a lot of my enthusiasm as I’m pleasing her. Thoughts of Calisto’s safety plague my mind, and I have to push the thoughts in the corner of my mind to prevent any suspicion. Finally, I withdraw from and stand, placing my member right at her entrance. She is splayed out on the rock, looking like a fiery, naked goddess, and I am again filled with lust for her.
Gripping her thighs, I watch her face as I slowly insert myself inside. Melyne’s eyes roll to the back of her head for a moment, before returning to me. I feel her body stretch around me, and I begin to thrust in slow, gradual motions. She watches me as I thrust inside her, her breasts bouncing with our motions. I cup one of her breasts and lean forward to suck her nipple, flicking my tongue around it teasingly.
Melyne bucks and moans again, cradling my head into her arms. I continue to suckle at her breast like a hungry newborn babe. Finally, I pull away and grip her hips for support. We are enveloped in each other’s bodies, limbs tangled and sweat-sheened skin rubbing against each other. For a moment, I am overcome with the familiar feeling of when we first explored together: the excitement, virginal sensations, and heightened emotions. I use the feeling to further and deepen my thrusts and enthusiasm, and suck on her breast even harder.
I feel her body begin to contract around me, and I know that she’s about to cum. I adjust both of us to where I am now sitting on the rock, and she is on my lap, bouncing on top of me. Holding her steady, I thrust my hips upwards to hit her apex, and we lock eyes. Her entire body begins to tremble, and her fingers dig into the spaces of my own.
With a long, shaky moan, she orgasms on top of me, and I stare at her in awe. I hadn’t seen Melyne cum that intensely in a while, and it takes me aback.
Though I have not arrived at orgasm yet, and I decide to take advantage of that. With her body in my arms, I bring us both to the floor. She is still limp from her orgasm, so her body is easy to maneuver. I cradle her body beneath mine, and I turn her where she is laying on her side. While she is still in the post-orgasm afterglow, I penetrate her once again while she is still sensitive. As soon as I am inside, Melyne curls her back and moans against the floor, her hands tightening into fists.
Already her vaginal walls are contracting erratically around me, finally igniting the dormant nerves all over my body. It seems Melyne is caught off guard, her expression a cross of desperation and pleasure. Her red locks are matted to her shoulders and neck with sweat, and her skin flush in a soft pink. I slap her ass hard, leaving behind red hand marks on her cheeks.
It doesn’t take long before Melyne is approaching orgasm once again, and I feel her body practically milking me as she does. I take the opportunity to finally cum, filling her womb with every drop of my seed.
We do this again and again until Melyne is practically falling asleep beneath me. Her body is limp with exhaustion and sex, her bare chest rising and falling in heavy breaths. I take a moment to admire her beauty, recovering from the multiple rounds myself. After a longing stare at Melyne, thoughts of Calisto return to me.
I do wonder about my strength, my endurance for sex with my girls. Could it possibly be because I’ve learned to adapt what I do to her and the other women what Calisto does to me? Am I taking a bit of energy from my team members to prevent fatigue from setting in, as it does to all the others in these bodies of ours for my own? It does seem more and more that when I take command of sex with my girls, I come out of it stronger and more energized while they are often lost in the afterglow. Could I be becoming a demon myself?
Once we’re finished, Melyne is barely conscious, barely aware as she has practically passed out with the passion of how I took her. I kiss her, then I cover her up, get on my gear and head back towards the fortress, hoping that at least for a while no one will notice I’m gone, and even when they do, they won’t know where I’ve gone, won’t suspect my intent.
It’s a risky proposition to rush to my mistress’s aid, but I feel I have to act and act now.
Out into the city, I work my way to one of the secret ways Calisto showed me to get to her when she couldn’t come to our secret courtyard. The route is down a partially buried tunnel that leads to one of the secret entrances to the castle, which I hope she has only shared with me. It’s covered in moss and weeds, damp and filled with puddles, partially collapsed in sections, only lit by the odd holes in the stonework that lest streams of light in. On occasion, I can glance out, but I don’t more than a couple times, as I have a mission, and so am moving as fast as I can, water splashing under my feet as I run.
However, I’ve made some mistakes that I’m thinking about yet, and won’t have time to regret a while. But when I do, I will. In spades.
First, the girls aren’t as tired as I imagine they are. And since they are so devoted to me, they’ll wonder where I’ve gone. Rena will wait, I know that, and Elenya trusts Iolanthe so that she won’t show that much initiative on her own. But, Iolanthe, she is the smartest of the four, and the most perceptive. Maybe that comes from being a javelin thrower, always looking in the distance, ahead of everyone else, taking in the big picture. So yeah, my best guess is it’s Iolanthe who’s the one who notices me sneak off and even suspects the reason why.
Why? There’s my other big mistake. I’ve been so fast and hard in telling my team members that no one of them is going after the demon succubus, and likely to the point where someone as perceptive as Iolanthe might put together it’s because I want to take Calisto out myself and get the entirety of the reward for myself. I guess with all my solo jaunts earlier; she's become quietly the most suspicious of the four.
Honestly, I only have myself to blame for what’s coming.




CHAPTER 6

After I put a few minutes distance between myself from our station, I activate the scry gem to check if I’ve managed to get away clean. Damn. One of them has already figured out what’s going on.
Iolanthe has already spotted that I already left the chamber where I had sex with Melyne. My full gear is missing also. She checks the redhead and the others, gets her gear on, and follows me. It’s not that it bothers her what we both did only a room away. She’s okay with that because she’s okay with splitting me with Elenya at the same time. But she finds it suspicious at how wiped out Melyne is from our action, as usually it’s the other way around. She can see when something’s off.
Soon, she’s tracking me through the misty ruined city. Since I’m not really making any effort to hide my trail, it’s not much trouble for her to follow me. There’s lots of mud here to leave footprints in. No other choice, I break off in a run to put more distance between us.
I know what she’s thinking: Zephyros is looking out for himself and looking for a chance to get all the glory since it can’t be found out here on the fringe of the real fight. She’s only second to Melyne when it comes to being pissed that we got sidelined, even if she doesn’t show it. But I can tell that she doesn’t like the idea of the army of dumdums sent to take out the succubus to make sure none of us can level up to be nearly as powerful as Amyndas’. Iolanthe does want to be as powerful as our glorious leader, I think, and not need any of us to protect her, she’s just not so obvious about it.
But the city still isn’t exactly safe, and with all the goblins that got through us, it’s not a big surprise she runs into a band of them and is held back fighting them off. I hear some gibbering shrieks and the sound of fighting behind me, so I recheck the gem. Yes, Iolanthe is now in the midst of a fight.
Now, if she was with the team, a few goblins, and maybe a gnoll or a hobgoblin, that wouldn’t really be much of a challenge. But she’s alone against maybe half a dozen, from what it sounds like behind me and still a bit tired. She’s also not a melee specialist, so even though the little nits are maybe threat level 2s or 3s, they still are capable of intercepting her and forcing her to fight them off. And fight them without the benefit of Elenya or the other girls. Yes, she can fight pretty good with her javelins, even up close if she has to wield them for stabbing, but not close to as good as I am, or even Melyne or Rena. And so, she’s fighting off a band of ax-wielding goobers with a javelin in each hand. I see through my scry gem it’s a pretty hot fight. Too bad I’m missing it.
Iolanthe is spinning around, to try to keep her attackers off-balance, stabbing out as she ducks and dodges and rolls. One sharp tip of a javelin pierces one’s chest, another stabs into in another’s eye and again. She keeps moving around to ensure the least can attacking her at once.
I pick up my pace again, figuring that Iolanthe can take care of herself, and am soon running down a tunnel which will lead me directly to the fortress, where I don’t encounter any trouble. No goblins are in my way or even a single memory wiped soldier. Iolanthe, I’m certain, will be stuck where she is for a while fighting. As such, she’ll be falling further and further behind and gradually losing health points as the strikes from soon to be skewered goblins rack up. I’m not worried about her, though.  She’s a survivor.
It’s time I check with my scry gem what the other girls are up to because both of us are gone, the other three have to be wondering what’s going on. Melyne is awake now, dressed, armored, and wondering where I’ve gone as well because I don’t usually just disappear after sex. Our armor and weapons are gone, which means we’ve headed out looking for a fight, not fooling around nearby.
She’s talking to Elenya and Rena and asking, “Iolanthe is gone too? Where did she go?”
Rena probably thinks that I spotted something back towards the big battle, maybe a band of goblins, and is checking the threat out with Iolanthe for javelin support. But then, Melyne argues that we both would’ve wanted her along and is starting to get suspicious about why I sexed her up harder than I’ve just about ever had and then left. So, they’re pretty tense now and getting on their armor and trying to figure out who has the right idea about what I am doing out here with Iolanthe.
The scry gem is pretty awesome, as not only can I see what they’re doing, but hear them as well. Their argument goes like this:
“They have to be headed to the fortress!” Melyne says angrily.
“Going after the succubus on their own? That’s not possible,” Rena insists. “They wouldn’t have left to get the prize for just themselves. The succubus is too tough. There has to be something else going on. It's probably only goblins.”
“But why didn’t they wait for us then?” Melyne argues. She’s getting angry and ties her red hair down furiously. “There is supposed to be an army as well as who knows how many goblins between us and the fortress, right? And Zephyros has been all about keeping us from trying to head to the big battle and taking out the demon succubus even as a team. I think he lied to us. I think a path has opened up and he and Iolanthe decided to take Calisto out on their own and get all the glory for themselves. We have to get after them!”
“I’ll be happy to get it out of them when we find them,” Elenya agrees. “You’re right. We’ve been tricked!”
“I think you are both wrong,” Rena argues, but her defense of me is wavering. “But we should find out the truth, in case...”
It doesn’t take them much time to reach the entrance to the small building, glancing out, spotting Iolanthe and my footprints in the mud. She points with one of her blades into the perpetual mist that turns the surroundings forever ghostly.
“They went that way,” she tells them.
“Then they can explain when we’ve found them,” Melyne snarls.
So, yes, the tension between the three is spiking, because now they’re questioning mine each other’s loyalty. They’re questioning their loyalty to me and worried that I've picked Iolanthe over the rest of them to share the glory in defeating Calisto. When you have four women under one roof, there has to be at least a little jealousy flying around. Rena remains in the lead because she’s the scout, and she knows how to track anything and everything by now, but mostly because she wants to give me the benefit of the doubt and be the first who finds us.
One thing she quickly realizes is that I’m running, and Iolanthe isn’t. Then they come upon Iolanthe fighting the remains of the goblin band and help her finish them off.
“He went off alone,” she confirms, pointing towards the big structure looming in the distance. “I was following him. He’s headed for the fortress.”
And that fact eases some of the jealousy while increasing my girls’ suspicions about what I’m up to, especially when they get to the secret tunnel.
“How does he even know this exists?” Melyne wants to know, slicing back the bushes and vines to reveal the secret route I’ve taken.
“I think there’s a lot he’s never told us,” Iolanthe states and then climbs down into the tunnel and starts running, splashing puddles as she leads the other three.
I’ve been watching while I’ve been running, so I am now well ahead of them and have made it to the fortress. And it turns out I’m right about this being Calisto’s choice of escape because when I get there, she’s already coming out of the hidden doorway. The bloodied armor she’s wearing is battered, and she is in the process of shedding its remains. There is no sign of the elite guard I have seen her with a couple times before, the mix of the toughest monsters in her territory I had thought.
Worse, she appears weaker than I’ve ever seen her, exhausted, and even aged somehow. Her threat level is still 100, but her energy levels and health points are practically at bottom. Calisto, now clad only in her cloth wraps, looks like she has been in the battle for her life and lost. I immediately go to her, take her in my arms, and she practically collapses into them.
“What’s happened?” I ask her.
“I have sacrificed all,” she tells me. “I used all the powers I could here, thrown all I have at your army, but it was all for naught. Your emissaries are willing to sacrifice everything they have to destroy me. I must head to my secret hideout and prepare the remainder of my army there for the end.”
Has she really given up?
“Forget them,” I tell her, supporting her weight without complaint. “You still have me, and my team has cleared the way out. Better yet, all the other teams are exhausted from battle. We can get away, and if you can summon some creatures, that will make it easier to do so. You still must have forces you can rally!”
She slumps further in my arms and nods in appreciation.
“I always knew I kept you alive for a reason,” she tells me. “Help me get out of here so I can have some time to recover and make new plans of war.”
She caresses my cheek. It’s the most tender sign of affection I’ve ever received from her, but we are immediately interrupted. A squad of fighters from the emissary army, bloodied and determined, burst through the doorway. They must have been chasing her, finally having fought their way through her guard. I push her back to sit on a rock and pull out my blade to take them on. I am between my mistress and her enemies, and there is nothing more energizing where it comes to battle. The siege has been good to them, as they range from Level 1 to 4, not very high, but they are grunts after all.
I yell an oath and take on the first, knocking back his slash and bring the flat of my blade down on his head, hitting him hard and leave him unconscious. After he falls, it’s one after another. I go for the highest Threat Levels first and am lucky to plow through them, knocking them senseless with my precise attacks, ensuring none of them will be waking up for a while. Once the tough ones are down, the rest of soldiers fall to my motivated slashes, strikes, stabs, five, ten, finally twenty, and they are done.
I am left bloody and panting from the fight, an undeniable traitor now. The level of these emissaries might be low, but it’s way harder to overpower opponents without the intent to kill them. Fortunately, these are small fry. If it were my team or Hector’s, this fight would have been resolved in a fucking bloodbath.
“My hero,” Calisto breathes as I pick my mistress up in my arms and begin making my way back to the tunnel that I’d come from. “No, not that way.”
I stop at the warning. Right. My team is heading here now, and even I don’t know if I’ll be able to stop them, but I don’t know of any other way out.
“The other way,” she orders, pointing down a different tunnel. I don’t question her. Calisto must have sensed my team is coming and that they are closing in. “Hurry!”
It will be such heroism that allows my team to catch up with us. That’s the trouble with making yourself the center of attention of a small team, women or not. Anything you do out of the ordinary is highly motivating. Another check of the gem and I can see the girls have closed the gap and have already come across the unconscious emissaries I’ve left behind.
“This is horrible,” Rena has to say at the twenty dumdum’s she knows I put out of commission. “I can’t believe Zephyros did this.”
“Maybe that’s because he isn’t who we thought he was,” Melyne tells her. “Maybe he was too good to be true. Look what he did. Even to our own kind!”
“We should at least find out why he’s turned traitor,” Iolanthe suggests. “Something here doesn’t make sense.”
“Oh, we will,” the redheaded warrior woman agrees, fire in her eyes as she heads towards open entrance leading into the fortress.
“Not that way,” Rena tells her.
“Which way did he go?” She asks, narrowing her gaze at the scout.
“You mean which way did they go,” Rena points out. “Zephyros has found someone else.”
“The succubus, maybe?” Iolanthe suggests.
“I think- maybe,” Rena offers, not wanting that to be the truth.
“She is probably too powerful for even him,” Iolanthe suggests. “Perhaps she’s ensorcelled him. That would explain a few things I’ve wondered about.”
I like to think this changes Melyne’s anger to concern, a sign that she still cares what happens to me.
“What is she going to do with him?” Melyne worries, gazing in the direction Rena is staring.
“What we all have heard she does to men,” Rena chokes out. “Suck every bit of life energy out of them. He would be a feast!”
Back to my mistress and me. I place the scry gem into my pouch; there’s no reason to use the small ruby anymore. My girls are still hot on our trail, and I think I’ve heard and seen enough to know what mood they will be in when they do.
“We are still being followed,” she tells me. “Your women.”
I stop for a moment to catch my breath. I’ve been pretty much carrying her for at least an hour, and am starting to feel fatigued. Unburdened, I know they will be able to catch up.
“You can’t allow yourself to tire,” she tells me. “I will lead you to a place we can rest, hide, and where I can regain my strength. Once I do, they will be on no concern.”
That stops me for a moment. I do care about them a lot.
My mistress gazes straight into my eyes with her ruby red ones.
“I will need you to give me your strength,” Calisto tells me. “Much more than I have ever asked.”
So, I’m still fucked, I realize, but at least I will be fucked by my mistress who owns my soul and who gives my life the meaning it has. I know what she’s asking for. Much more than energy this time, it is going to be actual life force, levels likely, maybe permanently. Still, I nod. They are hers to take.
“I know where we can hide out for a little while, and I can feed on you,” she tells me. “Without your strength, I will not be able to escape, and you won’t either. How close do you think are the women who are tracking us?”
My girls?
“They aren’t far,” I tell her, “and are going to catch up with us sooner or later.”
“Then, we will need to do this quickly,” Calisto tells me. “Are you prepared to give me all that I need from you?”
“Of course. That’s what I’m here for,” I tell her and then kiss her hard on her luscious lips.




CHAPTER 7

She doesn’t lead me to our courtyard. It is too far away, and there are too many enemies between us and there, and my girls are closing in. Even though I remind her of its fountain’s healing properties, Calisto insists it won’t provide for her current needs.
“My loss of energy came from using my powers,” she says. “The only way I can get energy is from your body’s life force.”
Once, we found in an ancient structure, which had high walls encircling it, but for one broken and crumbling section that lets in beams of misty light. We find ourselves in a secluded chamber with cracked tile floors and blue light streaming down from above, she turns to me and orders me to take off my clothes. She unwraps her cloths as I pull off my armor and undertunic. I’m perfectly ready, and the experience is breathtaking, literally.
Unlike any time before, I see a flash of emotion in Calisto’s red eyes glowing in them as I’ve never seen before, like a predator staring at its prey. As she climbs on top of me, I can see pain in them, almost like she feels sympathy for my mortal soul. I feel my heart twist in my chest at the sight. Just this day, I’ve discovered so many emotions in Calisto’s eyes, and this is the hardest to succumb to.
I reach up to place my hand on her cheek, but she pushes it away and slowly shakes her head, then pins both my arms down. I feel her entrance hover over me, the heat brushing against my skin teasingly. Any other time, I would be ecstatic to once again be inside my demoness lover. Under the current circumstances, I’m starting to grow very uneasy.
While holding onto my gaze, Calisto descends upon me now with a long sigh. I feel her warmth surround me, and I let out a breath once I’m completely inside her. Just for a few moments, we bask in the feeling of our connected bodies, before she starts to rock her hips slowly. The feeding is beginning, and I feel a surge in my chest like my heart is about to burst through my ribcage.
Calisto’s wings outstretch towards the sky, her fingers dig into my wrists. A purple mist begins to emanate from her body, which I have never seen before. Another surge drops in my chest, and the mist begins to encompass us both. Perplexed, I gaze all around me as Calisto rides me, wondering at this foreign aura. I’ve never had the pleasure experienced this method of feeding before even though she must have done this with other victims as she clearly knows what she is doing.
I feel her hands loosen around my wrists and reach up to cup her breasts, stimulating them as she bounces on top of me. Taking the opportunity of freedom, my hands then find her waist, and I encourage a faster pace. She is tight and wet around me, contracting on different points of my shaft. As I feel more arousal and pleasure, more surges reverberate throughout my body, waves of them crashing through me. I realize that with each surge, a huge amount of my energy is being drained from me.
The purple mist grows to a thick fog around Calisto, encircling her voluptuous form. With each withdrawal of my energy, the aura grows thicker and thicker until it obscures everything, but the demoness straddling me. Her thrusts are faster now, more vigorous than ever before. As her eyebrows pinch together in concentration, and her luscious lips part emanating soft moans. I can now see the vitality slowly return to her body. Her amber skin tightens, brightens. Her red eyes focus and grow alert as her wings more confidently spread out around us.
Torrents of ecstasy roll through my body now, causing my very bones to tremble and vibrate beneath her. Our bodies are sweaty and desperately pounding against each other erratically, and my vision blurs. I close my eyes to focus on the sensations: her hard nipples beneath my palms, her wetness surrounding me, and the sweetness of her sweat. Once I find some strength, I grip her ass cheeks; my fingers pressing hard into the soft flesh.
I open my eyes again to meet Calisto’s, and it looks as if she is completely unaware that I am beneath her. The purple smog that surrounds us disperses, and I feel some semblance of normalcy for a moment. She must have slowed the feeding.
Suddenly, Calisto leans forward and places one of her nipples against my lips. I take it to it instantly, swirling my tongue around the flesh with as much vigor and energy I can gather. She is sweet and delicate, a stark, ironic contrast to the immensely of her threat level. In this moment, she is almost like the human warrior women that I have slept with: delicate, sensitive, eyes swimming with emotion. Her body seems weak, submissive in my arms instead of dominating and threatening. I can’t help but admire this part of her as we make love, peeking up at her as I suck on her supple breast.
If only this were another time.
I alternate between each of her breasts, my hands running through her raven hair. Her head bucks back, and she lets out a soft, sweet moan, as though keeping it not too loud to avoid alert others to where we are. The sound of her voice sends a bolt of ignited nerves throughout my body, and I feel myself twitch deep inside her. Her walls contract around me even tighter and are milking my shaft in tight grips. Her body is rolling in long, drawn-out circles on top of me, and my mouth pulls from her breasts with a wet ‘pop’.
“I’m going to withdraw more from you, lover,” Calisto breathes against my lips, and I see the purple mist thickening into a fog again. It is a soft warning, though not warning enough when I feel nearly all of my energy drain from my body in one fell swoop. The loss of energy causes me to gasp, which she silences with a kiss.
At the same time, I feel myself approaching orgasm. I’m twitching and numb in her wet, hot grasp, and dizziness begins to overcome me. My head falls against the stone floor, and my eyes trail to the blue sky behind Calisto through a crack in the fog. I hear her moans getting shaky, more desperate. My body is trembling, weak, and I feel nothing except my body’s trembling approach to orgasm.
I can say nothing, for I am too weak to do so. All of the strength that I have within me is being used to pump myself deep inside, the head of my shaft grazing her cervix ever so slightly. Flurries of light flood my vision. Calisto’s moans are heavy in my ear, begging for me to cum inside. It is nothing like our previous times together; the floodgates of our ecstasy are releasing in its full capacity.
Wrapping my arms around her tight, I feel my entire being submit to Calisto. Spurts of my seed shoot inside her, and she is on top of me, breathing heavily over my shoulder. That’s all I remember before I pass out in her arms.
This experience has been magnitudes more than I’ve ever experienced before. Previously she took energy for me, but never as much as she had does this time. When I regain consciousness, I am lying naked on the cold tile floor with blue light and can see I have fallen to a Threat Level of a mere 4. Opening my eyes, I find Calisto straddling me me, her warm hands on my chest, continuing to pull my life force from me, what little remains.
I feel cold, can barely move, feel weaker than I ever have in this body, even weaker than when I first woke up in that cave, which now seems a lifetime ago. But I’m not angry. Calisto is strong once again, and that is what I’m here to do, although I’m not sure it’s my own choice or due to her charming.
Neither of us, however, have taken into account how good my girls have done to track me, track us, especially with Rena in their lead. It’s only moments later that they come upon us and quickly put two and two together.
And that’s when things get complicated. As we are discovered then by Rena and Melyne first, who witness the two of us naked, the succubus almost having drained me completely.
“Let him go!” I hear a woman scream, not in a state to recognize whose voice is screaming that command.
I manage to turn my head to glance over at them and smile. Rena appears horrified, Melyne enraged. They both have their weapons in hand and immediately leap to the attack. Calisto doesn’t even bother to climb off me. She just swings a naked arm around and knocks the pair of them flying back across the large chamber. Even if she has yet to fully make use of the strength I have given her; my girls aren’t a threat at all to her. Iolanthe and Elenya appear and join the other two who are picking themselves up off the floor. Javelin’s start flying at my mistress.
Calisto knocks them away as though they are twigs being tossed, then leans down, her breasts softly impacting my chest, her hair falling over my face.
“I’m sorry,” she tells me. “But this is where we must part. Thank you for all you have given and all you have meant to me.”
And then my heart breaks. I feel a painful stab of betrayal in my chest as Calisto rises, grabs her strips of cloth, and flees, leaving me to face my girls standing over me. I’m not in any condition to move, let along take them on in any defense of my retreating mistress, even if that is still what I want to do.
The worse thing, I realize, is that they all witness the intimacy between myself and the succubus and must realize that what has happened between us is more than a demon draining her victim. They may have never seen the demon lord drain a man of his essence, but they had to have seen I was enjoying every moment of it.
I find myself quickly dragged over to a pair of columns and tied to them, immobilized. Once they accomplish this, the warrior women begin arguing about what to do with me.
“He is a traitor, we should kill him now,” Elenya states flatly. “He left unconscious all those soldiers and gave himself to that monster. For all we know, he has been her toy for weeks.”
“Maybe even since our first venturing into creature controlled Komana,” Melyne says, arms firmly across her chest as she glances from me to Rena. “We barely survived, and he returned Levels above us! Now I understand what happened.”
She is quick on what is going on, has gone on. I’m kind of proud of Melyne that she’s figured everything out in a flash.
“It can’t have been his fault,” Rena argues. She’s the only one who has looked upon me with any kind of sympathy, even though there is a lot of anger in her eyes and body language as well. “Calisto is a succubus. And Level 100! You all saw her threat level. How could Zephyros even stand against her, alone? Besides, we are going to need him if we want to kill her, don’t you all think? If he is her slave, won’t she want him back, or at least want to take his last bits of energy? Won’t we have another chance when she does?”
“It doesn’t matter if he could stand against her or not; he betrayed us, he chose her over us, and that’s what matters,” Melyne insists. “Better that we don’t risk any more betrayals!”
She’s really angry, won’t even look me in the eye, she’s just shaking in fury. I’m not quite sure why she hasn’t killed me. If there’s anyone who feels my betrayal like a stab to the heart, it is Melyne, the first.
“Entranced or not, he’s betrayed us and is allied with the demon, then he will be worth something to Amyndas,” Iolanthe points out. “We should take him back to emissary headquarters. The General will want to interrogate him, learn what he knows about the succubus. We would be praised for delivering such intel.”
Iolanthe sounds really unemotional in her assessment. I can't at all read what she is feeling right now from her expression either. Her response is incredibly cold and calculating, reminding me of Calisto in the way the demoness acts when we aren’t coupled.
I realize now maybe none of my team cares at all about me anymore if they ever actually did. It appears all they want is the power and prestige of what slaying the succubus will offer them. And who knows what they will do to me now, to achieve that singular goal. Honestly, though, I’m not sure I can blame them either. After all, I did choose Calisto over any of them, the moment I locked eyes on the demoness’s enthralling body.




CHAPTER 8

“Explain yourself!” Melyne voice demands answers. “Why did you betray us? Why did you betray everything?”
“Because I gave her my soul,” I tell her. “It’s not something I can take back.”
“You’re supposed to be our leader,” she complains, and the others nod in agreement. “What you did was betrayal and treason, and you’re going to pay for it. Don’t you have anything to say for yourself?”
“Maybe I am a traitor to the emissaries,” I tell her. But I don’t care that I am. Only one thing bothers me right now, and it’s that Calisto abandoned me, but my purpose is to serve her, so she is free to do so if she wishes. Each member of my team is looking at me in their own way, about how to roast me on their particular spit. “I found a better cause. Don’t expect me to feel guilty.”
“He’s got to be entranced,” Rena states, looking up to my stats, then turns around to the others in my defense. “And that demoness has nearly sucked all the life out of him. No one would allow that to be done to them willingly. She used her powers on him. Like she does all those she’s killed!”
Rena is so sweet.
“Who cares if she did!” Melyne shouts at her. “We’re here to fight her, not make excuses for Zephyros!”
Iolanthe raises a hand.
“Shut up! Listen,” she orders. “We aren’t alone here. Our enemy has sent her creatures to kill us.”
True enough, it did sound like there was some activity outside the ruined building, maybe a band of goblins or some other creatures. But it’s ridiculous to think Calisto sent them to kill the girls. If she wanted them dead, that is exactly what they’d be.
“She probably sent some of her creatures to attack while we’re distracted,” Elenya figures wrongly. “We need to deal with them while we have the advantage.”
“Go,” Rena says. “I’ll stand guard over Zephyros.”
“Oh no, you won’t,” Melyne tells her. “You’ll set him free!”
“I will not!” Rena insists.
They argue for a few minutes before agreeing to have Elenya watch over me while they check out what creatures Calisto had sent to kill us. No one seems happy about this decision, least of all Elenya, but she and I are soon left alone while the other three head out to eliminate the threat proactively. I’m naked and tied up, and that’s something that my shield fighter seems hot and bothered about. I know her well enough that her glances at me are as amorous as they are irritated. Elenya circles me, her eyes like daggers into my soul, at least when they look up from what she’s finding more interested in.
What is she interested in? I admit I find her attention arousing as well after what I’ve experienced with Calisto. And even if I’m in a delirium of near-death at the hands of my mistress, it isn’t difficult to be aroused as Elenya eyes my naked body. I know all of the girls are furious, and their fury is justified. At this point, I don’t really care what they do to me when they get back. But with Calisto gone, leaving our act unfinished, I’m feeling the need as well. And if I have a chance to use sex as a distraction, it’s worth it to keep my mind off of Calisto’s abandonment and my team’s hatred for what I’ve done.
“I can’t believe you would do this to us,” Elenya says, then steps up, kneels on the floor in front of me. She grips my chin hard, forcing me to look into her eyes that are boring into my own, “I trusted you. We all trusted you.”
“I know,” I say, and I catch a glimpse of the cleavage of her ample breasts beneath her breastplate. The sight causes more heat to grow within my groin. Elenya follows my gaze to her chest, and the spread of realization across her face almost makes me laugh.
She jams the pommel of her short sword underneath my chin, and I feel her hand rest on my thigh.
“Maybe I can have fun with you before we make you worm food,” she says, admitting with her tone the lust I know she’s feeling.
Her hand slides towards my crotch, and a sudden surge of pain shoots through my body. She has my testicles in a tight grip, so hard they threaten to burst. Instantly I heave over, gasping from the white-hot pain that courses through my body. I curse my body for being able to feel.
Torture, then? Is this the price she wants me to pay?
Suddenly, she shoves her palm into my chest, and I propel backward to the floor. The impact causes me to wheeze, but she shows no sympathy. With my hands and feet bound, sitting back up proves to be a challenge. I manage to pull myself back up to a sitting position between the columns as she watches with an amused expression. Before I can completely reorient myself, Elenya stands over me; her thick thighs spread across each side of my face.
From such a close proximity, I can pick up the scent of her arousal mixed with sweat. Before I can retort with anything else, Elenya sheds her leather skirt to reveal the smooth mound of flesh between her muscular thighs. I can’t help but stare at the exposed lips until my chin is jerked upwards again.
Elenya looks down at me with a coldness in her eyes that almost rivals Iolanthe’s, not to mention Calisto’s. It isn’t until I feel the cold metal of her blade at my throat that I understand the severity of my situation.
“You’re going to make me cum, or else I turn you into a skewer for supper,” she orders.
Even though I am being threatened with my life, there is a certain appeal to how Elenya is toying with me. My being bound beneath her, under a woman’s control; it is only furthering my arousal at this point, reminding me again of what it’s like with my mistress. Elenya looks down and smirks at my own arousal at what she is playing at which is obvious given my nakedness. I almost feel embarrassed by my reaction to her domination, but do not have time to fret before my face is shoved into her pussy.
Sweat and flesh envelop my face completely. With the blade as a reminder of my task, I begin with as much enthusiasm a desperate man can gather. I lap at her flesh with my tongue, circling her thick clit in quick, flicking strokes. Elenya’s free hand grips my head; her fingernails dig into my scalp. By the sounds of it, her other hand is busy pulling off her armor and undertunic.
By the sound of her soft moans and slightly rocking hips, I have to believe I am doing a decent job. As I am eating her out, her pussy begins to become even wetter beneath my tongue. Like a dog lapping at water, I eagerly take to her juices. It doesn’t take long before she is grinding against my face, and I manage to catch my breath through pockets of air between each thrust. Through our times together, I can tell that she is approaching orgasm by the trembling of her thighs and the shaky moans coming from her.
Suddenly, Elenya’s entire body tenses. I attack her pussy with more fervor than before. Her hips buck, jerking with the motions until she presses my face against her tightness. She begins to squirt, streams of her cum spraying me in the face and neck. After riding my face through the final notes of her orgasm she withdraws,, though her blade is still pressed at my throat.
Elenya says nothing, but I can tell the coldness from before had slightly dissipated in the stupor of her orgasm. Her glazed eyes turn to my rock-hard erection, and suddenly she is kneeling before me again almost as naked as I am. Now, her blade is at my crotch, the point of it just brushing the tip. She draws her blade mere millimeters away from my shaft.
She traces a vein with the steel, and I can only watch, fear settling in combined with a degree of desire that only makes me harder under such a threat. Before I can beg for mercy for my manhood, she settles on top of my lap. The heat from her entrance hovers over my shaft, and she begins to descend onto me.
The feeling of her warmth and wetness caused me to gasp in satisfaction in an instant. Her fingers tug at the back of my head, whilst her other hand held the blade against my throat again, her naked breasts bouncing just behind the steel. Elenya begins to ride me, her thighs squeezing me in place.
Just as I was falling into ecstasy, a chorus of footsteps from afar break the mood. Elenya immediately withdraws from me, attempting to shrug back into her attire as fast as she can. She readies her sword and shield in a defensive stance until we both realize it is the three of the girls returning to the area. I merely sit in my spot, naked and exposed, awaiting my fate.
“What was it,” she asks the others.
“Hobgoblins,” Melyne says, then glances at Elenya and back to me. “Wait. You had sex with him?!”
“I-” Elenya starts. “He’s naked. It wasn’t like I made it easy on him. You left me here. I got bored.”
Melyne is staring at her now, mouth open, her eyes then move to me than back to Elenya, seeming at a loss for words.
I glance back, turn my gaze to the other girls. Iolanthe seems to have a smirk on her face. Rena looks torn between confusion, anger, and maybe jealousy.
“Maybe away from the succubus, he’ll be able to break free of her control,” Rena suggests. “Zephyros, be honest with us, do you-?”
“We should kill him,” Elenya decides as if trying to make up for what she enjoyed while the others were off fighting hobgoblins. “He’s obviously a traitor, and bringing back his dead body will earn us a lot of goodwill.”
“No, wait, we can’t kill him, not yet,” Iolanthe argues. “We have to make him talk. Find out what the succubus’s secrets are, what her weaknesses are, and where she is going, so we can hunt her down and kill her. He’s just a traitor. He gets alone us nothing. Calisto is what gets us what we want.”
So now it is a debate of whether to hand me over or to kill me right here or somehow use me to find out where Calisto has fled to or as bait. I have no idea where she is and what I know won’t really help, although it might keep me alive longer, and give me time to work on them to get free. I don’t think Calisto is coming back.
“Right,” I tell them. “You don’t have to kill me! There are places where I have met her; maybe she’s gone there. There’s a courtyard and a-”
And that’s where Rena gets involved and points out how powerful the succubus actually is.
“I think she’s cast a demonic spell on him,” Rena states. “He’s not responsible for what he’s done. She’s a succubus, right. We’ve learned what they do to men. I don’t think we can trust him until the spell has been removed.”
Even Iolanthe, at that point, agrees with her a little bit.
“Which means the best choice would be to try to draw her back to him,” she points out. “Since she does seem to like to feed on him. Maybe she’d like to finish her meal.”
The others look at me, all eyes on the mere 5 Threat Level I have remaining. Wait, wasn’t it 4 a moment ago?
“And there still might be some connection between the two of them,” Iolanthe now figures. “So, if we can use him to draw her out, that might give us a chance to kill her.”
“You don’t have to kill Calisto!” I protest.
“Yes, we do!” They all yell at me.
I think that is a mix between the jealousy that they have of her and her power over me and the prestige and levels up they will get from killing her. I know that I’ve broken the trust of my girls, but it seems that they are at least as angry at Calisto, as they are at me and maybe there was something I can do about that.
“She’s not coming back,” I tell them. “And you are going to have to release me for me to help you track her down.”
Now to let them get into a new argument over whether that is a good idea. And it goes on for a while. In the meantime, I am slowly recovering from the draining sex I had with Calisto. I had worried that her draining of my life force was permanent but can see that has risen to 6 already, so it’s only a matter of time before I will be able to break free of my bonds. Hopefully, I’ll probably be back up to my original levels in a few hours. So, I decide the best thing to do is to keep my girls arguing while I slowly restore to my full self and then am able to get away and catch up with my mistress to ensure her safety.
I have to admit the warrior women of my harem are really showing their true colors here. As they are different in combat and bed, they have their own motivations for whatever they were going to do to me when they get to it. The common thread, though, is that they all want me punished.
I think I’ve trained them pretty good all in all. In this messed up world, they are probably the best warriors at the moment, even if they are now fighting over what I have done to them and what they are planning on doing to me once they are done with Calisto. It is pretty perverse when I think about it. I figure Hades; the Great Administrator is probably laughing at us all right now. And if this probably isn’t going to end with me being killed in the most painful way possible, I’m finding each of them incredibly sexy, as angry as they are.
And maybe it is the fact that I am still in Calisto’s afterglow and from the hate sex with Elenya. I find myself still pretty aroused with what was going on around me, and once or twice, I get that look from one of the girls who notices it and is probably disturbed a little bit about that as well.




CHAPTER 9

And so the discussion continues over the next couple hours as the dusk approaches, but no decision is made what to do with me. The girls decide to wait until tomorrow as they are finding it hard to agree on anything. In the meantime, Elenya gathers some wood to make a fire, and the others find some water and eat a little from their ration pouches. Rena gets me some water and a little food, but most of our supplies are far away, and none of them are ready to try to figure out their next move.
As for myself, I’m still tied up, but over the hours, I can feel myself continuing to get stronger as my threat level continues to climb, hopefully back to where it used to be. They can see this too and wonder about it as well. Before long, though, I am going to be at their levels, and each of them knows they are going to have to do something with me before I’m back to being stronger than they are. But it’s not like I can help them much with what they want anyway. I don’t have any more information about Calisto than they do when it comes to her vulnerabilities.
And then, watching the flickering of the fire start to supplant the brightness of day as twilight approaches, I can feel the hair on the back of my neck start to stand on end. And I look around, but all I can see are my team though, and shadows and... wait. Is that my mistress?
I had thought that Calisto was gone for good, abandoning me once I had done my last job for her by replenishing her energy. And while the thought depresses me, I have come to the understanding that maybe it is for the best. After all, beyond cutting down Threat Level 1 soldiers of the army of amnesiacs, what use am I for more than just energy to feed her? Can’t she get energy from any man?
But apparently, she isn’t ready to toss me off yet. As my girls are arguing about exactly what horrible thing or things they are going to do to Calisto and how to overcome her immense threat level, my demon mistress appears, right out of the shadows.
For some reason, they don’t notice her. She locks gazes with me, then lifts a slender finger to her most kissable lips. Then the whole atmosphere around us changes. My team stops talking, and the girls start moving towards each other. Elenya towards Iolanthe; that’s not too surprising for what’s coming. But also, I see Rena approaching a suddenly hot and bothered looking Melyne.
It is unnerving yet captivating to watch the women suddenly become so engrossed with each other. They all shed their clothes, and their lips mash against each other’s in a hot frenzy. Rena removes her armor and clothing as she kisses Melyne, pressing her small body against the redheaded warrior woman’s larger, more voluptuous one. It is almost comical to see Melyne’s large breasts pressed into Rena’s tiny face but definitely does not discourage me from wanting to see more.
Elenya begins to shed Iolanthe’s clothing, leaving a trail of kisses from her neck to her breasts. They then descend to the floor, where Elenya is now on top of Iolanthe. Even though she is the shorter of the two, Iolanthe wraps her long legs around Elenya’s waist, and they grind their bodies together in slow, deliberate motion. Their breasts press against each other as they press their lips hard against each other’s; Iolanthe’s sweetly moans against Elenya’s parted mouth while she runs her hands down Elenya’s back to rest on her ass cheeks, squeezing them intermittently as they make love. It is normal to see them play with each other sexually, but I’ve never seen them so enraptured in each other’s pleasure.
Meanwhile, Rena is kneeling between Melyne’s legs to feast on her, causing Melyne to moan loudly behind her hand. I never imagined that Rena would ever be the more forward, the more dominant one in this kind of scenario, so it surprises me when she suddenly plunges her fingers deep into Melyne’s pussy, thrusting them in and out in quick thrusts. Yes, she has three fingers deep inside her while her tongue is busy with pleasing Melyne’s twitching clit. The sound of her wetness emanates from her entrance as Rena fingers her, with Melyne forcing her face into her crotch with her other hand.
And then the women tear themselves away from their partner and exchange with each other. Melyne now embracing Iolanthe, and Rena with the muscled Elenya.
Rena gets to the play the submissive now, as Elenya lifts Rena into her arms. Their mouths are planted on each other’s, tongues dancing between their lips. Rena arches her back, pressing her small breasts into Elenya’s chest as they make love. Their sweaty bodies grind against each other in a desperate, erratic pace; Elenya’s fingers find Rena’s clit while her other arm supports Rena’s small body. Seeing the dynamic between the two lights up something within me as I watch. I can’t look away.
Iolanthe and Melyne are sitting in front of each other, kissing in slow, passionate movements. The way they cradle each other leads me to believe there might actually be genuine love there. I must remember that these women are under Calisto’s spell, and what I’m seeing is merely a manipulation of will. Or is it? And what does that mean to how I feel about my succubus? Is it just from being enthralled?
The silver-haired woman climbs on top of Melyne, pinning her wrists above her head. Iolanthe takes to one of her large breasts, grazing her nipple with her teeth whilst maintaining eye contact. The frenzied heat from earlier transmuted into a slow, fiery passion between all the women. The campfire flickers, adding even more to the intensity in the erotic atmosphere around me. It almost seems like my girls all had these desires deep down, and the spell is merely a key to unlock those desires.
While Melyne and Iolanthe are passionately making love, Elenya has Rena on her back, grinding against her body while massaging the flesh between her legs. Rena’s ankles are held behind her head while Elenya dominates her, their pussies rubbing against each other in slow, wet strokes.
Melyne and Iolanthe are now in a double oral stimulation technique, with each of their faces buried deep between their legs. Iolanthe’s luxuriously long legs envelop Melyne’s fiery red mane, while Melyne’s big, round ass covers Iolanthe’s face.
Soon, a chorus of moans, whines, and exhales fill the air while Calisto quietly makes her way towards me.
I can’t conceal my arousal from watching all the women please each other, my growing erection hardening as I watch. I know the feeling must be fleeting, so I push down the growing arousal in anticipation of my demoness lover.
My eyes dart between the scene and my approaching mistress, who seems to be flickering between the shadows as she stays hidden. Loud moans fill the air, with all four women entangled with each other in a glorious orgy. They are well occupied as Calisto closes in, and my heart leaps at the sight of her beautiful face.
“I wondered if you could do that,” I say as she starts helping free me from my bonds.
“Where there is sexual desire, there is always a way,” she tells me with a smirk. “Don’t worry; they will be busy for a while. I have had some time to help use their desire for pleasure to guide them.”
In moments I am free, and there appears to be nothing my warrior women can do about it. Melyne and Iolanthe are both looking my way as I don my clothing and armor, but they don’t seem to be able to do anything but enjoy what they are doing or, like me, with Calisto, are unable to do otherwise.
I linger a while before allowing my mistress to lead me away from my naked and cavorting girls. I do feel a desire to stay and watch to see how things continue, but keep walking, knowing I dare not.
“How long?” I ask, glancing back into the fire lit carnal activities.
“Longer if I was stronger,” Calisto tells me. “But, I’m still weak, and I think that’s why I need you.”
She glances up at my status marker and smiles, nods.
“You are recovering quickly,” she says as we head off into the night, our way lit only by the glow of a bracelet she is wearing around her left wrist. “That is an unexpected pleasure.”
“You can keep taking as much as you want for me,” I tell her.
We’re out in an alleyway now, outside the ruined building out onto the alley overgrown with vines. From the stars above, I know she’s leading me through the crumbling maze in a southerly direction.
“Yes, of course,” she agrees. “But that can come later as I need your help to escape.”
That confession confuses me.
“What do you mean, escape?” I ask. “Wait.” I grab her arm to stop her. “Why did you come back? Not to save me?”
“No,” she says with a sigh. “Not exactly. Not entirely. You will find out why soon enough.”
She gazes ahead of us into the darkness.
“It seems your general has a lot more smarts than I gave him credit for,” she tells me. “My creatures are diminished to almost no threat at all now. I’ve been forced out of the protection of my fortress, and now I find the ways to my allies blocked by even more of his damnable army, which is everywhere I seek escape and in numbers too large for me to break through on my own.”
“So the energy I can give you won’t be enough,” I realize.
She sighs again. I feel for her despair, and want to comfort her, but I’m not used to the idea of her needing anything other than sex from me.
“No, it won’t,” Calisto agrees. “I need you to find a way for us to get away from my now lost kingdom, through the vast army that your leader Amyndas has placed in my way. And if I can’t, I won’t be able to join with the Gray Witch and rebuild the forces I will need to retake my territory.”
Calisto is radiating emotions I have never sensed from her before. Fear, resignation, vulnerability. I take her in my arms, just as I would Rena, Melyne, Iolanthe, or Elenya when they were suffering the same states. I had thought all I could give my mistress was my body. It seems now she needs more than that.
I hope I am up to the task.




CHAPTER 10

I am back up to most of my former strength now, a Threat Level of 15. As we make our way south through eerily quiet nighttime Komana, questions pop up in my mind about my succubus.
“How exactly do your powers work?” I wonder as we make a turn down an alley, through the bushes and weeds there under a tall half-broken archway to a wider thoroughfare. We’ve encountered no creature since escaping my team. Calisto’s creatures do seem to have been wiped out as she claims.
“They are demonic powers,” she tells me. “They work on most mortals and all my creatures. Some of what I can do requires more effort, such as compelling your team to pleasure each other’s desires. Men are much easier to manipulate.”
Of course, we are.
That did make me wonder what Amyndas knew and what he didn’t about the enemy, or whether he even cared. I did know he was willing to sacrifice thousands of souls just to get her out of the way, so he really doesn’t think that much of us, even if he is our leader. I still have no real answer why Hades condemned so many from Elysium paradise far above to such a fate. Komana doesn’t seem worth the suffering or the cost. What does it matter what creatures control the place?
“They consider us the enemy,” Calisto tells me. “There’s little more that I can say.”
Such thoughts made me wonder who exactly the good guy is here and who the bad guy in this situation is. This is something I had considered more and more about throughout my time here under the power of Calisto and while taking care of my team. Those with the most power here in Komana east or west seem to use everybody beneath them as their own personal playthings. Amyndas has his army of memory wiped dumdums, and Calisto has her creatures – or rather had – that she was uncaring where it came to them fighting and dying.
“Why did you come back for me?” I ask. “I gave you the energy you needed and a direct route out, and honestly, if you are fighting Amyndas’ army, at best, I’m good for handling a dozen or so tops.”
All I get from her as a reply is a shrug.
We reach a pool that glistens in the moonlight, reflecting almost perfectly the stars of the milky way above us.
“Let’s rest our feet,” I try, and Calisto agrees, so we sit on the lip of the pool, dipped our feet into the cool waters.
“Aren’t there enough of your creatures still stalking around the city to aid you?” I want to know.
“Maybe,” she says, glancing at me coyly in the moonlight. “But I don’t want them. They are just creatures. None of them are like you.”
That does feel good to hear.
“I came to understand I could not leave you behind,” she confesses. “I’m not sure why or what power compelled me to return to you, but that is what happened, and I obeyed.”
“What exactly does that mean?” I ask.
What sort of power could compel a Threat Level 100 succubus to come back for a mere mortal? How special am I really? Is it my memories that makes me different, is there something else to the body I am wearing, its energy? Is it the sex?
She shrugs again at my questions when I offer them.
“If I knew, I would say,” she tells me. “I just find you special. I have always been drawn to special things.”
It makes me wonder if there is something deeper between the two of us then. Something that goes beyond her just feeding off of me. Certainly, our sex has changed over time from just her ordering me to just do what she wanted, to gradually performing things that please me.
“I do not know,” she finally stops my questioning. “It is maybe fate itself which has brought us together. Maybe you are important in some way that I do not understand yet, so as fate decrees, I simply cannot allow a man as whole as you to be lost or die. Be grateful and shut up about it, please.”
“Okay, but where do we go now, if we can slip through Amyndas’ army?” I want to know.
“To find shelter with the Grey Witch,” she tells me. “She is much more powerful than I, and her minions are much more impressive than my goblins. I will then bargain with her for a force I can use to rebuild an army to again be able to fight for my territory. Your leader’s armies will not be a challenge for them.”
“Can’t you call her for help then, I mean now?” I ask. “If she is so powerful and your ally?”
“I have tried,” Calisto offers in complaint. “But she does not reply. Perhaps I am not the only one under attack. Do you know of other armies your General controls?”
I shake my head.
“So we are left to try on our own,” she states, sounding a little sad.
And, as far as I am aware, our best option at succeeding is probably my team, as they are likely the best equipped to do that. Rena has become an expert Scout. If Calisto could compel all of my team the way she has me, we might be able to do just that.
“Can you do more with my team?” I wonder. “Other than make them have sex with each other. Like you do with me.”
She shakes her head.
“It took time to begin to command those women of yours to act on their desires,” she tells me. “To obey me, when each of them wants to kill me, that is not even a power I possess. If they are to aid me, you must command them to do so.”
“Easier said than done,” I say, remembering how I left things.
As soon as they are back to themselves, I expect they will be after us again, thirsting for blood.
“Do you feel something in the water?” Calisto asks me out of the blue. “A touch of warmth?”
I do, it’s like a current in the pool that is warmer than the rest of the water. How strange.
“Let us follow it,” she says with a smile and begins to unwrap herself.
I follow suit, leaving my armor and clothes on the edge of the pool and follow my naked mistress deeper in without any further direction. And in the center of the pool, we find a warm upwelling that surrounds us.
Her raven hair trails behind her in the water in long tresses, with her hips swaying as she wades deeper in. I can’t keep my eyes off her voluptuous form as we make our way deeper into the warm water. Once we reach the center, she turns to me and snakes her arms around my neck.
Before I can say anything, Calisto plants a kiss on my lips. The kiss is soft, passionate, and tender, with her lips gingerly brushing my own. My hands rest on her hips underwater as our kiss deepens. I notice that as we kiss, it isn’t as hurried and rough as with any of our previous exchanges. Her fingers run through my hair, her long nails lightly scraping my scalp.
I exhale against her mouth, and she pulls away. There is a shift in the atmosphere between us, but it isn’t heavy with lust. Instead, I see a sense of… warmth in Calisto’s glowing embers of eyes. The same vulnerability from the castle is present here, though with a tinge of appreciation in them.
My hands move to her front, massaging her inner thighs with slow movements. Through the water, the sensation of her skin beneath my fingers is muddled. Calisto leans her head back, pushing her breasts towards me as she arches her back. With her hand, she scoops up a handful of water and trickles it down her body in slow rivulets.
I can’t help but catch the droplets with my tongue, following their path back to the valley between her breasts. Calisto cradles my head, her eyes closed. I take to one of her breasts as she trickles more water down her body, and I never take my eyes off of her beauty.
In the distance, I spot a large rock jutting out of the upwelling, which I assume can support Calisto’s body. She seems of a like mind and offers no resistance as I lead her to the rock. Bending over, my demoness lover splays herself out for me in full view; her pussy already visibly wet for me and not just from the pool.
Settling myself behind her, I grip her round ass and tease her with my tip. Tresses of wet hair are matted against her neck and back, and her wings are outstretched. She is like a goddess in the shimmering moonlight, and I trace her back with my hand. Then I penetrate her slowly, letting her feel every inch of me before plunging myself deep inside her.
Turning my mistress’s head to the side, she lets out a soft moan towards the water. Her back arches and her hips buck ever so slightly beneath me. With each thrust, I watch her ass jiggle against me; I reach my hands towards her soft breasts as we make love. Calisto is moaning sweetly, craning her head to look over her shoulder at me as I pound into her.
My pace becomes faster, though still in control. Calisto grips at the rock, and I can feel that she is acting more submissive than usual. Heat is growing between our bodies, and pressure is growing in my groin. My climax is approaching, and by her contracting walls, I can feel that hers is too. I grip strands of her hair and tug her head back, using her as support as my thrusts become more erratic.
She is screaming towards the sky, and I groan under my breath, feeling my orgasm approaching fast. With a few lasting pumps, I empty my seed inside her while she writhes beneath me in an orgasmic stupor.
This isn’t like the sex we’ve had before, something slower, less insistent, more human, but no less breathtaking. I’m not even certain that she has even taken energy from me, as I don’t feel the kind of weakness that has followed all our previous couplings. Perhaps this pool is like the fountain in the courtyards, because even I feel energized when we swim back.
When we are done, we return to our clothes and continue onward through the city until the clouds come in, and it is pitch black, and not even her glowing bracelet helps cut through the mists.
“The armies are not far,” Calisto tells me. “We should find a place to rest, and you can see tomorrow if there is a way through them in the light.”
I nod, and we search around, ultimately finding a small building hidden under vines, bushes, and weeds where we can huddle together for the rest of the night.
And there we hunker down and wait, providing each other or warmth while the world turns and ultimately will bring us light.




CHAPTER 11

Next morning, Calisto and I continue to move south, closer to where she tells me the army of emissaries has gathered to block and prevent her escape. We need high ground to get a better view of what we are facing, so I point to a broken overpass that we can climb to get a bird’s eye view of this quarter of Komana.
“I made the right decision to come back for you,” my mistress tells me after giving me a deep and energizing kiss.
From up above, the overall view is better, as the morning mists do not rise so high as where we are now standing. After climbing, we are able to look ahead and behind us to see we are now between a rock and a hard place. Ahead, in the distance, are clear signs that somehow a good-sized portion of Amyndas’ forces is stationed between us and the territory of Calisto’s ally, the Grey Witch. Behind us, I can make out four familiar figures snaking their way through the ruined city’s alleys towards our position.
“Why are you smiling?” Calisto asks me, turning to look where I am gazing.
“I guess we weren’t going to stay ahead of them for that long,” I point out. “Rena is the best scout there is, and they are the best raiding team in the emissary army.”
“It does appear you have trained them well,” my succubus agrees. “We cannot stay here, or risk being trapped. We must find a way past your Amyndas’ army before they reach us. I am not eager to slay your women.”
I appreciate that sentiment, odd as it sounds coming from a demoness with a 100 Threat Level, but things are about to get even more complicated.
After climbing down, we continue closer to the wall of warriors that are prepared for us. Just before we get close enough to maybe start working out a strategy to sneak past them, a column of large creatures suddenly appears from the south through the mists. There look to be several cyclops, ogres, even something that must be a hydra among the beasts. I climb up a mound of rocks to get a better view, then motion Calisto to who climbs up as well.
“What is that?” I ask her. She gazes south and smiles.
“It appears as though we will not have to sneak through my enemy’s lines after all,” she says. “My ally is coming to my aid. Those are the Grey Witch’s elite forces. They will crush your emissary army's mindless and will come to retrieve me- us. Soon, my lover, soon we will be free and safe in her territory.”
“Are you certain they are powerful enough,” I ask, thinking it Amyndas was smart enough to place his army where it was, he would have expected an attack from another demon lord. Calisto, however, is confident.
“The Grey witch would not send any force which could be defeated,” she tells me.
And that appears to be the case. I can see that the army is responding to the sudden attack, but their efforts do not slow down the monsters in the least. They march right through the lines, cutting through what looks like hundreds of warriors on their way straight for us.
“Come with me,” Calisto urges, taking my hand. “We must go to meet them.”
I wonder if we are going to make it in time. As we head closer across what seems like a vast open field, I can see more of the emissary army approaching from east and west of where the column of monsters had broken through, in what looks like an effort to converge on where Calisto’s ally’s elite forces are headed. Also, my girls appeared in the north, and are picking up their pace. It looks like we’re going to end up in the middle of this mess, no matter what we do now.
“This looks like it’s going to be a big fight,” I suggest.
“Then you must try to survive however you can,” my mistress tells me, then glances up at my threat rating. I am back up to my full Threat Level. “Defend me. Do not fall.”
We close in on the creature column, but before we reach it, she turns to me, grasps my arm to hold me back from going any further.
“Stay here,” Calisto orders. “I must meet them alone.”
“But you brought me along to protect you,” I protest, seeing the high Threat Levels of the creatures in the column. “What if they attack you?”
“They will not, but as you are a man, they will attack you,” she warns. “I will not be able to stop them from killing you, my lover. Please.”
And so I obey. I can’t help if I am dead.
So I obey my mistress, however reluctantly, watching worriedly as she heads forward to the column which quickly surrounds Calisto protectively, leaving me on outside of their circle, far enough away it seems not to be deemed an immediate threat. So now I’m not finding myself in battle against her ally’s monsters regiment but still left to fend for myself against the emissary soldiers who are marching towards us en mass.
I am still left with a choice of who I am going to fight, though. Do I battle the amnesiac multitude that Amyndas is sending, or do I face my team? I choose my team, and for more than one reason. Firstly, as strong as they have gotten, I do not want them fighting creatures who have threat values in the 20s, 30s, and higher. One or more of them will surely get killed. Secondly, I don’t think that they will try to kill me, at least not before they can get a shot at Calisto, so I do have an advantage here. Also, there are only four of them, and I know how each one of them fights. On the other side of the battle, I will likely be buried in dozens, if not hundreds of soldiers. Even at full strength, I can’t take that on.
I move back from the monsters encircling Calisto and face the four, Rena, Melyne, Iolanthe, and Elenya. They are glaring at me, weapons ready, ready to fight. Oh, they look amazing, and each totally fuckable.
“You all look refreshed,” I tell them. “Had a good night, did you?”
A mix of reactions cross the faces of my girls. Rena looks embarrassed, Melyne infuriated, Elenya tightens her lips, and Iolanthe, nonplussed. I can see they glance up at my status and see I am back to full strength.
“You cannot defeat all of us,” Melyne growls at me. I do love her growl. “Not even at full Threat Level.”
“Who says that’s my plan?” I smirk back at her, and she just shudders in rage. “You know I love you, all of you.”
I invite them with a gesture of my left hand. I’m sure that incense the other three as well.
“Let’s see what you can do,” I say, and raise my sword.
Suddenly, I am engulfed in a swirl of battle with my team, who are now surrounding me, and attacking from each direction, Melyne with her long blade, Elenya with her spiked shield, Iolanthe stabbing with her javelins and even Rena with her twin short swords.
I hold them off, spin and dodge, so I’m only facing maybe two of their attacks at once and am able to parry a slash by Melyne while ducking jabs of Iolanthe’s short spears. The next moment Elenya’s shield hits me, knocked to the ground. Rena’s blades come down on me, intending I think to cross over my neck and force me to surrender or be decapitated, but I kick her back, roll away in the dust and am back on my feet, to face Melyne and Rena as she bounced back to her feet and comes at me again.
This incredible dance goes on for longer than I planned but is no less arousing for it. Moments later, I kick Melyne’s legs out from under her and then have to roll over her as Elenya’s shield slices through the air, nearly decapitating me again. I am detecting a theme here.
Soon I am back to being surrounded by them, but I am forced to stop, as all of my attention is taken elsewhere.
“We are departing”, Calisto’s voice echoes through the Scry Gem. “They will not take you, my lover. Find me. Save me. Fight for your women. Grow stronger. I need you to be stronger!” Then the gem shatters in pieces, probably due to the extended use I put into it.
I stand there, bewildered at the command I’ve been given, and lower my blade. This confuses the girls as well, and they hesitate. Then I look up and see a Threat Level 32 giant cyclops coming towards us, a tree-sized club in its massive fists.
“Positions!” I yell, pointing up at the huge monstrosity lumbering towards us.
They all turn as one and see the giant creature coming for us. Instantly, and without question, my girls get into position to fight. And that is precisely what we do.
As it’s our most effective tactic, I, Rena and Melyne, attack it from each side while Iolanthe fires javelins at its midsection and its head. The cyclops roars as our blades sink into and slash the flesh of its legs. The giant club slams into the ground around us as we dodge its blows. Each thump shakes the ground beneath our feet. I notice it seems especially focused on Melyne, possibly her red hair specifically.
“Dodge back,” I order her, and she obeys.
The cyclops overextends, and once it slams down its club again, I can see that it is now unbalanced.
I yell to Elenya, “hit its right leg!”
She charges, and the cyclops tumbles heavily to the ground, impacting it so hard, we are all almost knocked from our feet. Prone, we all can attack its vulnerable spots in its torso and its eye. Soon it is done. But so is the battle. When I turn around, the Grey Witch’s elite is gone, carrying my mistress away to the other demon lord’s territory. And as no good deed goes unpunished, I now find myself surrounded by my team, each of their bloodied weapons pointed at my throat.
“Drop your blade,” Melyne barks the order, and the others repeat it.
I sigh and drop my blade. I have my orders.
I am caught again, disarmed, and held by team as they wait for the emissary army to finish battling the one or two giant creatures who remained to hold the rear of their column as Calisto is carried far away.
I watch the column fade into the haze; there is nothing left for me to do but accept now whatever fate is to come for betraying the emissaries. Not to mention, for betraying my fighter’s, my harem, my team, for betraying everything I’ve been here to do for my succubus. And this includes abandoning her to fight for my girls. I am now completely surrounded and helpless. How am I going to accomplish what Calisto had commanded?




CHAPTER 12

It seems my end is nigh, and this is about the end of the story I have to tell.
I fail to convince anyone that my actions haven’t been my own, that I only betrayed the cause of the emissaries because I was bewitched by a succubus who possesses an insane degree of power of persuasion. Could be that I wasn’t very convincing. Because if I am going, to be honest with myself, I’ve never had any trouble with the idea of betraying He who put me here. Maybe Calisto just knew what I was, and I went with it because I was always going to anyway.
Amyndas is taking his time with my trial. I’ve been jailed in a stone building away from emissary headquarters, under guard, and seemingly left to rot. It’s been a week since I’ve seen anybody other than the guard who brings me my daily bread and water. The only light in my cell comes from a barred window high above my head and is impossible to reach as the walls are made of some smooth stone. The door is made of iron and impossible to bash through, as my sore shoulder will attest. I am bored to death.
Giving up, I bitterly bemoan my fate and rail at whoever I’m thinking about at the moment. I know it’s only been a week, but in this cell, surrounded by a cold stone on all sides, it feels like it’s been a lot longer.
However, that night, I am woken up by a stab to my midsection. I jerk awake and look around. There is a torch now brightening my cell, and two figures standing by the hard slab of wood I have been provided to sleep on. It’s Rena and Iolanthe standing there in their under tunics. But they aren’t unarmed. Rena has one of her short swords in hand, Iolanthe holds hers.
“You seem to be holding up well,” Iolanthe tells me, her eyes wandering over my own undertunic-clad body as I sit up.
Rena is smiling that little crooked smiles of hers.
I’m surprised by this because it seems that I might be getting at least a little pleasure before I am done for good, whether I’m mind wiped or executed.
“Is this the prisoner’s last request?” I wonder. “How did you two get in here anyway?”
Rena offers a snort.
“I can get into anywhere I want,” she tells me, glancing for a moment up to her Threat Level 16 status. “Those Level 4 guards didn’t see a thing.”
“So, what now?” I say, getting up. “Are you two here to free me or kill me?”
“Not sure yet. But I believe what you told us,” Rena says. “I believe that you’ve been under the control of the succubus for a long time and that she has regularly called you back into her clutches to reinforce her power over you.”
Okay.
“We’ve not forgotten what happened when she used her power against us,” Iolanthe says. “How strong it was and how we couldn’t possibly resist even if we wanted to, but also how it faded once she was departed.”
“And that is what we can do to save you from her,” Rena adds, her free hand rising to caress one breast then another. “Given what you are to us and what we are to you, we have to try. Speak honestly and tell and tell us how you feel about us.”
And so I do. I tell her how much our bonds meant to me, how proud I am of them, and how much I admire them as the warrior women that they are. I also add that I find sex with them to be amazing and wonder where Melyne and Elenya are.
“Elenya, you know, is not an expert at sneaking around,” Iolanthe tells me. “Melyne is still angry with you, but she will come around. She was still enraged only a couple of days ago.”
Her free hand is lowering to below her waist. I can feel all my blood headed in that direction as well.
“We want to see if we can overcome the power the succubus holds over you,” Rena says. “Now that we know she controls you, we can make sure that her power has some real competition. If you are thinking of what we can do together all the time, then you won’t be thinking of her, will you?”
“Probably not,” I agree, now fully at attention.
“I think we should try then,” Rena says, turning to Iolanthe, “to break whatever magic she has cast on him, to make sure that he’s ours and ours alone.”
“I think we should too,” Iolanthe agrees, “And once he is ours entirely, we will be able to use him to get our revenge on the demon. She won’t see us coming when she calls on him again, and we will be able to catch her off guard.”
I knew there was a catch. They still want to kill the enemy succubus and want me to help them. I was more fucked than ever before. Calisto wants me to save her and protect them at the same time, and now... If I survive this, my life is going to become so much more complicated than it’s ever been.
“I’m standing right here, you know,” I tell them.
“I can see that,” Iolanthe says and reaches out with her sword to lift my tunic to see what’s going on beneath it.
Rena is already taking off her tunic, the light from the torch rippling over her gorgeous naked lithe curves.
“Thinking about how the succubus is so fixated on you,” Iolanthe continues, lowering the blade again, her voice going throatily sexy, “It makes me wonder. How is it that you have kept her interest for so long? I think you’ve been holding out on us. Have you been holding out on us, Zephyros?”
She drops her blade and pulls her tunic off her tunic to reveal her own luscious flesh. At this point, I see no reason not to get naked myself. The girl’s gazes and lascivious grins show they approve.
“How much time do we have?” Iolanthe asks her partner.
“Until the torch goes out,” Rena says, stepping seductively towards me. “That’s a couple of hours at the most, until the next guard change.”
Iolanthe stretches and then follows suit. They are soon standing right in front of me, and each one of us is now breathing raggedly in anticipation.
“You have that long to prove us right,” Iolanthe says, licking her lips. “What’s your answer, Zephyros?”
“What’s your answer?” Rena echoes in a purr, her finger one searing caress starting at my collarbone and heading down my chest, then continuing down. “Are you going to aid us in every way we demand? As we will do for you at your command?”
I can feel the heat coming off them, the hunger, and I can’t say anything other than, “oh yes.”
What other choice do I have than to surrender myself to these two beautiful women?
They both approach me, mischievous smirks on their lips. Iolanthe kneels beside me, her cool hands massaging my back and torso while Rena kneels in front of me.
Both women begin to kiss my body, with Rena’s kisses being gentler and delicate; Iolanthe is overly eager, mashing her mouth against mine in a desperate kind of frenzy. Rena’s small hands grip my shaft and testicles, massaging them with extra care.
I watch as I begin to harden even more beneath her touch, and Rena’s eyes widen with excitement. Precum builds at my tip, which she circles with her fingers very delicately.
“I missed this,” Rena breathes against me, causing my member to twitch against her lips. She eyes me for a moment before taking me into her mouth completely. Instantly, I feel myself melt within the heat and wetness that surrounds me, my tip already grazing the opening of her small, tight throat. A small gag erupts from her throat but doesn’t stop her from taking me in even deeper. I let out a sigh of content, leaning back against my elbows as Rena sucks me off.
Iolanthe brings my hands to her perky breasts while we kiss, her moans seeping into my mouth. My hands explore her long legs and dare to slip between her thighs to stimulate her pussy. Our kiss becomes heated and frenzied, and trails of saliva drag behind once Iolanthe pulls away from me. Her lips are raw and supple, eyes glazed with lust. Suddenly, she stands and kneels above me to where her rear was directly in my face.
“Feast on me, Zephyros,” Iolanthe requests in an almost desperate tone, her hands caressing my stomach.
I spread her lips apart with my fingers, completely entranced by her wetness and the pink entrance that awaits me. Without any delay, I lean forward and flick her clit with my tongue. Immediately, Iolanthe lets out a gasp, lowering her body even closer to my face. Enveloped on my shaft are Rena’s two small hands, twisting and swirling around me in a tight, wet rhythm. I begin to eat her out as Rena is deep throating me, wet gags emanating from her throat.
Once I was getting close to orgasm, I feel cold air envelop my shaft. I realize that Rena has pulled away from me, then that sensation gets replaced by a tighter, wetter sensation. Rena penetrates herself with my shaft, and I moan against Iolanthe’s pussy from the feeling. The smaller woman starts to ride me vigorously, practically bouncing on top of me with all of her might.
Iolanthe rides my face almost to the point where I have to catch pockets of air between each motion. She is sweet and carnal, and her action ignites a fire deep within me that energizes me even more. I thrust my hips upwards to meet Rena in the middle, my tip grazing her cervix with each thrust. The small-framed woman is moaning and running her fingers through her hair; lips parted in a small O from the pleasure she is enjoying.
Wetness is surrounding me on both ends of my body, and I feel myself beginning to approach climax. Iolanthe is slamming herself against my face while Rena is contracting wildly around me. I grip Rena’s hair with a free hand and thrust myself even deeper down her throat. I can see the outline of my shaft through her neck, which oddly enough adds to the experience.
I’m buckling inside Rena’s mouth, and both women seem to realize that I’m close. They both quickly withdraw and take their places on each side of my shaft.
“Finish on our faces,” Iolanthe demands, trailing her long, wet tongue up and down my member.
Rena takes the other side, cupping my testicles in my hand while looking me in the eyes. The sight of both women licking and sucking me is sending my mind into a frenzy, and my hips begin to buck. I cup both of their faces in my palms, releasing the pressure in my groin.
Spurts of cum spray onto each of their faces, landing in their open mouths and closed eyelids. I’m surprised at how much is released from me. Rivulets of it dribbling from their cheeks and onto the floor. I see some managed to brush their perky breasts, and on their bellies as well. After I manage to finish after a few seconds, both women curl up next to me with a few giggles.
“Well, I can see that you are not completely bewitched,” Rena purrs in my ear, trailing a finger up and down my torso.
Iolanthe nods in agreement, leaving kisses on my neck.
And I am left to wonder where my fate will lead me now.
CONTINUED…
Dear Reader, a minute of your time please!
I want to thank you, for coming along on this ride. I hope you had as much fun as I did. If so, please consider writing a review on my Amazon book page. I'm truly grateful for all feedback! If you have any questions, complaints or suggestions, I'm happy to hear them all. Just shoot me a message.
Cheers,
Alex Itsios
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