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Chapter 1

“Get up and come with us,” The two Emissary guards tell me, before one of them spits on the floor in contempt. “The General has decided to release you.”
After confining me for almost six weeks in this tiny prison, Amyndas has finally decided to end my incarceration. I’m surprised it’s happened. Even though Iolanthe and Rena have been able to sneak in a few times, they couldn’t tell me what my final fate might be. Personally, I don’t think they have much power to sway our great leader, so what’s up?
I had accepted my fate, even though it did mean that I wouldn’t be able to honor my mistress’s last wishes, but what else was I going to do? If anyone was coming to save me, I’m sure they would have done so by now.
But no, General Amyndas now sends his guards to release me and brings me to his presence. They even provide me with my armor and sword, as some sort of weird token. I’m not sure which it is, either from mocking or respect. I am soon going to find out.
They march me out of my prison and all the way to the general’s headquarters. I do sense something different about the emissary encampment. Its quieter, there’s a scent of smoke in the air, not to mention death and moaning.
Soon, we arrive at the general’s office and I am placed in Amyndas’ powerful presence. The war table here is littered with figures over the map of Komana, but it looks like chaos to me and it makes little else.
“You can understand that I’m a little confused,” I reply after he greets me. “You’re freeing me, why?” I want to know.
“You have served your time,” Amyndas growls at me in his low-pitched voice. “And you still have some use to the Emissary army, even though you have committed the grave crime of treason. Or is it that you wish to be placed back in your prison. Execution can be arranged as well.”
“No,” I decide. “Sir.”
“I have heard that you’ve agreed to lead your team again by its members. That you have made an oath to act on their behalf. Is that true? Do not lie to me,” he tells me with his booming voice, staring me eye to eye, evaluating my every move.
“I have so agreed,” I tell him truthfully. Maybe the girls have played a part in my release after all.
“Very good. Then you will return your tent and await your orders,” he commands me. “Understand, you are on a short leash Zephyros. This is not a pardon.”
And that’s it. I am let out of his office, unlocked from my chains, and even my guards abandon me. Of course, I’m sure that someone is watching me. There’s no way they think that I’m somehow reformed from my traitorous ways. And it’s not like I can just go and run to my mistress. After all, I have no idea where she is.
This is not a pardon, echoes in my mind.
I return to my team’s tent, noting that several raider tents along the way look empty, unused. Once home, I find my four girls in the midst of training, preparing their equipment. They look up, eyeing me speculatively when I enter. I guess this is no surprise to them. I can see that each of them has gained a couple Threat Levels in my absence.
“So the General spoke true,” Melyne says as she stands up in her undertunic, brushing back her wavy red hair, her curves gaining my attention.
Her gaze smolders in my direction. I hadn’t realized how much I miss her.
“What’s going to happen now?” I wonder.
“Fighting,” Iolanthe tells me from where she is lounging her long body. “The most probable reason that you have been released, is the fact that we are losing the war against the demon lords.”
“What do you mean?” I ask accepting a goblet of wine from lithe Rena and giving her a smile. “Calisto is exiled.”
“But still our army had been gradually losing ground,” Melyne states. “There aren’t enough Emissaries to defend the succubus’ territory. It seems that our great general didn’t plan for taking such a large section of Komana. The city is full of holes.” She stabs at the air with her blade.
“We’ve been very busy,” Elenya says from where she’s working as always on her shield. “As you can no doubt see.”
And I can. They’re still not quite up to my level but they are closing in on it.[AI1]
“And what about the succubus Calisto?” Melyne wonders. I can still see that she’s mad at me, but not the fury she had before. “Are you still her devoted slave?”
Iolanthe and Rena turn to her with narrowed gazes, suggesting that there has been some disagreement between them.
Honestly, I’m not quite sure. I know that I’m still committed to her final command, and that is to take care of my girls and save her somehow. But it’s been weeks since I’ve seen my mistress, and I’m not sure if that’s actually what I want or if it’s her order and I’m still acting as a slave. Maybe once I’m in her presence again things will be different.
“Not that I feel,” I tell my redheaded warrior woman and nod to the two who came to my prison cell. “Maybe what Rena and Iolanthe believe is true.”
“We have been addressed on that by Amyndas,” Melyne confesses, her arms crossed, as if she still doesn’t want to give an inch. “He has told us that the succubus charm should have faded from you by now.”
Well I suppose if anyone here has any idea about the succubus in her powers, it would have to be the general. Although I do wonder why the girls would have kept that from me. Then again, they also didn’t share how badly things have been going with the war either. Hmm.
“But we’ve been told we should keep an eye on you, lest you stray again,” she adds with a twist of her luscious red lips.
“So I guess the losses from the attack on the fortress were enough to force our general’s hand in retreating from all of Calisto’s territory?” I say, bringing the topic around, taking a seat. Rena sits beside me, refills my goblet. “Haven’t reinforcements been sent to replace the dead?”
“Not only were losses from the conquest of the fortress staggering,” Iolanthe says. “But the Grey Witch, who so far had acted in a more reserved manner, has decided to unleash the full extent of her powers against us and now her monsters are ravaging as deeply as our headquarters. Just three days ago a cyclops broke through the cordon.”
“We’ve lost both regular soldiers and raiders,” Rena tells me. “It’s been very hard to kill any of these great monsters, their Threat Levels are so high. Even the General has been called upon to battle.”
That is something I’d have like to have seen.
“Even though we have been sent new reserves en masse, as you remember, they have no training and soon, the enemy will be before our gates again,” she adds. “Things have been terrible for us in the past six weeks.”
“We’ve been treated like pariahs,” Elenya growls. “After your betrayal, suspicion has fallen on us that we are Calisto’s spies. We only get sent on suicide missions now.”
I glance to the others, who nod.
“Perhaps it is ironic that we have survived because of how you trained us,” Iolanthe completes the thought. “It seems it’s because of you, that we are both loathed and envied.”
All in all, I understand now why Amyndas has finally let me out of my cage. He’s fucking desperate.
“There is something else, Zephyros,” Melyne says, her voice hinting at a new complaint.
“No, I kind of expected that I wouldn’t be released so easily,” I agree. “What more?”
“We’re not allowed to choose our own missions,” she says.
“Well, who does then?” I wonder. “I would doubt it’s Amyndas commanding us directly. Who do we have to kneel to?”
“We have been put under Hector’s command,” she offers bitterly.
Of course that is what the General would do. He would put me and my team under the command of my greatest rival. I suppose before I would’ve been more upset but these days not so much. I’m just happy to be out of the prison for the moment. And it isn’t like we haven’t been able to find some way to work with the arrogant Hector. What comes from it, we’ll figure out later.
“In fact, we’ve been put on a mission by Lord Hector,” Iolanthe tells me with a sneer on her lips. “Given that even our Headquarters are in trouble, and we know Komana better than any others, we’ve been given the mission to intercept any large force that comes this way.”
This is certainly a lot tougher than what we ever did before, like driving Calisto out of her territory.
“Then we fight,” I tell them, “and we prove to anyone else that we are the best of the best.”
When we meet at sunrise with our commander, Hector seems as ambiguous about the whole thing as Iolanthe, but no more pessimistic. He’s reached level 30 himself now.
“Try not to die,” he tells me with a fake smile. “But don’t expect it to be easy not to. Suicide missions are certainly not anything less than you deserve.”




Chapter 2

The first day I am back to fighting, we engage in a short battle where we fend off a band of goblinoids, as a reintroduction to battle. Green creatures hopping out of the ruins and surrounding us. The girls are organized, but I’m mostly left on my own, facing five of the nits, swinging my sword. I decapitate one, eviscerate another, cut a third in half. When the other two run, I throw my blade and kill a fourth.
“Easy for now,” Melyne tells me as she wipes down her blade. “But you’ve always been lucky.”
And she’s right. It gets a lot harder the next battle. It’s a trio of cyclopes, in addition to the goblins. It’s a run and fight battle. A cyclops swings his club into the wall and Rena and I run away from it, while bricks and mortar rain down on us, and fortunately, on the cyclops as well.
That’s the opportunity I’ve been waiting. While the creature is in disarray, I shout to Melyne, “Now!” And we both sprint out to stab the giant’s left leg, forcing a guttural scream out of it.
The cyclops growls and starts pursuing the two of us. We run again, leaving it bleeding, limping and screaming behind. When it finally stumbles, we turn to attack it with all we’ve got. This time, it’s Rena who stabs it through its eye and kills it.
After having killed the trio of cyclopes, a high-level hydra makes its appearance. We end up fighting the nasty creature for several hours through the ruins.
Melyne is trying to catch her breath from the exhaustion. It’s a miracle we’re still alive and unharmed after so many battles. It’s as if someone turned the difficulty to hardcore…
I claim one of the beast’s heads and then Iolanthe manages to make her move.
“One more head,” Iolanthe confirms.
We finally manage to cut off a couple of the beast’s heads, but now Elenya is too injured to fight, having had her shield bitten by two of the monster’s other heads. The rest of us have to fight harder to cut a third, fourth and finally the last head. It takes us a couple hours to clean all the blood from that battle off our armor and clothing.
Despite what lingering resentments my team might have for me, not to mention each other, I detect there’s one thing that keeps us focused and united as before. None of them want to die fighting these monsters. In addition, I’m under the strongest of instructions not to let that happen, even if I wanted to, so if I have any say in it, that’s not going to happen. That’s also an indication that I’m still under my mistress’ command.
I watch Elenya who’s heavily injured. The others worry that she’s not gonna make it and they’re right. But, I have a small advantage, one I haven’t revealed to them yet, and that is that I hold certain knowledge of the city, one I’ve obtained from my relationship with Calisto. I’m the only one who knows about the healing fountain. It’s time we go there. Once we reach the fountain, my girls are surprised and impressed by its magic.
“What is this?” Rena wonders after taking a drink from the glittering waters.
“Waters of life,” I tell her as I start removing my blood-soaked clothing and motion the girls to follow suit.
They all strip down and enter the waters with me, enjoying the healing of their wounds. They touch each other with curiosity, seeing and feeling their wounds turn to mere reddish marks. They even decide to play and start splashing the waters at each other’s nubile and naked bodies.
It takes Elenya to heal some more time and she now looks at me with curiosity and worry, as if I performed some kind of evil magic to them.
“That’s a secret,” I explain. “Never mention this. You need to keep our secrets because if this gets out, were never going to get a chance to use it again.”
She nods, dismissing any sign of worry and distrust.
Now that I’ve gotten the chance to come to this place after so much time, it bothers me that I’m not able to communicate with my mistress through the fountain’s waters. It seems no longer possible, even though I focus my thoughts on her. Nonetheless, the fountain comes handy at our current state and we’re going to make more use of its magic.
We sleep there for the night and the next day we get back to “Lord” Hector to get our new assignments. As the days pass and we continue to be successful battling the toughest monsters, it’s becoming obvious to me, and the girls, that Hector assigns us repeatedly to the most dangerous choke points to protect. Always putting us in the vanguard, allowing us less and less time to rest. To be honest, it’s not just us who’ve been pressured. Our fellow raiders are dying around us, so I’m not sure I can blame him. It doesn’t seem like my silver haired rival is getting much rest either.
But there’s also some relief to be found. I finally get some time to spend with Melyne. She’s still angry of course. But she seems to have channeled that anger into battle and sex, and also towards the forces that manipulate us. I think she’s picked up the idea and understanding that we really don’t have any control here over our fates, whether it is Amyndas giving us orders or Calisto controlling our lust. At last, we have a chance alone to release the sexual tension between us, which has reached a boiling point.
I wrap my hands around her waist, and she looks up at me hesitantly through the part of her red bangs. The anger is still there in her eyes, though there is a familiar softness in them; which tells me she still yearns for me despite what has transpired. I go to cup her cheek, and she leans into my palm with her eyes closed. She has missed my touch as much as I have missed hers.
Our faces grow closer; our lips hovering just millimeters away. I feel her hands touch my bare chest, her nimble fingers circling the skin between my pectorals. Finally, our lips meet and I taste the salt on her lips. We kiss softly and hesitantly at first, almost as if we are rediscovering our physical bodies like when we first met. But with each slow peck, we fall into the familiar, heated rhythm again; the kiss deepening into a slow dancing of tongues.
A heat grows in my groin as my tongue explores her open mouth, wanting to taste other parts of her body. Pulling away, I meet her gaze with a smirk as I start to kiss her neck and descend even lower. She parts her legs for me as my head dips underwater to meet the area between her thighs. Holding my breath, I caress her exposed clit with my tongue with a few flicking motions. Being underwater, the sensation of her flesh on my tongue is a muted one; the water causes my nerves to work harder to decipher between the various dips of her skin.
Melyne seems to enjoy what I’m doing, because her hands dip into the water to grip both sides of my head. She moves my face to move in a faster, harder pace. My face is practically shoved against her as I please her, and the urge to rise for air washes over me. I break away from her to gasp for air, and I’m met with the muffled sounds of Melyne laughing.
“Do you want to drown me, woman?” I cough, attempting to shoot a glare at her through blurry vision.
“That’s too bad. I was enjoying that.”
I can’t help but smirk at her tease. Standing from the water, I begin to guide her to a rock that protrudes from the center of the pool; the same rock in which Calisto and I made love before. The sight of it brings back feelings of wanting, but still, it is only a foggy memory in my mind.
Melyne climbs upon the rock, her legs still dipped into the water. My lips instantly find the valley in between her breasts, and I see a droplet of water cascade down her left breast. I catch the droplet with my tongue as it meets her nipple, taking her whole breast into my mouth. While I caress her breast with one hand, my other hand occupies itself between her legs. Short exhales escape her lips, her head cocked backwards as she takes in the pleasure.
She is tight and wet around my fingers, contracting as I circle her favorite spot. Feeling how tight she is, I decide I can’t hold back anymore. My mouth parts from her supple breast with a wet pop, and I settle myself between her legs. Melyne leans back, her red mane spread across the rock behind her and legs spread wide for me. Flashes of Calisto cross my mind, but they quickly disappear once I slide inside.
Instantly, waves of tingles and euphoria wash over me. Every part of me is overcome with immense pleasure and ecstasy; I exhale slowly, soaking in the sensation of it all. Melyne reaches a hand down to stimulate her clit as I drive myself deeper. As our pace quickens, her large breasts are bouncing and her eyes lock onto mine.
I can’t help but focus on her neck, where her heart beat is pumping through the skin. I haven’t been inside Melyne in such a long time; and I forget how good her body feels surrounding me. Her legs rise from the water to wrap around my waist as I thrust inside her, droplets cascading down my back. Her arms wrap around my neck and like a snake catching its prey, her limbs surround me in a tight grasp. Our bodies roll into a synchronized rhythm, and I feel myself approaching climax quickly.
Cupping the nape of her neck, I bring her lips to mine again. The kiss is desperate, mashed together in an erratic exchange of kisses.
“I’m close,” I whisper against her lips, my hands tangled in her red locks.
“Good,” She simply whispers back, and she tightens her grasp around me. She wants me to finish inside her.
I submit to her body now, the prey succumbing to the snake. I use the rock next to her head as support, with my other hand tucked under her waist. My thrusts become frenzied, my hips bucking against her body with all of my strength. It doesn’t take long before I’m shooting my seed deep inside her womb; filling her up to the brim.
My head finds solace in the crook of her neck, heavy exhales escaping my body. I feel her arms loosen around me, and she caresses me as if to soothe my post-orgasmic stupor.
“All we have is right now,” she tells me when I asked her about why she doesn’t want to kill me, as she had before. “We could be dead tomorrow whatever we do. To Amyndas, to Hector, we are dispensable.”
It seems she’s a lot of time to think about what’s been going on while her and the other girls have been fighting to survive while I was imprisoned. It doesn’t change for her much, except that I’m here again. The free time has given her time to think and wonder.
“And we’re proving them wrong,” I tell her. “We’re better than they think we are, and we survived longer than anyone else could.”
“I’m tired,” she tells me, and I show her that she can still be aroused. “No, not from that! And even using your pool, all that has come to, is making them think we’re even more expendable than they were before. Where is this going to lead? I’m starting to think that maybe, just maybe, we’re working for the wrong side.”
I can’t argue with that statement, and she knows I can’t. But I think it’s interesting that my girls are finally starting to come around to that opinion themselves. And all it’s taken, is being worked to death in battle. Almost!
Now my team and me are all in jeopardy in every way. As the days pass, we get even less rest and we know we won’t last for long. The only possible benefit is that we’ve now increased our levels more and now we’re stronger. At least, that’s Iolanthe’s idea. But if this keeps going on, it’s a matter of time before we perish. We have to ensure an actual chance of survival.
While we have managed to take advantage of the pool to recover our health the next day, tat we hear the sound of distant horns. A warning. Another big force is coming out the headquarters from the city. Another one?!
“Who’s dealing with that,” Rena wonders. “That’s the second today!”
At least half our other raider teams have been killed by now. And even though Elysium seems to be sending more victims to be thrown to their permanent deaths, they are not up to battling creatures that are level 30 or 40 which the Grey Witch is sending after us.
“Has to be Hector,” I decide. “Maybe this is yet another opportunity for us to save his ass.”
And it is. We come across the biggest force yet, ten cyclopes that are supported by dozens of goblins. Hector, his team and the Emissary recruits with him are cornered, but we manage to show up just in time.




Chapter 3

By the time we reach them, the monsters have overwhelmed Hector and his forces. Trapped in a cul-de-sac, they’re going to have to sacrifice a lot to get out of. Devastated from how he’s lost all his cannon fodder, we see Hector deciding to concentrate his force and let whoever is going to die, die. However, we show up refreshed from the pool, with the intent to counter that strategy.
The first obstacle in our way, is a band of goblins, but they are easily dealt with. Each of us can handle three of the little monsters at a time, without them drawing a single drop our blood. We stab, slash and Elenya watches our backs and bashes with her repaired shield.
The next stage of the fight is tougher. As we have to cut down a pair of cyclopes, in order to open a path for Hector and his soldiers to come out alive. This means we have to split our attacks. Rena, Iolanthe and Elenya take the first one, while I and Melyne take the other. Soon, the cyclopes turn on us with their massive clubs.
I sink my blade in the cyclops massive thigh, while he swings his club down at Melyne. She leaps back just in time, as the petrified club crashes down, hitting the ground. The loud blow sends flagstone’s flying. Several of them strike me hard as I pull my blade out. The gush of blood spatters me as the beast turns its one eye over at me.
The gush from the monster’s artery is enough to make the stones beneath me slip. I barely stay on my feet, while trying to avoid the next, devastating swing. Unfortunately, the club clips me and knocks me tumbling across the weed-strewn avenue, as the giant roars in pain.
The good thing is that the cyclops is already bleeding from several wounds, so is slow enough, allowing me to easily get up and with Melyne, we attack it before it can take another swing. A few slashes and it’s on its knees. With a swift thrust, I finish it off, hitting it in the eye.
A cry of victory from Elenya tells me that the other cyclops is down, dead as well. We end up gaining the most benefit, as we level up from killing these two, towering brutes.
“You could have left some of them for us to finish off,” Hector complains.
“We could have also left you to die,” Melyne shoots back, seeming ready to take him on if the option is presented. “Perhaps you should fall on your knees and thank us!”
With a gesture, I command her to silence and that’s what she does.
“Heh,” Hector smirks and heads to his team.
***
Upon arrival back to the headquarters, my team and I are called back to Amyndas’s office, which is in his red brick fortress.
“Maybe we will finally be rewarded for saving Hector,” Rena hopes optimistically as we make our way through a section of ripped up tents. “After all, we are the only reason his chosen one, silver haired Hector has made it back alive and with only half of his troops killed.”
Her humor seems a little strained, though. I offer her a smile to lighten her mood. It used to work better than it does now.
“We certainly deserve it,” Melanie says. “Half? They all would’ve been dead without us and those cyclopes would be attacking the headquarters right now. About time we got some recognition instead of being forever tagged as traitors.”
After waiting a couple of minutes outside Amyndas’ office, we watch Hector coming out. He stares at me and he gives me an arrogant look. Without further ado, we step into the general’s office.
“I am impressed by your levels and achievements,” Amyndas tells us, as he stands in his armor behind his battle table, strewn with turned over figures. “It seems you have been able to go above and beyond your duty. Zephyros,” he pauses and licks his lips. “You and your team have adapted to this world better than any other team that has been sent here to fight.”
But our reward isn’t exactly what my girls are hoping for. As if exhaustion wasn’t enough, it appears that our great general plans on sending us on yet another suicide mission, to prove ourselves yet again.
“This assignment,” our general says, “Will clear you of all suspicion.”
He claims that if we venture into the Gray Witch’s territory and take her head, along with Calisto’s if possible, all of our past sins will be forgiven. It’s a command that leaves me and the rest of my team shocked. Calisto is rumored to be weaker compared to Gray Witch and even now that I reached level 35, killing her is a long shot at best. After all, we all know that the succubus is threat level 100. Who knows what Threat Level the Grey witch is.
We are dismissed and we head back to our tent silently, stunned. The girls say nothing to the general, but once we arrive, they let their anger burst out.
Melyne throws her blade into the main tent pole. Rena starts tearing up. We all now understand clearly that Amyndas had been humiliated by the fact that we saved Hector. He now wants us killed. The mission he has ordered to perform is impossible, if not insane.
“He got to be crazy,” Elenya growls, as visually upset as Melyne and Rena. “There is no way that we can go into that territory and defeat the Grey Witch or Succubus Calisto.”
“I don’t want to die,” Rena complains. “We killed so many monsters and there are so many more. Our general has lost so many good people and for what? Why do we have to do something so stupid?”
“We have to figure out what to do to survive,” Iolanthe decides. “There’s has to be some other choice.”
“There’s no choice,” Melyne exclaims. “We were brought here to fight and that’s all we can do. If we don’t have the support of the other Emissaries, it will be impossible to kill a demon lord. Every single monster out there is under command to kill any Emissary like us at sight. All this world is, is death!”
She turns to me, wanting an answer.
I hesitate. This could be a trick on us by Amyndas to see how I and my girls will react. Also, I’m not one hundred percent sure that my girls are completely honest with me. It’s hard to see anything else but the fact that they are very angry, terrified even, at the prospect of what we’ve been ordered to attempt.
“Look, all of you,” I tell them. “I won’t jeopardize your lives, not again and I didn’t even do that before. Don’t you all remember how things worked out?”
“So you think there’s a way that we can survive this?” Melyne wonders.
“We don’t have a choice,” I tell her and the others. “You should follow orders for the time being and see if there is a way we can take the head of the Gray Witch. Honestly we don’t know anything about her yet, so she may be easier to kill than we imagine.”
“What are you going to do if we encounter Calisto?” Iolanthe asks me.
Although I think to lie to her initially, I decide they won’t believe me anyway, even if I indeed wanted to kill Calisto.
“You all know what power Calisto wields,” I remind them. “We’ve all felt it, maybe me longer than any of you but still you know what it is. No matter what, I care for each of you as much as I ever did for Calisto and don’t plan to abandon any of you.”
Iolanthe and Rena – having wiped their tears – nod and tell Melyne and Elenya that what is done, is done and we must find a solution for now.
“I agree,” I tell them. “There has to be some way out of this dead end.”
“There’s also another reason why we might want to try and find the Grey Witch, even if it means our lives,” Iolanthe tells us.
I’m puzzled and the other three girls as well.
“Look around,” she continues. “This place won’t hold for long. By following Amyndas’s command and leaving this place might actually be a good thing. One way or another the Emissary army which we belong is doomed. Zephyros, we must find Calisto and propose her she grants us sanctuary.”
“What?” Elenya hisses. “Iolanthe, you can’t be seriously proposing that. It’s treason!”
Looking around at Melyne and Rena, I can see that they are equally shocked as me, but not as much as Elenya.
“Think about it,” Iolanthe tells her partner. “How much longer do you think the Emissary army is going to be able to hold out? Many of our fellow high-level raiders are dead. The army is half the size of what it was before the attack on the fortress and only us and Hector’s team are the only high-level Emissaries. At the same time, an endless stream of high-level monsters from the combined forces of Calisto and the Grey Witch hummer us day and night. And the reinforcements we’re getting aren’t enough to counter all those who are dying.”
One by one, the other three girls are compelled to agree that she’s right. One way or another, their service in the Emissary army is going to be over soon. They all admit that we have to do something now and act on our best interests.
I’m impressed, and a little surprised. I knew they were capable of turning on me, but turn against Amyndas, the Emissaries, and everything they’d been conditioned to follow? That’s a shock.




Chapter 4

The next day, my team and I gather our gear and leave the Emissary camp. I lead us to the secret courtyard with healing fountain, in the hopes I can figure out some way of contacting Calisto through it. It’s a warmer day than usual, with the sun peeking out from the usual grey skies.
I’ve kept the girls in the dark about its other properties, not wanting to suggest that I’m still in some way in contact with the succubus they all wanted to kill. But now that they seem to have made the decision of abandoning the Emissaries, I decide maybe it’s a good idea that I share this facet of the fountain with them and that’s what I do.
“It’s worked before,” I tell them. “I just called her name and I could see her image in the waters.
“I don’t see anything,” Melyne says gazing down into the rippling waters. “Are you telling us the truth? Why didn’t you say this before?”
“Well I didn’t tell you before,” I begin, “because you would’ve thought I was still in her thrall and that I would betray you again.”
“Well it has some sort of magic, that’s true,” Iolanthe agrees. She’s sitting on the edge trailing her fingers and long hair in the water. “So you might as well test it out, to see if it does work. It will give us a chance of surviving a little longer.”
Although not that far from the main camp, and even though this place is part of the Emissaries now, it seems that no one else has found it yet. At least my girls have kept it a secret as I told them to. At times, I’ve wondered if this fountain had some sort of protection on it, that made it invisible to the other raiders. Now that I remember, even Calisto’s monsters that used to circulate around the city, they only showed up here at my mistress’s command. It’s as if this place is sealed from the outside world.
“I suppose we don’t know the fountain’s full potential,” Iolanthe muses. “It certainly has always felt good to take a dip in.”
The other girls agree.
“How exactly did Calisto and you communicate through it?” Rena wants to know. “How did it work before?”
“Well, in the past I just looked at it and she was there, although that was when she still controlled this part of the city. Now that she’s gone, I don’t know if it’ll work,” I tell her with uncertainty.
This time, just like before I looked into the pool and focused my thoughts into my mistress. There was nothing there but water, no matter how hard I tried to think of her.
“When did you usually communicate with her,” Iolanthe asks, looking up from the water.
“Usually at night when I snuck away,” I admit.
“Then we should probably wait till night and hopefully there will be some way for you to communicate with her,” she says. “Maybe that power doesn’t work during the day.
As we wait for the night to come and while Rena and Melyne take the opportunity to doze for a few hours, I decide to have full-blown sex with Elenya and Iolanthe. I hope I can improve our relationship after my betrayal, and also to try to see if their intentions are as true as they seem. I know that the fountain’s waters are aphrodisiac, so I decide I bath with them. This kind of intense sex can only be done in this place.
Iolanthe and Elenya look at each other, then at me, as if they are unsure about proceeding with the traitor. Though, they can’t ignore the stimulation happening in their bodies from the water. A flush appears across both of their faces, and they slowly begin to discard their clothing. They place the articles of clothing on the ground at the steep of the fountain, and approach me with lust in their eyes.
They take to either side of me, their hands already exploring my body. Their fingers gently remove each piece of my armor and clothing, tossing it to the side without a care. I feel the water’s aphrodisiac seep into my skin, causing arousal to course through my body now. Soon, I am completely exposed to the two women, and they eye me down with curious expressions. Elenya has an eyebrow cocked, as if she isn’t impressed with what I have to offer. Iolanthe, though, is completely overtaken with lust; as she drops to her knees in front of me.
Iolanthe takes me into her mouth, immediately greeted with the hot, wet flesh of her throat. I go to lean my head back before Elenya grips my chin to meet her in a forceful kiss. Our tangles dance around each other as Iolanthe’s tongue swirls around my shaft down below. Being stimulated from both ends of my body is sending me over the edge, my body becoming weak to the women. I can’t help but think about how many women I’ve pleased in this pool now. I also wonder what Calisto would think.
Just as I’m slipping into deeper stages of pleasure, I feel Iolanthe’s throat escape from me and cold air grips my shaft. The silver-haired woman stands and turns around, spreading her lips with her fingers. She looks over her shoulder, eyes full of drunken lust.
“Aren’t you eager,” I chuckle, about to settle myself behind her. Before I get close, Elenya stands in my way with a smirk on her face. Elenya seems to be less affected by the aphrodisiac of the waters, obviously retaining her brunt personality.
Before I can begin to question her, she shoves a hand in my chest and I fall backwards into the water. I hear laughter from Elenya above the surface, and mild protest from Iolanthe. My face breaks through the surface of the water, and I shoot a playful glare up at the women. I am sorely reminded of my time with Melyne in the pool, with her mischievous laughter and teasing. Though, I don’t take any of it seriously. I did betray them after all.
“I think we should test your lung capacity, Zephyros,” Elenya coos, her voice alarmingly sweet. She steps over me, her muscular thighs on either side of my face. I see her bald mound staring at me, ready for the taking. Iolanthe then settles above my erect shaft, and her heat grazes my tip ever so slightly.
“What do you mean?” I ask, caressing her lovely, athletic legs.
Elenya’s thighs grow closer and suddenly, she plops all of her weight onto my face. My head is instantly submerged underwater, my face smothered with Elenya’s ass and pussy. Initially, my instincts kick in and I start to resist against Elenya’s weight; but then, I understand what is happening. They are punishing me, yet pleasing me with their bodies. This is what I have to endure to get what I want.
My body stills, and I grip Elenya’s ass cheeks with my hands while my lower half remains exposed to the air. The heat emanating from Iolanthe grows and I feel her descend onto me until I am completely inside her. I use all my strength in my lungs to keep myself from gasping and swallowing water.
Though, Elenya seems annoyed with my hesitation, as she slaps my exposed leg impatiently. My tongue darts out to stimulate her clit, while my fingers find her entrance. Just as with Melyne, the sensations are muted, however. I have to squint through the water to see what I am doing, and without warning Elenya begins to rock on top of my face. Iolanthe is rolling her hips on top of me as well, causing my legs to buckle slightly beneath her pounding. I have to use all of my strength to not collapse into the water.
Muffled moans start to emanate from both women above the surface, so I know that I am doing something right. I feel the air from my lungs running out, though I am determined to stay as long as I can. However, I cannot ignore the wet, tight sensations surrounding me, engulfing me in completely at this point. Iolanthe does not have a steady rhythm; her pace is erratic and inconsistent to what her body wants me to do.
I absently begin to rock my hips up against Iolanthe’s body, desperation taking over me. It is a weird sensation, craving for sexual release and for air in the same moment. There is something about being dominated in this way that is sending lightning through my body, causing me to approach my climax quicker than I would like.
Elenya is practically slamming herself against my face while my tongue is growing fatigued in her pussy. Iolanthe is screaming, and I can’t imagine how loud it is above water. My hands go to the fountain floor, ready to push off for a gulp of air. I feel both women about to cum as the last of the air seeps out of my lungs.
Iolanthe contracts around me, and I am about to burst inside. I push off the fountain floor with all of my strength, propelling myself above water with a deep gasp. Just as I take in my first breath, my shaft jerks and spurts of my seed shoot deep inside Iolanthe’s womb. Elenya is pushed forward, and my fingers thrust inside her until I feel her contract around my hand as well.
Our moans are joined together in a symphony until we finish. Iolanthe collapses into the water, while Elenya remains stood, her muscular thighs trembling.
Being certain now that Iolanthe and Elenya are dead serious about betraying the Emissaries, I decide that if we can’t contact my mistress here, it’s probably best to proceed into the Gray Witch’s area and search for Calisto. I hope we can then find her and be granted a sanctuary of one form or another. With any luck it won’t be fighting all the way there.




Chapter 5

Even though it’s now dark, I can’t sleep. Maybe I took energy from the girls, or maybe the pool is energizing me somehow. In the quiet moonlight, I find I’m still thinking about Calisto, and keep looking back at the fountain and its shimmering waters. Then something totally unexpected happens. Calisto emerges from the fountain, just as she had many times before. At first, I think I’m actually asleep, and that she’s just a dream. But as she splashes drops of water to my face, I know I am awake, and my mistress is now standing in flesh before my eyes in the fountain’s waters.
“Calisto... ?” I breathe.
“I’ve been waiting for your call,” my mistress tells me, gazing from where she stands. I watch her wrapping shifting over her breasts as she breaths in an out. “I knew you’d come back.”
“I’ve come several times,” I tell her. “But this is the first time you’ve come to me.”
She smirks at that, starts wading through the water towards where I’m standing. “Yes, this time you’ve done something special and activated the connection again between us,” she tells me. “I felt much energy pass through this place.”
That I guess had to have been my sex with Iolanthe and Elenya. Who could have thought that sex was the answer to my distress call. “How are you?” I ask, “Are you actually with the Grey witch? Are you safe?”
“I am safe. More than you could imagine,” she tells me. “But perhaps not necessarily as safe as I would wish. Do you miss me?”
“Of course I do,” I tell her with all my heart. Although, I don’t feel I’m entangled with her magic. She is still alluring and beautiful. Those things do not change.[AI2]
“I have missed you as well,” she replies with a sly smile. “Come join me. The Gray Witch wishes for your company as well.” Calisto reaches out her hand.
I feel my own arm raising involuntarily. “All right,” I say, but feel the compulsion to glance back to my girls who are all fast asleep behind me. Wait, I have to wake them up. I head there and shout at them and shake them, however, none of them can be roused. I wonder what’s going on and I turn back to the succubus.
“Is this your doing,” I ask pointing out that my team members, who are abnormally unconscious.
“They are under a spell,” Calisto confesses. “I was cast here by a friend of mine. It’s the same person that put them to sleep, as I don’t think it’s a good idea for them to be aware that I am here as yet, considering...”
“I don’t think that’s a problem anymore,” I tell her, and then point out what has happened to them and me since her escape. “They have decided to throw their lot in with us – with you - rather than fight to the death in a losing cause with the Emissary army,” I tell her.
She takes a moment to look me over. “You convince them?” Calisto asks, seeming impressed. “That is good. How did you do it?”
“I think it’s more that they convinced themselves,” I tell her. “They are strong women like you and they aren’t stupid. They know they were brought here as slaves and they’ve had enough. None of us wants to die here. Especially for no reason other than the ego of those who put us here.”
Calisto nods to me with a sinister smile. She finally steps near me, our mouths only a few inches away. “Well then, you must find a way to get away, as my allies are preparing to wipe out your Emissaries and destroy their ability to invade again,” she says, reaching out for me to help her climb from the fountain’s lip.
I take her hand and help her climb. “How?” I wonder, enjoying her closeness once again, her intoxicating scent and the warmth of her inviting body.
“The Gray Witch is preparing an army,” Calisto tells me as she remains in my arms and gazing into my eyes. “One that is greater than ever. She is plans to cleanse the world of the Emissaries and their forces in Komana once and for all. In the meantime, I have sought to gather my army from every corner of Komana and regain my territory.”
“I can only imagine that you will be victorious,” I tell my mistress. “Amyndas is struggling to hold your territory with the amount of forces he has, although I do get the impression he has some sort of fallback, should his regular army fail. He certainly wanted us to be out of the picture for some reason,” I tell her.
“What do you mean?” she asks puzzled.
I relay his orders, which sounds kind of ridiculous. Calisto doesn’t seem at all threatened. She decides to pull away from me and with carefree steps, she looks around the moonlit courtyard.
“That is very interesting,” she tells me. “Futile of course, as there is no way for you and your team to defeat me, let alone the Grey Witch and our third ally.”
“Third ally?” I wonder, and then I remember that there are three great Demon Lords who command this place, but only two had ever been mentioned by name.
“The third Demon Lord, Hecate who had disappeared for several decades, has now reappeared and soon, she’ll join us with her demon army to finally stamp out the Emissaries from the map of Komana. We will destroy all those who have been sent to invade our world. Except for you of course,” Calisto tells me.
This is a bit strange considering the last thing she told me. I’m worried that her interest in my team has now been forgotten. I tell her that I want to join her, but the girls have to come with us. “You told me to protect them as well,” I try to remind her. “Have you forgotten them?”
“I remember they wanted to kill me,” Calisto says. “And that Amyndas has ordered them too, yet again.”
I look at her puzzled.
“I only ordered you to do that, so that you could survive and convince them and Amyndas that you were under my spell,” she confesses her plan and suddenly, I feel that a Charm spell has been cast on me. Yes, I feel the lust and the desire to do all that she commands. But I can’t help but think about Melyne, Rena, Elenya and Iolanthe, as well.
Calisto appears surprised that her attempt to seduce me, isn’t working. She witnesses my reluctance to do all she is commanding and understands that my loyalty to my girls is true and that if I’m to join her, she needs to grant them sanctuary as well.
“You seem to believe and feel this strongly,” Calisto tells me.
“I do,” I reply.
Calisto argues a bit about their value, pointing out their flaws, Iolanthe being too tall and slim, Elenya too muscular, Rena to short and Melyne a redhead. But finally, she agrees that perhaps they might have merits in other areas. She seems to be talking with someone telepathically given how she’s reacting to something I cannot see or hear.
“What is it?” I ask.
“You are all in trouble,” she tells me with a troubled face. “I’ve just been informed that several groups of Emissaries are gathering here. We should immediately depart.”
“Then you will accept us all,” I say decisively.




Chapter 6

Finally, my girls start to regain consciousness. As the Sleep spell fades, they start to realize that their slumber wasn’t natural. The sky above us is purpling with predawn. I hadn’t realized it was already nearly morning.
“What is going on?” Melyne says in a groggy voice.
She and the rest of my girls pull themselves up to their feet, as they see Calisto standing right beside me. They don’t look happy at all and immediately grab their weapons and ready themselves for attack. Melyne and Elenya grumble that I have betrayed them again.
“Wait, wait!” I tell them. “This is not what it appears.”
“It looks that way,” Melyne snarls, ready with her sword.
“I am not choosing her over any of you,” I tell them while they surround us.
I certainly don’t want there to be a fight, especially in a moment like this, not that the Emissary army is approaching. I look back at Calisto and she gives me a “now what?” expression. It’s hard to tell whether my mistress intends to go on a full-blown battle against them. She has a Threat Level of 100 and it really makes me wonder how much of a fight it could be against my warrior women.
“And yet, there you are, standing with her,” Iolanthe tells me as she points me with her javelin.
“Well let me tell you what is going on here, before anyone of you get yourselves killed,” I stress. “Didn’t you all say you wanted to throw in with the demons now? While you were taking a nap, Calisto came here, and I struck a deal with her: We’ve all been granted sanctuary in the Gray Witch’s domain. Oh, and I forgot to mention that the Emissary army is heading our way as we speak. It seems Amyndas doesn’t trust us an inch. We’ve been spied the whole time!”
“The Emissary army is heading our way? That seems very convenient,” Melyne states.
“Look, it’s now or never. If they see us with Calisto here, Amyndas will certainly have our heads,” I tell her in all seriousness. For a moment, I pause and think that maybe me and Calisto have been tricked. For all I know this could be a trick by Amyndas and my girls are still loyal to him.
“I believe him,” Rena tells her, lowering her double blades, proving me wrong, at least with regards to her intentions.
“That’s it,” I tell her. “Let’s just lower our weapons and talk.”
Calisto looks at the girls and gives each one a seductive smile. “Zephyros can be very persuasive, you know. And it certainly does seem that there is enough desire within you all to keep me interested. You all feel desire, don’t you?”
Melyne shakes her head left and right in denial, “You’re not going to trick us like you did last time demoness!” she insists, but I see that she’s blushing.
“Why would I want to? Why would I have to? You all know what you want…” And then she glances around, turning her ruby gaze at me. “You and your girls must make a decision now or that decision is going to be taken from you…” she emphasizes these last words.
“What are you saying?” I ask.
My girls lower their weapons and stare at each other. It seems not all of them have been convinced, but time’s running out.
***
In the middle of the argument, silver haired Hector appears through a hole in the courtyard wall.
“Zephyros!” My rival raider shouts at me with a sinister smile, as his men fill in behind him. “This is not that much of a surprise. General Amyndas figured that you and your team were going to make a deal with the enemy again; [AI3]the first chance you got.”
“There you go, my lover,” Calisto tells me and the girls. “You’re going to have to make a choice. Are you going to choose them or me? Make it fast.”
To my surprise, Calisto doesn’t seem worried at all, but she still has that carefree look in her face as always. What a woman!
The girls quickly change their stances as more raiders appear.
“Should not matter what we do,” Melyne complains to the other girls. “They’re going to think that we betrayed them!”
“Well, traitors who make deals with the enemy deserve whatever they get,” Hector growls with his long blade pointed right at my redheaded warrior. “And the price for treason is death!”
“You idiot! You and all Emissary soldiers are going to die if you don’t let us leave. Don’t you get it? It is general Amyndas and Elysium that have betrayed us!” I try to warn Hector and his men. No matter how hard I try to convince them, I know that my words are empty air to him and the rest of the Emissaries.
Moments later, the five of us and the army of raiders who have surrounded the courtyard fall in a state of fray, us versus them, with my mistress looking above, seemingly separate from the conflict, ignoring our fellow raiders. Hector and I immediately engage in a fight to death. This is the first time since the basic training that we find ourselves in battle against each other: humans fighting humans to death. I just want it over.
“You’re mine!” Hector yells as he charges at me, while the others attack my girls.
His first strikes are blindingly fast, and push me back, as he throws up all his pent-up rage at me. I’m forced to parry as quickly as I can his lightning speed slashes, otherwise I’ll be cut to ribbons. Despite my best efforts, a few of his attacks get through my defenses and inflict light cuts, but I haven’t said my last word. My whole body is ready to burst, as adrenaline floods my bloodstream. This time I attack, each blow being stronger, faster than the last. Silver haired Hector retreats a few steps back in awe. My opponent might be a couple of Threat Levels above me at this point, but I’m the living proof that Threat Level isn’t everything in this world.
“You don’t have the endurance to keep going,” I warn him as our blades clash, throwing sparks more than blood now.
“I can fight long enough,” he yells back, and tumbles over, enough to grab some dirt from the ground and throws it in my eyes.
I manage to avoid the spray of dirt and kick Hector in his smug face.
“You think you’ve been better than anyone else since we woke up, like a champion, a chosen one” I snarl. “But all you are is a poser and stupid enough to think that being Amyndas’ pet is worth the effort.”
He comes at me with a flurry of attacks, and I am pushed back again. Despite Hector’s Threat Level is 38, it’s clear that his raiders aren’t a match for my girls, whose Threat Level and experience is close to mine. However, I must admit that his tactics are pretty good. He spread out his men, so it’s difficult for us to fight as a team. Instead, the battle becomes more of an individual battle of rivals against rivals, although my girls end up fighting either two or three of his men.
I manage to aid them here and there with a stab or a slash when Hector isn’t taking all my attention. But can see that most of the soldiers and raider they are fighting are Threat Levels 5 to 15. They therefore appear manageable, but my warrior women are unable to kill even a single one. This might be because they don’t want to kill fellow Emissaries, or more to the fact that each time an Emissary is grievously injured, is replaced by another. It seems that Hector’s plan is to exhaust us to the point we’ll become easy prey.
Hector shows no care about his own raiders and concentrates his efforts on me. It’s pretty arrogant of him to think he can take me alone, but maybe he knows that my heart isn’t completely in this battle. I don’t really want him dead. He just isn’t worth my rage.
As we fight, I gain a higher appreciation of his tactics, not that they matter now. He’s trying to keep me off balance with heavy slashes. His faints attacks have some effect on me, I admit, as I’m being cut up more than I’d expect. What’ worse is that I’m not able to defend as well as I would normally. He doesn’t seem interested in putting me down quickly. Time will work out in his favor in the end. Something tells me that he’s trying to delay me till the main Emissary force arrives.
Hector spits out some orders to his men and now even those who are heavily injured try to overwhelm my girls.
“Oh come on!” Melyne yells out after having stabbed her last opponent and looking like she desperately needs to take a breath.
Despite their superior numbers, the battle quickly falls into a stalemate, instead of the victory it was looking like.
Suddenly and thankfully, Calisto intervenes, “Enough of this,” she shouts and all the Emissaries abruptly fall to the ground, with the exception of Hector. 




Chapter 7

What has happened? I wonder. I didn’t know that she had the ability to use spells like these.
“That is enough fighting,” she shouts. “Don’t try to get back up, it’s futile. A friend of mine casted Hold Person on you. If we wanted, we could have you killed you with a flick of my wrist. Emissaries, why do you even bother to fight for a losing cause?”
This explains things. She isn’t alone, probably the Grey Witch is somewhere near. What I find interesting though, is the fact that she doesn’t make any effort to killing them.
“You will not survive,” Hector spits with disgust. “We are just the tip of the spear. There are thousands more where we come from. Tens of thousands.”
Calisto simply replies with a shrug, implying indifference. Is she just bluffing, or does she actually doesn’t care? With a snap of her fingers, the Emissaries are released from their spell.
Hector’s men pick themselves up and flee the courtyard. He’s the last to retreat. He stares me with his burning eyes for a moment, then leaves with the rest. The whole situation is bizarre and curious. Did they just accept that the battle was futile? Rena climbs up the wall to take a peek at what’s going on outside the enclosed space, suspecting that there is more to this attack.
“Oh no,” she says. “It can’t be!”
What?” I ask.
I climb up as well and I can now see in the light of early dawn, that we are now surrounded by a large force of Emissaries, possibly numbering in the thousands. Amyndas is there as well, standing in his shining armor, ready to take us all down.
“Come out,” the general calls with his booming voice. “There is nowhere to run, nowhere to hide. Surrender traitors and your demoness. You are defeated.”
“What do we do?” Elenya asks, shaking at Amyndas command.
I turn my gaze towards Calisto. “Can we escape through the fountain?” I wonder.
“I cannot teleport you all,” Calisto tells me. “If we are going to survive, you all are going to have faith in me and follow my command.”
I’m not sure how she thinks we’re going to survive fighting the entire Emissary army, but if this is where we go down fighting, then so be it, I figure. So, we walk out of the courtyard and face the army before us. I’m left to wonder: how did he know that we would meet my mistress?
Amyndas addresses Calisto. “Today is a great victory for the Emissary army demoness,” he booms from his place in the front lines. “I will personally be the one who will take your head.”
Calisto snorts in response, smiling carefree as always.
The general continues his speech in frenzy. “This has been a long battle. I wouldn’t have thought that you were going to be such a fool as to attach yourself to that,” he points at me. “But it seems I suspected right. Your sex slave would not abandon his lust for you.”
“He is certainly special,” Calisto calls back. “But you don’t care so much about that, do you General? All you want is your mindless army of flesh to torture and kill. Do not think that you will be victorious here!”
Amyndas laughs his booming laugh.
I don’t completely understand what’s going on here. Me and the girls are worried, almost fearing that this is the end. I can see it in the eyes of each of them, as we stand before the Emissary army that goes on as far as we can see. For some reason though, Calisto appears entirely unconcerned.
“You are a madman,” she calls back to the General. “You come to this world and all you offer is subjugation and death. That is not what any of us were made for and that is why you are never going to win.”
“Wrong demoness! I embrace the death of monsters and demons and traitors. That’s my destiny,” Amyndas states. “It is what heroes destroy. And that is what we are here to be, champions of humanity.”
He raises his hand and in response the heralds of the Emissary army raise their banners and blow their horns. Amyndas orders his troops to advance and kill us. All we can do is hold up our weapons and wait for our undeniable deaths.
Then, something unexpected happens. Mist surrounds us, but only for a moment, then the air waivers the fog and light shines through the dull gray. Between us and the Emissary army appear a dozen figures, each bearing staffs and wearing robes covered in ornate symbols.
“Who the hell are they?” Melyne wants to know.
“I have no idea,” I tell her. “But I’m thinking they’re on our side.”
“They’re not on the Emissary side for sure,” Iolanthe puts in. “Whether they are on our side, I don’t think of we can say that just yet.”
That sounds true enough. Did they just arrive? I wonder. Or were they here the whole time. I guess they are Calisto’s allies. They must have used some invisibility spell.
Amyndas seems to be shouting some new orders and the heralds blow a retreat signal. The army halts its advance.
“I see you recognize my allies,” Calisto shouts at him, then bursts out laughing. “Before you stands the Great Magistrix, the Grey Witch’s right hand, and these men are the infamous battle mages. By all means, please attack great general. But understand that it is you now who is disadvantaged. Do you wish what is left of your pathetic army decimated? We might lose this battle, but you will lose the war…”
We can all certainly see that. The Great Magistrix has a threat level of 90, and the battle mages he has with him all have threat levels between 50 and 60. We might be outnumbered, but each of them compares in might to Amyndas’ force. Given that they are powerful casters of magic, I expect what they wield the power to perform massive attacks on his force of dumdums.
“Yes, you know what you’re facing now,” Calisto tells him. “So perhaps you might want to save your toy army for another day. As you can see the Great Magistrix is almost as powerful as myself and his battle mages are amongst the strongest soldiers in Komana. Do you want to spend another decade, trying to build up your armies just like last time? Are you going to make the smart decision today?”
I glance through the battle mages standing between us and General Amyndas. His officers stand looking at each other, seeming unable to make a decision: to follow their leader or flee.
Amyndas doesn’t give any orders. He stands where he is, trying to evaluate the situation and see if the Great Magistrix is bluffing or is actually willing to fight to the death.
Our ally, however, doesn’t waste time and spins his staff around. Amyndas gives the order for his army to attack. My girls cry out in shock as a white light envelops us and when it fades, we find ourselves in a completely different place, a stone clad chamber, brightly lit by windows and torches. And we are left surrounded again. 




Chapter 8

I look around and see my team is as shocked and unprepared as I am for what just happened. All our weapons are on the floor and we stare around at the place we’ve arrived in. Even me, who actually remembers being shifted from the Hall of Judgment to the Mourning Fields and finally to Earth, I’m in a state of shock. The conversation between the Great Magistrix and Calisto is an angry one.
“You are as troublesome as my Lady warned me,” the Great Magistrix tells Calisto. “And you can expect there are going to be consequences for deciding on your own to bring this entire group of enemies with us, not just the one you bargained for. You know that these vessels cannot be trusted in any way.”
“They aren’t any threat, not to you, me or your Lady,” Calisto tells the Great Magistrix and then moves towards him, using sultry persuasions to get him on her side.
I’m briefly jealous at what I’m seeing, as she’s clearly seducing the powerful man into following her own dictates, regardless of where his own loyalties lie. At least, it seems we are safe and sound for the moment.
“We are allies, Great Magistrix. And my choices are your Lady’s choices. I suggest you accept that truth. Who knows, you may be rewarded,” she tells him and embraces him from the neck and kisses him.
The masked mage seems a little resistant at first, but then gives in to what she’s offering. Seems it doesn’t matter how powerful a man is, Calisto can wrap him around her little finger. I wonder if the same could apply to our paladin general, Amyndas.
Moments later, she orders him to have an audience with the Grey Witch. For a moment, I think he seems offended, but then his expression changes and nods. The Great Magistrix lets his guard down and leads us to the Grey Witch, in her throne room. In the meantime, me and my warrior women have picked our weapons back up. It’s strange to me that we aren’t being threatened, but every being we set our eyes on bears massive Threat Levels.
“What just happened?” Iolanthe asks softly.
“I think Calisto is just applying her charms,” I tell her.
“And how long is that going to last?” Melyne wonders. “Most of the beings around here are a lot more powerful and we are. How do we know they won’t turn on us once they find out where we came from?”
“If they wanted us dead, we would already be,” I remind her. “Just make sure you don’t get into a needless fight. This applies to all of you,” I stress my warrior women.
“I think we’re in enough trouble already,” Elenya says, tracking a more defensive pose behind her shield. “How did we imagine this would turn out well for us?”
“We should trust Zephyros,” Rena suggests. “And if he trusts Calisto, then I’m going to trust that nothing bad will happen to us.”
“It’s not like she’s harmed any of you in the past,” I remind them.
“Speak for yourself,” Melyne argues. “I don’t like being controlled.”
As we are led by the Great Magistrix and Calisto, I notice that the minions of the Grey Witch are a variety of races. Some of them are monsters I and the others have fought, and some appear to be normal human as we are. Calisto tells us that they are natives of Komana. This shocks us all, as we thought that we were the only humans here on Earth. This makes me wonder about our “bodies” as well as why my mistress never mentioned this before. To be honest, I never asked and all I cared about when I was meeting her in secret, was sex and war.
“It looks like there was a lot that Amyndas wasn’t telling us,” Melyne notes, always keeping her hand on the hilt of her sword.
I nod in agreement.
It goes without saying that I’m surprised about the fact that the Grey Witch seems to have a monstrous army blended with humans and no one is bothered. It does make me wonder how she’s managed to gain the loyalty of all these different races and gotten them to work together. Did she charm them like Calisto charmed me and the Great Magistrix? I’d like to find out.
We are led through several passageways to the throne room of this fortress, which has to be at least as big – if not bigger – than Calisto’s.
Upon reaching the throne, we are led to the Grey Witch herself, a woman with silver hair but bearing an ageless beauty in appearance. Her body is full of generous curves and large breasts covered by a glittering gown. I must confess, I did not expect a witch to be so alluring, almost as alluring as my mistress herself. Right beside her stands a huge man, with a Threat Level nearly as high as mine. The Grey Witch welcomes us, then scolds the Great Magistrix for allowing all of us to enter her royal chamber. It’s evident and she knows that the Magistrix has been charmed.
I can pretty much tell this is a case, given the way she glances between the spell caster and Calisto. She gives some sort of smirk back to my mistress. She doesn’t seem to be bothered by Calisto’s act at all, which makes me wonder if she’s angrier with the Great Magistrix, for being weak enough to be manipulated. I also get the chance to look at the big man standing aside her. There’s something familiar about him.
Finally, the Gray Witch’s gaze falls on me and I get a shiver down my spine. “Welcome, Zephyros,” she says with her commanding voice. “I have heard so much of the great deeds you have performed for my ally Calisto. I thought you’d be taller...”
“Well it depends on the time of day,” I reply with a sexual innuendo.
That seems to amuse her as I detect a slight upturn of her lip. “I hope that you’re as capable as Calisto has told me,” she offers in a suggestive tone, raising her left eye brow.
“I do run a pretty effective team,” I tell her, trying not to further aggravate my team who look miffed at our conversation.
She nods at me, then glances over Calisto. Her eyes narrow. With a wave of her hand she says, “That is enough for now, leave us.”
I look at her, confused, my girls as well.
“I have plans for you all and I will call upon you once I deem it necessary,” she says, without further explanation. Then, she nods to the giant man beside her. “You will accompany them to their rooms and ensure they are well taken care of,” she orders him, and then turns back to me. “And because you know each other, he is allowed to show you more of my fortress later, if you desire.”
That confuses me even more, as I’m pretty sure I’ve never met a human being who appears as strong and powerful as this guard. Then, the man removes his helmet. I’m totally shocked and as I turn to Melyne and Rena, I can see that they are surprised as well. The tall muscular guard who’s standing before us is none other than Brontes, the team member we all thought had died back in our first raid when things went to hell.
But here he is, standing before us, tall, alive life and healthy. He even has a Threat Level of 34, which makes him one of the strongest men I’ve encountered in this world.




Chapter 9

“This way,” the looming warrior says, lifting an arm down the next stone clad passageway.
Brontes offers us a brief tour around the castle on the journey to the quarters.. The Grey Witch’s fortress is vast. From what I gather, it’s larger than Calisto’s fortress. Through the narrow slats who serve as windows, I catch glimpses of the main structure. It looks nigh possible for this place to be successfully laid siege to. I also get a grasp of the amount of forces that are stationed here and all the various different creatures that make up this army, as well as their relatively high Threat Levels. Daunting to say the least.
“We are here,” he grumbles.
Ahead of us is a long corridor with doors on each side down its length.
“How did you survive?” I ask him. “I mean, I was told by Melyne and Rena that you were lost.”
The big man shrugs, seemingly unwilling to discuss his transformation from a dumb brute to a huge warrior of definite threat. Probably he’s hiding something, that’s why he’s not willing to discuss more.
“What about Tatya? Is she here as well,” Rena asks. “Did she survive as well?”
He nods to her. “Yes, she did. She was taken in first by Lady Calisto and then found her way here as I did. “She is a great warrior of the Grey Witch’s army.”
“Is she here?” Melyne wonders.
He shakes his head. “She is currently on a mission,” Brontes tells her.
“Will we get a chance to see her?” I ask the huge warrior.
“It is not for me to say,” he replies shortly.
It’s obvious our old comrade isn’t allowed to say much at this moment. I guess I’ll have to wait and “inquire” him some other time.
Each of the girls are given a room at the near end of the hall, but Brontes leads me all the way to the far end, which is a good hundred paces from the girls’ allotted chambers. I have a feeling why I’ve been put further away, probably Calisto will want to have me tonight and prefers to avoid us being interrupted. And so, as I head down the passageway with the big guard, I tell the girls not to worry and to make themselves comfortable.
Upon entering my own my private chambers, which look magnificent, Brontes leaves me to my own devices. I take a look around, observing the massive fortress and this part of the city, which look to be well manned/monstered. Escape probably won’t be easy if we want to get out of here. In an adjoining room, there is a bath that is already filled with hot water. Impressive for this world. I strip off my clothes and enter the bath. I stay there for a couple of moments, relaxing myself. Then, I return to my quarters where is see that food and wine has been provided. I eat and drink my fill like a king. I don’t remember enjoying such luxuries since the time I’ve arrived in this world. I feel much better after my meal, healed in fact. My bruised muscles are fully healed and I’m full of energy. Wow! Maybe I’ve just had my fill of a magical dinner! I guess the Grey Witch has her ways just like Calisto does. I mean, this is some kind of bribing, I guess. Let’s hope she won’t ask me to betray my mistress or my girls. I won’t succumb to that, no matter what she offers me.
Soon after I finish my meal, I hear the knocking at the door. Calisto and Grey With pay me a visit, without bothering asking for permission to enter.
“I have heard so many things about you from Calisto,” The Grey Witch tells me with her gleaming eyes and a crooked smile on her face. “You had better be worth the time and effort I put in saving him.”
I can see that the silver haired woman is eyeing me like I’m a ripe fruit and undresses me with her eyes, while Calisto does seem to defer to her ally. We do talk for a little while regarding what I’ve been up to since I’ve been on this world, seeming more interested in my carnal activities over the battles I’ve fought. She doesn’t specifically ask me if I remember anything from before. That is good, because I don’t believe I’d be able to lie to her. Even though she doesn’t appear to be a succubus as my mistress, there is an alluring power to the witch that demands my veracity.
It’s not long before the undressing becomes physical and all three of us are having sex.
The Grey Witch takes no hesitation in overpowering me with her allure. Her fingers tracing each muscle in my chest curiously. Calisto has an unreadable expression on her face, her wings fluttering behind her. They both close in on me, and Calisto’s tail grips my leg while the Witch’s hands are busy caressing me.
“You’re a curious one,” the Grey Witch states as her eyes are drawn to my growing erection. Her finger trails a vein on my shaft, and it causes me to shudder, “Calisto tells me that you are a good… energy source.”
“I can last during feedings,” I say simply, and the Witch regards me with raised eyebrows. Suddenly I feel embarrassed; like a child that spoke out of turn. Calisto’s tail strokes my leg in a soothing way, as if to comfort me under the witch’s scrutiny.
The Witch’s hands explore even further, dipping beneath my shaft to my testicles. She cups them in her hands, squeezing experimentally until a shock of pain shoots through my body. I wince, and her eyes widen in excitement. Further her fingers explore, with her eyes never leaving my face. It is like she is watching for any sign of pleasure or pain, and thrives on seeing both.
Calisto moves behind me, coiling her hands around my waist. I feel her breath graze my neck, and her teeth pierce into my skin. I cry out in pain, but it is quickly muffled by the Witch’s kiss. Immediately I am drawn in by her sweet scent and the taste of her lips. It is apparent that the Witch is strong; her lips mashed against mine with immense force. I almost buckle against Calisto under the weight.
With each kiss, I grow harder. There is something about the Witch that is absolutely captivating. It is a similar vein of allure and seduction like Calisto, but somewhat different. The Witch’s hands find my shaft, and her palms are smooth and cool to the touch. She begins to stroke me off, her thumb circling my tip in slow circles.
Suddenly, Calisto withdraws from behind me and circles to the front, besides the Witch again. The Witch pulls her hands away to rest on Calisto’s waist, and eyes me before leaning in to kiss Calisto. Calisto is obviously taken aback for a moment, her tail jerking in surprise. Though as their kiss deepens, Calisto seems to melt into the Witch’s body. Their large breasts press against each other, their nipples grazing together. They want to give me a show, I assume; but I do not mind this at all. Seeing two sexy women pressed against each other’s naked bodies sends me reeling, and I love it.
The Witch caresses Calisto’s breasts, her thumbs flicking her erect nipples and bouncing her breasts in her palms. I see the Witch peek at me between their kisses, as if to see if I am watching closely. She looks down at my erection and offers a giggle against Calisto’s lips, as if my arousal is the most humorous thing she’s ever witnessed.
“Calisto, suspend yourself in the air for me,” the Witch whispers in her ear, her eyes locked on mine.
Calisto eyebrows furrow together in confusion, but she abides by the Witch’s request. With her large wings, she suspends herself upwards; levitating in mid-air. Suddenly, the Witch climbs on top of her, and both of their pusses are open towards me.  The Witch looks over her shoulder at me, with her long, silver hair cascading down her back.
“Now, watch us, Zephyros.”
The Grey Witch begins to rock her body against Calisto, their lips rubbing against each other in a slow, dragging pace. I watch as their clits press against each other and release, until they are in the starting position again. The sight causes a bead of pre-cum to collect at the tip of my rock-hard shaft, and my hands tremble with anticipation.
The smacking sounds of their kisses start to emanate from them both, their fingers interlocked with each other. They are making love right in front of me, while my erection goes unattended to. I notice that their pussies are starting to become wet, with their juices sliding against each other in slick motions. And I want to be in between them so badly, to taste their juices on my tongue.
The Witch tugs on Calisto’s bottom lip with her teeth, while Calisto’s looks at her almost desperately. I have never seen Calisto being dominated in this way, by such an alluring woman. As I am imagining myself in various positions, the Witch suddenly gestures towards me with her finger.
She places Calisto’s lips at my shaft, signaling to Calisto to please me. I penetrate her mouth inch by inch, watching as my shaft becomes visible beneath the skin of her throat. The Witch busies herself between Calisto’s legs, her tongue lapping at her juices with an eagerness I don’t expect. As I take in the feeling of Calisto’s tight throat around me, my hands go to cup her breasts in my palms. Her nipples are hard as I twist them between my fingertips, and I hear her moaning around me.
Slick, wet sounds emanate from the Witch, and I realize that she has three fingers inserted deep inside Calisto; thrusting in frenzied, wet movements. Calisto is bucking and moaning in response to the Witch’s touch, her hips thrusting erratically against the Witch’s hand. At that moment I wish I can be in three different places at the same time.
I’m thrusting deep inside Calisto’s throat in forceful pumps, and I feel myself approaching orgasm quickly. Though, it seems the Witch notices this and orders me to withdraw immediately.
“You are going to give me all that seed. I want to know what I’ve been missing,” the Witch purrs, smirking at me.
The Witch alternates and removes Calisto from me with a wet pop. With the Witch still on top of her, she faces her ass towards me while her face is buried between the succubus’ legs. With her fingers she spreads her pussy lips, revealing the soft, pink entrance that awaited me. Instantly I place the tip at her entrance, and with her blessing, plunge myself deep inside.
The sensation is incredible. Warmth and wetness surround me, gripping me instantly. It is as if the Witch’s body was waiting for me, not letting me withdraw with its tight grip. I sigh in pleasure, and let myself slip deeper into my pleasure. The Witch cocks her head back, moaning to the ceiling. Her voice is loud, yet melodic in the way she lets out her cries of pleasure.
Then, she buries her face between Calisto’s legs once again; her tongue busying itself at her juices. She’s moaning and squirming on top of the demoness, and I feel her contracting around me in tight waves.
It does not take long before I cum. With a few lasting pumps, I shoot every drop of my seed into the Witch; and the women are cumming simultaneously as well. They are moaning together, each point of their orgasm reaching its apex at the same time.
We all collapse to the ground, catching out breath.
The three of us pass the whole night together, lost in our lovemaking. When I wake up the next day, they have both disappeared, but I see I’m not alone.




Chapter 10

I wake up late in the morning. Calisto must have drained me good. I hear voices, familiar, of women. I open my eyes to find my foursome of warrior women in my chambers. I see that each of them appears as healed as myself, but from the look in their eyes, they seem annoyed at me. I’d think they’d be happier from the hospitality my mistress and the Grey Witch have provided them, but then again, it seems I’m wrong.
“Is there a problem? I ask worried.
“You were with her last night,” Melyne says to me.
“Actually, I was with her and the Grey Witch,” I tell her. “Apparently the Grey witch was interested in what I could do. Really, she’s not that different from the way you are.”
“I thought you said you were ours now,” Iolanthe complains.
I start getting up and put my undertunic back on. “How did you find my room?” I ask, avoiding Iolanthe’s question.
“I’m the best scout in the Emissary army,” Rena says with a smile that falls. “Well, I was… You didn’t answer the question, though.”
“Well, everything changed once we decided that we were no longer working for the Emissary army and allied ourselves with Calisto and the Grey Witch. Our leaders have different needs and I’m trying the best I can, in order for us not to get killed.”
“So we’re still going to have to share you with them?” Elenya complains just like Iolanthe did a few moments ago.
“I’m sure there’s still more than enough of me to go around,” I tell her and the others, but I could see they aren’t satisfied, no matter what. I think I should go on a round with each of them, to prove them wrong, however, I need some breakfast or lunch before getting into that. Regardless of what I want, one of the palace guards interrupts us and tells us that we have been summoned to an audience with Calisto.
“Looks like we’re going to find out some real answers,” Melyne offers. “Whether we like them or not.”
Together with my girls, we head to the Throne Room, where we find Calisto lounging on the throne. The Grey Witch is nowhere to be found. I can see that the girls aren’t very pleased with Calisto and offer her their glares.
“Isn’t that the Grey Witch’s throne?” Melyne asks.
Calisto seductively shrugs. “She isn’t here,” she says.
My girls start muttering in aggravation.
“It seems you’re all wondering why I’ve called you. As I was instrumental in having you all taken out of harm’s way, it seems only fair that you all perform a service for me,” Calisto tells us. “Afterall, it is in our best interest that I retake my territory and give that general of yours a good lesson that will remember for the decades to come.”
That last part intrigues me I want to make several questions, but I know it’s not the time. Instead, I try a gesture of understanding to the warrior women, who aren’t really having any of it. It seems I have other, more concerning matters at the moment.
“We’re pariahs because of her,” Elenya insists to me.
“She’s using us,” Iolanthe states.
Calisto clears her throat, attracting our attention back to her. “Emissaries, I need your help,” she tells us. “And as I lost most of my resources from my own realm, it’s hard for me to gain access to those who survived. I would have to ask you to do this for me. You do all owe me your lives. Never forget that.”
“What you need us to do?” I ask, trying to silence the grumblings.
“Someone has betrayed me and stolen one of my dragon eggs. I need it back,” she explains.
“What?” I hear Rena say.
“They actually exist?” Says Iolanthe, looking just as surprised and as shocked as I am. It seems that the rumors were actually true, that she was preparing a dragon army.
“I guess you guys just went down the wrong rabbit hole,” Melyne tells the other girls then corrects, “minotaur hole.”
“You never told me that you had dragon eggs,” I say to my mistress.
“There are many things that you don’t know about me. But part of the reason that the Emissaries were able to break through into my fortress was due to the fact that my dragon eggs were always my first priority. I had to send a number of my more powerful elite guard to get them to safety, leaving me more vulnerable than I should have been.”
“How many dragon eggs do you have?” I ask.
“Less one now,” my mistress tells me. “Are you going to accept the mission to recover the dragon egg for me, my lover?”
“Yes, but,” I start, stop, then continue. “Are we the best equipped to do this? We only just arrived. Aren’t there others here who would more easily help you-”
“Tut, tut, Zephyros,” Calisto stops me and motions me to come near.
I move close and she leans from the throne to whisper in my ear. “I owe too much to the Grey Witch already,” she whispers. “And even I can only take so much humiliation. She does not know the egg has been stolen, and I do not want her to. Would you prefer me to be in her debt or yours?”
I have to admit, I prefer the latter. I nod at her.
Looking over to my girls, I raise my eyebrows to them. I can see that they are ready to say yes to Calisto’s proposal. Melyne and Rena seem more ambiguous about the situation. Melyne just shrugs. Rena looks bothered but she nods anyway. She’s a good team player, always has been.
“All right, we will do it,” I tell Calisto and we are again dismissed until she can gather the gear we will need, that will help us find the missing egg and its thief.
Heading back to our rooms I decide to head to Rena’s first and discuss about how we should proceed with the scouting.
Rena sits on her bed, seemingly contemplating what was discussed previously. Her eyes are focused with a tinge of worry, and I sit beside her, placing a hand on her back. The gesture seems to snap her out of her focus, and she smiles at me. I’ve always had a soft spot for Rena, for how sincere and kind she is. Combine that with the fact that she’s small, I had no choice but to be soft. A short exhale escapes her lips as if she is going to say something, but she doesn’t. My hand moves to cup her cheek, and she melts into my hand. I haven’t pleased Rena in a while, and I can tell that she feels neglected of touch.
Leaning forward, I press my lips against hers in a soft kiss. Her hand hovers over my thigh, and then finally rests on top of my crotch hesitantly. And in slow circles, she caresses my shaft over my trousers, and I twitch beneath her fingers. She grips me suddenly, and our kiss escalates into a heated one. As breathy exhales are exchanged, I take the opportunity to invade her mouth with my tongue.
The atmosphere shifts and escalates, and our hands are exploring each other beneath our clothes as our tongues dance. Her hands are cold against my warm back, and her breasts are hot in my palms. Rena climbs on top of me, shoving her top off and tossing it to the side; revealing her small, perky breasts. My hands go to cup them again, flicking her tiny nipples with my fingers. Her hands caress her own body on top of me while I watch, smirking.
She runs her fingers through her hair, undoing the tight, brown braids. The locks fall around her shoulders, and somehow, she looks even cuter with her hair down.
I’m rock hard beneath her, and I know that she feels it. Her hand descends down her body to my erection, gripping it tight. Our trousers are still on, and she is grinding against me over the fabric of our clothes. Though we are clothed below, the grinding of our bodies heightens the arousal even more. I can’t help but snake my hand between her legs to caress her, and I am surprised to find that I can feel her wetness through her pants.
Rena’s cheeks flush in embarrassment, and I bring her into a kiss once again. Always so bashful, no matter how many times we have sex. I tuck my fingers beneath her waistband, and slowly bring them down until I can toss them to the side. We shift around until Rena is beneath me, my arms on either side of her head depressing into the bed.
My fingers find her entrance, and I swirl her juices between my fingertips curiously. She is already so wet and wanting, not even the other girls could get that way so quickly. I lower my head to marry our lips, and she wraps her arms around me tight. My shaft is hard and ready between her legs, and without any warning, I plunge myself deep inside.
She moans behind her forearm, her eyes shut tight. I forget how tight Rena is when we have sex, and it is a pleasant surprise very time. Her small body welcomes me with a tight, hot grasp, and I have to close my eyes to savor the feeling. I breathe against her lips and we exchange weak kisses before quickening my pace.
I can’t pound myself in Rena like I can with the others. We take it slow each time, letting her savor inch by inch without causing her pain. I have to admit that it is a nice change of pace, though uncommon for me. I run my fingers through her hair, watching her face. Her small lips are parted slightly as soft, whimpering moans escape them. Her hair is tussled in her face, and is turned to the side to avoid direct eye contact with me.
Cupping her chin with my fingers, I make her face me. I make her look into my eyes as I thrust inside her in slow pumps, with her wetness encompassing me. With my free hand, I go to play with her clit; and her eyes shut tight in response. Her moans become louder, and I feel her contract around me.
We are both approaching our climax now. I can tell by the way her mouth is stretching open, her fingers digging into the skin on my back. I tug at her hair as I penetrate her deeply, and she is almost screaming at this point.
My hips buck, and my shaft jerks and twitches until streams of my seed explode deep inside her. I press my body tight and deep inside, ensuring that no drop goes to waste. Rena is frozen in place, her orgasm rocking her entire body in euphoric waves.
After catching our breath, I collapse next to her; my chest rising and falling heavily. 




Chapter 11

Later that day, we are summoned by another guard to meet with Calisto, but this time it’s to her bedchamber.
“Are you ready to go in your quest?” she asks us, but she casts her gaze on me, waiting for confirmation.
Although the girls are little less enthusiastic than I am in taking over this mission, they finally agree reluctantly.
“I have some devices for you that will help you locate the thief and the egg,” she tells us. “I might remind you that you must be very careful. The egg must not be damaged.”
My mistress pulls out two items from a pouch.
“These will help you in your search,” she says.
The first is a sphere that displays what looks like a map of a city and a scrying gem, which will help us locate the egg and communicate with Calisto once we’ve found the thief.
“You remember how it works, right?” Calisto asks me.
I nod.
“She gave you one of things before?” Melyne wants to know. “When?”
“A while back, just before the battle against her fortress,” I say.
I probably shouldn’t have said that, because I just opened up more questions that I really didn’t want to answer right now. Calisto points out where the thief is heading.
“It appears that your quarry is headed north through the city. I’m not sure what her destination is. You must hurry because she’s moving fairly quickly,” the succubus tells us.
Immediately, me and my team depart, finding our way out of the fortress without difficulty. It seems the guards, monstrous or men, know who we are and let us by without problem. We are apparently still in Komana, but the area is very different from the territories we know.
“What’s north from here?” Iolanthe wonders as we step into the streets that lead from the fortress’ gates.
“Hopefully, the thief isn’t headed to the Emissary camp,” I say to her. “But to the opposite direction. But who knows where we are in the city anyways, you know how vast it is.”
“That’s true,” Rena agrees. “Until we can spot any familiar landmarks that we’ve seen before, we won’t know exactly where we might be.”
We enter a quarter of Komana that not only is densely occupied, but well maintained. It is like were in a completely different city, maybe even a completely different world. And as we pass through by buildings tall and short, we see that this part of the city is uniformly in better shape and usage, as compared to the ruins where we once roved. In fact, we hear the voices of people and soon, we enter a part of the city that’s full of a variety of races, both human and nonhuman. And while my girls are smart enough not to react badly, they do tense, and Rena even lays on hand on the pommel of one of her blades, once we see a band of goblins passing by.
“What is this place? Elenya wonders. “I’m not really sure we’re even on the same planet.”
Yes, unlike the ruins of Komana that we are more familiar with from Calisto’s territory, this area is filled with random monster races and humans wandering around. This quarter of Komana is lively, the streets are filled with people and creatures, all seeming to live together in relative harmony. Well, we do pass one or two fights between goblins and humans, but still, this is not at all what any of us expected.
All of us are amazed and never thought that this city was actually alive. Till now, we only knew that the only civilized beings that existed was us, woken from nothingness. We thought of the monsters are creatures to be fought and slain, not live with. This journey makes us reassess what we know of this vast city.
But enough wondering. It’s time for the hunt to begin.
“This way,” Rena says as she takes another look at the scrying gem. I’ve given it to her along the map. After all, she’s our scout and it makes sense to be the best equipped for the task, if we want to quickly track where our quarry might be. It takes a couple hours of searching and from what the scrying gem shows us, it seems like we might be closing in on who we are looking for. “I think we’re getting close,” my little scout notes.
It feels strange to me that someone would be moving a valuable item in such a populated part of the city, but it seems to be the case. Our quarry moves through the crowds down the streets towards her destination. I can see my warrior women preparing for a fight. Our opponent is going to be a tough one and although I can’t see the Threat Level yet, I imagine it should be someone powerful enough. Who would dare to steal something from my mistress?
We follow our quarry as stealthy as possible inside a tavern and we work our way close to where our target is. As a backup plan, I have Iolanthe and Elenya remain outside, in case our prey attempts to escape. We soon notice a hooded woman who appears to have a big pack near her. It’s obvious to us she’s guarding it.
“Is that her? Melyne asks
“I’m not actually certain,” Rena replies.
“All right, be very careful. Proceed with caution. Probably has weapons and maybe she’s a magic caster for all we know,” I warn the others.
While we approach the woman, she immediately gets up, grabs the big back and bolts for the back of the tavern. She gains a good head start, given how packed the place is, and by the time we manage to make it out, she is running down the alleyway with her package over her shoulders, but she’s stopped abruptly. Good, my girls are in position and acted as planned.
Catching up, we see that our pair of fellow team members have her blocked and she’s trapped.
“Caught you,” Melyne says. “Time to give up what you took, thief.”
And then, the woman turns back to us, pulls back her hood and we see who she is. I take in a breath and gasp involuntarily. Rena and Melyne are as shocked as I am. To our surprise, the thief is one of our former teammates, the blonde spear woman, Tatya.
“How is this possible?” I shout out surprised. Is this some kind of test? Calisto had to know it was one of ours we were sent to chase her down.




Chapter 12

To my surprise, Tatya appears to be very strong, close to my Threat Level. She stands her ground, even though she’s surrounded by the five of us. Her Threat Level is 32. Did she and Brontes gained some permanent buff through their fighting? It’s a mystery how they reached these levels.
“It has been a while Zephyros, Melyne, Rena,” she says with smirk. “Funny meeting you here. So, you’ve joined the better side?”
“I would seem to be the case,” I tell her. “We’ve also been sent to find the egg that you’ve taken.”
“That you stole,” Melyne amends.
“I think you’ve got that wrong,” Tatya tells us.
“How so?” Iolanthe wants to know.
“Who are you?” Tatya says.
“Not on the run like you are,” Elenya answers for her partner.
None of us, though, are particularly looking for a fight and since Tatya seems more than willing to talk than fight or flee, it seems reasonable for us to try and convince her to give us the dragon egg.
After a short chat, she tells us that her superiors planned to use the egg as some kind of a conduit, in order to create a powerful weapon.
“The Grey witch and Calisto intent on using it for a spell of some kind,” she tells us. “But they are wrong and since they wouldn’t listen to me, I decided to take the egg,” she adds.
“What you mean they’re wrong?” Rena wants to know, her blade still in her hand.
“They think the egg won’t hatch and the dragon inside is dead,” Tatya informs us. “But I can feel the dragon is alive, barely, but alive. I’m bonded with it.
“You’re connected to an unborn dragon in its egg?” Elenya asks with distrust in her face. She’s is having a little bit of trouble buying that explanation, and honestly I am as well.
“How exactly is that possible?” I want to know. “What’s been going on in the last months that you’ve been missing.”
“I wasn’t exactly missing, I just was persuaded to join the right side,” Tatya tells me, then crosses her arms. “Do we have to stand out here in this smelly alley or can we go back and discuss this over ale like adults?”
We don’t argue with that.
As it turns out, when Tatya got separated from us way back in our first, failed endeavor, instead of being killed by the goblins, she was captured and was presented to my mistress, Calisto as a prisoner of war. Calisto would be the once to decide of whether she should live or die, but came to the decision that she would be more useful alive, as she had the potential of becoming a dragon rider.
“If you’re here Zephyros, I guess you now understand that Amyndas isn’t the good guy in this war,” Tatya tells us. “We’ve all been brought here to destroy the Demon Lords of Komana. This was between Elysium and the Demon Faction has been going on for centuries. Don’t ask me why and for what reason, I don’t understand I don’t know I will.”
“But what about this dragon egg,” Melyne asks, bringing the conversation back on topic. “What do you have to do with dragons now?”
“When I was captured, Calisto cast a spell on me that, from what I understand seemed to determine if I would have an affinity with dragons. The test was positive, so instead of having me fight for her, she decided to to send me to the Grey Witch, so that I develop this kind of connection with the dragons, that I now possess,” she tells us. “I was also trained from the best of Calisto’s and the Grey Witch’s trainers. You’ve seen that several people here are pretty tough, so I had to level up myself if I wanted to survive.”
A tray of ale arrives and we all partake, as Tatya tells us more about her travails.
“Recently, I passed the final trial, which would define if I’m capable of being a dragon rider. I did pass, in fact, I was the best in class and Calisto and the Grey Witch appointed me an aspiring dragon rider. My first task was to caretake dragon eggs. It was then, when I was connected to this egg and found out that it was weak,” she pauses, takes a sip of ale, then continues, “You have to trust me Zephyros, I know what I’m doing here. If this egg hatches, a powerful dragon will emerge. Losing this dragon will cost Calisto more than me doing my duty. A live dragon is more valuable than a conduit for whatever experiment they’re up to.”
“Now what do you intend to do with it?” I ask. “It’s still an egg, not a dragon yet.”
“I’m trying to get the egg to a safe place, one that I’ve heard it’s rumored to be the old dragon hatchery. I’ll stay there and protect it till it hatches,” she says. “When it does, Calisto will thank me and thank you for making sure this happened. Let me do this Zephyros. Better yet, help me. We will both aid Calisto, and by helping me, you and Rena and Melyne will redeem yourselves for abandoning me.
I take in a breath to think about that sudden guilt trip she’s laying on us. Tatya certainly seems committed to her task, and I do feel a little guilty about the fact that I had once abandoned her to die. This is the opportunity to make up for it. I can see that Melyne and Rena feel the same way.
“I think we should help you,” I say. “And Calisto.”
A look of relief crosses her face. We all take another drink, except our shield fighter and javelin thrower.
“You have to be kidding,” Elenya argues. “We’ve been given one mission and that’s to bring the egg back. How can you refuse that?”
“She has a point Zephyros,” Iolanthe argues. “Look, we just got into the Demon Faction and you’ve decided to betray them as well? In the end, no place will be safe for us if you’re making the wrong decision here. We don’t owe this thief anything.”
“I know Calisto better than any of you,” I tell the girls.” Yes, she doesn’t tell me everything, but I also know that she’s not the kind of being that thinks ahead, or looks at all the options that lay out before her. She just goes by her gut instinct and expects that she’s powerful enough to win.”
“Can’t really argue with that,” Melyne agrees. “As a strategist she doesn’t seem that brilliant.”
“If that egg hatches and the dragon in this egg is still alive and can be brought into Calisto’s army, it’s something that we have to give it a chance. Calisto didn’t give us any time limit to find it, and if the incubator doesn’t work, we can just bring it right back, although it will be completely dead,” I add. Eventually, I manage to convince them and we start the journey to find the incubator.
“You know we’re probably going to regret this,” Melanie says to me. “Every time we seem to make the right decision something goes wrong.”
I shrug and reply just with a sexy smile.
After a couple hours of walking into a dark part of the city, we come to the place that seems to be the incubator that Tatya is looking for. It’s a stout building made of black bricks. From its roof several smokestacks rise, each belching out a great amount of smoke, enough so that specks of ash fall down on us as we approach.
“I mut warn you all,” she begins when we reach the heavy wooden doors that serve as the building’s entrance, “this place is guarded by a powerful foe and its numerous minions. We should be careful. All incubators are guarded, even abandoned ones like this.”
“Really?” Iolanthe offers sarcastically. “You’re just telling us this now?”
“You all bear decent Threat Levels and you’re strong,” Tatya tells her. “I figure that you can handle yourself.”
“And still you call it abandoned?” Rena wonders.
“Yes,” Tatya tells us. “It has not incubated a dragon in a hundred years, or so I am told.”
“What creatures are in there?” Iolanthe wonders. “If it’s been a hundred years.”
“None that are alive as we know,” Tatya tells us.
After some more grumblings, my team finally decides to enter, and along the sooty passageways, we quickly find out what Tatya has been talking about. Animated skeletons wielding rusty weapons including blades, hammers and axes come at us.
They are, however, only Threat Levels 1 and 2 as we can see, so are a little match for us. Just a couple swings of our blades and their bones are shattered, bounding off the walls, scattering to the floor with rattling sounds.
“That wasn’t too difficult,” Elenya says, having found her shield most effective in bashing the animated dead against the stone walls of the passage.
“It will get harder,” Tatya warns her.
And it does. As we progress deeper into the structure, tougher undead appear to block our way. Skeletal warriors in armor attack, and have Threat Levels between 5 and 10. These guys are more difficult and it takes us time to make it through.
While my allies fight their own undead, I wade through parrying blows and smash my way through my opponents. I rip the arm of one undead and smash another’s head with it. Then I grab my one-handed opponent and smash its skull into the wall several times, till it collapses headless on the ground.
Hearing a yell, I see that one has managed to stab Melyne in the arm. I stop forging ahead and turn back to help her deal with her opponent. I hack at the creature’s back several times, till I cut off its chainmail. With lightning speed, I chop at its rib, through the backbone and manage to crack and break it in half.
Another undead approaches and without me noticing, it slashes me near my elbow.
Melyne screams, “You’re bleeding,” and I am, but there’s no time for that.
In my fury, I forget about defense and charge against the undead that cut me and perform a horizontal, crushing blow, decapitating it.
“How much more will we have to face?” Iolanthe asks Tatya.
Like the rest of us, she has picked up a few bruises along with bloody cuts.
“We haven’t faced the Lich yet,” Tatya tells us. “It is the most powerful creature here.”
And it is. Soon, the mummified creature makes its presence known to us, after having finished the last rattling undead. It walks slowly towards us, staring like an arrogant monarch.
“Leave,” the lich tells us as.
The Lich if fully armored and we can all see it has a Threat Level of 45. If we stand a chance to face it, we’ll have to work together as one.
“Did you see his Threat Level? We may as well be fighting Amyndas himself,” Iolanthe worries.
“It will be good practice then,” I tell her and the others. “If we keep this up, we might get the opportunity.”
And then the fight begins. There are six of us, enough to attack the Lich from every side. But the monster is fast, and for every time we strike at it, it strikes at each of us with various kinds of spells, knocking us back. The lich has no blood to bleed, and even as I am able to sink my blade deep into its body, it is pulled back dry.
“Die, interloper,” the creature orders and hits me hard with its hand, knocking me back against a wall with a strike so fast I didn’t see it coming.
I’m stunned and for a couple moments I’m paralyzed by the magic hit. I’m proud however, as every member of my team is still fighting ferociously. Elenya seems that has been hit and paralyzed as I did, so I head there and help her back to her feet.
“How do we defeat this thing?” She asks me as I pull her up to her feet.
“We do not give up,” I tell her and leap back into the fray, followed by my shield fighter.
We keep fighting, stabbing and slashing, cutting the Lich down until there are only three of us still capable of fighting: myself, Tatya and Rena. In a desperate attack, Tatya takes the initiative and fights the Lich head on, taking all the blows and attack spells. Rena tries to flank it, but she fails. It doesn’t matter, because I get the chance I needed to attack from behind and with as swift swing of my blade, I detach it head. With a croak of death, the Lich collapses at our feet, bone and dust. Gasping for air, we too fall to our knees, exhausted from the battle.
I wouldn’t want to fight again such a hard opponent, but as injured as we end up being, I’m glad we’re all alive. I stare at the ancient furnace before me. Now, let’s bake a new dragon, I think to myself.




Chapter 13

The incubator is exactly what I expect it to be: a big and hot furnace. Probably, it’s made with incantations and magics of all kind, specifically for dragon egg hatching.
“This is definitely the place,” Tatya states. “I can now feel the dragon inside the egg responding to the heat and the magic of this place. He’s ready.”
She places the dragon egg in the magic hatchery and then we wait in the swelter for the egg to hatch.
“The little guy will probably make it,” Iolanthe finally agrees, starting to get excited. “I guess the matter is whether or not Calisto is going to be happy we didn’t do what she told us.”
“Well, we shall find out,” I reply. “And I’ll take responsibility, to make sure that if there is any punishment coming, it won’t fall on any of you.”
“As well it shouldn’t,” she points out. “This is your guilt trip.”
In the morning of the next day, Tatya wakes all of us excited and tells us to come to the hatchery. She kind of looks like she’s been in a blast furnace all night but seems extremely happy. She embraces me in a heat I barely remember she had done in the past when we first met back at the Emissary camp. I embrace her back, remembering that we never did get the chance to finish the thing we started. Then, I take notice that my other girls are here. Perhaps it’s not the best to be so demonstrative and emotional before them. Later, yes.
When I get the chance to view the egg, it doesn’t look like much is changed.
“Why are you so excited?” Elenya wants to know.
“It’s almost ready to hatch,” she says.
Rena eyes Tatya, then stares at the egg.
“Doesn’t look that ready to me,” she says, and then suddenly yelps as the egg shakes on its platform.
“It’s hatching,” Tatya tells us excited, “It’s hatching!”
We see small cracks appear in the egg and flakes fall off as it shakes shake some more, till it cracks wide open. The egg hatches and a small, red dragon flies around us screeching. Just before landing in front of Tatya, it makes a high-pitched dragon roar. My former companion takes it in her arms and cuddles the creature. The other girls smile, and Rena seems the most relieved, as if she thought that the magic furnace not only helps the hatching of a dragon, but make it a full-sized beast.
I suspect Calisto might’ve sensed something at that moment because only a few breaths later she contacts me through the scry gem and asks me if we have located the thief.
“Yes, I tell her, we’ve found Tatya,” I reply. “Did you know that it was going to be her?”
“I suspected that it was she who had stolen,” Calisto tells me. “But that doesn’t matter, what about the egg?”
“The egg has hatched,” I tell her.
“It Hatched?” Calisto sounds surprised. “How is that possible?”
“When we found Tatya she told us that she believed that the hatchling inside was still alive and requested we help her. I agreed and after disposing the Lich of this place, we helped the egg hatch in me magic furnace,” I tell her.
I move the scrying gem so that it is hopefully catches an image of the dragon, who sleeps in Tatya’s arms.
“Can you see it?” I ask her.
“Yes, I can,” she replies and I can tell that she is happy from the tone of her voice. “Great, good! This is a great thing. I will need all the dragons I can get, in order to take back my territory. However, I am very annoyed by the fact that you didn’t follow my orders Zephyros, not to mention that you didn’t think of my feelings in this matter. You know I do not like being vexed!”
“I do understand,” I say to her, “but I did this to ensure that you would be able to get your territory back, so I hope you can forgive me,” I try with a smile.
“Maybe,” she replies, implying sarcasm. “Come back to the fortress with Tatya and the dragon immediately, so that I make sure that what I’m seeing is true. Any punishment I decide on, will come later.”
And that is what we do, we head back to the fortress and are viewed upon with amazement by our fellow humans and monsters upon arrival with the red dragon. We are brought to an audience with the two Demon Lords: the Grey witch and Calisto who publicly welcome us, her new dragon, and praise our success in our quest.
“Another Dragon to fight the invaders. We will surely see victory against those who wish to destroy our world,” the Grey Witch calls out to the assembled followers who roar in approval and welcome us as heroes.
It certainly has been a while since we had that reception and it certainly is pretty weird for me to have goblinoids slap me on the back approvingly. I’d better not tell him how many of their brother’s I’ve cut down during my time on Earth.
Once celebration is over Calisto summons me and requests I and Tatya speak with her alone. She doesn’t seem particularly happy. “You understand that anything had gone wrong it might have cost us victory,” she accuses. “I and the Grey Witch were planning to use the egg as a conduit for a weapon.”
“Is a single dragon that powerful?” I ask. “Even if it’s a dead hatchling?”
“A single dragon or the magic it holds within it is most certainly powerful,” Calisto tells me. “You almost upset my plans. And you,” she says to Tatya, pointing an accusing finger “if your instincts had been in any way wrong and I had lost the dragon egg I would’ve had your head on a plate. Never do that again!”
“Yes! My mistress,” Tatya responds, bowing her head.
“Has it bonded successfully with you?” Calisto wants to know.
“I believe it has,” Tatya tells her, glowing with pride as though she was talking about something akin to a newborn baby.
It will be interesting to see how quickly this dragon grows and how powerful it becomes.
Calisto dismisses us, but summons me later in the evening. She talks about the baby dragon with almost a motherly tone, her smile as big as I’ve ever seen it. It never occurred to me until now to think of Calisto as a motherly type, and the thought of her cradling a baby dragon makes me want to laugh.
As she talks, my hand caresses her breasts over her thin dress wraps; my fingers grazing her nipples ever so slightly. She shoots me a look in the corner of her eyes as she is speaking, a mischievous glint in her eyes. My demoness lover seems to know what I’m doing, and she turns on her side to face me.
“Have you heard a word I said?” She asks, and truthfully, I have not. My eyes can’t escape the dip of her hips and follow the line of her curves.
But I don’t answer and instead lean in to kiss her luscious lips. Calisto responds with a giggle and kisses me back. The kisses start soft and innocent until I angle my face to deepen the kiss. A soft moan emanates from her lips, and her hand cups my face. My hand finds itself to her breasts and I squeeze them experimentally in my palm.
Her tongue darts between our lips, and she climbs on top of me now. Her fingers unfasten the wraps of her dress until they fall all around us; revealing her large, perky breasts and wide hips. Her long hair falls onto her shoulder, and she looks like the most beautiful demon I have ever seen. I lean back into the pillow of our bed, taking in her body.
She rolls her hips on top of me as she removes my clothing, already getting my rock hard beneath her. Now, we are both exposed to each other and I feel the heat from her pussy hovering over me. It doesn’t take long before I am sliding inside her with my hands resting on her hips.
Her wings outstretch behind her, which always amazes me every time I see it. It reminds me of the time in the courtyard, when I looked up at her with her wings stretched out behind her. The moonlight glittered across the surface of her skin and I was in awe. Though we are not there now, she is still absolutely captivating.
We are rolling into a rhythmic pace, her large breasts bouncing in my face. Calisto moans into my ear as her fingernails dig into the skin on my chest. She is hot and tight, her tail coiling in the air with the pleasure. I use her hips as support to drive myself deeper inside, the tip of my shaft grazing her cervix. With wet, forceful pumps, I thrust myself until I feel the familiar feeling of pressure in my groin.
Calisto is bouncing on top of me now, rolling her body in desperate, erratic movements to escalate her pleasure. She bites her lip and runs her fingers through my hair, holding on to dear life. A sheen of sweat appears on my chest as I use all of my strength to pound her. She seems to know that I’m close, and I feel that she is getting there, too.
Our limbs are entangled with each other’s, and I take in the scent of her hair as I approach orgasm. She has me in a hot, tight grasp now, not letting me pull out at all. So, I wrap my arms around her body in a tight embrace, as she does with me. With a few lasting pumps, I finish inside her; eventually withdrawing to let dribbles of cum leak from out of her.
She breathes heavily in my ear and drops beside me after catching her breath. She tells me how much she admires me for being level headed and how I made the correct choice, but I would never had expected what she’s about to propose me.
“I’ve decided to delay your punishment until later,” she says with a smirk. “Once I have regained my territory, I will have more time to think about giving you the lashing you deserve, general of my army.”
My jaw falls wide open. “What do you mean?” I ask her surprised.
“You will the great general of my forces. You will be the one to lead our freedom army against the Emissaries and put Amyndas back to his place,” she tells me.
It’s more of an order, not a request and one I can’t deny, it seems. I’m left wondering what my response should be, as I am awed by the offer. I know I’ll have to fight my former comrades in the coming battle and ponder if there’s a way I can avoid the position and the accompanied responsibilities of a position like this.




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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[AI1]Note to myself: Check previous book to see level
[AI2]Check again
[AI3]Is this ok if I place a semicolon? Do you suppose I restructure this sentence?
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