
        
            
                
            
        

    
 
    [image: ]


 
   
  
 

 Chapter One 
 
    Galencia spread out ten-thousand feet below me, and I breathed the thin salty air in deeply. My armies were at my fingertips, and I felt each beating heart of my regents. I sat firmly on the back of the Qianlong as she began her descent toward the ground and the wind picked up, blowing my hair over my shoulders. Black smoke billowed from the massive ships below and tinted the sky grey like an omen. Rana and Annalise sat ahead of me, their arms wrapped around each other as they held onto the Qianlong with their strong legs. Carmedy sat behind me and clung to my back tightly. 
 
    The outer buildings along the docks of Galencia were consumed by green fire, and I knew that Morrigan and Haruhi were taking up the tasks I’d given them with vigor. I leaned my head back, closed my eyes, and exhaled loudly. Thunder exploded, and lightning crackled to life from my immense power as the outskirts of Galencia came closer. 
 
    The Holy Order hadn’t received news of the attack yet, their fortress was calm and stoic in the distance, but we’d be upon them soon. Today was the day, my first step into the future where I was the ruler and god over all living things. No man or mage could stand in my way.  
 
    My army was strong, and my powers stronger.  
 
    Change was upon us, I could feel it all around me but more importantly, within my bones. This was the turning point of my life, I’d been given this second chance when my minions found me and I would snatch it up with my powerful fingers, no one would dare take it from me now. Not my parents, the gods, or even the mages that waited for us within the Holy Order. 
 
    Fate smiled down upon me, the winds of change were at my back, and I faced the future with determination. We would win this fight and usher in a new world order with me at the head of it. My heart beat wildly within my chest, and my blood pumped hotly. I was eager to take the city of Galencia for my own, the stronghold of the mages that locked me in my dungeon so long ago. It was a prize to me, the place where someday I would build my own castle and keep my women in just to spite the dead I’d slaughtered here. 
 
    “Hold on lest you wish to be thrown off.” Heijing’s voice boomed all around us as she lowered her neck ever farther down and aimed her whipping body at an angle toward the ground. 
 
    I gripped the dragon tightly with my knees and Carmedy’s arms wrapped around my back with feverish intensity as she squeezed her eyes closed. 
 
    The ground rushed up to meet us as Heijing pushed herself faster, and the air whipping my face burned my eyes, but I kept them open. I could make out the tiny forms of my two other women as they raced down the streets. Haruhi’s golden revolvers exploded with life, the bullets meeting their targets with deadly accuracy. Emerald green light shot from the palms of Morrigan’s hands and burned every home and business to a crisp. The Soties and Vakgors, like the worker bees and their queens, were out in full force attempting to defend their city, but they were no match against my trained warriors. 
 
    Heijing’s massive body rippled underneath me as she rode the waves of air toward the ground and when we got close enough to land, the Qianlong looped around the city, letting icy blue flames flow out of her enormous maw. The towering buildings took to flame quickly, and the fire climbed up to the highest floors within seconds. Heijing brought us back to the docks and landed elegantly. The dragon lifted her head back as her crest flowed through the air, and she roared. The sound vibrated in my ears, and I felt my blood pump even faster. 
 
    For the first time in hundreds of years, I felt alive, more akin to the god I was in the heavens, and it only made me more excited. My women slid off the back of Heijing and quickly drew their weapons, but I stayed with the Qianlong for a moment. I stood on her back and ran my gloved fingers over her scaled back tenderly. She’d done so much for my minions and me in the past few days, and I wasn’t sure how to thank her. She’d been a slave to her fear of the outside world, never leaving the safety of the Qianlong sanctuary where her people and her parents had died. 
 
    I didn’t have to train the Qianlong as I did with my minions, the dragon was already a warrior who’d survived so much. She’d lived in fear for most of her life, but she was here now, alive and well in the outside world with me. I wouldn’t let her regret leaving the safety of the sanctuary, there was so much I would show her and teach her. 
 
    My hands worked their way into her crest, and the long tendrils responded to my touch, wrapping all the way up my arms to my elbows like feelers. Heijing and I were one at this moment, and I could see through her eyes as if they were my own. It startled me, and I almost pulled away but then looked deeper through her eyes. As the Qianlong turned her head, I saw orange orbs all around us, inside the walls of the buildings and shops around us. The body heat of the mortals cowering in fear inside and a wicked laugh bubbled up my throat. I leaned forward as I tightened my grip on her crest and whispered into her pointed ear. 
 
    “Destroy them,” I commanded to her. “Destroy all of them.” 
 
    I let go of Heijing’s crest and slid off her back to look up into her icy blue eyes. She was so beautiful in many ways, both in her human and dragon form. I’d never thought I’d see a dragon alive again but here she was, against all the odds and under my control. The Qianlong brought her massive head forward, and I pressed my temple against the slope of her expansive forehead. I felt the bond between us form and solidify, unlike bonds I had with my Bánwolf Marbas, this was totally different. I felt deep within my body as Heijing’s soul reached out to mine. 
 
    The Qianlong wanted this, she wanted to be a part of me for this battle, and this connection would allow me to use her to my will. My essence reached out to hers, and they joined together with a loud crackle. I heard Heijing’s clear, sharp voice cry out, not in pain but almost in ecstasy. When I pulled away from her, her eyes were heated and alive in their sockets. Her heart beat wildly within her enormous body, and I took a single step back. 
 
    Without a moment’s hesitation, Heijing launched into the air. She swirled into the sky with her taloned legs tucked into her body as she looped over Galencia. I watched her for a moment and felt a sense of longing as my eyes followed her movements. 
 
    The loud crashing of waves caught my attention, and I turned to watch the massive grey Tamarisch ships smash through the wooden docks and keep going without a scratch. Another sound reached my ears over the crunch of wood and rushing waves, and I realized that the soldiers inside the belly of the ship were chanting. Their song blistered their spirits as they prepared for war, and I breathed in deeply as I reached into the void pocket. I pulled the God Slayer from its depths and held it out beside me. 
 
    The massive breakers nearly came ashore and stopped just in time. The stern came open at a seam and dropped to the ground like a gangplank made of grey metal. The Tamarisch soldiers stood in neat lines of formation with a familiar face at the head.  
 
    Ansel Decathmor held his helmet in the crook of his arm as he looked out at the burning remains of the outskirts of Galencia. His chocolate brown eyes settled on mine, and he was the first to stride down the smooth, metal ramp. 
 
    His boots and armor clanked ominously, and if I were any other man, the sight of him would strike fear into my heart. A dashing smile spread across his lips as he came to stand before me and then lowered to a knee. He bowed respectfully to me and then brought his head up. 
 
    “Good to see you, it’s been a long time, High King,” Ansel spoke in his deep, raspy voice that vaguely reminded me of Annalise’s. “You have Tamarisch’s sword at your aid.” 
 
    The oldest Decathmor stood and then turned toward the troops waiting inside the belly of this particular ship. A shrill whistle exploded from his lips, and the soldiers marched forward. Their movements were precise and calculated as they came to stand in formation in front of me. Six other Tamarisch breakers docked up to the land just as Ansel’s did and they lowered their own ramps. Two more familiar faces raced down the ramps together, and the infamous Decathmor twins ran toward me. They came to stand in front of me, throwing their torsos down in low bows before they shot back up. 
 
    “Master!” Adam shouted as he saluted me and grinned. 
 
    “Was that a fucking dragon we just saw?!” Amos blurted out as he turned his head and watched Heijing’s movements through the sky. 
 
    “Have you forgotten your manners, you damn fool?” Adam chastised as he slapped his twin on the back of his head. “Pay your respect to Master first, ask question after you’ve greeted him.” 
 
    Amos launched himself into a second bow, rose to his full height, and smiled widely to me. 
 
    “Hello Master, good to see you, you look well and frightening as ever,” Amos nearly shouted as he rushed to get it all out. “Was that a dragon? A real, live dragon?” 
 
    I chuckled lightly and shook my head as I looked over my brothers-in-law. It’d been a long time since I’d seen them last, right before we traveled to Machstein, and I seemed to have forgotten the twin’s antics. 
 
    “Yes,” I smiled as I lifted my chin as the dragon soared overhead, flames bursting from her mouth. “She is Heijing of the Qianlong Tribe, the only daughter of Guoshe and Anteng of the Canartian Islands. She is the last dragon alive in all of the lands, and she is on our side.” 
 
    “Holy shit,” Amos sighed as he leaned his head back and stared into the sky at the Qianlong. “I thought they were all dead…” 
 
    “Ansel!” a raspy voice called out over the clanking of armor, and the eldest Decathmor whipped his head in the direction the sound came from. 
 
    Annalise ran through the rows and rows of soldiers toward her older brother and launched herself into his arms. Ansel laughed heartily as he lifted his sister off her feet and embraced her tightly. The high queen laughed as her brother squeezed her and then set her down in front of him. The size difference between the Decathmor brother and Annalise was baffling. Her giant of a brother dwarfed the tall and muscular swordswoman. 
 
    Ansel’s armor was everything a Tamarisch general’s was supposed to be, and the golden metal shone in the light as he looked out over all of his troops. He was a brute of a man, tank-like in build with broad shoulders and a thick chest. His long brown hair was pulled back by a leather strand, and the ends billowed in a soft breeze as he smiled down at his younger sister. 
 
    “Look at this spry little chicken,” Ansel chuckled as he reached out and ruffled his little sister’s hair. “Still haven’t grown much taller.” 
 
    Ansel and Annalise embraced once more, and Amos scoffed from beside me. I glanced at him, and the younger twin shook his head and swaggered forward with his thumbs hooked into his belt. 
 
    “Well, well, well, it seems we know for sure who Annalise’s favorite sibling is, right Adam?” the younger twin shook his head dramatically and covered his eyes as if he were crying. 
 
    “Yup, we don’t have to question it anymore,” Adam sighed as he crossed his arms over his chest. “We always suspected it, but here’s the proof.” 
 
    “Amos! Adam!” Annalise cried as she let go of her older brother and wrapped her arms around the twins. “That’s not true, I love all of you equally!” 
 
    “No, it’s already, we already know our place. I’m second,” Amos cried in a loud, saddened voice as he placed a hand in the middle of Adam’s chest. “Adam is third.” 
 
    “Excuse me?” Adam snorted as he shook off his brother’s hand. “We’re on the same level.” 
 
    “Don’t lump me in with scallywags like you,” Amos said defiantly. “I’m of a different breed!” 
 
    “Different breed? We’re brothers! Twins! If I’m lumped in somewhere, you’re there with me, you buffoon!” Adam cried as he threw his hands into the air. 
 
    “You speak as if that makes a difference!” Amos protested, and Annalise merely shook her head and laughed lightly. 
 
    “Either way, buffoons, different breeds or favorites, I’m still pleased to see you,” the high queen smiled as she hugged each of her brother’s tightly. “Amos, I see your hair is growing in nicely.” 
 
    “Thank you, Annalise, at least someone appreciates my efforts to get my glorious locks back. Ansel told me to just accept the fate I’ve been given and stay bald.” Amos glared over at his older brother. 
 
    “We were more concerned that the mages in the Holy Order may become confused at the sad sight of him and accept him into the fold as an apprentice.” Adam cackled with loud laughter. 
 
    “See how they torture me so, Annalise?” Amos snickered as he laid a hand on his sister’s shoulder. “First it was becoming a monk, and now, I’ve been signed up to join the Holy Order without my consent all because the Tintagal bastards took my hair long ago with a fated flaming arrow.” 
 
    “You make it seem like a great legend,” Adam shook his head as he ran a gloved hand through his own flowing locks. “The tale of the High Queen, the Mighty Warrior Ansel, the quick and charming Adam and…the bald one.” 
 
    “That’s even worse!” Amos shouted. “Our hair is the closest thing to the gods, and mine has been savagely stripped from me!” 
 
    “If I may offer you a consolation,” I uttered as I stepped closer and their attention turned to me immediately. “You are already close to a god, tied by blood and law, that is the only god you need to be near.” 
 
    “Very well said, Master,” Ansel grinned as he shook my hand. “It is good to be back by your side, fighting the good fight.” 
 
    Out of the corner of my eye, Amos patted his short hair and smiled in my direction. My attention was diverted from the Decathmors as smaller wooden ships docked in between the large Tamarisch ships. These were much different than I’d ever seen. The sails were massive, segmented like fans and colored burnt orange. The men on board weren’t as organized as the Tamarisch soldiers, but their looks and weapons were much more intimidating. 
 
    Their skin was tanned and weathered by wind and sand. Some of them wore red or orange turbans and loose-fitting clothing as they looked out over Galencia. I recognized them immediately, especially the man that stood at the stern. Our eyes locked together, he nodded to me once and then turned to speak to the captain in a language I barely understood. The largest ship let down its gangplank, and the tall, dark-skinned man moved closer to us. 
 
    Smaller boats arrived, and this time, catkin poured from inside with medical bags and wooden crates with medical supplies within. I recognized Carmedy’s parents among them along with her brothers, they rushed past but nodded to me in time. 
 
    “Makar,” I spoke as I moved past the Decathmors, and they turned to see who I spoke to. 
 
    “Master,” the tanned man boomed in his velvety Valasaran accent as he swept in a bow. “I am blessed to be back in your presence.” 
 
    “Was the journey long?” I asked as he rose to his feet. 
 
    “Yes, but the destination is worth it.” The regent from the desert country smiled as he offered me a hand, and I shook it. 
 
    “Come, meet the Decathmor brothers,” I stated as I brought him closer to the Tamarisch men. “and of course, you remember my wife, Annalise.” 
 
    “Yes, it is wonderful to see you again, milady,” Makar smiled as he bowed to the high queen. “But there is no need for introduction, I’ve met the Decathmor brother’s thanks to your trade route, they are great friends to me and the land of Valasara.” 
 
    “Makar! Good to see you again, my friend!” Ansel smiled as he held out a hand to the Valasarian, and Makar took it and gave it a hearty shake. 
 
    “Master, I brought along some friends of yours that may be of use to you.” Makar smiled as he turned back to his ship, placed two fingers into the corners of his lips, and whistled loudly. 
 
    The sound of talons on wood reached our ears, and I waited for a moment for what I knew was coming. Five large lizards grappled up onto the railings of the ship, their eyes swiveling around as they took in the scenery. Two of them were light brown with speckles, two emerald green, but the largest one was the one I knew immediately. Tiberius, Morrigan’s impressive, alabaster riding lizard she’d chosen back in Valasara. The five lizards turned their heads curiously, jumped from the railing of the boat and landed perfectly. They scuttled closer as I called out to my other women and commanded them to join us. 
 
    Annalise squealed happily as she rushed forward to her chosen lizard, one of the speckled brown ones and stroked its scaly head. I was glad Makar had brought our beasts along with us because I had plans for them. Within minutes, the rest of my minions surrounded me, and they looked just as happy to see their lizards.  
 
    Each of my minions stroked their mounts as I reached into my void pocket. When I pulled my hand out, I held two objects in the palms of my hand. 
 
    I opened my hand to reveal the two Dragnasí we’d found in separate dungeons. The Dragnasí, when fed to lizards, gave them the ability to transform into dragons and give them flight. Haruhi, the only minion without a lizard, gasped and stared down at them with wide, hazel eyes. 
 
    “Is that what I think it is?” the sage asked as she grabbed my arm and looked even closer at the two shining orbs. 
 
    “Yes,” I smiled as I offered her one and then held up a single sphere between my pointer finger and thumb. “The Dragnasí, we would’ve used them sooner, but we weren’t sure how long the effects would last if at all.” 
 
    Haruhi, with her infinite knowledge, stared up into my face as she took on a serious expression. From the determined look on her face, I didn’t doubt that the librarian already knew what the Dragnasí would do to our lizards if we fed them to them, and I waited for her to speak. 
 
    “The Dragnasí effects are permanent, that’s why the Holy Order had them destroyed,” Haruhi told me as she turned and looked over the five lizards. “If one lizard eats one of these, they will still technically be a lizard, but it’ll have the ability to transform into a dragon for the rest of its life. The Holy Order had them destroyed after all the real dragons died off, no one really knows why, and there is no explanation anywhere why they wanted them gone.” 
 
    I didn’t have to guess why the Dragnasí were banned and destroyed by the mages. I already knew that the Holy Order worked with the Heavens, and the god’s realm had been the ones who killed off all the dragons. The gods didn’t want any powerful dragon-like creatures on the earth, fabricated or not. My eyes again lifted and found Heijing in the sky, it seemed that she wouldn’t be the only dragon joining us on this journey. Carmedy had summoned both her parents, and Morrigan had created a dragon merely from her own power, and now, two of our lizards would be forever changed. 
 
    “How long does it take for them to transform?” I questioned as I looked deeply into her wide, hazel eyes. 
 
    “Almost immediately,” the sage told me. “As soon as it reaches their stomach, they’ll be able to transform.” 
 
    “Are there any long-lasting effects other than that?” I asked as Haruhi handed back the Dragnasí. 
 
    “No, once they’ve eaten the Dragnasi, they will be dragons for the rest of their natural lives,” The librarian told me as she turned and looked over the lizards and their riders. “Which ones will you turn? You only have two.” 
 
    “Basilisk, my lizard from Valasara and Tiberius, Morrigan’s, they are the males and the strongest out of the five. It is the only logical choice.” I stated, and Haruhi smiled as she nodded in agreement. 
 
    I moved away from my regents and Haruhi and came closer to the five lizards. Basilisk, named after the mighty beasts I’d used in battles many times before turned his head and looked me in the eye. He responded to me eagerly, and I pressed a hand flat against his scaly flank. Morrigan’s dark eyes followed me, and I held out the second Dragnasí to the elven woman. She took it from me and bowed to me slightly as she moved closer to her lizard. 
 
    I held out the orb in front of my lizard and in an instant, Basilisk’s tongue shot out, wrapped around the orb and then swallowed it. Basilisk swallowed it down and burped loudly as it lapped at its dry, seamless lips. It’s burnt umber eyes met mine, and I waited for any changes. Morrigan fed the Dragnasi to Tiberius, and the massive white lizard stared at her as if asking for more. 
 
    The change within them was slow, but I felt its progress, and suddenly, Basilisk’s tongue flipped out with a puff of smoke. The lizard’s eyes widened, and I took a step back as its skin began to shift and change before my eyes. The transformation wasn’t as beautiful and mesmerizing as Heijing’s, but my eyes widened in surprise as the lizard’s bodies swelled and then expanded out in all directions. The tiny scales all over their flesh plated and expanded. Their snouts elongated and stretched as rows and rows of pointed milky-white teeth pointed out of their pink gums. 
 
    Large, fleshy wings spread out behind them and flapped in the wind as they raised their massive heads to the sky. Above us, Heijing’s head turned and stared down at what was happening. The Qianlong flew closer but kept a curious distance. 
 
    Basilisk’s scales were emerald green just like his normal ones, and his burnt umber eyes glinted hatefully. Yellow horns sprouted above his pointed ears, and his massive maw opened and closed menacingly as he stared at the fortress in the distance. Tiberius’s scales were the same snow-white, but when he turned his head to watch Heijing loop through the sky, they flashed with hints of scarlet red. Morrigan’s dragon was much larger, and his talons scraped against the cobblestones, tearing them up from the dirt below. 
 
    I looked up into the faces of the lizards turned dragons and commanded them in a deep, booming voice just as I had with Heijing. 
 
    “Go now,” I yelled up to them. “Kill every enemy within sight!” 
 
    Basilisk and Tiberius’s wings beat at the sky as they both raced forward and took off. Their wings opened up at the last second and beat at the air until they lifted into the sky and joined Heijing above. The Qianlong kept her distance and watched them warily, but there was no reason for her to fear them. They meant her no harm and would work alongside her in the fight. 
 
    I turned toward my army, and the Decathmor brother, as the last of the ships arrived, bringing with them the Tintagal soldiers and the people of Machstein who wished to fight. Amongst the crowd, I spotted a familiar sprout of wild, red hair and feral yellow eyes. Ruituri stood out like a sore thumb, and slowly, the other gods appeared around her, their weapons ready and at their sides. They’d promised to fight alongside us, and here they were, proving their word to me. 
 
    I had them here, all of my armies and all of the lands under my control. The remaining soldiers disembarked their ships and stood in formation with the Tamarisch and Valasara troops. They waited and watched me intently as I turned and slammed the God Slayer down. The three blades sprang to life as I began to speak. 
 
    “I am your Master, some of you have been under my control since the beginning,” I stated as I looked to Makar and his followers. “Some of you, within the last few months. I’ve proven to you that I am a generous and giving god, a loving Master who blesses all who follow me. I’ve respected your people, your ways, and the gods you chose to worship even though they are dead.” 
 
    I said pointedly as I lay my eyes on Shida in the crowd. The man from Kanashimi smiled, bowed his head at the loss of his precious gods, and lifted his eyes to me, the god he had gained in the struggle. 
 
    “I’ve lived for thousands of years, longer than anyone here,” I called for all to hear as I looked out over the massive crowd and smiled to the mass of catkins huddled together. “I’ve seen the rise and fall of mortals within a blink of an eye, each of them coming to their knees against my will and now, with all the armies under my control, Galencia will be the next to fall. Lend me your strength, lend me your swords and spears. Even lend me your expertise in healing and medicine, and I will take it gladly. Each of you is a piece of this mighty war machine, and we will destroy all those in our path without mercy. This land is ours, and all those who dwell upon it are trespassers. Aid me, my friends, in clearing out the thieves. Together, you and I, your Lord and Master, will urge in a new order. We will create a stronger nation, together as one whole piece.” 
 
    I spoke from the heart and watched as the mass of onlookers became more and more excited. They held their weapons tightly in their hands as if the enemy stood directly in front of them. I felt my blood pump, and my power grew from all of the energy surrounding me. 
 
    “I am your lord, your god, and most of all, your Master,” I shouted as I lifted the God Slayer into the air. “Please me on this day, and you will receive all the gifts promised to you. We will taste their blood on our lips as if it were victory itself! Now go! Slaughter every person in sight, they are our enemies, and they deserve the bite of our blades!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
    With all of my armies amassed here in Galencia, I had over 50,000 men and women who were battle-ready. Each troop wore the armor of their homeland, and the Valasara soldiers wore loose fitting garments with dark, beaten copper armor over them. A few of the desert dwellers carried long naginata, weapons that resembled the God Slayer in a way but had single, long blades attached at the end. Makar stood in front of his troops and kept his eyes on me. I had a strong sense of brotherhood with each of my regents, especially the man from Valasara. He’d been a strong ally since the moment I met him, and I would keep him by my side as an advisor in the coming years. 
 
    The Tamarisch soldiers’ armor shone in the bright sunlight as they stood tall in neat lines. They were a force to be reckoned with, and I was glad to have them on my side. Each helmet placed over their faces was beaten and molded into the shape of a roaring bear. Each of these men had gone into the wild and killed one of the mighty Bánwolves as a test of their strength, they earned their right to be here, and it gave them pride to stand at my side. 
 
    The Tintagal soldiers wore their signature forest green and silver with the boar crest directly in the middle of their breastplates. Their flags flew out proudly above them as all their heads turned to watch me. 
 
    The people of Machstein and those who volunteered from Canartia wore mismatched armor, their weapons hastily prepared but from the determination on all of their faces, I knew they would gladly give their lives for me. Those from the Canartian islands who didn’t want to fight had set up billowing white tents to care for those injured in the battle. I moved my eyes over them in appreciation and noticed two familiar faces among the crowd of islanders. Both Ezra and Adrian, Haruhi’s family, had come all the way from their treasured library to battle alongside me. 
 
    From this distance away, I could see that Adrian, the nearly deaf older man, was chattering excitedly to his son as he held up a flail and explained its many uses. Ezra nodded along to the flurry of words that spilled from his father’s lips and smiled softly to the older cat-man. The sailor’s eyes raised and connected with mine for a moment and Ezra bowed his head to me out of respect. Adrian turned as his eyes widened, noticed me then waved eagerly with the hand that held the flail. Ezra was in the navy, but I doubted he’d seen a battle or a real war, and this would be his first experience. 
 
    Ansel took his place in front of his many warriors, and with a single, sharp yell from the Tamarisch general, they took a unified step forward. Amos and Adam stood in front of their own troops, all of their usual antics gone as seriousness fell over them. Ansel’s dark chocolate brown eyes found mine through the mass of people and nodded to me as he placed his hand on the pommel of his sword. 
 
    In one sweeping movement, I turned away from the troops toward the path ahead of us. Heijing whipped through the sky along with the other two faux dragons, and blood-red fire spilled from her massive maw. I took in her beauty for a moment and then slammed my eyes back toward the Holy Order’s fortress that lay ahead of us. 
 
    I squared my shoulders and turned my head at a loud snarling sound. Five furry shapes I recognized stalked out of the belly of the Tamarisch ship with their riders firmly in place. The Bánwolves stepped out into the light with my minions on their backs with Marbas in front. He was a beautiful and frightful looking black beast, and his eyes connected with mine as he came closer. 
 
    The only minion missing from the group was Carmedy, but the feline had made it clear in Tintagal that she didn’t want to ride a Bánwolf. She quickly appeared out of the belly of the ship on the back of one of our lizards. The alchemist smiled and waved to me excitedly as she followed behind the massive dogs. Haruhi sat firmly on the back of Tatin, the wolf that would’ve been Carmedy’s if the alchemist wanted to ride one. The sage looked like an experienced rider as the beast moved smoothly underneath her, but I doubted she’d ever ridden such a large creature before in her life. 
 
    My women fanned out and took their places behind me, they were with me but in a place where I had an ability to protect them. Their six hearts beat strongly, my five women and my unborn child resting in Rana’s womb. I had to keep all of them safe, but I already knew they were perfectly capable of doing it themselves. I looked over each of them, and each woman smiled at me in turn. 
 
    “Ready?” Annalise asked to all of us as she gripped the hilt of Bloodscale. 
 
    The high queen placed her thumb over the augmentation stone but didn’t press it just yet. The swordswoman was saving that power for when we got into the thick of the battle. 
 
    “As ready as I’ll ever be,” Rana laughed wryly as she placed a paw over her chest and pulled the Eye of Alipsis free. “Let’s kick some serious mage ass.” 
 
    “It seems those outside are not the higher tier mages,” Morrigan uttered in her emotionless voice as her hands began to glow emerald green. “They will not bring out their best until we break through the second wall, or they will even wait until we are inside the inner sanctum, that is when we should worry.” 
 
    “What level do you think those are?” I asked as I stroked Marbas’ side. 
 
    “Level four or five,” the elven woman responded as she squinted at the tiny figures in the distance. “Not very powerful but still able to do some damage or even kill someone. The lower levels are experts in controlling the elements, water, earth, air, and fire.” 
 
    “How many levels of mages are there?” Carmedy inquired as she hastily dropped ingredients into her small burlap bundles and then tied them to her waist. 
 
    “Twenty.” Morrigan and Haruhi answered in unison then the two women smiled to each other. 
 
    “Once a mage reaches level twenty in their training, they are either added to the Dvarian Brotherhood and placed over a sect of the Holy Order as instructors or they join the Elders and oversee everything from within.” 
 
    “I bet that gets confusing,” the alchemist giggled as she counted her bundles then patted them with satisfaction. “I’m getting kind of confused just listening to it.” 
 
    “It’s pretty easy to remember, just think of it like a school,” Haruhi explained as she petted Tatin’s speckled fur. “The Dvarian Brotherhood are kind of like the teachers who instruct the lower ranking mages in different sects, and the Elders are the principles in charge of everything.” 
 
    “The Brotherhood isn’t something we should worry about,” I stated as I reached out and lay a hand against Marbas’ pitch black fur. “The Elders are the most powerful out of all of them; they are the ones we need to look out for. I will deal with them personally.” 
 
    I turned and looked deeply into Marbas’ glowing orange eyes that resembled smoldering embers. I had broken and tamed him so long ago, but our bond was still as strong as ever as I swiftly lifted myself onto his back. Marbas lifted his head and bellowed toward the sky as he reared back. I felt all of his bunching, powerful muscles beneath me contract and move with vigor. 
 
    He was ready, and so was I. 
 
    Blackened and charred bodies of Soties and Vakgors already littered the street, and in the distance, more of Galencia’s citizens ran away from us in fear. I took the first step forward, and my troops followed after me. From behind me, I could hear the cackle of Ruituri’s insane laughter as she mounted her snow-white bear. The beast snorted and rolled beneath her rotted body as the goddess held her bow lightly in one hand. The goddess’s ash-colored hair whipped around her, and her feral yellow eyes met mine as she laughed even louder. 
 
    “Death to the Holy Order!” Ruituri snarled in a deep, raspy voice as she threw back her head and lifted her bow into the air. “Death to the gods! Death to all those who oppose us!” 
 
    Ansel blinked rapidly at the goddess’s outburst then grinned as he too lifted his mighty sword into the air. 
 
    “Death to our enemies!” the oldest Decathmor shouted. “May our High King and Master bless us and send all those against us straight to the pits of the Underworld!” 
 
    My gloved hands tightened in Marbas’ fur as the massive wolf launched forward with snapping jaws. All of the Tamarisch soldiers yelled in unison as they unsheathed their swords and plunged ahead. In the distance, the first line of mages stood outside the fortress, and I could already tell from their mass, we would overtake and slaughter them all within minutes. 
 
    As Marbas’ paws beat at the ground, I breathed in deeply, closed my eyes, and summoned up all the powers given to me by the fallen gods. I felt each of them individually come forward and presented themselves to me in chronological order, first the illusion goddess we’d met when I’d first found my minions. I summoned her power to me and felt it rush through my veins as I projected it outward. 
 
    Even from this far away, I could see the lines of mages in their loose formation and I dove deep into each of their minds, taking in all of their fears. I concentrated on them as I pushed the illusion goddess’s power toward them and crafted my illusions. The Holy Order members’ hands were held out in front of them as they summoned up orbs of light, but they quickly fell as my illusion took over. The first line of mages fell away, screaming in terror as their personal nightmares came to life before them. 
 
    I barked a laugh as we came even closer and listened as the armies behind me slaughter any citizen in sight. I lifted the God Slayer high over my head and slashed downward. The air parted in front of me, and I felt my power grow even stronger from the pulse of all the hearts around me.  
 
    Then I gripped the haft of the God Slayer as my dark energy ripped deep under the earth. 
 
    My Underdark energy manifested below my feet, and new life sprouted one after another in quick succession. I called them up from the depths, and they ripped forward with reckless abandon. To the left of me, the cobblestones exploded upward and rained down on the roofs of some squat buildings. A golden head rippling with heat appeared, and lava poured from between its gilt teeth. The orange eyes focused on me, and the enormous mouth fell open, letting more lava drip out. 
 
    I rode past it as the hole widened, and the two other heads of the magma hydra appeared. The beast climbed out of the hole and caught the two buildings it stood between on fire just from the sweltering heat pulsing off its body. To my right, swirling orbs of mist appeared, and lanky arms with pointed, taloned hands pulled themselves through. The ice demons poured from the portals and ran toward the fortress as their long, spindly arms dragged against the cobblestones. 
 
    To the right of me, another beast exploded up from the ground as bricks and dirt showered all around us. The colossal basilisk made entirely from tree roots and other plant matter opened its massive wooden jaws, and a thundering roar ripped up its woven throat. The serpentine beast launched itself forward and dove back down under the ground. I watched the cobblestones ripple and bulge as it ripped its way forward toward the lines of mages. 
 
    A loud cry sounded from the mages as one man stepped forward through the cowering troop. He stood at the front and placed his hands in front of him as an orb of blinding light began to form. The mage ripped his arms away, and the sphere of light rocketed straight for me. I chuckled deep in the back of my throat as I lifted the God Slayer and deflected the orb easily. The sphere exploded with an earth-shattering boom as flames exploded up into the sky. 
 
    Smoke obscured my view as I lowered the God Slayer like a lance and cut through the smoke. I must have been a terrifying view to the mages as they screamed even louder and hastily got back into position.  
 
    I gritted my teeth and gripped the haft of the polearm tightly as I prepared to break into the ranks of the Holy Order.  
 
    The city streets were narrow close to the docks but became wider the deeper we marched on. Ahead of us, alleys broke off from the main street, and I sent smaller units of men down them to slaughter anyone in sight. The towering buildings filled with apartments were already in flames and burning embers fluttered down to my feet. Galencia was a massive sprawling urban city, but the size of my army made it look insignificant in comparison.  
 
    Windows from above reflected the flames of other fires and made it look as if the whole city was being consumed. My men and women covered all the free space of the streets and choked out all those mages hiding inside. My troops brought them out and executed them in the street as the massive stronghold of Galencia watched from above.  
 
    A large common sat outside the walled off fortress, and that is where the mages stood for their initial defense. As the streets widened right before the common, my armies broke rank and spread out all around me as we prepared to meet the first line of attack head-on. I heard the heavy footfalls of a beast coming up behind me as an arrow shot straight over my shoulder. The arrow whizzed through the air and hit its target perfectly as it sunk into the eye socket of one of the mages. Ruituri’s crazed laughter reached my ears, and I turned my head to look. Ruituri’s feral yellow eyes were wide as she stood in the saddle and rested her right foot on its horn. The ground behind the goddess of rot turned black as her powers snapped around her in a fury. 
 
    Bellum rode to the left of me on her Valgarian tiger, her massive claymore held in both hands. The blade began to shine and glow in her hands as she whispered the god’s language aloud for all to hear. Bellum’s high ponytail whipped out behind her as she kept her eyes forward on the line of mages that prepared to send more attacks our way. 
 
    Domor and Malsumis came into line on either side of the two goddesses in an arrow shape with me at the head of it. I felt it all around me, their powers pushing into mine and strengthening them to a point I’d never experienced before. I felt my power reach a peak then continue skyward right as we collided with the first line of mages. Their ranks were dwarfed by ours, and the Tamarisch soldiers washed over them effortlessly. 
 
    Marbas barreled forward, his mouth wide and open as he snapped and tore limbs from powerless mages. I breathed in deeply as a whole group of them rushed me, and the ground opened up before them in a bubbling, orange mass. They skidded to stop themselves from falling in, but their momentum carried them forward into the fiery depths. Their flesh melted off instantly, and their cries died out as the flames consumed them whole. 
 
    Marbas turned and roared as a mage stepped out directly in front of us. The Bánwolf reared back as the mage brought up his hands and bright blue electricity sprouted from his palms. Marbas turned, but it was too late as the mage shot his arms out and the lightning connected with the beast’s side. Marbas howled in pain and dropped to the ground as his flank sizzled and smoked.  
 
    I jumped from him and landed firmly on the ground in front of the mage. My enemy’s eyes widened as he realized who I was, and he took a skittering step back. 
 
    I slammed my hand out and closed it into a fist as my power overtook him. The helpless mage lifted into the air as I listened to the soft whining of my injured Bánwolf. I’d lost my friend Marbas in the Underworld, and I wasn’t going to lose him again on earth. Without hesitation, I tightened my hand as I gritted my teeth, and the mage’s head exploded like a squashed tomato. Blood and gore rained down on the fighting around us, and with a wave of my hand, the headless corpse crumpled to the ground. 
 
    I turned to Marbas, and his orange eyes met mine as he struggled to breathe. Blood poured from his bubbled-up wounds, and loud whines escaped his foaming mouth. The fighting continued on around me as I lowered myself down beside my beast and summoned up Athar’s power. If I didn’t heal Marbas’ wounds right now, he would surely die, so I placed my hands against the seeping wounds and closed my eye as Tamarisch soldiers circled around us and protected me from all attacks. I pushed Athar’s regeneration power into the Bánwolf’s side, and an even louder cry’s exploded up Marbas’ throat. The burnt fur and bubbled flesh of his side slowly began to heal as I pushed all of Athar’s power over him. 
 
    The Bánwolf’s whimpers stopped, and his breathing evened just as I finished and pulled away. Marbas slowly stood to his feet, shook his head, and aimed his sharp orange eyes at me. The massive beast turned away from me with a roar and bounded after a small group of mages. I watched for a moment as the beast tore into the mages and ripped them to bloody shreds. 
 
    Mages came at me from all directions, their hands held out in front of them as they summoned their power to them. Just as Morrigan said, they were weak with only the ability to harness the power of the elements, but I just smirked at them, and they glanced at each other nervously as I took a single step forward. I placed my arms out in front of me with my palms facing up and breathed in deeply as I sensed each of their pulsing hearts. In an instant, I snapped my hands closed into fists, and each of the mages hearts exploded in their chests. 
 
    Over my shoulder, Carmedy raced past on her lizard with her slingshot in hand. The feline sat firmly in her saddle as she placed a foaming bundle into the cradle, turned her torso almost completely around as she guided the lizard entirely with her squeezed thighs and took aim. I’d only seen this maneuver a few times in battle before and knew it took great skill to pull it off. I was greatly impressed by the alchemist, she’d taken my training and made it her own. Carmedy pulled the cradle back as she closed a single eye and found her exact mark.  
 
    The small packet flew through the air and landed directly in the middle of the five mages with a soft, moist smack. The men stared at it for a moment as the fabric of the bundle turned red and then expanded. One of them was curious enough to sneak closer right as the packet exploded with a blast of scarlet smoke. A form took shape through the billowing red, and I recognized it as the demon she’d summoned once before in the dungeon of the Tichádáma. 
 
    The fiend screamed as its taloned hands jerked out and grabbed onto one of the mages. The man fought against the demon’s hands, but it was futile as the creature opened its massive blackened maw and dropped the mage in. The hell-beast snapped its jaws shut, and blood flew from in between its pointed teeth as it grinned down at the remaining four mages. The demon growled and stretched out its fingers menacingly as it set its sights on its next victim. Carmedy was long gone as she shot more bundles into the dwindling crowd of mages. 
 
    I caught sight of Annalise as she dropped low to the ground and swung out a leg, tripping two mages at once. The two men crawled on their bellies and attempted to scurry away from the high queen, but she was hot on their heels with both swords raised over her head. The swordswoman brought both blades down, crossed them over her chest then slammed them deep into the mage’s exposed backs. Blood sprayed across her beautiful face, and she swiped it away with her forearm as she turned to find her next victim. Annalise’s eyes connected with mine, and she flashed me a wry smile as she disappeared into the crowd with a loud cry. 
 
    A flash of red caught my attention out of the corner of my eye, and I turned to watch as Rana stood in the saddle of her Bánwolf and hacked away at the heads of the mages as she flew past. Decapitated corpses fell to the ground as their respective heads rolled and bounced away into the fray. The fox’s curls whipped around her head as she turned and caught sight of me. She nodded once then flipped off the back of Freia and landed hard. 
 
    It took me a moment to realize what was happening, but for a second, the redhead faded from view for a few seconds. Rana didn’t seem to notice the change within her, but my eyes widened in surprise as she finally disappeared completely. I didn’t have to guess what was happening to the fox, I already knew. The god growing within her womb gave her its powers when she needed them. By the time our child was born, the powers would be entirely her own, and she would become a true goddess alongside me. I tried to keep track of her in the crowd, but the only sign she was there were the falling bodies she left in her path. 
 
    Loud booms distracted me away from the newly received powers Rana had been given, and I turned to watch as Haruhi sat squarely in her Bánwolf’s saddle and let off rapid-fire shots. Each of the bullets connected with an enemy’s body, and they fell away from her as she drove through the crowd. Morrigan rode behind her, the elven woman’s body wholly encapsulated in emerald power as she slammed both hands out at each mage that dared to come closer. The two of them had grown closer during our days together, and they worked in tandem, protecting the other’s turned back. 
 
    The battle was nearly over, the remaining mages either fought against our force desperately or crawled back toward the fortress, crying and begging to be let back in. Their cries for help fell on deaf ears as the intricately carved wooden door remained closed. I stepped over the fallen corpses of our enemies toward a mage that desperately slammed his bloodied fists against the woods as he pleaded for mercy. I stood directly behind him, and as my shadow loomed over him, the mage froze. He turned slowly, and his mint green eyes met mine as tears bloomed at their corners. I held the God Slayer tightly in my right hand and without a word, whipped it back. 
 
    The three blades of the polearm glinted in the light as I thrust it forward and it sunk into the flesh of the mage’s face. One of the blades sunk into the man’s eye, and it began to seep down his cheek all the way down to his chin. I tightened my grip on the haft of the God Slayer and ripped it backward, tearing off the mage’s head with it. Blood poured from the severed head’s torn muscle and ligaments as I hoisted the God Slayer high over my head and let out a booming cry. 
 
    The Tamarisch soldiers were the first to join, some of them still with their swords buried deep in the bodies of dying mages. Their voices rose high as they hoisted their swords in unison. One by one, each of my armies joined in the victory cry as the last of the mages on the outside of the fortress died. 
 
    In one swift movement, I swung the God Slayer downward, and the mage’s decapitated head fell and rolled away. It bumped into a discarded corpse and then stared up at the sky with a frozen expression of shock and fear. I stepped over it as I lifted the God Slayer once more, leaned back my head and roared up at the sky. Heijing looped over the fortress twice then slowly landed beside me, smoke spilling out of her nostrils in two clear streams. Her icy blue eyes cut into mine, and then she gradually transformed back into her human form. 
 
    The Qianlong slipped her tiny hand into mine and raised it over her head as she stared deeply into my eyes. I felt the hunger and need within her, the carnal and visceral desire to kill and feast on our enemies, the very same desire that I held deep within my heart away from all others. This was another way that Heijing and I were akin to each other, the Qianlong was a beast and, in a way, I was too. Both of us were more in touch with our carnal sides, and it was what attracted me to her the most. 
 
    I held her hand tightly in my own as I looked out over the crowd of rejoicing soldiers. We’d defeated the first wave of mages, and the next step was to take down the outer wall of the Holy Order’s fortress. We had the book to break the enchantments that protected the Holy Order from the siege, and once they were down, we would destroy the mages once and for all. 
 
    “I am forever impressed by your cunning and power,” Heijing whispered to me as she turned her eyes toward the soldiers before us. “There are wars and prizes worth winning, Kazama, but it seems that you win them all without even trying, don’t you? Is there a certain prize that you have your eye on after this small feat?” 
 
    Heijing’s meaning wasn’t shrouded in mystery as all the other times. It was evident to me what the Qianlong wanted. I tightened my grip on her hand and brought her to my side as I gazed down into her icy blue eyes. She was mine already, and I would claim her for my own, maybe not tonight or the next days to come but the dragon would become one of my minions, and I would tenderly take her budding virginity away from her. 
 
    Then I would fill her with my child, and she would become even more powerful. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
    I let go of Heijing’s hand as she pulled away and glanced over her shoulder at me. I turned my eyes toward the first walls of the fortress, and the turrets and parapets were devoid of any signs of life. No mages or Elders walked upon them or gazed down at us, and I sensed no presence from above, only within the fortress. I knew they planned to attack us next when we broke through the first enchantment and wall, but that was for tomorrow. From the exhausted and dirty faces of my men, I knew they needed to rest and replenish their energy. 
 
    I wondered how we would break both the enchantment and the wall at the very same time. I placed my right hand out in front of me and summoned up a bubbling blob of magma. The swirling orange matter formed into a tight ball as smoke rose from its surface. I brought my arm back and shot the orb straight at the massive walls. Right before the magma was about to make contact, a blinding neon blue grid of mage’s power formed around the point of impact. The orb of lava hit the grid and exploded in a shower of sizzling sparks. It didn’t seem to do any damage as the grid glowed even brighter and then disappeared back into the wall. 
 
    A cackling laugh and the sound of clapping came from behind me, and I turned to see the four gods approaching. Ruituri bounded forward and leaned back as she took in all of the fortress walls towering over our heads. 
 
    “The walls are high and thick, and the enchantments are strong, are they not?” Ruituri asked as she crossed her arms and turned to Domor as if she weren’t even speaking to me. “How ever will we break them?” 
 
    Domor didn’t answer the rotted goddess, he only moved his sunken eyes over her face as if he were tired of her antics. Ruituri simply shrugged her shoulders and rolled her feral yellow eyes toward the top of the wall. 
 
    “It will take some teamwork and the right timing, but I think we may be of service to you, Master,” Bellum spoke in a high feminine voice as she ran her fingers through her scarlet hair and looked me directly in the eyes. “We brought you something that will be of use for both of the walls.” 
 
    “It’s a present!” Ruituri giggled as she jumped from foot to foot excitedly, her voice laced with insanity rising in tone as she threw her hands into the air. “We crafted it, packaged it, and brought it here just for you, Master!” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked skeptically as I looked into the faces of each god before me. “What have you brought me?” 
 
    Ruituri laughed loudly as she clasped her hands to her chest then turned toward a group of people I hadn’t noticed before. It didn’t take me long to realize they were dead, corpses summoned by the goddess of plague and rot. Their limbs were nearly falling off as they tramped forward, their decomposed hands clasping long ropes as they pulled four large tarp-covered masses toward us. I glanced over at Ruituri, but the goddess wasn’t looking at me as she danced around excitedly on her bare, discolored legs. 
 
    Domor and Bellum were both silent as they watched the group of lifeless bodies pull the items closer, but when I turned, I locked eyes with Malsumis. He wore the same black cloak that billowed out around him, and his skin was held taut against the bone. Malsumis was youthful and handsome like most gods but there was an otherworldly feeling that surrounded him, something not of the heavens but of the Underworld where he was born. His eyes, unlike mine, resembled our mother’s and were wholly black as he blinked at me slowly. Unlike the other three gods, Malsumis held no weapon and I could sense the unfathomable power rushing through his veins. His jawline was sharp, and his cheekbones high like my own. Without the very few differences in our appearances, we would’ve been spitting images of each other.  
 
     I knew this moment was coming, and we stared at each other. No words were exchanged between us, but there was no doubt to me now that he was the son of Eris as was I and indeed, my half-brother. I felt no hate or malice in his heart toward me, and I took a step closer toward him. I held out my gloved hand to him, and the black-cloaked man stared at it for a few passing seconds. 
 
    Malsumis lifted his eyes and looked directly into mine as he took my hand and shook it. Unlike Otia, this brother would stand by my side and be with me until the end. I barely knew him, had never said a word to him, and yet he was more family to me than the ones I had in the heavens. 
 
    “Kazama,” Malsumis spoke in a deep, oaky voice as he dropped his hand from mine. “I never thought I’d be able to look into the face of my baby brother like this, on the mortal realm, both of us free from the chains that bound us to the heavens and the underworld. Now, look at you, more powerful that our mother ever thought you would be. I am proud to call you one of my own.” 
 
    His words hit me in a way that I had never expected. My entire life in the gods’ realm had been nothing but pain. My parents, Chirus and Qyris, overlooked and scorned me up until the day I was thrown from the heavens and yet, my brother, who had received the very same from Eris, still looked upon me with acceptance and love. 
 
    “I am sorry that I did not find you sooner,” I apologized as I placed a firm hand on his shoulder, and Malsumis bowed his head to me. “I should’ve known who you were and for that, I am very sorry.” 
 
    “There is no need to apologize, I am here now, and we will be your allies until the end of time,” My older brother stated as he gestured toward the other three gods waiting beside us. 
 
    “Hey! Don’t get distracted!” Ruituri cried as she waved a decayed hand between us. “We haven’t revealed the gift yet! You can reconnect later! Okay, now that I have your attention please!” 
 
    The goddess shouted for all to hear as she lifted her discolored and rotted arms into the air. My men turned to watch, and out of the corner of my eye, my minion’s appeared with curious looks on their faces. 
 
    “I, Ruituri, daughter of Nergal have crafted and brought Master a few presents that are a reminder of home!” the goddess cackled as she gestured toward the four massive objects under tarps. 
 
    I stared at the large objects under the covers and felt a god’s power beating from them. I wasn’t sure what the four god’s had brought for me, but whatever they were, they were extremely powerful. 
 
    “Ahem,” Bellum cleared her throat as she looked pointedly at the gray-haired woman. “Excuse me? You crafted and brought them?” 
 
    “We crafted and brought them,” Ruituri corrected herself in a sour tone. “Drum roll please!” 
 
    A few of the Tamarisch soldiers glanced around at each other confused, but Adam barked out a laugh and bent down in front of his twin. Amos grinned as he lifted his gloved hands into the air, bowed a few times and then began drumming on his brother’s armored back. A few other soldiers joined in with loud laughter, and Ruituri clapped excitedly along. 
 
    “Alrighty boys, show ‘em what we brought!” the goddess commanded to her legion of the dead. 
 
    The stiff, soulless bodies jerked forward and grabbed onto the tarps with gooey, rotted fingers. Each of the tarps slid off unceremoniously and fell to the ground to Ruituri’s obvious displeasure. The goddess began yelling at her decayed minions about there not being enough ‘drama to the reveal’ and started throwing them around as if they were ragdolls, but I was too distracted by what they’d given me to care. 
 
    Underneath the brown, burlap tarps were four cannons, over fifteen feet tall and placed within wooden structures with wheels that allowed them to be maneuvered around the battlefield. The cannons were enormous, large enough that five men would have to work together to move them, load them and fire. These were cannons I’d seen before in my time in the heavens, cannons that waged wars against the mortals when they displeased the gods. I hurriedly moved toward them and pressed my hand against the cold metal of the barrels. I felt the pulse of power within them like a heartbeat and raised my head to the four god’s waiting for my response. 
 
    “Are these what I think they are?” I asked as I came around one of the cannons and ran my hand over all of its surface. 
 
    “Exact copies of the Holy Tormentum!” Ruituri grinned then the smile fell away as she tapped her chin thoughtfully. “Maybe we should call them the Unholy Tormentum from now on! Such a good idea! Domor, tell me it’s a good idea. I need to hear in your words exactly!” 
 
    Domor glanced at the easily excitable goddess and sighed loudly. The poor god was tormented with Ruituri’s antics almost constantly, but finally, Domor gave her the smallest of smiles and patted Ruituri’s head. 
 
    “You did a good job,” Domor stated in a bored voice as he let his hand drop to his side. “It is a good name.” 
 
    “What are they, Master?” Annalise asked as she and her sisters stepped away from the crowd and came closer. 
 
    “As Ruituri said, they were originally called the Holy Tormentum,” I told them as I waved them closer. 
 
    “They just look like normal cannons to me,” Carmedy uttered as she tilted her head and scratched at one of her black ears. 
 
    “They’re not,” Heijing said with a shake of her head as she came around the rest of my women. “They have the power of the god’s within them and destroy everything they touch.” 
 
    I could tell the Qianlong was wary of these machines, and I had a good idea why. When I looked deeply into her icy blue eyes, I saw the pain in them, and I knew my hunch was correct. 
 
    “These cannons, not these exact ones, killed my parents and destroyed the Qianlong city long ago when the gods attacked,” Heijing stated as she ran a single finger over the cold metal then let her tiny hand drop back to her side. 
 
    “Oh no, Heijing,” Carmedy frowned as she hurried over and wrapped her arms around the Qianlong. “I’m so sorry.” 
 
    “It’s quite alright,” Heijing whispered with a small smile as she patted the feline’s back. “It gives me joy to know we will use them against the Holy Order and then the gods.” 
 
    “It is still a travesty that you lost your parents, and we all feel your pain along with you,” Morrigan stated in her monotone voice. 
 
    “What kind of damage can they do?” Rana questioned as she peered over my shoulder. 
 
    “They are more powerful than any other weapon on earth,” I told them as I leaned forward and looked down the barrel of one of the cannons. “They are god made like the Eye of Alipsis, so they hold part of the power of the gods that created them.” 
 
    “They hold all of our powers,” Malsumis uttered as he gestured to the other three gods. “And if you lay your hands upon them, Master, then they will possess yours too, making them more powerful than ever before. If you chose to do so, we will be able to crumble these walls as if they were built from paper.” 
 
    I glanced at him then down at my hands. In one swift movement, I laid the palms of my hands flat against the cannon in front of me and felt my power connect with the others' within. The unholy weapons didn’t take away any of my abilities but simply borrowed it from me for a moment, and when I pulled away, I felt no different. The cannon was encapsulated by a pulsing black smoke for a second then it sunk deep into the dark metal. 
 
    I straightened and looked out over all of my armies as they waited with bated breath. I placed my hands behind my back as I addressed the four gods standing before me. 
 
    “Tomorrow, Morrigan and I will break the enchantments surrounding the outer wall, and as soon as we finish, you will fire the cannons,” I told them and as I spoke, Ruituri became more and more visibly excited. “Then we will storm inside and kill every mage in sight. After that, the second wall must come down.” 
 
    “And during that, we’ll rip out their innards and eat them for dinner!” Ruituri cackled as she danced around and Domor’s pale face went even whiter. 
 
    “You have full permission to do whatever you like with the bodies, Ruituri,” I smiled to her, and the goddess nodded fervently as she held her fists to her chest. “Now, the rest of you, go get some rest. You will need it for the coming day; we attack the wall at dawn.” 
 
    My gathered armies nodded in agreement then went about setting up tents and small fires on the common outside of the fortress. I patrolled the outside for a while, but there was no sign that the mages planned another attack for the night. I passed by a roaring fire just as it exploded up into the night sky, and Amos squealed and hurriedly moved out of the way of the flames. I chuckled lightly and shook my head as the twin covered his head and made sure not a hair was missing. Amos sighed loudly and flopped down beside his brother as they began spreading out the fixings for their dinner. The twins nodded to me as I passed and waved me over, but I raised a hand and shook my head. 
 
    I moved through the maze of tents toward the sound of my minions’ voices as they spoke animatedly to each other. I found them outside of the massive tent we’d used many times before, and Rana was the first to call out to me. 
 
    “Master! Dinner should be ready soon!” the redhead grinned as she patted the ground beside her, and I lowered myself to the ground. 
 
    The air was heavy with the smell of smoke and blood. The sky was painted red from fires still burning inside of the city, and when I looked out over it, I could see the smoldering remnants of some of the buildings. A lot of the structures had crumbled and fallen from the damage done to them, and it pleased me greatly. Galencia had to be gutted and destroyed before I had the chance to build it back up into my vision of what it should be. 
 
    Heijing was busy cooking dinner, and her eyes barely moved from the pot over the smoldering embers as she stirred the contents. All of my women sat together and talked in quiet tones, they were calm but deep in their hearts they knew what we would have to do tomorrow. We took this time to relax and recuperate before we took on the mages for the second time. 
 
    Soon, we would enter into the fortress and destroy the remains of the Holy Order. I hoped we would find more information on the involvement of the heavens in the mages’ actions and why my father was so interested in the Order. I already knew that my father wanted all mortals dead and would do anything to make it happen, but I didn’t know how soon he planned to put this into action. 
 
    I had more than the battle on my mind as Heijing began portioning out our food and handing it to each of us one by one. I gazed over the fire into Annalise’s eyes and felt it within her body. She was fertile, and soon her other sisters would be too. The high queen’s heated eyes returned my gaze with fervor and she ran her tongue over her lips sensually. Annalise knew from just a look what I wanted, but I hadn’t yet told her that tonight I would pour my seed within her and create a holy child just as I did with Rana. 
 
    I wouldn’t tell them all at the same time, I wanted to share these private moments with each one of them. I wanted to whisper the sweet question into their ears as they reached the peak of orgasm and have them answer me with breathy words heavy with pleasure. 
 
    I moved my eyes over Annalise and took in her beautiful, shapely form. The high queen sat with her long, muscular legs stretched out in front of her, and as she leaned over to grab the plate Heijing offered her, I caught a view of her pert, round ass perfectly outlined by her tight pants. Annalise’s hips were wide, but her waist swooped in an hourglass up to her round, large breasts that spilled from the crème colored tunic. Her dark hair was pleated over her shoulder, and I imagined untying its bindings and running my fingers through her luscious locks as I thrust into her. Her chocolate brown eyes met mine once more over the fire, and she could already tell I was aroused just by looking over her. 
 
    My minions didn’t speak much as they ate their dinner, and I could tell that they were exhausted from the battle earlier in the day. Out of the corner of my eye, I caught Carmedy nodding off with her fork still in hand, which rarely happened since the feline loved eating so much. I barely touched my food as I gazed over at Annalise, and she did the same. As night fell over us, my minions slowly cleaned up their plates and began to filter into the tent for a good night’s sleep. 
 
    “Night night, Master!” Carmedy purred as she wrapped her arms around my shoulders and pressed soft kisses to my cheeks. 
 
    “Night! Love you!” Rana called as she yawned and waved with her free hand. 
 
    “Goodnight Master,” Morrigan whispered as she brushed past me and ran a delicate pale hand down my back. 
 
    “Night.” Haruhi smiled as she pressed a kiss to the top of my head and slipped past the flap of the tent. 
 
    Heijing slowly stood and brushed off the front of her robe. The Qianlong tucked her small hands into the sleeves and bowed low to the both of us. Once she reached the tent, Heijing paused then turned halfway around to look directly into my eyes. Her gaze bore into me, and a small, sly smile crossed the dragon’s lips as she spoke. 
 
    “May all your endeavors be fruitful, Master,” the Qianlong simpered as her eyes left mine and found Annalise’s. “Be sure to eat your dinner once you’ve finished; you will need your strength.” 
 
    Annalise gulped loudly and flushed red as she turned her face away, but I smiled and nodded. Heijing bowed her head as her eyes softly closed then the Qianlong disappeared into the tent with a soft whish of the tent’s flap. I chuckled deeply and covered my mouth with my fingertips as I shook my head. Annalise slapped her cheeks lightly as she tried to force herself to calm down, but it didn’t seem to be working as she tittered softly. 
 
    “What does that mean?” the high queen asked as she giggled, and I leaned back, knit my fingers together and placed them behind my head. 
 
    “It seems that Heijing has caught on to my plan,” I smirked as my eyes drifted toward the tent where the Qianlong had exited. 
 
    “What plan?” Annalise questioned as she crawled toward me sensually on her hands and knees. 
 
    “There’s something I have to tell you, my sweet,” I whispered into her ear as I hooked a finger under her chin and lifted her face to mine. 
 
    “What is it that my High King wants?” Annalise asked as she stroked my cheek tenderly. “Tell me, and I will give it to you.” 
 
    I slowly caressed the fleshly tops of her breasts with my fingertips then slipped my hand fully into her top. I ran my fingers over her breast as I took it into my hand and squeezed it. Annalise’s mouth fell open, and she softly moaned into my neck as she fell forward into my arms. 
 
    The tents of my soldiers surrounded us, but that was part of the fun of it. I could make love to her quietly or wildly and loudly for all to hear. I would leave it up to my swordswoman as I intertwined her fingers with mine. 
 
    “My love, I must tell you there is only one way for you to enter into the heavens with me and your sisters,” I whispered into her ear, and Annalise nodded along with my words as soft moans escaped her lips. I had wanted to wait until I was deep inside of her, but I just couldn’t resist giving her the news now.  
 
    “H-how?” the high queen inquired as her breathing hitched. 
 
    “I must impregnate each of you with my godly seed,” I murmured as I pressed hot kisses to her bare shoulders. “Will you allow me this? Will you allow me to place a child within your fertile womb?” 
 
    Annalise pulled away from me and stared into my face with wide eyes as she held me at arm’s length. The high queen searched my face for deceit but found none as I smiled gently down at her. 
 
    “D-do you mean it?” Annalise asked as her voice hiccupped and tears welled in her eyes. “Do you really mean it, Master?” 
 
    “Yes,” I grinned as I let my hand wander over her shoulder to her braid. “Will you allow me to do this? Will you be the second minion to receive my seed?” 
 
    “What?” Annalise asked as her mouth fell open in shock, which quickly turned to excitement. “Who? Who was the first?” 
 
    “Rana was the first, and you are next, my love, if you accept my offer,” I uttered as I slid the fastening off her braid and ran my fingers through her dark brown hair. 
 
    “Rana must have been so happy,” Annalise smiled as tears streamed from her eyes. “I’m so excited for her; she deserves this.” 
 
    “What is your answer?” I inquired as I cupped her cheek in my hand and looked deeply into her eyes. 
 
    “Yes, a thousand times yes!” the high queen cried as she wrapped her arms around my neck. 
 
    I didn’t speak as I let my hands wander down her curvaceous body, and I felt my member harden even more as her lips found mine. Our tongues met and intertwined together as my hands went to the fastenings of her pants. I made quick work of unbuttoning them and only pulled away when I stripped them from her legs and threw them away into the darkness. My mouth found hers again as my hand slipped underneath the fabric of her shirt and cupped her breast in my palm. 
 
    Annalise’s hardened nipple pressed into my hand as she made soft noises against my lips. My hand glided down between her legs and found her wet womanhood. I pressed two fingers into her, and her warmth welcomed me as she threw her head back. Soft moans escaped out of her lips but not loud enough for others to notice what was happening just outside our tent. 
 
    Hastily, I grabbed the hem of Annalise’s shirt and pulled it from her body in one swift movement. The high queen stared up at me from her position on the ground, and the crackling fire illuminated her body beautifully. I caressed her bare flesh with my fingertips, and Annalise slowly leaned up and unfastened my pants for me, her eyes never leaving mine. The high queen pulled my erect member out and gazed at its length and girth with wide eyes as if it were her very first time. I took my penis into my hand as I used the other hand to lower Annalise to the ground. 
 
    The swordswoman wriggled underneath me and lifted her hips to meet me. The head of my member brushed against her moist lips, and a tremor passed through me as I pressed into her.  
 
    I pushed all the way inside of Annalise, and the swordswoman’s legs wrapped around my waist tightly. I thrust into her slowly at first but quickened my pace as the high queen’s hips bucked against my wildly in her pursuit of orgasm. 
 
    Annalise orgasmed for the first time quietly as she opened her mouth and let a soft moan escape her lips, but I moved my hips harder against her. The only sounds around us were the crackling of our fire and the moist slaps of our bodies colliding together in the throes of passion. I ran my fingers through her hair as I pounded into her, and I felt her constricting walls tighten around me as I sent her straight from one orgasm into the next. 
 
    The high queen let out little airy gasps each time I thrust into her, and suddenly, I pulled out of her, grabbed her by the hips, and flipped her over onto her hands and knees. She cried out loudly this time and hastily covered her mouth as she giggled. I drove my penis back inside of her, and Annalise moaned into her hand as she fought to keep herself quiet. 
 
    I slammed into her harder as I clutched onto her hips and her large breasts bounced with each of my movements. I watched them deliriously as I licked my lips and enjoyed the feeling of her warmth wrapped around my massive member. Annalise felt like exquisite oil each time I dipped into her, and I had to fight off my orgasm each second. 
 
    Annalise looked over her shoulder as the third orgasm took hold, and her chocolate brown eyes rolled back in her head as she was swallowed wholly by the pleasure I’d given her. Each time the high queen came, it aroused me even more, and when I looked into her eyes after the tenth orgasm and saw the exhaustion, I was nearly bursting. I pulled away from her and lay her gently on her back. I reentered her slowly, and Annalise cried out softly as her nails dug into my flesh. 
 
    I dove into her softly and felt my own orgasm rise deep in my belly like a burning volcano. The faster I moved, the more Annalise reacted and moved her hips along with my movement. Then it was time, so I leaned away from her, threw back my head, and roared up to the sky as my seed exploded into her. I bucked my hips as it kept coming, an unnatural amount for a human man but enough for a fertile god. I pumped into her as I felt it pour out of me all the way to her womb. When I’d finished filling her accepting body to the brim a few minutes later, I pulled away from her, and a bit of the overflow of my semen spilled out of her womanhood. 
 
    Annalise tightly closed her legs and held as much of my seed inside of her athletic body as she could. The high queen smiled up at me, and I laid down beside her and wrapped an arm around her bare shoulders. The swordswoman snuggled into my side and looked up into my eyes as I sensed the new life forming inside of her womb. It was instantaneous, just like with Rana, at first there was nothing and then a spark of godly power that would grow like a weed. 
 
    “I love it when you cum inside me, Master,” Annalise whispered as she pressed a kiss to my neck. “Especially now knowing that I’ll finally be able to carry your child. It makes me feel special like I was chosen to be your wife and mother of your future children.” 
 
    “You are special, Annalise,” I confirmed as I stroked her hair and looked into the dying embers of the fire. “I chose you and your sisters for this exact reason. I am your Master, and I love you, but you are also the tools I will use to build the new world.” 
 
    “Anything for you, Master,” Annalise nodded as she laid her head on my chest and rested a hand against her bare belly. “And our future children.”


 
   
  
 


 Chapter Four 
 
    I awoke before the sun rose and sat up into a sitting position. Annalise lay next to me, cuddled up to my side, and I smiled down at her. I stroked her soft cheek, and my fingers wandered to her loose chocolate brown locks. In one swift movement, I rose to my feet and began to dress myself in my holy armor. I kept an eye on the sleeping high queen, but she didn’t shift or stir from her curled position. I took these few moments to look upon her in the quiet darkness right before dawn. 
 
    Both Annalise and Rana carried my holy children within their bellies, and soon, I would place my seed within my other three original minions and Heijing. Emotion built in my throat, and I swallowed hard as I turned away from the sleeping swordswoman. For all those years while trapped in my dungeon, I’d never dreamed that I would have five women who loved me so openly, without fear or reservations. That was the only qualm I held in my heart against Isolda. The frightened witch always worried about being judged for falling in love with me and the struggles we would face if we were found out. 
 
    I’d learned the terrible truth about what happened to her after I was cast from the heavens, but all of that was in the past. She’d forgiven me and watched over me even now, which gave me strength. I’d never see her again unless Heijing opened up the portal between our world and the spirit world again, but I wasn’t sure if I wanted her to do that for me. Isolda was long gone, she’d moved on after I was cast away from her and made a life for herself, enough to leave a descendant for me to find. I couldn’t fault her for that, she was a mortal, her time on earth was limited, and I understood that, but I only wished that it had been with me. 
 
    I moved through the still sleeping camp while I thought to myself about my life from before. When I glanced up at the sky, I saw nothing but dark clouds against the pitch-black background. It wasn’t cold out, but a wind whipped around me and sent a chill up my spine. I passed by Amos and Adam’s tent and heard their loud snoring from inside, and I chuckled deeply in the back of my throat. I made my way toward the beat of god’s power and stepped past the four gods’ camp. A long hammock was strung between two tents, and soft mutterings came from inside the cocoon of blankets. 
 
    I could decipher the words, but from the tangled grey hair sticking out of the blankets, I knew it had to be Ruituri. Though her powers were inherited from Nergal, the goddess barely resembled her father at all. Without all of the rotted flesh, rolling feral eyes and intense personality, I would’ve considered the goddess quite pretty in her own way. She was wild and untamable, like a mad dog with a broken leash. 
 
     I moved past her hammock and glanced over at the three tents that I assumed were Bellum’s, Domor’s, and my older brother, Malsumis’. I stood there for a second and stared at Malsumis’ tent, I hoped in the future that we would grow closer, and he would be a trusted ally to me, he already had been, and I hoped that he would stay by my side for the rest of time. Malsumis, though I had only known him for a short time, was more of a brother to me than Otia and the others had been, and I thanked him for it. 
 
    I neared the fortress wall, and a spark of color caught my attention out of the corner of my eye. I turned and caught a full view of Heijing as she leaned her head back and took in all of the massive fortifications. My boots crunched against the loose stones at my feet, and her head slowly turned to greet me. Heijing didn’t smile, but her eyes narrowed and sharpened on my face as I strode closer. I came to stand directly next to her and leaned my head back with her as I moved my eyes over the fortress. 
 
    I had so many questions for her, especially one in particular. The Qianlong seemed to be omniscient, or at least, smart enough to catch onto things I hadn’t breathed a word to her about. The dragon knew that I needed to impregnate my minions before we entered into the heavens without me telling her, and I wanted to know how she learned these things. She’d told me while at the Qianlong breeding grounds that she could listen to the thoughts of my minions but she hadn’t said she could also hear mine. I turned to her and gazed down at her moonlit silhouette. 
 
    Her icy blue eyes met mine in the darkness around us, and I felt the ageless connection between us that I’d so desperately tried to suppress. She felt it too, but it was only natural to her just as it was with my other minions. I was a god, I was unbelievably handsome with limitless powers at my fingertips, there was no way that a mortal woman could resist me. But with Heijing, it seemed a bit different from the others, except for Haruhi. 
 
    I’d been drawn to the sage because she knew who I was, understood what I’d done in my past life and loved me despite all of it. The librarian had accepted me into her life wholeheartedly, without a second thought, and I was thankful to her for it. Haruhi opened her heart and arms to me without reservations as did all of my minions, and I was glad to have her as a part of my family. 
 
    In a way, Haruhi and Heijing were similar, they both knew who I was in and out of the heavens. They’d heard the stories and legends of my past life during their childhoods, and I wouldn’t say I felt closer to them, but there was a better understanding between us. They knew me when my original four women didn’t, and it was easier to talk with them about my life in the heavens. 
 
    I knew the time was coming when I needed to tell Rana, Carmedy, and Annalise, and it was fast approaching. I didn’t know how they’d react, especially since two of them already held my children within their bellies. I hoped they would accept me the way that Morrigan had and that they wouldn’t hold animosity toward me in their hearts for not telling them after all this time.   
 
    I gazed down at Heijing for a moment and involuntarily, my hand slowly raised and stroked her small cheek. The Qianlong leaned into my touch as her eyes fluttered closed, and warmth beat in my chest. I held an affinity with the dragon. She understood the rage that I held within my heart toward the heavens. She felt the very same anger because the gods had taken her family and people away from her in a split second. She was more than a mortal, she was a heavenly being like I was, and just as Isolda said a holy guide. 
 
    “Heijing, there is something I must ask you,” I stated as my thumb stroked her soft cheek. “It’s something that’s been bothering me for some time now, and I must know.” 
 
    The Qianlong turned and faced me fully as her sharp eyes met mine. It was almost like she could read my mind as a sly smile slid across her lips. Her tiny hand found mine, and she gave it a tender squeeze. 
 
    “Then ask,” Heijing stated as she tilted her head at me curiously and her cerulean hair shifted around her shoulders. “I am at your mercy, Kazama, if you ask for something then I will give it to you no matter what it is, so please, ask away.” 
 
    “How did you know, both times, that I would impregnate Rana and Annalise?” I questioned in a deep, rumbling voice and Heijing raised a single, blue eyebrow in question. 
 
    “You and I are both the same, Kazama,” Heijing murmured as her hand dropped from mine, and she stared into my face. “We are not mortals, we both are more carnal than anything. Our needs are straight forward; we desire nothing more than to eat, sleep, conquer, and procreate. It is a cycle, a complete circle that you go through from what I noticed. I may not have been around for very long, but I have seen that you feel the need to fill up one of your minions with your…love. Your appetite for them has become more ravenous, and I know it’s because of the impending war against the gods. Your women, though I offered up my help transporting them, cannot reach the heavens because they are mortal. Your plan is quite obvious to me, I can reach the heavens because I am of their world, but by implanting a god within them, you are giving your women a gift.” 
 
    “I see, you’ve been paying close attention to not only my women but my habits as well.” I chuckled softly as my hand left her cheek and moved to stroke her hair. “And what kind of gift have I given them?” 
 
    “I’m unsure if you noticed the change within them, it hasn’t appeared in Annalise yet,” the Qianlong whispered as she looked intently into my eyes. “But once you’ve placed a child within them, your power is imprinted into them permanently. Your minions will be gods alongside you and your offspring.” 
 
    “Ahh,” I said even though I had seen it out on the battlefield yesterday as Rana phased in and out of view while she fought.  
 
    “Do you see now, Kazama?” the Qianlong questioned. “You’ve given them the gift of everlasting life and the ability to wield their own powers, tailored to their special skills. When your children are born, they will not be demi-gods but instead, fully blooded.” 
 
    It was something I’d dreamed about for a long time, my minions living until the end of time by my side. They were mortals, and that came with an expiration date as it did with all living things, but with this solution, I’d have them with me for the rest of my life. It was an added blessing, my minions could enter the heavens, and once we’d won, they would give birth to my godly children and live on until long after the earth itself has ended. 
 
    I squared my shoulders and looked down into Heijing’s small, round face. The Qianlong didn’t hold the infinite knowledge that Haruhi did, but the dragon was wise beyond her years. I was proud to call her an ally, but it was more than that. There was a connection between the Qianlong and I that I could only describe as electric, similar to the bonds I held with my minions. I’d already set my heart on making her mine and each time I spoke with her privately, the time drew nearer. 
 
    “This life has been a gift that I never expected to receive,” I told her as I turned and looked out over the enormous mass of my soldiers’ tents. “I was a bastard son to two powerful gods in the heavens; I was thrown out merely because I fell in love with a mortal and banished to the depths of a dungeon where I thought I’d spend the rest of my days. My women found me by chance and helped me escape. As we destroyed other dungeons, placed countries under my control and acquired more power, we found Haruhi.” 
 
    Heijing went silent, her eyes falling from my face sadly as she looked out over the city of tents. In the distance, I could make out the enormous shapes of the cannons the gods gave me, and I imagined the damage they’d do to the wall behind us in a few hours. I breathed in deeply and took in the dewy air that lasted for a few minutes right before dawn. Soon, I’d have my regents wake their troops and begin the attack against the Holy Order. There would be no mercy for the mages, and I would personally rip their hearts out of their chests with my bare hands. 
 
    When I glanced over at Heijing, I saw that she had a pensive expression on her stunning face, and her thoughts were clear as day. My words slightly hurt her, I said I was thankful for my women, and yet, I said nothing about when she’d already helped me immensely. Tenderly, I lay one of my hands on her thin shoulder and brought the Qianlong to my side. 
 
    “And then we found you,” I whispered into her ear, and Heijing immediately flushed red and shied away from me, but I held her tightly in place at my side. “I cannot imagine fighting this battle without you, my dear.” 
 
    “I am honored to be here, honored to call you my Master.” The Qianlong whispered as she looked up into my face. 
 
    I gazed into her sharp eyes that always bit into me and decided. I gripped Heijing by the shoulders, and the Qianlong gasped softly as she looked up into my face with wide eyes. I didn’t hesitate for a second as I cupped the back of her head in my palm and bent down. Her lips met mine, and we came together as I pulled my arms tightly around the petite woman. Heijing’s arms wrapped around my neck as she pulled me closer and deepened the kiss. Something came over the dragon as we kissed, and she went into a frenzy, her lips moved hungrily against mine, and I held her to my chest. 
 
    When we finally pulled away from each other, the sun began to rise and bathed her ethereal face in beams of golden hues. I felt my heart swell just looking at her, and I ran a finger through her cerulean hair, knowing that at this moment, without even speaking, Heijing became my sixth minion. Heijing’s heart was mine, I held it tightly in my grasp, and I would never give it back. 
 
    I didn’t have time to speak as a loud, excited cry came from the left of us that could only have come from Carmedy, and Heijing pushed away from me embarrassed. All five of my minions stepped out of the shadows with different expressions of excitement. The alchemist rushed forward and wrapped her arms around the Qianlong. Heijing allowed the feline to hug her as the dragon flushed even redder and attempted to hide her face. 
 
    “We knew it was coming!” Annalise laughed in her raspy voice as she stroked her chocolate brown braid. “We just couldn’t predict when.” 
 
    “I predicted it from the start, and all of you doubted me,” Morrigan said as she dropped her usual aloof persona and let out a little smugness. 
 
    “I didn’t doubt it for a second,” The petite alchemist giggled as she hugged Heijing a little tighter. 
 
    “Well, Scaly,” Rana grinned as she trotted over and placed a paw on the Qianlong’s shoulder. “You’re officially part of the family, how do you feel?” 
 
    Heijing looked nervously around the group of women, and finally, her icy blue eyes met mine. I smiled to her and nodded my head for her to speak, but her cheeks flushed even redder as she attempted to untangle her limbs from Carmedy. 
 
    “She’s not officially one of the minions until she and Master make ghost noises together!” Carmedy giggled, and Heijing’s eyes widened in horror, not understanding what the alchemist meant. 
 
    “Sh, sh, sh,” Rana commanded as she waved a paw in Carmedy’s face. “For one, that’s my joke! Secondly, those ghost noises are private between Master and Scaly!” 
 
    “What does ‘ghost noises’ mean…” Heijing asked as she lifted her eyes to me, but Haruhi stepped in. 
 
    “You’ll find out on your own,” the sage grinned then lifted her eyebrows at Rana. “And someone will bring it up and embarrass you in front of everyone.” 
 
    “It’s not embarrassing!” the redhead cried as she threw her paws into the air. “We all do it! It’s natural!” 
 
    “Also, she’s not doing it to make fun of you,” Carmedy clarified as she stepped forward. “She’s doing it to tease me after I made a mistake…a long time ago that someone never seems to forget!” 
 
    “It’s gold, Carmedy, comedic gold!” the fox giggled as she wrapped her arms around the feline and Carmedy shook her head as she joined in with a chuckle. 
 
    I could tell from the uncomfortable look on Heijing that she was ready for, whatever this conversation was about, to be over. Thankfully, most of the encampment started to wake and exit their tents just at the right time. I placed a single hand on the dragon’s shoulders and pulled her away from my minions. 
 
    “That’s enough for now, ladies,” I told them, and they nodded as they quickly closed their mouths. “Prepare for today’s battle.” 
 
    Heijing gave me a relieved expression as I pulled her through the bustling crowd of soldiers toward the area where we kept the other dragons for the night. Right as we were about to reach them, the Qianlong stopped and pulled away from the two transformed lizards. I gazed down at her as I furrowed my brows, and Heijing opened her mouth to speak. 
 
    “I want to help you,” The Qianlong uttered, and I looked at her with confusion. 
 
    “Of course, you do,” I stated as I reached for her hand, but she pulled away. “What is the matter?” 
 
    “The enchantments are stronger, stronger than I think any of you expected,” Heijing told me as she turned her head and looked back toward the fortress. “You and Morrigan can do some real damage to it, but I am unsure if you’ll be able to bring it down in one go. That is why I was out there earlier, I wanted to test it for myself.” 
 
    “You doubt Morrigan and I’s power?” I asked as I smirked down at her, but the tiny Qianlong shook her head. 
 
    “No, that’s not what I meant at all,” Heijing shook her head vehemently. “I only wish to help, if there is another person there helping you, then you have better chances of bringing the wall down quicker than if it were just the two of you.” 
 
    I thought for a moment and looked into Heijing’s desperate eyes. The Qianlong wanted badly to stand beside Morrigan and me and help bring down the Holy Order’s wall. I hooked a finger under her chin and lifted her face to me as I looked deeper into her icy blue eyes then nodded once. 
 
    “Then so be it,” I stated in a deep booming voice. 
 
    My armies assembled behind us as the four gods brought the four cannons forward. High above us, I could see a few faces of the mages peeking over the edge of the wall. I knew they meant to attack Heijing, Morrigan, and I as soon as we began taking down the enchantments but sadly for them, my men on the ground outnumbered them. I could feel the beating hearts of men on the other side of the wall, they were well-prepared if we managed to bring the wall down, but they were sorely mistaken if they thought a few extra mages would do anything against us. 
 
    Behind us, Bellum, Domor, Malsumis, and Ruituri worked with more of my troops as they loaded the cannons. I gave them strict instructions not to fire until the enchantments were down and I could tell from the nervous tittering coming from Ruituri that the goddess didn’t want to wait to attack. 
 
    Heijing stood between Morrigan and I as she held the book we’d found in her hands. The Qianlong glanced down at the words we needed to speak then handed the book over to Morrigan and the elven woman quickly memorized them before she offered it to me. I glanced down at the worn, handwritten pages for a moment then back up at the wall. I safely tucked the book into my void pocket and brought my hands up in front of me. My women joined me, and I felt the words begin to spill from my lips. 
 
    “Adducere descendit quod murus, illud cadere,” we cried together as we held our hands in place. “compositionis iterum in potestate nostra!” 
 
    I pushed all of my power into my hands and then out. Black smoke curled around my fingers and then rushed toward the massive walls. Morrigan and Heijing joined in, and they repeated the spell once more. Emerald light sizzled out of the elven woman’s hands, and she threw back her head as she pushed all of her power into it. Out of the corner of my eye, Heijing’s hands began to close, her right one, a bright electric blue and her left, a scarlet with hints of burnt orange. The Qianlong’s powers were very different from what I’d ever seen, and I assumed she’d received them from both of her parents. 
 
    I felt all of the gods’ powers I’d taken collide and join with my own as I pushed it out of me at the wall. The grid I’d seen yesterday appeared, even brighter than before, and I gritted my teeth as I summoned every power given to me into my hands. I launched my dark power toward it as I growled even louder. Heijing threw her head back and screamed as if she were in pain, but the Qianlong didn’t pull away. 
 
    “It’s working!” Rana yelled as she pointed toward the glowing grid. 
 
    The grid began to quiver then violently shake as the color changed from bright blue to blood red. It made strange popping sounds as it broke down and began to fade from view in some places, but in others, it seemed to strengthen and cover the fortress in its entirety. 
 
    “Everyone! Above!” Annalise cried out even louder, and I barely had enough time to glance up before a slew of burning arrows hailed down at us. 
 
    “Keep your position!” I roared to my two minions as I slammed my right hand above our heads while keeping the left in place. 
 
    A massive forcefield appeared around the three of us, and as soon as the flaming arrows hit it, they exploded with puffs of ash. I kept the barrier up as I replaced my right hand next to the left. The grid warbled but still didn’t break, and I caught a soft whisper from behind me. 
 
    “It’s not going to work,” one of the Tintagal soldiers said as he held his sword tightly. “It’s not going to come down.” 
 
    “Damn right it will!” Rana shrieked as she broke rank and raced toward us. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I roared as I whipped my head in her direction. “Get back where it’s safe!” 
 
    Rana didn’t answer as her boots pounded the ground and more flaming arrows rained down, this time aimed at the fox. Rana dodged each one and made it underneath my forcefield as she breathed heavily. I went to speak, but the redhead waved a hand then slammed both of her paws forward at the wall. My eyes widened in surprise as a blinding white light blasted out of her hands and hit the grid. 
 
    “Flaming arrows are for pussies!” a voice called out from the ranks, and I knew it was Amos immediately. “You can’t touch our Master, you mage scum! Come get some, you cowards!” 
 
    I let out a loud laugh at the Decathmor’s sentiment toward the mages but then turned my attention back to the grid as something incredible happened. The surrounding areas of bright blue light turned blood red and began to crackle with sparks. 
 
    “It’s working!” Annalise screamed as she pounded Ansel’s back excitedly. “Bring it down! Bring it down!” 
 
    “Walls only keep us apart, Holy Order,” Adam shouted up toward the mages as he held his arms to his chest as if he were calling out to a lover. “Let’s bring them down so we can greet and slaughter you properly!” 
 
    Morrigan managed a loud snort of laughter as she breathed heavily, and Rana leaned her head back and cackled loudly as her white power beat out faster. All four of our powers came together in one stream and slammed into the grid. There was a loud explosion, and the four of us were blown backward. We dug in our feet and stayed in place as the sky bloomed red as the entire enchantment came down at once. 
 
    “Cannons!” I roared as I whipped around and pointed directly at Ruituri. “Now!” 
 
    “Aye, Aye Captain!” the goddess of rot screeched as she lifted the massive lit torch and ignited the fuse. 
 
    I watched as all of the fuses came down, and within seconds, they reached the metal of the cannon. The detonations that came after were so loud that I lost hearing for a few seconds and watched as the cannonballs roared through the air in slow motion. Rana cried out and ducked down with her hands over her head as the spheres flew over our heads. I lifted my eyes and looked into the faces of the mages above. They cried out and scrambled to get out of the wall, but it was too late as the massive cannonballs infused with godly magic slammed into the sides of the walls then kept going. 
 
    I watched for a few seconds as nothing happened then all at once, the massive outer wall around the fortress crumbled as if it were made from wet sand. It came down all around me, and I wrapped my three minions in a protective forcefield once again. Clouds of dust lifted into the air and obscured the other side from view, but I knew what waited for us on the other side. 
 
    I reached into my void pocket for the God Slayer and pulled the polearm free. In one swift movement, I slammed the haft of the weapon down on the dust-covered common, and the three blades sprang to life with new vigor. I held the God Slayer aloft and pointed into the space where the wall had once been. All of my armies unsheathed their weapons as my voice boomed all around them. 
 
    “Charge!”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
    The mages beyond the rubble of the fallen wall were nothing more than silhouettes, but their hands glowed different colors and gave us a good view of where they were in the massive cloud of grey dust. The Tamarisch soldiers rushed forward and clamored over the massive fallen stones that comprised the wall. One of the soldiers was blasted backward from one of the mages attacks. He cried out as he flew through the air, landed with a loud thud, and slid across the ground on his back. We weren’t dealing with low-level mages anymore, the Holy Order had brought out their next tier of wizards that could do some actual damage to my army. 
 
    From behind me came an earsplitting roar, and I whipped around to see where it came from. Heijing stood in front of both of Carmedy and Morrigan with her head bowed. The Qianlong closed her eyes and placed her palms together as blue and emerald light began to swirl around her tiny form. 
 
    Carmedy held two smoking bundles in one hand and loaded them both into the slingshot. The feline gritted her pointed teeth and took aim directly behind the dragon and let the packets fly. 
 
    “Heijing! Now!” the feline cried out as she ducked for cover. 
 
    The Qianlong’s eyes snapped open, and they were no longer the icy blue I was so familiar with but instead a blinding white. The two bundles hit the ground on either side of the dragon and exploded with earth-shattering booms. Blue and red smoke lifted into the air as two enormous bodies took shape on either side of Heijing. In an instant, the Qianlong stepped back into the swirling pools of different colored smoke. 
 
    Through the haze, the only thing I could make out was the white of her glowing eyes. The red and blue smoke combined and detonated up into the sky as the two silhouettes merged into one. The smoke began to clear as a massive taloned foot stepped out of the smoke and then another. Heijing was gone along with the two dragons I assumed were her parents and in their places was a dragon larger than any I’d ever seen. Its flanks were pure white and spattered with red and blue, and the eyes that bore into the lines of mages were a hateful, milky white. 
 
    It was Heijing, but a different Heijing than we knew. The two souls of her parents now inhabited the Qianlong’s body, and both of the tribes were hungry for blood. Heijing’s head lifted, her maw dropped open, and then she blasted out a torrent of electric blue flames into the sky. The Qianlong’s wings snapped out above her and cast dark shadows over half of my army as she lifted into the sky. From the back of my troops, the transformed lizards followed suit of their alpha dragon. 
 
    The mages on the other side of the crumbled wall screamed in fear while a good few of them held their places in their formation. The three dragons circled through the sky gracefully and set fire to the remaining battlements of the wall. I gritted my teeth and gripped onto the God Slayer tighter as Tamarisch soldiers rushed past me. The men from the north clamored over the ruins of the wall and dodged more attacks from the mages. I quickly followed after them as Rana galloped past me on the back of her Bánwolf, and the redhead winked at me with a sly smile then was gone over the debris. 
 
    More soldiers were blown backward from the mages’ front, and I climbed surefooted over the jumbled mass of stone. I stood at the top and looked out over the fighting. I had the numbers on my side, but these stronger mages put up a good fight against us. They were formable enemies for my men but surely not for me. I held the God Slayer in one hand as a group of mages turned and set their eyes on my holy presence. They rushed at me with their hands raised and power pulsing from their palms. 
 
    Blasts of emerald green flew through the air directly for me, but with a backhand wave of the polearm, I deflected them, and they exploded to the left of me. The mages’ eyes widened as I made my slow descent and glared down at them. I raised my right hand and summoned my dark power to me as I paralyzed them from the waist down. The mages struggled to move and cried out for help from their comrades, but all those around them stumbled away in fear at the sight of me. 
 
    I pushed my dark power into their bodies and watched as they writhed in agony, all of their senses set on fire by the immense strength of my abilities. I felt my power move within their veins like a poison and infect every inch of their flesh as it turned grey and began to rot before their very eyes. As the mages lost all consciousness, I swiped my hand upward and sucked their souls from their dying bodies. The white spheres spun in the air for a second then drifted toward me as I walked through the forest of frozen, standing corpses. Each soul absorbed into my chest, and their strength and mage powers became my own. 
 
    The air stank of blood and death, and I leaned my head back and drank it in. I stepped away from the dead mages, they fell to the ground one by one as I retracted my unsurmountable power from them. Black smoke billowed from me as I moved around the battlefield and drove my way deeper into the fray. 
 
    I summoned up a trove of shadow slaves around me, and the faceless beasts attacked any mage that dared come near us. I felt like a grand maestro, waving my hands through the air and summoning up different terrifying creatures to torment the surrounding mages. I watched the life leave their eyes each time they attempted to defend themselves or retreat. Ice demons lumbered across the stone courtyard between the ruined wall and the still intact one. 
 
    I raised both hands at once, and two towering basilisks exploded up from the ground, throwing unsuspecting mages into the air like ragdolls. My creatures tore into the remaining wizards with ruthless vigor, and the blood of the Holy Order spilled out onto the ground. I breathed in the metallic scent and grinned hatefully. 
 
    The Tintagal soldiers in my army reveled in their bloodlust as they used their swords to gut mages. Intestines spilled to the dusty ground as the men clothed in forest green and silver hacked off the heads of more of the Holy Order members. Their voices were loud as they chanted together in unison and every once in a while, their regent called out an order from the back. 
 
    A group of twenty-five mages hustled toward me, their heads low and their hands outstretched in front of them. Orbs of light formed in between their hands as they recited spells, and I chuckled deep in the back of my throat. These men thought they could defeat me with mere magic, it was pathetic. I stalked toward them with the God Slayer loosely held in my right hand. I swept the polearm around the side of my body, placed both hands on the haft, and slammed it down into the ground. 
 
    The dirt at my feet crumbled at first and then expanded and rolled with life. I let go of the weapon and held my hands out on either side of it. The earth around the twenty mages began to disintegrate and cave in. Water started to pour in slowly at first, and the mages turned anxiously to find any means of escape, but it was too late. I summoned the power to me and called forth the lost souls I’d met before on the waters between Machstein and Tintagal. 
 
    Ghostly, translucent hands clawed up through the murky water and grabbed onto the legs of the mages. The men screamed and sloshed through the deepening water, but there was no way I’d let them get away now. The first Rusalka’s head surfaced, and she bobbed for a moment as she stared up into the face of a mage. The man seemed to be paralyzed by fear, but his senses quickly took hold, and he jerked away. Loud, high-pitched clicks came from the Rusalka and one by one, five more appeared from the rolling water. 
 
    By now, the ground had sunk low, and the water was quickly reaching the mage’s waists. The men were tightly grouped together as they kept their eyes on the waif-like women in the water. I felt the need within them, the same need I felt long ago within Baudouin’s castle’s hidden pools. The lead Rusalka launched her nude body up and out of the water as she attacked one of the mages. Her needle-like teeth sunk into his face, and he screamed as he struggled to pry her off. The Rusalka held tight as she threw her head back and ripped a large strip of flesh away. 
 
    The clicking sounds from the water-women were deafening now as the other five began to paw and rip at the mages, dragging them down into the rising water with them. I turned away as the last wizard was pulled into the depths, and the roiling water turned scarlet with his blood. I grabbed the haft of the God Slayer and ripped it free from the ground as the water drained, and the hole in the earth closed up. Their telltale clicking still rang in my head as I moved on to the next group of waiting mages. 
 
    This time, there were only five, and I faced off with them. I squared my shoulders then rolled my neck back until it cracked twice. The mages numbers were dwindling quickly, but I wasn’t quite finished torturing them just yet. Overhead, Heijing’s transformed draconic body sat perched on the broken battlements of the outer wall and roasted any mages that attempted to escape our wrath. Her glowing red eyes slashed toward each of them then consumed their bodies in flame. Charred bodies fell to the ground like dead leaves in fall and smoke rose from them as their skin continued to sizzle. 
 
    The five mages that stood in front of me were stronger than the others, probably level six or sevens if I could take a guess but they were no match for me. I leaned my head back as I gazed condescendingly down my nose at them, calculating what I would do with them. Most of the fighting around me had ended, and those mages left squirmed on the ground, barely alive, their bodies torn open and bloody. 
 
    I lifted the God Slayer high over my head, and all five of the mages’ heads rocked back as their bodies rose from the ground. I whipped the God Slayer down, once to the left and once to the right. Ten arms fell to the ground with spurts of blood as the mages struggled to scream, but I held their mouths closed. I strode toward them as I took in the pained expressions on each of their faces. 
 
     I stopped in front of the first mage and slowly lowered him so that our eyes were level with each other. I slammed the God Slayer down beside me and let it stand freely on its own. I held my right hand in front of his face and forced his mouth open with my power. I gazed deeply into his dark brown eyes as I placed my right hand across his forehead and hooked my fingers of my left into his mouth. His teeth pressed into the flesh of my phalanges but didn’t cause any pain as I slowly pulled my hands away from each other. 
 
    The mage made strange moaning noises that barely made it up his throat, and from behind him, the same action I did to him was done to his brothers in kind. The ligaments and muscle that held the mages’ jaw in place began to groan and creak beneath the skin. I pushed all of my strength into my hands, and in an instant, they snapped. The man’s jaw broke off in my hand, and I threw it away from me as blood gushed down the mage’s front. All of them screamed but were unable to form words with their exposed, waggling tongues. 
 
    I barked a bitter laugh as all five of their tongues were unceremoniously ripped from their mouths and fell to the dirty ground with wet plops. These armless, speechless mages would aide me in the coming day, I would make them a mockery of the Holy Order as I strode in the front gates of the inner sanctum. I threw my hand out in front of me and tightened it into a fist. Red, hot chains manifested around their necks, similarly to the way we chained off my brother and I held the five links tightly in my hand. 
 
    I turned just in time as all of my armies raised their weapons into the air and roared in victory. I grinned as I held the chains of my captors aloft and forced them forward. The five wounded mages stumbled forward and groaned in agony as more blood dripped to the ground, I felt the pain wracking their bodies but felt no mercy for them. They’d willingly gone against me and my army and ultimately lost their lives to me. These five mages may have thought they’d seen the most of ferocity, but they hadn’t seen how truly evil I could be. 
 
    Heijing still sat atop the ruined wall and lifted her massive head and roared at the sky. The ground vibrated, and small stones clattered on the ground from her force as she leaped from the crumbling partition. The Qianlong landed behind me, her flanks spattered with splotches of red and blue from her ancestors. The dragon stepped forward, and her shadow overtook me as she bellowed up in victory once more. 
 
    White light sparkled around me, and I turned just as the Qianlong began to transform. The transformation was more intense than ever from the combined power of her parents’ souls. The dragon shrank in size as golden sparks flew and created a flurry all around me. Through the shroud of white and gold light, I could make out two massive shapes part from Heijing’s tiny form and hang above her for a moment. The words spoken between the three beings were in a language I didn’t know, but somehow, I knew what they said to each other. 
 
    “Mother…Father…” Heijing whispered in her heavy, natural tongue. “You’re here with me…it hurts…why does it hurt so much more now than ever?” 
 
    “It only hurts because the wounds are still fresh,” Anteng answered in a deep, oaky voice. “We may have been gone a long time, but the memory is still very much alive in your mind.” 
 
    “I don’t want you to go…” Heijing muttered, her voice didn’t waver with emotion as she leaned her head back and stared into the faces of her parents’ dragon forms. “Stay with me, a little longer.” 
 
    “We understand, Heijing, we wish to stay with you forever if we could,” Guoshe’s voice came, it was more feminine and lighter than I imagined. “You’ve grown into a fine young Qianlong, my love, true to Qianlong name.” 
 
    Heijing tucked her hands into the sleeves of her robe and bowed low to the Akalong and Qianlong before her. I could see her through the haze as her icy blue eyes fluttered closed and a single tear fell down her soft, round cheek. I couldn’t stand this, the feeling that emanated from the small dragon’s chest and I stepped into the sparkling mirage. 
 
    Guoshe and Anteng came into view then, the massive dragons towering over us and shrouded completely by the dazzling golden light. Guoshe was the first to notice me and her enormous head tilted curiously at my presence. Anteng barely glanced at me, but when he did, he did a double-take then took a protective step in front of both Heijing and his wife. I knew the fear in his heart, the rage, and fear he held against all gods, the ones who killed him, his wife, and their people. 
 
    I held up my hands in front of me as a sign of no ill will, but Anteng stayed in place as he kept his eyes glued to my face. Heijing may have been a dragon, but her size was nothing compared to her fully grown father. Two massive horns sprouted from his forehead and spiny plates broke the skin of his back. He was a magnificent creature as he glared down at me and his crest rose into the air as a warning. 
 
    “Stand down,” I commanded as I stared up into his face. “I do not wish to harm you. Instead, I want to give you a gift.” 
 
    “Your kind should’ve given us a gift six hundred years ago,” Anteng stated in a booming voice. “Our lives, your kind should’ve gifted us our lives and let us watch our only child grow.” 
 
    “Father, please,” Heijing begged as she squeezed past him and stood protectively in front of me. 
 
    “Anteng,” Guoshe’s voice snapped from behind him. “Stop acting like an ass and listen to what the god has to say.” 
 
    I chuckled and shook my head at her words. Everything I had heard about Guoshe was true, the woman was powerful and commanded those around her. Heijing had once told me that other war council members used to call her Child Lord, and the name seemed to fit impeccably. 
 
    Anteng stopped talking and moved slightly out of the way as the scarlet dragon moved closer. Her yellow eyes settled on mine as she lowered her massive face and took in my godly presence. I stared at her for a few moments just to breathe her in. I’d heard so many stories about this woman from Heijing, and now, the spiritual embodiment of Guoshe stood in front of me. She was beautiful in her dragon form, and I could only imagine how beautiful she was in her human one. I was astounded by Guoshe and could almost picture her massive, blood-red form out on the battlefields of her time. 
 
    “Curious,” the Akalong’s voice boomed out around me as she spoke directly into my mind. “Unlike my husband’s assumption, you are not of the kind that killed our people. You are a different breed than those scum. Tell me, who are you?” 
 
    “I am Kazama,” I stated to them as I rose to my full height and squared my shoulders. “Son of Chirus and Qyris, true son of Eris.” 
 
    “You are a fallen god, are you not?” Guoshe asked as her eyes flickered closed for a second. 
 
    “Yes, I fell from the heavens long before the death of the dragons and stayed there until my minions found me,” I told them, and finally, Anteng’s massive body seemed to relax. 
 
    “And why did you fall from the heavens, Kazama,” the Akalong asked in a purring voice that reminded me so much of Heijing’s. 
 
    “I fell in love with a mortal,” I told them, and they both blinked once in response. It is not something I’m ashamed of. I dedicated my life to her, and I lost my place in the heavens because of it. 
 
    “You’ve used our spirits to your aid two times now,” Anteng uttered as he turned and gazed down at me fully. “What is your intention? What is your big scheme in this tiny little world of yours?” 
 
    “The gods betrayed me, just as they did with you,” I started, and Guoshe tilted her enormous head curiously. “My own brother betrayed my secret love, and my parents disowned me and cast me away. The gods have wronged and betrayed too many without being punished.” 
 
    “And you are the one who is going to punish them?” Anteng questioned as he too leaned closer. 
 
    “Yes, I am going to tear the heavens to shreds after I deal with the Holy Order,” I stated in a firm voice. “Then, I will be ruler over all, the earth and the heavens.” 
 
    “Do you think anyone will stop you?” Guoshe asked as she tenderly wrapped her tail around her daughter. “If there is danger, you must remember, you have someone extraordinary in your presence, the last of her kind. You cannot let her die off without rhyme or reason, Kazama, I forbid it.” 
 
    I held out a hand to Heijing, and the Qianlong pulled away from her mother. I brought the dragon to my side and held her tightly as she clung to me desperately. 
 
    “Heijing is one of my own now,” I told them as I stared up into each of their faces. “I will protect her with my life and honor, as I do with all of my other minions. No harm will come to her while I am here.” 
 
    “That is very well, Kazama,” Anteng boomed as his colossal dragon face seemed to grin. “Maybe the lines of Akalong and Qianlong aren’t doomed to die off with her after all.” 
 
    “What a terrible way to say that, really,” Guoshe scolded as she side-eyed her husband but brought her attention back to me. “You brought her out of the sanctuary, that is one victory for you. We feared she’d stay there for the rest of her life, we praise you for that, Lord Kazama, but there is one more thing.” 
 
    “Yes?” I inquired as I gazed directly into her eyes. 
 
    “You offered us a gift, what kind of gift could you offer to two dead dragons with no ties to the earth? We have no need for gifts; we have no way of receiving them.” Guoshe’s sad eyes drifted to her daughter, her only prized possession. 
 
    “What if I could make sure that you were always with Heijing? That you would never have to leave her and return to the spirit realm?” I asked, and Guoshe pulled away as her eyes narrowed on my face. 
 
    “There is no such thing,” Anteng stated in disbelief. 
 
    “I received a gift from another god betrayed from the heavens,” I told them in a calm voice, and they listened intently. “Soul transferal, your souls could reside within Heijing’s body and be with her until the end of time. You could speak with her, be with her and lend her your powers in times of need just as you did today.” 
 
    “It’s not possible,” Anteng said even louder. 
 
    “It is,” I nodded as I held out my hands to them. “Let me give you this gift as an apology for what my kind did to yours.” 
 
    Guoshe looked to Anteng, but the Qianlong looked doubtfully back. The Akalong didn’t wait for her husband’s reply, set her jaw, and swiveled her eyes back to me. 
 
    “We’ll do it,” the Akalong stated in a feverish voice. “Let us stay with our daughter, please.” 
 
    I nodded slowly as I let go of Heijing. The Qianlong stepped away and back behind me as I came closer to the spirits of her parents. My eyes closed, and I concentrated on the colors and shapes of their souls. I dove deep within the fabricated bodies Carmedy gave them with her potion and found the massive, spiraling orbs within seconds. They were much larger than the spheres of power I received from the gods I killed, and when I pulled them away from their bodies, they began to fade from view. I held my hands out and cupped both of the massive spirits in the palms of my hands. As I turned, I opened my eyes and breathed out deeply. Heijing waited behind me, her icy blue eyes wide with shock, but she stood very still as I came closer. 
 
    Guoshe’s soul was a cerulean hue, true to her birthland of Nekoka, and as I brought it closer to Heijing, tears appeared in her eyes. I offered the orb to the Qianlong, but she didn’t react, only stared at it for a few seconds. The blue orb lifted from my hand and floated toward Heijing on its own. The sphere pressed against the tiny woman’s chest and was slowly absorbed. A loud pop came from around us as the blue sphere disappeared and then I offered up the red one. Anteng’s soul didn’t hesitate in my hand like Guoshe’s, it rushed forward and slammed into Heijing’s chest like a cannonball. 
 
    Heijing took a staggering step backward, then regained her balance as she took a deep breath in. Her icy blue eyes met mine, and tears welled in their corners. The Qianlong pressed both of her hands to the middle of her chest and let out a choked sob. Without opening her eyes, Heijing dropped her hands and raced forward. The dragon embraced me ferociously, and I cupped the back of her head in my palm. Heijing sobbed into my chest, but they weren’t tears of sadness but instead of gratitude. 
 
    I’d given the Qianlong something no one else ever could, and once I made this world mine, I would give her so much more. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Six 
 
    With the second-largest hurdle over with for the day, I instructed my armies to relax and rest up for the even larger battle tomorrow. Like today, we would attack at dawn and siege the Holy Order’s stronghold. There would be no mercy for the mage betrayers, and hopefully, soon, I would have more answers as to why the gods wanted to destroy the earth and its inhabitants. 
 
    Since breaking the outer wall, I felt the presence of a god’s power, one that I recognized immediately. I didn’t know what he was doing here or why he’d decided to aid the mages, but I would soon find out. I felt on edge as the power beat from behind the powerful enchantments, and I stepped closer to the towering wall of the inner keep. I placed a hand against its rough, worn by time texture, and closed my eyes. 
 
    His power beat like a heart, strong and very much alive. Its presence stabbed into me painfully, yet another betrayal from someone I thought cared for me. When I opened my eyes again, I leaned my head back and stared up at the battlements. I sensed the souls of mages from above. They were taking more precautions now since we broke through the first wall, and I didn’t doubt that they’d try to attack us during the night. 
 
    The Holy Order placed their strongest mages on the other side of the last, much larger wall and atop the battlements. They weren’t underestimating me anymore, this was a war, and they wanted nothing more than to see my death.  
 
    I wouldn’t allow them the satisfaction of seeing me fail. 
 
     I was much stronger than them, and it would take more than a few measly mages to take me down. My eyes connected with a mage who peeked over the edge of the parapets, and I grinned wickedly up at him. I raised the hand touching the wall and formed it into a fist. 
 
    Before my eyes, the neon blue grid we’d seen on the outer wall appeared and began to glow red hot from my power right in front of his face. The mage squeaked in fear and scurried away out of sight, so I dropped my hand and chuckled darkly as I turned away from the wall. 
 
    None of our weapons, magical or not, could penetrate through the enchantments, but nothing could come out of it either. The mages from above were powerless and could only attack us if they exited the inner wall to attack us head-on. I’d chosen a few of my regents to stand guard during the night and make sure that no mages snuck out from behind the wall to take us when we were least expecting. I’d decided that I too would stand guard and watch over my sleeping women in case the Holy Order came for them too. 
 
    After the encounter with Heijing and her parents, I knew that my situation was more dire now than ever. My women trusted and put their faith in me with all of their hearts, and this was my test. I already knew that I would win these battles, there was no doubt about it, but if I faltered for even a second, all of this would’ve been for naught. 
 
    I glanced over my shoulder toward the maze of hastily constructed tents. I found my women’s tent easily through the crowd and smiled to myself as Rana hopped excitedly around the campfire. I wasn’t sure what she was talking about, but from the way she moved her arms, it had to do with something exploding into flames. I glanced once up toward the wall and the mages above, but no one watched me from the ramparts. 
 
    I turned and strode toward our camp with determination. I’d made my mind up as the shapes of my women came closer, now was the time. I couldn’t leave them in the dark anymore, I needed to reveal to them who I truly was and the meaning behind my past life. I’d been afraid when Morrigan found out, but the elven woman had accepted me without even blinking an eye, and I hoped the others would do the same. 
 
    Heijing and Haruhi already knew who I was, the sage knew me from the books in her father’s massive library, and the dragon knew me from studying the gods under the instruction of her parents. Both of them accepted me and opened their hearts to me without judgment. I could only hope that the other three would do the same since two of them already held my holy children within their bellies. 
 
    I took the first step into the small circle surrounding our camp and glanced toward a smaller tent placed directly next to ours. I glanced at it with furrowed brows, and Carmedy was the first to explain with a small smile. 
 
    “Heijing asked us to set it up for her,” the alchemist explained as she gestured to the royal blue fabric with the Qianlong inside. “She wanted to be alone for a bit so she could talk to her parents. We agreed and did it out of respect for her.” 
 
    “That is very kind of you.” I murmured as I reached out and stroked the petite feline’s black ears. 
 
    My minions could sense the disturbance within me, and Annalise perked up immediately. Her chocolate brown eyes narrowed on my face, and she tilted her head curiously. 
 
    “What is the matter, Master?” the high queen asked as she scooted closer to me. 
 
    I looked into each of their faces pointedly as I thought of how to start this conversation. This could be a point where my women became closer to me or turned away. I’d already said once that I would keep them with me even if they decided to leave, but I never wanted it to come to that. My women were my everything, and the loss of their love would be detrimental. Morrigan and Haruhi’s eyes met mine, and they knew what I meant to speak of. 
 
    I knew that at least if Rana, Annalise, and Carmedy chose to turn away, I’d still have the other three on my side. I would keep them with me against their wishes, but I couldn’t force them to love me the way they did now. I gulped, squared my shoulders, and looked to Annalise first. 
 
    The high queen sat between Carmedy and Rana with Morrigan and Haruhi on either side. The elf and sage shifted uneasily as they glanced over at the unsuspecting three, but they settled down finally. 
 
    “I have something I have to tell you,” I stated as I sat down across from them and folded my gloved hands in my lap. “Something that’s been weighing on my mind heavily.” 
 
    “Is it what you promised to tell us after we defeated Euron’s dungeon?” the swordswoman asked as her brown eyes softened, and I felt grateful toward her. 
 
    “Yes, I know you pressed me for answers during that time, but I still wasn’t comfortable speaking on the subject just yet,” I uttered as I made eye contact with each woman. “I cannot run from my past anymore; you are bound to find out some way or another. Haruhi has known from the moment she met us, please do not fault her or be angry with her for not telling you. I specifically asked her not to tell you.” 
 
    All eyes except for Morrigan’s swiveled to Haruhi, and the librarian sunk in on herself. The sage looked pained under the scrutiny of her sisters and looked away as she opened her mouth to speak. 
 
    “I only know all of these things because of my time in the library and studying gods my whole life. Please don’t be angry with me…” Haruhi whispered as she bowed her head and hid her face from the others. 
 
    “I only found out merely by chance,” Morrigan stated as she sat up straighter and looked to her sisters with determination. “Athar spoke his true name in front of me and only then did he tell me.” 
 
    “Does Heijing know too?” Rana asked in an accusing tone as she whipped her head and looked toward the silent tent. 
 
    “She does,” I confirmed with a nod of my head, and their eyes hardened on my face in disbelief. “But again, that is not her fault. Heijing was taught about me when she was a young child. She, like Haruhi, never expected to meet me in her lifetime.” 
 
    “Then what’s the big secret?” Carmedy questioned as her black ears lowered flat against her head, and she warily glanced toward Morrigan and Haruhi. “What have you been so scared to share with us? We tell you everything, Master…we thought you could do the same with us…” 
 
    I looked deep into the feline’s sparkling emerald eyes and saw tears form in the corners. Carmedy was hurt, and I could tell from the other two’s faces that they were too. I’d kept this secret to myself for so long, even while I was caged in my dungeon for countless years. The only person who knew all of me was Isolda, and she’d taken my secret to the grave. 
 
    “There is no easy way to tell you this, but I am not the person that you think I am,” I started, and Morrigan shook her head out of the corner of my eye in disagreement. “My true name, given to me in the heavens at the time of my birth, is Kazama.” 
 
    I let the name sink in for a moment, and each of their faces showed varying degrees of recognition except for Carmedy’s. Haruhi and Morrigan kept silent as I let the other three process what I’d said before I continued on. 
 
    “My true mother is Eris, that you already know,” I told them in a quiet voice. “She was the queen of the Underworld and placed it into my care when I came of age. I was the god of the Underworld for an eternity, splitting my time between that hellish place and the heavens--” 
 
    Annalise cut me off with a single raised hand as she stared into my face with sharp, narrowed eyes. The high queen’s lips pressed into a hard line then parted soundlessly as she thought on what to say. 
 
    “Kazama. You?” the swordswoman questioned as one of her slender fingered hands drifted to her stomach where our child rested within her. 
 
    “Yes,” I confirmed with a nod of my head. 
 
    “Who’s Kazama? I’ve never heard that name.” Carmedy whispered over to Rana, and the redhead looked pained, unsure how to answer. 
 
    “A name that haunts people all over the world to this day,” Annalise replied in her raspy voice and then she turned suddenly to look at Haruhi and Morrigan. “You knew all of this? You didn’t breathe a word of this to us simply because he asked you not to?” 
 
    “He is our Master, he asked us not to,” Morrigan replied in a cold tone. 
 
    “I’m confused, can someone explain?” the alchemist whined as she scratched at a lowered ear. 
 
    “Have you ever heard of the Salvarians?” Rana questioned in a tight voice. “They were people that lived deep in the desert, it’s believed to be somewhere close to Valasara.” 
 
    “The lost civilization of Salvaria.” Haruhi corrected under her breath. 
 
    “Sure, but it’s just a legend…” Carmedy grinned then faltered as she looked to each of her sister’s. “Right?” 
 
    “The god Kazama was displeased with the city that worshipped him, they’d stopped throwing festivals in his honor, stopped leaving offerings at his temples, basically forgot him…” Annalise responded in a cold tone as her chocolate brown eyes met mine. 
 
    “They weren’t lost to time, they were destroyed because of an unhappy god. He burned their city to the ground, slaughtered every citizen and then swallowed up the remains into the sand of the desert.” Annalise informed the alchemist. 
 
    “Is that you?” Carmedy asked in a frightened voice as her eyes widened. 
 
    “Yes, it was me,” I told them in a firm voice. 
 
    “Kazama, destroyer of worlds and eater of souls,” Morrigan said in a firm voice as she looked to me with admiration. “The most feared god in the heavens and on earth.” 
 
    “Every cautionary tale started and ended with his name. He ravaged lands that were not his own, killed those who were innocent. Parents used his name to chastise their children into behaving, saying that the god Kazama would steal them away in the night and eat their souls.” 
 
    “Well, that part isn’t particularly true,” I snorted, and Carmedy peeked at me out of the corner of her eye and snickered along with me. “I never threatened to eat a child’s soul, I’m not a monster.” 
 
    “But you are,” Annalise slammed back as she whipped her head to me. “Do you know how many horrible things I’ve heard about you? How many times I laid in my bed at night as a child and feared you’d come for me too?” 
 
    “Yes, that is who I was,” I told them in a firm voice. 
 
    I wasn’t going to lie anymore, this was the time I’d lay all the truth out in front of them. There was nothing I could do to stop them from judging me or turning away from me, but I wouldn’t let them leave me, they were mine for all eternity as they promised. 
 
    “All of it is true, I won’t deny it,” I uttered as I rested my closed fists on my knees and looked into each of their faces. “I was often described as a horrifying creature that slipped from shadow to shadow and stole away lives in the dead of night. I was the evil creature behind every scary tale, the monster under every bed and around every corner. The god that burned down towns without reason, starved cities when they displeased me and waged wars for no reason other than I wanted blood spilled. I was the ravager, the destroyer, the god that asked for more and more and destroyed when I didn’t receive what I deserved. That is who I was and who I will always be.” 
 
    “You…you’re really him?” Rana questioned as both of her black-tipped ears twitched with agitation. 
 
    “I destroyed more than just Salvaria, I can name them off if you would like, but I believe that would frighten you more than you already are,” I stated, and their eyes widened in surprise. “I told you, I’m not going to keep secrets anymore. Each land upon this earth has felt my wrath at some point, even Tamarisch and Tintagal. They’ve known my name and the destruction that comes along with it. I’ve wiped cities, even whole countries off the map with a single wave of my hand, there isn’t a mountain town so remote that hasn’t at least heard a whisper of my name. Am I ashamed? No. I only did what I thought was right and what was expected of me in the heavens and the Underworld. Sometimes, you forget that this is who I am, I am not only the man you love, but I am also a ravager, a killer in all senses.” 
 
    A pregnant silence fell over my three minions who didn’t know the truth. Tears fell from Annalise’s eyes, and she hastily scrubbed them away as she sniffled. Rana stared at me with wide eyes, not saying a single word at all. Carmedy seemed to be the only one unaffected, though she stared at me, she smiled the entire time. The alchemist placed a paw on the high queen’s shoulder and said something I never expected. 
 
    “I understand how all of this news is upsetting but does it really surprise anyone?” Carmedy questioned as she leaned out and looked into Rana’s eyes. “I mean, really? We’ve been with him this long, he’s trained us to be warriors, he’s killed gods and mortals before our eyes, is it that much of a shock?” 
 
    Morrigan blinked rapidly and tried to hide the smile that flashed over her plump lips. Haruhi kept silent but nodded in agreement. 
 
    “It doesn’t surprise me, and honestly, it doesn’t change my opinion on him at all,” the alchemist stated as she crossed her arms over her chest and grinned over to me. “He’s still our Master, he’s still the same man we met in that dungeon so long ago, and I, for one, still love him with all my heart. He’s our Master, he’s our husband, would this revelation change your whole view of him?” 
 
    “I said the very same thing when I found out,” Morrigan uttered in her emotionless voice. “We knew what we were getting into when we released him from the dungeon. There were runes holding him in place, put there by the Holy Order. That should’ve given us at least a sign of what we were getting involved in. There is no need to be upset with Master, in fact, I applaud him for having the courage to tell us.” 
 
    “I didn’t tell you for so long because I wanted to protect you,” I admitted as I squared my shoulders. “There are certain dangers that come with being with me, Isolda learned that, and now you have too. I have protected you from my secret and all other dangers that have come down the road. I will continue to do so because you are my minions, and I love you. I understand if you no longer wish to be involved with me, but I simply cannot allow that to happen.” 
 
    “W-what do you mean?” Annalise stuttered as her chocolate brown eyes narrowed. 
 
    “You pledged your life and hearts to me, each of you did,” I stated in a cold voice as I crossed my arms over my chest. “I cannot force you to love me, but I cannot allow you to leave my presence. Call it a verbal contract if you will, you are mine as you promised you were.” 
 
    “I’m not leaving,” Carmedy said firmly. “I’m your wifey-for-lifey, no returns or exchanges, all sales are final on this kitty-cat!” 
 
    I chuckled softly then turned my attention toward Rana and Annalise. They both observed me but didn’t speak yet. The two women who were the most apprehensive about this were the two that carried my spawn within their bellies. It should’ve been a big clue to them that there was no turning back from this point. The high queen was already my wife, and in the near future, the fox would be too. 
 
    “Let me ask you this,” Morrigan offered, and the two women looked to her. “Does it change your mind about him? As I said before, we’ve witnessed what he can do, but we’ve already fought battles and wars alongside him. We believe in the same cause that he does, the heavens and the Holy Order are corrupt. They need to be brought down, may it be at his side or someone else’s. Master is the only person ever to rise against them, and I whole-heartedly believe in him. Remember the Tichádáma, Euron, and even Athar, whom you didn’t meet, they suffered because of both parties.” 
 
    “Rana…without Master, you wouldn’t have defeated Tuzakeur or found your family,” Carmedy persuaded in a whisper. “We’d still be out there helplessly searching for the sacred items if it weren’t for Master.”  
 
    “You would’ve never met me,” Haruhi murmured as she folded her paws. “Or saved Heijing from Tuzakeur, the last dragon would be dead by now if we hadn’t had Master by our side. Just because he did bad things a long time ago before he met us shouldn’t change your opinion on him. You love him, I know you two do.” 
 
    The elven woman’s explanation seemed to reach both of the women, and they nodded slowly. They thought for a moment, and finally, Annalise gazed into my eyes with such an intensity that I’d never seen before. 
 
    “When I met you, I promised my life to you,” the high queen stuttered through her tears, and she let them trail down her cheeks. “When I married you, I promised my heart to you. It takes so much strength to admit these things to us, and I am very sorry that you felt the need to hide them away from us for so long. I can speak for myself and the others as well, we love you so much and will never ever want to leave your side. Like Carmedy said, no returns or refunds, all sales are final.” 
 
    Rana was the only one who hadn’t spoken up yet, and her baby-blue eyes fluttered closed for a few seconds. We waited patiently for her response and when she opened her mouth to speak, none of us breathed or made a sound to interrupt her. 
 
    “Did you do all those things…Kazama?” the redhead questioned. 
 
    “I did,” I stated in a low voice. 
 
    “Are you sorry?” the fox questioned as she opened her eyes and met my gaze. 
 
    “As I said before, no,” I told her. “It is my life, I’ve lived it the best I could and how I was taught. Would I undo it all if I could? Possibly but there is nothing I can do about that now. I am sorry that all of you have to find out this way, I wish I could’ve told you from the moment we met, but there was no way you’d have freed me and allowed me to journey alongside you.” 
 
    “You’re damn right about that,” Rana chuckled and shook her head. “It is shocking, and it sucks that we had to find out like this. We trusted you and put our faith in you. You’ve hidden this from us for a very long time, we loved you, we married you, some of us even--” 
 
    Rana cut herself off before she said something about the holy children resting in her and Annalise’s wombs, but I understood straight away. 
 
    “But that’s not the point right now,” the fox said with a dismissive shake of her head. “You kept this secret for so long because you were afraid. Isolda knew who you were, and she got hurt because of it. You thought that if you avoided the subject, we wouldn’t be hurt. It’s understandable, but it still ended up hurting us in the end.” 
 
    “This is it then?” I asked the fox as I rested both hands in my lap. 
 
    “What? Me? Leaving? Hell no, you helped track down the sacred items, kill Tuzakeur, and get my family back. Do you really think I’d walk away from you after all that?” Rana asked as she scrunched up her nose in disgust. 
 
    “All of you, you’re accepting me for who I am?” I inquired as I looked to the three women. 
 
    “Duh.” Carmedy giggled as she rocked back and forth happily. 
 
    “We knew what we were getting ourselves into when we freed you. You’re ours now.” Annalise smiled tenderly. 
 
    “You’re not getting rid of us that easily,” Rana cackled as she waved dismissively toward me. “You think we’re gonna leave Haruhi, Morrigan, and Heijing to have you all to themselves? Fat chance, bucko.” 
 
    I barked out a laugh then threw my head back as I guffawed. I hadn’t expected this, Morrigan accepted me without much thought but to have all of them willing to stay by my side until the end of time was a miracle. I loved them, each of them, with all my heart and would do anything to keep them by my side. I wanted nothing more than to fight these two last battles, and then to live in luxury with my wives and our children. I would make all of it happen, I’d build a new world for them, new, polished, and perfect just for my minions. 
 
    No man nor god could stop me, not the mages, not the gods and not any measly army that stood in my path. I would reign supreme despite all the horrible things thrown at me in this life, and my women would be there to witness all of it.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seven 
 
    As night fell over the encampment, most of the soldiers and my women settled down for the rest of the night. I’d chosen my specific regents to stand guard, and I gathered them around me as I briefed them on the plans for tomorrow. 
 
    Ansel, Amos, and Adam stood together on my left and Ezra, Shida and Makar stood on my right. Since our camp was so large, a few of their most trusted men stood behind them and waited for my instructions. Each man looked much different from each other and, the colors and armor they wore represented each country they came from. Though Ezra was in the navy, I knew that the cat-man hadn’t seen battle before he came here. Ansel gave Haruhi’s brother a mighty broadsword, and Ezra carried it with pride. 
 
    All of us stood outside in the darkness, a ring of hastily hung lanterns surrounding us. In the middle of us, one of the lower-ranking soldiers set up a rickety table, and I placed the book we’d found in Athar’s dungeon on it. Inside the book were the inner-workings and layout of the fortress, never before seen by any of our eyes. 
 
    “Tomorrow, we will break through the enchantments and lay siege to the Holy Order’s stronghold,” I told them as I pointed behind me toward the last wall that stood in our way. “They will bring forward their strongest mages, more powerful than any of the others we’ve seen already. I want all of you and your men to be prepared. We may lose some of our troops, but I will try to keep them safe though I cannot guarantee it.” 
 
    “What comes after we breach through the wall?” Amos asked, all of his usual silly antics gone and replaced with a serious expression. 
 
    “The Tamarisch army is our largest out of all,” I stated as I tapped the hand-drawn sketches of the layout of the fortress in front of us. “You will follow me into the inner sanctum of the Holy Order.” 
 
    “Understood.” Ansel nodded as he placed his hand on the pommel of his sword. 
 
    “Adam, I am going to place Amos in charge of your troops and put you in place as the leader of the Tintagal soldiers,” I told them in a commanding voice. “They are our second largest group, and I want you to spread out along the wall and take out all mages in sight.” 
 
    I pointed on the worn paper where I wanted him and his soldiers to move. Just inside of the second wall, was a large common ground that allowed the mages and Elders to move about freely during their day-to-day lives. 
 
    “The Tintagal soldiers will surround all of the outer fortress and prevent any mages from fleeing,” I said as I raised my eyes and looked directly into Adam’s eyes. 
 
    “Of course, Master,” Adam nodded as he crossed his arms over his chest and leaned forward to take in the layout of the fortress. 
 
    “Next, the troops we collected from Valasara, Machstein, and the Canartian islands will be joined as one, making it the third-largest of the armies. Makar, your men, are the most heavily trained out of all of them. I want you to keep the Machstein and Canartian armies as safe as possible, as the Tamarisch troops and I move into the inner sanctum, you will siege the rest of the fortress. Go through all the halls and rooms, kill anyone in sight. It will be close quarters, but I believe it’ll be the safest for those who are unskilled with their weapons.” 
 
    “As you wish, Master.” Makar bowed his head respectfully. 
 
    “And what will you do?” Ansel asked as he looked deeply into my eyes. 
 
    “My minions and I will enter in through the main gate and head straight to where the Elders reside,” I told them as I tapped the center of the page of the book. “Those are the men who have the answers I need the most, I will fight and defeat them. I need to find out why the gods are so interested in ending life on earth, there must be some reason other than greed and hatred. Are there any more questions?” 
 
    “Will we be joining you in the battle against the heavens?” Ansel asked, and a weighty silence fell over the rest of the men. 
 
    There was no easy way to answer this question, I knew that all of my men and troops wanted to fight alongside me when we journeyed to the heavens. There was no feasible way for all of them to travel with us to the god’s realm, the only possible way my women could make the trip was because I’d place my holy children within them. 
 
    The only people who would fight with me during the last battle would be my women, the four other gods, and the two transformed dragons. My plan appeared audacious at first glance, especially since powerful gods would surely outnumber us, but those deities didn’t realize that I held the powers of other gods within my body. I was more powerful than all of those in the heavens combined. It wouldn’t be an easy battle, but I would defeat all of them in the end. I would make my father bend to my will, and I would personally watch the light leave his eyes. 
 
    “No,” I said in a firm voice, and Makar drew back slightly, his expression hurt. “Only gods or holy beings may enter through the sanctum of the god’s realm. I wish that I could have all of you by my side as we enter into the heavens, but it is simply not possible. I have other plans for you if you wish to hear them.” 
 
    “Of course, Master, what is it you need from us?” Ansel questioned as he leaned against the table. 
 
    “Galencia, the soil that we stand on is tainted by the Holy Order’s presence,” I boomed, and each of my men nodded in agreement. “I want it demolished. Each building, each remnant of the Holy Order and its mages, tear up each and every goddamn inch of cobblestone. I want nothing here but a flat plot of land with nothing remaining of the Holy Order. It is here that I will build my kingdom, this will be the capital of all lands under my rule.” 
 
    “You would have us build it, sire?” Makar asked as he turned and looked out over the still burning city in the distance. 
 
    “If you will, I want each piece of this place to be a reminder of what we did together,” I told them, and I reached out and placed a heavy hand on Ansel’s shoulder. “You are my brothers, my blood, and my servants. You will never be apart from me as I will never be apart from you. Each of you will hold a seat in my house for the rest of eternity, you put your faith in me, and I earned your trust. I reward those who stay by my side.” 
 
    “You don’t have to do anything for us, Master,” Makar broke in. “You’ve already given us so much. You brought us the trade route, which for one has made Valasara flourish in ways I never thought possible. You rid us of our tyrant, and now all of our people have access to fresh, running water. You did all of those things for us without asking.” 
 
    “Makar is right,” Ansel nodded with a soft smile. “Tamarisch is wealthier than it has ever been. The iron we’ve sold has given us enough food to feed all of our smaller villages, and now they’re expanding faster than we expected. We’re a stronger nation because of you.” 
 
    “We haven’t been under the control of Master for very long now,” Ezra started, and all eyes swiveled to the cat-man. “But my father is very old and losing his hearing rapidly, he can no longer travel to and from cities in search of rare books to add to our collection. With the trade route in place, my father can send and receive books from our procurers without leaving the safety of the library. My sister used to do it for him while I was away in the navy, but then she met Master and became one of his minions. The trade route has helped our family immensely, and I know our Master will take care of us in the future.” 
 
    “Master has helped us out too,” Shida stated as he wrapped his hands around the handle of his war hammer. “We too had a tyrant for a leader, and Master took him out. We had a goddess on our island that we loved very much, but our leader twisted our views and made us do terrible things to our own people. Once he was gone, Master showed us a new way of life, and we are much happier now than we have ever been.” 
 
    I bowed my head and listened to their words of praise. When I took their land as my own, I assumed that they would revolt against me, but these people were happier under my control. It pleased me to know that I’d done each of them and their nations a good service. 
 
    “We will do whatever you ask, Master,” Ansel stated as he held out his hand to me. “We will build you and your women a city that you deserve. We will wipe the old Galencia from history and replace it with your empire.” 
 
    “Galencia who?” Amos asked, and Adam whipped to him with a confused expression as he scratched the top of his head. 
 
    “Never heard of it, is it a foreign food?” the oldest twin asked back, and Amos pursed his lips. 
 
    “No, I heard it’s one of the undergarments royal ladies wear under their dresses,” Amos corrected, and I chuckled deep in the back of my throat at their jokes. 
 
    “Now, for tonight, I want all of you to patrol around the camp. Make sure that no one sneaks in, the mages are on high alert and may attempt a sortie against us while we’re sleeping. We will not allow that to happen successfully, and if they try tomorrow morning, we will march through the destroyed wall with their corpses impaled on our flags.” 
 
    “Yes, Master.” Ansel grinned hatefully as he and his brothers turned away. 
 
    Each of my regents nodded to me in time then left me alone at the single table. The light from the lanterns around me was soft and hazy as I closed the book we’d found in Athar’s dungeon. I slipped the tome into my void pocket and patted its worn, leather cover. 
 
    Silence enveloped the encampment, and I walked through the mazes of tents until I reached the wall. I strode to it and then leaned my back against it as I looked out over the tents. I sensed no disturbances or foreign beating hearts, but I’d rather be safe than sorry. From here, I could make out the shapes of my women’s tent and the smaller one they’d built for Heijing. A soft flickering light came from inside the Qianlong’s tent, and I could tell that she was still awake from the slow beating of her heart. 
 
    I focused in on it, and it gave me comfort. I’d given the Qianlong a gift that no other person could, the souls of her parents now resided within her and would stay with her until the end of time. It gave me a strange sense of pride, I’d found the last Qianlong on earth and made her one of my women. Sometime in the future, I’d marry her like all of her sisters and place one of my holy children within her. 
 
    The Akalong and Qianlong tribes’ bloodlines would not die off with Heijing, if the dragon and I were to have a child, it would be a full-blooded dragon. I knew that gave Heijing’s parents peace, knowing that their kind would not die off with their only daughter. The two of us would repopulate the earth with dragons, and they would no longer be an extinct species. 
 
    I tore my eyes away from Heijing’s tent and began to walk along the wall toward the other side of the camp. I kept a wary eye on the parapets over my head, but no movement came from above or below. I stepped past Ruituri and the other gods’ camp. The grey-haired goddess was snug within her blank cocoon, and I dared not disturb her. I sensed Domor, Bellum, and Malsumis’ powers from within their tents and quickly moved past. 
 
    All of my soldiers seemed to be sleeping well the night before our largest battle as of late. I was eager to break down the second wall and waltz into the Elder’s inner sanctum. I wanted nothing more than to destroy Galencia and completely remove it from the history books. As my women and I journeyed to the heavens, all of my armies would destroy what was left of the Holy Order’s capital. They’d replace it with my newly built empire, and I would sit upon the throne as the only god and lord. 
 
    My hopes and dreams were at my fingertips, and all I had to do was reach out and grab them. All the things I’d dreamed about while I was trapped in my dungeon were coming true, and it was all thanks to my minions. Without them, I would’ve never been set free from that dark, dank place and made it out into the world. They’d breathed new life into me, and the only thing I could do was give them everything they wanted in return. I was so lucky to have them, and then to have found Haruhi and Heijing along the way. I’d built myself a new little family, and it was flourishing before my very eyes as the two children within Rana and Annalise’s bodies grew unbelievably fast. 
 
    In order to make the journey all of my women except for Heijing would need to carry my holy seed within them, and soon they would. I was nervous and equally excited to return to the gods’ realm. This wouldn’t be a pleasurable visit, but once we finished there, I had so much I wanted to show my women. I’d seen the places where they were born and where they grew up, and this was my chance to show them the places from all my memories finally. 
 
    Though that place was the source of all of my bad memories, it was also a place where I’d had a few good times. The heavens were where I met Euron, the closest thing I had to a friend in the god’s realm. The god I once knew was dead now, but I still held his memory close to my heart. I would take them to the garden where we played as children, the place where the Tichádáma would watch us play. Though I despised the gods and what they’d done to me, I couldn’t fault all of them. A few of them were good and kind, but they were few and far between. 
 
    My parents hadn’t loved me, even from the moment I was born, and they’d instilled hate in me any chance that they could. They planted it like a seed within my tiny body and watched it grow to fruition then passed me on to Eris to take care of. When I took my place as the God of the Underworld, all the hate and rage I’d learned growing up had been so useful, and I was praised for my ferocity. Then, just as suddenly as I was plunged into the depths of the Underworld, I was summoned up onto the surface of the earth. That was when I discovered Isolda, and I fell madly in love with the human. 
 
    My life was forever changed after meeting her, she was so beautiful and kind, unlike the gods I knew. She looked upon me and saw something good instead of an abomination. The witch fell in love with me as quickly and easily as I did with her. I spent as much time with her as I could, and she pledged her life and love to me for the rest of her days. I knew now that despite having to live on without me, she remained steadfast in her promises. 
 
    I turned toward the massive wall and felt Isolda’s descendant’s heart-pounding from inside. We’d rescue and set her free by tomorrow. I was anxious to look into her face and see the resemblance between her and my long lost love. I wondered if she was anything like the woman I’d met so long ago or if she were a completely different person. From the snippet the god’s had shown me, she held the same spit-fire temper that Isolda did but other than that, I had no idea. 
 
    I sighed softly as I again turned and moved my eyes over the camp. In the distance, I could make out the shadows of my regents as they circled the entire camp and made sure that no mages were close. I came to the end of the sea of our tents, stood there for a few minutes as I sensed out any unfamiliar presences. I breathed in the damp hair for a moment but felt nothing amiss. 
 
    I walked back to where I started slowly but kept my eyes peeled for any danger. It took about fifteen minutes to reach the four gods’ camp again, and by then, I felt something strange. One of my minion’s hearts was beating wildly, almost as if she were in danger. My eyes found Heijing’s tent in the mass of tents, and her shadow moved wildly inside. 
 
    Panic beat at my brain as I broke out into a run and forced my body forward. I leaped over an unsuspecting soldier’s tent, slammed down onto the cobblestones and kept going. I was soundless as I moved, if Heijing was being attacked, I didn’t want to tip off her assailant that I was coming. I jumped over the still-burning embers of our fire, landed on the other side in front of Heijing’s tent then stood there for a second as I realized my mistake. 
 
    I could hear whispered words from inside of the tent along with slick, wet sounds that I barely registered. My lips parted as my gloved hand went to the tent flap and opened it painstakingly slow. The view that was presented to me wasn’t what I expected at all, and I gulped loudly. 
 
    “Master!” Heijing cried as she threw her head back. “Yes, Master!” 
 
    It took me a moment to realize that Heijing wasn’t in her human form or her dragon form. The Qianlong was transformed into something in between the two. A long-scaled tail hung down between her legs and was covered in scales the same cerulean color. Tendrils like those from her crest poked out of her hairline and floated in the air above her blue hair. 
 
    Heijing’s robe was thrown open, and she was completely nude underneath. Her small, bare breasts rose and fell with her breath. Pubic hair the same cerulean blue adorned her mound, but that wasn’t what caught my eye. Heijing’s pale, thin legs were spread wide to reveal the pink rosebud of her womanhood, and her tail curled up between her legs. I watched with wide eyes as the end of her tail entered into her vagina and slowly began to pleasure herself. 
 
    The Qianlong’s eyes were tightly closed as she cried out, and her small hands fluttered up to grasp at her pert breasts. I felt myself stiffen immediately at the sight of her, Heijing was pleasuring herself before my very eyes but also pleasuring herself to the thought of me. 
 
    Silently, I stripped my armor away from my muscular body then let my pants drop to the floor. My member stood straight as a rod, ready to enter into the dragon’s body as I lowered myself to the ground and crawled my way to her. 
 
    Heijing’s moans heightened almost to the point of screams, and she bit down on the back of her hand to keep herself quiet. The Qianlong still hadn’t noticed my presence, and I moved in closer to her beating heart. I could tell that Heijing was close to orgasm from the way her chest rose and fell and right before she reached her peak, I spoke in my deep, sensual voice. 
 
    “Why would you do that when you could have the real thing?” I inquired in a hot, breathy voice, and Heijing’s eyes snapped open. “You are my minion now, I can pleasure you whenever you wish, Heijing. Will you allow me to enter you and give you the pleasure that you’ve never known before?” 
 
    Heijing’s icy blue eyes cut into mine for a moment then softened as she laid back onto her pillows and blankets. The Qianlong slipped her tail out of her entrance, and I gazed upon its beauty. I positioned myself over her, and the head of my penis grazed her lips softly.  
 
    Heijing was tiny, smaller than all of my other minions, and I felt as if I pressed down on her, I would crush her completely. I gripped her shoulder softly as I took my hardened penis into my hands and guided it into her. Illustrious moans escaped my mouth as I slid into her tight walls. I felt a barrier within her suddenly break, and the Qianlong cried out in pain. 
 
    I stared down at her in the flickering light of the candles, and Heijing looked absolutely stunning. Her pale flesh glowed from a light sheen of sweat, and her icy blue eyes were glossy. Her small round cheeks were tinted pink as she breathed in deeply. Her expression was pained since this was her very first time, but she nodded to tell me it was time to continue. 
 
    I thrust into her softly and felt her walls part to give room for me. I hadn’t been inside of her long, and I already felt lightheaded with the peak of orgasm. I pulled away from that feeling and stared deeply down into the dragon’s eyes. Heijing’s slim legs wrapped around my waist as she brought her hips up to meet mine, and I gasped loudly. 
 
    Heijing felt unbelievably good, and as I pushed into her, the dragon cried out even louder. She clung onto me tightly as I began to move even faster inside of her, and her pained expression began to fade. Ecstasy took over as her lips found mine, and we drank from each other. Heijing’s scaled tail wrapped around my leg and tightened around me as she signaled for me to move faster. 
 
    I pounded into her tight tunnel and grunted into her shoulder. The only sounds that surrounded us were the wet sounds of our bodies slapping together in the throes of passion. Heijing’s voice cried out each time I moved inside of her, and her voice was so sweet to me. 
 
    I knew this was what she wanted, I could have guessed that she wanted this from the moment we met in the sanctuary when I saved her from the sorcerer. I had to admit to myself, that I’d wanted her too from the moment I laid eyes upon her. Heijing was mesmerizing in so many ways, and at this moment, I couldn’t keep my hands off her creamy skin. 
 
    I thrust into her wildly as I hung my head back, and the Qianlong held onto me tightly. Heijing moaned loudly, on the verge of screaming as her convulsing walls tightened around me while I slammed into her. I watched as her eyes widened, and her mouth fell open at the intensity of her orgasm. I moved within her, not letting the peak end, and as I thrust even faster, a second orgasm followed right after it. 
 
    Our sweaty bodies slapped into each other deliriously, and each time Heijing came, I pressed tender kisses to her lips and face. This was the Qianlong’s first time, and this solidified her place in my family. I’d claimed her virginity, and now she was forever mine, and mine alone. 
 
    I smashed my lips to her as the dragon’s hips bucked against me in her tenth orgasm. Her chest heaved as sweat dripped down her forehead, and I knew it was time. Heijing couldn’t take it anymore, I’d fill her up with my love, and now, it was time for me to spill my god seed within her. 
 
    It didn’t matter if I got Heijing pregnant tonight, the Qianlong could travel to the heavens with or without my help, but from the way she looked into my eyes, I knew that she wanted to carry my child. 
 
    I would give it to her now.  
 
    I grunted loudly as I gripped the dragon by her thin hips, flipped over onto my sweaty back and slammed her back down on my cock. Heijing’s dripping walls welcomed me as she threw back her head and screamed in ecstasy this time. The Qianlong rode me, using her legs to buck her hips against me, and I felt the heat build in my lower belly. I gritted my teeth and leaned my head back against the pillows as I felt the orgasm rise to the surface. 
 
    Heijing may have been a virgin, but from the way she moved on top of me, it felt as if she were very well-experienced. I’d trained all of my minions in the ways of pleasure, but it seemed that Heijing already knew what to do. Her walls tightened around me one last time as she orgasmed and this was enough to send me over the edge. 
 
    I grabbed the Qianlong by the hips, lifted her up slightly and pounded into her quivering womanhood. My seed came rushing out of me like a wave and exploded up into Heijing’s womb as she cried out even louder. Each time I brought the dragon down on my penis, more seed poured inside of her vagina, and she continued to ride me until I was empty, and her tiny body was filled to the brim. Heijing was so warm inside from my frothy seed, and when I lay the Qianlong down beside me, it left a white trail on the bed. 
 
    Heijing glanced down at it, blushed up to her ears, and then giggled. I brought her small, nude body to my side and held her there. I was not only her Master now but also her lover, just as we both had desired. 
 
    “Thank you, Master,” Heijing whispered sensually in my ear, and when I glanced down at her, her blue eyes looked heated again. 
 
    “For what?” I chuckled as I pressed a soft kiss to her forehead. 
 
    “For placing your fertile seed within me,” Heijing stated slowly as her hand traced circles across my chiseled stomach. “Would it be too much…to ask for some more?” 
 
    I chuckled, gripped her by the arms, and rolled over on top of her. My member instantly hardened as I moved to enter her for the second time tonight. 
 
    “As you wish, my love,” I whispered into her ear. “But I will warn you, I won’t be so gentle this time.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eight 
 
    I awoke the next morning to the smell of rain and the crack of thunder. As I sat up from the makeshift bed of blankets and pillows, Heijing shifted, and her icy blue eyes fluttered open. Her expression was grim, and she hastily dressed as I pulled my armor over to me telekinetically. We stepped out of the tent together to gray skies and an explosion of thunder from above. The weather should have been an omen to the mages, death was knocking at their door, and there was nothing they could do to stop it. 
 
    I felt my power crackle with life within my body, and my heart beat against my ribcage excitedly. The Holy Order and the mages within would feel my rage, they’d scorned Morrigan and worked against me along with the heavens. There was no way I would allow any of them to survive this battle. I would paint the dying city of Galencia with the scarlet paint of their blood and litter the streets with their rotting corpses. 
 
    I held my hand out to Heijing, and the Qianlong placed her tiny one in mine. The encampment was bustling with life as the soldiers ripped up their tents and hurriedly put them away. Many of the soldiers sharpened and polished their weapons proudly as they waited for the battle ahead. 
 
    I sensed the movement of mages from above, and I knew that this time, they wouldn’t just allow us to break through the enchantments. They would give us hell but little did they know that I was the god of the Underworld, I was the physical embodiment of all evil on earth and the heavens. There was no other god as strong and cunning as I was, and the mages barely stood a chance against me. 
 
    My armies took their places behind me in the formation that I’d outlined last night. The Tamarisch soldiers held their position directly behind me, Tintagal with Adam at their head and then the combined forces of Valasara, Canarta, and Machstein. Their numbers trailed all the way back to the burnt structures of the city proper. Once the enclosure was down, Ansel’s men would follow after me inside of the fortress, the Tintagal men would surround the whole stronghold and the Valasara men along with the other smaller armies would sneak in after and kill all those within the sanctum. 
 
    Not a single Holy Order life would be spared in my terrible revenge, and I would reign supreme over the former city of Galencia. My other minions hurried out of their tent and gave me sly looks as they glanced at the pink-faced Heijing. They said nothing, and Rana opened her mouth to mention the ghost noises from the night before, but Annalise quickly covered the redhead’s mouth. 
 
    “Master,” the high queen started, and I turned to face her. “There is something strange I would like to speak to you about.” 
 
    “What is it?” I asked with a tilt of my head. 
 
    “Uh, could we talk in private?” Annalise uttered awkwardly as she glanced at her sisters. 
 
    “Of course,” I smiled as I dropped Heijing’s hand and ushered the swordswoman over to a place where no one else could eavesdrop our conversation. “What is this strange thing you wanted to talk to me about?” 
 
    “Something’s happening with my body,” The high queen stated as she placed her hands over her belly. “Something…not normal for a mortal.” 
 
    “Ah,” I uttered as I leaned my head back, realizing what she meant. “I see.” 
 
    “What’s happening to me?” Annalise asked, her voice wavering for a second as her chocolate brown eyes bore into me. “Because I certainly couldn’t do this before.” 
 
    The high queen lifted one of her tanned hands palm up into the air. As Annalise concentrated, an orb of light chartreuse appeared and warbled unsteadily as it struggled to keep its shape. Annalise bit her lip nervously as she gazed up at me, but I kept my eyes on the orb of power. Just like Rana, the high queen received godly power from the child in her womb, and I slowly raised my eyes to hers. 
 
    “It’s happening, I knew it would, but I never expected it to happen so soon after conception.” I grinned, and Annalise looked even more confused. 
 
    “What do you mean, Master?” the swordswoman questioned as her voice cracked once in confusion. 
 
    “Annalise, you are becoming a goddess,” I told her, and the high queen took a step backward, her hands clamped over her lower belly. “The child within you is transferring my split power to you. Once our child is brought into this world, you will no longer be mortal. You will be a fully fledged god in your own right alongside your sisters once they receive my fertile seed.” 
 
    “You…you can’t be serious, that’s not possible.” The swordswoman whispered and shook her head. 
 
    “I am, deadly serious,” I nodded slowly, and the weighty realization slowly settled over Annalise’s shoulders. “You will become gods, you will no longer age or fear death. You will be able to remain by my side for the rest of eternity, does that idea scare you? Are you frightened of the idea of immortality?” 
 
     “No,” Annalise said firmly as she came closer and cupped my cheek tenderly. “This is even better news than I expected. I thought perhaps I was dying or something along the lines of that, but this…this is something amazing. Thank you for giving me this gift, for giving my sisters and me the ability to stay with you. You really are the best Master a woman could ever have.” 
 
    I leaned forward and pressed my lips to the high queen’s forehead. I was glad that I was able to soothe her troubled thoughts in her time of need. I brought her closer to me in a tight embrace, and Annalise melted into me. We stayed like this for a very long time, I wanted to enjoy these last few minutes of peace before the fighting began, and it seemed that the swordswoman wanted that too. 
 
    “Rana has power too, correct?” Annalise asked as we finally parted, and I nodded in confirmation. “She helped bring down the wall, then it must be true.” 
 
    “She does, she helped us out immensely when we thought we’d fail,” I told her as I ran a gloved hand over her pleated hair. 
 
    “Then allow me to help bring down the enchantments too,” the swordswoman said in a firm voice. “I know I can do it; I don’t know how, but I feel it in my bones.” 
 
    I grinned down at her, the things she was feeling was the magical god’s power making changes to her mortal body. Annalise felt the power flow through her and it commanded her to do things she normally wouldn’t. Soon enough, the high queen would bend to the force’s will as I and all other gods did. 
 
    “Yes, we shall rip the fortress down, piece by piece if we have to,” I growled deep in the back of my throat as I took her hand in mine. 
 
    I gathered Morrigan, Heijing, Rana, and Annalise around me as we strode toward the last remaining wall between us and the mages. I sensed the Holy Order’s presence above us and when I gazed toward them, their faces peeked over the edges of the parapets. I couldn’t help but smirk up at them, and they quickly disappeared back to safety behind the slabs of stone. 
 
    Loud rumbling sounds came from behind me as the four gods rolled the massive holy cannons into place. I glanced over my shoulder and stifled a laugh as Ruitrui hung from the barrel of one of the cannons. The insane goddess swung her legs, flipped through the air like an acrobat and landed atop one of the other cannons. Ruituri waved to me enthusiastically and then saluted to me with a cackle of deranged laughter.  
 
    “Let’s go, Kazama!” Ruituri roared as she rallied the soldiers standing near her. “Let’s get this show on the road! Fluffy-butt is ready to tear some mages' heads off!” 
 
    The rotted goddess pointed through the crowd to her white bear, and the giant beast bellowed angrily toward the sky. I shook my head as deep laughter bubbled up my throat, Ruituri seemed to be an endless fountain of entertainment no matter the setting she was in. 
 
    I turned back toward the wall, took a single step toward it, and I lifted my hands. But before I even pushed my power out, the grid appeared with a hot sizzling sound. I didn’t have to guess what the mages above were doing, it was evident. The Holy Order wanted to protect the fortress no matter what, and they sent their strongest mages onto the parapets to reinforce the enchantments. 
 
    The mage’s voices were loud as they chanted together, and I gritted my teeth. The wall, the fortress, and the Elders would submit to my power no matter what they tried. My eyes flickered closed as I summoned up all the gods’ power within me. My women gasped around me, and when my eyes snapped open, my body was consumed with black smoke. I felt stronger than ever as I manifested my Underdark abilities and shot them forward at the wall. 
 
    My dark energy formed into a massive spear in the air and slashed forward. The grid appeared suddenly and crackled with life, but it couldn’t withstand the intensity of my attack. Before my very eyes, the grid warbled and sizzled hatefully as a massive tear appeared on its surface. I didn’t have to utter a word to my minions as their hands raised into the air beside mine. 
 
    Morrigan’s was the first to connect with the grid with mine, then Rana’s. Heijing’s voice rose into the air as she screamed out in her native tongue, and her blue and red powers slammed into the grid. Hot sparks flew from the mage’s magic, and a few of the men above ducked away from the flying heat. Their voices cried out in pain, but I ignored them as my black power broke through the enchantments first. 
 
    We repeated the spell from the ancient tome we’d used before as Rana’s blinding white power combined with ours. Annalise looked uneasily at me out of the corner of her eyes then began chanting along with us. The chartreuse-colored power she’d shown me earlier poured out of the palms of her hands and flowed like a river. It joined ours, and I watched as the grid turned from neon blue to scarlet red with beating heat. The mages on the parapets screamed in pain as they attempted to stay in place, but our power was too immense. 
 
    I felt no pain as the power poured off me with such intensity that everything around me was bathed in black smoke. My women struggled to keep their places, their expressions severe and their brows furrowed, but I knew if we held out for just a bit longer, the grid would break just as before. 
 
    A loud crack resounded in our ears as the scarlet grid turned yellow from the heat, and then cracked. The grid flashed for a few seconds as it attempted to stay in place, but I dropped my hand and curled it into a fist as I manifested my power. A massive orb of black formed around my hand, and I roared as I punched out toward the stone of the wall. My knuckles connected with the rock, and the impact barely registered in my mind. 
 
    “Ohh shiiiiit!” Rana screamed as she grabbed Morrigan and Heijing by their collars and hauled them away. “Get back! Fucking Shit!” 
 
    The force of the impact cracked the stone, and a shock wave rolled through the entire structure. As if in slow motion, I watched each piece of stone crumble, break, and then blow inward from the force of my touch. The explosion and sounds of the falling slabs of rock that came after were deafening, and for a second, my ears rung loudly. A massive blast of air blew my hair back, and I closed my eyes as fragments of stone brushed my cheeks. 
 
    When I reopened my eyes, both the wall and the grid were gone, mages hung from the destroyed ramparts and cried out for help from their comrades below. Dust hung in the air as I focused my eyes and looked through the enormous hole my punch created. The destroyed stones from the wall exploded backward into the waiting mages and killed some of them instantly. The breach in the wall was massive, large enough that all of the Tintagal soldiers could stand shoulder to shoulder in and still have space to move about. 
 
    Though dust shifted through the air, I could see perfectly clear and took an inventory of all the lines of mages. Hundreds of Holy Order members waited for us, and I grinned evilly at them as Morrigan stepped forward. The elven woman’s black robes billowed around her in an unseen gale as she reached behind her for the blessed bow. 
 
    Morrigan clasped the weapon in her hands, closed a single eye and aimed directly at the first drove of mages. The elf pulled back the bowstring then let it fly. The magical arrow crackled to life and whizzed through the air, unseen by the naked eye. It hit its target, a lead mage standing in front of all the others, and when it sunk into his chest, he gasped loudly in pain. Before any of the other Holy Order members could react, a swirling black hole appeared from nothing and sucked the dying mage in. The black mass grew larger, pulled at the mages standing near it and forced them in mercilessly. The Holy Order members closest to it screamed in horror and attempted to scurry away, but the pull from the black hole was too strong for them to resist. Their bodies disappeared into the dark space unceremoniously as the gap slowly shrank. 
 
    The black hole kept swirling faster and faster as it sucked even more mages in, and Morrigan did something she’d never done before. The elven woman threw her head back, her snow-white hair swinging behind her and cackled evilly up at the sky. 
 
    “Welcome to the Void,” Morrigan cried in a singsong voice as emerald light flashed around her curled hands. “Enjoy your stay.” 
 
    “Holy shit,” Rana whispered from behind me as she took a few wary steps away from the elf. “That was a good one! Dang, look at you coming up with good one liners all by yourself, Elfy!” 
 
    “Rana,” Annalise warned as she gripped the hilt of Bloodscale and drew the mighty sword out. “Less chit-chat, more fighting, please.” 
 
    “Alright, alright, I’m on it.” The redhead chuckled as she placed a single paw over her chest and drew out the Eye of Alipsis. 
 
    A mage broke from the ranks and ran full-force at us with his hands outstretched in front of him. Light pulsed from his hands vibrantly, and I stood in front of my minions protectively as he came closer. I waited until I could see the whites of his eyes before I struck, and right as he was about to collide with me, I raised my right hand. Black smoke rose from the cracks in the dirt at his feet, solidified then wrapped around his ankles. I stepped out of the way as the mage tripped and laid flat against the rubble covered ground. 
 
    I loomed over him, and my dark shadow covered all of his body. The mage struggled to turn over, and he glanced madly over his shoulder at me as I stalked closer. I slammed both hands down in front of me, and the mage rocked and screamed in agony. I closed my eyes and breathed in deeply as I concentrated on not only him but the twenty mages not engaged in combat circling around us. I listened to their pounding heartbeats and gritted my teeth as I summoned all of my dark power into every inch of my being. 
 
    Their blood coursed through their veins as they kept their watchful eyes on me, and I grinned evilly. Like before, with the mages I’d kept prisoner, I reached into all of their bodies at once. Their consciousness swirled around me as I dove deep into their minds and took control over them. I ripped through their memories, destroyed each piece of them that pledged their lives to the Holy Order and replaced it with vows to follow me and my cause. They weren’t betraying their people, they simply wouldn’t remember being with them in the first place. I would be the one and only thing that they knew from the beginning of time. As my power took hold of them, each mage dropped their hands from the air and stared at my presence in awe. I was now their Lord and Master, they would do anything I asked without question much like the armies I already held under my control. 
 
    “Go,” I commanded to not only the man who lay beneath me but those who stood quietly behind me. “Destroy the Holy Order; they are our true enemies.” 
 
    I dropped my hands from in front of me and pointed to the droves of mages attacking our sides. My new twenty-one mages moved slowly at first as they brought up their hands in front of their bodies and stared at them for a few passing seconds. The mage on the ground below me slowly rose to his feet, rocked his whole upper body forward and bowed low to me. 
 
    “Yes, Master,” the mage whispered in a low voice. “We will do as you wish, Master.” 
 
    I grinned to myself as the twenty-one Holy Order members turned their backs to me, placed their mage-marked hands in front of their bodies and began a vicious onslaught on their own men. 
 
    The Tamarisch soldiers plowed their way through the mages, leaving ravaged corpses in their wake. Ansel led the charge at the front, and I followed hotly on his heels with my minions behind me. Morrigan stepped close behind my back, her wholly black eyes moving over the outer walls of the fortress as we came even closer to the massive wooden doors. 
 
    I sensed the pulse of a god’s power and gritted my teeth uneasily. I knew this presence better than anyone’s, and I was eager to find out why he was here. I wasn’t afraid to face off with him or the Elders inside, but it still set me on edge. I glared up at the intricately carved doors for a moment then turned to the four gods hidden among the troops behind me. 
 
    “Aim the cannons!” I commanded, and Ruituri screamed with insane laughter. 
 
    The rotted goddess urged her drove of decaying corpses forward, their stiff hands clamped on the ropes that wheeled the massive cannons over. Domor, Bellum, and Malsumis kept quiet but guided the troop of dead men into place. 
 
    “Ready, Brother!” Malsumis yelled up to me, and I nodded once as I brought my women around me in a tight circle. 
 
    “Aim!” I shouted for all to hear as I pointed toward the massive petrified oak doors that led inside the inner sanctum of the Holy Order. “Fire!” 
 
    Ruituri’s cannon fired first and rocked backward in its wooden structure. Smoke exploded out of its barrel, and I watched in slow motion as the cannonball flew through the air, turning slowly as it glowed yellow with the goddess’ power. Ruituri’s eyes followed the movement of the ball through the air as she licked at her pink lips excitedly. The cannonball slammed into the wooden door with a loud bang, and golden light flowed through each crack and crevice in the door. The missile went straight through to the screams of the mages behind it, and in quick succession, the other three cannons exploded with life. 
 
    It wasn’t enough to bring down the wall, but the four massive holes in the wood gave us a pretty good view of what was beyond. I strode forward through the crowd of Tamarisch soldiers, and they parted for me. My women followed after me in a tight formation and right as we reached the door, I reached into my void pocket. I pulled out the God Slayer and held it aloft for a moment. I sensed the presence of more mages from behind the broken wood, but they wouldn’t stand a chance against our force. 
 
    I smashed the haft of the God Slayer down, and the three blades sprang to life. The polearm flashed in the light as I whipped it over my head. Black energy swirled in an obelisk that brushed the darkened clouds overhead. I spoke softly under my breath as I whispered the gods’ language, and I felt my collective powers grow and reach a crescendo. The black mass over my head solidified as I moved the God Slayer in a tight circle, and the enormous pillar of black moved almost like a tornado. 
 
    In one swift movement, I brought the God Slayer down tightly to my chest, and the black power followed quickly after. I gritted my teeth and began to roar the god’s language as I slashed outward with the three blades of the polearm. The black energy flowed after and slammed directly into the middle of the double doors. Before our eyes, the wood cracked, splintered, and then imploded. 
 
    The broken fragments of what remained of the door skittered along the stone floors beyond and the mages waiting inside screamed in fear. I stood at the head of my armies and took the very first step forward, my powerful, Underdark power snapping around me like whips. I walked with purpose toward the double doors at the end of the hall, and the Tamarisch men followed after me, their voices loud as they raised their swords and killed every mage within sight. 
 
    My heart pounded in my chest, and I only stopped when Carmedy tugged at my hand. I turned and looked down into the petite alchemist’s face. The feline held the chains of the mage’s I took prisoner, and I grinned down at her. 
 
    “I think you’ll want these,” Carmedy giggled as she handed them over then went to work filling a much larger bundle with ingredients. “I’ll blow open the door while you give them the surprise of their lives.” 
 
    I chuckled deeply in the back of my throat as the feline hummed to herself and poured different colored ingredients into the large pouch. When she finished, the alchemist skipped forward and placed it directly in front of the double doors that led into the sanctum of the Elders. I could hear their panicked voices from here, and it only made me more excited. 
 
    “I’m just gonna say this once, Master,” Rana snorted as she ushered the mages forward and into place. “This is really fucked up.” 
 
    “Do you disprove?” I asked as Morrigan held out her emerald encased hands to them and guided the mages into position. 
 
    “No,” the redhead laughed quietly as she rested the claymore against her shoulder and watched as the elven woman moved the mages’ bodies like pretzels. “I don’t care what you do with them, they’re our enemies, but you gotta admit, it’s pretty fucked up what you’re doing with them.” 
 
    “I am merely showing the Elders who is in control here,” I grinned at the fox as I stepped closer to the mages. “What do you all think?” 
 
    Morrigan stepped away from the jumbled mages, and each of my women paused to take in what we’d done with them. The Holy Order men were limbless, their arms were torn away from their bodies, their jaws ripped away from the socket. The five mages were jigsawed together to form something like a crude chair. Two of the men stood on their feet with their torso’s leaned back and pressed into the laps of the other three mage’s behind them. They stood together and groaned as I came closer, a wicked smile spreading over my lips. 
 
    “I think it’s crazy,” Annalise snorted softly. “But it’ll send the right message to the Elders.” 
 
    “I think it’s really great!” Carmedy giggled as she prepared a much smaller bundle and placed it into the cradle of her slingshot. 
 
    “It is something I have never seen before,” Morrigan stated as she moved into position with her sisters. “It will strike fear into the hearts of the Elders.”  
 
    The elven woman held them in place with her power, and when she retracted it, they stayed this way. All five of them knew that if they moved or shifted out of formation, they’d be dead on the spot. 
 
    Heijing didn’t speak, only moved her icy blue eyes over the helpless mages and snorted softly under her breath. A faint smile passed over her lips as she stepped into place with my other women. I chuckled darkly as I sat down on my newly made throne, constructed from the living and breathing mages. I held the God Slayer tightly in my fists as I glared toward the door. 
 
    “Here goes nothing!” Carmedy snarled as she brought the cradle back and fired the smaller bundle at the massive one in front of the door. 
 
    The packet sailed through the air, leaving a trail of black smoke. It landed with a soft smack as sparks flew from inside of the burlap fabric. The bright orange sparks settled onto the outside of the larger bundle, and the ingredients inside crackled with life. 
 
    “Is…that it?” Rana asked as she wrinkled her nose and looked over to the alchemist. 
 
    “Three…two…one, boom!” Carmedy giggled to herself as her emerald eyes widened. 
 
    The enormous bundle detonated and sent a blast of heat down the long hall toward us. The doors that separated us from the Elders were gone, leaving nothing more than shreds of wood and falling shards of stone. As the dust settled, I could make out the silhouettes of the Elders waiting for us from within. I gripped the mages' consciousness below me and forced their bodies to move. 
 
    I grinned hatefully as the broken mages lumbered through the ruined door and stepped into the massive open space of the inner sanctum. Above us on a raised dais stood five of the Elders. I recognized them from their distinctive red robes and the complicated sigils embroidered across their chests. Their faces were obscured by plain, white masks that held no features at all, but from the way they took hurried steps backward, I knew what they saw disturbed them greatly. 
 
    I moved the mages forward until we reached the stairs up to the dais and I glared up at the five Elders. I felt the pulse of a god’s power from each of them, though no gods were here with us. The power was strong and bathed in gilt hues, and I didn’t have to guess who it was from as the middle Elder raised his hands into the air. 
 
    “You reek of Chirus,” I snarled as I stood from my throne and gripped the God Slayer in both hands. “You reek of the god that gave me life, treated me as if I was below him, and then cast me from the heavens at the first chance he got. Why are you working with my father?” 
 
    “We do not answer questions from heretics such as you,” the lead Elder shouted underneath his mask as he brought his hands up high above his head. “We do not parlay with betrayers to the Holy Order and the heavens.” 
 
    “So be it then,” I growled as I lifted the God Slayer above my head and slashed at the air once. “I will get my answers from you one way or another, it doesn’t matter to me if you tell me willingly or if I have to rip them from you.” 
 
    “Do you think you have the upper hand, Kazama?” the Elder to the left asked in a chortling voice. “The mages have worshipped the gods for hundreds of years, long after society forgot about them. We’ve been blessed, Chirus has blessed us with powers beyond those of the average sorcerer. We stand alongside the gods as equals, and we shall reign with them for the rest of eternity. We are gods ourselves now, and nothing can stand in our way, not even you.” 
 
    “Is that what they’ve told you?” I chuckled softly as I shook my head. “My father does not bless mortals, they are below vermin in his eyes. I can assure you that he sees nothing in you; you are nothing but tools for him to use. Show me what the gods have given you, let’s see if you can stand against the most powerful god on earth and in the heavens.” 
 
    The mages didn’t answer me. Instead, I watched as the stained-glass ceiling above their heads began to glow intensely in a pillar of light. The roof warbled and shook from the mighty power of my father, and I felt his presence here. I could almost sense his laughter as he aided the Elders and transferred his abilities to their mortal bodies. The Elders’ forms began to shift and grow as they stepped closer to their leader. 
 
    “M-Master?” Carmedy whimpered from behind me as intense heat beat from around the five men. 
 
    “Stand behind me,” I commanded all of my women, and they obeyed as they huddled together in a tight cluster. 
 
    “Mutatio!” the Elders chanted together in the god’s language as their shapes warped and shifted. “Imperium tuum da nobis! Chirus! Audi nos causa!” 
 
    I held my footing as the entire room shook, and the stained-glass above our heads shattered. The golden light filtering down intensified and struck down on the lead Elder. I watched in horror as the other four mages shifted closer, and their bodies liquified into skin-colored pools on the floor. The viscous liquid spread across the floor then collected into large puddles as each one came together. The gelatinous sludge crawled over the marble dais toward the lead Elder, and he lowered his arms and welcomed it. 
 
    The liquified mages crawled up the leader’s body and sucked him into its depths. My women and I watched in disgust as the leader’s body expanded and grew before our very eyes. The liquid solidified over the Elder’s body, and he towered over us like a faceless giant made of skin-colored putty. Two slits opened up where his eyes should’ve been, and another much larger cut open as the beast bellowed down at us. 
 
    My father’s power beat from inside and all around the transformed Elders, and I glared up at it. I held the God Slayer tightly in both hands as the monstrous creature slammed its badly formed right foot forward. The Elder’s slit mouth dropped open, and he bellowed down at us as we kept our ground. I gritted my teeth, glanced over my shoulder to my minions once and then turned back toward the beast my father created to beat me. I upturned my eyes to the shattered stained-glass and the darkened sky beyond. 
 
    My father was all around us, not that we could see him, but I knew that he was watching closely from wherever he was. I squared my shoulders, rose to my full height, and took the first step up toward the mighty beast. 
 
    “If this is how you want to play, Father,” I yelled for him to hear as I lifted the God Slayer high above my head. “Then, so be it!”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nine 
 
    The temperature rose to such a height that it was almost unbearable, and I felt as if my essence was baking inside of my avatar. Right as the sweltering heat reached a pinnacle, and I felt sweat drip down every inch of my flesh, it suddenly dropped. In a manner of seconds, my breath rose in front of my face as the cold presence of my father surrounded me. Shivers raced down my body, and the hair on the back of my neck rose as Chirus’s power took up every square inch of the room. His presence, just as I remembered it, oppressed and weighed down on me. 
 
    I growled deeply from the back of my throat as I threw off his unbearable presence and aimed my gaze toward the transformed Elders. Their discarded robes lay on the floor in a mass of black, small bits and puddles of flesh-colored goo stuck to the fabric, and I looked upon their monstrous face with disdain. I took a second step up the stairs and heard the sound of Annalise pulling Bloodscale from its sheath. The high queen held the unnamed sword in her left hand and held the much larger broadsword in the other as she crossed them over her chest. 
 
    “Stand down,” I commanded the six of them and each of my minions looked to me with confused expressions. “This is my fight, and my fight alone.” 
 
    “Master, this guy is a lot more powerful than all the others we’ve faced before,” Annalise persuaded, her tone pleading with me to allow them to help. “We’ve trained long and hard for this; it isn’t just your fight anymore. It’s our battle too.” 
 
    “Do you think we’re just gonna stand by and watch you have all the fun?” Rana chuckled softly as she gripped the hilt of the Eye of Alipsis in both paws. “We’ve trained long and hard for this, we’re going in too!” 
 
    “No way, we’re going in too!” Carmedy grinned as she dropped low to the ground and raised her slingshot menacingly at the waiting Elder. 
 
    “If they think that a few melted mages are gonna scare us off, then they’ve got another thing coming,” Haruhi stated as she unclipped both of her pistols from her belt and held them tightly in her paws. 
 
    “I’ve waited long enough to face off with the Holy Order,” Morrigan growled as her entire body caught fire with emerald light. “They took my livelihood from me and then my family. You are our Master, and we obey your every command, but if you think I will yield now, you’ll have to drag me from this room yourself.” 
 
    “They are your enemy,” Heijing stated calmly as her icy blue eyes began to glow blindingly white. “All those who rise against you, rise us against us too. Your enemy is mine.” 
 
    The massive transformed mages standing on the dais roared with life as it took a staggering step forward, and I grinned down at my women. I’d trained them, put in place the rules that I thought best for them and here they were, standing beside me through all of it. I gripped the God Slayer even tighter in my hands as I whipped my head toward the monstrous beast on the raised platform. 
 
    Rows and rows of tall doors with arcane symbols lined the wall behind the Elders, and each of them slammed open at the same time. More elders clothed in black robes poured out and took defensive stances behind the monstrous creature my father had created just for me. These men were much more powerful than the mages we’d faced outside, and I knew now that I would appreciate the aid of my skilled minions. 
 
    “They’re heeeere,” Carmedy snorted as she loaded her slingshot with a bubbling bundle and drew back the cradle as she closed one eye. 
 
    “Look who brought back-up,” Rana grinned evilly as her baby-blue eyes flashed with a fire I’d never seen before. “You’re gonna need it, you dirty spell-chanters!” 
 
    I stepped up the last few stairs onto the dais, and my women crowded in behind me. Annalise bent her knees and lowered herself closer to the ground as her thumb hovered over the emerald augmentation stone. In a split second as the mages behind the creature moved to race forward, the high queen slammed her finger down onto the stone. Three things happened at this moment, and I barely knew where to look at first. 
 
    Golden light bathed all of us as Annalise began her transformation. This time seemed different from all the times before, more intense and stronger, mostly likely heightened by the holy child the high queen carried within her. Annalise turned once, Bloodscale and the unnamed sword slashing through the rays of gold that flashed around her entire body. The air surrounding us crackled and snapped with heated electricity as the swordswoman’s long braid came undone. Her chocolate brown hair whipped around her tanned face as her eyes fluttered closed, and she held both swords aloft. 
 
    The gale around Annalise heightened to hurricane strength, but the winds didn’t let up nor did the golden radiance around her abate. Her long brown hair formed into intricate braids on the top of her head fit for a true high queen, and when her eyes snapped open, they were glazed over with concentrated power. 
 
    The expertly crafted scales of the sword glowed and flashed with arcane sigils I barely recognized and slowly realized were Annalise’s newly given god’s symbols. She was like me now, she’d earned her place as one of the gods. An ominous humming rang up from Bloodscale and Annalise slashed down through the air with it. The sword’s blade extended to twice its normal length and sharp, curled blades sprouted from its hilt. The two wicked blades extended almost to the end of the sword and glinted hatefully in the light. Emerald light pulsed from inside the fog around Annalise and almost obscured the high queen from view as her armor morphed and changed. 
 
    The bright green light peaked to such a blinding light that it turned white as she held the swords aloft over her head like a beacon in the shroud. The light around her dimmed to reveal the golden holy armor the augmentation stone gave her. The gilt V-neck chest piece formed perfectly and held her flawlessly, and I gawked at her. The pauldrons that protected her shoulders snaked up into menacing-looking spikes, and I felt sorry for any mage that came close enough to the high queen for her to use those. The swordswoman brought down both swords, and her arms and wrists were encased in golden gauntlets etched with the same emerald of the stone. Her shapely legs stood firm as she shifted her position, and the chainmail, shin-guards, and cuisses were made from the very same beautiful metal as the rest of her armor and stopped about mid-thigh. 
 
    The parts of her body that weren’t protected by the blessed armor were clothed in creamy chocolate brown leather that looked soft and smooth to the touch. Across her delicate collarbone, an enchanted necklace rested, and the rune pressed into the metal shone with the same green light as the stone at the hilt of Bloodscale. The unnamed sword had transformed along with the parts of her armor. The standard longsword had extended to match Bloodscale, but the blade widened at the tip, shrank in then widened out again near the hilt. The guard around her hand warped out to create a complicated network of webs to protect it from any close combat. 
 
    That’s when something I’d never expected happened, and my eyes widened in surprise. Large white shapes formed at Annalise’s shoulder blades, they glowed and expanded quickly. Overlapping white feathers collected down her shoulders, and as Annalise stepped out of the swirling golden and emerald light, her godly, snow-white wings revealed themselves to us. The high queen barely glanced at them as if they’d always been there and with a loud crack, the two wings spread out behind her. They beat at the air as she rose off the floor and glared down at the waiting mages. 
 
    Heijing transformed next, scarlet and navy smoke swirled around her feet as her eyes glowed and flashed. Three loud roars rose into the air, one from Heijing, one from Anteng and the last from Guoshe as the Qianlong altered into her true form. The dragon seemed even larger than before as her massive maw snapped open and closed with an explosion of black smoke. Her icy blue eyes glared down at the mages as her head reeled back and let loose a blast of blue fire. 
 
    The Qianlong’s flanks were dotted with red and blue splotches as she lumbered forward, her enormous claws raking across the marble floor. Her long, thick tail whipped out and took out a whole line of mages without much effort. The powerful Elders slammed into the far wall with explosions of blood that spanned all the way up to the ceiling. 
 
    In a manner of seconds, the wall containing all the doors crumbled as even louder roars reached our ears. The two dragons I’d created from the dragnasi crashed through the stones and slammed into the flow, their flesh wings beating at the air as they hissed loudly. The way the two dragons moved were like lizards, slithering and jerky as they struck out at the mages that scampered out of the way. Each dragon’s eyes widened as they tracked down their prey, and I watched with a wide grin as they grabbed up mages and tore them to bits with their pointed teeth. 
 
    All three of these things happened simultaneously, and pandemonium broke out through the ranks of the Elders as they rushed to get out of the way of our impromptu attack. Rana, Annalise, Carmedy, Morrigan, and Haruhi fanned out around me, and I raised my eyes toward the monstrous mix of the Elders before me. 
 
    I glanced down at the God Slayer then back up at the beast right as I heard my father’s laughter ring in my ears. He was mocking me, just as he always did, and I stood up a little straighter as his voice boom all around us. 
 
    “You were always the one to pick mortals over your own family,” Chirus laughed in his oaky, deep voice that made my rage boil over in the pit of my stomach. “Look at you, wielding that little toothpick as if it will harm me. True gods don’t need weapons to aid them in battle, you should’ve learned that during your time in the heavens Kazama, but like always, you never listened or obeyed those higher than you.” 
 
    “You’re intimidated by my power, aren’t you, father?” I chuckled as I shook my head. “That’s why you want me to discard my holy weapon, isn’t it? You’re afraid of me, as you always were. I was more powerful than you in the heavens, and my abilities surpass yours even now. If it is a fair fight that you want, then I will oblige, but I will warn you, I will not hold back or show you any mercy.” 
 
    I scoffed in disgust as I slid the polearm back into my void pocket and lifted both free hands in front of me. 
 
    “Afraid? Of you?” My father chortled deep in the back of his throat, but from his tone, I knew what I said was true. “I merely didn’t want you to embarrass yourself while using that sad, little pig-sticker.” 
 
    “I don’t think Otia thought it was a little pig-sticker when I sliced through his flesh and ripped his godly powers from his weak body.” I snarled back, and silence enveloped the both of us for a moment. 
 
    “I care not what you did with Otia,” my father snapped back as yellow light surrounded the massive Elder standing in front of me. “He was a pawn standing in my way, he had to be taken out for the better of the heavens.” 
 
    “Enough talking,” I growled as I summoned up all the powers given to me from other gods. “If it is a fight you want, then so be it.” 
 
    I raised my hands high over my head as black and amethyst curled from my palms. I brought my right hand back, curled it into a fist, and slammed it into the swirling energy above. The multicolored power elongated into a sharp blade and shot through the air with a crackle of electricity. Yellow sparks snapped in the air as the power cut through the heated air and slammed directly into the Elder’s malformed chest. The force of my strike forced the monstrous beast back, and it cried out in pain as it staggered. Blood dripped from the open wound onto the marble floor, but lumpy flesh around the slice rippled and quickly healed itself. 
 
    I grunted in frustration, but then my eyes widened in horror as the creature lifted a hand, and a glowing orange orb of power formed in its palm. I retreated, but it was too late as the sphere blasted forward and hit me directly in the middle of my chest. Pain rippled through my body, and I flipped backward from the impact. I landed on my feet, bent my knees, and used one hand to steady myself as I raised my eyes to the Elders. I breathed heavily and felt liquid drip from the corner of my mouth. 
 
    I wiped it away and glanced down at my fingers. Blood dripped from my mouth, and my eyes widened even more. No other god could lay a hand on me, I’d never been injured or hurt in any other fight, and this was the very first time another god had put a mark on me. No other deity could hold their own against me, and I wiped at my split lip once more. I felt it for the first time in my life on earth, pleasure…adrenaline racing through my veins, endorphins flooding my brain. 
 
    My father, the only god who could fight against me and had actually landed a hit on me through this avatar. The monstrous creature lumbered forward as a strange sound roared up its malformed throat. The Elders were laughing all at once, and I lowered my head as my chest heaved with a strange, insane laughter that reminded me of Ruituri. 
 
    “Why are you laughing, you bastard?” my father screamed as the Elder’s solid foot boomed against the marble floor. “Are you admitting defeat so quickly? We haven’t even started yet, my boy.” 
 
    I raised my head as more chuckles spilled from my lips, and my eyes rolled in their sockets madly. 
 
    “This is going to be so much fun, father.” I grinned wickedly as I rose to my full height and lifted both gloved hands to my sides. “I haven’t felt challenged in thousands of years, finally, an opponent worthy of one hundred percent of my power!” 
 
    Despite the massive battle between my minions and the mages going on all around me, I felt an ethereal sense of calm settle over me as I let my power wash over me, and I took a step toward the combined Elders. Black energy surrounded my entire armor-clad form, and I breathed in deeply as the ground cracked underneath me with each step I took. Red flames licked up from the cracks, and sulfur-rich smoke flowed out as all the powers given to me in the Underworld rushed into my body. The cracks behind me widened, and unworldly forms crawled through. Demons and other fiends raced to the surface, tearing out of the portals I’d created for them. 
 
    In one swift movement, I threw my hands palm down in the air, and then ripped them back up. The ground underneath the monstrous creature broke, and effortlessly I lifted it into the air. Black energy surrounded its body as I smirked, closed my fist, and slammed it down through the air. The creature hit the floor with an earth-shattering crack, and more blood streaked its mauve flesh. 
 
    Before the creature could regenerate, I ripped my hand backward, brought the Elders closer in a blink of the eye, and smashed my fist forward into its flesh. My punch hit, and I felt the combined bones of each Elder snap under my force. The skin of the combined mages rippled and then tore as I gripped my fist tighter. I smashed the Elders back into the cracked ground and dove forward as black power encapsulated my hands. 
 
    I loomed over the Elders and felt a need rise from the pit of my belly. Something I hadn’t felt since I’d left the Underworld. My name was Kazama, destroyer of worlds, eater of souls and that’s exactly what I was about to do. I jerked my right hand forward over the beast’s chest and felt all five of its souls shiver and rise to the surface. Light glowed from the middle of its chest, and a single soul rose from the depths. I snatched it up and slammed it into the center of my chest as laughter bubbled up my throat. 
 
    “No!” Chirus screamed as the right arm of the Elders darkened and lost all movement. 
 
    The Elder’s left arm shot up and closed over my right shoulder. Fire blazed through my veins, and I roared in pain. Annalise froze and screamed in horror with her swords buried in the chest of a mage. 
 
    “Don’t! Stay where you are!” I shouted to her as I ripped away from my father’s power. 
 
    The high queen nodded once and disappeared back into the fray as I faced off with the Elders. The creature painfully stood to its feet, the wounds I’d inflicted warbling and shifting but unable to heal fully this time. I grinned up into its crude face as if it were my father and cracked my neck twice. I hadn’t even begun to play with him yet, and he was nearly breaking from my force. 
 
    I’d lost all sensation in my left arm, and I shook it until I was able to curl my fingers into my palm. I scoffed at the combined Elder’s might, they’d lost one of their own and could barely stand on their crude feet. The Elder’s discolored right arm swung limply from its shoulder socket, but it ignored it and lifted its right arm as it aimed another much larger orange sphere in my direction. 
 
    The orb shot out, swirled through the air, and I leaped out of the way. I snorted softly as the sphere changed direction, shooting sparks as it followed my movement. Right as it was about to hit, I brought both of my arms up in front of my torso and blasted out my own orb of black magic. The swirling globe of black swallowed up the orange and ricocheted back toward the mages. My power grew even larger, morphing, and expanding as it grew closer to the Elders. 
 
    The blackened orb slammed into the left side of the beast’s chest and ripped it backward into the destroyed wall. As the dust settled, I strode forward with my hands held out in front of me. I could barely make out the silhouette of the creature as I came closer and before I could move, it blasted out of the settling dust. It was about to hit me as I grinned hatefully and pushed all of my dark energy outward. I blasted upward into the air as a transparent circle of violet and midnight black surrounded me. 
 
    I brought my hands together and intertwined my fingers against each other as I closed my eyes. I sensed each beating heart around me and each soul releasing into the spirit realm as my minions slaughtered every mage in sight. Each of them was powerful in their own way, and I was glad they aided me during these times. They would do anything for me, and now, I needed to show that their trust in me was well placed. 
 
    I compressed all of my power around me and snapped my eyes open as I glared down at the gooey beast below me. His wounds bled profusely, and in the back of my mind, I could hear my father growling angrily. He was losing, and we both knew it. There was no stopping this, I was too powerful for him to take on anymore, and he lent too much of his power to the Elders thinking that they’d win effortlessly. 
 
    I brought my clasped hands over my head as the Elders stood directly beneath me, and I grinned at their stupidity. I called up each power to me, and they combined in the small space between my palms. The black orb surrounding my body warbled as I flew downward through the air. My long hair whipped out behind me as I felt more laughter rip up my throat. 
 
    I slammed my hands down in the middle of the Elder’s crudely formed crown, and I felt it crack with my force. My body continued down as the black sphere surrounded the Elders, and I ripped my hands free as the orb consumed their entire form. The beast screamed in pain as scarlet blood poured from its head and stumbled forward with obscured eyes. I placed my hands palm to palm parallel to my body, rooted my feet, and slammed my overlaid hands forward like a spear. The tips of my fingers entered into the orb at the same time, and the powers surrounding the Elders crackled with life. 
 
    Electricity was heavy in the air as each of my abilities attacked the combined Elders, and the beast roared in agony as it stumbled backward. The orb shifted but didn’t dissipate from around the creature, and I strode after them as I lifted both palms on either side of me and bright blue flames appeared in their centers. My eyes narrowed on the struggling form of the Elders as they shot out a sphere or orange power, but this was much weaker than before. The orb fizzled out weakly right as it reached me, and I walked right through it with a trail of smoke and yellow sparks. 
 
    I stalked toward the Elders, and it fell backward onto a pile of rubble from the destroyed wall. The creature brought up its malformed hands in front of its body feebly, its strength was waning, and my father’s power was quickly weakening from the heavens. I grinned down at its broken body as spare limbs sprouted from various points of its misshapen chest. The Elders couldn’t hold their form anymore without my father’s aid, and he was pulling back now. He knew that the fight was over, and I’d won. 
 
    I loomed over the fallen Elders and stared into the distorted face as eight human eyes rose to the surface of the gooey-looking flesh. They all stared up at me and pleaded for mercy, but I only scoffed in disgust. The left-arm lifted slowly and tensed for a moment as a tiny orb of sickly yellow power formed, but it quickly fizzled out of existence as the hand flopped back to the floor. The creature’s chest rose and fell heavily as my father retracted his power, and slowly, the bodies of the Elders began to separate from each other. 
 
    I glared down into the glowing orange eyes of the mages as my father looked through them, and I smiled down at him as I raised my hand above their struggling bodies. 
 
    “Face it, father,” I purred at him through a wide grin. “You are weak, and those weaker than me must be culled. You may be my blood and bone, but you are no exception. Yield to me, or you and all other gods will be destroyed.” 
 
    “You are not my son, you were born an abomination, and I scorned you from the moment you entered this world,” Chirus whispered through labored breath. “The heavens will never fall to you, I can guarantee that.” 
 
    “You say these things while your avatar struggles to breathe, father, are you so sure?” I inquired as I leaned close to the mage’s eyes. “Haven’t you already learned that anything that stands in my way will be destroyed? All the gods that died at my hands, each nation under my control and finally, the Holy Order falling to my power. Do you really think the heavens will not be next? I can promise you they will, and I will be victorious over all.” 
 
    “You’ve always been a cocky little shit with the confidence of a much more powerful god, Kazama; it was the only quality I ever admired about you.” Chirus coughed, and I smiled even wider. 
 
    “Thank you,” I snarked, and the Elder’s expression soured beneath me. 
 
    “It wasn’t a compliment, you bastard.” my father growled, but I could sense that he barely had the strength to keep hold over the mages. 
 
    I rose to my full height, breathed in deeply and clenched my hand into a fist as I called out all four of the remaining souls from within. They rushed to the surface and right as they were about to break the surface, I glared down into their glossy eyes. 
 
    “Goodbye for now, father,” I growled as I sucked the souls free of the twisted body. “I’ll see you very soon, and then I’ll destroy you.” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Ten 
 
    I loomed over the dead Elders as their bodies slowly separated. I breathed in heavily through my open mouth and felt all of my energy fade at once. I turned on my heel as my minions took out the last few remaining men. Haruhi rested on a single knee, her left eye squeezed shut as she held her arms crossed over each other. The sage pulled the trigger on her golden pistols, and the explosions that came after were deafening and echoed against the walls of the expansive room. 
 
    Annalise ripped Bloodscale free from a corpse splayed out on the marble floor and lifted her eyes in my direction. The high queen used her forearm to wipe away sweat from her brow and gave me a weary smile. 
 
    Carmedy raced around the room, small bundles flying through the air as she landed smoking bombs around the feet of the last few huddled mages. Each packet detonated with such force that it threw the defenseless men into the air as their limbs were torn free from their bodies. The alchemist slowed to a stop and surveyed the carnage she’d left in her path as she sighed softly. 
 
    Rana’s red and black-tipped tail whipped through the air as she whirled around and noticed there were no more enemies surrounding her. The fox grinned widely and used a spare strip of cloth hanging from her waist to wipe the blade of the Eye of Alipsis clean. The redhead rested the sword against her right shoulder and sauntered over. 
 
    A soft crackling reached our ears, and we all turned to watch as Heijing slowly returned to her human form. The Qianlong stumbled, blood dripping from a small cut on her soft, round cheek. I strode toward her, mustering all of my strength to keep going and grabbed onto her before she fell. 
 
    “Heijing!” Morrigan cried as she lowered herself to the ground, and the emerald light surrounding her thin form dissipated. 
 
    All of my minions dropped their weapons at once, and they clattered loudly against the blood smattered floor. They raced over toward us and looked into the Qianlong’s pale face. Heijing managed a weak smile and batted at the air with a tiny hand to tell them she was alright. Her icy blue eyes met mine, and they softened as she clung to me for strength. 
 
    “Please, don’t worry,” Heijing assured them as she took Morrigan’s cool, slender hand into hers. “I’m fine, just a little winded.” 
 
    “You’re hurt,” Carmedy shook her head as she dropped her overstuffed pack to the ground and rummaged through it with determination. “Hold on; I’ll fix you right up. Just give me a sec.” 
 
    “No, it’s okay, I’ll be fine.” The Qianlong nodded, but I hooked a gloved finger under her cheek and examined the still bleeding cut there. 
 
    “No, we should heal it right away,” I told her as I used the pad of my thumb to wipe away the scarlet liquid. “It’ll scar and ruin your beautiful face.” 
 
    Heijing closed her mouth with a snap, turned away from me, and blushed profusely. I chuckled deep in the back of my throat as I breathed in deeply through my nose. I stayed strong at this moment, I didn’t want my women who only saw me at my best, see me weak and exhausted from my battle against my father. I had to wait until we finished here in the inner sanctum and I was allowed to rest in my private tent, only then would I rest and recuperate from the battle.  
 
    “But…what if we didn’t heal it and Heijing had a really badass scar?” Rana offered through a smirk as she looked between me and the tired dragon. “Come on, you have to admit, it’d be pretty awesome. She’s already pretty intimidating on her own but with a scar? No one would dare say a word to her.” 
 
    “No,” Carmedy said in a firm voice as she pulled out a small wooden bowl and a few glass jars filled with yellow and blue liquids. “Like Master said, Heijing is too pretty to let her scar over like that, and I’m going to make sure that doesn’t happen.” 
 
    The feline’s paws moved in a flurry as she grabbed more dried ingredients from her pack and hastily began pouring them into the bowl. Carmedy was in her element here as she mixed together a complicated potion and slowly as she mixed the liquids and powders, it turned green and gave off a sweet, floral fragrance. Carmedy leaned her face close to the bowl, dipped a paw in for the teeniest amount and brought it to her mouth. The alchemist licked it off, scrunched up her nose and thought for a minute before she dabbled in a pearly looking concentrate. She repeated the action as she dipped her paw in, but this time she nodded, satisfied with the result. 
 
    Carmedy quickly stood to her feet and hustled over to the Qianlong. The alchemist lifted the small wooden spoon she used to mix it all. The back of the utensil was coated in the green mixture, and she slathered it against the clean cut on Heijing’s face. 
 
    The Qianlong winced and hissed through her teeth but didn’t draw back in my arms. The dragon’s icy blue eyes were intent on the feline as she dipped the spoon back into the bowl and slathered on another layer of the green mixture. Before my eyes, the thick liquid dried and became flat against Heijing’s pale flesh. It was barely noticeable as the Qianlong lifted a small hand and tapped at the layers with her pointer finger. 
 
    “There! It should be healed by tomorrow morning, no scar or sign that it was ever there!” Carmedy grinned as she dove back into her pack and pulled out an empty jar and cork stopper. 
 
    The alchemist used the spoon to fill the glass jar, and once it was all inside, she stuffed all the tools back into her pack and stood. Carmedy’s emerald eyes landed on me for a moment, and her wide smile dropped suddenly. The feline’s brows furrowed as she took in the dark bags under my eyes and the uncomfortable way I held myself as I kept Heijing in place. 
 
    “Master?” the alchemist asked in a quiet voice as her paw plunged back into her bag. “Are you okay? You don’t look so good.” 
 
    “I am quite alright,” I said as I mustered up the best smile I could give them at this time. “Just a bit tired.” 
 
    “Horse shit,” Rana snarked as the fox grabbed me by the left arm and turned me toward her. “You’re not fine or alright, what’s wrong?” 
 
    “Is there anything we can do?” Annalise asked in a hushed voice as she wrapped her hands around my forearm and looked up into my face with watering eyes. 
 
    “Here, I have the perfect thing for you,” Carmedy said as she pulled out the heavy, silver bottle of Azoth and offered it to me. “Take a few sips, it’ll help. It doesn’t look like the Elders did any real damage, other than busting up your armor in a few places.” 
 
    I nodded once as I took the Azoth from the alchemist and brought the lip of the bottle to my mouth. I tipped the bottle back and let the silver liquid flow out onto my tongue. I couldn’t describe the taste of the Azoth, it was as if every food and drink had come together as one single sustenance. As I swallowed it down, it left a slightly metallic taste on the tip of my tongue, and I shook my head to rid myself of it. 
 
    I stood a bit taller as the Azoth took effect and rushed through my veins. I felt rejuvenated, almost as if I hadn’t been in a fight at all, and smiled down at each of my minions. I stretched my arms slowly and groaned as I felt each of my muscles tense underneath the taut flesh. I flexed for them as I grinned even wider, and my minions whooped together in celebration. 
 
    “Do you feel better, Master?” Morrigan asked, her dark eyes glossy with concern. 
 
    “Yes, very much so,” I nodded as I slipped my hand into Annalise’s. “Thank you, Carmedy. I know how much you hold the Azoth dear, and I am sorry that you had to waste it on me.” 
 
    “It’s not a waste!” the alchemist protested vehemently. “You can drink all of it if you want to, nothing is more important than you are, Master.” 
 
    “She’s right,” Haruhi agreed as she tilted her head and smiled sweetly at me. “If we lost you or if you got sick or injured…we wouldn’t know what to do with ourselves.” 
 
    “I am glad that you feel that way,” I uttered in a soft voice as I reached out and stroked the sage’s ears. “I too would be lost without each one of you. You are blessings, and I am thankful to have you by my side for the rest of time.” 
 
    “Kazama,” Heijing stated in a firm tone, and I turned to her as she looked directly into my face. “That man you spoke to, it was Chirus, wasn’t it? Your father, correct?” 
 
    “Wait, someone else was here?” Rana questioned as she turned her head and looked to her sisters. “We only saw the mages and the creepy Elder thing.” 
 
    From the expressions on the rest of my minion’s faces, I knew that none of them had heard the voice of my father. It seemed to be for the better then, I didn’t want my precious minions to have any interactions with that terrible being. We would meet him in the heavens, but I never wanted them to hear his booming voice in their heads just as I did. 
 
    “I didn’t see anyone else…” Carmedy muttered as she rubbed her chin thoughtfully. 
 
    “To answer your question, Heijing, yes. That was my father you heard, Chirus, the god of victory,” I confirmed to the Qianlong with a curt nod and then turned to my other women to explain. “My father wasn’t here in any physical sense, he aided the Elders, giving them his power for the time being and attacked me specifically. I believe he wanted to fight me one on one and thought that he would nip this in the bud, defeating me once and for all.” 
 
    “But he was sadly mistaken!” Rana cheered as she lifted a closed paw into the air. “You wiped the floor with his sorry ass!” 
 
    “And we’ll do it again,” Annalise stated in a grave voice as she crossed the room and snatched up her discarded swords. “When we take to the heavens, we’ll destroy him for good.” 
 
    “The god of victory will know defeat,” I boomed, and each of my minion’s looked at me with eyes that shined with admiration. 
 
    The high queen crossed the blades over her chest and lifted her chocolate brown eyes toward the exposed sky through the broken ceiling. The swordswoman looked confident and intimidating as she swung both her swords down and slammed them into their sheaths. Annalise placed both hands on her hips and raised her chin in my direction. I examined them as they stood in a tight formation and smiled softly. 
 
    I’d molded my women to be perfect cunning warriors, and that was just what they were. I’d groomed them, trained them, and aided them in this journey, and they’d blossomed before me like brilliant, bright wildflowers. Each woman had her own skill set that was unique and honed to perfection by my hand. We would storm the gods’ realm and rip it down by its heels. We would make the gods bleed and steal away their powers right before we took their lives. 
 
    “What do you think he wanted from the Holy Order?” Heijing asked as she turned and looked around the room. “What could the Holy Order do or provide to the gods? They are mortals, it is well known that deities despise them more than any other living thing.” 
 
    I came to stand beside the Qianlong and looked over each door that lined the room beyond. I slipped my hand into the dragon’s tiny one and clasped it tightly. 
 
    “We will find out very soon,” I told them then turned toward Morrigan. “Call Fea and Macha to you, I have a task for them. 
 
    It took a manner of minutes for the elven woman to bring her two bird companions to her side, and the two black ravens flitted down onto her shoulders. Fea cawed loudly as Macha nuzzled into the white-haired elf’s neck. Their feathers were dark and sleek against the bright light that filtered in through the broken stained-glass from above. I remembered a time when I’d first met my core four minions, and Morrigan had only spoken to the ravens during that entire time. 
 
    Morrigan didn’t rely on them as much anymore, and it warmed my soul to see her open her heart and arms to the rest of us. Though the ravens didn’t stay by the elven woman’s side as much as they did before, their bond was still as strong as the first time I’d met them. The ravens chirped softly to Morrigan and then aimed their beady black eyes at me as I caught their attention. 
 
    Eight doors ran along the wall ahead of us, and I examined their carved exterior for a moment before I turned and addressed my women. Their eyes watched me intently, and I folded my hands behind my back. 
 
    “There are six of us, eight if you include Fea and Macha,” I stated, and the two birds cawed loudly in reply. “I want each of us to scour a room then report back with anything that you find. Tear the rooms to shreds if you have to, we need to find out why the gods decided to aid the Holy Order when such an act is unusual for them. If you find anything of interest, call out to me, and we will reconvene here.” 
 
    “Yes, Master.” Annalise nodded once as she gripped Bloodscale by the hilt and headed for the closest door on her left. 
 
    “Aye, aye Captain!” Rana chuckled as she saluted me and hustled off toward one of the doors left cracked open. 
 
    Morrigan floated across the marble and opened the last two doors, each time one of her ravens flew in, and she left the door open for them. The elven woman headed toward the closest door and slipped inside silently. 
 
    I nodded firmly and strode toward the open door directly in the middle. I threw it open and found a dark hallway lined with tall portraits beyond. There was only one door at the end, and I narrowed my eyes at it. I knew that the rest of my armies had done their tasks perfectly well, especially Makar who’d been in charge of sneaking in after us and taking out the rest of the mages hidden inside. 
 
    I strode down the hall and took my time to take in each of the paintings hung on the stone. I could tell the men in the portraits were mages and Elders from the robes they wore, and I stopped in front of the largest one about halfway through. I didn’t recognize any of these men, and most of them must have been long gone with time, but I still felt hatred for them. They’d betrayed me and turned my dear Morrigan away when all she wanted to do was learn from them. 
 
    I stood there for a second and listened to the faraway voices of my soldiers outside the fortress. They chanted in victory, and I smiled to myself as my arm shot out and knocked the portrait to the ground. The Holy Order had fallen, and so should its older leaders. With a loud scoff, I continued down the passage, throwing the paintings from the walls and stamping on them with my heavy boots. 
 
    I froze for a moment as a sound jarred me from my mission. I squinted my eyes and listened hard to something in the distance, a voice calling from beyond the door at the end of the hall. Though I couldn’t sense the presence or its lifeforce, I focused in on its location. I strode toward the door with determination and placed my hand on the knob as its cold metal bit into my hand. 
 
    I concentrated on the soft mewling sounds coming from beyond and ripped the door open. It nearly came off its hinges as I forced my way through and stepped into the cold, dank room. What waited for me inside made my eyes widen, and my eyebrows raise in surprise as my heart thumped hard against my ribcage. 
 
    The first thing that caught my attention was the flowing blonde hair the color of wheat. The thin woman’s head slowly and painfully raised, and I took in her cornflower blue eyes as they watered with tears of pain. Her thin lips were pursed as she struggled in agony against her bindings. Her face, though dirty and smudged with streaks of soot, was still beautiful and radiant. 
 
    She wore a plain white gown that was stained brown in some places from being in the dirty room for so long. Her golden hair was stringy and hung around her angular face as she stared at me in utter shock. My heart beat fast as I looked at her, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her face as hard as I might. 
 
    The woman was tied to a rough wooden pillar with her slender arms lashed behind her, and from the look of her, she’d been here for a long time. Her bleary eyes focused for a moment as if she finally comprehended that I was real and not just an illusion. She was alive and real, flesh, and blood, and I had the sudden urge to reach out and touch her. 
 
    “Isolda…” I croaked out through dry lips, and the woman’s brows furrowed in confusion. 
 
    I knew it wasn’t my past lover, but the resemblance between the two women was jarring. This woman, Isolda’s descendant was tall like the woman I remembered from my past, and all of her features were exact copies of my first love. My heart ached painfully as I looked up into her waif-like face, and finally, the silence between us broke as the woman tied to the pillar sobbed loudly. 
 
    “Help me!” she screamed as her feverish eyes pleaded with me desperately. “Please, save me!” 
 
    I moved forward without thinking and came around the massive wooden column. I found her hands in the dim light and as the light above us shifted, saw the smattering of deep purple and blue bruises over her wrists. She’d been here for a very long time, trapped in this room and tied up. 
 
    With a snap of my fingers, the ropes binding her slithered and moved like snakes as they dropped away from her bruised flesh. I rushed around the pillar right as she fell and caught her effortlessly in my arms. In an instant, her arms found my neck, and she held onto me with feverish intensity. Her cornflower eyes burned into mine as hot tears flowed down her dirty cheeks. I felt even more pain in my heart as I looked down into her ever-familiar face, and I hastily looked away from her. 
 
    “Thank you, sir,” the woman wept softly into my chest as I turned toward the door. “What is your name? I would like to thank my savior properly.” 
 
    I stopped and stared straightforward toward the hall. A cold chill washed over me as I thought how to answer, my minions called me Master, but this woman was not Isolda, and she certainly wasn’t one of my lovers. I doubted she’d ever heard of me or what her ancestor and I did together. I shifted her weight in my arms and looked down into her pained face as she stared thankfully up at me. 
 
    “My name is Kazama,” I stated as I began to walk again. “Some call me Master, and I prefer if you do too.” 
 
    “…Kazama…” she whispered as her bleary blue eyes barely focused in on my features. “That name …it’s so familiar…it’s on the tip of my tongue. How do I know you, Kazama?” 
 
    “You don’t, we’ve never met before,” I told her sadly as I walked through the door and back down the hallway toward the sanctum. 
 
    “No, that’s not what I mean,” she muttered as she shook her head. “I don’t know you but that name, it is so close and intimate to me…like a lost memory.” 
 
    “Hush now,” I murmured in my softest voice. “You need to rest for now. We’ll heal you, feed you, and get you cleaned up. There is nothing to worry about now.” 
 
    I tried not to let her words affect me. This woman shouldn’t remember me, shouldn’t know my name at all unless it was the dreadful stories spread around about my past. I kept my eyes ahead of me, and my arms locked around her as she fell silent. 
 
    “Hey, Master!” Carmedy’s voice called out to me from one of the other rooms. 
 
    “Yes?” I asked back directly into her mind. 
 
    “I found something of interest!” the alchemist cheered. 
 
    “I did too,” Rana said from farther away. “Looks like a bunch of weird maps and letters in a weird language.” 
 
    “There’s nothing over here,” Annalise chimed in. “Just a bunch of dusty old books and creepy statues of Elders.” 
 
    “I found some instruments that may be of use but not to our present mission,” Morrigan told me. 
 
    “I also found a strange map,” Heijing uttered in her emotionless voice. “There is a summoning circle in this room. Master, I believe this is how they were conversing with your father.” 
 
    “Alright, bring everything you have and meet me back where we started,” I instructed them. “Carmedy, we will also need more of your healing potions.” 
 
    “Oh…okay!” the alchemist called back nervously. 
 
    The walk to the door into the sanctum was long, but when I glanced down at the woman I carried, I noticed that she’d passed out from exhaustion. I quickened my pace and hurried out of the door onto the raised dais. Morrigan and Annalise waited for me outside, and their eyes widened in surprise. 
 
    I moved toward them and carefully placed the woman on the floor. I knelt beside her and brushed her honey-blonde hair off her forehead. I couldn’t look at her for too long without my chest aching, but I willed myself through it as Carmedy burst through her door. The alchemist was skipping happily but stopped at the sight of the fallen woman and raced over with a concerned expression. 
 
    “Master…” Annalise whispered as she bent down beside me. “Is this who I think it is? The woman the four gods showed us when we were back in Tintagal?” 
 
    “Yes…” I nodded as I stroked the sleeping woman’s cheek. “This is Isolda’s descendant.” 
 
    “She looks exactly like her.” Heijing’s cold voice cut through the air as she appeared out of nowhere and loomed over my shoulder. “She could almost be Isolda’s twin.” 
 
    I didn’t answer, I didn’t want to speak as I stared down at the face I’d looked upon hundreds of times so many years ago. I had to remind myself that this wasn’t Isolda, she wasn’t the woman I once knew and loved. I had never expected this feeling, I knew that we needed to save Isolda’s descendant, but I didn’t think it would have such a significant effect on me like this. I could barely stand to look at her, but at the same time, couldn’t peel my eyes away from her ethereal face. 
 
    I’d put Isolda’s memory to rest the night that Heijing allowed me to speak to her from the spirit realm. I’d locked all of those parts of me away, resolved and finished, but here they were again, laying before me on the cold marble floor of the Holy Order’s fortress. It felt as if Isolda had been reborn somehow through her extended lineage, and she was here with me right now. I knew that couldn’t be true, but even the words she’d spoken to me had contradicted that. 
 
    “Annalise, can you help me for a second?” Carmedy inquired as she knelt on the floor and laid out different bottles of ingredients in front of her. “She doesn’t seem to have any physical wounds, but could you look her over just in case? I’m going to start working on an elixir to heal anything wrong internally.” 
 
    “Sure.” The swordswoman nodded as she slowly rolled up the sleeping woman’s sleeves and looked for any wounds other than the bruises around her wrists. 
 
    “Is there anything we can do?” Rana asked over the alchemist’s shoulder. 
 
    “No, not right now, but thanks for asking.” Carmedy smiled softly as her paws moved quickly and mixed different ingredients. 
 
    My eyes locked onto the woman below me once more, and I felt the warmth of her soul emanate outward onto my flesh. I listened to the steady, strong beat of her heart and knew that despite her injuries, she would live to be healthy and strong after this ended. I drew back as her eyes suddenly fluttered open and found mine. 
 
    “She’s awake,” Morrigan uttered, and all attention shifted to the woman slowly sitting up. 
 
    “Stay still please,” Carmedy stated as she placed her right paw on Isolda’s descendant’s shoulder. 
 
    “I know you,” the woman stated in a firm voice as her delicate hand wrapped around my forearm hard. “I know you, Kazama, god of the Underworld.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eleven 
 
    All my minions whipped their heads in my direction at the woman’s words and stared at me with confused expressions. Isolda’s descendant watched me with bleary eyes, and I couldn’t help but fall into the depths of their cornflower blue. I was torn. I wanted to look into her glowing face for hours, but I also didn’t want to look at her at all. 
 
    “She knows you?” Rana asked as she scrunched up her nose. 
 
    I didn’t answer her question, but Heijing gave us some insight as the Qianlong came around and stood in front of the feeble woman. 
 
    “There is a spiritual tie between Master and this woman,” the dragon spoke softly as she laid a tiny hand against Isolda’s descendent’s forehead. “Something in the past that strings them together through time and space.” 
 
    I’d thought I’d put away all my emotions tied to Isolda, but here they were, washing over me in waves. I felt pain and longing each time her eyes met mine, and I stifled all of it down as I spoke firmly to Carmedy. 
 
    “Give her some of the Azoth, she’s delirious from her time trapped in that room,” I commanded to the alchemist, and then I turned back toward the woman laying on the cold, granite floor. “We’ll get this figured out, but first, what is your name?” 
 
    “Filla,” the exhausted woman whispered as she laid her head back on the hard ground. “My name is Filla.” 
 
    “Alright Filla, we’re gonna get you all fixed in a jiffy,” Carmedy smiled sweetly as her paws moved even faster as she pulled out the decanter of Azoth and popped out the cork. “Here, drink this. You’ll feel better, and then we can start to work on your bruises and other stuff.” 
 
    The alchemist stopped her mixing and thrust the silver bottle into Filla’s face. The pale, bruised woman glanced at it warily then tipped her head back as she drank. Slowly, the Azoth took effect, and we watched as a rosy color flushed to her cheeks. Her wheat-colored hair took on more color and shined in the light filtering through the broken ceiling, and the delirious sheen disappeared from her blue eyes. Filla breathed in deeply and placed a pale hand over her thumping heart as she calmed herself. With all the internal injuries healed, she was even more stunning, and Annalise and Carmedy helped her up into a sitting position. 
 
    I knelt beside Filla and leaned closer as I hooked a finger under her chin. I saw now that there were some differences in her facial structure, and she wasn’t an exact copy of Isolda, but the resemblance between the two was still striking.  
 
    Filla watched me with cautious eyes but was calm enough to muster the strength to speak in a calmer tone than before. 
 
    “Your name is Kazama?” she asked in a strong, smooth voice that reminded me of the soft babbling of a river. 
 
    “It is, I am the god of the Underworld,” I nodded as I dropped my curled fingers from her chin and gestured toward the woman surrounding us. “And these are my women. This is Annalise, the High Queen of Tamarisch and my first wife.” 
 
    “Hello, wonderful to meet you.” The brunette smiled as she bowed her head respectfully. 
 
    “This is Carmedy, the skilled alchemist,” I grinned as I gestured to the kneeling feline, and Carmedy giggled. “You should thank her for healing you, not many receive that treatment. Most get blasted with potions or concoctions.” 
 
    “O-oh, thank you, Miss Carmedy.” Filla stuttered as her round cheeks flushed even redder. 
 
    “No prob! Anything for a new friend,” the alchemist stated as she went back to mixing the healing potions on the floor. “Unless you’re an enemy, like Master said! Then I’d have to blast your ass into oblivion with a wicked potion!” 
 
    “This is Rana, our rough and tumble swordswoman with a penchant for thievery when the time arises,” I stated as I brought the fox forward, and the redhead grinned back. 
 
    “But we don’t fault her for that, in fact, it’s one of her best attributes,” Annalise stated through a grin as she supported Filla’s arm. 
 
    “Hey! Not nice! I’ve never stolen anything from any of you!” the redhead protested as she glowered goodnaturedly down at the high queen and then turned toward the downed woman. “Hiya! Nice to meet you! I don’t steal unless it’s necessary and most of all of that is in the past, so there’s no need to worry!” 
 
    “Most of it.” Morrigan snickered under her breath, and it earned her a snort from the fox. 
 
    “This is Morrigan, an expert in dark magic. Next is Haruhi, our beloved sage with infinite knowledge, and finally, Heijing, the last living Qianlong.” I said as I pointed out each of them to Filla and the blonde stared at each of them in wonder as she took in all the information. 
 
    “So, the High Queen, the alchemist, the redhead swordswoman, the dark mage, a sage, and a dragon…” Filla questioned as her cornflower blue eyes rested on me. “And a god.” 
 
    “You are correct.” I nodded as Carmedy thrust a bowl of orange liquid under Isolda’s descendant’s chin. 
 
    Heijing aimed her blue eyes at Filla, and the smaller, blonde woman shrank into herself under the Qianlong’s intimidating gaze. The dragon scrutinized the woman for a long time before her thin lips opened, and she spoke in a cold tone. 
 
    “Now you know who we are, but who are you?” Heijing questioned in her emotionless voice. “How do you know our Master? It is clear you have some connection to him.” 
 
    “It seems that you already know,” Filla stated as she looked at me then to Annalise. “There is recognition in your faces, I see it though you are trying to hide it. The rest of you don’t know who I am, I am the descendant of a woman named Isolda. Some of my family believes I am the re-embodiment of her, but that is merely a superstition because of how similar I look to her portraits.” 
 
    “You do look eerily similar to her,” Heijing confirmed as she stared down at the blonde. 
 
    “I know you in a way that cannot be described,” Filla stated as she turned back toward me. “You are a man that I have never met in my life but have seen many times before. You visit my dreams and appear in visions that I receive. I know you from a standpoint that no one else does. You are an entity that has stayed with me since childhood, I feel as if I know you…As if you are an old friend reappearing out of nowhere, but it can’t be because we are strangers to each other.” 
 
    “Visions?” I asked curiously as I tilted my head. 
 
    “At first I thought they were nothing more than strange dreams,” Filla whispered as she dropped her chin low to her chest as she thought. “But meeting you now, it seems that things are not as they seem. All these visions and scraps of time must have been Isolda’s memories, of you and the life you shared together. I never believed that I was her, or that she had a deeper connection to me other than being the matriarch of my family but now, I’m not so sure. There were not just dreams or visions, these were distant memories she... I shared with you.” 
 
    Every word that slipped from Filla’s lips was true, and I felt my heart ache as she reached out for me. 
 
    “What did the Holy Order want from you?” I asked to take the conversation in a different direction. 
 
    I didn’t want to face what Filla said right now. It was too much all at once, this woman saw and felt all the things that Isolda did during our time together? It almost seemed impossible, but I could tell that what she said was nothing but the truth. 
 
    “They knew my connection to you and to Isolda,” the blonde explained as she sat up even straighter. “They took me from my home in the dead of night, knowing that if you knew who I was, you would come for me no matter the distance or obstacles standing in the way. I am glad that you found me when you did because their plan was truly heinous…They wanted to lure you out into the open, but they didn’t expect you to come at the head of an army. Once you were here, they would disarm you and take you prisoner and then…they would sacrifice me to the gods. The gods took Isolda from you so long ago and then they would symbolically take her away for the second time through me while you watched.” 
 
    I wasn’t surprised by this. I knew that the Holy Order planned to do something with her, but I hadn’t known they planned to do something as disgusting as this. Filla was right, we got here at exactly the right time. The mages had hoped that they’d weaken me by this, but all it got them was an untimely death. 
 
    “Do you know any more about the Holy Order’s involvement with the gods?” I asked in a deep, serious voice as I stared down at her. 
 
    “No, they never spoke about the gods around me except for a few times in passing,” Filla stated as she folded her hands in her lap. “They left me alone most of the time or would leave me with a guard, but no, I never heard about what they were doing with the gods.” 
 
    I nodded and rose to my feet as I glanced at the small pile of things my minions found in the other rooms. There were a few scrolls, a ramshackle pile of old books and the instruments that Morrigan found. I felt a calling to the maps and knew that once I looked at them, I’d have a better idea of what the mages were doing. 
 
    “Are you healed enough to walk?” I inquired as I looked over Filla’s pale flesh. “If you are too weak, we can help you or I can carry you again.” 
 
    “N-no, I’m fine,” Filla muttered as her cheeks flushed red again. “I can walk on my own, thank you. I feel much better thanks to all of you!” 
 
    “Carmedy, will you take her to the medical tents?” I asked as I looked down at the petite alchemist. “She may be healed, but she still needs to rest. We don’t know how long she’s been tied up in that room for.” 
 
    “Sure!” Carmedy cried as she stood to her feet then offered Filla a paw. “Come on! I’ll show you the way!” 
 
    “Oh, thank you.” The blonde nodded as she took the offered paw and slowly stood to her feet. 
 
    Filla wobbled for a moment then regained her balance as the feline looped her arm through hers. Carmedy led the blonde from the dais, and every few seconds, Filla would glance back at me in awe. I stood with the rest of my minions and watched them go. 
 
    “So that’s what Isolda looked like,” Rana breathed as she placed her paws firmly on her hips. “Man, you sure like the lookers, don’t you, Master?” 
 
    I barked out a laugh as the redhead patted my shoulder, and then I turned toward the pile of things. I crossed to it and knelt down as I began to rifle through it. My women sat down on the floor around me in a circle and began looking through the things they’d found. My eyes landed on a thick scroll of weathered paper, and it called out to me. I wrapped a gloved hand around it, moved some of the other objects out of the way, and unfurled it. 
 
    My brows furrowed as I took in the segmented map of all the continents, some of them we’d visited and some of them we hadn’t. Directly in the middle of the hand-drawn paper was Galencia with tiny red arrows streaking across the bodies of water to other countries. Three of the landmasses were circled in blood-red ink: Tamarisch, Tintagal, and Valasara. None of the arrows pointed to these places, but it was clear they were on whatever agenda the mages had planned out. 
 
    “Hey, my map kind of looks like yours,” Rana muttered as she scooted closer to me and held up her own map. 
 
    The one the redhead held was laid out exactly like mine, but instead of red lines pointing to different places, hers had green. Small red dots littered each country, and each dot had a name written underneath. A few of the red dots were crossed out with slashes of black ink while some remained untouched. My eyes widened as I read off some of the names under the scratched out dots. 
 
    “Cethin, Liebe, Euron…” I whispered softly. 
 
    “T-those are the names of some of the god’s we’ve killed,” Rana cried as she ran a paw over the crumpled paper and found a small island in the middle of a large body of water. “Here, look! It has the Dáma’s name here too!” 
 
    “So, this is what they were doing...” I stated as I glanced back at my own map and realized what the Holy Order was doing for my father and the other gods. 
 
    “This map is much smaller, but I think it was plotted out where all the sacred items were,” Annalise told us as she rolled out her own map and pointed to the different places where we’d found the objects. 
 
    “What does this mean?” Morrigan asked in her cold, emotionless voice. 
 
    “I think it is very clear to us, isn’t it, Master?” Heijing uttered as she lifted a single instrument into the air and examined the runes carved into its side. 
 
    “I have a few guesses, but I’m more interested in what you think is happening,” Haruhi said as she snapped a book closed, adjusted her glasses, and looked to me. 
 
    “As Heijing said, it’s pretty clear what the gods wanted them to do and what they were doing,” I stated as I leaned back on my heels. “They were keeping track of our progress for quite a long time it seems. A lot of these dungeons crossed out date back all the way from the time you released me from my dungeon. This isn’t a plan set into motion all at once, they knew the exact time I left my prison and all the other events that came after. Even here, on your map, there are small dates. Those are the dates that I married Annalise, Morrigan, and Carmedy.” 
 
    “They’ve been watching us this entire time…” Annalise whispered in horror as her eyes widened. 
 
    “More importantly, this is our biggest clue,” I told them as I laid out my map in front of them. 
 
    “But it’s just a bunch of squiggly lines,” Rana muttered as she stroked her chin. “What could they possibly mean?” 
 
    “For one, Tamarisch, Tintagal, and Valasara are our largest strongholds,” I stated as I tapped the three countries. “They are the only three places without arrows. The Holy Order knew not to try to take them but look at the rest of the lines. They stretch all over the entire globe.” 
 
    “The Holy Order wanted to get all of them under their control,” Morrigan whispered as she leaned forward and tapped the capital of Galencia. 
 
    “They wanted to do a Dark Shadow spell…” Haruhi breathed as she flipped feverishly through a black-bound book. “They wanted to get each person under their control, convert them to the Holy Order, and then send their souls to the gods.” 
 
    The sage slammed the book down in front of all of us, and we peered down at the pages. The volume looked to be a journal or diary of some sort, and I quickly scanned the handwritten page. What the librarian said was true, it was outlined in another man’s sloppy cursive. The gods had instructed them to indoctrinate each person they came into contact with, convince them that their cause was the only one to follow, and sacrifice their lives to the higher beings. 
 
    I gritted my teeth as my hands curled into fists. I knew my father wanted all mortals on earth dead, and it shouldn’t have surprised me, but from the way this man wrote, he fully believed in Chirus’ cause. All the words here, singing praise to my father were all false. My father didn’t respect or care for mortals, he simply lied to them to get them to kill each other in the name of worship. 
 
    “I should’ve known,” I stated as I sat back and rested my hands in my lap. “I should’ve known he would resort to such a lazy, diabolical thing. He can’t even do it on his own, he had to get the help of the Holy Order to convince the others to worship him. He is weak and insolent, and it disgusts me to know that the Holy Order knew and trusted him this entire time.” 
 
    “He’ll pay,” Rana growled as her paws tightened. 
 
    “They all will.” Haruhi agreed as her hazel eyes flitted to me. 
 
    “We also have something they want.” Annalise grinned, and a determined fire blazed in her eyes. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” Morrigan inquired with a tilt of her head. 
 
    I grinned back at the high queen as I glanced over at Rana. We had something coveted not only by the Holy Order but the gods too. This was something that would give us an edge in the battle against them. 
 
    “The sacred items,” I smirked as I looked pointedly at the redhead and tapped the swordswoman’s map. “The weapon that Tuzakeur and the Holy Order wanted. It’s in our hands, waiting to be activated.” 
 
    Rana didn’t speak as her baby-blue eyes widened and her supple lips dropped open. The fox’s paws slipped into her pack as she rummaged around, and I reached into my void pocket. My hands found the first wooden box easily, and I ran my fingers over the grain of its surface. The object inside sang to life as I pulled it free and then reached back in for the second box. I lay them both on top of the maps and waited for Rana. 
 
    The fox first pulled out a long chain with a golden amulet on the end, I recognized it as the one she’d found in the depths of my dungeon and smiled softly at the memory. Rana was wary of me then, barely addressed me or looked in my direction. Over time, the fox had warmed up to me, and I made her one of my minions shortly after. It warmed my heart the way she almost saved herself for me, she’d been a tough one to crack, but the payoff was sweeter than anything I ever imagined. 
 
    Rana glanced at the amulet, smiled, and then placed it beside the boxes as she dug even deeper. This time she pulled out two things, a necklace with a ring dangling on the end and a small, emerald beetle brooch. The fox looked them over for a minute then placed them in the middle of the map with the others. The fox grabbed the last item from her pack, the long metal rod encrusted with jewels given to the fox from the Qianlong. 
 
    Heijing’s icy blue eyes fell on the item, and a phantom of a smile crossed her thin lips. The dragon gave the sacred item to us so easily and then pledged her life to us. 
 
    I flipped open the two boxes we’d found in Otia’s dungeon and revealed the two mezzaluna shaped blades. The jewels pressed into the gold metal flashed and glinted in the light, and godly power thrummed from each piece laid out before us. Rana breathed in deeply as her paws unclasped the necklace from around her neck, but she stopped for a moment and watched the sapphire swing from the silver chain. 
 
    The Tichádáma had given the Eye of Alipsis to Rana moments before the goddess passed on into the spirit realm. The jewelry was something important to the fox, each of my women loved and admired the goddess and had been deeply hurt when she died before our eyes. 
 
    “Mizu no on’na,” Rana spoke the Tichádáma’s true name as she held the rune then set it down beside the others. “The lady of the water.” 
 
    “She really was not of this earth,” Annalise muttered as her chin dropped sadly. “She deserved better than the death she received.” 
 
    “It’s better now though, we killed Tuzakeur,” Rana hissed through her teeth as she stroked the glittering surface of the sapphire. “He’s the one who took her life, and he paid dearly for what he did. The gods are next, we’ll rip them to shreds for all the terrible things they’ve done to mortals and their own kind.” 
 
    Neither Heijing nor Haruhi had been there for the goddess’ death, but tears welled in the sage’s eyes. Haruhi had specifically been the one to ask us to allow the goddess to live, and we hadn’t been able to do that. We doubted the librarian’s words, we thought the Tichádáma was evil and had mortals sacrificed in her name, but in the end, we found out the truth behind it all. 
 
    “Is there any sort of order we need to put them in?” Annalise asked with furrowed brows as she stared down at the sacred items. “Nothing is happenin--” 
 
    The high queen’s voice died in her throat as all six of the sacred items began to glow a deep indigo. The light surrounding each piece flashed and glimmered as each item shook on the marble floor. Slowly, each of the objects floated up from the floor and raised into the air. The indigo light fluctuated and reached such a peak that all of us squinted our eyes at the pieces. 
 
    The jewels in the long rod Heijing gave us glowed in deep scarlets, bright amethysts, and neon yellows. The golden metal shook as the two rounded blades we found in Otia’s dungeon spiraled from one tip to the other. The smaller objects glowed so brightly that we could no longer see their shapes, and I watched them sink into the shining metal of the staff.  
 
    The combined items spun in the air slowly at first, then faster and faster. A soft whisper of words rang in my ears, too far away to pick out they were saying, but from the sound of them, I knew it to be the gods’ language. An unseen gale beat at us and blew our hair back as we all stared up at the blur of blue light that hung in the air. I felt it first in my chest and then through each one of my bones. A calling that I couldn’t understand, a voice beckoning me toward the holy weapon and I stood right as the indigo light flashed brilliantly. 
 
    I reached out my right hand and thrust it into the swirling mass of power. My eyes widened as heated metal found its way into my palm, and my fingers slammed down on an unseen hilt. 
 
    The surrounding voices were no longer whispering but screaming in our ears instead. Even though the words were louder, I could barely make out anything they said as I held onto the weapon in my hand even tighter. With a mighty roar, I ripped the holy weapon backward, and the indigo light exploded all around us like fireworks. I barely had time to register what was happening as a new wave of emotion hit me. I felt adrenaline burst through my veins and a strange sense of enlightenment I didn’t possess before. 
 
    I held the weapon aloft as all the light dissipated around us and I breathed heavily for a moment. The sounds, voices, and rushing wind ended with a loud snap, and silence rang in our ears as I breathed heavily. My eyes focused, and I stared up at the weapon as if with new eyes. It felt as if the weapon was a part of me, like an extension of my arm that hadn’t been there before. 
 
    At first, it looked like a sword surrounded by an ethereal glow, but as I swung it down, the silver blade shifted in my hands into the shape of a glaive. The transformation was seamless, and I stared down at it in wonder for a few seconds. I gripped the hilt even tighter as a wide grin crossed my lips and whipped the weapon through the air. The glaive morphed yet again into a massive, heavy flail. 
 
    I stared at it in wonder, and when I glanced down at my minions, their eyes were wide, and their mouths fell open in surprise. Haruhi scuttled to her feet and came to stand beside me as she admired the weapon in my hands. 
 
    “Do you know what this is?” Haruhi asked in a hushed voice. “May I see it for a moment, Master?” 
 
    “Of course,” I smiled as I handed it over, and the sage took it and held it in both paws. “But what is it called? It’s a holy weapon, but I don’t know if it had a name.” 
 
    “This is the holy weapon, Allagis, forged hundreds of thousands of years ago, before you were even born, Master. It’s supposed only to be a legend, but here it is, before our very eyes.” Haruhi whispered as she dropped a paw from the weapon, took a decisive step forward and lashed out at the open air. 
 
    Allagis morphed once more into the shape of an enormous claymore, larger than the Eye of Alipsis ever was, and Rana gasped at the sight of it. 
 
    “What does it do?” I inquired as the rest of my women rose to their feet and hurried over. 
 
    “First, I have to tell you how it came into existence,” the sage asked as she looked into each of our faces. “Allagis was formed by the first three gods. You all know them, don’t you? The first gods to enter into existence, before the earth and everything beyond were created. Nirankar, Akal, and Alakh Niranjar, shapeless, timeless, and sightless. They worked together to create all living and nonliving things. They were the key builders of the heavens.” 
 
    “Never heard of them.” Rana shrugged then chuckled, and Haruhi snickered softly. 
 
    “I’ve only heard their names mentioned a few times,” Annalise stated as she ran a finger over the blade of the weapon. 
 
    “We learned about them extensively when I studied here with the mages.” Morrigan smiled slightly as she nodded to the sage. 
 
    “I know them,” I admitted as I ran my eyes over the weapon, and the librarian handed it back over to me. “I believe they still exist somewhere in the heavens, but they never appeared to me as a child. Most of the older gods kept to themselves and didn’t bother with the nonsense of the holy council as my parents did.” 
 
    “Nirankar, Akal and Alakh Niranjar wouldn’t fit in with the new rules of the gods anyway,” Haruhi chuckled, and her hazel eyes sparkled as she went on to tell us more. “They created the mortals and beasts of the land and loved them more than anything. They were much different from the gods we know of today. They spent most of their days on earth with the mortals and barely visited the heavens.” 
 
    “If they loved mortals so much then why did they create a weapon like this?” Annalise questioned innocently, and Haruhi nodded feverishly. 
 
    “Allagis wasn’t meant to be a weapon but a symbol of peace.” The librarian smiled softly. 
 
    “That doesn’t make any sense,” Rana shook her head. “It’s a weapon, how could it be a symbol of peace?” 
 
    “Think about each item that it’s composed of,” the sage instructed. “An amulet, a necklace with a ring, the Eye of Alipsis which in its dormant state is also a necklace, a brooch, a scepter, and its two attachments. Do those sound like weapons to you?” 
 
    Haruhi looked to each of us slowly, and I realized what the sage meant. The librarian noticed my expression and grinned. 
 
    “Master?” Haruhi prodded, and I smiled back. 
 
    “They were meant to be gifts,” I stated, and Annalise and Rana looked at me with confused expressions. 
 
    “Think about where you found all the sacred items,” Haruhi instructed them. “They were in different countries, spanning hundreds of miles from each other. You’d think if they were meant to be together, they would’ve been kept in the same place. The three creators gave the pieces of the weapon to the mortals as gifts, they loved them so much, and the mortals loved them back. They trusted them with the holy weapon and gave a decree to all living things that if they were to ever be displeased with the gods, then they should bring the pieces together and fight against them. It never happened, the mortals loved the three creators so much that they never rose against them and the Allagis was forgotten to time.” 
 
    “That’s so weird, the gods today would never do such a thing,” Annalise whispered as she ran a hand over her intricate braids. 
 
    “Times have changed, and the gods no longer look upon mortals with love and affection,” Haruhi sighed sadly. “But Allagis is in our hands now, and we will use it against the people who created it, just as the three creators intended.” 
 
    “You never answered what is does,” The fox chuckled, and Haruhi giggled softly as her cheeks flushed red. 
 
    “You’re right,” the sage admitted as she eyed the weapon once more. “We all know that mere weapons don’t do much against the gods. When we fight them, we really have to put our all into it. With Allagis…that’s not the case. The holy weapon senses your enemies strength, and weaknesses and then changes to a better-suited weapon against that attacker, but that’s not all. The Allagis is designed to kill an enemy in one blow.” 
 
    “O-one blow?” Annalise gasped as her brown eyes shot open. 
 
    “Seriously?” Rana gawked as she came even closer to me and the weapon. 
 
    “We will never know if it’s true...” Morrigan stated in her cold voice but then her dark eyes glittered with intense fire. “Unless we test it out.” 
 
    “W-what?” the high queen shrieked. 
 
    “How?” Haruhi cried in a panicked voice. 
 
    “Do not worry, little kitties,” the elven woman grinned as she stepped back and threw out her hands. “No real person will be injured during this test.” 
 
    I knew exactly what the elf meant and faced off with her as the rest of my minions protested from behind me. Morrigan’s hands instantly glowed with emerald fire, and she slammed her palms together as she conjured up something for me to fight against. 
 
    “Let’s start with something small, shall we?” I snickered, and the elf nodded in agreement. 
 
    Morrigan’s eyes turned wholly black, and her snow-white hair whipped around her as she concentrated. The elven woman threw out her hands at the same time, and the emerald power encasing her blasted out onto the marble floor. It pooled there for a moment then rippled with life. A shriveled hand ripped through the portal of green light and slowly pulled itself up and out. 
 
    The creature was small, barely standing up to my knees and covered in human-like wrinkled flesh. Its face was long and square with large ears that almost resembled a bat’s wings. The creature wriggled its fingers and toes, its long, cracked toenails clicking against the granite of the floor. Its feral yellow eyes rolled in their sockets, and its grimy lips pulled back against its small, pointed teeth. The creature was vaguely humanoid, but from the way it moved and reacted, I knew it was nothing more than a cave-dwelling gremlin. 
 
    I was impressed by Morrigan’s skill as I scrutinized her creation. Unlike the others she’d summoned up before, this creature had its natural coloring, and it was perfectly solid as if it were a real, living thing instead of just a conjuring. 
 
    The gremlin sauntered forward, its greyish tongue lolling from its misshapen mouth as it snorted and growled in my direction. I stepped forward surely, Allagis firmly in my hands and right as I was about to lift the weapon in a downward slice, I felt a sudden change come over my body. It was as if the weapon guided my hand and changed the direction of my swing. 
 
    If I looked hard enough, I could almost make out the faint lines of the trajectory the weapon wanted me to take, and I followed it perfectly. My arm shifted from a downward slash, pulled back toward my waist and plunged forward into the gremlin’s body. The creature didn’t have time to scream in pain as the same indigo light transferred from the sword onto its body and covered it in pulsing blue light. 
 
    Before our eyes, the gremlin’s body cracked, shifted, and then broke apart as if it were made from glass. The shards of its body crumpled to the floor, and once each piece landed, it disappeared with a loud scream from the gremlin. I stared at the shining granite for a few seconds before I lifted my eyes back to Morrigan. 
 
    “Dang!” Rana shouted as she threw her paws into the air and jumped around. 
 
    “That was so intense,” Annalise breathed as she pressed a hand over her pounding heart. “I never knew something like that could happen.” 
 
    Haruhi didn’t speak, only looked pleased with herself as she crossed her arms over her chest and watched Morrigan and I gape wide-eyed at each other in shock. 
 
    “Again, let’s go.” I barked through a smirk, and the elven woman nodded. 
 
    “Slightly bigger?” the elven woman asked as she brought her pale hands up in front of her again. 
 
    “No, give me the largest thing you can summon,” I commanded her, and Morrigan grinned wickedly. 
 
    The pool of green energy rippled and expanded seven feet across the floor as the elf concentrated hard on her next creation. It took longer this time, and as we waited, the emerald green turned a darker shade right as the beast emerged from the depths. Plums of deep forest green rose from the swirling space, and it took me a few seconds to realize they were massive palm leaves, larger than my entire body. The greenery rustled softly as the shapely body climbed out. 
 
    The body, much like the gremlin from before, was humanoid in nature but covered in dirt and small hairs. Its flesh appeared to be rough and textured in tiny little rolls that collected grime and other particles. It looked to be female from the badly formed breasts and wide hips but other than that, it was featureless. Its fingers waggled in the air like long roots, and its lumpy feet did the very same. 
 
    The fronds of green waved through the air like a crest as the towering beast glowered down at me with sightless eyes. The creature’s mouth fell open and a warbling, high-pitched scream thundered out. My minions behind me covered their ears and dropped close to the ground as they winced in pain. 
 
    “What the hell is that thing?” Rana screamed in agony as her eyes squinted closed. 
 
    “Mandrake,” Haruhi and I answered back. 
 
    I shifted the weapon in my hand and watched as the transparent lines appeared in my sightline. Two different tracks came into view, and I glanced in between them for a split second. I had two options here, strike straight for the head, or slash it across the belly. I gripped the hilt of the weapon and went with the first option. 
 
    I grounded my feet, centered my body, and then bent at the knees as I prepared to jump. I pushed all of my power into my legs as I launched myself into the air and slammed my boots into the solid knee of the mandrake. The beast cried out and swiped at me, but I evaded it by flipping out of the way. 
 
    I brought the weapon up from my belly right as it began to transform once more. The blade extended, curved slightly at the tip and became a butterfly sword right before my eyes. I thrust forward into the mandrake’s thick throat, gripped the hilt between both hands and ripped it upwards with a mighty roar. The blade tore through the fibrous being’s skull as if it were paper. I smashed my heavy boots off the mandrake’s chest, flipped once, and landed with ease back where I started. 
 
    The mandrake teetered on its feet for a moment then fell like a falling tree. Like before with the gremlin, its root-like body cracked, splintered all the way up from its feet to its shredded throat. The mandrake shattered, and the pieces fell to the floor like a flurry of snow. Each piece hit the ground then fizzled out with a soft cry from the being. 
 
    I turned and looked back at my minion’s as they all stared at me wonderstruck. I took an assured step toward them and lifted Allagis above my head as I spoke loud and clear. 
 
    “And this is the weapon that will kill all the gods.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twelve 
 
    With the holy weapon Allagis in our possession, we had gained a huge advantage in the fight against the gods. I placed the weapon into my void pocket for safekeeping as Ansel burst through the door with the twins on his heels. The oldest Decathmor’s face, which was usually severe and serious, held an expression of sheer elation. 
 
    His chocolate brown eyes moved over the slaughtered bodies on the dais, and he smiled even wider. Ansel and his brother quickly climbed the stairs and reached up as they panted for breath. Their faces were red with exertion, but they didn’t seem tired from the battle, in fact, the battle seemed to bolster them more than usual. I turned to them with my arms spread wide and grinned to my brothers-in-law. 
 
    “Damn, what happened in here?” Amos asked as he leaped over a mage’s body severed completely in two. 
 
    “The powers of Master and his minions, duh.” Rana snorted as she placed her paws on her hips. 
 
    “I can see that, but you really did a number on these poor guys,” Adam snorted as he kicked over the corpse of a burnt body. “Did you even give them a chance to fight back?” 
 
    “We are taught never to allow your enemy an opening,” Annalise smiled to her older brothers. “You should’ve remembered that from training, you bone-head.” 
 
    Amos repeated what his sister just said in a higher-pitched voice then chuckled as the high queen punched him in the shoulder. 
 
    “I assume that all the tasks have been carried out?” I asked as I stepped closer and all childish antics from either of the twins stopped at once. 
 
    Their faces became somber, and they nodded vehemently as they stood on either side of Ansel. 
 
    “Yes, all mages within and outside of the fortress have been eliminated,” Ansel stated in his deep, raspy voice. “The Tintagal soldiers surrounded the outer wall and apprehended any enemy that attempted to escape us.” 
 
    “And the soldiers from Valasara, Machstein, and Canarta?” I inquired as I crossed my muscular arms over my chest. 
 
    “They’ve done excellent jobs,” Adam uttered as he stepped forward. “Makar and I guided them perfectly. You wouldn’t have thought they weren’t skilled in battle, I wish you could’ve seen them, Master, it was incredible.” 
 
    “Fantastic,” I grinned and nodded approvingly to them. “I am proud of each one of you.” 
 
    “What should we do now, Master?” Amos questioned. “All the mages are dead, and you’ll be moving on to the heavens soon.” 
 
    “Rest, I want each of you to rest easy knowing that you did a job well done,” I stated as I looked over my women. “We will prepare a feast and celebrate tonight, a small thanks for your servitude. You’ve pleased me well, and all of you will be blessed in our futures together. Now go, tell your men how they’ve pleased me and tonight, we will rejoice together!” 
 
    Amos and Adam didn’t wait or reply, they only grinned widely and tore off toward the door. I watched them with a faint smile on my face, the two men along with their older brother would be pillars in my coming kingdom, and I would use their skills well in the future. 
 
    “Thank you, Master,” Ansel murmured as he dropped to a knee and bowed respectfully before me. “For all that you have done and all you will do in the future. I will tell my men and relay your message.” 
 
    The eldest Decathmor slowly stood, bowed his head to me and then turned. We watched him leave the inner sanctum, and a silence fell over my minions. I faced them and held out my arms. My women enveloped me, their arms encircling my waist as I embraced them lovingly. 
 
    We stayed this way for a long time as their warmth surrounded me from all directions. I breathed each of them in, their differing scents comforting me in ways I couldn’t begin to explain. Heijing was the first to part from me, and she stared up into my eyes fervently. 
 
    “What shall we do, Master?” the Qianlong questioned as she slipped her tiny, delicate hands into the sleeves of her robe. 
 
    “Do as you wish,” I smiled down at them and caressed their cheeks. “This time is yours, use it as you see fit. You may rest, or eat, or mingle with the soldiers. Within the next few days, we will journey to the heavens and battle against the gods, but I want you to take all the time you need to recuperate.” 
 
    “I would like to go to Carmedy and watch over Filla,” Heijing stated plainly as she examined my face. “I am interested in the type of magic this small feline practices.” 
 
    “It’s not magic,” Rana giggled as she slung an arm around the dragon’s shoulders. “It’s alchemy, she’s really good at it too.” 
 
    “Sometimes I forget that you haven’t been with us the whole time,” Annalise smiled softly as she petted the Qianlong’s cerulean hair. “The same goes for Haruhi, there’s so much about us that you’ve yet to learn.” 
 
    “Then allow me to do this,” Heijing uttered as she turned to me, her round cheeks dusted pink from all the attention from her sisters. “Let me go to Carmedy and learn this strange al-chemy as you call it.” 
 
    “Of course,” I said as I inclined my head to her. “Carmedy should be in the medical tents with the other catkins.” 
 
    “Thank you, I will go now,” Heijing muttered, bowed her head to me and slipped away from the petting hands of her companions. 
 
    “What will the rest of you do?” I questioned through a smirk. 
 
    “I’m gonna go pester the troops!” Rana cried as she lifted a paw triumphantly into the air. “Maybe hang out with Ruituri and the other gods? I would like to know more about them.” 
 
    “I’m going to see my brothers and catch up with them,” Annalise shyly admitted. “I haven’t seen them since the battle against Tintagal, and I’ve missed them so much.” 
 
    “I will find a room and rest,” Morrigan uttered in her cold, emotionless voice as she reached up and stroked Fea. “I am tired and would like to converse with my companions for a short while.” 
 
    “And you, Haruhi?” I inquired as I turned to the dark-haired sage. 
 
    “Uhm, well, I heard that the Holy Order has an extensive library and I’d like to go through it,” Haruhi giggled as her hazel eyes sparkled at the idea of finding books hidden within the mages’ stronghold. “They might have books that my father might want, and I’m going to pick through them for a while.” 
 
    “Staying true to your roots,” the swordswoman chuckled in her raspy voice. “Your dad would be proud. Speaking of which, aren’t your dad and brother here?” 
 
    “Yeah, your dad was looking particularly excited for the battle with his axe,” the fox giggled. “He’d honestly be pretty frightening on the battlefield if you think about it. A little old man with glasses coming at you with a weapon twice the size of his body?” 
 
    “I’ll check up on them in a bit,” Haruhi nodded as she folded her arms behind her body. “I’m hoping to find a book of interest to bring to him while he’s resting. I just know that would make his day even better.” 
 
    “What are you going to do, Master?” Annalise asked as she raised her chocolate brown eyes to mine. 
 
    I already knew what needed to be done at this moment. Two things were weighing on my mind, and both of them needed to be done either today or tomorrow. There were three women out of my group who needed to be impregnated with my holy seed before we traveled into the heavens, and I was looking forward to the task.  
 
    “I’m not sure yet,” I smiled to all of them. “I may wander around the fortress for a while and see what they have hidden away from prying eyes.” 
 
    The children growing within Rana, Annalise, and Heijing were growing at a rapid rate compared to a mortal’s pregnancy, but it was to be expected. I was a god, and my kind’s gestation period was much faster than theirs. Godly pregnancies typically only lasted five months compared to a mortal’s nine.  
 
    The thought of my women having my children excited me. I’d been trapped in a dungeon for so long that the idea of getting married and having my own brood seemed unattainable. Now, it was all happening before my eyes, I had all the things I never thought I would, and soon, I would be the ruler over all things on earth. I was unbelievably happy, not even the Holy Order or the gods could stand in my way. 
 
    My women disbanded and slowly tramped down the stairs toward the door. As Haruhi passed me, I reached out, ran my gloved fingers over her bare arm, and slipped my fingers into hers. The sage turned, her eyes glittering and looked up into my face with confusion. 
 
    “Haruhi, may I speak to you in private for a moment?” I whispered in a hushed voice. 
 
    “Of course, Master,” the librarian murmured back as she tilted her head. “What is it?” 
 
    The rest of my women turned back and glanced at us over their shoulders. Only Rana and Annalise understood as they giggled and peeked at each other knowingly. Annalise knew that Rana already held my holy child within her and vice versa. It wasn’t a fact spoken aloud but a deep knowing within their changing bodies, and now, they knew that Haruhi was the next chosen to enter into the realm of godliness. 
 
    I kept my eyes on my other minions as they exited the room and held Haruhi’s hand tightly in mine. As soon as they were gone, I turned to her and looked deeply into her hazel eyes as the question edged to the tip of my tongue. The sage looked so beautiful with her head tilted back and her dark, almost black hair fluttering around her shoulders. I’d fallen in love with her so easily, and over our months apart, my heart had longed for her presence. 
 
    Haruhi was here with me now, not hundreds of miles away on the island of Nekoka, and it made my heart beat fast. The sage knew who I was from the moment she saw me and yet, she hadn’t judged me for the things I’d done. She’d opened her heart and arms to me without any second thoughts, and I thanked her every day for it. While we were apart in Tintagal, I couldn’t get the demure librarian out of my thoughts, and now, she was to be the fourth to receive my fertile seed. 
 
    I knew that this was something that Haruhi wanted, it was a dream that all of my minions held close to their heart. They all wanted to be my wives and to carry my children, and I would make all of those dreams come true. I would take them from mortality and into the realm of higher beings. Each of them would live on into eternity by my side, just as I wanted them to. 
 
    “Haruhi,” I whispered into her ear and goosebumps rippled over the librarian’s pale flesh as her plump lips parted softly. “There is something I must ask of you, a task that you must take up and carry.” 
 
    “What is it, Kazama?” Haruhi inquired and the sound of my name coming off her tongue so sweetly made my entire body swell with pleasure. 
 
    My name, the name she cried out in the silent library as I made love to her for the very first time. Haruhi was the first to speak it, the first to say it out in the open without fear or judgment since Isolda. It was the only time I had heard my name called so sweetly and now, I wanted her to scream it out again, to whisper it into my ear as I buried myself deep inside of her. 
 
    “There is something we must do for you to enter into the heavens alongside your sisters and me,” I stated, and the sage nodded along with my words fervently. 
 
    “Yes?” Haruhi prodded for me to go on. “We can’t enter into the heavens because we aren’t gods, correct?” 
 
    “You are very right,” I smiled softly as I reached out and stroked her soft locks. “To enter into the heavens, you must become a god.” 
 
    “…How is that possible, Master?” Haruhi asked with wide eyes that sparkled brilliantly in the surrounding light. 
 
    With all the infinite knowledge, the sage should’ve known, but it didn’t matter, I would tell her anyway. It may have been a task that needed to be done, but that didn’t mean we couldn’t enjoy it together. Any time that I made love to my precious minions was special, and I treasured our private moments together more than anything. 
 
    “The only way you can come along with me, Haruhi, is if I implant my god seed within your fertile womb,” I stated in a firm voice as I stared down at her. “My holy child must rest inside of you, and that is how you will travel with me and your sisters to the heavens. You and your sisters will become gods, mine and the children’s powers will transfer over to you. You will live forever, you will never have to fear death ever again…will you allow me to do this, Haruhi?” 
 
    The sage’s mouth dropped open in surprise, and her hazel eyes examined my face for any hint of deceit. She found none as she scrutinized me and then gasped loudly as she brought up both paws over her mouth. Tears welled in Haruhi’s eyes as her paws dropped, and she took a step closer to me. 
 
    “I will,” the librarian nodded as she took my hands into her own. “I will do it, Kazama, I will allow you to impregnate me with your seed. I’ve wanted this ever since I met you. I’d trade all the books in the world for the chance to bear you a child.” 
 
    I threw my head back and laughed loudly as I swept Haruhi up into my arms. The sage giggled softly as I thundered down the stairs and out of the sanctum. I turned down one of the halls, not knowing where I was going but not caring either. I hurried down the hall and then another until I found a door ajar. I lifted a heavy boot and smashed the door open. I examined the room beyond and smiled to myself at how perfectly fitting it seemed. 
 
    The room beyond looked to be a small study, tall shelves filled with books lined the walls with a squat desk in front of a wide, picture window. Papers and more open books were scattered over the well-worn desk, and I glanced at them for a few seconds. A small leather daybed was pressed against the single empty wall, and a light, woven blanket was tossed over its fabric. The room smelled of ink and parchment, the perfect place for the sage and I to create a new life inside of her womb. 
 
    Haruhi’s mouth opened slightly as she took in all the volumes stuffed into the shelves, but I wouldn’t let her linger on them for long. We had other things to attend to than books right now. The librarian was the gentlest of my minions, soft-spoken, and reserved. Not in a way like Morrigan or Heijing but in a quiet, studious way that made her incredibly endearing to me. 
 
    I hooked my foot around the door and closed it softly behind me with a click. Then I crossed the room with Haruhi still in my arms, and the sage laid back her head as she looked up at me sweetly. The light filtering through the window lit the room in a golden glow, and it filtered over the librarian’s face, making her skin radiate and sparkle. Dust motes spun through the sunbeam and swirled lazily as I stepped through them toward the low bed. 
 
    I gently placed Haruhi on top of it, and her hazel eyes moved over me. The librarian’s chest rose and fell heavily, and her dark hair pooled around her in waves. The leather of my gloved hands creaked as I reached out for her and began working at the shining buttons of her cyan dress. Painstakingly slow, I peeled the dress away from her, leaving her only in her lacy white underwear and the red ribbon she always wore around her neck. 
 
    With the ribbon in place, Haruhi looked to me like a present just begging to be unwrapped, and I leaned forward, my member throbbing in my pants and grabbed the end of the scarlet fabric. I tugged on it slowly as the bow came undone and snaked down her bare shoulder. The sage’s eyes fluttered closed and she whimpered against her closed lips. The ribbon shifted against her bare flesh, and this time, Haruhi moaned aloud at the sensual feeling racing across her skin. 
 
    Haruhi’s eyelashes trembled as she calmed her breathing and reached around her back to take off her bra. I watched intently as her deft hands got it in one try, and she held the intricate, white clothing in place as her eyes reopened. She teased me as she slowly slipped off one of the straps and then the other. 
 
     I couldn’t take it anymore. My right hand shot out, gripped the bra, and ripped it away from her savagely. 
 
    Haruhi’s large, pale breasts fell and bounced as they were freed from their confines. I took them in with hungry eyes, and the sage blushed profusely as she hid her face from me. The librarian had the largest breasts out of all my minions, and they were perfect in every way. Their fleshy tops were pale and soft, her areolas were large and a soft pink that matched the color of her lips. 
 
    Her nipples hardened instantly from the cool air, and I lunged forward, pinning the librarian to the daybed and taking one of her nipples into my mouth. I twirled my wet tongue around the erect nipple and shivers raced through Haruhi’s entire body. The librarian’s mouth fell open, and she moaned loudly as her paw cupped the back of my head. 
 
    I hardened even more as her airy gasps urged me on, and I leaned back, looming above her. Haruhi laid back against the leather exterior of the bed and looked up at me with heated eyes. I quickly took off my gloves and tossed them aside as I peeled away the rest of my armor. The sage hummed softly to herself as I pulled my pants away from my body to reveal my hard member. Haruhi gazed down at it with a possessive look in her eyes, and her paws reached for it. 
 
    My bare hands glided down her bare belly, tracing over her belly button then down to the soft lace of her panties. I traced lines and circles over her cloth-covered sex, and the sage wriggled beneath me. I hooked a finger under her panties and slipped two fingers inside of her womanhood. Haruhi was dripping wet, her body more than ready to receive me, but I wasn’t finished teasing her yet. I wanted her to beg and plead with me to fuck her, I wanted her mind to be filled with nothing but me, and until then, I would continue to tease her. 
 
    I pumped my fingers in and out of her so slowly that I felt each muscle in her small body tense around me. I watched her intently as her hips rose and fell with the pull and thrust of my skilled hand. Each time I pushed into her, Haruhi’s mouth fell open and dainty moan escaped her rosy lips. 
 
    In one swift movement, I gripped her lacy panties and tore the fabric away from her body in a loud rip. The fabric disintegrated in my hands, and I dove for her sex with an open mouth. I plunged my tongue into her, swirling it around her juices as she struggled for breath. I laid my palm flat against her pubic mound and pressed my thumb tightly against her clitoris. I stroked her tenderly, and with each sound she made, the harder I became. I wanted her more than anything, but I wanted her to cum, wanted to give her as much pleasure as she could take before I had mine. 
 
    “Master!” Haruhi cried out, and I pulled away, pressing soft kisses to the warm flesh of her inner thighs. 
 
    “That’s not my name.” I chastised as my eyes found hers, and the sage managed a smile. 
 
    “K-Kazama, please, more! More!” the librarian screamed as her paws found their way into my hair and guided me back between her legs. “Yes! Yes!” 
 
    My tongue swirled different shapes across her clitoris. The faster I moved, the more the sage reacted to me but what I liked most was watching her face as I teased her slowly. Her face was pinched, almost in pain as she took in all the ecstasy I poured out into her, and the librarian arched her back.  
 
    Haruhi tightened around my fingers as her bright, hazel eyes burst open. Airy whispers escaped her as she orgasmed for the first time, and I pumped my fingers in her gently. The sage bucked her hips against me as she moaned, and I took in her stunning face bathed in golden light. I pulled away from her and positioned myself above her body as I held my hard penis in one hand. 
 
    I held myself up with one hand as I looked deeply into her glossy hazel eyes. Her plump lips were moist, and she gazed back at me heatedly. Haruhi wrapped her arms around my neck as she lifted her hips and brushed the lips of her vagina against my head. I groaned through my teeth and savored the sensation for a moment. 
 
    Like all of my other minion’s, Haruhi had been a virgin the first time I’d made love to her and each time after was just as sweet as that time in the library. I’d wanted her so badly for so long, I would even guess since the first time we’d met her back on Machstein. She was mine now, just as the others were, and I would never give them up. 
 
     I knew that my women would never leave me, not even after finding out about my past. I was a god in human form, perfect in every way. I was a good Master and an even better lover.  
 
    I pressed the head of my penis against the warmth of Haruhi’s entrance, and the sage wriggled excitedly beneath me. The sage’s hands tugged at me desperately as she panted openmouthed and I slid into her. Haruhi tensed against me, not yet used to my girth and length but I went slow enough to relax the librarian. 
 
    “Kazama, please,” Haruhi gasped as she forced her hips upward, and I plunged into her deeply. “More! More! Fill me with your seed! I need it! Give it all to me!” 
 
    I couldn’t take it anymore, I slammed into her and let out a low growl as she wrapped around me like an exquisite silk. Haruhi leaned her head back and screamed as she dug her nails into my back. I pulled out slightly and gasped softly as I slammed back into her tight warmth. Then I gritted my teeth as I held back the orgasm that tittered on the edge and focused in on her radiant face. 
 
    Haruhi’s face was dotted with tiny, glittering beads of sweat, and her dark hair created perfect waves around her face. I drank her in as I moved inside of her even faster, and her large breasts bounced with each movement. I leaned forward and pressed my lips to hers, and she kissed me passionately. The sage’s arms tightened around me right as her sex did, and I purposely thrust in slower. Haruhi exploded into her second orgasm, her sweet voice lifting in the air like the sound of a bell, and I leaned into it. 
 
    I felt delirious, surrounded by the warmth and soft sounds of Haruhi. I dove into her faster, and suddenly, the sage bucked against me as she convulsed for the third time. My inner thighs dripped with her sticky juices, and the room was loud with the sound of our wet bodies slapping together in ecstasy. I could’ve continued on doing this all day and night, Haruhi’s body was like a fresh, sweet river deep in the mountains, and all I wanted to do was drink from her.  
 
    Each time Haruhi orgasmed, she screamed loudly, and I felt myself inch closer to my own peak. By the time I’d coaxed her to her twelfth and final orgasm, the librarian was shaking and barely able to keep her eyes focused. I knew it was time, and I panted heavily, the air in the room heated and scented from all our lovemaking. 
 
    I pushed into her and felt her vagina tighten on me as she hooked her legs around my back. I drove into her as I gritted my teeth, and each thrust drove me delirious with pleasure. Haruhi’s body was so soft, and I couldn’t hold back from touching her as I thrust into her madly. The librarian cried out even louder, and the sound rang in my ears like music. 
 
    My member throbbed inside of her and then tensed as the orgasm rose to the surface. It peaked and spiraled up as my semen shot into her pulsing womb as I made a final deep thrust into her.  
 
    Then I stayed deep in her tunnel as my penis erupted.  
 
    It was an unreasonable amount of seed, and it kept pouring into her tunnel as I stayed deep inside. Haruhi mewled softly with each surge, and I felt her body tremble again as the sensation of my seed filling her caused her to climax again. 
 
    I gasped for breath, my vision spinning and blurring around the edges as I held myself up with one arm as I emptied. Then it was over, and I rubbed my face then gazed down at the feline below me. Haruhi’s cheeks were rosy pink, and her lips parted softly as she stared back. My heart nearly burst from the amount of love for me she held in her eyes. I’d never been looked at that way until I met Isolda and my minions. My parents had looked at me with scorn, and the other gods detested me just as much. My women loved me with every ounce of their souls, and I felt the very same way. 
 
    I pulled out of Haruhi, and the sage clamped her legs tightly together with a whisper of a giggle so that none of my god sperm accidentally leaked out of her tight tunnel.  
 
    “You have done well.” I smiled at her with furrowed brows as she held them even tighter. I lay down nude beside her, and then Haruhi snuggled into my side, her body slick with sweat. I pressed a single kiss to her forehead, and the feline purred in response as her white ears twitched. 
 
    “I’ve read that you’re more likely to get pregnant if you keep all the seed within you for an extended period,” Haruhi explained as she wrapped her arms around me. 
 
    “That is correct, but you don’t need to do that.” I laughed lightly as I leaned back and stretched on the leather daybed. I turned my head as my dark hair splayed out around me and grinned down at the sage. Haruhi didn’t need to do that, I had already felt the spark of life within her. My fertile seed had taken root within her and now was blossoming just as it did with Rana, Annalise, and Heijing. We didn’t have to wait to find out if the librarian was pregnant, I had already sensed the second god’s presence in this room with us. 
 
    “Why not?” the sage asked indignantly. “I read it in multiple different books, so it has to be true!” 
 
    “You don’t need to because you’re already pregnant,” I grinned as I brought her closer, and her legs relaxed. “I can feel it already. It’s almost instantaneous for a god’s conception.” 
 
    “R-really?” Haruhi squeaked as she brought both paws to her stomach. “I am?” 
 
    “Yes, my dear,” I nodded as I rested my head in the crook of my arm behind my head. “You are well on your way to becoming a god. Soon, powers of your own will be discovered inside you.” 
 
    “Is that why Annalise grew wings? And Rana turned invisible during the battle?” the librarian asked excitedly. 
 
    “Yes, each of you will receive a different power that best suits your skills,” I informed her as I gazed down at her dewy face. “The ones that Annalise and Rana have are tailored perfectly to them. Their powers are a gift, and they will use them well in the future.” 
 
    “I wonder what type of power I’ll get.” Haruhi smiled as she laid flat on her back and looked up at the ceiling 
 
    “I’m not sure, my love, we’ll just have to wait and see,” I chuckled as I intertwined my fingers with hers. “But I can tell you one thing, they will be just as powerful and mesmerizing as the others. I promise you that.” 
 
    Haruhi stayed silent for a while, and I listened to her even breathing. Her natural scent comforted and soothed me, the librarian always smelled of eucalyptus and mint, and it welcomed me as we laid next to each other. My eyes found Haruhi’s as her plump lips parted, and she started to speak in a hushed voice. 
 
    “Do you think we’ll have a boy or a girl?” the librarian questioned softly. 
 
    I thought about it for a moment as I stared deeply into her hazel eyes. I was the eldest son of a long line of boys, but it didn’t matter to me which sex we had, all I wanted was them to be healthy and happy. I wanted each of my women to have as many children as they wanted and I would give them to my minions any time they asked. 
 
    “With you, Haruhi, I think I want a girl,” I sighed as my hand stroked the soft flesh of her arm. “Just as pretty and smart as you are.” 
 
    “That’s so sweet of you, Kazama.” Haruhi blushed a deep red, and I parted my lips to speak again. 
 
    “But first we must build a new kingdom for them,” I stated in a deep, serious voice. “They will only know a world where I am the lord and god over every living being.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Thirteen 
 
    We were on the cusp of the battle against the heavens as we rested within the walls of the Holy Order’s fortress. My soldiers and men didn’t seem to sense the tension in the air as the gods watched us from above, but my women and I felt it like a burning fire on our backs. My minions spent the afternoon attending to the tasks they’d specified to me, and as Haruhi and I left the small study, she parted from me toward the library. I spent my time in solitude, rolling thoughts and plans for the next coming days in my head. 
 
    Tonight, we’d celebrate the mages’ defeat in their massive dining hall with food and drink, but tomorrow was a very different plan. I needed to plant my holy seed within the last two of my minions tonight, and after that, in the early dawn of morning, my women and I would make the journey to the heavens. There were so many things that could go wrong in our battle against the gods, but I didn’t let any of them bother me. I was strong with limitless powers at my fingertips, but not only that, I had the holy weapon Allagis in my hands. My women’s skills had been honed to perfection, and I had no doubts in my mind that they would do well taking on the deities that waited for us. 
 
    I moved through the winding halls and passages of the Holy Order’s fortress as I took in everything around me. Once my minions and I left for the heavens, all of this place would be destroyed and built back up into my own kingdom. In a way, I wanted to place my castle here as a mockery of the mages. They’d thought they could kill my men and me easily but in the end they had succumbed to my power despite all their arcane abilities and my father’s assistance.  
 
    This place, the former Galencia, would take on a new name, and this was where I’d lay down my roots of power. My women would have a home here, a place to raise our children and reign as the true gods they would become. Each of them was strong in their own ways, but once their powers deepened and solidified in their mortal bodies, they would be undefeatable. In our future, my women would lay down their weapons for the final time and rest. It was what I wanted for them, though I’d trained them to be what they were now, I wanted them to never have to fight again unless they wanted to. 
 
    I found myself deep in the belly of the fortress and strode past the open doors of the kitchen. I peeked in through the wide double doors as wafts of different foods reached my nostrils. Twenty catkins bustled around the large room as they prepared the feast for the troops and me. The cat-people were unaccustomed to fighting, but from what Adam told me earlier, they’d done extremely well without much training. 
 
    I recognized Carmedy’s mother in the group of people, and the cat-woman raised her head as if she sensed my presence. Vivienne raised a flour-covered paw and waved to me excitedly. The cat-woman crossed the room quickly as she brushed off her paws on her white apron and came to stand in the doorway. Vivienne launched herself forward into a low bow as her soft-looking ears twitched happily. When she straightened, she gave me the widest smile and reached out for my gloved hands. 
 
    “Master, thank you for everything you’ve done,” Vivienne grinned and then gestured into the kitchen where more of the catkins worked tirelessly. “We hope that the food we’re preparing will please you.” 
 
    “Thank you very much, Vivienne,” I nodded as I placed a hand over her paws and smiled. “I’m sure that my women and I will enjoy everything you’ve prepared.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sure they will,” the older cat-woman giggled as she dropped my hands and smiled even wider. “Carmedy has already tried to sneak in five times to steal food since we started cooking, and I’ve had to shoo her out each time.” 
 
    Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed the telltale black hair and ears peeking out from around a corner. As soon as the alchemist’s green eyes met mine, she squealed and hid from me out of sight. I chuckled deep in the back of my throat as I shook my head. 
 
    “I’m not surprised, my wife sure does love to eat.” I snorted as I leaned out and tried to catch another glimpse of Carmedy. 
 
    “I don’t know where she or her brothers get it from,” Vivienne sighed as she shook her head. “The three of them nearly ate my poor husband and me out of house and home. I tell you what, Master, if my grandchildren are anything like the three of them, you better make sure the flow of food into the castle is more than enough.” 
 
    “I will make sure of that, Vivienne.” I chortled and gave the cat-women a gentle wave as she turned back into the fray of cooks. 
 
    I strode toward the end of the hall and then paused as I listened to the heightened heartbeat of my petite wife. I grinned mischievously to myself and jumped around the corner with a loud shout. Carmedy yelped in fear, fell back on her haunches and stared up at me with wide, emerald eyes. A half-eaten bun fell from her paws and rolled against the marble floor. 
 
    “Caught ya,” I smirked as I bent my knees and offered her a hand. “Trying to steal food from your own mother?” 
 
    Carmedy grumbled under her breath as she snatched up the fallen roll and dusted it off. 
 
    “That’s not funny, Master,” the feline pouted as she looked down at the roll. “Now I can’t eat this anymore.” 
 
    “I thought you were a firm believer in the five-second rule?” I questioned with a tilt of my head. 
 
    “Not anymore,” Carmedy stated decisively as she placed both paws firmly on her hips. “I can’t be a ruffian who eats food off the floor anymore. I’m your wife and someday after the battle against the gods, a queen. Can you imagine being a civilian, coming into the palace and seeing your respected queen pick up food from the floor and stuff it in her mouth? I’d be the laughingstock of the whole kingdom! So, I made the decision that I need to change my ways and be a dignified queen worthy of being by your side!” 
 
    I felt touched by Carmedy’s words though it wasn’t warranted. The feline reached out a paw and placed in my mine as I helped her to her feet. The alchemist looked down sadly at the bun and then placed it into her pocket to be discarded later. I hooked a finger under her chin and lifted her face to mine. I stared deeply into her sparkling green eyes and began to speak softly. 
 
    “Carmedy, I love you as you are, and if you don’t feel the need to change, don’t,” I whispered into her ear. “I will not judge you, and neither will your sisters. Even if a commoner comes into the palace and sees you doing something unsightly, do you think they will speak against you? I will be the king, and those who say anything against my women will be destroyed.” 
 
    “I know and thank you, Master,” Carmedy murmured as her cheeks flushed pink, and she lowered her face from me. “But this is something I need to do. I need to make a personal change, I don’t want to be looked down upon, especially if I’m going to be a queen, so this is it. No more eating food off the floor even if it has only been there for five seconds!” 
 
    “It isn’t needed, but I will support you either way,” I grinned as I slipped my hand into hers. “Now, let’s go find your sisters, the feast should be starting soon.” 
 
    “Okay! Heijing should still be in the medical tent, I left her there with Filla while I went to go get a snack.” Carmedy nodded as she led me down the hall toward the exit. 
 
    As we moved through the fortress, more and more of my troops filtered in. Each of them congratulated me on beating the Elders and winning the stronghold of Galencia. I was proud of them, all of these men from different countries had come together and worked in tandem perfectly. I caught glimpses of a few familiar faces in the crowd, Ezra and Adrian walking together, Shida with a few of the people from Machstein and even Malsumis.  
 
    We moved past them out into the courtyard, and I observed the damage done to the walls. Massive stones that had once held the partitions in place lay in crumbled heaps, and our boots crunched against small stones and pieces of rubble. Through the wide openings in both walls, I looked out over the entirety of Galencia. The once-mighty city was now nothing more than charred structures and collapsed-in buildings but beyond it was nothing but the blue waters of the ocean. 
 
    The sky and water met on the horizon and almost blurred together in perfect symmetry. Soft-looking white clouds floated by, and I placed my hands on my hips as I smiled down at the remnants of Galencia. I’d taken the Holy Order’s stronghold and destroyed it with my bare hands, and now, it was in the perfect state to be molded and changed into my vision. 
 
    The only tents still up outside the fortress were the medical tents, and Carmedy and I headed toward them silently. The feline opened up the starched white flap for me, and I stepped inside. Rows of beds lined the tents' billowing walls, and a few catkins moved around in white doctor’s garb as they mixed together potions. Only six of the beds were occupied, and it relieved me. Not many of my troops had been injured and those that were had only minor wounds that could be healed easily. 
 
    I didn’t recognize any of the men in the beds, but they all smiled up at me and raised their hands excitedly. Each of them chanted out my name, and I bowed my head to each of them as we passed. At the far corner of the room, Heijing sat in a squat chair next to the bed where Filla laid. 
 
    The blonde’s face was cleaned, and her skin had a rosy glow to it. Filla was sleeping peacefully with her hands folded over her stomach, and as we came closer, the Qianlong took notice of us. The dragon slowly stood, glanced down at the sleeping woman as she shifted in the cot and moved quietly closer. 
 
    Heijing’s icy blue eyes met mine and then shifted over to Carmedy. The petite feline grinned widely at her sister and opened her arms wide to the Qianlong. I could tell that this was something that Heijing wasn’t yet quite used to, but over time, she’d learn to accept the affection from my other minions. 
 
    The Qianlong stepped awkwardly into the hug as she gave me a sheepish smile and patted the alchemist’s back. As Heijing moved away and folded her hands inside of her intricate robe, she opened her mouth to speak. 
 
    “Thank you for teaching me today, Carmedy,” the Qianlong whispered as her round cheeks flushed a rosy pink, and she leaned forward in a low bow. “I hope that you will show me more in the future and I can become as competent as you are in the art of alchemy.” 
 
    “Of course!” Carmedy giggled as she launched herself at the dragon and wrapped her arms around the tiny woman. “I’ll teach you anything you want! You were such a good student! You should’ve seen her, Master! She listened to everything I said and didn’t make any mistakes! When I first started practicing alchemy, that’s all I ever did, but not Heijing! She mixed up a sleeping potion perfectly on her first try! Filla fell asleep right away, I was so proud of her!” 
 
    “You’re an excellent alchemist, Carmedy,” I stated as I reached out and ruffled the cat’s short, black hair. “I’m not surprised that Heijing learned so quickly.” 
 
    “According to Carmedy, Filla will sleep for the rest of the evening,” Heijing uttered as she turned back and looked at the woman in the far bed. “What will happen to her after we leave for the heavens?” 
 
    “I’ll make sure she’s taken care of until we return, she’s been through enough,” I stated as I let my eyes wander over Filla’s smooth face. 
 
    I moved away from my women and stepped closer to Filla’s cot. I knelt down beside her quietly and looked into her face. The strange sense of nostalgia washed over me again as I took in all of her features. It astonished me, Filla looked like a replica of Isolda in almost every way. There were a few differences here and there, but they were barely noticeable. If I’d seen her in a crowd, I would’ve thought that my long lost love had been resurrected from the dead. 
 
    I reached out softly and stroked her warm, pink cheek. I couldn’t deny the pain throbbing in my chest, or the undying need to make sure that this woman was taken care of. I breathed in deeply as my eyes closed for a few seconds and ran my fingers through her long, wheat-colored hair. I rose to my feet and looked away from Filla, She would have a place in my kingdom too, a place where she was safe and no longer in danger from the Holy Order or the gods. 
 
    They tried to lure me in with Filla, and in a way, it had worked. I loved Isolda with all of my heart, and this woman was part of my first love. I sighed softly under my breath as I took one last glance back at her over my shoulder, and when I turned back to my minions, they welcomed me with open arms. 
 
    Carmedy and Heijing embraced me tightly, and their natural scents comforted me in my moment of need. I made a silent promise to them that I would protect them and care for them for the rest of their lives, Filla included. She may not have been Isolda or one of my minions, but to me, she was still part of this just as much as my women were. She’d been forced into the middle of this by the Holy Order, and now, I needed to take her under my wing. 
 
    “How you seen the rest of your sisters?” I asked as I dropped my arms to my sides, and Heijing nodded slowly. 
 
    “I saw Annalise going into the fortress with her brothers and a few of the Tamarisch soldiers. They said they were going in to get the hall ready for the feast, and when I went out to get water for the other patients, I saw Rana hanging around with the three gods. They seemed to be enjoying her company, but they also went inside to set up the hall.” 
 
    “What about Morrigan?” I questioned, and the Qianlong shook her head as did Carmedy. 
 
    “No, she said she was going up to her room to rest.” The alchemist stated. 
 
    “The feast should be starting soon,” I said as I looked over the men resting in the few beds. “Why don’t we gather everyone and head inside together?” 
 
    “Sounds like a good idea!” Carmedy giggled as she looped her arm through mine and Heijing’s. “Let’s go!” 
 
    Finding the others was quite easy like Heijing had said, both Rana and Annalise were inside the grand hall preparing for the feast and right as we entered, Morrigan appeared from one of the adjoining passages. Fea and Macha flapped through the air and then settled down on each of her thin shoulders. 
 
    “Put that table over there! Let’s place them in long rows so we can all see each other when we’re eating,” Annalise shouted to Amos and Adam as the two twins lugged around a rugged-looking table. “Oh, hi guys!” 
 
    The high queen waved to us excitedly as she crossed the room in long strides. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched as Amos dropped his end of the table, sighed loudly and wiped sweat from his brow. Adam slammed his end down onto the marble floor and threw his hands into the air, exasperated. 
 
    “Amos, you can’t just drop your end and leave all the weight to me!” the older twin shouted across the expansive table between them. “I can’t carry it all by myself!” 
 
    “I’m tired! Can’t someone else do this?” Amos whined as he fanned himself dramatically. 
 
    “Stop complaining, you big baby, and get back to work!” Annalise chuckled as she whipped her head in their direction. 
 
    “I’m not a big baby,” Amos grumbled as he grabbed his end of the table and picked it up with the help of his twin. 
 
    “Do you need any help?” Carmedy asked happily as she bounced on the balls of her feet. 
 
    “No, we’re almost done here actually,” the swordswoman chuckled as she surveyed the room. “That’s the last table that needed to be moved.” 
 
    I stepped back and looked over all the work the Decathmor siblings had done with the help of Rana and the other gods. The redhead helped place crude-looking chairs around the tables with Ruituri, and the two women spoke animatedly to each other. The fox’s head fell back with loud laughter as the grey-haired goddess whispered something to her. 
 
    Six rows of long tables spanned most of the room where my troops would sit together and enjoy their meal. The tables spanned all the way to the large oak doors that led out into the halls and at the far end of the room, stood another table running adjacent to the others. I recognized the large thrones placed along its lengths from when we attended a feast back on Machstein. They were the thrones the people had made especially for my minions and me, but now, there were two newly made chairs on the ends for Haruhi and Heijing. 
 
    Domor and Bellum walked along the rows of tables and chairs with large trays in their hands. Each tray held baskets of steaming baked bread, and they placed them every few paces on the tabletop. Carmedy licked her lips hungrily as she stared down at the baskets filled with baked goods but held her paws stoically behind her back. 
 
    The only two people missing from our collective groups were Haruhi and my brother, Malsumis but they filtered in together. My brother and the sage’s heads were inclined to each other as they spoke softly. Haruhi held a small book close to her chest, and once she caught sight of us, she broke away from my brother and rushed over. 
 
    “Master!” the librarian cried as she held the book out. “I found the perfect one to give to my father! He’ll be so happy!” 
 
    I took the tome from her hands and examined the pristine cover. I flipped through the pages, but they were written in a language I’d never seen before, but the hand-drawn pictures inside were beautiful and bursting with color. 
 
    “I’m so glad, my love, I’m sure he’ll be very happy with it.” I grinned as I handed it back. 
 
    Behind me, hungry soldiers began to pour in through the wide hall door and find their chairs. It was nearly time for the feast to begin, and I slipped my hands into Annalise’s and Rana’s as I led them toward our table. My women followed after me excitedly as a small door behind the table slammed open and Carmedy’s mother, Vivienne stepped through with a tray piled high with steaming food. More catkins followed after her with more food, others with trays filled with empty cups and bottles of spirits. 
 
    “It’s almost time.” Amos snickered to his brother, and Adam stifled a loud bark of a laugh as he nodded in agreement. 
 
    “Alright, let’s go get ready.” Adam grinned as he pushed his brother out the door. 
 
    “What are you two planning?” Annalise and Ansel asked at the same time, but the twins didn’t answer, only raced off in the opposite direction. 
 
    I led each of my women to their chairs then strode over to my enormous, carved throne and stood between it and the table. All of my soldiers found their places and then turned and waited for me to speak. I raised my hands high over my head for silence, and it fell over them heavily. I looked out over the huge mass of them and felt pride swell in my chest. 
 
    “Let me be the first to congratulate you on your hard work,” I boomed for all to hear as I turned my head and looked into each face. “Without you and your help, this battle wouldn’t have been won. We stormed Galencia as one army, not six different countries. The men that sit beside you, across from you, all around you are not strangers but instead your brothers-in-arms under my control. We are all family here, and as my women and I take the next step into the heavens, you will stay here and build a new kingdom for all of us. This is a land united, and we will stay that way for the rest of eternity! You are not Tamarisch soldiers, or Tintagal soldiers, or Valasara soldiers, you are all one united under my power!” 
 
    “Hear, hear!” Ansel shouted as he rose from his chair and lifted his full cup into the air. 
 
    “Our unified forces are the largest army ever seen, and if anyone should stand against us, we will wipe them from existence. We are the strongest force on earth and soon to be in the heavens. Tonight, we celebrate your bravery and courage out on the battlefield. You are the true heroes of this day! Without you, none of this would’ve been accomplished, and for that, I thank you!” 
 
    I lifted the filled goblet in front of me to my troops and took a gulp of the scarlet liquid. The troops roared loudly, rising from their chairs and clapping their hands. I grinned and spread my arms wide to them. My soldiers slowly quieted down and sat back in their seats as plates piled high with food were placed in front of them. 
 
    Vivienne brought her tray closer and began handing out food to my women and me. My stomach rumbled as I stared down at the metal plate filled with an enormous baked potato split down the middle with melted butter, a golden brown turkey leg and a cutlet of mutton. More plates of food were placed on the table around me, and all the delicious scents wafted over me. 
 
    Carmedy was the first to begin eating, though not as violently as she used to. The alchemist lifted her fork, eyed me with a small smile, and raised the tiniest bite to her mouth. The feline’s emerald eyes rolled back in their sockets, and she groaned audibly as she savored the food. 
 
    Rana, Annalise, Heijing, and Haruhi all refused the wine offered to them and their cheeks flushed pink as Vivienne gave them a knowing look. My children rested within their wombs, and they wouldn’t dare harm them with drink during this celebration. 
 
    We all dug in, and the sounds of eating and talk filled the room. Each dish I tried was scrumptious, and each time I downed my cup of wine, it was quickly refilled by one of the serving catkins. 
 
    Evening settled upon us as we each ate our fill and a light buzz of drunkenness settled over my tired mind. Right as I lifted my cup to my lips again, a small carved door to the left of me slammed open, and Adam pranced in, wearing the black robes of an Elder. The older twin held a wooden lute in his hands and began to strum it excitedly. 
 
    Ansel, who was already inebriated, threw back his head and guffawed up at the ceiling. The oldest Decathmor slammed his meaty fists against the table, and soon, other Tamarisch soldiers joined in excitedly. 
 
    “Quiet now, quiet now!” Adam shouted to the crowd as he lifted his free hand and the lute into the air. “Let me sing you a song to soothe your souls and tingle your ears!” 
 
    The fists pounding the tables stopped and hung in the air as the oldest twin brought down the lute and began to strum it softly. 
 
    “I dreamed a dream the other night,” Adam’s voice lifted into the air and again, Ansel roared with laughter as he sang along with the familiar song. 
 
    “Lowlands, lowlands away!” Ansel boomed in his deep voice, and the soldiers near him joined in. 
 
    “My love, she came, all dressed in white,” Adam sang even louder as he dropped his hands from the lute and gestured toward the still-open door. 
 
    It was my turn to throw back my head and laugh as Amos flounced in wearing the signature Holy Order robes. The younger twin held the fabric out from his body in both hands femininely as he smiled to the crowd. 
 
    “I dreamed my love came to me in my sleep,” Adam sang in a sorrowful voice, and Ansel threw his hands into the air with a roar. 
 
    “Enough with the slow songs!” Ansel shouted. “We are here to celebrate, not cry! This is a party! Not a funeral!” 
 
    The oldest Decathmor rose from his chair and waved his hands for his brothers to stop. The twins stared at him in shock as Ansel lifted his cup, drank sloppily from it, and then took the lute from Adam’s hand. My eyes widened as the oldest Decathmor played a fast and skillful song as his oaky voice lifted into the air. 
 
    “Oh, whiskey is the life of man! Whiskey from an old tin can!” Ansel sang as he stepped up onto his empty chair. 
 
    “Whiskey-o, Johnny-o. Rise her up from down below. Whiskey, whiskey, whiskey-o!” The Tamarisch soldiers joined in as they slammed their full cups together and threw them back. 
 
    Slowly, the other soldiers began to join in, standing from their chairs and swinging their cups along to the beat. 
 
    “Up aloft this yard must go! John, rise her up from down below!” Carmedy clapped from beside me and soon, all of my women joined in. 
 
    Ansel took one sure step onto the table still filled with plates and food and began to dance a complicated jig. The oldest Decathmor’s hands strummed the lute madly as he twirled and sang out even louder. 
 
    “Now whiskey made me pawn me clothes!” Ansel shouted as he gestured to his fine Tamarisch armor. “And whiskey gave me a broken nose!” 
 
    Ansel tapped his nose and then laughed loudly as Amos mimed slugging Adam across the face. The older twin lurched back and dramatically fell to the floor as he held his face. Both of them cackled loudly as all of my soldiers began to sing the chorus again. 
 
    “Whiskey-o, Johnny-o. Rise her up from down below. Whiskey, whiskey, whiskey-o! Up aloft this yard must go! John, rise her up from down below!” We all sang as we lifted our spilling cups to our lips and drank heartily. 
 
    “I thought I heard the old man say ‘I treat me men decently! Give them whiskey twice a day!’“ Ansel shouted as he strode down the table laden with food and drink and kicked a few out of his way. “A glass of whiskey all around! And a bottle full for the shanty man!” 
 
    Ansel’s fingers were a blur over the lute’s strings, and as the song finished, he threw the instrument into the air and jumped from the end of the table. The audience watching went wild and slammed their hands together in applause. Loud hoots and hollers sprung from different tables, and Ansel came to stand in front of them, taking low bows after his performance. 
 
    I laughed loudly, clapping along with them as Amos took the lute from Adam’s hands and began another song, sending my men into a flurry of dancing and singing. 
 
    “Sally Brown, she’s the girl for me, boys!” Adam shouted for all to hear as he high-stepped across the room. 
 
    “Roll boys, roll boys, roll!” the armies answered back in song. 
 
    “Oh, way down South, way down South, boys!” the oldest twin smiled as he beat his fingers against the wood of the lute. “Oh, bound away, with a bone in her mouth, boys!” 
 
    This was how the night went, full of food, drink, and good company. We filled our bellies and drank until there was no more. As the night dragged on, my women stood from their chairs and pulled me out onto the floor. We danced together with our friends surrounding us and with each new song, our spirits were bolstered even more. We stayed like this until the candles around us burned down, and most of my soldiers passed out at the tables with drinks still in their hands. 
 
    Tomorrow, we would travel to the heavens and fight the largest battle we’d had yet but tonight, we would enjoy ourselves. I saw different sides of each of my women as they danced and played around me. Heijing opened up even more and seemed to blossom from the jovial atmosphere. She intertwined her hands with Morrigan’s and danced around me as her light laughter reached the ceiling. 
 
    I was so happy at this moment, and that is how I wanted to stay. Once I was lord and king over everything, this was how every night would be. The rest of my life would be a celebration, surrounded by my joyous women and the offspring I’d placed within them so carefully. The future I dreamed of for so long was at my fingertips, and all I had to do was step forward and take it.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fourteen 
 
    I found my way back to the room I’d chosen to stay in while we stayed within the Holy Order’s fortress and as I fell drunkenly into the lush blankets, two silhouettes appeared in the open doorway. My eyes focused in on them, and both Carmedy and Morrigan leaned against the wooden supports as they looked at me with heated eyes. I sensed the desire within them as both of my women entered into the dim room. 
 
    In the time between leaving the banquet hall and finding my room, the two women had changed into silky looking robes tied around their slim waists. The draping fabric reminded me vaguely of Heijing’s outfit, and I sat up in the cushy bed as they came closer. 
 
    “You have been keeping something from us, Master,” Morrigan whispered as she floated closer, her delicate, pale hands working at the knot of fabric around her middle. 
 
    The wrap loosened and widened, giving me a view of her large, voluptuous breasts as her hardened nipples rubbed against the red robe. 
 
    “We feel left out now,” Carmedy purred as she came around the bed and crawled over its soft surface. “We know you had to keep it a secret, but now we’re here for our prizes.” 
 
    “Are you now?” I smirked back as I slowly peeled my armor away from my body and felt my member harden within my leather pants. “How did you find out about this big secret, my loves?” 
 
    “My powers are stronger, Master,” Morrigan whispered as she let the red robe drop to the floor and revealed her naked body to me. “I sensed the change within the others. At first, it was simply a soft spark of god’s magic, but as time passed on, it knew it couldn’t simply be a power transfer from you. It was a holy child conceived from your seed, and now we’ve come for ours too.” 
 
    “How did you know, Carmedy?” I chuckled as the feline untied her own robe and tossed it away from the bed as she pawed at me excitedly. 
 
    “Unlike Morrigan, I don’t have any magical powers to detect a change within their bodies,” the alchemist murmured into my ear as her paw wandered down between my legs. “But when all of them declined wine at the party tonight, I knew something was up. Rana never turns her nose up at alcohol, and it immediately made me suspicious. I asked them about it, but all of them made excuses. We’ve been together for a long time, Master, I can tell when my sisters are lying straight to my face.” 
 
    “Ah, I see,” I grinned as I leaned my head back and stifled a groan as Carmedy’s paw found my erect member. “Now it’s your turn?” 
 
    “Yes, Master,” the elven woman smiled as she crawled up the bed between my legs and hovered over my penis. “Now it’s our turn, we don’t mind if we have to share.” 
 
    “No, we’re sisters after all, and we’ve shared you this entire time, why not do the same here too?” Carmedy smiled as her paw stroked me faster. 
 
    I brought a closed fist to my lips and groaned into it as Morrigan lowered herself over my throbbing member and took it into her mouth. I had never made love to two of my minions at the same time, and this certainly would be a new experience for the three of us, not that I was opposed to it. I loved my minions deeply, and I knew that they cared for and loved each other just as much as I did. 
 
    My hand snaked its way into the elven woman’s white hair and guided her mouth slowly. I leaned my head back against the pillows as I groaned, and Carmedy’s mouth found mine. My free hand went to the feline’s breast and squeezed it hard. Their bodies were wrapped around me in this small den of pleasure, and their natural scents were intoxicating as they wafted over me. 
 
    Morrigan’s tongue stroked my penis as she moved even faster, and I groaned loudly as I suppressed the orgasm rising to the surface. I hadn’t even started pleasuring them, so I couldn’t let myself peak just yet. Right as I felt like I couldn’t stand it anymore, Morrigan pulled away from me, precum dripping from the corner of her mouth as she smiled down at me. 
 
    The elven woman shifted her position as she held my member in place and slowly lowered herself onto it. I moaned against closed lips as the tip of my penis brushed against her moist entrance. Then I raised my hips and pushed into her warmth as I threw back my head. The feeling was so intense that I instantly closed my eyes and gripped onto Carmedy’s breast harder. 
 
    My left hand found its way in between the feline’s legs, and I slipped two fingers into her womanhood. Carmedy moaned as her head fell back, and her black tail whipped excitedly behind her. I pumped inside of Carmedy faster, and the cat-girl’s tail shot out and wrapped itself around my wrist. Her tail tugged at me faster, and I followed her movement as her walls tightened around my fingers in her first orgasm. Carmedy bucked her hips against me as she cried out, and her voice was like music. 
 
    Morrigan’s pale, curvy body loomed over me as she rested her palms against my shoulders and slammed her body against mine. Soft elven words spilled from her plump, ruby-red lips as she rode me faster, and I could feel the tension in her body begin to tighten like a spring. Then the white-haired elf threw her head back and moaned as her womanhood tightened and convulsed around my member. 
 
    I slipped my fingers out of Carmedy’s body and gripped Morrigan’s hips tightly in my hands as I moved her on top of me faster. The feline giggled to herself as she slipped behind the white-haired woman and massaged Morrigan’s large breasts. The elf’s head rocked back and rested on Carmedy’s shoulder. 
 
    I couldn’t believe my eyes as the feline massaged Morrigan’s body and coaxed the elf to orgasm along with me. The elven woman rode me faster, her body rocking with tremors of pleasure. The view before me was so beautiful, each of their faces flushed with sweat and ecstasy. I couldn’t take it anymore as Morrigan’s vagina tightened around me in her second orgasm. 
 
    The elven woman and I came together, her pleasure becoming my own as I poured my seed into her fertile womb. Morrigan’s dark eyes fluttered closed as her mouth fell open, and more elven words fell from her lips. I couldn’t understand what she said, but I knew she was screaming out in intense pleasure. As her eyes reopened, she stared down at me in wonder as an obscene amount of my sperm spilled into her. Morrigan smiled, and the elven woman brought her plump lips to mine as I continued to pump my seed into her like a geyser.  
 
    We kissed for a minute until our climaxes had passed, and then I felt the instantaneous spark from inside of her belly as she slid off me. The white-haired elf laid beside me and breathed heavily as she regained her composure. Morrigan’s pale hands pressed against her belly as she smiled at me sweetly. 
 
    “Thank you, Master,” the elf whispered. “Thank you for your seed. I’ve wanted this for so long.” 
 
    “My turn! My turn!” Carmedy cried as her paws grabbed at me, and I chuckled deep in the back of my throat at her enthusiasm. 
 
    I turned my eyes toward Carmedy and with a low grunt, grabbed her by the waist and switched positions with her. The alchemist gasped softly, and her cheeks flushed even more pink as I stared down at her with lustful eyes. I glanced over at Morrigan, and the elven woman edged closer, her hands snaking over to cup Carmedy’s breasts. 
 
    I loved each of them, and I loved how both of them worked together to bring me pleasure. Seeing them like this brought out a new side of me, and I wondered how many times we would do this together in the future. I was enjoying myself, and it seemed that both Carmedy and Morrigan were too. Though I knew that my women wanted their private time with me, this was something I wanted to do again with them in the future. My love with them was special, and in this joined experience, all of us felt the flow of it around the entire room. 
 
    I positioned myself over Carmedy and pressed the head of my still wet penis against her entrance. The feline moaned softly as she turned her head softly to the side, but Carmedy lifted her hips, begging to be entered. I slammed into her, just the way that the cat-woman liked, and she threw back her head with a soft moan as a climax immediately took control of her body. 
 
    I thrust into her madly, and the kitten’s whimpers lifted and rose into high screams as she grappled onto me desperately. I felt delirious, surrounded by their warm, lustful bodies and sounds. I didn’t want it to end, I wanted to stay here inside of them forever as I gazed over both of their stunning faces. 
 
    Carmedy’s small face was pinched, almost as if she were in pain, but I knew that not to be true. The petite feline was overcome with pleasure, and I could tell from the way her thighs shook around me, that she was close to her second orgasm. I pumped into her fast and more savagely than ever, and the cat’s legs tightened around me. 
 
    I groaned loudly, my vision going blurry around the edges as another orgasm rose to the surface, but I pushed it down, wanting to please my women before I had another. Their pleasure was my pleasure, and I wanted to fill both of them to the brim with my love. Even though my holy seed was already very much alive within Morrigan, I wasn’t finished with her just yet. The elven woman had only come twice, and I wasn’t satisfied with that. 
 
    I wanted to exhaust them, wanted them not to be able to walk for the next few hours after I was finished with them, and I wouldn’t stop until that goal was accomplished. 
 
    Carmedy’s emerald eyes met mine as her voice rose even higher, and her womanhood tightened around me for the second time. I groaned, my eyes slitting closed as I pumped into her and allowed her to ride her orgasm out. The feline’s eyes fluttered closed as her nails dug into my back, but that didn’t stop me as I moved even faster. 
 
    Morrigan’s pale hands moved over Carmedy’s round breasts as she whispered sweet words into the cat-girl’s ears. Sweat dripped down my forehead as I gasped for breath, pleasure building in my groin as I slammed into Carmedy’s core. I couldn’t hold off any longer as Carmedy’s walls tightened furiously around me, and I roared with life as I emptied my frothy seed into her womb. I kept pumping as I let it all out, filling her to the brim and creating the child she desperately wanted. 
 
    Carmedy cried out, lifting her legs and holding them in the air as she took all of my sperm in. I could tell from her pink, exhilarated face that this was what she wanted. When I took her virginity, that is what she told me, she wanted to receive my seed and carry my children. It was her deepest wish, and now I was making it come true. 
 
    Life bloomed within Carmedy’s body, and I knew that my last and final child was conceived. I pulled away from her and flopped down in between them. Morrigan and Carmedy curled around me, their bodies intertwining with mine as their hands wandered over my chiseled form. I wrapped my arms around their shoulders and brought them closer, laying soft kisses to their foreheads. 
 
    I stared up at the ceiling and breathed until my heart calmed itself in my chest. I wasn’t finished with either of them, but for now, I needed to rest. I glanced over at Morrigan first, and her eyes met mine as she smiled widely. Carmedy mewled softly into my chest as she rested a paw over her belly. 
 
    Each of my women held one of my holy children within them now, and my minions could travel to the heavens along with me. It was more than just a task for me to impregnate them, it was something that I’d wanted for a very long time. When I’d met Isolda, I’d dreamed of one day marrying her and having children with her, but that dream was savagely ripped away from me. 
 
    The gods would never take anything away from me again, not my women or my children. I may have been a god when they threw me from the heavens, but I was much stronger now, I could stand against them without the fear of losing. The heavens would pay for what they did to me, but not just to me, I would destroy them for the Tichádáma, for Athar, Euron, and…even for my brother. 
 
    Though I detested him, and he deserved everything he’d received, the gods had still cast him from the heavens for nothing. Learning about the three creators had opened my eyes to a lot of the things the gods had done, and they needed to pay. My father wanted all mortals dead for nothing more than merely existing, and that was not what the creators wanted. He would pay for what he’d done to humans and other living things alike, I would make sure of it. 
 
    Somewhere in the heavens, the three creators, Nirankar, Akal, and Alakh Niranjar, still lived peacefully out of the sightline of the holy council. I wanted to speak with them, see them in real life and ask them why they didn’t step in when the other deities wandered away from their teachings. I wasn’t sure if I would have to kill them, but they were still part of this one way or another. They’d let my father get away from this for too long, these three were supposed to be the protectors of all mortals, but they’d simply stepped aside for my father’s preposterous cardinal rules. 
 
    Nirankar, Akal, and Alakh Niranjar created this universe, molded the earth and its inhabitants by hand and yet they stepped aside when their people started to kill them. It was something I just couldn’t understand, and I would ask them why they allowed any of this to happen. If the cardinal rules hadn’t existed in the beginning, Isolda and I would’ve lived long happy lives together… 
 
    I cast those thoughts away from me as they trailed back to Isolda. I couldn’t think of my first love right now, not when her descendant had been tortured and almost killed by the Holy Order. Thankfully, I’d reached her in time and saved her from a death she didn’t deserve. The gods needed to pay for what they did to me, Isolda, and now Filla, too. They used the blonde woman like a pawn in their plan to trap me, and that was unforgivable. 
 
    I stroked Carmedy and Morrigan’s hair tenderly as we all rested, and I turned my thoughts toward the future. We lay together in the former land of Galencia and soon, all the structures, including the fortress we were in right now, would be leveled. My kingdom would be built on the blood and bones of the Holy Order, and I would reign there until the end of time. 
 
    My eyes wandered over my minions’ bodies and rested on their flat stomachs. Inside of their wombs, my children had just come to be, and soon, they would grow and blossom like wildflowers. I wondered what type of powers my children would give each of my women. Rana and Annalise were already starting to discover their own, and I couldn’t wait to see what the others would receive. I knew that each power would be harnessed by the skills they already had, and they would be reborn as gods. 
 
    I imagined our future with the trove of deity children in the newly made palace, and it warmed my heart. I’d lived most of my life in the heavens along with people who scorned me at every turn and then I spent the other half trapped in a subterranean dungeon where I saw no one, except for a few stray adventurers. I never thought that any of this would happen, that four adventuring women would wander into my dungeon and agree to set me free. 
 
    It seemed impossible, almost unbelievable. They’d found me, freed me and gave me a family I never knew I needed. They opened their hearts to me, though some of them were uneasy like Rana, they still accepted me even after I told them who I really was. I’d told my minions my true name and the horrors that came with it, but they still chose to stay by my side. I couldn’t have asked or prayed for more, I had everything I ever wanted, and I would never let anyone take it away from me. 
 
    The future was limitless, boundless with no end in sight. I was all-powerful, and no man nor god could stand in my way with a chance of walking away alive. I’d protected my minions this entire time, kept them safe and secure during each battle and trained them well enough for them to fend for themselves. A time was coming where they would lay down their weapons and assume other roles. I wondered how they would take it, would they miss the life we’d once lived? We’d destroyed countless dungeons and killed many gods that laid in our path, but I had to wonder, would they miss that life? 
 
    We’d faced so much uncertainty, and nothing during our journey was guaranteed, but we made a little family, my women and me. I was so thankful for them, my original four and the two we’d picked up along the way. I’d taught them how to fight, but more importantly, they’d taught me how to love. Yes, Isolda was my first love, but now that I looked back on it, it didn’t seem as real to me as it once did. My feelings for my first love were true and pure, but they were nothing compared to the emotions tied to each of my minions. 
 
    I couldn’t bring Isolda back, and I couldn’t change what the gods did to her, but I could make up for it with her descendant. Filla may not have been one of my minions, but I made a silent promise to my lost love that I would protect Filla, keep her safe and out of harm’s way. I hadn’t been able to do those things for Isolda, but I would make sure that I would do them for Filla. Isolda’s descendant would have a special place in my kingdom, and I would make sure that she lived a long and happy life that my first love didn’t get to have. 
 
    I knew that Isolda watched over my minions and me, and I would make sure that she saw me do right by her and Filla. I sighed loudly as I closed my eyes and pushed away all the emotions attached to my lost love. I willed myself to let her go just as I did when I spoke to her from the spirit realm, but this was the last time. I couldn’t hang onto her anymore, the one I’d given my heart to so long ago was gone, and there was nothing I could do to change that. 
 
    “What’s the matter, Master?” Carmedy whispered as she cupped my face. “You looked pained all of a sudden. Did we not please you? Did we do a bad job?” 
 
    “I don’t think that’s it, Carmedy.” Morrigan murmured back as the pale woman sat up and looked into my face. 
 
    “No, I’m fine,” I grinned back as I stroked both of their bodies with my calloused hands. “I was just thinking back on my life and looking forward into the future.” 
 
    “I’m so excited!” the alchemist giggled as she rubbed her lower abdomen. “We’re gonna have a baby! If it’s a boy, I’m gonna name him Hotdog!” 
 
    “I am not surprised.” Morrigan smiled softly as she too pressed her hands to her stomach. 
 
    “What are you going to name your baby, Morrigan?” Carmedy giggled as she brought her knees to her chest and hugged them tightly. 
 
    “Daemeon if it is a boy,” the elven woman replied easily. “Mizu if it is a girl.” 
 
    “Wow, those are beautiful names.” the alchemist sighed as she laid back against the plush blankets and pillows. 
 
    “I assume the first is an elven name, correct?” I inquired as I rested my head in the crook of my arm and gazed over at the white-haired woman. 
 
    “It is, it was the name of the first elf to ever come into existence. He is very important to my people.” Morrigan replied as she stroked my arm and smiled. 
 
    “Mizu? I’ve heard that name before.” Carmedy stated as she tapped her chin and thought. 
 
    “It was the Tichádáma’s true name, isn’t it?” I asked, and the white-haired woman lowered her face from me as she nodded. 
 
    “It is,” the white-haired woman whispered. “I wish to pay her some respect with our child. She deserved better, and she will be honored through our child if it is a girl.” 
 
    Morrigan was touched by the goddess, in the beginning, the elf had despised her and wanted her dead. That had quickly changed as we found out more about the Tichádáma, her past, and her ties to the people on her island. The elf respected the goddess and kept the goddess’s memory close to her heart. 
 
    “That’s so sweet…” Carmedy whispered in a tight voice. “Lady of the Water, daughter of Morrigan, Mizu.” 
 
    “They’re beautiful names, Morrigan,” I stated as I intertwined our fingers together. “And I will happily name our child either one.” 
 
    “Thank you, Master,” the elven woman murmured as she smiled softly. “I am glad that you approve of my choices.” 
 
    “I wonder what the others will name their children?” the alchemist asked as she flopped down beside me. 
 
    “Annalise will name her child something strong and stately, of course, she is the High Queen after all.” The elf chuckled as she laid back down beside me. 
 
    “Heijing will name her child something from her culture, maybe even after her dad or mom,” Carmedy offered, and I smiled at the thought of it. 
 
    “No, I don’t think she’ll do that but yes, most likely from her culture,” Morrigan nodded. “Rana, I’m not so sure what she’ll name her child after.” 
 
    “Haruhi will definitely name hers after a literary character or something like that.” Carmedy grinned as she snuggled into my side. 
 
    “Hey now, don’t I have a say in these names?” I asked with a tilt of my head. 
 
    “Of course, you do!” Carmedy cried as she threw her paws into the air and then sat up excitedly. “Master?” 
 
    “Yes?” I chuckled as I leaned up. 
 
    “Can you tell what we’re having yet? That would make these decisions so much easier!” the cat-girl nearly shouted as she grabbed at me. 
 
    “No, it’s too early for that,” I chortled with a shake of my head. “But maybe with Rana, she was the first one I impregnated. I might be able to tell with her.” 
 
    Carmedy gasped and immediately scrambled to climb out of the bed. Morrigan and I both stared at her in confusion as she searched for her robe on the floor. 
 
    “Let’s go get her and find out what she’s having!” the alchemist grinned as her eyes scanned the floor for the discarded fabric. 
 
    “Carmedy, Rana and the others are most likely sleeping right now,” I chided as I reached out and grabbed her by the wrist. “But more importantly, I’m not finished with either of you yet. Get back in bed. You each deserve ten more orgasms before I fill your wombs again with my seed.” 
 
    “Oh,” the cat girl giggled as she turned back around. “I suppose I should do exactly what you tell me to do, Master.” 
 
    “He’s our Master, and our husband, and now the father of our children,” Morrigan pointed out, and then her lips met mine in a sweet kiss as Carmedy joined us on the bed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Fifteen  
 
    Dawn broke earlier than expected and bright, white light streamed in through the opaque curtains. I sat up from my position in between Carmedy and Morrigan and stared out of the cracked window. I could make out the surface of the blue ocean in the distance as the sun streaked the sky oranges and yellows. My women’s warmth surrounded me, but it didn’t touch the icy storm in my heart. 
 
    Today was the day, we’d travel to the heavens and fight against the gods. For the first time in hundreds of years, I’d lay my eyes upon the place I remembered so clearly. I’d see the faces of those I’d once called family and watch the light leave their eyes as I slaughtered them. I would see my father and my mother, even the long-line of brothers that came after Otia and me. 
 
    We were ready, but the gods would throw everything they had at us. I was thankful at this moment to have my loyal minions by my side. I couldn’t imagine fighting this battle without them by my side. There was so much uncertainty going into this, but I was glad to have my women’s trust and support. I couldn’t do any of this without them, if it hadn’t been for them, I would have been trapped inside my dungeon still. 
 
    The battle would be long and hard, but we were prepared. My minions had made strides in their training and were now proper warriors. They could hold their own against gods, and I’d seen it with my very eyes as we battled against the Holy Order. My women killed them without mercy or pity, and it made me incredibly proud. When I’d first met them, they’d been timid and unsure how to use their weapons. Even Morrigan only knew one spell at that time and rarely used it because she feared hurting her sisters. 
 
    My minions were very different now, especially Carmedy, who was the hardest to break of her pacifist ways. The feline was more bloodthirsty than all of her sisters combined. I never imagined the alchemist taking joy in fighting back against our enemies, but I’d seen it time and time again. They were ready for this challenge even though it was the largest out of all the things we’d ever faced together. 
 
    In truth, I feared for their safety and the safety of the children held within their wombs. Rana was the farthest one along, and the god inside of her grew steadily, transferring its powers to the fox as time ticked by. Though Morrigan and Carmedy’s children were only conceived last night, I could sense their pulse of energy stronger now. It was as if the fetuses inside of them sensed the coming war and strengthened them. 
 
    I climbed out of bed as I used my telekinetic power to pull my armor over to me. The metal scraped across the wooden floor and slowly began to snap into place over my fleshy avatar. The armor felt different this time as it slid into place over me, more powerful than it had ever been. The dark armor was special to me, it’d protected me all of this time, but I knew that soon I wouldn’t need it. 
 
    My godly form and sigil had been stripped of me when I was cast from the heavens, and once I stepped foot back through the sanctum, it would return to me. The avatar my essence resided in was a semblance of the body I once possessed in the heavens. All the facial features were the same, but I pondered for a moment on what my minions would think once they saw it. 
 
    Right as the last bit of metal slid into place, Morrigan roused from the bed. Her snow-white hair shifted around her shoulders as her dark eyes found mine across the room. The elf didn’t smile or move from the bed, but her eyes turned to the window behind me. She blinked slowly in the bright light and then shifted to the floor as she grabbed for the robe she’d worn last night. 
 
    “This day has been long-awaited, Master,” the elven woman whispered, careful not to wake her still sleeping sister. 
 
    “It is,” I nodded as I turned back to the window and Morrigan joined me. “Are you worried?” 
 
    “No,” the elf stated firmly as she slipped her hands into mine, and I felt the steady pulse of power through her. “Our forces are strong, my sisters and I will do well. We also have the four other gods on our side, we’ve seen what they can do in battle, and their powers will be heightened once we enter into the heavens.” 
 
    “You do understand that the same goes for the gods, correct?” I inquired as I reached out and tucked a lock of her hair behind a pointed ear. “The deities will be in their element there, their powers are stronger in the gods’ realm than on earth. Those we’ve fought here were weaker than those we will fight today, do you think you can do it?” 
 
    “Are you doubting us now of all times, Master?” Morrigan chuckled under her breath as her dark eyes flitted to mine. 
 
    “No, I only say that because this will be the hardest thing we’ve ever done,” I told her as I brought her close and embraced her. “I do not fear for my life, but only of yours and your sisters. Morrigan…there is a slight chance that some of us will not make it--” 
 
    Morrigan pulled away from me slightly, her white brows furrowing as she stopped that sentence from coming out of my mouth completely. 
 
    “Don’t you dare speak it,” the elven woman uttered. “We will all come home together.” 
 
    “We don’t know what the gods will do once we get there,” I told her in a calmer voice. “But yes, I will make sure that each of us makes it back safe and sound.”  
 
    “No man, no god, not even the Holy Order could stand in our way,” the elf replied easily into my shoulder. “The heavens will be no different. I certainly am not afraid, and neither are my sisters. We willingly came along on this journey with you, and we will fight alongside you for the rest of our lives just to be near you. The gods will fall even if we fail today. We will destroy them, may it be today, or tomorrow, or a hundred years in the future, we will kill each one of them.” 
 
    “Yeah!” a sleepy voice cried from behind us, and we both turned as Carmedy sat up in bed. “We’re gonna kick their asses and send ‘em home crying to their mommas!” 
 
    “I think we’re going to do more than make them cry,” I chuckled as I lifted my right hand into the air and clutched it into a fist. “We’re going to slaughter each of them until I am the only remaining god.” 
 
    A soft knock came at the door, and before any of us could respond, the door exploded open. Annalise stood sideways with a shocked expression as Rana strode into the room, wearing a beautiful new set of armor. The redhead grinned to each of us and turned dramatically to show off the beaten metal. 
 
    “Hey!” Carmedy cried as she grabbed the blankets and hastily covered her naked body. “Knock first and wait for an answer before you just waltz on in!” 
 
    “I tried to tell her,” Annalise snorted as she rubbed her temples and shook her head. “She never listens.” 
 
    Out of the corner of my eye, Carmedy quietly climbed out of bed and slipped on the white robe from the floor. The alchemist tied it securely around her waist and giggled as she noticed my eyes. 
 
    “That’s not what’s important right now!” Rana cried as she gestured madly to the armor she wore. “What is important is this new shiny gold armor the four gods gave me!” 
 
    “The four gods gave you this?” I asked with furrowed brows as I stepped closer. 
 
    “Yeah, they made each of us minions a suit last night while everyone was sleeping off their hangovers!” the fox replied quickly as she held out her arms and twirled. “They even gave me this!” 
 
    Rana reached for the heavy sheath at her hip and pulled out a large claymore that was an exact copy of the Eye of Alipsis. The redhead sliced at the air with the sword as she grinned madly. 
 
    Golden rounded, metal plates covered almost all of Rana’s body. Her breastplate cupped her chest perfectly and along the edges of each piece were engraved lines that glowed with a bright emerald light. Every time she turned or made a move, the color within the engravings flashed and beat like a heart. I felt godly power beat from it, and it was not from any of the four gods, but instead, Rana herself. 
 
    Crème colored leather-covered her thighs in between a short chainmail skirt that rustled as she posed for all of us. The sword the gods gave to Rana matched the suit of armor and as she rested the heavy blade against her shoulder, shivers ran up and down my spine. Rana truly was a sight to behold, and I knew once the god’s laid eyes on her in the heavens, she would strike fear into their hearts. 
 
    “They knew I was sad to lose the weapon given to me from the Tichádáma, so they made me a sword along with the armor!” 
 
    “If you lay another hand on me, I will bite it off!” A loud hissing voice rose into the air from out in the hall, and Annalise whipped her head in the direction. 
 
    “They’ve been trying to get Heijing into hers all morning, but she says that her robe is more than enough for her.” The high queen explained as the pounding of small feet reached our ears. 
 
    Heijing flew into the room as her icy blue eyes landed on me. The tiny Qianlong made a break for me and hid behind my towering body as her hand gripped onto me tightly. 
 
    “Awh, Hei-Hei, don’t be like that!” Ruituri called out in a singsong voice from down the hall. 
 
    “I told you not to call me that,” Heijing snapped from behind me, and I chuckled deep in the back of my throat. “We are not friends nor family, and I am not your pet! Stop calling me such silly things!” 
 
    Ruituri appeared in the doorway with a silver breastplate in her hands, and her feral yellow eyes searched for the petite Qianlong. Her wild gray hair was flushed up as if she had been tugging at it, and she batted it out of her face. The goddess’s eyes moved to me and then the small swatch of blue hair over my shoulder. Ruituri grinned evilly and headed for me, but I shook my head grimly. 
 
    “If my minion doesn’t want to wear it, I will not allow you to force her into it,” I stated, and the goddess of rot slumped. 
 
    “Aw, come on, Master,” Ruituri pleaded with me desperately as she sagged disappointedly, and the metal of the breastplate dragged across the wooden floor. “I made it especially for her, look, it’s so pretty, and it’ll look great with her hair!” 
 
    I glanced down at the armor for a second and what the goddess said was true. The silver metal had been shined to perfection, and the bright sapphires pressed into the collar sparkled. 
 
    “She’s right, Heijing,” Carmedy persuaded as she stealthily slipped from the bed and pulled on her robe. “It’s gorgeous, and it’d look so good on you.” 
 
    I didn’t want to agree with either of them because this was the Qianlong’s decision to make, but I could imagine the proud dragon wearing the ornately made armor. Heijing peeked over my shoulder and glared down at the armor in Ruituri’s hands. The goddess held it out to her with a wide grin, and the Qianlong glanced hastily over at Carmedy, who nodded excitedly. 
 
    “Why don’t you just try it on?” Annalise offered with a tilt of her head. “And if you don’t like it, you can take it off and never wear it again.” 
 
    “I will only do it if all of you put on the armor given to you, too,” Heijing huffed, and the rest of my minions glanced at each other. 
 
    “Already done!” Rana smirked as she placed her closed paws on her hips and again turned in the armor. 
 
    “Where’s Haruhi?” Carmedy questioned as she came closer to examine the fox’s outfit. 
 
    “I’m right here!” the sage’s voice answered from the hall, and the sound of clanking metal reached out ears. “Sorry, Bellum was helping me put on my armor, I’ve never worn something like this before.” 
 
    Haruhi stepped into the room, and my eyes widened in surprise. The librarian wore very little metal at all besides shin guards that reached all the way up to her knees, gauntlets that surrounded her wrists up to the elbow and a beaten copper chest piece that rested over her collarbones and shoulders. The rest of her body was protected in black leather that clung to her shapely form like a glove but still allowed her to move around comfortably. Long leather strings stitched up the sides of her corset and thighs in a lighter beige color. The sage’s gun holsters hung from her waist, and the golden muzzles of each peeked out. 
 
    “What do you think?” Haruhi giggled as she spun once to show off what the gods made for her. 
 
    “You look fantastic!” Annalise breathed as she rushed over and ran her fingers over the plate on the librarian’s shoulders. “But so little armor? Won’t she get injured?” 
 
    “No,” a deep voice answered from the doorway as Malsumis stepped through. “We’ve made precautions for that. Haruhi uses revolvers and has a low chance of having close or hand-to-hand combat. That determined her amount of armor, but I know what you’re thinking, that doesn’t lessen her chance of taking a direct hit from a god. We’ve taken precautions for that, Haruhi if you would?” 
 
    “Sure!” the sage smiled as she took a defensive stance, and my brother formed a small orb of orange light in his hands. 
 
    In one swift movement, Malsumis hurled the sphere of light at Haruhi, and the sage crossed her arms in front of her face. The orb of orange light blasted toward the librarian but right as it got to be within three feet of her body, a golden grid appeared around her like a forcefield. The ball of orange slammed into the grid and then exploded into tiny sparks that fell to the floor harmlessly. 
 
    “We took inspiration from the Holy Order’s enchantments and made them for Haruhi’s armor, though much stronger,” Malsumis explained as he gestured between Rana’s and Haruhi’s armor. “Think of each of these pieces as a living breathing thing, like an extension of yourself or another limb. The armor can sense an attack from any direction and will protect you each time.” 
 
    “So, all of our armor has this, not just Haruhi’s?” the fox asked excitedly, and Malsumis nodded with a small smile. 
 
    “The only suit of armor that is different from all the others is Heijing’s.” Domor murmured as he stepped through the door, and I believed that this was the first time I’d ever heard his voice. 
 
    “What’s different about hers?” Morrigan asked as she came to stand beside me and glanced behind me at her smaller sister. 
 
    “Heijing is the only one of you that can shift between two forms,” Domor explained as his soulless eyes wandered over each of us. “When we battled against Tintagal with you, Annalise’s augmentation stone lent its powers to her Bánwolf and covered her in armor too. Heijing’s will do something similar, it allows her shift in between human and dragon form with time-lapse or damage to the pieces. I hope that eases your mind a bit, Miss Qianlong.” 
 
    “We have all the sets ready for you if you would like to try them on.” Bellum murmured as she stepped in next to Domor, and the goddess leaned against the doorway. 
 
    I glanced over my shoulder at Heijing, and her icy blue eyes seemed to have softened, she even looked a bit excited about the idea of the armor now. I stepped to the side and brought the Qianlong forward. Heijing’s usual commanding and intimidating air was gone as she peeked at the gods nervously. The dragon cleared her throat, squared her shoulders, and firmly nodded. 
 
    Carmedy squealed excitedly as she raced over and intertwined her arm with Heijing’s. The Qianlong didn’t pull away from her sister but smiled nervously as the alchemist led her out of the room. Annalise and Morrigan followed after them eagerly, and both Rana and Haruhi remained in the room. The two other women admired each other’s new outfits, and I stepped closer to take them in, too. 
 
    The only remaining god in the room was Malsumis, and he stood against the wall with his arms crossed over his thin chest. His eyes wandered over my women’s armor with a pleased expression, and as I reached out to touch the delicate workmanship, he smiled softly. 
 
    As I touched the fine metal, god’s power rushed to the surface and tingled against my fingertips. It buzzed lightly against my flesh and the harder I pressed, the more it began to hurt. I drew away my hand and glanced up at my younger brother with an awestruck look. 
 
    Malsumis was a god who was never meant to reach the surface or enter into the heavens. Even his own mother thought he was unfit to rule the Underworld, she hated him just as my father despised me. We were children born to parents who didn’t want us, and we felt an affinity toward each other. 
 
    “Malsumis,” I started in my deep, oaky voice and my brother raised his chin to me with an interest in his eyes. “The power in these pieces…” 
 
    The god grinned and stepped away from the wall with his arms still over his chest. Malsumis circled Rana and Haruhi, and the two women glanced at him out of the corners of their eyes. They weren’t afraid of him per se, but his presence was unlike any other we’d witnessed. Malsumis was much different from all the other gods, even those he resided with. My brother had an otherworldly aura that surrounded him at all times, and I knew it was from being born in the pits of the Underworld. 
 
    “Just as you suspected, brother,” my brother nodded as he stopped in between Rana and Haruhi and gestured between the two of them. “The power harnessed through the armor is their own. It didn’t take long for the four of us to figure out what you were doing, and we decided we wanted to help you out. Each set of armor magnifies the powers appearing within their bodies and makes them usable at one-hundred percent.” 
 
    “R-really?” Haruhi squeaked as she looked down at her paws with newfound awe. 
 
    “It may not seem very strong here and now but once we reach the heavens, you’ll be able to tell the difference,” Malsumis nodded as he smiled to the sage and then turned to me with a serious expression. “We created these sets of armor as thanks to you, Kazama. You’ve allowed us to fight alongside you all of this time, and we hope that you allow us to stay in your presence for the rest of your rule.” 
 
    Malsumis and his companions had been a great help to us in the last few days. They’d given us the gifts of the holy cannons, and now, they’d given my women these beautiful suits of armor. I planned to keep them with me as my royal council as long as they never betrayed me and there was no doubt in my mind that they would keep their honor. Their thoughts were pure and true, with no signs of malice or deception toward my women or me. These four gods merely wanted justice for the wrongs that had been committed against them and others like me. 
 
    I didn’t know all of their stories or their reasons for leaving the heavens, only that Ruituri with the help of the other three had opened the sanctum for us. All I knew was each of the four gods had a reason for abandoning their true home and turning away from those who raised them. I had heard about Ruituri’s past from her father, Nergal, and could understand her plight against the heavens. She, like Malsumis and I, had been created with evil deeds in mind, and now, she wanted to take it out on those who brought her into this world. 
 
    “Well, looky-here, who looks mighty fine in her new armor!” Rana cried, and Haruhi, Malsumis and I turned as Heijing stepped into the room. “See? There was no reason to be afraid!” 
 
    The sage gasped loudly and covered her mouth with both paws as the Qianlong squared her shoulders solemnly. 
 
    “I wasn’t afraid of the armor,” Heijing stated in her cold, monotone voice. “I was tired of Ruituri pawing at me constantly to put it on. I allow those who are close to me to lay their hands on me, not a stranger with stinking flesh and wild eyes.” 
 
    “Hey now, that stranger with stinking flesh and wild eyes made you a perfect set of armor,” Ruituri giggled madly from the doorway as she ushered Annalise, Carmedy, and Morrigan in. “Don’t complain, I was excited for you to try it on.” 
 
    “Thank you for the armor, it fits perfectly,” Heijing snarked with an upturned nose and then drew away as Ruituri launched herself at the Qianlong. “Refrain from touching me again, please, the threat of bodily harm still stands.” 
 
    I chuckled deep in the back of my throat and then turned my attention toward the armor she wore. Heijing’s long cerulean hair was tied back in a long, cascading ponytail and a crown rested against the flowing locks. The crown came to a large point directly in the middle of her forehead and stabbed upward at the ceiling. A large aquamarine stone was pressed into the woven metal and glittered in the light as she turned her head. 
 
    The Qianlong wore a fitted breastplate that lifted her small breasts high and the plated metal over her stomach resembled the scales she had when she was in her true form. The armor over her stomach came down to a point between her legs, and a cerulean skirt bloomed out underneath. The fabric rustled softly against her short legs as she turned and gave me a full view of her body. The skirt came to her knees, and a pair of brown leather boots brushed at the fabric, leaving only an inch of bare, pale flesh underneath to peek out. Metal guards covered most of the boots and left only a small amount of the leather revealed to the eye. A long aquamarine cape trailed after her and a tuft of speckled brown fur accented the neckline. 
 
    The Qianlong stood in front of me and stood tall with her shoulders thrown back. Her icy blue eyes met mine coldly and then softened as she smiled up at me. Heijing’s cheeks flushed a soft pink as she took the fabric of the cape in her gloved hand and held it out to me. 
 
    “What do you think, Kazama?” Heijing asked, and I stepped closer, taking all of her in. 
 
    “You look fit to be a warrior queen,” I stated and lifted my eyes to my other three women in the room. “All of you do, and that’s exactly what you will be.” 
 
    Carmedy, like Haruhi, didn’t have much armor on because the alchemist used a long-range weapon and very rarely fought in hand-to-hand combat. The feline’s outfit looked something like a dress with the only armor covering her shoulders in heavy-looking pauldrons that came down almost to her elbows. In one hand, she held a large round shield, and she hid behind it mischievously as she giggled. The fabric of the dress was a deep emerald color, the same shade as her wide, sparkling eyes and strung across her chest was a thick looking belt. 
 
    The belt was a complicated network of loops and strung from each one was a premade potion. None of the bundles smoked or sizzled, but I could feel the magical properties pouring off each of them. A copper band like a crown rested around her head, just above her eyebrows, and I could make out protection runes carved into the warm metal. 
 
    I stepped forward and ran my fingers over the carvings in the metal band as Carmedy giggled once more. My eyes raised to the four gods waiting at the other side of the room, and Bellum smiled widely. 
 
    “My idea,” the goddess nodded softly as she rested her hands behind her back. “Carmedy will also have a forcefield, but if the gods launch an attack directly at her, it’ll be discharged in a different direction.” 
 
    “Isn’t it cool, Master?” the feline grinned as she grabbed at my hands. 
 
    “Yes, but I would like to add that you look stunning and fearsome.” I chuckled and then turned toward Morrigan. 
 
    The elven woman wore an outfit I would’ve never imagined her wearing in everyday life. Her top reminded me something of the bras she wore underneath her long black robes. It was made entirely out of intricately swirled metal and held her tightly in place. The tops of the elven woman’s pale breasts and taut stomach were out in full view, but she didn’t meet my eyes shyly. Morrigan’s white hair shifted as she stepped forward, and the long chainmail skirt clinked pleasantly as she bowed her head to me. 
 
    “Does it displease you, Master?” the elf asked in a soft tone. 
 
    “No, I find it very appealing,” I stated as my eyes moved over her body hungrily and the elven woman blushed profusely. 
 
    I turned my attention to Annalise and then frowned. The high queen’s armor wasn’t much different from the one she normally wore except for a few added pieces here and there, and my eyebrows furrowed in confusion. Malsumis stepped forward with pursed lips, and I turned my attention to him. The rest of my minions had received full suits of armor, and yet, Annalise hadn’t, why not? 
 
    “It doesn’t look like much now,” my brother started softly. “But as we’ve explained to Annalise, you will see all the changes we’ve made once she activates the augmentation stone. That is when Annalise is at her strongest, and the armor will change fully then.” 
 
    “Why don’t we test it now?” the high queen asked as she drew Bloodscale, but I felt instantly that was a bad idea. 
 
    The thrum of power through Annalise’s body was so intense that I barely recognized her soul. The high queen was twenty times more powerful with the added armor and the holy child within her womb. 
 
    “No, no, no.” Malsumis cried as he shook his head vehemently. 
 
    “Do you wanna blow up the entire fortress, us along with it?” Ruituri cackled with laughter, and all of my minions’ eyes widened. 
 
    “O-oh, then we’ll wait until we get to the heavens then,” Annalise replied shakily as she sheathed Bloodscale. 
 
    All of my women came together in the middle of the room to admire their new armor, and I watched them intently. This was it, yet another added advantage on our side. I didn’t need new armor, the four gods already knew that. Once the five of us deities entered back into the heavens, we’d be reunited with our holy bodies, and we’d be almost untouchable. There was still some doubt in my mind about our chances, but I was an all-powerful god now with the holy weapon Allagis in my hands. There was no stopping me, the four gods or my minions, we were on the warpath. 
 
    The gods who cast me out wouldn’t stand a chance against us.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Sixteen 
 
    After my women were dressed in their armor, we all exited the fortress and walked toward the ruined common. My armies gathered around us, their faces solemn, some even saddened that they couldn’t join us on this next journey. Adam and Amos stood together with Ansel directly in between them. As we strode past, the Decathmor brothers lowered their heads and fell to one knee. 
 
    As we moved toward the center of the common, the rest of my troops followed suit and lowered themselves to one knee respectfully. I moved my eyes over the mass of men and women I’d accumulated over the past few months. Valasara, Tamarisch, Machstein, Tintagal, and finally the islands of Canarta. They stood all around us, and a wave passed through their mass as they bowed humbly to my women and me. 
 
    Their added numbers had aided us exponentially in taking the Holy Order’s stronghold and thanks to their help, the mages were wiped out. Galencia was dead and would be rebuilt and integrated into my new kingdom soon after my women and I left for the heavens. When we returned, the ground we stood upon would look completely different. I didn’t assume that my new palace would be finished by the time we returned, but this place would no longer have the stench of the Holy Order upon it. 
 
    I looked out over the crowd as I stood at the center of the destroyed common, and the remnants of the fallen walls loomed in the background. Through the two massive holes we’d blown into the stone, I could make out the burnt remains of the buildings and homes. Beyond the blackened structures, the ruined docks and deep aquamarine ocean stood, and I could almost imagine what it would look like when we returned. 
 
    It almost seemed like yesterday that Morrigan, Haruhi, and I arrived in Galencia adorned in our disguises. On this continent, we’d learned more about the atrocious things my father planned to do with the humans and surprisingly enough, found the brother that’d gotten me thrown from the heavens. I grinned hatefully right as his beaten and broken body was brought forward through the crowd. Makar led Otia, and the Valasarian man tugged on the chain to keep the powerless man moving. 
 
    Just as planned, Makar brought my brother closer and offered me the chain around Otia’s neck. I closed my gloved hand over the cold metal and ripped it backward, causing my brother to stumble and nearly fall. He hadn’t been killed in the battles; I made sure of it because I wanted him here at this moment. His body was beaten and bruised, and blood steadily dripped from a gory wound that spanned from his left shoulder all the way down to his right hip. Otia was in an immense amount of pain, I could sense it, and I relished it for a moment as I stared into his face. He couldn’t travel to the heavens now, I’d ripped his powers from him and made him mortal while still in his dungeon. I’d taken his power and lent a small amount to Morrigan and Haruhi, but I would return the smallest amount to him for this journey. 
 
    Otia wouldn’t be able to fight against us, but I wanted to show my parents what I’d done to him, what I would do to them in the end. The son they’d doted on for all of his life would return to them, broken, beaten and on the verge of mortal death. I’d always known they’d loved him more, it was apparent even when we were children, but it was still a mystery why they’d thrown him out in the end. Not that I cared why Otia was thrown from the gods’ realm, he deserved it for what he did to me. I would take him back, parade him in front of the parents that despised me from the beginning and then destroy all of them. 
 
    Finding Otia in that dungeon was nothing more than a happy accident, we’d been there solely to find the sacred items, but we’d discovered so much more. As I glared into Otia’s face, I could tell that my little brother was trying to communicate with me, but I turned away from him with a loud scoff. He didn’t deserve my mercy, after what he did to Isolda and me, he deserved nothing from me but vengeance. 
 
    “Are you ready, Kazama?” Malsumis asked as he came up from behind and laid a hand on my armored shoulder. 
 
    Malsumis, the man I’d met only a few times, but he had been a better brother to me than Otia or the long line of siblings that came after. My true brother, born of Eris, just like me, and despised by all the gods that looked upon us. Yes, Malsumis and I were akin to each other, and I felt a strong connection between the two of us. He was the only other god I would consider a brother, and I would keep him in my courts for the rest of eternity. 
 
    I breathed in deeply as I sensed out the powers of the four other gods. Malsumis stood directly beside me, and he was the strongest next to mine. Malsumis was directly connected to the Underworld just as I was, but his upbringing was much different than mine. He’d been born there, in the sulfur pits, discarded by Eris and left there to rot. He’d survived and clawed his way up into the heavens, but after that, I didn’t know the rest of his story. Somehow, he’d met the three other gods and decided to leave the heavens because of the corruption of the holy council. 
 
    Ruituri was the second strongest out of the four of them. The goddess of rot received her powers from her father, Nergal, one of the gods I’d killed along the way. The goddess’s strength pulsed from her like a heartbeat, and Ruituri stared up at the sky with her feral, yellow eyes. She seemed like a wild animal, foaming at the mouth to be released, and I was about to do just that. I would set Ruituri upon the gods like a mad dog, and I couldn’t wait to see the carnage she’d leave in her path. 
 
    Domor and Bellum weren’t as strong as the other two, but their powers were more evenly matched with each other. The goddess of war and the god of famine worked well together out on the battlefield and just like Malsumis, I didn’t know all the details of their lives and the sufferings they had undergone. I hoped in the future that I would, and they too would become assets in my court. 
 
    “Shall we?” Malsumis asked again, and I nodded as I looked out over the crowd waiting in front of us. 
 
    I stepped forward, my women tightly surrounding me with the four gods behind them. All of my soldiers slowly rose to their feet and looked into my face with expressions of admiration and awe. I’d taken over their lands and given them things that they could only dream about. Each country was wealthier, healthier, and happier because of me, and they wanted nothing more than to aid me along in this journey. 
 
    A feeling of finality settled over me, and I stood even taller. This was the very last time I would have to think about the gods that wronged me. After today and the coming battle, all the other gods would be lost to time. I would be lord and god over every country, Master of every woman and man, and I grinned to my followers as I lifted my hands into the air. 
 
    “When you first landed here on your ships with your weapons at the ready, you were nothing more than strangers with the same goal in mind,” I boomed as I looked proudly over the horde of soldiers. “Now, as you stand shoulder to shoulder with fighters from other countries, you are brothers, a family under my rule. I handpicked all of you, placed you under my care, and watched you grow and blossom. You’ve proved your worth to me, time and time again and the land we currently stand on will not only be mine but also yours too. You’ve shown me your loyalty, and now it’s my turn to show you that your trust is well placed. The gods will fall and we, and our nation, will be victorious in the end.” 
 
    Their cheers rang in my ears as many of them unsheathed their swords and lifted them into the air. I moved my eyes over each face in the crowd, and their enthusiasm bolstered my spirits. The doubts in my mind faded away as I watched them jostle one another excitedly. This wasn’t a goodbye, we would see all of them very soon, and I finally realized that. There was no more time for worrying or second-guessing all of my decisions, now was the time to act. 
 
    It was finally here, the cumulation of all of our efforts over the last few months. When my women released me from my dungeon, this wasn’t my goal at the time. I simply wished to escape the Holy Order, and the gods had banished me too, but now, I knew that this was the path I’d always been meant to take. I was born for the sole purpose of destroying the heavens and killing the gods. Maybe that was the reason that Chirus despised me so much, he knew my destiny. 
 
    My troops quieted down as I lifted my right hand once and then turned toward my women. I ushered them closer, and they stepped into a tight circle around my avatar. I could tell from their tense expressions that they were worried, but they tried their best to hide it from me. 
 
    “Place your hands on me,” I instructed them as I gripped my hand on the chain that held Otia. “Close your eyes and hold your breath until I tell you it’s alright.” 
 
    I lifted my eyes to the gods directly behind us and Ruituri tittered with nervous laughter as she scratched her rotted limbs. 
 
    “See you there,” the goddess of rot cackled as she brought up her hands in one swift movement. “We’ll make sure to leave some gods for you.” 
 
    Ruituri slapped her palms together and then lowered them close to her chest. The goddess’s feet folded themselves up underneath her, and she floated midair for a second. A yellowish-green smoke billowed around her as she closed her eyes, and I coughed at the rotten smell that came from it. With a loud crack of lightning, the goddess disappeared from view, and the last thing I saw before she vanished was the insane smile that spread across her lips. 
 
    Malsumis’s eyes connected with mine, and he gripped the edge of the black cloak he always wore. The god of mortal death lowered his head as a portal of black opened up beneath his feet, and he was slowly lowered into it. His eyes met mine for a moment, and then his thin lips moved to speak. 
 
    “Let’s avenge what’s been done to us, brother,” the god spoke in his grave, raspy voice. 
 
    I breathed in deeply as my eyes fluttered closed. I heard the snap of energy as Bellum and Domor transported themselves to the gods’ realm, but I concentrated intensely on the power building in my chest cavity. I felt my connection to the heavens strengthen like a string tugging me onward, and as I concentrated in on it, all sounds around us filtered out. All the troops disappeared as did the fortress as I separated myself from the mortal world. 
 
    An ethereal calm washed over me as all thoughts cleared from my head, and a blinding white light took over. I felt time pass like the falling of grains of sand, and I could vaguely tell that we were moving through planes of existence, but my women didn’t dare open their eyes. As we drove through the celestial pools between earth and the gods’ realm, I felt the avatar my essence inhabited begin to break down. I could still sense the hands of my minions, but they no longer rested on my shoulders and arms but instead floated in the air over me. 
 
    My avatar decomposed and fell away like the petals of a dying flower. The heavy weight of my dark armor was gone, and I knew that it too had been lost. The armor had protected me through this journey, but I no longer needed it in the heavens. I would be reunited with my godly form once we reached the gods’ realm, but I still felt a loss of both my avatar and the protections I’d had for so long. 
 
    With no avatar and only my essence, I could see in every direction at once, and I watched as we hurtled through time and space. A warm pocket of air surrounded my women and me. Their eyes were tightly closed, and their cheeks puffed out just as I instructed them. They weren’t in any pain, and I examined their bodies for a few seconds in wonder. Each of their bodies glowed with a different bright color, the light flashed and stemmed from their bellies for a moment and then spread throughout all of their limbs. 
 
    I lifted my head as I sensed the presence of a god. We were nearly to the heavens, and we already knew that the sanctum was open and ready for us, but there was one thing standing in our way, Cronos. 
 
    Colors of pastel pink, aquamarine, and light peach flashed brightly as clouds formed all around us. I could barely make out the shape of the towering god ahead of us, and I focused in on him. Cronos was massive in his godly body, we were like ants compared to an elephant next to him. The god sat on a mighty iron chair supported by fluffy, pink clouds. It didn’t seem fitting for him as his pale, greyish blue skin was marked with scars and pockmarks. He looked too brutal and cruel to be surrounded by pastel-colored hazes. This sightless god was the keeper of the heavens, and his glowing blue eyes turned at a sound to his left. 
 
    “Cronos…” Malsumis’s voice echoed in my head from somewhere to my left.  
 
    “Get ready for a fight!” Ruituri screamed joyfully and from my sightline, her hands began to pulse a sickly green.  
 
    “No,” I whispered into the minds of my minions and the four other gods. “We could destroy him, but we would lose the element of surprise. We should sneak past him unobserved.” 
 
    “How would we do that?” Domor asked in his grave voice from somewhere behind me. “He may have already sensed our presences.”  
 
    “Rana, our master thief can channel the kitsune’s powers,” I spoke softly as my eyes shifted down onto the redhead. “She is from the kitsune clan and can cloak our presence.”  
 
    “I-I can…?” the fox’s voice called back unsurely.  
 
    “I’ve placed my holy child within you, you are no longer a mortal,” I told her in my softest voice as I glanced up at the looming shadow of Cronos. “Reach deep within you, I can feel her power growing and solidifying within your body even now. Concentrate, imagine Kukan’s face, Rana, I know you can do it.” 
 
    Cronos, though blind, could sense any god trying to enter into the heavens, and he would strike them down without mercy. The giant’s head turned as he seemed to sense us, and even from this distance away, I could hear the tendons in his enormous neck creak. 
 
    Kukan’s voice rang out all around us, coming through like a distant memory. Rana’s paws closed into tight fists, her ears flattened, and she gritted her teeth as she listened to the voice of her ancestor.  
 
    “I may not be a god, but I’m closely tied to the gods’ realm. They’ve placed Cronos at the opened sanctum, if you can slip into the in-between like me, then…you can waltz right past him into the heavens…unnoticed,” Kukan, the kitsune whispered into our minds as she once did when we first met her. 
 
    Translucent orange light surrounded Rana for a moment, and I felt her diving deep into her psyche as she reached out for the kitsune’s power. Before my eyes, the fox began to shake and suddenly, Rana threw back her head and sent out a massive wave of energy. It washed over me for a moment and then the fox, slammed her open palms together as she took control of the kitsune’s power.  
 
    I felt her power all around me as the redhead concentrated, and she wrapped the women and I with it. Right as Cronos lifted his colossal hand into the air toward Ruituri, Rana compressed all the kitsune’s power together and then launched it outward toward the goddess. An orb of burnt amber light flew from her essence and slammed into Ruituri. It swallowed her whole, and the screams escaping her pulled back lips quieted as she rolled inside the sphere. The goddess’s wild eyes searched for her savior and focused in on my women and my floating essences. 
 
    Ruituri grinned wickedly as the orange orb floated her past Cronos, and as she went by, she stuck out her tongue at the blind god. Rana searched out Bellum, Domor, and Malsumis and lent out the kitsune’s power to them too as they neared the enormous god on his throne. 
 
    Cronos’ turned his head as he searched for any presence of a god’s power, but with the kitsune’s masking power, he wouldn’t find us. The tower deity rose from his chair right as my minions, Otia, and I blasted past. My brother’s eyes followed the movement of the massive god as he became nothing more than a black speck in the distance. I chuckled deep in the back of my throat as Otia’s blood coated shoulders drooped, and he turned his mutilated face toward my essence. 
 
    “Did you think he would save you?” I called darkly into his mind, and Otia attempted to shrink away from me. “Did you think that Cronos would help a disgraced god like you?” 
 
    Otia didn’t answer back, but tears welled in his eyes. He couldn’t speak or move away from me, and he knew what I would do to him once we reached the sanctum. I’d tortured him and then made him mortal for what he’d done to me, and soon enough, I would end his suffering before the eyes of our parents who doted on him and cast me away. My mother loved Otia the most, and I couldn’t wait to see her expression as I murdered her precious baby boy and painted the heavens scarlet with his blood. 
 
    In the distance, I could make out the golden sanctum right as Ruituri reached it. The orb of orange light surrounding her popped, and she hopped down from the air with a loud cackle of laughter. The goddess turned and watched our ascent as we came closer and closer. 
 
    I could feel the building of power all around me as my holy form slowly began to return. Right as we reached the edge of the sanctum, I felt a surge of heavenly power throughout all of my essence. Darkness surrounded me, and I let my Underdark energy rush over me like a wave. 
 
    “Open your eyes and breathe,” I commanded my women in a deep, booming voice that slightly resembled the one I had on earth. 
 
    I couldn’t see them, but I heard them clearly gasp for air as their eyes fluttered open. I couldn’t focus in on them at all, but I knew they were watching me closely as my transformation began. Black and amethyst light swirled around my essence as I settled into the flesh of my godly form. Flesh raced up the muscle formations and bone, and I breathed in deeply as I leaned my head back. When I opened my eyes, I could see clearer than ever, and I grinned as I stretched out both of my arms above my head. 
 
    My women stood by me and leaned their heads back to look into my face. I towered over them now in my godly form, and their eyes glittered as they took in every inch of me. Like Cronos’, I loomed over them like a giant, and I bent down beside them as they raced over. 
 
    Most gods stood at nine feet tall, but I stood at ten. My dark hair flowed around my bare shoulders, and when I glanced down at my body, I chuckled softly. The dark armor was gone and left behind was the flesh I remembered when I was in the Underworld. Black scales raced up my legs and thighs all the way up to my waist, and scarlet light glowed from them menacingly. A single metal piece of armor came up over my shoulder and protected my pectoral from any attack. I didn’t need any more armor other than that to defend myself against the gods. 
 
    “Holy shit, Master, what is this?” Rana asked as she ran her hands over the taut muscles in my trunk-like arm. 
 
    “It’s my true body,” I told her as I lifted my head and scanned the golden gates of the sanctum. “This is what I looked like before I was thrown from the heavens.” 
 
    “Wow,” Carmedy breathed as she pawed at me. “You’re even more handsome than your avatar!” 
 
    “I have to agree,” Morrigan stated as she reached up and stroked my chiseled face with her seemingly tiny hands. “If you had looked like this when we first met you, we would have given ourselves up upon seeing you.” 
 
    “I mean, you kind of did,” the fox chuckled as she elbowed the elf. “But that’s beside the point! Damn, you’re hot.” 
 
    I snorted as I moved my eyes toward the rest of my minions, but they seemed so shocked that they found no words to speak. I turned at a sound and watched as the other three gods landed on the edge of the sanctum. 
 
    “Thank you, brother,” Malsumis stated as he too transformed into his godly body. 
 
    “You may want to forget the chatty,” Ruituri whispered as she lowered herself closer to the ground and lifted her curled hands into the air. “We’ve got company.” 
 
    I lifted my head, and all of my women whipped around as the sound of trumpets reached our ears. From where we stood, we could see the tops of the city just above the crest of the hill beyond the sanctum but on the peak of the hill stood a row of five men. Their faces were mirror images of each other, and I didn’t have to guess at their genetics. Each of them had the sneering face of Chirus and the glowing eyes of Qyris. These were a few of the brothers I’d never met, each of them a perfectly molded synergy of my godly parents. The middle god stepped forward as his eyes swung over our party, and a smirk graced his thin lips. 
 
    “Kazama,” the voice spoke from his lips, and I knew it to be my father, speaking through one of my bastard brothers. “The fallen son has returned after so long. You know, your mother and I did doubt that you and your mortal trash would make it here, but you did. What a pleasant surprise.” 
 
    I stepped around my women protectively as the holy weapon Allagis manifested into my hands. The four of my brothers behind the middle one took nervous steps backward at the sight of the weapon, but the man standing in front only threw back his head and laughed. 
 
    “It seems you took my word for it and threw away that toothpick you had before.” Chirus chuckled mockingly, and I stared straight into the face of my brother. 
 
    “I see you’re still too afraid to face me head-on, Father,” I scoffed as I adjusted Allagis in my massive hand. “First, the mages and now your very own sons? You rule through a proxy. How pathetic.” 
 
    “How dare you?” Chirus snarled hatefully from his son’s lips. “I should’ve destroyed you the moment you emerged from Eris. You’re an abomination, a scourge on earth and the heavens, and I should’ve killed you when I first laid eyes on you.” 
 
    “Maybe so,” I snorted as I took a step forward toward the line of gods. “I will be your downfall after all. Do you really think a few low ranking gods will be able to hurt us, Father? You personally witnessed what my women and I did to the Elders. You cannot stop us, no matter what god you place in front of us, we will still cut through them effortlessly just as we have done with so many others. When we reach you, I will personally rip your powers from you and watch the light leave your eyes as I send you into the void. You and your companions will pay for that they’ve done, not only to their own kind but also for the plot against the mortals. These are not the ways of the three creators, I know that now and I will purge you from existence.” 
 
    “I dare you to try, boy.” Chirus snarled as my brother brought up his hands and glittering light built in the middle of his palms. 
 
    The holy weapon, Allagis thrummed to life in my hands, and I sensed the same thing I’d felt the first time I used it as I focused in on my brother. I saw the faint lines through the air where it wanted me to strike the fatal blows to the five different gods. 
 
    “You may be the god of victory, Father,” I snarled as I lifted Allagis and gripped it in both hands. “But you and the other gods will taste defeat on this day.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seventeen 
 
    I raised my head and let out a ferocious roar, and over the crest of the hill, more gods appeared. These were not my brothers but other gods that resided within the heavens. I recognized a few of the faces in the crowd as they raised their weapons about their heads and yelled together. The sound rang out all around us, and I bent my knees in preparation. 
 
    Rana and Annalise came to stand beside me, and their shapely bodies were encased in divine light. The high queen’s eyes met mine as she unsheathed Bloodscale, and the blade glinted hatefully. The rest of my women fanned out beside their sisters as they reached for their weapons, all except Heijing. The Qianlong took a few steps back, her icy blue eyes wide and sharp as she searched through the crowd for her first target. 
 
    The anxiety my minions had held in their hearts faded away, and an ethereal calm washed over me as I looked down into the swordswoman’s face. I glanced over at Rana, and the redhead held her newly forged claymore against her right shoulder in a relaxed position. 
 
    On the right of the fox, Carmedy counted out the bundles tied to her chest as a rosy mist floated around her shoulders. I turned my head to the left and watched as Morrigan gritted her teeth and brought up her pale hands in front of her torso. The elven woman’s hands flashed with emerald fire, and it crept up her arms until her powers completely encased her. 
 
    Haruhi glanced back at Heijing, who stood directly behind me, and the Qianlong ushered her over. The sage unclipped her revolvers as she took assured steps toward her sister. The Qianlong whispered something to the librarian that I couldn’t hear from my position, but whatever she said, Haruhi agreed to with a firm nod. 
 
    The four gods loomed behind us, separated from me by only Haruhi and Heijing, and I could feel the steady pulse of each of their powers. Being in the gods’ realm heightened each of our strengths, and I knew that Malsumis, Ruituri, Domor, and Bellum along with me were more powerful than all these gods combined. The only upper hand the heavens had on their side was their sheer numbers, their powers were nothing in comparison to ours. 
 
    I felt the godly energy pour from my women’s pores, and I knew it was no longer coming from the holy children within their bodies. Since entering into the heavens, my minions weren’t mortals anymore. They were gods, just like me and all the deities surrounding us.  
 
    Each of my women was prepared for this, and they kept their eyes on the encroaching line of gods. Annalise hovered her thumb over the augmentation stone as her chocolate brown eyes left mine and gazed over our enemies. 
 
    My five brothers stepped forward, surrounded by an ethereal golden glow inherited from my father, and I gripped Allagis tighter in my hands. I felt the holy weapon thrum with life under my hand and pushed all of my power into it as my father spoke through his son once more. 
 
    “Are you sure you want to do this, Kazama?” Chirus chuckled deep in the back of his throat. “You will surely lose, and this time we will do more than banish you to a mere dungeon. Death will be the only rightful punishment for an abomination such as you.” 
 
    “Call him an abomination one more goddamn time, and I swear I’ll rip out your vocal cords,” Rana snarled as she lifted the claymore from her shoulder, stepped forward, bent her knees, and held the sword up in front of her. 
 
    “You always did like the feisty ones,” my father chortled from his son’s expressionless face. “How will you feel once I kill each of them and make you watch as the fire within them dies slowly?” 
 
    The faint lines of attack still flashed before my eyes as Allagis guided me, and I stepped forward in front of my minions like a massive shield. 
 
    “Come and try to take them from me,” I snarled as my Underdark powers snapped around me like whips. “I dare you, Father.” 
 
    “Very well,” Chirus boomed with mad laughter, and the son he spoke through threw back his head, opened his mouth, and screamed. 
 
    “Let’s get this motherfucking party started,” Rana chuckled as she pulled her lips back to expose her sharp canines. 
 
    In an instant, the redhead was gone from my side, leaving only a trail of orange sparks, and it took me a second to realize what had just happened. Rana hadn’t disappeared like before in the battle against the mages but instead, zipped off so fast that the naked eye couldn’t keep track of her. Her movements were so fluid and fast that even my eyes could barely keep up with her. 
 
    Rana slammed into the crowd of gods so fast that they had no time to react. Scarlet blood lifted into the air as three deities standing in a row were relieved of their heads. I watched as the decapitated faces rolled down the incline with no expression at all, not even knowing that one second they were alive and the next, released into the spirit realm. 
 
    “Oh man, who said that Rana could have all the fun?” Annalise snorted through a wide grin as her thumb slammed down on the augmentation stone. 
 
    Light exploded around the high queen, and I squinted my eyes against it as I stared down at her transforming body. The golden armor spread over her arms and legs in a full suit of armor. A metal breastplate carved with ancient runes spread over her stomach and chest and then molded to her curvaceous body perfectly. Snow white fabric fluttered down from her waist and dragged against the solid gold cobblestones. White fabric cascaded down from her shoulders loosely in a long cape, and her bare arms were wrapped in the same golden metal as her chest piece. 
 
    Annalise turned toward me, her chocolate brown eyes burning such intensity and determination that it kindled something deep within me. 
 
    “Master,” the high queen whispered in her raspy voice. “May I have your permission to slaughter your enemies and bring you their skulls as gifts of my servitude?” 
 
    “You may,” I grinned wickedly as I gestured toward the gods before us. “Kill all of them and bring me their scalps.” 
 
    As the swordswoman took a step forward, the heavy boots she wore transformed too, covered in the same intricate gilt metal all the way up to her bare thighs. The high queen lifted Bloodscale as the sword extended to twice its normal size and two metal tines spread out from the hilt. Emerald symbols and runes flashed across the handle as Annalise raised her head and wide, white wings spread out behind her. The billowing feathers beat at the air as emerald light sparkled around Annalise, and the swordswoman lifted into the air. 
 
    An explosion boomed behind me, and an earsplitting roar thundered in the gods’ realm. An enormous shadow overtook mine as Heijing transformed into her towering dragon form. The beast’s flanks were pure white and smattered with splotches of red and blue just as before. Her icy blue eyes were sharp and alive with animalistic rage as the Qianlong soared into the air, opened her maw and let out a flurry of blue flames. 
 
    Another much smaller explosion cracked through the sky and shortly after another. It took me a moment to realize that Haruhi was safely perched on the dragon’s wide shoulder blades with her guns aimed at specific gods. The sage closed one eye and stuck out her tongue out of the corner of her lips just as Carmedy did when the alchemist aimed her slingshot. I chuckled deep in the back of my throat, proud that each of my women trained together and learned new tricks to help them along the way. 
 
    Emerald fire blasted into the air in the shape of a burning phoenix, and my eyes slammed back down to Morrigan as the elven woman twisted her body, her arms moving fluidly through the air as they produced more green fire and blasted it out toward the lines of gods waiting ahead of us. Elven words fell from Morrigan’s plump lips as she slammed her hands out in each direction as more deities broke rank and ran toward us. 
 
    There was a physical shift in the air, the changing of the winds as my warrior queens bared down on the gods. I felt it in the deities’ bodies, a fear growing and poisoning their attacks. They were weak, and it was visibly clear, not only to us but also to their mass. 
 
    Somewhere, my father was watching all of this unfold like a poorly put-together play, and I could sense his building rage. Everything I told him was true, the heavens would fall to their knees before me, and as I took a second step forward up the incline, I raised my head, squared my shoulders and rested my eyes on the line of brothers ahead. 
 
    Each of them looked like mirror images of one another, their genetics undeniable because I knew that in some way, my face resembled theirs too. I didn’t inherit their soft cheeks, rounded lips or high, feminine cheekbones, all those came directly from Qyris. The goddess of the sun may have been my intended mother, but in the end, Eris had been the one to bring me into the world. The goddess of the Underworld was the one I received most of my powers from, and I knew at some point during this conquest, I would have to look directly into her black eyes and steal the life away from her. 
 
    Eris had been the only one who’d seen some good in me and put me in charge of the Underworld, but she was still as dark and hateful as my father. She’d cast away Malsumis, her only true son, and left him to die in the sulfur pits. I glanced back at the pale man over my shoulder as his body shifted and changed in the fog of black smoke encircling him. 
 
    Just as my true god form was returned to me, each of the four gods taking up the back stretched and morphed back into their pure forms. They towered over my women just as I did, and I glanced at each of them for a few seconds, taking in the changes. 
 
    Ruituri was still the shortest out of all of them, but she’d changed the most. Her mortal body from earth seemed like a mockery of the beauty that posed before me now. Her glossy gray hair whipped around her as the rotted flesh healed and closed up right in front of my eyes. Her skin still had a grayish-blue hue to it like the dead, but it glowed with health as her feral yellow eyes lifted and sparkled in the bright light filtering all around us. 
 
    The goddess of decay’s tattered clothes from the mortal world shrank and melted away to reveal armor that I had seen once before in the forest outside of Sangiam. Ruituri lifted her head and smiled stunningly as her armor formed fully around her petite frame. The plated chest piece that came down from her shoulders cupped her breasts and put them on display for all to see, and if I looked close enough at the ample cleavage, I could see purple veins over the colorless flesh there. The spiked pauldrons over her shoulders twisted to sharp tips, and the cuirass over her stomach plated together at a seam and then flared out at her hips into sharp points like knives. 
 
    The plating of her armor was shaped into the same type of blackened metal as the rest of it, but it came down into a point between her legs. Most of her thighs were bare and what was covered was partially obscured by blood-red swaths of ribbon that rippled as she walked. Her gauntlets were long and came up above her elbows, and the flesh between the arm coverings and the pauldrons were wrapped in the same scarlet ribbons. Her armor looked like it was a weapon all in itself, and from the way she sauntered up the path, she knew it and knew how to use it. 
 
    Ruituri reached behind her back and pulled out the skeletal bow she’d used in front of us many times before. The goddess of rot cackled with insane laughter as she pulled back the bow’s string with no arrow within its cradle. The air shimmered around the goddess as an arrow began to form out of thin air, and the stench of it reached me in waves. 
 
    The gray-haired woman glanced at me out of the corner of her eye, grinned and then rolled forward onto the gold cobblestones. The sickly yellow arrow whizzed through the air with a crack of thunder and buried itself in the lower stomach of one of my brothers. Ruituri sat in a crouched positioned as she readied her bow again and aimed at one of the gods racing down the path. 
 
    Noxious green fumes lifted from this one as the goddess ripped her arm back and let the arrow fly through the air. I watched its movement as it cut through the air and left a trail of smog after it. The sharp tip of the arrow plunged deep into the eye socket of a running god, and he fell, toppling over the gods behind him as he rolled down the hill. 
 
    The brother who’d been hit with the arrow stumbled as he followed after the leader. His whole body bucked forward as black poison spread across his stomach and worked its way up toward his chest. My brother cried out in pain, gritted his teeth, and then fell forward to the gilded ground, retching out black vomit mixed with blood. 
 
    The infected god lifted his hand and brushed the legs of his brothers as he cried out for help. None of them turned or bent to help him as more poisonous black muck spilled out from his belly to the ground, and my stomach turned in disgust. 
 
    “Brothers!” he croaked as he attempted to crawl across the stones. “Please! Father! Help me! Spare me!” 
 
    His cries were ignored by both my siblings and my father, who watched over us from above. The lead god didn’t look back at him, only kept coming toward me as his brother died at his feet. His reaction toward his fallen brother was almost symbolistic of how all gods treated each other in the heavens and on earth. None of them cared for or loved each other as the three creators intended, they only saw other deities as rivals to be destroyed. 
 
    A voice whispered in my ear, the soft whispering so gentle that I felt tears almost come to my eyes. I blinked them away as the pastel-colored sky deepened and shined with rays of gold. I gritted my teeth, knowing the next trick my father was trying to pull. I scoffed as I focused in on the lead god, bent my knees and raced forward with Allagis held high over my head. 
 
    “Kazama,” the feminine voice so soft and gentle breathed into my ear, and I shook my head with a loud snarl. “My son, Kazama, my beautiful firstborn, you mustn’t hurt your brothers. That was one of the first lessons I ever taught you, or have you forgotten your own mother?” 
 
    I was nearly to the leader, Allagis shifting in my hands to a colossal silver halberd. The sharp point at the end glinted, and the faint lines of attack appeared before my very eyes. I followed through them as I brought the combined spear and battle-axe over my head and then slammed down. 
 
    “Kazama, no,” Qyris’s undulating voice whispered into my ear. “Don’t you remember the things I taught you? Don’t you remember your own mother? You must have memories of your mother somewhere in there, I know you do, my son.” 
 
    Pain stabbed in my chest as her words hit me like a physical attack, and I screamed in rage as I brought the halberd down onto my brother’s skull. He didn’t have time to react or move as the blade smashed through the bone and into his pulsing brain. I yanked the weapon backward, ripping his head free from his shoulders, and I stared down at his blank expression for a moment. 
 
    I didn’t hesitate as I gripped the hilt of the weapon, my eyes desperately searching for the lines of attack and finally finding them as they pointed out where I should move next. My feet moved effortlessly as if I weren’t the one in control of my body, and Allagis shifted once more in my hands. The silver metal darkened to a deep brown as the blade and spike molded into a large sphere with deadly spikes pointing out in all directions. 
 
    The faint lines flashed before my eyes, and I followed through them with fluid motions as another one of my brothers brought up his hands to stop it. He was too late, I was too quick, and Allagis was too powerful as it fed off my energy. The metal spikes entered into his face, and then the metal sphere hit. His head exploded with such force that it bathed the gods behind him in scarlet blood and bits of grey matter. 
 
    I raised my head to the sky and screamed, all the emotion within me all of these years finally coming to a boiling point. The hate and rage I held for my father, the resentment and abandonment I felt for my mother and finally, the slight and pain I had for the younger brother who received all the things I should have. 
 
    I grabbed Otia’s chain I had tied off to my waist and ripped my broken brother forward in front of all the gods racing toward me. 
 
    My brother stared up at them with pleading eyes, but I looked directly up into the sky as the clouds began to beat golden yellow. My father wouldn’t face me head-on but instead, had sent my mother out to distract me and finally to fight me. 
 
    Her form took shape in the clouds, and I had the urge to look away from her ethereal face, but I forced myself to look directly into her shining eyes. I forced Otia to his knees and presented her favorite son to her, broken and dying in his true home. 
 
    “You were never my mother!” I screamed up at her as I raised Allagis, the translucent strings of movement clear and tied to Otia’s thin neck. “I was never your son! You cast me out of your sight as soon as I was born! I was never your son! My blood is of Eris, and she is my true mother! You are a farce! Look, Qyris! I’ve brought back your favorite son, look upon him! Look what I did to him! Do you call me your son still? Am I of your blood and body still as you stared down at this broken boy, stripped of his powers? Tell me now, Qyris, do you still consider me a son?” 
 
    My voice boomed out as sweat dripped down my bare chest, and I didn’t give my proxy mother a chance to respond as I swung Allagis down. The mighty weapon rippled with life, transforming into a longsword before mine and the other gods’ eyes. Otia looked into my face as tears spilled down his dirty cheeks, and yet, I felt no remorse. This was what I intended to do to him all along, bring him out in front of the parents that doted on him, and execute him like a common thief. 
 
    The translucent strings of movement glittered before my very eyes, and my arm swung down in an arch. I almost closed my eyes at the last second but willed myself to keep them open as the blade cleanly cut through Otia’s neck. Right as the head fell, I brought up my left hand and curled it into a fist. 
 
    My dark powers swirled around him, consuming the soul that attempted to flee from his empty corpse. The white soul screamed and writhed in pain as it was eaten up by my powers and barred from access into the spirit realm. His soul would be lost in the void, never to find a place to rest unlike those who I’d spared. I raised my hateful eyes toward Qyris and let my left hand fall to my side. Tears spilled down her cheeks, and she shook with emotion, but I felt no pity for her as a faint face appeared directly over her shoulder. 
 
    My hands tightened on the hilt of Allagis as the wide-set dark eyes opened, and the flowing black hair shifted. It was a face I knew well, one I hadn’t seen in such a long time that it made my heart throb in pain. I was glad in this moment that my women were off fighting and didn’t have to see the face of the goddess they’d tried so hard to save. The goddess my mother had personally condemned and cast out of the heavens. 
 
    The Tichádáma turned in the air, graceful and poised as ever and stood directly behind Qyris. I may have possessed her powers, but I’d released her soul into the spirit realm where she belonged. 
 
    “Mizu no on’na,” I whispered, and the goddess smiled at me as she slowly began to fade from sight. 
 
    I wasn’t sure why she’d visited me at a moment such as this but seeing her here, with the person who had taken her life and her love away from me gave me more strength than I expected. 
 
    “What?” Qyris snapped as she glared down at me with wide, horrified eyes. “What was the name you just spoke?” 
 
    “Mizu no on’na,” I repeated myself as my women blasted past behind me and a wave of heat brushed my long hair to the side from one of Heijing’s breath attacks. “The Lady of the Water, you remember her, don’t you?” 
 
    “You dare speak that heretics name in my presence?” the goddess of the sun snapped as she slowly lowered from the sky, and I got a better look at her. 
 
    She was just as I remembered from my childhood. Her curly blonde locks rustled down to her waist, and her sharp turquoise eyes pierced into mine like daggers. Her cheeks were soft and sloping while her lips were plump and red like a rosebud. She wore golden bands around her wrists, upper arms and gilt chainmail over her hips. A swatch of royal purple covered her chest as she stepped from the air onto the cobblestones in front of me. 
 
    Qyris was much smaller than I remembered, almost childlike compared to my massive body that towered over her. Her eyes stabbed into me hatefully, but I ignored it as I lowered Allagis and took a step closer to her. Her face was exactly how I recalled it, the firm frown in place that she always looked down at me with. She hadn’t changed in all the thousands of years, and I could still feel the scorn pour from her skin as I came nearer. 
 
    Every word she’d spoken to me was a lie, Qyris never considered me her son, I wasn’t her favorite. To her, just as with my father, I was an abomination to them, a scourge upon the heavens and earth. 
 
    My heart ached as I looked at her familiar face, and as I took another step, Qyris drew back, lifting her pointed nose into the air with disgust. I held Allagis loosely in my hand as I spread my arms wide to her and then gestured to my being. 
 
    “You made me, Qyris,” I stated in my grave, oaky voice, and the goddess’s aquamarine eyes narrowed on my face. “I may not have come from your body, but I am still your blood. Why did you not accept me as your son? I may not have been born from your body, but I am still a part of you, just as I am with my father. Why did you never love me? I am still your son.” 
 
    My words seemed to affect her more than I expected them to, and I had to fight to keep the devilish grin from spreading across my lips. 
 
    “K-Kazama…” Qyris whispered as she looked uncertainly toward the sky where Chirus watched. 
 
    “You never cared for me, you never even touched me,” I whispered in the softest voice I could muster as I dropped my shoulders. “I was your son, and yet, you still couldn’t find enough love in your heart to accept me. You cast me away before I was even thrown from the heavens. What child deserves that? Qyris, why didn’t you love me? Why didn’t you care for me? Didn’t I deserve it? I was your firstborn, and you looked upon me like a deformed creature crawling at your feet. Mother, forgive me, for whatever I’ve done, will you at least now, forgive me and accept me?” 
 
    “Qyris, don’t listen to him!” Chirus shouted, but his voice was far away. “He’s lying to you, stupid woman! Can’t you see?” 
 
    “Mother,” I murmured in the most pathetic voice I could summon up. “Please, let me be your son, for once. I am your son, Qyris, all of this time I’ve been part of you, I will always be a part of you. Accept me, Mother.” 
 
    “Kazama…” Qyris muttered as her eyes swiveled to the corpse of Otia. 
 
    She’d lost her most treasured possession as her favorite son’s blood continued to drip out of his wounds. I listened to her thoughts as her aquamarine eyes shifted back to me and then softened. Her tensed hands relaxed as her expression calmed, and she took a single step toward me. 
 
    I enclosed Qyris into a tight embrace as I wrapped my arms around her. My father was nearly going mad, shouting at her, but she couldn’t hear him through my powerful illusion. In her mind, I was the perfect son now, I’d done no wrong in my life, and she would do anything to protect me in this fabricated world I’d created for her. 
 
    “My son…Kazama…my son…” Qyris whispered into my shoulder as more tears spilled down her cheeks, and I raised my eyes toward the sky as my right hand came up behind her back. 
 
    Allagis morphed in my hands, shifting into a copper dagger. The runes carved into its blades flashed evilly as I swung my arm inward. I felt the knife connect and enter into Qyris’s back as her warm blood ran over my hand. I pulled the dagger out and stabbed savagely back in, striking her spinal cord and severing it completely. The goddess tensed and then went limp in my arms as I let the illusion drop from around her mind. 
 
    “Qyris!” my father screamed enraged, and I chuckled deep in the back of my throat. 
 
    I cradled her like a sick child for a moment as I examined her pained face. Her aquamarine eyes glared at me with fury and agony, but there was nothing she could do now as I slowly laid her down on the ground. I flipped Allagis in my hands, and the holy weapon shifted before her hazy eyes. 
 
    “You never gave me a mother’s love,” I murmured to her as I stepped over her dying body. “But perhaps when I eat your soul, I’ll experience some semblance of that.”  
 
    I placed my hand out over her chest and ripped her lily-white soul free. It fluctuated through the air as I stared down into her eyes for one last moment. The light in her eyes faltered as her soul absorbed into my chest and Qyris was gone from this world. 
 
    Then I threw my head back and laughed. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eighteen 
 
    “Qyris!” Chirus screamed from the skies. “No! Qyris!” 
 
    “Spare her your words, Father,” I boomed as I glared up at the swirling clouds above my head. “Your love for her was shallow and tainted. If you had really cared for her, you wouldn’t have sent her down here to test her strength against mine. You didn’t love Qyris, she was your pawn! Just as Otia was!” 
 
    “You know nothing!” Chirus roared, and before my eyes, the pastel pinks in the sky boiled scarlet and burnt oranges with his rage. “The love between Qyris and I was pure! A love that will last on into the eons even with her gone!” 
 
    “You speak of love, but you know nothing of it, Father,” I stated as I set my jaw and glared out over all the fighting. “I thought I knew what love was, set by your example, but everything you taught me about emotion and feeling was wrong. When I met Isolda, I was rageful and mean, I cared for her like a wild animal would. Ravaged her with my love, lay it upon her with reckless abandon. You may have stolen her away from me, snatched away the life we would’ve had together, but it made me stronger than you would ever believe. If it wasn’t for Isolda and my women, I would’ve never learned how to love and be loved back, and meeting them was entirely because of you. So for that, Father, I thank you.” 
 
    “Out of all the things I taught you, that is the only lesson you learned?” Chirus snarked back haughtily. “Pathetic.” 
 
    “You still call me that as my women and my gods slaughter your men?” I cackled with laughter. “At this point, you should consider begging for your soul.” 
 
    With that, I turned toward the fray and dove straight in. Gods’ bodies littered the ground just inside of the sanctum, and their divine blood dripped in between the seams of the golden cobblestones. The holy weapon moved in my hands fluidly, cutting down low-ranking gods effortlessly and each time their broken bodies fell, I gripped my left hand into a fist, preventing their souls from entering into the spirit realm. 
 
    I felt other presences here now, I’d seen the first one when Qyris revealed herself to me. Their faces came in and out of view out of the corners of my eyes but didn’t distract me, instead, their presence bolstered me. They were all here, the deities wronged by the heavens, and I felt their hands on my back, pushing me up the incline toward the city of the gods. 
 
    “They stripped me of my title,” Mizu whispered into my ear over my shoulder. “They killed the man I loved, and they banished me to a hole where my people sacrificed the animals I’d created. They broke me, they made me low, they destroyed me, Kazama. You promised me, destroy them for what they did to my people and me.” 
 
    “Nahum, my brother, my friend,” Euron chuckled from directly behind me, and when I glanced back at his spirit, he was smiling widely. “We know why I call you by that name. As children, you were a demon, always play-fighting with me in the courtyards but now, be the physical embodiment of that name, friend, be the demon that I always called you.” 
 
    I turned as I swung Allagis, and the holy weapon shifted in my hands as it followed along through the transparent lines of attack. Athar’s beaten and scarred face appeared before my eyes, and he stared at me with such intensity that I almost faltered. 
 
    “Avenge me too, Kazama,” Athar murmured in his deep voice heavy with exhaustion. “I was thrown from the heavens merely for speaking against your father. I have done no wrong in the eyes of the holy council, my death was a warning to them, make sure of it.” 
 
    I gritted my teeth as I gripped Allagis tighter in my hands and spun as two gods raced forward, their hands glowing with royal blue power. Black energy formed at the end of the holy weapon’s sword tip, and as I slashed out at both of them, the darkness entered into their bodies like a poison. I moved past them into the crowd as my dark power took control of their minds and used their abilities against their brothers. 
 
    Emerald fire blasted out from the left of me, and I whipped my head in that direction right as Morrigan’s power reached a peak I’d never witnessed before. The elven woman floated in the air, completely encased in her elven magic as eight massive gouts of flame slammed into the ground like a spider’s legs. Each time one moved and slammed back down onto the sanctum, it burnt one of the gods in her path. Morrigan’s eyes glowed snow white, and her hair whipped around her in an unseen gale. The elf’s hands slammed out in each direction, blasting fireballs at any god that dared come close to her. 
 
    I raised my head as the sound of wings came from overhead. Annalise flew through the sky, a golden light fluttering down from her wide-spanning wings. The high queen looked as godly as I’d imagined her, and as our eyes met, she smiled softly to me. I could not take my eyes off of her as she swept down into the crowd, Bloodscale and the unnamed sword tightly held in her hands. 
 
    The two glinting blades moved in tandem as her power pulsed through them, and each time she brought them down at an enemy, they found their mark. This was just the beginning of our battle against the heavens, and we were nearly finished with the first wave they’d sent. 
 
    Flashes of color beat across the sky as Heijing sailed through the air with Haruhi perched firmly on her shoulders. The sage crouched down with one hand pressed to the dragon’s smooth scales and raised one of her golden pistols. The explosion that came after was deafening, and I watched the blessed bullet buzz through the air as if in slow motion. 
 
    The tiny bead of light blasted past me and buried itself in the skull of a god directly behind me. Haruhi’s light laughter lifted into the air as the Qianlong’s wings beat the air into a flurry and changed direction abruptly. Heijing’s icy blue eyes met mine for a mere second and then moved away as her enormous maw dropped open, and she let loose a blast of neon blue fire onto the gods below. 
 
    “This is fun, isn’t it, Kazama?” Ruituri cackled as she raced past me with her bow raised. 
 
    The goddess of rot shot countless arrows into the air indiscriminately as she ran, but each of them slammed down into the bodies of our enemies. Like before, each of the deities fell to the ground as their flesh slowly turned black and green with decay. 
 
    Explosions sounded off to the right of me, and I whipped in the direction as twenty gods were thrown into the air from the blast. Carmedy ran low to the ground, her feet barely making a sound as her paws moved so fast that they were blurs. The alchemist slammed another bundle into the cradle of her slingshot and then let the burlap packet fly. The brown bundle left a purple trail through the air as it soared for a moment and then landed directly at the base of the hill. 
 
    The little bag landed with a soft smack and smoked for a few seconds before it detonated. More gods were thrown into the air, their arms and legs cleanly torn off as pained screams escaped their wide mouths. The hole left where the bundle exploded was massive, large enough for seven men to stand up to their chests, side-by-side in with extra room. The alchemist raced past me, giggling to herself as she tossed another packet into the sky, this one trailing foul-smelling smog after it. 
 
    A flash of red caught my attention as Rana launched herself into four gods at once. The fox faded in and out of view as her claymore ripped into the bodies of each deity. I stepped forward, gripping Allagis as another god grabbed the fox from behind, and she struggled against him. Rana suddenly relaxed, the claymore dropping for a second as she slammed her heavy boot down on the god’s toes. In quick succession, the redhead swung her leg out, bent it at the knee, and slammed it into the god’s kneecap. 
 
    “Feet, knees,” Rana mumbled through gritted teeth as she wriggled free from the god and swung her leg up between his legs with a heavy thud. “Balls and eyes! And that’s how you use self-defense, boys!” 
 
    The fox giggled as her paw jabbed out and slammed into the god’s squinted eyes. The deity rocked backward as he screamed in pain, but Rana wasn’t finished with him yet as she gripped the hilt of her sword and stabbed him through the heart. Rana ripped the sword back, freeing it, and the dead god wobbled on his feet for a second before falling face-first to the sanctum’s bloodied ground. 
 
    Through the crowd, I could make out the shapes of Domor and Bellum working back to back as their hands moved through the air sinuously. None of them used the weapons we’d seen before in the battle against Tintagal and the Blood-Curdlers, but it seemed they were more powerful without them. Domor dropped to the ground on all fours, and in one swift movement, Bellum stepped up onto his back. 
 
    The goddess of war’s right hand flickered with wine-colored light as she lifted it slowly from her side. Gods surrounded both of them from all sides, but both of them looked relaxed, unbothered by the deities encircling them from all sides. Bellum ripped her hand upwards, and the power flashing from her hands intensified and then detonated outward into tiny orbs of light. Each sphere slammed into the chests of the gods coming closer and exited out their backs with sprays of blood. 
 
    The gods’ bodies fell backward into a perfect circle as Bellum hopped off Domor’s back and then helped her comrade back up. Another wave came at them, but the god and goddess didn’t flinch or falter in their movements as they moved in sync. 
 
    Malsumis waded through the fray easily, his head held high as his black robes flapped out behind him like the wings of a giant raven. His eyes moved over the crowd with little interest, but his pale, thin hands moved through the air like a maestro. The power he used so masterfully had no color or light as he moved it skillfully through the air. Malsumis left a trail of corpses in his wake as he strode surely through the other gods. 
 
    Few of the deities remained, and those who were still alive struggled to escape over the hill toward the city. Their strength and abilities were nothing compared to ours, and the rest of the gods’ realm would soon learn that too. These gods and goddesses had once been our brothers, sisters, friends, and comrades, and now, they were nothing more than our enemies. 
 
    Twenty-five gods abandoned the fight, their comrades dead at their feet as they tumbled and climbed over the discarded corpses toward the slope of the sanctum. I wouldn’t let any of them escape, no god would survive this attack. I would destroy all of them, with my bare hands if I had to. 
 
    I closed my eyes and breathed in deeply as the holy weapon Allagis sensed my next move. Without opening my eyes, I could see the transparent lines of attack as the weapon shifted in one hand and then split into two. My arms tensed as I held the newly made war hammers in my massive hands and smacked their flat heads together with a loud crack. I felt the heat of sparks bite at my wrists but ignored it as the translucent lines of attack appeared in the darkness behind my lids. 
 
    I brought both war hammers high over my head as my eyes reopened and focused in on the backs of my fleeing enemies. I pushed all of my dark power into the weapons and then brought them down onto the gilt cobblestones. The ground underneath my feet trembled, and it felt as if the whole floating island of the gods’ realm shook from my might. Cracks raced up the hill after the retreating deities and hell-fire licked up from between the spaces. 
 
    I raised the war hammers over my head again as I summoned up all the demons in the Underworld, and the hellish beasts crawled from the cracks with deranged laughter. Their soulless, black eyes settled on the backs of the gods as they stretched their misshapen arms and legs. Each demon lowered themselves close to the ground with their bowed, canine-like legs and tore after the gods with lightning speed. 
 
    The beasts skin was a scaly and cracked crimson color and vaguely reminded me of the Soul Eater I held in my nexus. Each time they moved, they weaved in and out of formation, yellow saliva dripping from the corners of their mouths as they howled hungrily. 
 
    I strode forward as a brilliant orange and scarlet fire trailed after each of the hellish creatures. Their mouths dropped open to expose pointed, needle-like teeth and animalistic yelps escaped their twisted mouths as they neared their prey. The first beast neared one of the gods, tensed its legs and launched itself up into the air. The taloned hands ripped through the air, and then the demon crashed into the deity’s back, knocking the man to the ground. 
 
    His terrified screams reached my ears and then died out as the creature tore into the god’s flesh and began to feast on him. I trod up the hill slowly as each of the fleeing gods was thrown to the ground and consumed by my beasts. One of the red-fleshed demons raised its soulless eyes to me and made low clicking sounds in the back of its throat as it averted its gaze away from my overbearing presence. 
 
    I came to stand on the crest of the hill and looked out over the entire city I was born in. The heavens spread out below us, bathed in pure whites and glittering golds. Each building towered high against the pastel clouds. Spires painted with holy runes rose up from the main palace and flags with my father’s sigil flapped from each of them. 
 
    I spied the gardens through the mass of houses and buildings, the place where Euron and I used to play as children and where the Tichádáma had watched over me from afar. I had so many memories tied to different areas of the heavens, and they all came rushing back at once. In a way, I wanted to walk through the streets and show my minion’s everything here that I had once known, but another part of me wanted to burn everything in sight to the ground. 
 
    Nothing had changed that I could see, and I felt resentment and hate build in my belly. My women and the four gods came to stand all around me as they took in the ethereal beauty of the gods’ realm. This was the place where Ruituri, Bellum, Domor, and I had come from. Malsumis stood at my shoulder and glared down at the palace below. 
 
    I was born here, along with the other three, but Malsumis was born in the Underworld. The heavens and his mother had scorned him, looked upon him as if he were a disgrace. We were akin to each other in that way, he hated the gods as much as I did and wanted nothing more than to watch their precious city burn. 
 
    “Wow…” Annalise whispered as her eyes widened, and she brought her hands up over her mouth. “It’s like nothing I’ve ever seen before…” 
 
    “It is beautiful,” Morrigan stated coldly as she glared down at the elegant architecture. “But the beauty of it does not mask the horrors that have come from the people who live here.” 
 
    Haruhi’s fluffy white ears were at attention as she swept her hazel eyes all around the massive city. I’d only seen her react this way once and that was in the sanctuary of the Qianlongs. The sage didn’t speak or ask any questions as she rested her gaze on the white stones of the palace. The librarian was our source of information on the gods and the heavens, and I assumed she knew more about this place than I did. 
 
    “Swanky,” Rana nodded as she placed her closed fists on her hips. “Now, let’s burn this bastard down.” 
 
    “D-do we have to?” Carmedy asked shyly as she fiddled with her paws. “It’s really pretty, maybe we could just leave the gods and leave the city?” 
 
    “No,” Malsumis uttered softly with a shake of his head. “The gods' realm must be destroyed along with the deities that live here. We must kill all of them and then crumble their strongholds. This place doesn’t deserve the right to survive even after its creators have died.” 
 
    “I guess you’re right,” Carmedy sighed and then squared her shoulders. “It may be pretty, but a lot of bad things have happened here, especially to our Master, and we can’t allow it to remain.” 
 
    This place was filled with so much pain, so much hatred and anger that it was almost an agony to look down at it from afar. I rested my eyes on the sprawling palace, the home of my parents, brothers, and for some time, me too. The castle, the only home I had ever known who in the end, cast me away and banished me to the darkness. 
 
    “What a shithole,” Malsumis scoffed lightly as he turned to me, and I chuckled, the intense aura hanging around us finally shattering. “What’s next, brother? Shall we storm the castle?” 
 
    I looked out over my home again, no gods moved around the streets, and I felt the massive pulse of power coming directly from the palace straight ahead. I knew for certain that my father had called all of his comrades there and now lay in wait for us. They wanted our party to come to them and if that is what they wanted, then so be it, but we wouldn’t come quietly. 
 
    I raised my head, and my eyes connected with Heijing’s icy blue eyes as the Qianlong towered over us. The dragon blinked slowly and tilted her head at me curiously as my eyes shifted down to Morrigan and then over to Carmedy. 
 
    “What is it, Master?” Heijing’s booming voice whispered in my ear. 
 
    I looked up into her face for a moment as I studied her enormous form’s features. Heijing, the last remaining dragon on earth, the sole survivor of the gods attack on the Qianlongs’ sanctuary. The dragon was at the forefront of our next attack, and she slowly realized it as her eyes bore into mine. 
 
    “Carmedy,” I spoke without even turning to look at the alchemist. “Tell me more about that Spirit Summoning spell you used against Tuzakuer’s men.” 
 
    “Of course,” the feline nodded as she came closer. “It harnesses the souls of the dead and brings them into our plane of existence. They’re brought back in their original forms and are able to move around them as if they were real. Morrigan told me it’s on the line of dark arts but still considered alchemy though not practiced by most alchemists.” 
 
    “How long does the spell last?” I questioned as I tapped my chin and looked over Heijing’s spotted flank. 
 
    “As long as the alchemist casting the spell wants it too,” Carmedy gripped at me as her black tail whipped excitedly behind. “So as long as I have the spell in my mind as I keep moving, the spirits will remain in this realm.” 
 
    “Can you call up any spirit, or does it have to be a specific one?” I asked more feverishly as I rested a hand against Heijing’s warm side. 
 
    “No, I can call anyone up that I want to, I just need their names to be able to summon up the right spirit,” the feline giggled as she smiled. “I only picked Anteng and Guoshe at Tuzakeur’s because their stories inspired me.” 
 
    “How many spirits can you call up at once?” I inquired as I let my hand drop, and I turned fully to face the alchemist. 
 
    “Well, it wasn’t difficult to bring up the two, but I’m not sure how much energy I’d expend while summoning them.” the alchemist muttered thoughtfully as she stroked her tail. 
 
    “How many do you think you can safely do?” I asked as I gazed down into her emerald eyes. 
 
    “Well, with all the ingredients and supplies I have on me now for the potion,” the alchemist muttered as she dug through her pack and looked through it. “It’d say I have enough to summon up about ten spirits.” 
 
    “Very good,” I nodded as a sly grin slipped over my face, and I looked back to Heijing. “Tell us the names of all the Qianlong and Akalong war generals you can remember, starting with the most brutal and vicious. You once told us you wanted revenge against the gods for what they did to you and your ancestors but what if I told you they could exact the revenge themselves?”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Nineteen 
 
    Heijing stood a little taller, her icy blue eyes sharp and alive in their sockets as she gazed up at me. 
 
    “But first,” the Qianlong whispered softly. “There is something I must do, since they’re begging to join in this fight.” 
 
    Heijing’s icy blue eyes burned with a new fire and then snapped closed. 
 
     Her massive form glowed and flashed with bright lights of cerulean and scarlet as the spirits of her parents she held within her body were released. Swirling smoke obscured the two massive dragons from view for a few seconds before it cleared and Guoshe lowered her enormous face closer to my godly body. 
 
    The dragon’s golden eyes glittered excitedly as smoke curled out of her snake-like nostrils. Anteng towered over the two of them and turned his light-colored eyes toward the city ahead of us. The Akalong and Qianlong’s spirits were so much larger than their daughter who curled between their two large bodies. Heijing may have reached her maturity, but she was nothing compared to the fully grown dragons standing beside her. 
 
    “We will aid you,” Anteng’s voice boomed from above as his wings beat at the air. “The gods destroyed our home, took our lives, and separated us from our only child. If you think we will stand back and watch from the sidelines, you are very wrong.” 
 
    Guoshe moved her massive head, and a soft shift of air beat at my face as the red dragon stared down at Carmedy’s petite frame. 
 
    “Shall I start, little one?” the Akalong asked in a sweet voice, and Carmedy nodded as she reached for her ingredients. “My adopted father, the commander of the Akalongs, the man they once called the Demon Lord, Shihito.” 
 
    Anteng’s massive lips curled over his teeth as he leaned his head closer to Carmedy along with his wife. 
 
    “Bring my adoptive father too, the Qianlong war general of the name Kosetsu,” Anteng seemed to grin through his enormous dragon face as he turned to look over at his wife. “Our fathers hated each other so much, my love, and now they’ll be fighting side by side.” 
 
    “They are united on this front, Anteng,” Gushoe whispered as her yellow eyes shifted over to Heijing. “They have something very precious to protect. I can still remember the look in my father’s eyes the day that I was offered up as a prize to you after losing the war. I may not have been his blood, but I was his daughter through and through. The sadness in his eyes as I boarded the ship and departed toward Nekoka was something I’ll never forget. I can assume that I had the same look in my eyes moments before the gods took our lives and separated us from our child.” 
 
    Guoshe’s voice changed in tone and deepened with rage as she uttered the last few words. The crimson dragon lifted her head and glared down at the gods’ city. These were the people that destroyed their home and took their daughter away from them. I could feel Guoshe’s hatred physically pulse through the air, and I was glad to have the Akalong on our side. 
 
    All the stories we’d heard about Guoshe were true, she struck fear into the hearts of man. Heijing had once recalled that during her mother’s adolescence, her father, the demon dragon himself lovingly used to call her Ko Omo, the Child Lord because of not only her short stature but also her viciousness on and off the battlefield. The Akalong towered over all of us next to her husband, and they both were a frightening pair to take in. 
 
    Both Anteng and Guoshe named off eight more of their ancestors and Carmedy quickly scribbled the names down on a small notebook. Each of the names was long and hard to pronounce in their traditional language, but the alchemist asked for spelling and pronunciation as they went along. The feline wanted to make sure that she got each of them right when summoning up their spirits, and the two dragons corrected her any time she made a mistake. 
 
    Morrigan floated over and stood behind the alchemist as the elf peeked over Carmedy’s shoulder. The elven woman’s dark eyes moved over the paper curiously, and suddenly, her plump lips moved to speak. 
 
    “Let me help,” Morrigan said in a firm voice as she looked me straight in the eye. “The spell looks fairly simple, I’ve looked it over from the book Haruhi gave us. I’ve summoned up spirits before, and I can create creatures out of thin air. I can do this.” 
 
    “How many?” I inquired as I took a step closer. “How many do you think you can summon?” 
 
    “This isn’t a slight against you, Carmedy,” Morrigan started, and the feline giggled and shrugged softly for the elf to go on. “My mage capabilities are strong, and Carmedy has different abilities than I do, but I believe with my skill that I can summon up to twenty, possibly more.” 
 
    “Why would you think I’d be angry about that?” the alchemist cried as she wrapped her arms around the elf’s middle. “That’s amazing! The spell has limitations for alchemists but for mages, I don’t think it does.” 
 
    “Very well then,” I grinned and turned back toward Guoshe and Anteng who hovered over us. “We’re going to need more names then.” 
 
    As Carmedy and Morrigan took down more names, I ran through the plan with the rest of my women and the four gods. I would lead the eight of them ahead while Heijing, Carmedy, and the three dragons stayed back on the hill of the sanctum. As soon as we left them, they would start summoning up the spirits of the dead Akalongs and Qianlongs. 
 
    It would take the nine of us fifteen minutes to race through the city streets and reach the fortress. During that time, Morrigan and Carmedy would bring forward as many of the dragons that they could summon safely. Once we reached the castle and entered into it, they would make their descent. The other party would wait until they heard my signal, and then they would attack along with us from above. 
 
    I already knew that all the homes and buildings outside of the palace were empty of gods and goddesses, they were all hiding out inside of the fortress along with my father. I sensed three other powerful presences to the west, but they hadn’t yet revealed themselves. They were stronger than all the gods within the fortress combined, and I worried that I would have to fight them too after I dealt with my father and the others. 
 
    I glanced to the west where the power pulsed from but couldn’t make out any shapes or silhouettes that would give away their location. It didn’t matter, the three gods would reveal themselves to me at some point during this battle, and I would stand my ground against them. 
 
    Annalise, Rana, and Haruhi all came to stand by my side as we prepared to take the castle. Domor, Bellum, Ruituri, and Malsumis clustered directly behind us, and to my surprise, the goddess of rot was quiet for once during this journey. When I glanced back at her, her wild yellow eyes were soft and filled with a strange emotion. My brows furrowed, and I moved to speak, but Ruituri opened her mouth first. 
 
    “It’s time to end this, Kazama, for good,” the goddess spoke in a frighteningly soft voice that I’d never heard her use. “It’s time to end their reign of terror.” 
 
    “You are right,” I nodded in a firm voice as I gripped the holy weapon Allagis tighter in my hand. “The gods have been left to their own devices for too long, they’ve corrupted and ruined too much. We will bring them down and take back the gods' realm. Let’s go. Morrigan, Carmedy, you know what to do.” 
 
    “Yes, Master!” Carmedy giggled as she began moving her deft paws through the air and whispering the words from the spell she learned. 
 
    “Of course, Master.” Morrigan bowed her head. 
 
    I took a single step backward as Heijing brought her enormous head down, and I rested my bare hand against her scaly snout. Her icy blue eyes cut into me as they always did, and her soothing voice boomed in my head. 
 
    “Be safe, Kazama,” the Qianlong stated as my hand dropped, and I nodded as I turned away from her. “We’ll be waiting for your call.” 
 
    “We’re off,” I uttered as I broke out into a run down the incline and the eight of them followed after me. 
 
    I glanced back over my shoulder once right as the air all around my two minions began to glimmer. Sparks of royal blues and scarlets rained down all around them as enormous outlines of beasts began to take shape all around them. Glowing eyes appeared in the sky at different heights and glared down at the massive fortress below. I could feel the rage and hate radiate from each of the summoned spirits, and I turned my head back toward the path ahead of us. 
 
    We raced through the heaven’s streets with barely any time to look around. I knew that this was hardest for Haruhi, who loved learning more about the gods' realm, but the sage kept her eyes forward on our target. The librarian held her pistols loosely in both hands as her heavy boots pounded the ground, and when her eyes connected with mine, she gave me a weary smile. 
 
    Annalise strode assuredly from my left, her loose braids rustling in the wind as she kept her chocolate brown eyes straight ahead. On the other side of the high queen, Rana ran, and every few seconds, the redhead would phase in and out of view as her powers activated sporadically. Their abilities were fully formed within them, no longer aided by the holy children placed within their bellies. My minions were now gods just as I and the four others were. 
 
    As we passed different parts of the city, memories of my past flooded in. The gardens slowly passed to our left, and I glanced over at them for a few seconds as I found the exact place where Euron and I used to play as children. Higher up, amid the blooming flowers and trees, a low bench sat where Mizu used to watch me fondly. 
 
    I quickly turned away from the tranquil gardens as I guided them and turned down a side street, remembering this was the place where I would often go to escape the tyrannical reach of my father and mother. I pushed all of those rising emotions down as I focused my eyes on the massive gilt doors of the palace. 
 
    Being here again made me feel as if I had never left at all. So many memories rushed through my brain and hit me from all sides. I almost couldn’t take it, all the pain and misery I’d suffered in such a beautiful place. All the pain my father made me suffer under his house and rule felt as if it was all happening again. I wanted nothing more than to leave this place, but I knew deep in my heart, I had to stay and kill the rest of the gods. 
 
    I couldn’t let them survive, couldn’t let the heavens remain as they were now. The things happening here weren’t as the three creators intended, the deities of today had strayed so far from their teachings. My father had called me an abomination on multiple occasions, even before I was thrown from the heavens. It wasn’t true, he was the abomination, the gods on the holy council were abominations, and I was here to cleanse the heavens of their filth. 
 
    It was my duty. 
 
    I sensed my father’s eyes from all directions, they pressed down on me, but I pushed on. Chirus was a coward, as he’d always been. Each time he wanted something done, he’d sent someone else to handle it. First, with the Holy Order, The Elders, and finally with my mother. I’d killed her without mercy, without even shedding a single tear, and he had watched the entire time. He wanted to keep his hands clean, but he hadn’t realized that they were already coated with thousands of mortal and gods’ blood, including Qyris’s. 
 
    I wasn’t surprised that he’d sent his wife out to fight me, and it made me wonder who else he’d send out to fight me instead of facing his firstborn head-on like a man. He was afraid of me, I’d seen it when he fought against me at the Holy Order’s fortress. He’d seen the power I wielded behind theses hands and fled away in fear. Now, he would have to face me for the final time, and I wouldn’t let him escape like before. 
 
    As Ruituri said, it was time to end this. The heavens had been allowed to go on like this for too long without any repercussions. The gods' realm had created me, saw me for what I was, and then cast me out. They left me, abandoned me when I was a mere child, and I would exact my revenge on them, not only for myself but for all those they’d wronged before me. 
 
    The door inside loomed ahead, making my women look like ants in comparison but I pushed them forward toward it as I growled in the back of my throat. My powers pulsed all around me, no longer constricted by the tiny avatar my essence had once inhabited. I was stronger now, my links to the heavens stronger since entering back through the sanctum. I’d missed this feeling, the surge of my abilities through my veins like the very lifeblood that kept my heart pumping. 
 
    “Master, the door,” Bellum called from behind me, and I glanced back at her. 
 
    The scarlet haired woman ran like a gazelle, and she held her hands out in front of her, the fingertips of both pressed firmly together as her eyes glowed brightly.  
 
    “What about it?” I shouted back as I turned my eyes back toward the quickly approaching gilt entrance. 
 
    “Enchantments protect it, they’ve locked it!” the redheaded goddess shouted, and I grunted in response as I lifted Allagis. 
 
    I held the holy weapon in both hands as I bent my knees and launched myself into the air. Wind brushed my long locks back over my shoulders, and I roared for all to hear as I swung Allagis down. The weapon shifted three times in my hand, first to a longsword. Indigo light flashed around the blade as it widened, shifted, and changed into a broadsword. None of these seemed large enough to attack the massive blockade, and I pushed all of my strength into the weapon. 
 
    The weapon crackled loudly, and sparks flew from the blue aura as it again shifted in my hands into a claymore even larger than the Eye of Alipsis and the sword Rana held. The blade extended four times an average claymore’s length and widened. The weapon was so heavy in my hands that I strained against it as I brought it down toward the entrance. 
 
    I felt the weapon hit the invisible enchantments and stop for a mere second. I gritted my teeth as I slammed my power down into Allagis, and a loud cracking sound thundered in my ears. I was nearly blown back from the force of the enchantments breaking but held my ground as I followed through with another blow to the door. 
 
    Ancient symbols and glowing runes flashed across the blade of the weapon, and I barely had time to glance at them as the blade connected with the golden metal of the entrance. I screamed as my muscles bulged tautly under my flesh, and the golden doors blew inward, completely coming off their hinges and spiraling through the air in the inner chamber. Both of them slammed into the far walls, buried into the stone from the force behind my blow. The hallway beyond the door was devoid of any life, but farther down, a second set of doors stood. 
 
    I felt the pulse of godly power behind it right as a chorus of roars rose into the air from behind us. The dragons were ready and anxious to fight as their enormous talons raked against the sanctum. I concentrated in on my three women and could see them in my mind’s eye. The mass of scaly bodies almost obscured Morrigan and Carmedy, but the two women kept their eyes trained on us in the distance. 
 
    “Now!” I screamed to them telepathically. “Send them now!” 
 
    Carmedy and Morrigan both nodded at the same time, hurried over to Heijing and deftly climbed onto the Qianlong’s back. The dragon’s journey would be much faster than ours, and they would descend upon the fortress in a matter of minutes. Heijing rose into the air right as I turned my attention back toward the hall and the gods waiting beyond. 
 
    “This is it,” Annalise breathed as she slipped her hand softly into mine. “Are you ready?” 
 
    I turned to my minions as I looked deeply into each of their eyes. I loved them so much, and even as gods, there was a chance of them getting hurt or injured in this battle. I knew they would do well despite that, I’d trained each of them thoroughly and made them into capable warriors. They’d killed gods alongside me for a long time now, they knew what to expect going into this. I inhaled and then exhaled loudly as I brought Allagis up in front of me and examined its mighty blade. 
 
    “There were many times in my life I wondered why I had been born,” I murmured to all of them. “I was a disgrace to my parents, despised by all other gods and a scourge on earth. I thought there must have been a reason I was brought into this world and I think I finally found it. This is my destiny, I was born to kill the gods, and I will personally make sure that all of them perish on this day. We will spare none of our enemies and all those who stand against us.” 
 
    My minions stared up at me with wide eyes and awestruck expressions. Annalise hid her face as she wiped away a single tear that threatened to drip down her cheek. My core four women had been with me since the very beginning, and they’d stayed by my side through all things. They had happily trekked along with me through snow-covered mountains and over oceans filled with wayward spirits. My pain was their pain, and even as my heart ached at this moment, I knew they felt it too. 
 
    I was destined to do this, from the moment I was born, my fate was set in stone. Each moment from then on became a stepping stone to the god I was in this moment, standing at the entrance of the gods’ fortress. My life, accumulation of anger, and rage all up until this point as I stepped one foot into the hallway. 
 
    The air all around us changed immediately, and the gods’ power beating from the other end of the hall intensified. My father’s presence weighed heavily on me from all directions, it was stifling, but I brushed it off easily. I’d grown up with that feeling hovering over me every day, and even after being away for a long time, I was still accustomed to it. 
 
    My feet moved as if on their own, and my minions watched me from behind. The first steps I took were slow as I stared down at the cherry-colored wood of the second door. I’d been in this place hundreds of times before during my life in the heavens, and I knew the rooms by heart. We were headed straight for the grand hall where my father and mother led many Holy Council meetings. 
 
    My feet moved even faster, and finally, I broke out in a run with an earsplitting roar. My minions and the four gods followed quickly on my heel as we pounded forward. To the left of me, Annalise threw back her head and let out a mighty scream. The high queen lifted the blades of Bloodscale and the unnamed sword and scrapped them across the stone walls as we passed. The blades sent brilliant yellow sparks into the air and trailed them behind us. 
 
    As we neared the door, the dark wood swung open on its own. I gritted my teeth at the loud sound of my father’s throaty laughter as we slowed at the door. I was the first to exit as Annalise and Rana slipped in behind me. The others filtered in behind us, and as soon as we all entered into the great hall, we fanned out into position. 
 
    The grand hall was larger than I remembered, seeming to stretch on for one-hundred yards or more. The room was bathed in a warm, white light that illuminated the grand portraits covering all the walls and domed ceiling. Round columns lined the room, and the floor shined so brightly I could almost see my reflection in it. At the end of the hall were three raised platforms, almost made to look like stairs. At the top of the last marble stairs were three statues carved from stone. Most of the facial features of the three seated men had worn away with time, but minuscule details still remained. 
 
    It looked exactly the same as it did in my memories, but that’s not what caught my attention. Gods stood all around me, creating a massive wall of faces, and right in the middle of them, loomed my father. Chirus turned, his laughter ringing out all around the room as he settled his amber-colored eyes on my form. Despite the joy in his voice, deep in his eyes, I saw the boiling rage. Even in front of his council members, he was hiding the fact that he was too afraid to face me head-on. 
 
    “Ah, Kazama,” Chirus breathed as he grinned down at me. “Good of you to join us.” 
 
    There were only eight of us, and hundreds of gods stood before us, but we didn’t let that daunt us. We just had to keep them distracted for a moment before the real fighting started. I raised my head toward my father, and he seemed to grin even wider. 
 
    Chirus looked the same as the day I’d been thrown from the heavens. His auburn locks flowed down to his shoulders and were tied back with a length of crème colored cord. My father’s emerald eyes shone under bushy brows, and as he brought up his hands almost to welcome me, I saw the sigils burned into his palms. Chirus wide chest and thick arms were covered in dark armor, the surface porous and discolored with age. My father was wall-like, his muscles bulging underneath the fabric 
 
    As I took a step closer, a few of the gods in the crowd made faces of disgust as if I were vermin. In the distance, I heard the flapping of wings and turned my eyes toward my father, knowing I needed to distract him for a bit longer. I wanted this to be a big surprise for him, seeing the creatures he’d killed off, and the single one that survived. 
 
    “Do you really think you can take on all of us at once?” Chirus laughed as his thick hands clutched his belly. “You can’t defeat us even with the aid of your immortal women and the misfits behind them. It’s pitiful that you even came here, my boy, look at our masses. Your strength will never compare to ours.” 
 
    “Isn’t it always the loser that acts as if they’ve already won before the game even starts?” I scoffed as I squared my shoulders and stood a little higher. “There will only be one god left here today, and it’ll be me. How do I know such a thing? Because you’re the only one laughing.” 
 
    A vicious grin spread across my face as the ceiling of the great hall cracked as something big smashed into it. The paintings cracked as the entire ceiling caved in with an earsplitting crash. Thunderous roars rang in our ears as cerulean and scarlet dragons poured in. Screams and cries filled the room as gods fell out of formation and scrambled away. The smug smile fell from my father’s face as the largest of dragons landed before him. Anteng’s massive maw opened and closed menacingly as black smoke curled in between his pointed teeth. 
 
    I threw back my head and laughed as I spread my arms wide toward all the dragons landing among the gods. I kept my eyes on my father’s as all the Akalongs and Qianlongs snatched his followers and tore them into shreds. My minions fanned out around me, and I took a single step toward my father, my arms outstretched. 
 
    I held the holy weapon out to the side of me, and the blade thrummed heatedly under my hand. The lines of attack appeared clearly before my eyes as I focused in on him, but it didn’t matter which direction I came from, it only took one blow from Allagis to kill him. Chirus grunted and slammed out his right hand as a gilt sword appeared. The blade of the weapon glowed a deep amber and shifted in the light as he strode closer. 
 
    Chirus, the only god who deserved one hundred percent of my power. He’d tasted it back at the Holy order’s fortress, and now he would experience it in person. I wouldn’t hold back, and I wouldn’t give in, only one god would walk away from this. 
 
    “Do you remember the one time you trained me, father?” I asked with a tilt of the head. “I was just a boy, and you taught me how to fight with a sword?” 
 
    “What of it?” Chirus roared back. 
 
    “I asked you what level of training I needed to reach a point where I could fight against you, and you laughed, saying that I would never be able to fight against you no matter how much I trained.” 
 
    “And?” Chirus bellowed. 
 
    “Well, Father,” I snarled as I flipped Allagis through the air and caught it, gripping the hilt tighter. “We’re about to see if all that training paid off.” 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Twenty 
 
    Fire blazed all around me, blasting out from every direction as I kept my eyes locked on my father. Chirus held the golden sword loosely in his hands as pandemonium broke out, gods left their formations and ran scattered throughout the burning room to escape the dragons. Anteng loomed over Chirus, the Qianlong’s pointed teeth gleaming in the flickering light. 
 
    The fear in my father’s eyes was apparent, this was one fight he couldn’t run away from or place someone in as a proxy. The god of victory had to fight me or face the open maw of the Qianlong if he turned to flee. Death loomed on either side of him, he just had to choose which one he preferred, dying at the hands of the son he hated or dying by the creatures he’d destroyed hundreds of years ago. 
 
    “This ends now, Chirus,” I boomed as I took a step forward and slashed Allagis through the air. 
 
    The blade sang out for him to hear, and my father’s golden eyes rested on the weapon that would surely take his life. Chirus nodded once, his expression hardening as he lifted his own weapon. He’d made the decision, and for the first time, the childhood wish of fighting against my father was coming true, but now, the situation was very different. 
 
    As a boy, I’d wanted to fight against my father as an equal, wanted him so badly to look down upon me with respect and pride, but that never came. The only time he had trained me, and I asked him that question, he’d squashed that dream. He had always made me feel as if I were lower than him, but no more, I was the superior god here. 
 
    I’d trained all this time, even while in my dungeon, I’d picked up the God Slayer and sparred with my shadow slaves. I’d defeated countless dungeons and taken the powers of other gods just for this moment, to stand across from my father and feel as if I were equal. No, I wasn’t equal to him, I had surpassed him long ago. The man that stood in front of me was merely a shadow. The image of him in my mind shattered and changed into the fearful bastard that cowered at the sight of me. 
 
    I was no longer afraid of him as I was as a child, he was nothing more than a tired, old man. His powers were weak even as they pulsed from his hands and surrounded his sword. Chirus couldn’t compare to me anymore, I was stronger than he had ever been. I knew he could feel it too, the looming feeling of defeat over his shoulders. It was a heavy feeling as the screams of gods rang out all around us. He’d lost more than half of his army in a manner of minutes, not only to the dragons but my women too. 
 
    Rana phased completely out of view as she raced through the groups of deities, the only telltale signs that she was there was the minuscule flash of her claymore and cries of pain from her victims. 
 
    Annalise flew through the air, her snow-white wings swirling black smoke all around her form. The high queen looked like an angel, her smooth face bathed in yellow light as she brought down both swords and skewered two gods at once. The swordswoman pulled the blades free as her wings flapped once and then tucked into her back as she dropped back down toward the fighting. 
 
    Morrigan and Carmedy rode on the back of Heijing as the Qianlong batted her thick wings and rose into the sky. Fire bloomed from the dragon’s wide mouth and incinerated a group of deities scampering away. Explosions popped up through the crowds of wailing gods as Carmedy pulled back her slingshot and let six bundles go at once. 
 
    Earsplitting booms rang out from the other side of the room as Haruhi lifted both of her revolvers and pulled the triggers. The bullets whizzed forward, twisting through the air as they sought out their intended targets and then slammed into the foreheads of two gods. The sage didn’t rejoice at her success but instead examined the room for her next target as she adjusted her grip on the pistols. 
 
    I was so proud of them, none of them were afraid of this battle, and their hearts beat calmly in their chests. Now, it was my turn to prove to them that I was worthy of having the title Master and Lord. When I was born in the heavens, I was nothing more than an abomination to my parents, but now with Qyris dead and Chirus shaking in front of me, I was the most powerful god on earth and in the gods' realm. 
 
    No words were shared between my father and me as I raised Allagis and clearly saw the lines of attack leading from the blade to the middle of his round belly. The god of victory bowed his head to me once, and he gripped his sword with both hands. We came together at once, the blades of both our weapons raking against each other. Spark flew through the air as his face was inches from mine, and I pulled back my lips in a low growl. 
 
    Chirus and I parted with the clanging of swords and circled each other like wild animals, and finally, the god opened his mouth to speak. 
 
    “What will you get out of all of this, Kazama?” Chirus spat out as he looked me directly in the eyes. “Your family will be dead, all the gods gone. You will have nothing but the satisfaction of killing off beings superior to the mortals you adore so much.” 
 
    “You still call yourself part of my family?” I snarked as I held Allagis in my right hand and brought up my left in a fist. “You were never my family, merely the man that created me. The only true family I’ve known are those women, fighting alongside me. I didn’t know what a family was until I met them, and once you are dead, our family will remain on until the end of eternity.” 
 
    A black fire burned around my curled fist, and Chirus’s eyes widened as my power overtook him. The god of victory was lifted into the air, and a mighty roar sounded up from directly behind him. My father’s body hung suspended for a second before Anteng’s enormous, tree-like tail swung down at him. The meaty appendage hit my father from behind, and the sound of cracking bones lifted into the air. 
 
    Chirus tumbled down to the marble floor and lay there for a few seconds, his sword dropped from his hands a few feet away. The man I once knew struggled to stand as Anteng loomed closer, the light-colored eyes on mine as if asking for approval. This wasn’t just my fight, as much as I wanted revenge for what happened to me, I wanted it for the dragons and all those he’d murdered too.  
 
    I shook my head at Anteng and stepped forward. We would do this together, as a team against the gods. Chirus had wronged both of us, and we would destroy him as one. I brought up both hands in front of me as black magic surrounded my father’s struggling form. The power beat around him and slowly lifted him from the ground. His voice lifted into the air as blood dripped from the corner of his mouth. 
 
    “I am not as weak as you think I am, boy!” Chirus screamed as he slammed his palms together and a thin layer of golden light appeared around him in my cloud of black. 
 
    I chuckled deep in the back of my throat and tensed my hands in the air. Chirus could struggle and fight against me as much as he wanted, but he couldn’t stop the inevitable. The yellow power pulsed and flashed for a moment and then exploded outward, dissipating mine in a second. My eyes connected with Anteng’s as my father made his descent, and the grand beast threw back his head with a mighty roar. 
 
    The dragon was a blur through the air as his yellow teeth gnashed forward and closed in on my father’s legs below the knee. Chirus screamed, his hands pawing at the Qianlong’s snout, but the dragon didn’t let go. Anteng clenched his teeth and shook his head like a massive dog. Blood dripped in between his dagger-like teeth, and finally, Anteng let the god drop to the ground. 
 
    I strode forward, Allagis held firmly in my hands but stopped as Chirus screamed, surrounded by a warm, ethereal glow. His broken bones snapped into place underneath him as they repaired themselves and slowly, he stood back up. Blood dripped from his mouth onto his metal breastplate and from the healed wounds on his legs. The smile returned to his face as he strode toward me, swinging his golden sword. 
 
    “Have you forgotten who I am, son?” Chirus cackled as he lowered his knees and held his sword out in front of him in his right hand in a defensive position. “I am the highest god in the heavens, it’s going to take more than a few broken bones to defeat me.” 
 
    “Very well,” I grinned as Allagis shifted in my hands, and I gripped the heavy weapon harder in my hands. “I’ll just have to break your soul instead.” 
 
    Chirus’s hands were a blur through the air as he strode toward me and right as he reached me, I whipped out of the way. My blade crashed into his as he changed direction, and we stared evenly at each other for a passing second. I gritted my teeth and advanced on him, each time my attacks becoming stronger and more aggressive than the ones before. 
 
    Chirus grunted and breathed heavily as his strength dwindled. I could tell from his reactions, he hadn’t physically fought against someone in a long time, and it only spurred me on harder. My left hand jabbed out as black smoke covered all of his body, and I lifted him into the air for the second time. I didn’t give him any room for reaction as I brought my hand down, and Chirus slammed face-first into the floor. The loud crunch of his nose breaking reached my ears, but I wasn’t finished with him yet. 
 
    My hand loosened around the hilt of Allagis as I compressed all of my dark power around my father. The holy weapon was an aid but, in a way, I wanted to finish Chirus off myself. I slammed the weapon down into the marble of the floor and stalked forward. I threw out both of my hands over the god I’d once known and felt each cell in his body come alive with agony. 
 
    Chirus slowly rose to his feet, blood spilling from his mouth as he coughed and held his side where a broken bone stuck out of his armor. My power built within me as I threw out my left hand and tensed my fingers. An amethyst orb formed in the palm of my hand as I glared down at the single god that was worthy of receiving one hundred percent of my power. 
 
    The powers I’d taken from other gods combined with each other in my chest as I pushed my own abilities into it. I could feel the strength beat from the sphere like a strong heartbeat, and Anteng drew back in fear as he felt it. My feet moved slowly as I calmed myself, and without even noticing, I broke into a run. 
 
    Chirus was slumped, his head lolling back and forth between his shoulders as he struggled to stand. I grinned as I healed his wounds with my regeneration power, I wanted him to suffer longer each time I reopened them. I’d spent most of my life looking up to him and cowering in fear at his presence but no more, I was no longer that child anymore. 
 
    My mouth fell open into a piercing roar as I brought my right hand farther back behind me. Black smoke billowed all around me and brushed my hair back off my bare shoulders. Chirus lifted his head for the last time, his golden eyes wide and filled to the brim with fear. The god’s hands feebly came up in front of him as yellow light pulsed from their palms, but it was futile. 
 
    My left hand moved back, cupped the ball of power, and I shouted even louder. My hands shot forward as I slammed my left leg down in front of me. I bent at the knees and slammed the orb of power directly in the middle of my father’s chest. 
 
    The explosion that came after deafened me for a few seconds and ringing silence filled my ears as Chirus was blown backward. All color left his body as he connected with the floor and rolled like a lifeless doll over the marble.  
 
    I gripped the hilt of Allagis and pulled it free as I approached. 
 
    It was time to end this.  
 
    I loomed over my father as I looked down into his face, and his honey-colored eyes were pale, the life in them slowly fading as he struggled to focus on my face. His left arm was blown away at the elbow along with his legs, but that wasn’t the worst of the damage. Chirus’s chest was nothing more than a bloody hole showing the crimson streaked marble underneath him. His thick hands lifted into the air as I knelt down beside him, but I batted him away. 
 
    “In a split second,” Chirus whispered as he glared up at me with hate-filled eyes. “It only took a split second.” 
 
    “You see now, don’t you, Father?” I murmured as I placed a hand over his chest. “You were wrong all along to do this, to stand and fight against me. Look all around us, your people are either dead or dying, and there is nothing you can do to save them. This is the end, Chirus, the last goodbye, is there anything else you’d like to say before I rip your powers from your body and send you into the void?” 
 
    “What do you want me to say, Kazama?” Chirus growled through bloody teeth as he clung to his remaining strength. “That I’m sorry? That all of this was a test and that we’re all here to open our arms to you and finally accept you as our own? Is that you want me to say, son? That I loved you all this time and accepted you as my one true heir? You and I both know if I breathed those words, they would be nothing but lies. I will never love--” 
 
    My father stopped short as I clenched the hand hovering over his bloodied body, and a golden orb rose from his chest. We stared at it together, father and son as I reached out for it with the hand that held Allagis. I glanced down at Chirus and saw that the golden light that always appeared in his eyes was finally gone as I ripped his powers from him. Chirus breathed in deeply, more blood flowing from the corners of his lips, and he moved them, but no sound came out. 
 
    I brought the undulating orb closer to my chest and glared down at it for a second. My father’s power, the abilities I’d coveted since birth were now in my possession. I pressed the sphere to the middle of my chest and felt it absorbed into my godly form. I leaned my head back as my entire holy body emitted sparks of gilt light. My mouth fell open as roaring laughter spilled up my throat, and I stood, Allagis in hand. 
 
    I came around my father’s fallen body and grabbed him by the shoulder. I pulled him up into a sitting position as I loomed behind his back. Very few deities remained on the battlefield, and those who remained turned and saw their leader broken in front of me. Cries of anguish rose into the air as I brought Allagis down and around my father’s neck. 
 
    I pressed the blade to his throat as I examined each of his followers. They were bloodied, some of them missing body parts and some crawled across the floor, attempting to escape my ferocious women. 
 
    With my free hand, I gripped my father’s hair in my fist and pulled back his head, and a few of the gods watching gasped in horror. 
 
    “Look at him!” I screamed as I jerked Chirus’s head back. “Look into his eyes! These are the eyes of a god who has been overpowered! Chirus, the god of victory has tasted defeat for the first and final time! The heavens have fallen, and those who remain will die along with it!” 
 
    “You were nothing but a bastard child I should’ve killed from the moment you were--” Chirus struggled out, but I wasn’t listening as I swung Allagis inward, and his words became nothing but the sound of gushing blood. 
 
    Chirus’s headless corpse toppled forward onto the marble floor and crimson blood pooled around him. I stepped over his body and lifted his severed head high for all to see. As I came closer, I dropped Chirus’s head to the ground, and it landed with a moist thump, rolling over once to reveal his shocked expression. 
 
    I’d won, the heavens were dying before my eyes, and all the remaining gods would be gone too. Annalise screamed as she ripped Bloodscale free from a corpse and lifted the blade high into the air. Light pulsed all around her, and her sisters, bolstered by her victory cry, leaped at the twenty gods still standing. 
 
    At the front of the hall, all the Akalongs and Qianlong’s grouped together, and I moved my eyes over them. Each dragon moved over a deity, and ripped its head from its shoulders, making sure that each any every god was dead. I plucked their powers from the air and absorbed them into my chest as I strode forward through the sea of corpses. Bellum, Domor, Malsumis, and Ruituri stood near the entrance into the grand hall and watched me move about the room quietly. 
 
    I examined each of the bodies in search of one goddess in particular, but no matter how much I looked, Eris was nowhere in sight. The goddess that gave me life and raised me wasn’t here, and I turned at a loud sound behind me. The far wall of the grand hall cracked and then crumbled almost gently. The stones moved and came apart at the seams as orange light pulsed through the cracks. 
 
    “What the hell is that?” Rana whispered to my left and then phased into view as the fox glanced up at me. 
 
    “Gods,” I murmured back in a hushed voice. “Three of them.” 
 
    “Do we need to fight them?” Annalise asked as she bent her knees and brought up both swords. 
 
    “No…” Haruhi gasped as she took a step forward toward the orange light. 
 
    The hole in the wall widened up, and it took me a few seconds to realize I wasn’t looking out into the gods' realm behind, but the spirit realm. Three thin silhouettes stepped through the portal, and the middle one stopped for a moment. The faceless being turned and gestured for someone to follow. A fourth silhouette appeared from the portal, this one I did recognize. I’d planned to kill her too along with all the other gods, but it seemed that someone had already beaten me to it as Eris floated forward into the light. 
 
    Her short black hair came to her shoulders, just as I remembered it and from behind me, Malsumis drew back. Neither of us spoke as we laid our eyes on our true mother, and the spirit of Eris blinked softly. The goddess brought up her hands and pressed them to her pale chest as she looked between Malsumis and me. I could feel the pain and regret beat from her being, but she stayed silent. 
 
    “The fighting is over,” the middle god spoke as the three of them came closer. “Lay down your weapons, we have no interest in fighting.” 
 
    I knew who they were despite never meeting them in person. These were the three creators, the three gods that brought the earth and the heavens into existence. My minions, except for Haruhi, still hadn’t realized who these three were and held their weapons even tighter. 
 
    “How do we know you’re not lying?” Annalise roared as she slammed the blades of her swords together menacingly. 
 
    “We have never wanted to fight,” Nirankar whispered as he stepped into the light and we took in his ethereal appearance. “Not even when we created the worlds.” 
 
    All three of the gods looked as if they could be triplets. Their snow-white hair reached their chins, and their eyes were blindingly blue. Their skin was smooth and youthful as they opened their arms to us. They wore matching sets of gold and emerald green armor but held no weapons in their scabbards. 
 
    “Yield,” I stated firmly to my women brandishing their weapons. “These are the three creators, the ones Haruhi told us about.” 
 
    “You are correct,” Akal smiled as he bowed his head to me. “We are the sole creators of everything around you. We built this place and molded the earth with our bare hands.” 
 
    “Your Master holds our holy weapon in his hands,” Alakh Niranjan spoke as he gestured toward Allagis. “The one we created for this purpose.” 
 
    “Then why are you here if you don’t want to fight?” Morrigan questioned, the emerald fire slowly fading from her hands. 
 
    “You’ve served our purpose, we are here to congratulate you,” Nirankar uttered as he raised his white eyebrows in surprise. “This is what we always intended: the Allagis to destroy all the gods.” 
 
    “I do not mean to offend, Kazama,” Akal stated as he stepped forward. “The creation of the gods was a mistake, and we’ve paid for it for thousands of years.” 
 
    “We created the gods to be guides for the mortals, we loved the humans so much that we did everything for them, even giving them the companionship of the gods,” Nirankar whispered sadly, and Alakh Niranjan placed a hand on his shoulder. 
 
    “We created the Allagis and gave it to the humans in case one day the gods turned against them just as we believed they would,” the third god spoke as his expression hardened. “And it happened, and there was nothing we could do to stop it from the spirit realm. We hoped that the mortals would rise up against the gods and here you are, a god, surrounded by mortals. You’ve killed the gods, and we thank you for it.” 
 
    “Wait…” Haruhi murmured as she rushed forward with her paws tucked to her chest. “Y-you’re dead?” 
 
    Akal nodded once and then rested his blue eyes on me. The gods studied me for a few passing minutes with Eris standing behind them. 
 
    “Your father’s work, of course,” Alakh Niranjan spoke in his light, airy voice. “The same with your mother, Eris. He saw the changes we worked together to create in the gods’ realm and had us killed. There was no hope for the heavens until you came along, Kazama. Chirus’s reign of terror has ended, and you will usher in a new age. We thank you for that.” 
 
    “We offer up our powers to you,” Alakh grinned as he spread out his arms and four orbs of power floated toward me. 
 
    One from each of the three creators and the last, from Eris. Tears watered in our mother’s eyes as she took a single step forward. The last time I had seen her was in the Underworld, and I wondered when the last time Malsumis had laid eyes on her. I let the three creators’ powers absorb into my chest, but as Eris’s reached me, I cupped it in my hand. 
 
    I turned and slowly walked toward my brother. Malsumis shook his head vehemently as he stared down at the orb, but I raised my free hand. 
 
    “Take it,” I murmured as I stood directly in front of him and held out our mother’s power. “It is yours, you deserve it for your valor today.” 
 
    “Kazama,” Malsumis boomed in his oaky voice, and the orb of wine-colored energy floated toward him. “My brother.” 
 
    The sphere of our mother’s power pressed into his chest, and Malsumis closed his eyes for a moment. My brother gripped my shoulder as he smiled and bowed his head to me respectfully. 
 
    “Thank you, brother, from the bottom of my heart,” Malsumis whispered as he let his hand drop. 
 
    “What will you do now?” Alakh Niranjan asked with a tilt of his head. 
 
    I spread my arms wide, and each of my minions huddled in close beside me. I felt their powers pulse from deep inside their bodies and sensed out the children growing in their wombs. I loved them and would take care of them for the rest of eternity. A sly grin spread over my lips as I gripped Allagis tighter in my hands and replied easily. 
 
    “Whatever I want. I am the ruler of everything.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
    I was the Lord and Master over every living thing from then on. No man nor god could oppose me, and the four that lived remained by my side as valued councilmembers. I had everything I wanted, my women, the land, and all the countries that spanned over the earth. I was the law incarnate, but simultaneously above all laws. 
 
    Galencia was razed with no remaining Holy Order buildings left in sight. My women and I, along with the help of all of my armies, built a new, grander palace over the bones of the mages. There was no country or land where my power didn’t reach and each continent I took over blossomed and grew. Every lord and king fell to me, giving up their riches and titles over to me without qualms. 
 
    We named the new capital where Galencia had once been Seig, and I moved each of my regents close by. I needed these men at my fingertips as we continued on making changes for the betterment of their cities. 
 
    Before long, each of my women gave birth to healthy babies, and it seemed as if my newly made world was complete. We raised them within the walls of our new castle, and I sat back, my weapons put away and watched them grow peacefully. 
 
    My minions laid down their weapons for the last time after our battle against the gods, and we never had to pick them back up again. There was no need to. After all, we’d taken down the heavens, so no mortal man would dare come against my wives or me ever again. 
 
    I sat in a high back leather chair in my study, my eyes trained out of the window toward the docks below. I smiled to myself as loud voices came outside the door behind me, I could tell they were attempting to whisper, but they weren’t doing it very well. 
 
    “No, you do it,” a young boy hissed through a mouthful of food. “I told you already I wasn’t going to do it.” 
 
    “Fine,” A decisive female voice snapped, and a soft knock came at the door. 
 
    I turned in my chair and then rose from it as I strode across the wooden floor. 
 
    “He’s coming!” another feminine voice squeaked, and the scampering of feet reached my ears. 
 
    I placed a hand on the molded gold door handle and then swung it open. Before me stood six teenagers, their faces pale, and their eyes wide as they stared up at me for a few passing seconds. I kept my expression neutral as I gazed down into each of their faces. 
 
    The lead girl stared back at me with chocolate brown eyes, her light brown hair braided down her back. This young woman was tall and lean as she assuredly strode toward me. 
 
    “Isabella, what is it?” I questioned as I looked deeply into Annalise and I’s seventeen-year-old daughter’s eyes. 
 
    “Hey, hey, hey!” A young redhead fox-girl cried as she elbowed through their mass. “You know what today is!” 
 
    “Don’t shout,” A cerulean-haired boy groaned as his icy blue eyes cut into his sister. 
 
    “May I remind you, I’m an old man,” I chortled as I crossed my arms over my chest and toyed with them. “My memories run away sometimes, tell me what today is.” 
 
    My children all reacted in different ways. Isabella sighed and then rubbed her temples as Hotdog stamped his foot. The redhead, Lottie, gave me a roguish grin as her red tail whipped behind her. Murai, Heijing’s son, settled his blue eyes on my face and scratched his cheek sheepishly. The white-haired Mizu smiled shyly at me as she fiddled with her black robes as her bookish-looking sister, Hester stood closely by her side. 
 
    Each of these children had been those in their mother’s bellies when we fought against the gods. Their godly powers pulsed from them as they stared up into my face. They were born one after another, first starting with Lottie. She was my first child to enter into this world, and she was so much like her mother from the very start. I leaned against the doorframe and raised my eyebrows as I waited for one of them to speak. 
 
    “It’s the eve of our eighteenth birthdays,” Isabella started in a calm, persuasive tone. “You know, there was a thing you promised us on our eighteenth birthdays.” 
 
    “We haven’t forgotten!” Lottie cried as she lifted a very familiar elven dagger into the air. 
 
    “Put that down!” Hotdog cried as he clutched his black tail between both hands. “You’ll hurt someone!” 
 
    “I’ve been training! Watch this!” the fox brought her arm holding the dagger back over her shoulder and moved to launch it forward into a wall. 
 
    “Lottie,” I warned in a deep voice and the redhead’s ears folded flat against her ears. “What have we told you? Not in the palace.” 
 
    “Fiiiine,” Lottie grumped as she dropped her arm. 
 
    “Ahem,” Isabella cleared her throat pointedly. “Are you going to take us or what?” 
 
    I examined each of them for a moment. My children wore pristine armor over their bodies and in their hands, held weapons that I recognized from my past. I smirked and nodded once as I stood to my full height. They were fully prepared for this before they had even asked and, of course, I hadn’t forgotten the promise I’d made to them long ago. 
 
    “It looks as if you are ready,” I smiled as crossed the room and lifted Allagis from its holder on the wall. “Then let’s head out.” 
 
    I led the group of six teenagers through the castle and out into the courtyard. In the garden not far away, I spied all of my women sitting together in the grass. Once I came into sight, they jumped to their feet and hurried over. Annalise was the first to reach me despite her pregnant belly slowing her down a bit. 
 
    The high queen wrapped her arms around me and peppered my cheeks with kisses. She pulled away and then looked over the crowd of teenagers with a spark in her eye. 
 
    “Ah, I see,” Annalise nodded as she patted Hotdog and Murai on the top of their heads. “Finally got the guts to ask him to take you.” 
 
    “Don’t go very far, okay?” Carmedy cried as she wrapped her arms around each of the children. “If you get scared, come back immediately.” 
 
    “Mom,” Hotdog groaned as he begrudgingly hugged the feline back. “We’ve been practicing, I can make potions almost as good as you now.” 
 
    “I know, I know but I’m your mother, and I worry!” the petite alchemist giggled as she gave her son one last kiss on the cheek. 
 
    “Go with strength,” Heijing uttered to her son as she took his hands into hers. “Make your ancestors proud, they are watching.” 
 
    “I will, mother,” Murai stated in his monotone voice. 
 
    “What are you gonna do?” Rana shouted at her daughter as the fox’s fists pounded the air. 
 
    “Kick ass!” Lottie muttered. 
 
    “I can’t hear you!” Rana cried as she cupped her fluffy ears. 
 
    “Kick some ass!” My redheaded daughter shouted with a red face. 
 
    “I think they are ready,” Morrigan smiled softly as she stood on my left. “They’ve been training for months.” 
 
    “It’s the last remaining dungeon on earth,” I chortled as I wrapped my arms around my women. “And they’re our children, they’re destined to do well.” 
 
    As my children and I set off together into the woods toward the last known dungeon, I burned this memory into my brain. This was what I’d worked so hard for, this very moment. I had everything I had ever wanted in the world, my women, the country, and finally, my heirs. With them and their mothers, we would reign on into eternity. 
 
    I had escaped my dungeon, purged the earth of the gods, and now, it was my turn to show my children how this all came to be. We tramped through the forest as a group, our weapons held loosely in our hands, and I gazed over each of my offspring. I was happy and overjoyed to be showing them what their parents had done so long ago before we conquered the heavens and the earth. 
 
    The old gods were dead, and finally, I was lord and god over all.  
 
    The End.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 End Notes 
 
    Thank you for reading Dungeon Master 8! It’s been a fun series, and I’m glad you all stuck with me till the last book. If you loved the book, please leave me a review right here. 
 
    Amazon doesn’t update readers when an author comes out with a new book unless you follow that author on the store. Make sure you click this link and then click on the follow button. Then Amazon will update you a few weeks after my next book comes out. 
 
    If you want to get notified of my books the day that they come out, make sure you follow my Facebook author page and join my Facebook fan group. If you don’t follow me on Amazon or join my Facebook page, you’ll never get alerted that next book is out. 
 
    This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 
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