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    Hey you. 
 
    Yeah, you. You should join my Patreon page. When you join, you will get preview chapters of my future books to both read and listen to. You’ll also be able to see cover art sketches and get copies of sexier, NSFW versions of my already super sexy covers. If you are into audiobooks, I have a tier where you get 3-4 every month included for a crazy low price. Woah. 
 
    Click here, or search for my name on Patreon.com 
 
      
 
    If Patreon isn’t your jam, you can always join my Facebook group to get updates there. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 1 
 
    The wondrous world of the Grimmway greeted me as I casually wandered through the streets that led me home.  
 
    The banshees were dancing in a circle in front of their small house, a string of lights had been set up by a few mischievous tinsel fairies, and loud music came from one of the more popular taverns. The sun had already started to set, so it was prime time for the undesirables of Rengfri to visit their favorite places. 
 
    Now that Ashe, Sveila, and I felt more comfortable walking around this town, we sometimes chose to enjoy a mysterious brew, but we also liked to hide away and settle down in our manor.  
 
    It had been two days since we’d taken down the Church and brought about the gloriously bloody death of the bishop, and I felt like I hadn’t stopped since then. So much had happened, and in such a short amount of time. The days appeared to blur into one, and I couldn’t tell if something had happened this morning, or the night before.  
 
    I’d had a busy day checking on a few dwarves who lived in the Grimmway, but now that that was over, it was time for me to return to my gorgeous women who waited for my arrival. 
 
    A coating of golden lights swarmed over the windows of the manor as I arrived home. The sun had already started to set, so I imagined my Red Witch, Sveila, had decided to light the candles with nothing but her powerful magic. 
 
    Our maroon manor was settled within the forest of the Grimmway, and the three of us had really made it our home since Ashe and I slaughtered the dark elves who previously owned it. 
 
    The comforting scent of meat and potatoes blew through the air as I reached the main door. Before I’d left to meet with the dwarves, Ashe had told me she’d have a feast ready for when I returned, and it was clear my Infernal Huntress had remembered her promise.  
 
    I had sampled a lot of mortal food since I arrived here on the surface world, yet nothing tasted as good as bread, meat, and potatoes. Sometimes Ashe prepared white meat whenever the little imp, Gyor, could get his hands on it, but I preferred dark meat anyway. It satisfied a strange urge deep in my gut, and the longer I lived on this surface world, the more I craved the succulent stuff. 
 
    “Atticus!” Sveila called out as she ran through from the living room.  
 
    The Red Witch wore one of her favorite purple velvet dresses that fell to the floor but showed off her ample breasts. Her purple hair fell over her shoulders in soft waves as her amber eyes glistened, and a brilliant, beautiful smile curled across her red-painted lips. 
 
    “Have you been waiting for me?” I asked as I brushed the back of my hands down her slender arms.  
 
    “We’re always waiting on you.” Sveila winked. “The manor never feels the same whenever you’re away.” 
 
    “I left at the third hour,” I chuckled. 
 
    “And now it’s the seventh!” she giggled. “That’s a long time to be without you.” 
 
    “I suppose it is, yes.” I nodded. 
 
    “I hate to be the one to break up this sweet reunion,” Ashe said as she skipped over toward us. “But the potatoes are ready, and I hate to leave them in the water for too long.” 
 
    “I think the imps are still cleaning the residue off the walls from last time,” I chuckled as I glanced down at my little demon.  
 
    “I told them I would do it!” Ashe threw her arms in the air. “But the imps wouldn’t listen to me. And anyway, now we know that potatoes can get very soft if they bathe for too long in the pot.” 
 
    Ashe cocked her head to one side, smiled, and then turned on her foot and skipped back into the kitchen. Her silver-blue hair blew behind her, and her blue silk dress lifted up just enough to reveal her bare ass underneath. 
 
    I grinned like a heathen at the sight.  
 
    I hated my women wearing undergarments.  
 
    It meant that an extra layer came between us whenever I desired their bodies more than air. 
 
    Sveila and Ashe brought the food over, and I sat in my preferred chair at the head of the table and watched as the meal arrived in front of me. Given the amount of food Ashe had prepared, we must have received a new food supply from Gyor. 
 
    The feast was incredible, and the three of us talked and jested about our days as we shoveled thick slices of bread and meat into our mouths. But like always, we gorged ourselves on far too much food, and so we all plodded over to the couch to allow the feast to settle. 
 
    I let out a deep sigh as I allowed my body to relax against the comfort of the couch, and I opened up my arms to allow my beautiful women to curl into my sides. Ashe was on my left, Sveila was on my right, and the two of them stroked my chest and drew small circles with the tips of their fingers. 
 
    That was all I really needed. It was the perfect way to end an eventful few days, and now that I’d found the time to relax, I took advantage of Ashe and Sveila’s gentle touches. All was silent, and for the first time since we’d broken into the church, my mind wasn’t full of constant thoughts. 
 
    “Did you visit the undesirables we freed from the church today, Sveila?” Ashe asked as she adjusted her position against my chest.  
 
    “I did,” the Red Witch replied. Her voice was as soft as velvet, and every word appeared to melt as soon as they left her lips. 
 
    “They’re all doing amazingly well,” Sveila continued. “My potion and the treatment they received from the mermaids has done a wonderful job, and most of them have even managed to leave the cove.” 
 
    “Good,” I said. “And how many of them still require the mermaids’ care?” 
 
    “A handful, so that’s nothing compared to how it was a couple days ago,” Sveila said with the makings of a smile on her golden face. “The injured witch has created a stick to assist her in walking, and the sylph who had lost her wing is slowly learning to fly without it.” 
 
    “I’m pleased to hear that,” I replied.  
 
    “Me, too,” Ashe added. “The prisoners were in such a state, I even feared some of them wouldn’t make it out alive.” 
 
    “That’s what I thought, too.” Sveila nodded against my side. “I’ve never seen anything like it before.” 
 
    We knew the Church was up to something in that sacred fucking building of theirs, and once we’d slaughtered the Blessed, I knew the priests and the bishop would be our next targets. During my time in Rengfri, I’d been made well aware of the Church’s hold on this place, and how they captured undesirables, but I wouldn’t stand for that shit. 
 
    I knew better than anyone when and why punishments should be delivered to anyone. As a demon, it was my very purpose to handle that sort of thing, and I could plainly see that the Church had been taking too many liberties with their punishments here. 
 
    So it was up to me to rescue those innocent creatures. 
 
    Fortunately, I’d had the help of the werewolves and the mermaids to keep a close eye on the Church as things escalated, and they’d managed to bring secret information to me in time for me to fully address the situation. 
 
    I’d never forget the look in the bishop’s eyes as we interrupted his wicked plans, and the sound of his blood-curdling scream as I ended his life. The religious men had been in the middle of a ritual when we broke down the doors, and they were summoning their own Holy King to help rid the world of all undesirables. When we’d caught them deep in the basement of the church, the men had four naked, terrified elves crouched on the cold ground. Their skin was marked with red, bloody marks, and the men whipped the elves as the bishop repeated his pathetic words.  
 
    When it was finally time for us to announce our arrival, we didn’t hold back.  
 
    Ashe, Sveila, and I thoroughly delivered the punishment those men deserved. And no matter how much the leading bastard pleaded for his life and begged for me to change my mind, I didn’t listen. The bishop deserved to die for his sins, and that was exactly what I gave him. 
 
    A fucking reckoning.  
 
    Once the holy men had been dealt with, the three of us broke open every cell, and we’d managed to release the thirty-seven prisoners who were kept there. I came across a variety of creatures, which included the elves, a goblin, sylphs, and even a Green Witch. Every single one of them looked close to death, and it surprised me they hadn’t perished in those cells. An elf had the tip of his ear sliced off, and the witch had a crushed leg. 
 
    We assisted the wounded prisoners in reaching the mermaids’ cove, and Sveila had spent nearly all her time there over the last two days. The Red Witch loved to help those who needed it, so it only felt right that she followed these creatures during their journey to recovery. 
 
    “Atticus, have there been any more sightings of the angel?” Ashe asked a minute later. 
 
    A hint of rage instantly ignited in my chest at the reminder. Then the memory washed over me of the angel’s piercing golden eyes watching me as she perched on the turrets of the church, and I ground my jaw. 
 
    Not only did we have the undesirables to think about, but another threat had arrived in Rengfri, and it infuriated me that the little bitch thought she could fly down into my world. However, as with the bishop, I’d make the angel regret even thinking about destroying our peace. 
 
    “No,” I growled. “But I have the minions out there doing their jobs, so I don’t think it’ll be long before the angel appears again.” 
 
    “Do you think she’s left?” Sveila suggested. 
 
    “No, she’s still here,” I replied. “The werewolves caught on to a fresh scent trail just this morning, so I don’t think she’ll leave any time soon.” 
 
    “Yeah, I can still smell the little bitch,” Ashe snickered. “Damn, she smells disgusting!” 
 
    “But delicious at the same time.” I smirked. “The worst kind of evil. Pure, angelic evil. It makes me sick.” 
 
    “See, I still wish I could smell these creatures as well as you do,” Sveila replied. “But if someone smells like that, then I don’t think I want to smell this particular creature.” 
 
    “It comes with its advantages and disadvantages, I guess.” Ashe shrugged against my side. “But enough about her scent, what do you want to do with this angel?” 
 
    “Kill her.” I let out a dark laugh. “She’ll soon regret hanging around here and following my every step. But I’ll need to wait for her to attack before I do anything officially.” 
 
    “You won’t be able to kill her now?” Sveila asked.  
 
    “No, unfortunately not,” I replied. “As much as it pains me to admit it, the angel is clever, and she knows how to hunt and hide from me. Her kind are naturally the optimum opponent for demons. Just as we are for them. This needs to be handled carefully. We need to set a trap or catch her off-guard in order to do it.” 
 
    “Do you think we can?” The witch frowned.  
 
    “Of course,” I said with certainty. “I have the werewolves and mermaids keeping an eye on Rengfri to keep tabs on the fallout since we took down the Church. But it’s also their job to tell me if they catch the scent of the angel again, too.” 
 
    “And has there been any fallout?” Ashe queried as she sat up on the couch.  
 
    The demon’s silver-blue hair glistened in the moonlight, and she glanced at me with her gorgeous pink-and-black eyes.  
 
    “Nothing so far,” I said with a slight smile. “The Church followers are probably too fucking scared to even think about starting anything.” 
 
    The Church came with many dirty followers, but it was my mission to have them see who their real leader was. I was in charge of Rengfri now, and those worshippers would get what they deserved if they even thought about bowing down at the feet of their Holy King.  
 
    “They’re aware of the powers you hold.” Sveila sat up and stroked my arm with one hand. “These followers know you’re far stronger than they could ever be, and if you managed to kill the bishop so easily, then you’ll be able to do the same to them without question.” 
 
    “Exactly.” I nodded. “Plus, with the minions’ assistance, those motherfuckers won’t be able to step one toe out of line without either the werewolves or the mermaids catching on.” 
 
    “You’ve certainly addressed everything in the last couple days,” Ashe purred with pride. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s been a lot,” I snorted. 
 
    I’d spent the last two days meeting with various people to discuss the fallout, or other plans in the making, but my efforts had been worth it. 
 
    I’d met with the orcs to talk about the production of the brew called thunderclap, that the orcs created within the forest of the Grimmway. It was more of a one-sided conversation, seeing as the orcs didn’t speak my language that well, but I got the point across. As soon as things settled down, I wanted to get back into the business and see what could be done with the thunderclap, but also the tavern previously owned by a group of gorgons. 
 
    I had a lot of history with those scaly green bitches. They hated Ashe and I ever since we killed their sisters at Medusa’s Palace on the outskirts of the Shadow Quarters. But now we had killed more of them, and I had taken over their tavern, so I felt pretty good about myself. 
 
    And my money-making prospects. 
 
    The orb mining business I ran with the imps also created a wonderful income, and I’d lost count of the number of gold pieces that sat inside this manor we lived in. But I knew the addition of the tavern would bring along even more wealth and bags of gold pieces. My mouth even salivated at the thought of watching the sacks of money come pouring in.  
 
    But as well as the orb mining was going, I still wanted to look for the right person to take over managing the business for me. I was a fucking busy demon, and I wanted to outsource as much of the management details as possible so I could focus on fucking my women and scheming against the holy fuckers of this world. 
 
    I still thought the tabaxi would be the perfect person to do that, but I didn’t jump into any decisions until I was absolutely certain. The business wouldn’t be where it was without the imps’ assistance, so it only felt right to find someone who’d give them the care and guidance they deserved. 
 
    “I have an idea.” Ashe broke me from my thoughts as she jumped up from the couch.  
 
    Her blue silk dress swirled around her thighs and then settled against her icy-pale skin. Ashe had a cheeky grin on her face, and that expression always excited me. I knew my demon lover was up to something, and I couldn’t wait to find out what it was. 
 
    “Why do I have a bad feeling about this?” Sveila smirked, and her amber eyes twinkled.  
 
    “Hey, it’s not that bad,” Ashe snickered. “I was going to ask if the minions are out just now?”  
 
    “I think so, yes.” I nodded. “The werewolves said they’d head out every night, as long as they’re not hunting.” 
 
    “Excellent.” Ashe grinned. “In that case, I think you and I, Atticus, should head out and hunt for the angel ourselves. Our sense of smell is ten times better than theirs, so if they’ve caught on to something, we’ll surely be able to follow it.” 
 
    “Tonight?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes, tonight.” She nodded. “If the precious angel thinks she can catch us first, then she’s got another thing coming.” 
 
    “I think that’s a good idea,” Sveila replied. “Especially with the werewolves’ assistance.”  
 
    I thought over Ashe’s suggestion for a brief second before I gave her an answer. I had to make sure we didn’t jump into anything without thinking it over first. The angel was stronger than the other threats the three of us had been up against, so it wasn’t as easy as looking away and ignoring the gorgons or the incubi. 
 
    I certainly felt confident that Ashe and I were powerful enough to defeat the angel, but one mistake could be deadly. 
 
    “I think that might work,” I replied with a thoughtful nod. “Not only do we have help from the minions, but I also remember how the angel smelled when we first encountered her, so I’d be able to tell it’s her instantly.” 
 
    “Me, too,” Ashe said. “I understand how busy you’ve been, Atticus. None of us have stopped since the battle against the Church. But I really think we should try and get as close to this little bitch as possible.” 
 
    “You also don’t know how much time you have,” Sveila added. “The angel could be planning to attack as the sun rises tomorrow for all we know.” 
 
    “You’re right.” I nodded. “The angel clearly isn’t going anywhere soon, but I want to get there first. I also want to make it my mission to see the life leave her angelic eyes.” 
 
    “Eurgh,” Ashe gagged playfully. “The word ‘angelic’ makes me sick.” 
 
    “Fuck, I love it when you say things like that,” Sveila said as she fluttered her dark eyelashes. 
 
    “It’s what I love about Atticus the most,” Ashe added as she skipped back toward the couch. “You protect your women with your life, but you have the darkest soul, and nothing turns me on more than that. Part of me hopes the angel is listening in on our conversation right now, because I want her to know what’s coming for her.” 
 
    “She’ll need more than just her Holy King to get her out of this one,” Sveila snickered. 
 
    “That’s what happens when you worship the Holy King.” I shrugged. “But it’s too late now, because soon we’ll all be celebrating as we clip the angel’s wings straight from her back.” 
 
    “Oooh!” Ashe squealed. “Maybe Iris could create another dress for me, but I want it dark yet shiny… Like smoke, ash, and molten gold! The color of the angel’s blood as it spills from her lifeless body!” 
 
    “Do you think the little elf could make a matching one for me, too?” Sveila queried with an evil shine in her amber eyes. 
 
    “You know Iris would do anything for us.” I smirked. “She would happily make an outfit for everyone in the Grimmway if we asked her to.” 
 
    “It could be part of the celebration,” Ashe said as she clapped her hands excitedly. “If anyone wishes to attend the death of the angel, then they must turn up wearing Iris’ attire in order to enter.” 
 
    “It could be a banquet to celebrate the recent events,” the Red Witch suggested. “Everyone must honor Atticus and thank him for ridding us of the evils of the Church, as well as killing the angel at the same time.” 
 
    “I cannot wait,” Ashe giggled. “I can imagine the lights and music already! I’ll enjoy so many tankards of dragon’s breath that evening! Ooh, and imagine if I came across a sword that matched the outfit! Ah, it’ll be the perfect combination!” 
 
    “Don’t get too excited, my little demon,” I said as I placed a kiss against Ashe’s silver-blue hair. “We have to find and kill the angel first.” 
 
    “But Atticus, when it comes to mortal banquets and events, you can never be too prepared,” she replied. “I have all the confidence in the surface world that you’ll slaughter that little bitch, so the Grimmway will need to be notified and ready for your return.” 
 
    “Just as long as we have some time to ourselves.” Sveila licked her plump lips seductively. “Because there’s something I much prefer over watching a group of snorting trolls collapse in front of the tavern.” 
 
    “Trust me,” I growled as I slipped my hand through her rich, purple hair. “We’ll have plenty of opportunities when it comes to that.” 
 
    I pulled the Red Witch against me, and then as our lips fused together, her tongue slipped against mine in a sign of dominance. 
 
    Everything about my women made me crazy for them, whether it was their soft skin against mine, or the delectable scents of their arousal every time I was near them. But I knew that in some ways, they held more power and control than I did. I desired them more than existence itself. Every little sinful thing they did each day made me crave them more, and the more they relied on me to care for them, the tighter my hold on them became. 
 
    I would do anything for them, and I would kill anyone who even dared to try and hurt them.  
 
    Which was exactly why I knew Ashe, Sveila, and I needed to leave the manor before the sun appeared again. I couldn’t allow anyone as dangerous and menacing as the angel to be within touching distance of my women. 
 
    Once Sveila and I reluctantly pulled apart, I spent another five minutes holding my women close to my body, and it took every ounce of my self-control not to fuck them against every surface in the manor. But I had all the time in the world to fuck and worship Ashe and Sveila once the angel received the same punishment as the bishop.  
 
    As I imagined my women in various positions, a thought came to mind. 
 
    There was a high chance we could encounter the angel throughout our trek this evening, and if that happened, I wouldn’t want Sveila to be anywhere near us. When an angel and a demon clashed, anything could happen. Buildings could be knocked to the ground, or entire towns and villages could be destroyed. Sveila was mortal, and if she was to get involved in a fight like that, there was a high chance she wouldn’t make it out alive. 
 
    My veins sparked with protective fury at the idea, and I felt my hand tighten its hold around the tiny cinch of the witch’s waist.  
 
    “Sveila,” I said as that thought simmered me down. “I think it’s best that you stay out of the situation while we go out to find this angel this evening. There is no way of knowing what will happen if we come across the angel, and I need to make sure you’re safe.” 
 
    “I understand,” Sveila replied as she gave me a soft smile. “I had already planned to avoid stepping into the situation with her unless absolutely necessary.” 
 
    “You had?” I asked.  
 
    “Of course.” She nodded. “Witches and angels don’t have the same sort of feud like you and Ashe do. I realize it’s something I’ve probably never witnessed in my life, nor would I want to be a part of it if it’s as dangerous as you said before.” 
 
    “It is extremely dangerous,” I agreed. “And because of that, whenever you’re alone in the house, I believe it’s best that we have guards here to keep watch.” 
 
    “Whatever you think is best, Atticus.” Sveila smiled.  
 
    “I just think it’s safer.” I shrugged. “We could be miles away trying to hunt that disgusting little angel, so she could take that opportunity to come here. We don’t know what sick shit an angel might try. You wouldn’t even know she’s outside until she unleashes her powers upon you, so I think we’d all feel better knowing we had guards watching over you.” 
 
    “Like who?” the Red Witch asked. “The werewolves?” 
 
    “Perhaps the werewolves, or maybe some orcs,” I replied. “But they’ll need to be strong enough to hold her off while you fight as well, and someone who can do the job properly. If I chose a few orcs to keep watch, then one of them can also track me down should an attack take place.” 
 
    “Of course,” Sveila said. “I’ll always follow your judgment.” 
 
    “But we’ll make sure to tell you everything that happens,” Ashe giggled. 
 
    “I’ll be excited to hear all about it.” The Red Witch smirked. “Especially if she meets her demise.” 
 
    “Which is the plan.” I nodded my head once. 
 
    We remained on the couch for a further few minutes, but then as the moon slowly hit the middle of the sky, I knew it was time for us to leave. The angel would want to stalk during the nighttime hours, their kind knew that all the most evil beings were running rampant during the dark of night, so the longer we left it, the less time we’d have to find her. 
 
    I slipped a purple velvet jacket on over my black pants and white shirt, whereas Ashe decided to change into an entirely new dress, so I stood by the main door as I waited on the little demon to come back downstairs again. The jacket I wore used to belong to a dark elf when they lived here before we rightfully took over the manor. Yet I was thankful that the velvet had lost the gut-churning stench that used to cover every surface. 
 
    Everything about those dark elves made my recent feast want to reappear.  
 
    Fortunately, I didn’t have to think about them for too long before I heard light footfalls coming from the floor above. Then Ashe skipped down the stairs with the brightest smile on her face and her favorite dagger in her right hand. 
 
    The new silk dress was silver with a black corset over top, and black lace around the cupped sleeves. According to the little demon, it was a special occasion, so she required a special dress. 
 
    Ashe would have spent the rest of her life in a dress shop if she had the chance, and I certainly didn’t complain whenever she came home with a new outfit, especially when she modeled it for me. 
 
    She also spent a lot of time browsing and purchasing new weapons, even though her hell powers were enough to keep her safe. But if my sinful huntress wanted to have a crossbow slung over one shoulder, then I was not going to put a stop to that. She looked sexy as hell stroking her newest favorite weapon with her pale fingers. 
 
    “What do you think?” Ashe asked as she spun around on her foot. “Is this appropriate attire for hunting down an angel?” 
 
    Her silver-blue hair had been tied into two neat plaits, and her black leather boots were practically a second skin all the way up to her knees. She looked delectable, and it was extremely hard to keep my hands away, especially when I noticed the sliver of skin between her boots and the hem of her dress. 
 
    “You look good enough to eat,” I said as I sauntered toward her. “Perhaps I’ll do exactly that when we get home.” 
 
    Then I grabbed Ashe by the waist and pulled her close against me. My cock hardened against the zipper of my pants, and I had to remind myself of what we were doing, and why we were leaving the manor.  
 
    “Starting without me?” Sveila faked a gasp as she left the living room. “As long as I get my own time with Atticus later, then please, take as long as you need.” 
 
    “You’ve just had your turn,” Ashe snickered as she ran her hands down my back. 
 
    “Now, now,” I said as I pulled Sveila against me, too. “There’s enough of me to go around, so I can pleasure you both at the same time.” 
 
    The sweet aroma of their arousals filled the air, and my mouth began to salivate even more.  
 
    “As much as I want to feel your love right now,” Ashe said as she stroked my cheek. “We really need to get going. The angel isn’t going to hide forever.” 
 
    “You’re right,” I said reluctantly.  
 
    “I know.” Ashe smirked. “I always am.” 
 
    “Just make sure you’re not away for too long.” Sveila winked. “I don’t think I’ll be able to last with the thoughts you just put in my head.” 
 
    “I’d say I was sorry, but I’m not.” I winked. 
 
    “And neither am I,” Ashe added. 
 
    “Perhaps I’ll be able to join you on a mission soon, but I doubt even an orb would help me tonight,” Sveila said.  
 
    “I wouldn’t risk it,” I replied as I gently stroked her golden cheek. “For all we know, the angel might have the ability to sniff out a fucking orb, or who’s using one. So unless we’re certain you’ll be safe, it’s best you stay here.” 
 
    It didn’t matter if the magical orbs I mined could give Sveila the ability to disappear, create a poisonous smoke, or paralyze her victim. If the angel was more powerful than those orbs, then the Red Witch required something more than just a colorful stone. 
 
    “It’s okay, I have more than enough to get on with,” the Red Witch replied. “I want to practice a new spell, but I wanted to take one last trip to the cove to see how the mermaids are getting on with the last few undesirables… I know the angel is a threat, but this is important to me, Atticus.” 
 
    Sveila was always working on improving her talents, and Ashe and I had seen a real difference in the Red Witch within the last week. 
 
    I mulled over her request for a moment before giving her my consent. 
 
    “Take the guard with you wherever you go,” I ordered. “Like an escort, to make sure someone is always watching your back. And go straight there and straight back, understood?”  
 
    “Of course, I will.” Sveila nodded.  
 
    “And if you see Naia, tell her I’ll be down to see them as soon as I can,” I said as I pictured the delicious mermaid with the orange hair. “Also, let her know I’m grateful for everything they’re doing for us and the injured creatures.” 
 
    “Yes, Atticus,” the witch quickly agreed. 
 
    Once we were ready to go, Ashe and I gave Sveila a delicate kiss on the lips, and then we headed off into the darkness. We’d decided to go without weapons, apart from Ashe’s tiny dagger, because angels weren’t affected by mortal weapons. But we also could use our hell powers to defend ourselves, which would do more damage than any sword. 
 
    Ashe had her sharp, venomous claws to torture and murder her victims with, or she could create a shadow to conceal herself entirely. Whereas I preferred my Infernal Tempest or my Infernal Blaze. There was no better feeling than strangling my victim to death with the very might of a hellish storm, or creating a raging fire to consume them.  
 
    Anything was possible when it came to Ashe and I, especially when we included Sveila’s own talents and abilities. It was what made us the perfect team. 
 
    Ashe and I ran through the streets of the Grimmway as we headed toward the orcs. I knew they would assist me when it came to guarding Sveila, and I didn’t want to get all the way to the werewolves’ home just to find out they had gone hunting.  
 
    Just as I thought, the orcs were eager to please me, and three of them grunted and snorted as they bobbed their bulbous heads. I gave them a brief rundown of the plan, and I told them not to leave Sveila until Ashe and I returned, to which the orcs agreed and nodded again. 
 
    Then once that was sorted out, the orcs had headed off toward the manor, and Ashe and I continued to run in the direction of the Shadow Quarters. 
 
    I heard a few residents laughing from one of the nearby taverns, and loud, cheerful music came from one of the buildings, but given the time of night, the majority of the Grimmway had settled down for the evening. 
 
    Then we passed through the lit fire beacons that acted as the village entrance, sprinted up the grassy hill, and wandered into the alleys of the Shadow Quarters. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Ashe gasped as she took in the surroundings. “It’s completely changed!”  
 
    The Shadow Quarters were usually deserted by this time of night, and it was seldom that we saw large groups of people wandering around, apart from the ones who were leaving the tavern. But now it was like an entirely different village, and I heard the residents before I saw them.  
 
    A relaxed feeling wafted over me, and it was the first time since I’d arrived in the Port of Rengfri that I’d felt such a calming sensation while in the Shadow Quarters. 
 
    More undesirables filled the streets because they could leave their homes without fear of getting caught by the Church. Even the questionable human residents didn’t seem as terrified by me and Ashe as we passed them. It tended to be that they took one look at our glowing eyes, screamed, and ran in the opposite direction. 
 
    That no longer happened, and it felt pretty fucking good to know we were the reason for all of this. 
 
    And that everyone knew it.  
 
    “It’s been like this since we took down the Church, but it began shortly after the Blessed were slaughtered.” I smirked. 
 
    “I mean, I’m sure we’ll still get a few fucking cowards,” Ashe snorted. “And I’m almost certain I caught on to the scent of tension and anger from that house we just passed.” 
 
    “You’re right, we did.” I nodded. “Like we discussed with Sveila, not everyone is pleased with what we did, and I’m sure there’s a lot of tension among mortal homes, but as long as they don’t start an uprising, then I’ll leave them alone for now.” 
 
    Ashe and I let out a dark chuckle, yet we both knew I was being deadly serious. 
 
    At least when it came to those who lived outside the Shadow Quarters and the Grimmway. 
 
    Those human motherfuckers meant nothing to me, so if they still mourned the death of their fucking Church, then I wouldn’t hesitate to end their damn lives with a single twist of my wrist. Some of their homes were made with thatched roofs, and my fingertips were itching to start a fire. 
 
    The two of us were still laughing as we ran across the cobblestone roads of the Shadow Quarters, but then we quieted down as we reached the streets of the main city and finally got to Newhall. 
 
    Newhall was the home of the Church, and where the Blessed’s headquarters used to be. The angel could be anywhere, but something told me she’d want to be as close to her fucking Holy King as possible. 
 
    So the church was the best place to start with.  
 
    The scent of deceit and evil was still incredibly strong in the air, and the ghastly stench of the Church and the holy followers coated every surface I passed. It was clear in the air, on the grass, and against brick walls, and I even smelled it on wooden signposts. 
 
    I knew the smell wouldn’t linger forever, and I’d look back in a few years and remember this moment, but it was still torturous for now. The aroma gave me the urge to kill every holy fucker who crossed my path, and the more evil someone smelled, the harder it became to keep my powerful hands away from them.  
 
    But then as Ashe and I neared the abandoned church, I caught on to a different smell altogether.  
 
    The rancid scent of pure, angelic evil. 
 
    I knew it.  
 
    “She’s in here,” I whispered to Ashe as I motioned toward the Church.  
 
    “I just caught that, too,” Ashe replied with a grin. 
 
    We took slow, careful steps toward the main door of the building, and then I placed my ear against the wood to get a better understanding of what was going on inside. I couldn’t hear anyone talking, or the sound of movement, but the angel’s noticeable scent was so strong that I knew for certain she was hiding somewhere around there. 
 
    “Maybe she wants to be closer to her Holy King,” Ashe snickered into one hand. 
 
    “It’s like you could read my mind,” I replied. “But like Sveila said, she’ll need more than him to save her now.” 
 
    My demon lover and I stayed quiet as we continued to survey the area. There was no way for us to tell whether the angel was inside the church, or hiding in the darkness surrounding it somewhere, but I knew we were going to come across her sooner or later.  
 
    “I say we go inside,” I said. “Check the place out, maybe get a clue as to where this angel is, and then go from there.” 
 
    “Of course,” Ashe replied. “You know I’ll always follow you.” 
 
    “I do.” I smirked.  
 
    Then I grabbed a hold of the gold door handle and twisted it slowly to the right, but the door was locked. I certainly hadn’t bothered to lock the damn door when we were done with the bishop and his men, so I knew it had to have been the angel.  
 
    Either that, or my minions decided to lock the door during their evening scouting sessions. Now no one gave a fuck whether anyone entered the church or not.  
 
    Instead of thinking too much about the locked door, I simply slammed my shoulder against the solid wood until the door gave way, and it finally opened on the third attempt.  
 
    The door slammed open, and an echoed screech vibrated through the air. A chilled breeze whistled past my skin, and all I could smell was the musty scent of ancient items and the angel. I didn’t catch on to the scent of any humans, and the smell wasn’t strong enough to be more than one angel, so at least I knew we didn’t have two of those bitches following us around.  
 
    “Let’s take a look,” I said as I pointed further into the church. 
 
    But Ashe never had the opportunity to reply.  
 
    Because the second those words left my lips, the angel suddenly dropped from one of the high beams above us. She landed in the center of the walkway between the wooden pews, and the look of fury on her face told me two things:  
 
    The angel had been waiting for us, and she wasn’t going to allow us to leave this church alive.

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
    The entire church seemed to light up as the angel stood in front of us. 
 
    A golden shimmer floated through the air, and a white light shone from the angel’s mighty, feathery wings as they folded neatly behind her back. Gold dust drifted from her hands, her blonde and golden hair fell behind her shoulders, and a powerful rage took over my body as I took in the sickeningly perfect sight of her. She wore a simple white dress that stopped just above her knees, nothing at all sinful like the outfits in Ashe’s closet, and I imagined her Holy King had a strict rule about what his angels wore. 
 
    Still, her angelic beauty was fucking blinding, and I growled deep in my chest as I took in every pristine inch of her. 
 
    The angel looked back and forth between Ashe and I, and her golden eyes lit up with deep excitement as she surveyed her surroundings. I imagined this bitch thought it was going to be an easy fight, and perhaps she thought she’d be able to return to her Holy King once my demon and I had been slaughtered. 
 
    But if that was the case, then this angel clearly knew nothing about the inner workings of a demon.  
 
    It was my mission to rid this world of scum like her. I had already saved the Port of Rengfri from the sickening Church that brainwashed the residents, and now it was time to do the same with the angels. She’d soon realize the mistake she’d made, but not before I showed her who was really in charge around here.  
 
    A vibration rumbled in the back of Ashe’s throat as she stared down the angel, and I knew from that one look alone that my Infernal Huntress was preparing to charge. 
 
    There was something incredibly feral and primal about Ashe’s actions, and I’d be sure to reward her later once we’d defeated our current threat. 
 
    Then, in the blink of an eye, Ashe darted forward as she aimed for the angel. Her venomous nails tore from the tips of her fingers, and Ashe sliced the air with her hands as she attempted to tag the angel’s holy skin. One single drop of venom was enough to kill the mightiest of men, and I wanted nothing more than to watch the angel violently shake and quiver as her holy blood became congealed beneath her skin.  
 
    But then, before Ashe could tag the angel, the white light increased with enough strength to blind us, and my Infernal Huntress halted in her movements. She was locked in place by the Holy Light alone. It was like she was standing directly under the light of the moon, and the fact that Ashe couldn’t even twitch a single finger showed me just how powerful this angel really was. 
 
    But she wasn’t as powerful as I was.  
 
    The sight of Ashe trapped within the white, Holy Light caused a dominant rage to form deep in my sinews, and a fire grew in my opened palms as I pictured the angel collapsing to the church floor in a pile of dust. I urged my Infernal Blaze to cover my entire body, but I never made it that far. 
 
    Because before I could set the fire free, the angel threw one hand in my direction, and the golden Angel Dust that sprinkled from her fingers became somewhat like a rope as it tied itself around my torso. A burning pain forced itself through my skin and clothing, and the more I moved, the tighter the rope became.  
 
    “Argh!” I yelled as a piercing sting cut through the skin of my arm. 
 
    I couldn’t raise my arms or even move them away from my sides, and I started to wonder how long it was going to take for the rope to snap me into two pieces. 
 
    The angel was immortal just like Ashe and I were. Or at least, immortal compared to the dwellers of the surface world. But up against each other, angels and demons were more vulnerable to our powers. We could certainly be fucking destroyed, and one wrong move on our side could have been the end of me and Ashe. 
 
    We needed to be careful of the light and the golden shimmer, but we also needed to be smart and strong enough to break ourselves away from the angel’s hold.  
 
    I tried to twist my body from side to side, and I used every ounce of energy in my body to free my arms, but nothing seemed to work. I glanced over to where my beautiful demon stood in the bright light, and I wanted nothing more than to reach out and grab her.  
 
    It looked as though Ashe’s body was limp, but also made from stone. She was slightly slumped over to one side with her head back, but she appeared fossilized in that position. 
 
    Just the sight of Ashe in such a vulnerable position caused my blood to boil, and I threw back my head as I screamed into the ceiling above me. 
 
    “Ooh, Atticus,” the angel cooed as she shot me a violent smirk. “How pleased the Holy King will be once he receives his gift.” 
 
    Her voice was high-pitched and almost musical, like one of those fucking stringed instruments they were known to play. It scratched and burned my ears, and it almost felt like her voice was a power in itself. 
 
    “You’ll have to kill me first,” I snarled. “No amount of Angel Dust will be enough to defeat me.” 
 
    The light that surrounded Ashe slowly began to dissolve as the angel paid me more attention, and that was when an idea came to mind. 
 
    If I could distract the angel for long enough, it would give Ashe the chance to break free. I had no idea what my huntress was thinking about, or if she had any plans of her own. But what I did know was that we had to work as a team in order to take down the angel, and my idea could have been the only way to do that. 
 
    Perhaps if I could mentally torture the angelic bitch. Then it would be enough for Ashe to rip herself free from the light. 
 
    “I bet your so-called Holy King is shaking in this throne at what I’ve done.” I smirked. “I killed the bishop in a beautifully violent way, and his screams will live in my mind forever. Tell me, did you hear his suffering all the way up in the Heavenly Glade? It was a glorious sound…” 
 
    The angel’s face scrunched up in anger as I taunted her with my words.  
 
    “His blood still remains on the floor, and I’ll never forget the way his skin felt beneath my hands as I squeezed the life out of him,” I continued. “His neck was so fragile that it snapped and shattered like a thin sheet of glass. You should have seen the look in his miserable eyes as I kicked down the door. He knew he was dead, and no spell or power was enough to stop me. The wrath of a demon is far too powerful a thing once it’s really been unleashed–”  
 
    “You’ll never get away with what you’ve done!” she screamed with enough force to shake the wooden beams around us. “It is my mission to take you to where you truly belong, and I won’t stop until I have your dead heart in my hands! But not until I take every sinner you love away from you. They’ll be the first to visit my almighty Lord and pay for their hideous deeds.” 
 
    Her threats didn’t scare me, and I wasn’t going to lose a minute of sleep over it, but the more she screamed and attacked me with her words, the more the Holy Light faded. Ashe had managed to free her left arm from its hold, which was when I knew my plan was working.  
 
    “Hey, I wasn’t done, it wasn’t only the bishop I killed,” I chuckled darkly. “The priests, the Blessed, and every holy follower who stood beside them became victims in my hands. They begged me to forgive them, and prayed to be saved, and I simply stood back and watched as the life slowly left their eyes. I can still taste their blood on my tongue, and I hear their cries for help every time I close my eyes…” 
 
    The angel let out another scream as she shot her other hand forward. A second golden rope partnered with the first as it constricted my body, and although I wanted to wince and writhe in pain, my distraction caused Ashe to fully break free from the cage of light. 
 
    I watched through my peripheral vision as Ashe shook out her posture, and then, seconds before the angel realized what had happened, Ashe vanished into the shadows as she allowed her Infernal Darkness to take over. It gave her the ability to create, connect to, and alter the shadows around her, and it was Ashe’s greatest power during a fight like this.  
 
    “No!” the angel yelled out as she noticed her captive had slipped free.  
 
    “Perhaps you should have paid a little more attention,” I said. “Good luck finding us now…” 
 
    I closed my eyes as my newest Hell power took over my body, and then I slipped free from the golden Angel Dust ropes as my Smoke Flight took control.  
 
    My body felt as light as a feather, and my surroundings were covered in a grim haze as I took in my distorted view. I hovered in the air in front of the angel, but she no longer had the ability to see me. So, as the torturous ropes returned to their original form and fell from her fingers as golden dust, the angel spun around on her heels and tried to locate me and Ashe.  
 
    My huntress could have been anywhere in the church. She could have been hiding in plain sight, or perhaps perched in the highest peak of the ceiling, but I knew that wherever Ashe was, she was conjuring up a plan inside her brilliant mind. 
 
    We both were. 
 
    Neither of us were going to leave before we’d either killed the angel, or made her see that demons from the Hellscape weren’t to be messed with. There was a reason why we’d fought against her kind throughout our entire existence, and today was no exception. 
 
    I had to think about the angel’s weaknesses, and if I found what made her vulnerable, our victory was going to be so much easier to obtain.  
 
    From the day I arrived in my Tempest Void in the Hellscape, we were taught about the evil, disgusting angels who had made it their mission to dispose of us. My Lord Captain had informed me of their weaknesses, and given the “beauty” they lived in, there was only one thing angels despised more than demons.  
 
    Something that thrived on violence and destruction. 
 
    Fire. 
 
    According to them, fire had been created by the Dark King himself, and it was just my luck that I had the ability to create a spark with nothing but a click of my fingers. 
 
    I knew I had to be far enough away and potentially hidden to save myself from the golden Angel Dust ropes, but I also had to have the perfect view of my target. So, as I swarmed through the remains of the building, I looked out for the right hiding spot. The church was made up of solid, stone pillars that ran right up to the roof, and I just hoped they held the right amount of strength to stand up against the angel’s powers.  
 
    As I dropped to the ground behind a pillar, I returned to my physical form and glanced around the side of the stone to get a better understanding of the angel’s whereabouts. She floated through the air as she whizzed from one side of the building to the other. The golden glitter followed her every move, and the powerful wings flapped back and forth to push her forward at an increasing speed.  
 
    The angel twisted her head from side to side like she was hunting the most elusive prey, and as she turned to view the front of the church, I took that as my opportunity.  
 
    A singular fireball grew in the palm of my hand, and I twisted it around with my fingers to allow the flames to sparkle and pop. I eyed up the angel’s right wing, and then I held my lit hand in the air and launched the fireball straight at my target. 
 
    The hellish fire hit the angel right on the wing, and as the gold feathers instantly began to burn and crumble, the angel let out a high-pitched cry as she batted the fire out with her hands. 
 
    The angel continued to yell and scream as a hole was created in her injured wing, but I could tell it was already starting to reheal itself, and I wasted no time in creating a second fireball to add to the blaze. The angel spun around in a flurry of light and golden sparkles, I assumed to dodge the attack, but the damage to her wing limited her movements. 
 
    Then, before I knew what was happening, a golden rope rattled through the air. It was aimed straight for me, yet I threw one more fireball in the angel’s direction as I dodged the dangerous rope. As the rope crashed into the pillar, fragments of stone blew off and rained down on me like solid water droplets. 
 
    The rope constricted around the pillar, just like it had done with my body, and the stone cracked and chipped as the angel squeezed it with all her might. I knew part of the ceiling was going to collapse on top of us if the angel brought down the pillar, so I had to make sure that didn’t happen. I didn’t have the fucking time to get stuck underneath a mound of rubble. 
 
    I was going to throw more fireballs in her direction in order to distract her once again, but a second cry filled the musty air before I could put my plan in action.  
 
    This cry was deeper and more feral than the pained yells the angel gave out, and I knew it had to have come from Ashe. I glanced around the side of the pillar and noticed a shadow form behind the angel, and my beautiful huntress returned to her physical form as she aimed her venomous nails at the angel’s jugular.  
 
    Ashe leaped onto the angel’s back with her legs curled around her waist, and a gust of air blew through the damaged church as the angel flapped her wings back and forth. I had a feeling she was trying to use that tactic to get Ashe to let go, but my huntress would rather die than let go of the angel in her hands. 
 
    Then Ashe grabbed a handful of golden-blonde hair, and she curled her fingers into talons as she attempted to scratch and gouge at the angel’s throat. But every strike was expertly blocked. The golden rope was instantly dropped from the pillar as the angel scratched and pulled at Ashe’s pale arms in return. 
 
    The difference between their skin tone was like night and day, with the icy pale of Ashe’s arms to the warm shimmer of the angel’s, but to the untrained eye, that was the only major contrast between them. 
 
    I could clearly see the feral, wicked energy practically radiating from Ashe as she hissed out smoke, and the self-righteous vengeance of the angel stood as a stark reminder of how different our kinds truly were while she scattered Angel Dust in all directions.  
 
    But both were just as strong and agile as the other, which made Ashe’s fight just as challenging as any we’d had against other demons in the past. There was a chance Ashe could have lost that fight, and I would have put my entire existence on the line if it meant my Infernal Huntress was safe.  
 
    The angel screamed as she aimed her Holy Light at Ashe, but my demon ducked and refused to untie her legs from around the angel, and she slashed through the air with her talons at an impressive pace. 
 
    As Ashe hunched herself further over the angel’s back, our enemy rolled her body forward and threw my demon huntress straight to the ground. The white light grew like a threatening cloud over Ashe’s body, and I knew if I didn’t step forward in that split second, the angel would have the ability to solidify Ashe’s body and take the demon’s life.  
 
    I also knew that Ashe preferred to win her fights by herself, and I didn’t often want to interfere, but I didn’t even question my movements. I could have stayed hidden, or I could have saved Ashe’s life.  
 
    It was an easy decision to make. 
 
    An angered growl formed in my throat as I watched the white cloud get closer and closer toward my demon lover. Then seconds before the light touched Ashe’s skin, I dashed away from my hiding spot and raced through the church as I charged toward the angel. 
 
    I created a burning fire in my left hand that ran all the way up to my shoulder, but I kept my right hand free, with nothing but a jolt of my Infernal Tempest running from one finger to another.  
 
    I locked eyes with the angel as I came toward her, and it seemed as if she stiffened in fright for a fraction of a second, but then she recovered from her shock and continued to aim her white light at Ashe. 
 
    “What a stupid move to make,” I chuckled sarcastically under my breath.  
 
    It was two against one, and unless there was another angel hiding within the rafters, then this bitch was fucked. She shouldn’t have taken her eyes away from me, her biggest threat, but she did, which made my attack even easier.  
 
    A terrifying roar spilled free from my throat as I launched myself through the air and slammed the pathetic angel to the ground. Our combined weight was enough to crack the cold stone beneath us, and every time I forced the angel further into the ground, the slabs cracked and broke even more. 
 
    She hissed through her sparkling teeth and narrowed her golden eyes, and the Angel Dust danced around us as another rope was formed in the air. I knew I had to apply my finishing move before the rope could grab me, and that was where the tempest came in.  
 
    With the fire popping dangerously close to the angel’s wings, I grabbed her by the neck with my right hand and allowed the lightning force to flow free from my palm. 
 
    I had the power to break the hardest stone with one squeeze of my fist, so with a mortal’s neck, it would have been as easy as tearing a piece of parchment in two. But it was different with an angel. Her flesh and bones weren’t as fragile as that, and it was going to take much more effort in order to break her.  
 
    But I wasn’t going to give up.  
 
    The rope fell to the floor in golden speckles, and I felt the angel quiver and shake beneath me as she screamed and hissed from the pain that pulsed through her jugular. 
 
    “I’ll… you…” she choked.  
 
    The angel closed her glistening eyes for a split second, and at first I thought she’d passed out from the pressure and pain, but then she simply vanished into thin air, and I slammed onto the cold ground as a groan left my lips. 
 
    Damn, now I knew how annoying my Smoke Flight move must be. 
 
    I smirked at the thought, but there was a chance the angel was still around, so I wasted no time in jumping to my feet as I surveyed the building. The scent of angelic perfection was still in the air, but I realized it wasn’t as strong as it had been, so it was clear that the angel had disappeared into the night like a scared animal.  
 
    “Coward,” I snorted as I ran a hand through my black hair.  
 
    “Has she gone?” Ashe asked as she wiped the dust and stone fragments from her silver dress. 
 
    “For now,” I mumbled, and then I turned to look at my beautiful demon. “Are you okay? Did the light hurt you at all?” 
 
    She looked to be in perfect condition, but just because she didn’t have any marks or scrapes on her body didn’t mean she wasn’t injured. 
 
    “It hurts, sure, but nothing I can’t handle.” Ashe smiled. “I’m more annoyed that we didn’t get to kill her while we had the chance.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, I imagine it won’t be long before we see her again,” I said as I ran my hand up and down Ashe’s arm. “And now that I think about it, it was probably a good thing we didn’t kill her.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” She frowned. “That angel needs to die, right now. We’re only making her stronger, and she’ll have a better understanding of our powers next time. We’re also putting everyone else at danger every minute that pathetic angel is still alive!” 
 
    “Ashe–” 
 
    “Sveila, Lux, Lixiss, and the mermaids!” Ashe continued to rant into the wooden beams above. “Anyone connected to us will be on that angel’s list, and the Holy King is expecting everyone to be transported into the clouds!” 
 
    “Yes but think about the repercussions if the angel had died,” I explained as I patiently calmed my demon lover down. “She probably has an entire army of angels waiting in the clouds. They’ll swarm Rengfri before we even return to the Grimmway, and our army isn’t big enough to take on that sort of threat yet.” 
 
    “But, I–” 
 
    “No,” I cut in. “I get how angry you are, but you saw what that angel could do. She’s not just some stooge sent to spy on us. She’s a fucking soldier, and soldiers have backup. This means we’ll need to focus on building up our army, not just killing an angel.” 
 
    “I suppose you’re right,” Ashe sighed. “I mean, you always are, of course, but I got so annoyed that I didn’t even think about what else could have happened.” 
 
    “Believe me, I want her to die just as much as you do.” I kissed Ashe’s lips gently. “And she’ll get what’s coming to her, but we have to make sure we’re also ready first. This fight worked out perfectly in my opinion. Sure, she saw our powers. But we also saw hers. We needed that intel.” 
 
    “Do you think we’ll need more orcs to take on someone like the angel?” she asked.  
 
    The two of us collapsed onto one of the wooden pews as I thought through her answer. The orcs were a great addition to the army, but I needed more than that.  
 
    “If you think about the powers the angel held, her Holy Light and Angel Dust, then we’ll need someone who can fight off that pressure like we can,” I paused for a brief moment. 
 
    “Is that possible?” Ashe questioned. “I mean, even we had issues with her powers, and it’s not like we can gather more demons to take our side.” 
 
    “Well, no,” I agreed. “They may help us kill off the angels, but then they’d aim their hands at us, too. No, we need to create an army that actually wants to fight by our side, and who won’t drag us off to the Hellscape afterward.” 
 
    “Sveila?” Ashe suggested. “Maybe other witches, too? I know they won’t be as strong as the angel’s holy powers, and there was a reason why Sveila stayed inside the manor this evening, but what if the witches worked together? It’s possible that they might be able to create a spell that disables the bitch long enough for me to sink my claws into her neck?” 
 
    My powerful laugh filled the entire building, and I gave Ashe an evil grin as I replayed her words over and over in my head. There was nothing she loved more than tearing out someone’s jugular.  
 
    “The witches have potential.” I nodded. “If they all gather together, then they could create enough force to wipe out a good chunk of the Holy Army, but I have another idea in mind…” 
 
    I now had the power from the Shadow Quarters and the Grimmway combined, and I knew, with every undesirable that resided there, we’d have enough to take down this angel.  
 
    It was just a matter of when and where.

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
    As Ashe and I prepared ourselves to leave the holy building, we checked the scents in the air once again, just in case the angel had decided to return. 
 
    It would have been a stupid move to make, but the angel had already decided to devote her life to the Holy King, so returning wouldn’t have been the first stupid decision she’d ever made. 
 
    “Eurgh.” Ashe curled her lips in disgust. “Do you think she realizes she smells this bad?” 
 
    “I doubt it,” I snickered. “The angels probably think they smell like fresh flowers.” 
 
    “That’s even worse,” my huntress giggled as she slipped her dagger into her left boot. “Where’s the longing for smelling like unpurified evil? All of that angelic crap makes me sick.” 
 
    “You’re not the only one.” I grinned. “But at least we won’t have to suffer that stench for too long. We’ll be sure to murder that pathetic little angel as soon as the time is right.” 
 
    “I can’t wait.” Ashe smirked as she locked her fingers through mine. “And now we can get a plan sorted out!” 
 
    “We certainly can.” I nodded.  
 
    With Ashe’s hand still in mine, we wandered outside and inhaled the fresh, evening air. The scent of holy evil was still thick in the wind, but it was almost insufferable inside the church, so at least it felt like I could breathe again. 
 
    I kept a close watch on the surface world around us as we headed back in the direction of the Shadow Quarters. The human parts of the city were completely deserted tonight, and when we reached our own part of town, the story was mostly the same. Apart from a few undesirables who still loitered in and around the taverns, the roads and alleyways were surprisingly quiet. 
 
    The stalls in the marketplace had been covered for the night until the sellers returned in the morning, and the lack of candlelight told me that the majority of village folk were asleep. They had no idea what had just occurred within the darkness of the church, but it would all come to light when Ashe and I faced the angel once again. 
 
    They definitely would not have stayed asleep if our recent fight had taken place in the Shadow Quarters. No one could block out the noise when a demon and an angel face each other. They wouldn’t even believe me if I told them what happened when the holy and the damned came together.  
 
    I used to hear the comforting horror stories when I was trapped in my void in the Hellscape. Brave Lord Captains and Lord Generals would team up together in order to kill off an army of angels, and they practically redesigned the world around them with just one punch. Even I had trouble believing it until I was forced to join them in the hunt to track down those holy bitches. 
 
    Part of me thought I’d never see that kind of day again, and now it was staring me in the face.  
 
    “Atticus!” a familiar voice called out suddenly. “Ashe!” 
 
    We had neared the entrance of the Grimmway, and we turned around to see Sveila skipping through the darkness of the alley. The three orcs plodded along behind her, and one of the enormous beasts ran his arm under his nose to collect a congealed dollop of nasal mucus. 
 
    “Perfect timing,” Ashe said as she stepped forward to hug Sveila. “Are you coming from the cove?” 
 
    “Yes.” Sveila smiled, and then she wrapped her arm around my back. “I could tell the mermaids wanted to sleep, so I thought it was best for me to leave.” 
 
    I glanced up at the orcs and gave them a slight nod in order to thank them for their services.  
 
    “We look after witch,” one orc grumbled with his limited vocabulary. 
 
    “Thank you,” I said.  
 
    “I hope she wasn’t too difficult to handle,” Ashe giggled. “I know what Sveila can be like when she gets excited.” 
 
    “She was not difficult,” a second orc replied.  
 
    “That’s the right answer.” Sveila smirked. “But enough about me, what happened with the angel? Did you find her?” 
 
    Sveila’s amber eyes were wide open, and they glistened with pure excitement.  
 
    “Well, I certainly didn’t ruin my dress for nothing,” Ashe snorted as she motioned toward a tear in the skirt of her dress. “I mean, I suppose Atticus and I could have really angered the Church by fucking against one of their holy signs, but…” 
 
    “But if that was the case, then you would have nothing to wear at all.” I grinned. “I much prefer to rip the clothes from your body entirely.” 
 
    “Hmm, that’s true.” Ashe shrugged. “But yes, to answer your question, Sveila, we did come across the angel.” 
 
    “However, the little bitch fled,” I muttered. “So we can’t have a celebratory banquet just yet.” 
 
    “But that doesn’t mean it won’t happen, right?” the Red Witch asked. “Can we still kill her?” 
 
    “Yes, absolutely,” I replied. “She hasn’t returned to the Heavenly Glade. Every scrap of her scent would have vanished from this world at once if she had, and I doubt she will until she gets what she’s after. So that just means we have more opportunities at hand. We will be successful, I’m sure of that.” 
 
    “Basically, we should give our orders to Iris now, so the dresses are ready in time,” Ashe giggled. “Ooh, we’re going to look so pretty!” 
 
    “You always look incredible, no matter what you wear,” I replied.  
 
    “That’s the right answer, Atticus.” Sveila smirked before she gave me a kiss on the cheek. “But no one makes a dress quite like Iris.” 
 
    With my two women on either side, and the orcs stomping along behind us, we walked down the steep hill that took us into the Grimmway. Unlike the Shadow Quarters, the undesirables in this district were still busy dancing, playing music, and getting drunk.  
 
    According to the clock tower in the Shadow Quarters, the time was nearing the first hour in the morning, so the undesirables had plenty of time to mess around until the need for sleep overtook their bodies.  
 
    “You need us to stay?” one of the orcs asked as we reached the turn-off toward their wooden huts.  
 
    “No, that’s okay,” I said after I had been thinking for a moment. “But tell Larauk to send a few of you to my manor as soon as the sun rises. From now on, I want to have someone guarding the house at all times, whether we’re inside or not.” 
 
    “I shall tell Larauk.” The orc bobbed his head. 
 
    “Then I shall see you in the morning,” I replied.  
 
    The leader of the orc clan, Larauk, had started to fully trust me after we had saved them from the gorgons. Sveila had even worked on a spell to bring the petrified orcs back to life afterward, so now these enormous brutes did exactly as I said.  
 
    Once the orcs had slumped away into the trees, Sveila, Ashe, and I wandered further toward the end of the Grimmway. I heard the relieved sigh Ashe let out as our maroon manor came into sight. 
 
    “I didn’t realize I was so tired until just now,” she said as she placed her head against my shoulder. “I wonder if it’s an effect from the Holy Light?” 
 
    “That’s possible.” I nodded. “It’s the first time I’ve been so close to someone when it happened, so I don’t know the full effects of it.” 
 
    “What’s the Holy Light?” Sveila asked. 
 
    “It’s one of the angel’s powers,” I explained. 
 
    “And it’s fucking painful,” Ashe groaned. “It felt like I was trapped inside my own body, and it was even difficult to look around, let alone free myself.” 
 
    “Then how did you get out?” Sveila gasped. “Surely the angel would have had the ability to kill you if you couldn’t move?” 
 
    Ashe and I went on to explain what we had to do in order to save ourselves, and I mentioned how my taunting distracted her enough in order for Ashe to break free. I spotted the fear that coated Sveila’s face, and I felt like that was the first time the Red Witch had realized exactly what we were up against. I had explained that demons were the only creatures strong enough to fight off an angel, but it was hard for someone to understand that without really experiencing it firsthand. 
 
    “Does that not… scare you?” Sveila asked. “The fact that angels are just as strong as the demons who have made their way onto the surface world?” 
 
    “Not really,” I replied. “Angels and demons have been enemies for eons, so it’s nothing new to us.” 
 
    “But it’s definitely new to you,” Ashe giggled. “Say, have you ever wondered how rock faces seem to just crumble to the ground? Or have you ever seen giant fountains of water exploding from the center of the sea?” 
 
    “I’ve heard about it, yes.” Sveila nodded. “But I always thought that was the surface world falling apart.” 
 
    “That’s usually caused by a war between the Heavenly Glade and the Hellscape,” I snickered. “Battles and wars between them have been waged many times before, but this is the first time in a long time.” 
 
    “I had no idea…” Sveila shook her head softly. “And now I’m a part of one!” 
 
    “Hopefully you won’t need to be,” I said with a pointed look. “But we can’t rule anything out just yet.” 
 
    “You know I’ll be happy to do whatever you think is best.” The Red Witch smiled.  
 
    “I’ll keep you both safe, that’s for sure,” I said with certainty.  
 
    “You always do, Atticus.” Ashe smirked. 
 
    Our conversation came to an end as we entered the manor, and none of us wasted any time before we went upstairs and prepared ourselves to sleep. 
 
    But it wasn’t until I removed my dirty, dusty garments from my body that I noticed how tense my muscles were. It felt like I had pulled something in my chest, or perhaps cracked a rib, and pain wasn’t often something I dealt with. I normally had the ability to brush it off and wait for the injuries to heal, but this was different.  
 
    Even as I settled myself in the center of the bed, I had to stretch out my back in order to soothe the unpleasant ache. I knew it was due to the Angel Dust rope which had constricted my body like a serpent, but at least I knew what to expect when we faced the angel again.  
 
    Fortunately, I quickly forgot about the pain as soon as Ashe and Sveila curled up beside me. They drew circles across my chest with their nails, and their soft breaths blew against my skin as they slowly fell asleep.  
 
    I felt myself move around occasionally during the night, but I didn’t wake up properly until an angry voice echoed through the bedroom.  
 
    “That fucking bitch!” Ashe screamed. 
 
    The bed jolted as Ashe jumped up, but when my eyes slowly opened, my Infernal Huntress was checking herself out in the mirror.  
 
    “What’s going on?” I asked.  
 
    “Is everything okay?” Sveila queried through a deep yawn.  
 
    “That fucking angel,” Ashe groaned. “My skin felt like it was on fire all night, and now look! Look at what she’s done to me!” 
 
    Ashe spun around to face the bed, and her icy-pale skin was completely covered in black blotches. It looked like someone had rubbed soot all over her body. There were patches on her stomach where her pale skin shined through, but her arms and legs were completely black.  
 
    I found myself staring at Ashe’s body as the demon tried to wipe the skin clean, but nothing seemed to work. 
 
    “Does it hurt?” Sveila asked as she climbed out of bed.  
 
    “It’s itchy, but it doesn’t hurt anymore,” Ashe replied. “But I can’t go around looking like this. I also planned on wearing my black dress today, and now there’s going to be too much black!” 
 
    Sveila carefully ran her fingers across Ashe’s arm, and I noticed the frown on the witch’s face like she was trying to work out what to do. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, Atticus,” Ashe gasped. “Look at your arms.” 
 
    “What?” I frowned. 
 
    But my confusion didn’t last for long, because as soon as I looked away from my demon lover, I noticed the scar that wrapped around my upper arms and traveled to my chest. The scar was dark red and angry, but there was also a golden shimmer to it, like my skin had been covered in the angel’s gold dust.  
 
    The marks on our bodies were side effects of the Holy Light and Angel Dust, and it explained the ache I’d felt the night before. But I didn’t know these wounds well enough to know how long they’d last for. 
 
    “The Holy Light must have been burning your skin,” I said as I went to stand beside my women. “But you managed to escape before it could kill you, so now you’re left looking like that.” 
 
    “But for how long?” Ashe asked. “And if this is still on my skin when we fight her again, does that mean the Holy Light will be more effective?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I sighed. “I’ve only seen angels with her sorts of powers in battle, never experienced them myself. I suppose it could leave your skin more susceptible to burns, which would make the Holy Light more effective. But that’s only if your body hasn’t cleared up before we see the angel again.” 
 
    “I know a potion that can help you, Atticus,” Sveila said confidently. “And perhaps I can take a look to find something for your skin, Ashe?” 
 
    “I’m not sure if that’ll work,” I replied. “Angel magic is stronger than mortal magic, so part of me thinks the angel is the only one to hold a cure.” 
 
    “Fuck,” Ashe spat.  
 
    “But I’m confident these marks will heal,” I added quickly. 
 
    “They’d better,” Ashe replied as she attempted to rub the soot from her arms. “Because I had planned on visiting Iris this morning, and I can’t plan a dress when I look like this.” 
 
    “Maybe you could get a dress with long sleeves?” Sveila suggested. “Your boots will cover the majority of your legs anyway, and then it’s just your face and chest that’ll be on show.” 
 
    “Have you seen my dresses?” Ashe giggled. “My arms are some of my favorite features, so I can’t cover them.” 
 
    “Why don’t you visit Iris anyway?” I asked. “Buying dresses makes you happy, and Iris might know how to cover the marks.” 
 
    “I suppose we do need more apples because Gyor couldn’t get any…” Ashe mumbled. “And it would be nice to see Iris again… Okay! I’ll go! Oh, and the onyx blade would look so fucking hot with my skin! Ah, I love it!” 
 
    “That didn’t take you long to decide,” Sveila snickered.  
 
    “It never does when it comes down to my weapons, or purchasing new ones,” Ashe giggled. “Atticus is too demanding about spoiling us for me to fight the urge.” 
 
    “Good girl,” I said with a wicked grin.  
 
    Now that I knew my huntress was in a better mood, the three of us focused on getting changed, and picking out a dress was easier than Ashe first thought. Originally she’d planned on wearing her black dress, but she realized that her pink dress with black lace detailing tied in quite well with her blotchy skin.  
 
    “And the black and pink eyes!” Sveila cooed as she scooped her purple hair over her shoulder. “You look so good, Ashe!” 
 
    “I know, I do.” The demon smirked. “We all look amazing.” 
 
    Ashe held the handle of the onyx blade in her right hand, and then she tucked it into her leather belt. 
 
    I went without a jacket, because the sun that poured in through the windows made me think it might have been warm outside. But Sveila chose her favorite red velvet dress, it had a thin gold belt that tied together around her waist while the sleeves were long and flowy at the cuffs. 
 
    Ashe was right, we all looked amazing, but I looked even better when I had my incredible women at my side.  
 
    Every motherfucker in the Grimmway wished they had what I had, but they just had to accept their fates. 
 
    I was pleased to see three orcs standing guard outside the manor as we left the main door. I didn’t know how long they had been there for, but at least Larauk had agreed to my order.  
 
    I recognized one of the orcs as being Oglzum because he had a finger missing on his right hand, but the others all looked the same, so I didn’t know their names.  
 
    “We’re going to the marketplace,” I announced as I shoved a pouch of gold pieces into my pocket. “If we’re not back by the time the sun is in the center of the sky, then I want one of you to head out and find us.” 
 
    “Yes,” one orc replied.  
 
    “The imps are free to enter and leave the house whenever they wish, and if Bennet asks to see me, tell him to wait in the kitchen,” I ordered.  
 
    “Bennet wait in kitchen,” Oglzum repeated. “We understand.” 
 
    “Good.” I nodded.  
 
    I wasn’t sure if my middleman, Bennet, had planned on coming to the manor or not, but he often just appeared whenever he had more sales to talk me through. He was still known for using a blue orb to sneak around, so he often appeared in front of us without anyone knowing he was there. 
 
    We headed toward the marketplace once the orcs understood their rules, and various creatures and undesirables covered the alleyways as they started their day. 
 
    It was no surprise to any of us that the banshees had created a raging fire, and I knew it wasn’t going to be long before they began to dance and chant. The sweet scent of succulent meat floated over from the stalls, and my stomach growled like an angry lava bear at the thought of sinking my teeth into the fresh meat.  
 
    Perhaps I would pick up some legs of meat for my women and I once they had finished in the dress shop.  
 
    “I feel like everyone is looking at me,” Ashe muttered as we neared Iris’ shop.  
 
    “Everyone’s always looking at us,” I replied. “At least they’re not screaming this time.” 
 
    “But they’re looking at my skin,” she urged.  
 
    “Let them look.” Sveila smirked. “Every woman around here wishes they looked as good as you.” 
 
    “That is true.” Ashe nodded as her confidence returned. “The pieces they would pay to look like us!” 
 
    “Which is why they’re incredibly jealous of me,” I snickered. “No other fucker has what I have.” 
 
    Ashe and Sveila curled into my sides, and their laughter surrounded us as I gave them each a kiss on their head. 
 
    They stayed in that exact position until we arrived outside Iris’ shop. The small building had green moss and colorful flowers that traveled from the ground all the way up to the roof. A calming yet spicy scent blew out onto the street, and apparently it was something called “incense,” but I had no idea what that meant. 
 
    Iris was busy at the back of the shop when we walked in, but a brilliant smile crossed her elven face as she noticed us. Her light-orange hair had been clipped at the back of her head, and her tiny, slim body had been covered in a forest-green dress that only allowed her hands and neck to be on show. Iris was incredibly shy, but I always caught on to her arousal every time the three of us entered. 
 
    It was like a soft wisp of a scent that called to me each time she shifted her body in any way, and the fact that she had no idea I could sense this made it even more alluring.  
 
    “Good morning,” Sveila said as she drifted over to the counter.  
 
    “G-Good… m-morning, Miss Sveila,” Iris stuttered. “Good morning, sir, and Miss Ashe.” 
 
    “Iris, I need your help,” Ashe said as she leaned across the counter.  
 
    I could just imagine the view the little elf had of Ashe’s breasts, but that was probably the demon’s plan.  
 
    Feisty little thing.  
 
    “Oh, what’s happened to your skin?” Iris gasped. 
 
    “That’s why I need your help,” Ashe said. “Do you think you can make me something that can hide this, but a dress I can also wear to a celebration?” 
 
    “I-I… uh, sure.” Iris shrugged. “I’ll do my very best.” 
 
    “Your creations are always the best,” I purred in a velvety tone, and that one gesture caused a blush to form across her face.  
 
    “Are you after long sleeves?” Iris asked as she tried to recover, but it didn’t work.  
 
    The sweet, delectable scent of her juices practically fell on my tongue, and it took everything I had in me not to allow my primal side to control my actions. I wanted nothing more than to throw Iris against the counter as I fucked her, and I wanted everyone in the Grimmway to hear my name as the elf screamed it at the top of her lungs.  
 
    But I also knew that the dainty, mortal Iris was far too fragile for a demonic move like that, and perhaps I just had to wait until she was a little more comfortable around me.  
 
    However, that time would come, and so would she.  
 
    I’d make her cum so fucking hard that her body would be twitching for days afterward.  
 
    “So… like this?” Iris suddenly appeared with a sheet of black lace.  
 
    I had been so busy thinking about my fantasies that I hadn’t followed their conversation, but none of them seemed to notice.  
 
    “Yes, that would be perfect!” Ashe gushed. “Sveila, feel this!” 
 
    “I’m going to get some apples from the stall,” I announced as the three women continued to discuss dress materials. “I’ll come back and meet you here.” 
 
    “Of course, Atticus.” Sveila smiled. “I don’t think you’d enjoy this conversation anyway.” 
 
    “As long as you three are happy, that’s all that matters,” I replied. 
 
    I noticed Iris’ cheeks blushing instantly as I said “three” instead of “two,” and I chuckled softly to myself as I turned for the door.  
 
    The stalls were only a short walk from the dress shop, and I couldn’t smell the angel anywhere nearby, so I felt confident that I could leave the women alone while I bought a bag of apples. It was also the middle of the morning, and according to my minions, the angel waited until the sun had set before she began her scouting missions.  
 
    As I arrived at the marketplace, I noticed several undesirables wandering around and buying various items from the different stalls. A selection of black fairies had settled themselves extremely close to a stall that sold different materials. They were known for being extremely mischievous and sly, so the seller would probably find some cloth missing when they closed for the day.  
 
    The black fairies caught my attention as I waited in line for the fruit and vegetable stall, but they just smirked and winked at me. They knew I had guessed their intentions, but that didn’t scare them. 
 
    By the time it was my turn, the majority of green apples had already been sold, but there was also a new fruit I hadn’t seen before. It was small and round, like an apple, but it was orange in color and the texture looked thicker than the skin of an apple.  
 
    “Good morning, Atticus,” the seller said in a polite voice. “What can I get for you today?” 
 
    The man was a half-goblin, and he very rarely spoke, let alone in such a polite tone, but I just waved it off.  
 
    “What are those orange apples?” I asked. 
 
    “You mean the oranges?” The half-goblin picked up the fruit in question, and then he held it out for me to see.  
 
    “What is it?” I asked.  
 
    “It’s an orange,” he said in a slow tone like I was stupid. “It’s juicier than an apple, and it’s sharper in taste, too.” 
 
    “I’ll take three.” I shrugged. “And a sack of apples, too.” 
 
    I continued to sniff the air as the half-goblin threw a mixture of red and green apples into the sack. All I could smell were the salty juices of the meat legs, but I still wanted to return to the dress shop as quickly as I could.  
 
    “That’ll be three pieces,” the half-goblin said while he handed over the sack.  
 
    “Three pieces?” I frowned. “But the apples are at least six pieces alone.” 
 
    “Please, have the apples on the house today,” he replied. “We all know what happened with the Church the other day, and I want to thank you for ridding this place of such monstrosities. I’ve never felt free with the Church around, but now I no longer need to hide.” 
 
    “Okay.” I shrugged. “Thank you.” 
 
    “No, thank you,” he said. “I’m sure I speak for the entire district when I thank you for freeing us.” 
 
    There wasn’t much else for me to say, so I handed over the gold pieces, took the sack from the half-goblin, and then walked away. I knew the Grimmway would be pleased that the Church was gone, but it was the first time I’d really spoken to someone outside my group since the death of the vile bishop.  
 
    I returned to the dress shop to find the women in mid-conversation, and I overheard Iris saying that the new dresses would be ready in a couple of days.  
 
    “I can’t wait to see them,” Ashe said, and then she turned her head to look at me quizzically. “Did you buy more than just apples? Or is that something else I can smell?” 
 
    “Yeah, I bought oranges.” I shrugged. “They looked interesting.” 
 
    “Oh, oranges are delicious.” Iris smiled. “If you mix them with dew ginger, it makes them really tasty and more acidic.” 
 
    “What’s dew ginger?” Sveila asked. “I’ve never heard of that before.” 
 
    “It’s quite rare, but I know of some White Witches who grow it, so you can ask around to see if you can find some,” Iris replied politely. “It’s stronger in taste than regular ginger, but it’s soft like a banana.” 
 
    I had no idea what they were talking about, but I added ginger and bananas onto my list of new fruits to try. 
 
    Once we had finished in the dress shop, we said goodbye to Iris and then walked back in the direction of the manor. My theories from this morning were correct, and it was a warm day, but I didn’t sit out in the sunbeams like the rest of the Grimmway did whenever the clouds disappeared. 
 
    “The half-goblin gave me the apples for free,” I snorted as we all piled into the kitchen.  
 
    Bennet hadn’t arrived, so I assumed he had no reason to see me today.  
 
    “Really?” Ashe asked.  
 
    “That was very nice of him,” Sveila said. 
 
    “Apparently it’s because he wanted to thank me for taking down the Church.” I shrugged.  
 
    “That’s because everyone respects you, Atticus,” Ashe purred as she emptied the fruit onto the counter. “And soon the entire population of the Port of Rengfri will feel the same way.” 
 
    “That’s the plan.” I grinned.  
 
    “Oooh,” Ashe cooed as she spun back around to look at Sveila and I. “We were literally just talking about creating an army last night, and I think I have the perfect idea.” 
 
    “Go on…” I led.  
 
    “What if we take every man and woman from the Grimmway and the Shadow Quarters,” she explained. “They’ll almost certainly want to help you, especially against a fucking angel, and then we might have enough strength and power to defeat those little bitches if it comes down to that.” 
 
    “But I thought the angel is too strong for us to use mortal weapons?” Sveila asked.  
 
    “Yes but imagine you’re trying to break something.” Ashe skipped over to the table and took a seat opposite the Red Witch. “If you apply a small amount of pressure, it’ll be hard to break this solid object. But the more you apply…” 
 
    “The easier it is to break it?” Sveila frowned.  
 
    “Exactly!” Ashe grinned. “If we have enough people on our side, then if this bitch-ass angel brings in her little army of backup, they can keep the holy soldiers back while Atticus and I do our thing. The angels will be dead in no time with enough force behind us. And we already know the Shadow Quarters will be running to us in order to be a part of your army, Atticus.” 
 
    “Do you think this angel will really bring backup?” the Red Witch asked.  
 
    “It most likely will.” My demon lover nodded. “And if or when that happens, we’ll need an army strong enough to distract and hold back the angels, otherwise we may as well just admit defeat right now.” 
 
    “I like the idea…” I muttered as I leaned back in my seat. “But there’s one thing we need to think about.” 
 
    “What’s that?” the demon asked. 
 
    “I won’t have the time to sort through every being who comes my way,” I replied. “I’ll need to make sure they’re the right people to join the army, but where will I find the time to get that completed?” 
 
    “That’ll also mean you’ll need someone to keep watch over the Shadow Quarters,” Sveila said. “They’ll need a leader.” 
 
    “A middleman who can qualify as a sort of captain,” I replied. “I’ll need someone for the residents to report to, and then they’ll report back to me. Especially if we’re trying to increase the size of my army.”  
 
    “Yes, exactly.” She nodded. 
 
    “Someone who commands their own level of respect,” I mused. “Someone the residents won’t question, and who won’t bullshit me in any way…” 
 
    The image of the perfect candidate instantly popped into my mind, and I felt the grin grow across my face at the other advantages that person brought to the table.  
 
    “I think we should pick Madame Nyra,” I said. 
 
    “Ooh, Madame Nyra would be perfect!” Ashe clapped. 
 
    “She already has all of those black fairies under her control,” Sveila replied. “So she’ll know exactly what to do when it comes to the rest of the district.” 
 
    The leader of the black fairy coven was perfect for the job, and I was sure she would be up for doing it. We’d helped each other out enough times now that the understanding between us was quite solid, and she had eyes and ears all over the damn city. That would serve me well in several ways. 
 
    But as well as Madame Nyra, I couldn’t stop thinking about two black fairies in particular who I would very much like an audience with soon.  
 
    Lux and Lixiss.

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
    It felt like eons since I’d last held the black fairy twins in my arms, and I wanted nothing more than for them to return to the manor with us. Madame Nyra was incredibly protective of her “darlings,” but perhaps the offer to become my captain could work as a bribe to get her to release Lux and Lixiss into my care.  
 
    I always had to be the smartest one in the room when it came to Madame Nyra. She didn’t have an issue looking a demon in the eyes, which was often a sign that I had to be cautious around someone. She had agreed to my terms in the past, and she had assisted me when I needed it, but I also had to be sure her own agenda didn’t interfere with mine.  
 
    The feisty fairy knew exactly what to do and say when she wanted to get her way, especially if it was for her own gratification.  
 
    However, the offer to essentially run the Shadow Quarters and keep everything in check was something I knew she wanted. She wanted to have the power that came with sitting above everyone else, and as long as her fairies were safe, then it was definitely something she’d consider.  
 
    “Ooh, I like this new fruit,” Ashe said suddenly. “It’s quite spicy.” 
 
    My huntress was trying the orange I’d bought from the half-goblin, and every time she threw a piece into her mouth, she would wince like the fruit was hurting her. 
 
    “Spicy?” Sveila frowned as she removed the skin from her own orange. “I think you mean sharp. Oranges can be quite sour, but they’re normally very sweet and delicious.” 
 
    “The skin didn’t taste sweet and delicious,” Ashe snickered. “I thought I was going to be sick.” 
 
    “That’s because you’re not meant to eat the skin,” Sveila laughed. “You don’t bite into it like an apple.” 
 
    “Is that the same for most fruits?” I asked. “Because I prefer my food ready to go without having to prepare them first.” 
 
    “There are some you have to peel first, but most fruits can be thrown into your mouth as they are,” Sveila replied. “There are also some that come with stems, like the core of an apple, so you wouldn’t really want to eat them.” 
 
    “That sounds like far too much information for us to remember,” Ashe giggled. “But you should try it, Atticus. I think you’ll like an orange.” 
 
    Ashe pulled apart the orange to retrieve a single section, but then as she handed it over to me, I noticed something strange about her fingertips.  
 
    “What’s happened to your fingers?” I asked.  
 
    Ashe dropped the orange like it was molten lava, and she let out a loud gasp as she stared at her hands.  
 
    The black, soot-like substance on her fingertips had started to clear, and her icy-pale skin poked through like the sun on a cloudy day.  
 
    “What the fuck?” Ashe frowned. 
 
    My demon lover searched her arms and thighs, I assumed to see if the soot had cleared anywhere else, but it was just her fingertips. 
 
    “Do you think the effect is wearing off?” she asked.  
 
    “I don’t know.” I shrugged. “I don’t know how long it’s meant to last for.” 
 
    “Maybe it’s the orange?” Sveila suggested. “Perhaps the acidity in the juice fights against the angel’s spell?” 
 
    “So I have to bathe in acid to clear my skin?” Ashe snorted. “Wonderful.” 
 
    “Well, let’s see,” Sveila said as she picked up the abandoned piece of fruit.  
 
    No one said a word as the Red Witch squashed the singular piece between her fingers, and then she rubbed the juices and pulp against Ashe’s arm. 
 
    “Now we’ll wait and see if anything happens,” she said as she licked the juices off her fingers. 
 
    “Why do you think it’s the acidity?” I asked.  
 
    “I’m not sure…” Sveila mumbled. “But I think I heard something once that if acid and alkali are added together, then they cancel each other out. Things like soap, or a product used for cleaning and bathing, are often alkaline, so what if the angel was trying to clean you, Ashe?” 
 
    “I bathe every day.” The demon scowled. 
 
    I quickly caught on to what Sveila was trying to say, but I could tell that Ashe took longer to work it out.  
 
    “I don’t think she means it like that,” I said. “To the angel, she’s purified and free from sin, whereas demons are considered to be at the opposite end of the scale. It’s clear the Holy Light would have killed you if you hadn’t managed to free yourself, and now you’re left looking like this. But maybe, in order to remove the effects of a purified power, you need to use the opposite?” 
 
    “Aaah.” Ashe smirked. “I get what you mean now. But surely it’s too easy if I just bathe in orange juice? Mortal magic and potions aren’t strong enough to fight off angel magic, we already know that, so there has to be more to it.” 
 
    The three of us stayed quiet as Sveila rubbed the orange mess away from Ashe’s arm, but unlike her fingertips, the blotches on Ashe’s arm were as still as black as night. 
 
    “It’s probably because your arm is a much larger area than your fingers,” Sveila said. “And you’re right, there will be more to it than just using oranges, but at least we know where to start. If acid, or citric acid, is used in the healing process, then that’s something to think about.” 
 
    “Madame Nyra might know something about it,” I replied. “Either that, or we can talk to Garrik and Elora. But we’ll clear your skin, I promise you that.” 
 
    The half-elf, Elora, knew everything about magical weapons and spells. She had almost been like Sveila’s mentor when the Red Witch needed to free the souls of her family from an amulet.  
 
    Ashe and I would have struggled when we first arrived in the Port of Rengfri if it wasn’t for Garrik and Elora’s help and assistance, and they had started to feel like our friends. 
 
    Garrik also owned our favorite weapon shop in the Shadow Quarters, so Ashe and Sveila always came up with new reasons to go visit him, and it always ended in us adding new mortal weapons to our impressive collection. 
 
    It was incredible what these beings on the surface world could come up with when they were thinking deviously. 
 
    “I’m sort of getting used to the color now, but I want to go into the next fight just as strong as I already am,” Ashe said suddenly. “So if the angel has weakened me, then we need to find a cure.” 
 
    “That’s the right attitude to have.” Sveila smiled.  
 
    “We also don’t want you to have any issues with your strength.” I smirked. “You’re almost as strong as I am without these marks on your skin.” 
 
    “Almost as strong?” Ashe repeated with the makings of a grin on her face. “I’m not sure if that’s a compliment or not.” 
 
    “It definitely is,” I said reassuringly. “But if you’re both done eating, then we can head off to see Madame Nyra now, and then go from there.” 
 
    Sveila and Ashe were both keen on the idea, and they both wanted to see Lux and Lixiss as much as I did. So once Sveila had eaten the last of her orange, they cleaned up the mess on the table, and then we left the manor. 
 
    “We’re going to speak to Madame Nyra,” I said to the orcs outside. “We plan to be back before the sun sets, but like before, I want you to come and search for us if that doesn’t happen.”  
 
    “Yes, Atticus.” Oglzum nodded.  
 
    “Thank you,” I replied.  
 
    From the position of the sun in the sky, I could tell it was somewhere in the afternoon, perhaps the first or second hour, so we had several hours before the sun disappeared for the day. 
 
    I didn’t know how long we were going to be with Madame Nyra for, or whether the black fairies were going to trick us into staying longer. But either way, as long as everything went according to plan, I saw no reason why we wouldn’t be back before nightfall. 
 
    But when it came to the black fairies, I never could tell what was going to happen.  
 
    At least I had Ashe and Sveila with me to keep the fairies away if they refused to let me leave.  
 
    “I love this time of day,” Sveila said as she pressed herself against me. “The way the sun lights up the leaves on the trees, everyone is happy…” 
 
    “Well, they’re happy until someone pisses them off,” Ashe snorted. 
 
    “And when it comes to the goblins, it doesn’t take much to annoy them,” I added.  
 
    “Okay, everyone is somewhat happy,” Sveila giggled.  
 
    The walk through the Grimmway was uneventful, and any passersby either nodded their heads in our direction, or they walked straight past us as if we weren’t even there. 
 
    Once we had entered the Shadow Quarters, we wandered through one of the alleyways that took us to the grand forest that surrounded this district. That particular section of the forest led us toward the mermaids’ cove, and I hoped it wouldn’t be long before I got to see the mermaids again.  
 
    Although it had only been a few days since I was last there, I craved to be with the leader, Naia, as much as I craved to be with Ashe, Sveila, and the black fairy twins.  
 
    The primal, demonic side of me became difficult to control when my women were involved.  
 
    As we reached the entrance to the forest, we turned left and walked down the side street in the direction of the black fairy coven. Medusa’s Palace was straight ahead of us, and I’d always remember the fun we’d had killing gorgons within the ruins of that place.  
 
    Further down the street we turned onto, right at the very end, was Pixie Lane. A lot of our time had been spent in that area, especially when Sveila used to collect pieces for the bastard priest, but we’d had a lot of fun there, too. 
 
    Various smaller lanes fed off this long street, and the black fairy manor hid at the end of one of those lanes.  
 
    Madame Nyra’s manor was situated in between two other houses, and the forest continued to wrap around them on all sides. It would have been incredibly easy to miss Madame Nyra’s home if we didn’t know what we were looking for, because the entire building was covered in a magical, protective veil. It looked like there was nothing built between the two other houses, and the black fairies had to drop the veil in order for someone to enter.  
 
    However, because I was familiar with the fairies, I didn’t need to have an appointment to meet with Madame Nyra. As soon as the fairies saw us outside, they would drop the veil and allow us entrance. 
 
    “I hope they recognize me with this skin,” Ashe muttered as we stood in the seemingly open area of land.  
 
    “They wouldn’t be able to miss your eyes,” I replied. 
 
    “No one can,” Sveila giggled. “Apart from Atticus’, I’ve never seen eyes as incredible as yours before.” 
 
    “I know, they are quite wonderful.” Ashe smirked as she waved one hand in front of her face.  
 
    Before any of us could say anything, the air in front of us began to turn almost silky in texture, and a gray shimmer swirled around as it sparkled in the sunlight. A large black manor home quickly came into view in front of us, and a black fairy was spotted resting against the black iron gate that suddenly appeared in front of us.  
 
    “Hello, Atticus,” the fairy giggled as she nibbled on one of her black-painted fingernails. “What a lovely surprise it is to see you here today…” 
 
    The fairy’s gauzy, black wings vibrated and buzzed in the wind behind her. Her silver hair ran down to her hips, and her entire outfit had been made from scraps of black material. A thin sheet of leather just about covered her perky breasts, but she used silk to cover her ass, and a piece of thin lace tied the two garments together.  
 
    The fairy stood there for a brief second, and then she unlocked the gate and allowed us to enter. 
 
    “Is Madame Nyra in her office?” I asked as we walked up the gated yard.  
 
    “You mean you’re not here to see Lux and Lixiss?” the fairy gasped sarcastically. “Why, my sisters will be so disappointed to hear that.” 
 
    “I need to speak to Madame Nyra first,” I replied. 
 
    “But maybe we can see the twins once we’re done.” Ashe’s eyes sparkled with excitement. “You know we can’t visit this place without seeing them.” 
 
    “It was my intention.” I winked at my demon lover. 
 
    “Good, because my sisters would be–” 
 
    “Prinna,” a familiar voice said from the doorway. “Are you inviting our guests inside, my darling?” 
 
    Madame Nyra came into view in the doorway of the black house with a curled smile on her red lips. She was much older than the rest of the fairies inside the manor, and this showed in her ragged wings and the gray roots that slithered across her dark hair. 
 
    “Of course, Madame Nyra,” Prinna replied. “Please, come this way.” 
 
    Everyone must have known why we were there, so Madame Nyra walked us down the deep-purple corridor that led to her office. A few more black fairies had settled themselves on the velvet chairs along the way, and they all gave us coy smiles as we passed them. 
 
     The interior of the manor always caught our attention, and I knew Ashe loved coming here just to experience the dark atmosphere. Well-used candles were sitting on dusty shelves with a selection of spiderwebs keeping them in place. Dried-up wax fell down the walls, and more dust had settled on the wooden floorboards.  
 
    The corridor and Madame Nyra’s office were separated by a velvet green curtain, and the black fairy held back the makeshift door as she motioned for us to go inside. A second matching curtain ran behind Nyra’s oak desk, but I didn’t know what she kept hidden behind there.  
 
    “My darling…” Madame Nyra said softly as she took her seat. “Ashe, what have you done to yourself?” 
 
    “Oh, this?” Ashe held up her hands and snorted. “We had an incident with an angel, and now she’s covered me in this shit.” 
 
    “We were actually hoping you might be able to help with that,” I said as we took our own seats opposite the black fairy.  
 
    “But that’s not really why you came here, is it?” Madame Nyra smirked. “You cannot fool me, Atticus. I know you far too well now.” 
 
    “You’re right, it’s not.” I shrugged. “But I want to discuss this first, and then we can get into the real reason why we’re here.” 
 
    Madame Nyra sighed, and then she reached across the desk as she took Ashe’s hand in her own. With gentle touches, Nyra ran her fingers across the demon’s skin, but a frown stayed etched between her black eyebrows the entire time.  
 
    “Have you seen anything like this before?” I asked.  
 
    “I’ve heard of it,” the black fairy mumbled. “And this is all over your body?” 
 
    “Pretty much.” Ashe nodded. “There’s less on my stomach and back, but only because I was wearing a dress when the angel attacked us.” 
 
    “We have a feeling that acid or citric acid might work, but we don’t know,” Sveila added. “The marks seemed to vanish when Ashe was eating an orange, but we’d also need to include a potion that’s strong enough to fight against the angel’s powers.” 
 
    “I would also like to wake up in the morning and see that it’s gone,” Ashe snickered. “But none of us know anything about curing, so it’s hard to tell.” 
 
    “Unfortunately, I don’t know that much about potions and cures, either,” Madame Nyra said as she let go of Ashe’s hand. “As you’re all aware, I’m more into various beings and creatures. However, I have heard of angel powers before, and the effect they can have on people. And… Now, I don’t want to scare you, but you definitely want to find a cure as quickly as you can.” 
 
    “What?” Ashe’s eyes bulged. “Why?” 
 
    “This is due to the angel’s Holy Light, am I right?” Madame Nyra asked, to which we all nodded. “The Holy Light is an angel’s strongest power, and they use it to hold their target in place as they slowly burn their bodies. Purifying, and all that. The black marks are a side effect of that process, and should the angel return before you find a cure, then… Basically, it would be much easier for her to kill you.” 
 
    A growl rippled through my throat. 
 
    “So, it does weaken her?” Sveila asked.  
 
    “Yes.” Nyra nodded. “Imagine the Holy Light is a fire, and as it swarms over an object, it slowly burns and destroys that item. It’s the same with our bodies. Now that Ashe has these marks, there’s less for the fire to work through, so the process won’t take as long, and that’s why you desperately need to find a cure. I think including an acidic liquid could work, but I wouldn’t know what else to add with it.” 
 
    “Well, that’s just fucking great,” Ashe sighed as she slumped in her seat. “Now what are we going to do?” 
 
    “We’ll find a cure,” I said with certainty. “And I won’t stop until you’re fully healed.” 
 
    “Not even a damn angel can get the better of me.” Ashe smirked. 
 
    “That’s the right attitude to have,” I said as my anger simmered down. “The angel might think you’re at a disadvantage, but we’re going to prove her wrong.” 
 
    “That reminds me,” Madame Nyra said as she leaned back in her chair. “Tell me more about this angel. Did she appear after the battle against the Church?” 
 
    “Yes, she–” 
 
    Before I could finish my sentence, the curtain behind Madame Nyra opened, and my two favorite twins skipped into the room as their black wings fluttered behind them.  
 
    “We apologize for the intrusion, Madame Nyra,” Lux giggled.  
 
    “But we couldn’t stay away,” Lixiss added. 
 
    “I should have known you two were going to come in,” Nyra said as she turned in her seat slightly. “But my darlings, what have I told you?” 
 
    “To always knock before we enter?” Lux asked.  
 
    “Exactly.” Their mother figure smiled. “You cannot just barge in here.” 
 
    “But how are we to stay away when Atticus, Ashe, and Sveila are here?” Lixiss asked. “We don’t have the time to knock.” 
 
    “Okay, okay, come on in.” Madame Nyra rolled her eyes playfully as she let out a light sigh. 
 
    The twins squealed as they skipped toward us, and then Lux jumped onto my lap while Lixiss sat with Ashe. I noticed how Lixiss played with Sveila’s hair with one hand, almost like they couldn’t bear sitting there without being able to touch all three of us. 
 
    Lux fitted so perfectly on my lap, and my arms automatically locked themselves around her tiny waist. 
 
    The only way I could tell the twins apart was by the tiny freckle underneath Lux’s left eye. Apart from that, they were completely identical.  
 
    Their skin was a luscious light-brown in color, their gray eyes were large and full of constant expressions, and their long dark hair fell over the front of their shoulders to stop it from getting in the way of their wings. 
 
    The mouthwatering scent of their arousal danced through the air like light billows of smoke as it drifted from a candle. Lux and Lixiss needed me, they desired to have me, and it was my mission to give them everything they wanted. 
 
    “Back to the conversation at hand,” Madame Nyra continued once the twins were settled. “You were talking about the angel?” 
 
    “Yes.” I nodded. “As soon as we finished with the Church, and we’d saved the undesirables, we noticed the angel in the sky. The bishop had been in the middle of calling upon his Holy King when the attack took place, so we believe the angel responded to that call.” 
 
    “Ew,” Lux said as she scratched the back of my neck with her nails. “Angels are nothing but trouble.” 
 
    “She should have stayed in the Heavenly Glade where she belongs,” Lixiss replied.  
 
    “Which is exactly why we’re trying to stop her,” I said. 
 
    “Well, I want you to know how pleased everyone is that the Church has been dealt with,” Madame Nyra said with a small smile. “I watched the hunt against The Blessed from my very window, and I couldn’t believe what I was hearing when a passerby told me about the bishop.” 
 
    “It was the right thing to do.” I shrugged.  
 
    “Yes, but it’s because you did it,” she replied. “That’s what everyone is pleased about. I’ve heard nothing but wonderful things from the nearby residents, and I know every undesirable feels the same way I do. We’re safe now, and that’s all because of you.” 
 
    “I suppose we’re not completely in the clear, because we still have to deal with the angel,” Ashe spoke up. “But I’m confident we’re going to get her holy ass before it’s too late.” 
 
    “And given everything you’ve done for us, I hope you know we’ll all help in any way we can.” Madame Nyra nodded her head once. 
 
    It was the perfect opportunity to bring up the questions that seemed to be burning a hole in my brain. I needed to know if Madame Nyra would take on the role of watching over the Shadow Quarters to report back to me, but I also needed to have the fairy twins safe within my care at the manor.  
 
    However, I didn’t want Lux and Lixiss to overhear my plan, just in case Madame Nyra rejected the offer. So in order to have the conversation in private, I had to think of a way to get them out of the room.  
 
    “Do you think you could do us a favor?” I asked as I kissed Lux on the cheek and stroked Lixiss’ hair.  
 
    “Of course.” Lux ran the tip of her tongue across her red lips. “You know you never need to ask us twice, Atticus.” 
 
    “What is it you’d like us to do?” Lixiss asked.  
 
    “Do you think you could make us some drinks?” I queried. “It’s been a busy morning, so we could really use a refreshment.” 
 
    “Yes, certainly!” the black fairy twin exclaimed as she jumped off my lap. 
 
    “We’ve been trying to perfect a drink recently, so we’d love to know what you think of it,” Lixiss added. 
 
    “You know I’d enjoy anything you make for me.” I smirked. 
 
    “Try not to miss us too much,” Lux giggled as the twins linked arms and ran from the room.  
 
    A heavy silence covered the office as the twins’ footsteps echoed down the corridor.  
 
    “Why do I have the feeling you wanted them to leave the room?” Madame Nyra frowned. 
 
    “Is that what you think?” I asked. 
 
    “Atticus, my dear, I know you all too well these days.” She smirked. “So, what is it you want to talk about while my darlings are out of earshot?” 
 
    I leaned forward and rested my elbows against the desk. Madame Nyra stared directly into my bright, violet eyes. She never once looked away, nor did she wince as I inched closer.  
 
    “I need to start an army,” I said.  
 
    “You’ve already got one.” She frowned. 
 
    “Yes, but I need a bigger one,” I explained. “I have a feeling that this is just the beginning. Any fight against the angel will likely open up the wrath of the Heavenly Glade, and then there will be more of those little bitches to kill. Even though Ashe and I are strong enough to kill one angel by herself, we’ll need an army to hold off any of her backup angels before the city is swarmed. We’d need our own backup, and that’s where the army comes in, but that’s also where you come in.” 
 
    Madame Nyra didn’t say anything, but she pursed her lips in a way that made me think she had already caught on to my plan. 
 
    “Before we brutally murdered the incubi, they were in charge of this place,” I continued. “Obviously, I’m expected to fill that role, and I intend to. But Ashe, Sveila, and I are going to be far too busy to handle all the minor, everyday tasks involved. Which is why we think you should be the one to do that for me.” 
 
    “Me?” Madame Nyra pointed to herself.  
 
    “You.” I nodded. “Are you up for it?” 
 
    “Yes, yes, of course!” She smiled. “As long as my darlings are safe and protected, you know that I’d love nothing more than to oversee the whole of the Shadow Quarters.” 
 
    “Good.” I grinned. “But in exchange for my allowing you to take over the village, there is something I want in return…” 
 
    “Okay…” the black fairy sighed.  
 
    I glanced behind me quickly to look at the curtain, and then I looked back at Madame Nyra.  
 
    “I want Lux and Lixiss,” I said. “I want them to live with us in my manor.” 
 
    “Again with Lux and Lixiss,” Madame Nyra sighed and shook her head, but I quickly stepped in. 
 
    “I have done nothing but help you, Nyra,” I reminded the woman. “I have treated your darlings exceptionally well… and you know they desire nothing more than to be in my care. These are my terms, and they’re not changing.” 
 
    The black fairy thought for a moment, and she tapped her nails against the desk as she glanced around the room.  
 
    “Okay,” she said after a short pause. “I will agree to your terms… But I have a few of my own.” 
 
    A stern expression crossed my face.  
 
    That wasn’t part of the plan, but I was willing to listen to them.  
 
    “If it’s pieces that you’re after, I’ll give you whatever you want,” I replied. “Lux and Lixiss are certainly worth any price you could place on them.” 
 
    Madame Nyra loved receiving sacks of gold pieces, and it was often the perfect bribe if I wanted something from her.  
 
    “I will not ask for money for my darlings,” she replied with a slight bite to her tone. “But I will ask that they visit me regularly. I’m confident that you can care for them, Atticus, but they will always be my darlings, and I cannot let that go.” 
 
    “Sure.” I shrugged. “They can visit you whenever they want, but they will always return to me at the end of the day.” 
 
    “In that case…” Madame Nyra paused as she sat up straighter in her seat. “You’ve got yourself a deal.” 
 
    Ashe and Sveila giggled and squealed beside me, and I couldn’t clear the grin that appeared on my face.  
 
    I’d gotten exactly what I’d wanted, and I knew I had received the better side of that bargain.  
 
    Lux and Lixiss returned to the room a few minutes later, and it was almost like nothing had even happened. I wanted to tell them to pack a bag, but I also wanted to keep the news a secret for a few more days. I felt like it was best to catch them off-guard, and to surprise them with the news when they were caught unaware. 
 
    “This looks wonderful,” Sveila said as the twins handed over three tankards. “What’s it called?” 
 
    “We haven’t thought of a name yet,” Lux replied as she returned to her rightful place on my lap. “But let us know if you have any suggestions.” 
 
    A light, white foam bubbled over the lip of the tankard, but the drink inside it was a mix between blue and green. At first the drink had almost a floral scent, like the flowers I came across in the forest, but the flavors didn’t match the scent at all. It tasted bitter, almost like dragon’s breath, but there was a second flavor I couldn’t quite identify.  
 
    “Is that raspberry I can taste?” Sveila asked. 
 
    I didn’t know if I’d tried raspberries, so I wasn’t sure if that was the flavor on my tongue or not.  
 
    “Close.” Lixiss smiled. “They’re black raspberries.” 
 
    The drink left a fiery heat in my mouth after I had swallowed it, and part of me wondered if fire would shoot from me like a dragon if I dared to part my lips.  
 
    “It’s so good,” Ashe groaned. “I really like it.” 
 
    “Thank you!” Lux replied happily. “Do you think it needs any changes?” 
 
    “Maybe some more of those raspberry things,” I said. “But that’s just what I think.” 
 
    “We can add some more, sure.” Lixiss nodded. “It’s still a work in progress, so you can try the finished product when we’re happy with it.” 
 
    “I can’t wait to try it again.” I smiled at my beautiful twins.  
 
    “My darlings are incredibly skillful,” Madame Nyra said sweetly.  
 
    “Oh, I’m aware of their skills.” I smirked.  
 
    Especially when it came to the skills they brought to the bedroom.  
 
    The women then started a gentle conversation about the new dresses Ashe and Sveila had ordered that morning, and I sat back and enjoyed the drink while I played with Lux’s silky hair. The twins were interested to see the dresses, and Madame Nyra smiled like she was also eager to see the creations. But I was more interested for her to start her new job.  
 
    I could tell that the Shadow Quarters were about to change completely now that Madame Nyra was in charge, and I was eager to see her begin her new role.  
 
    But there was something else I still needed to sort out. 
 
    If the tabaxi agreed to take over the mining business, then that meant the manor would soon belong to him.  
 
    So I had someone leading the Shadow Quarters, and I potentially had someone taking care of the imps. But with the twins soon coming home with me, then we would need to find a new place to live. 
 
    A much bigger and more decadent place.

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
    We continued to enjoy the drinks the twins made, but although we wanted to stay and enjoy their company, we had to leave before the orcs started to tear the village apart when they came looking for us.  
 
    It was much later in the afternoon when we left the black fairy manor, and the sun was slowly starting to set in the distance. Lux and Lixiss walked us out, and they clung onto my arms as they placed small, delicate kisses on my cheeks.  
 
    “We hope it won’t be too long before we get to see you again, Atticus,” Lux purred.  
 
    “You know I can’t stay away from you both,” I said with a sly grin. “We’ll be back before you know it.” 
 
    “Lux, we must start preparing our newest outfits,” Lixiss giggled. “I cannot wait for Atticus to see what we have planned.” 
 
    “If it’s anything like what you’re wearing now, then I already know I’ll like it,” I replied. 
 
    Lux and Lixiss had used some black leather to create tiny skirts, which looked more like a scabbard around their waists instead of an actual garment. But as well as that, they had used nothing but a scrap of black velvet to cover their breasts. The velvet was tied into a knot in the center of their chests, and a thin piece of lace had been used as a shawl to cover their lower arms.  
 
    “I want to see it, too,” Ashe snickered. 
 
    “And me,” Sveila added. “But I’m also interested to see what you two would look like if you wore a full dress like mine.” 
 
    “A full dress?” Lux asked in horror. “We’ve never covered our stomachs since the day we were born.” 
 
    “And apart from wearing the occasional shawl, we find sleeves far too irritating,” Lixiss said. “Plus, it means there’s less to remove…” 
 
    “Oh, same,” Ashe agreed. “I love my cape, and I wear it sometimes, but all my dresses have to be sleeveless. What’s the point of having arms if you’re not going to show them off? I want everyone to see my muscles when I’m bearing my weapons.” 
 
    “I mean, arms are for more than just showing them off,” Sveila giggled. “But I’ve always worn long dresses, and I like that our taste in garments are so different. It makes us unique, and that’s what everyone should be.” 
 
    “To be honest, I don’t give a fuck what you wear,” I snorted. “You four always look incredible, and as long as I can easily tear you from your garments, then I don’t care how much or how little you wear.” 
 
    “Trust us, Atticus,” Lixiss giggled. “It won’t take you long to rip this leather from our bodies.” 
 
    The black fairy twins shared a knowing look, and then they pressed their tiny bodies against me as they played with my choppy black hair.  
 
    “Are you sure you can’t stay for longer?” Lux pouted her lips. “Our bed is ready and waiting for you…” 
 
    “You know I’d love to,” I said as I cupped their faces with my hands. “But we need to get back before the orcs start to worry. They were told to search for us if we didn’t return before nightfall, and I think you know what orcs can be like.” 
 
    “We promise to return soon,” Ashe said sweetly. 
 
    “Okay…” Lixiss sighed. “We know how busy you three are right now, so we understand that you don’t have a lot of time on your hands.” 
 
    “How about this,” I paused as I looked deep into their gray eyes. “You work on your garments, perhaps create some more drinks, but I also want you to think of a new game to play. Think about your fantasies, and then we can act them out the next time I’m here…” 
 
    “Like tying you to our bedposts?” Lux giggled. 
 
    “Whatever you want.” I shrugged. 
 
    “Oooh, I like this!” Lixiss squealed.  
 
    “I know you do,” I snickered. 
 
    Their arousal was clear in the air, and the scent became stronger the more the twins thought about their various fantasies.  
 
    A little bit of time went by, and the twins refused to leave my side. I wanted to tell them that the next time I saw them they’d be coming home with us, but I also wanted to see the excitement in their eyes as they were told to pack up their belongings right on the spot. 
 
    As Lux and Lixiss stepped away, they locked arms with each other and gave us flirtatious waves and winks. But then the twins slowly started to vanish as Sveila, Ashe, and I left the gated yard and headed back down the lane.  
 
    “How long do you think it’ll be before they get to live with us?” Ashe asked a few minutes into our journey.  
 
    “As soon as possible,” I said with confidence. “I need to speak with the tabaxi about watching over the business, and then we can see where that leaves us. He would have to move into the manor, but if we have the werewolves, mermaids, and the orcs there to assist us, then it shouldn’t take more than a day to move our belongings from one house to another.” 
 
    “Where do you think you’d like to live?” Sveila asked. “Would you prefer for us to stay in the Grimmway?” 
 
    “I’m not sure yet,” I mumbled as I thought over the question. “The Grimmway would make sense, given that the tavern and the mining business are both situated within the forest of the village. But we need to make sure it’s the right place for us, so we can’t go with the first house we find.” 
 
    “And when do you want to talk to the tabaxi?” Ashe asked.  
 
    “I’ll go this evening,” I replied. “And I’ll use that time to speak to the werewolves while I’m at it. If I leave before the moon is high, then I should get there before they leave for their scouting mission.” 
 
    I knew the werewolves would update me if anything had happened with the angel, but I wanted to tell them about what had happened last night at the church. I also had to speak to the mermaids about that, too, and my palms itched with the desire to see Naia again. The mermaids were just as busy caring for the injured undesirables, so it was only right that I rewarded Naia for all of her hard work.  
 
    As Sveila, Ashe, and I arrived back in the Grimmway, Ashe mentioned purchasing a few bottles of tonic from one of the stalls in the marketplace. The stalls were about to close, but Ashe skipped over with her velvet pouch of pieces and purchased three bottles. 
 
    “Which ones did you get?” I asked as my demon lover cradled the bottles against her chest.  
 
    “That’s a surprise for later.” She winked. “At first I was going to have the seller pick three random tonics, but then I saw these, so I had to buy them.” 
 
    The glass bottles were dark brown, so I could see the shadow of the liquid inside, but that didn’t give anything away. Each bottle had a white label on the front, and every time Ashe adjusted them against her chest, I would try to peek at the name. But even then, Ashe kept them hidden from view, and she gave me a smirk every time she noticed me looking.  
 
    “You’ll like them, I promise,” she said. “You know I wouldn’t go for a drink that you’re not fond of.” 
 
    “I’m just interested to know, that’s all.” I shrugged. 
 
    “And you’ll find out as soon as we get home,” Ashe snickered. “Good things come to those that wait.” 
 
    “What?” I frowned. “Where did you hear that?” 
 
    “Iris said it earlier.” The huntress shrugged. “I liked it, so I wanted to use it.” 
 
    “I’m not sure I agree with that one,” I chuckled. “In my experience, good things usually come to those who show up and fucking take them.” 
 
    Sveila giggled as she hopped up to kiss me on my cheek, and I sent her a wicked grin. 
 
    Ashe and I had learned a lot of “mortal” phrases during our time on the surface world. We knew some, and we knew how to hold a conversation with someone without terrifying the piss out of them, but there was always a new saying or phrase to learn. 
 
    “Do you think we should look around for available houses while we’re here?” Sveila asked as she came to a halt in the road.  
 
    We were situated on a large street that ran parallel to the marketplace. There were a few abandoned wagons at one end, along with the forest clearance where the orb purchasing took place, and there were several buildings on either side of the street. 
 
    “Of course, we can take a look,” I replied.  
 
    The dwarf’s inn, where Ashe and I had first stayed in the Grimmway, was further toward the end of the street, but every other building was new to me. It was hard to tell how big or small a house was from the outside, but at least we knew where we were and what was around us.  
 
    The street was in close proximity to the manor, but it was also close to the orcs’ huts and the gorgons’ tavern. But one thing I liked about the dark elf manor was the privacy it brought us. The houses on this street were all connected to each other, and there were barely any alleyways in between them. I didn’t mind having neighbors on either side, or even in front of the house, but I had to make sure we were safe. 
 
    Especially if I had rooms full of gold pieces.  
 
    I didn’t think anyone in the Grimmway would be stupid enough to steal from a fucking demon. However, if the goblins were after more pieces, then there was a chance they’d risk their lives to get what they wanted. 
 
    “Hmm,” Ashe mumbled with her face up against a glass window. “This house looks very small.” 
 
    “Is it deserted?” I asked.  
 
    “It looks to be,” she replied. “There’s nothing but empty boxes and a broken chair in the center of the room. It could be that the house is bigger when we go inside, but I’m not sure if I like it from here.” 
 
     Some homeowners had gone to the trouble of asking witches to cast spells on their houses to make them larger and more decadent. But we would have had to walk through the front door to see that for ourselves.  
 
    I was okay with going for a house that looked smaller on the outside, especially if that made it easier to stay hidden and blend in from any potential threats. But the proud part of me wanted my next house to look just as pleasing to the eye from the outside.  
 
    I wanted everyone who passed that house to know it was mine, and I wanted their hearts to shatter when they realized they couldn’t afford anything as luxurious as that.  
 
    “This one hasn’t been warped,” Sveila said as she cupped her hands around her eyes to peer further into the house.  
 
    “You know that for sure?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes.” She nodded. “Like with your ability to smell how good and evil someone is, I can tell when a spell has been used. There would be a faint shimmer around the outside of the room if it had been warped by another witch, and all I can see are dust particles in the air.” 
 
    “So this house is just as small as it appears,” Ashe assumed.  
 
    “Yeah, it’s nowhere near as impressive as our current manor,” the Red Witch explained.  
 
    “Then that settles that,” I snorted. “We keep looking.” 
 
    “I can’t have a small house anyway,” Ashe said as we started to head back to the manor. “Where would we put all of our weapons?” 
 
    “And our money,” I replied. 
 
    “And our tonics, and our foods, and our servants,” the little fiend giggled.  
 
    “We’d need a castle to fit all of our belongings in there,” Sveila chuckled. “But I don’t think I’ve seen any castles around here. Especially not in the Grimmway.” 
 
    “Maybe you could warp Medusa’s Palace.” Ashe smirked. “We could call it Atticus’ Palace, or the Demonic Palace.” 
 
    “But I’m not a demon,” Sveila pointed out. 
 
    “Hmm, good point.” Ashe nodded. “Okay, then Atticus’ Palace.” 
 
    “But then there’s another issue we have to deal with,” I said. “Just because we killed the gorgons that lived there, and the ones who own the tavern, doesn’t mean more won’t arrive. Medusa’s Palace is like the Hellscape to them, so we won’t be able to take over those ruins without killing off gorgons whenever they arrive in Rengfri.” 
 
    “I don’t mind killing off some gorgons.” Ashe shrugged, to which Sveila nodded. “Also, once we’ve finished dealing with the angel, it’ll be fun to have some fights every now and then.” 
 
    “It’s always fun to kill those who deserve it,” I snickered. “Whether they’re gorgons or not, it’s part of who we are. But going back to where we’d live, I’d like to stay in the Grimmway if we could. It’s somewhat safer than the Shadow Quarters, especially with the wall that runs across the back of the village, and it’s right next to the businesses, but we need to find the right place.” 
 
    “Yes, I agree,” Sveila replied. “It has to be safe and potentially remote, but also be big enough to hold our possessions, it also has to be big enough to fit all of us. Especially with the twins moving in. When it comes to safety, I suppose we could find a witch who could create a spell that protects the house like Madame Nyra’s?” 
 
    “That could work.” I nodded. “I think it’s something to look into.” 
 
    “I bet all of the twins’ garments could probably fit in a single drawer,” Ashe giggled. 
 
    “You’d be surprised how many outfits they own,” I replied. “I think they have more than you.” 
 
    “More than me?” Ashe gasped.  
 
    “Is that even possible?” Sveila asked.  
 
    “We could count your garments when the twins move in,” I said. “But from what I saw in their bedroom, it’ll be hard to know who owns more outfits. You’re such a little fiend about things lately, though, so you could give them a run for their money.” 
 
    “I’m up for the challenge.” Ashe smirked, and then a light laugh slipped through her lips as she tightened her hold on the bottles of tonic.  
 
    As we rounded the side of the manor, I spotted the three orcs with their broad backs against the wall, and they all stared off into the trees that lined the building. 
 
    “Did anything happen while we were away?” I asked.  
 
    “No trouble, just imps,” Oglzum replied. “They came and left.” 
 
    I hadn’t caught the scent of the angel since Ashe and I had left the church, so at least the holy bitch hadn’t been near the house. 
 
    “Did the imps say what they were doing?” I questioned.  
 
    “No, did not say,” the orc answered. 
 
    “That’s fine,” I said as I unlocked the main door. “I’m going to leave the house again later, but I’ll try and get someone to cover for you. I want to have guards here at all times, but you also need to sleep.” 
 
    “Orcs don’t sleep like demons,” Oglzum muttered as he cleared some phlegm from the back of his throat. “We sleep just small amount.” 
 
    “Even so, you won’t be much use if you’re tired.” I shrugged. “I’ll get some of the werewolves to cover for you, or maybe more orcs.” 
 
    “Okay, Atticus.” Oglzum bobbed his enormous head. “We listen to you.” 
 
    “But thank you for your help.” Sveila smiled. “It’s nice to know the house is being watched while we’re away.” 
 
    Oglzum nodded again, and then he returned to staring into the trees. 
 
    Ashe all but ran into the kitchen once she had entered the house, and the recognizable fizz of the tonics being opened echoed through the building.  
 
    “Do we finally get to find out which ones you bought?” I asked as I sat down at the table.  
 
    “You sure do,” Ashe replied. “Here you go…” 
 
    The demon huntress handed over one of the brown bottles, and I turned it around in my hand to see the word “Unknown” written on the label.  
 
    “Oh, I liked this one,” I said as I took a long gulp from the fizzing tonic. 
 
    “Is this the brew where every drink tastes different, right?” Sveila asked as she glanced at her own “Unknown” bottle. 
 
    “Yes,” Ashe replied as she pulled out her own chair and sat down. “It’s something to do with your taste buds. Every unknown tonic has a different taste and feel to it.” 
 
    “Mine is fizzy and fruity,” I said.  
 
    “Whereas mine is flat and quite bitter.” Ashe chugged back half the bottle in one go. “Mmm, it’s so good! Fuck, I should have bought six bottles.” 
 
    “We can get some more tomorrow,” I told her. “And this could be something we try to sell at the tavern when it’s open.” 
 
    “We’re going to have the best tavern in all of Rengfri.” Sveila smiled. “I cannot wait to see how well it does.” 
 
    “Neither can I,” I snickered. “Especially when the pieces come rolling in.” 
 
    “Think of all the swords we could buy!” Ashe’s black-and-pink eyes widened with excitement.  
 
    “And dresses!” Sveila added. 
 
    “Oh, and that’s another thing to add to the list when we look for a new house,” Ashe said. “I’d like to be close enough to Iris that it doesn’t take too long to get there.” 
 
    “But couldn’t you use your Infernal Darkness to get there quicker?” Sveila asked. 
 
    “Yes…” Ashe glanced around as she thought. “But I’d still like her to be close by. She’s cute.” 
 
    “She’s more than just cute.” I smirked. “She’s fucking delicious.” 
 
    “Did you notice her reaction earlier?” Ashe asked. “I thought she was about to combust when you walked into the shop, Atticus.” 
 
    “It probably didn’t help that she could practically see your nipples, too, Ashe,” Sveila giggled. “No one can resist you, and you definitely use that to your advantage.” 
 
    “What can I say?” Ashe flicked a lock of silver-blue hair over her shoulder. “We were born with these incredible looks, and it doesn’t take long for others to see that, too.” 
 
    “We were actually born without any hair and with curled horns,” I snickered. 
 
    “Okay, fine,” Ashe sighed. “We looked good then, too, but we looked this good as soon as we arrived on the surface world.” 
 
    “That’s better.” I smirked.  
 
    The thought of Iris being close to the new house made me think about the layout of the Grimmway. Apart from a few wagons and smaller houses, I couldn’t remember seeing any houses that would suit our needs near Iris’ dress shop. 
 
    But that was when an idea came to mind, and I couldn’t believe I hadn’t thought of it during our recent conversation.  
 
    “I think I know where we could live.” I smirked.  
 
    “Oh, yeah?” Ashe asked.  
 
    “Is it in the Grimmway?” Sveila asked.  
 
    “No, but it’s not too far away.” I shrugged. “Do you remember the abandoned town we visited not long ago? Oakenpass?” 
 
    “How could we forget,” Ashe giggled. “The remaining residents seemed terrified whenever they talked about the Church and the king’s guards.” 
 
    “But do you remember what we talked about when we went there?” I asked. “We said how it could be the best place to start up the thunderclap business with the orcs, and essentially bring some life back into the village again. It’s large enough that we could easily expand our business any way we’d like.” 
 
    “You want us to move to Oakenpass?” Sveila assumed.  
 
    “I think we should definitely check it out,” I replied. “Like you said, the women you spoke to didn’t seem overly scared to be talking to a witch, so it’s likely the previous residents were undesirables. So I don’t think they’d be too difficult if Ashe and I became their neighbors.” 
 
    “Two demons, a witch, and a shitload of orcs,” Ashe snickered.  
 
    “They were also scared of the Church,” Sveila pointed out. “And they never saw their neighbors again after the village was raided, so it makes sense that the majority of residents were undesirables.” 
 
    “Do you remember seeing any large houses while we were there?” Ashe asked. “I don’t, but we weren’t in that village for long.” 
 
    “There’s no reason why we can’t return in the morning and see what we find.” I shrugged. “I remember thinking the village had a lot of potential, so it’s worth taking a look. It’s only about an hour away from the Shadow Quarters, so it’s not as if it’s on the other side of the damn city or anything. Just up the road.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m excited to take a look!” Ashe clapped her hands together, and then she drank back the last of her tonic. “Can we move as soon as we find the perfect house?” 
 
    “Sure.” I nodded. “However…” 
 
    I glanced around the kitchen and instantly noticed the holes in the walls and the broken floorboards. I knew the same mess carried on around the rest of the house, and even as a demon, I couldn’t allow the tabaxi to move in when it was in this state.  
 
    “We should probably clean up the home first,” I snickered. “We sure have had fun since we moved in.” 
 
    “They’re just memories.” Sveila smiled. “But yes, we should probably get things cleaned up.” 
 
    “At least we don’t have to do that alone, I’m sure the imps would help us out,” I said.  
 
    “The imps would work through the night, even if you told them not to,” Ashe giggled. “I’m going to miss those little guys.” 
 
    “It’s not like you’re never going to see them again,” I replied.  
 
    “No, I know.” Ashe shrugged. “But it’s nice to see them running through the forest when they’ve finished mining, or coming into the house to speak to you.” 
 
    “We’ll still have Gyor drop off some food a few times a week.” Sveila smiled. “And we can go and see the imps every day if you wanted to.” 
 
    “That’s true.” Ashe nodded. “Maybe I’ll get a job helping them with their orbs.” 
 
    “They’d probably appreciate the help,” I replied. “But maybe that’s something you could do while I go and speak to the tabaxi.” 
 
    “Help the imps with the orbs?” Ashe frowned. 
 
    “No, why don’t you go and see them?” I suggested. “We’ll need help cleaning up the manor, so if you took a couple of the orcs with you, you could go to the imps’ hut and ask them to help us.” 
 
    “The house will be done by the time you get home,” Sveila giggled. “But yes, I think that would be a nice way to spend the evening.” 
 
    “And then I can prepare some dinner for when you get home, Atticus,” Ashe purred.  
 
    “You know me too well,” I chuckled darkly.  
 
    “You’re always hungry after a long day of being a leader.” She smirked. “But nothing like some bread, meat, and potatoes to fill your stomach. Maybe I’ll include some carrots, too.” 
 
    “As long as it’s food, and you’ve made it, then I don’t care what I eat,” I said. “I’ll try and be as quick as I can.” 
 
    “Take as long as you want, Atticus.” Ashe leaned across the table to kiss my cheek. “You’ve been working hard, so I don’t want to rush you.” 
 
    The women both agreed to talk to the imps, but I also told them not to pressure the imps. They could start cleaning after they had finished mining tomorrow, especially if it was getting late for the tiny creatures. I still had to make sure that the tabaxi wanted to take over the manor from me, so until I knew for certain, then there was no rush to get the house sorted.  
 
    I didn’t hang around for too long after finishing my bottled brew, and I gave both my women a passionate kiss before I left the house. I told the orcs that two of them would follow Ashe and Sveila into the forest, and Oglzum asked if I wanted one of them to go with me, but I didn’t take him up on the offer. I was more concerned about my women’s safety, and I could easily use my Smoke Flight if I caught the angel’s rancid scent in the air.  
 
    As I passed the dress shop, I peered through the window and noticed that Iris had finished for the night. There wasn’t a single lit candle in sight, and the counter was clear of any materials, so she must have gone home.  
 
    But that made me think about where Iris lived. I couldn’t remember her ever telling me where her house was, and I instantly became desperate to know the answer. Maybe Iris lived in one of the whimsical wagons dotted around the Grimmway, or maybe she lived above or below the dress shop. 
 
    Either way, regardless of her living situation, I could imagine her home was much tidier than ours. Iris gave me the impression that her house was just as colorful as the shop, probably with the same amount of floral displays, and it probably had the same incense smell. 
 
    Perhaps one day I’d find out where she lived, and I’d make sure she was safe and well looked after at the same time. 
 
    Iris needed to be protected. That notion refused to leave my mind. Sure, she wasn’t my woman, but she appeared too vulnerable to be by herself, and I had a feeling that she probably lived alone. 
 
    But as long as Ashe and Sveila continued to want new dresses, then I was more than happy to use that as an excuse to follow them into the shop every time they went there.  
 
    Unless there was another way for me to see Iris on a daily basis, and that was something I was definitely going to consider. 
 
    My mouth watered just thinking about the sweet little elf.  
 
    The rest of my walk to the Shadow Quarters was fairly quiet, and the occasional resident passed me, but that was it. It almost felt like the undesirables of the Port of Rengfri were going to have an easy, uneventful evening.  
 
    But that all changed as I headed in the direction of The Slums. It was a poor, poverty-stricken area of the village that was constantly targeted by the Church. The tabaxi lived within the trees on one side, and the werewolves lived in the forest on the opposite side.  
 
    I could have gone to see the tabaxi first, but as I continued to walk through the alley in the direction of the werewolves, I heard a recognizable, delicate giggle coming from the shadows. 
 
    Only one creature had a laugh like that.  
 
    “Hello, Sparkles,” I said as I stopped walking.  
 
    “Good evening, Atticus,” the tinsel fairy said as she floated over to hover in front of me. 
 
    Sparkles was barely as tall as my forearm was long, and her high-pitched voice hit a register that made my ears ache most of the time. Her large, blue eyes gazed at my chin, because she couldn’t look me in the eye, and her long brown hair had been tied back against the nape of her neck. She danced through the air as her white wings carried her from left to right, and I could even hear the soft buzzing sound that came from her vibrating wings. 
 
    “I suppose it’s not a surprise to find you here.” I smirked. “How long have you been following me?” 
 
    “You think I was following you?” Sparkles gasped. “Atticus, you know I’d never do such a thing!” 
 
    “You follow me all the time,” I replied. 
 
    “Okay, fine, yes, I do.” The tiny fairy shrugged. “But aren’t friends allowed to follow each other?” 
 
    “It depends on what you’re up to,” I snorted. “Because you only ever seem to do it when you want something.” 
 
    “Hmm…” Sparkles continued to dance around in the air. “Maybe. But where’s Flaky this evening? I miss her stupid face.” 
 
    Sparkles and Ashe didn’t have the best friendship, and the tinsel fairy would have been flying for her life if Ashe had heard that nickname once again.  
 
    “Ashe and Sveila are busy at home, and I’m busy this evening,” I explained. “So you need to hurry up, because I have a job to do.” 
 
    “But that’s exactly why I stopped you, Atticus!” Sparkles flew back down to hover in front of me. “I was heartbroken when I heard about the fight against the Church and The Blessed. You never asked me to help you! Why? I could have been brilliant, you know.” 
 
    “Because I needed a strong army.” I shrugged. “And The Blessed could have killed you with two fingers.” 
 
    “Excuse me, I’m much stronger than you might think.” The tinsel fairy huffed and placed her hands on her three-inch-wide hips. “But you won’t give me the chance to show you how strong I really am!” 
 
    “But we won, didn’t we?” I asked. “So you should be happy that the Church is gone, and we’re all still alive.” 
 
    “And I am, but I would have been happier if I had been a part of it…” Sparkles smiled as she twisted her body from side to side.  
 
    I had to find a way out of that conversation, otherwise Sparkles could have kept me in that alley all night long.  
 
    And I knew exactly what to do.  
 
    “You know, I do have the perfect job for you, if you’re up for it?” I asked casually.  
 
    “Ooh, yes, yes!” Sparkles squealed. “Who do I have to kill?” 
 
    “No one,” I sighed. “But if you gather some other tinsel fairies together, and you do the job properly, then you’ll be rewarded with enough gold pieces that you’ll be drunk for an entire week.” 
 
    “Pieces?” Her big blue eyes glistened. “Drunk?” 
 
    “Two of your favorite things,” I said. “So, are you up for it?” 
 
    “Yes, of course!” Sparkles cried. “What do I have to do?” 
 
    “I think I’ll leave that as a surprise.” I smirked. “But I want you and your fairy friends to go to my manor. Tell Ashe that I sent you to help, and she’ll tell you what you have to do.” 
 
    Something told me that Sparkles wasn’t interested in cleaning, so I had to be vague in order to get her to comply.  
 
    “I have to talk to Flaky?” Sparkles slumped her shoulders.  
 
    “If you want these pieces, then you’ll have to talk to her,” I replied. “Surely you can do that?” 
 
    “Fine!” she sighed. “When do I have to go there?” 
 
    “You can go now, if you want.” I shrugged. “Or you can go tomorrow morning.” 
 
    “And when do I get the pieces?” she asked as she narrowed her big blue eyes. 
 
    “As soon as the work is done,” I said truthfully. “But you have to do a good job, otherwise you’ll only get enough pieces to get drunk once.” 
 
    “I promise, with my hand on my heart, that I’ll make you proud, Atticus.” Sparkles smiled. “Just watch me!” 
 
    “I believe you,” I chuckled. 
 
    “You won’t regret this!” Sparkles called out as she began to fly through the alley. “Even Flaky will be amazed!” 
 
    “I’m sure she will,” I snorted.  
 
    It also wouldn’t have surprised me if I returned to the manor to find out that Sparkles and Ashe had another fight, which then caused more damage to the place.  
 
    But as long as no one died, and the manor was cleaned and sorted, then I didn’t care what happened. I just wanted it to be ready for when the tabaxi moved in.  
 
    However, before I could talk to him about that, I needed to visit the werewolves.  
 
    After all, we still had an angel to hunt down.

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
    Whenever I stepped into the werewolves’ territory, I always imagined how it looked the first time I saw it, even though that had changed since then. 
 
    The first time I’d heard about the werewolves was when Sveila had told me she’d been ordered to keep watch over them. The bastard priest, who had been up to many sinful activities in and around Rengfri, had ordered Sveila to keep the werewolves trapped in their home. 
 
    So the Red Witch had created a spell using crystal balls that worked like a barrier. The crystal balls shone with a bright red light, and anyone could walk into the werewolves’ plot of land, but if the men themselves tried to leave, then they were hit with a powerful force. It made them paralyzed for about a week, so it was no surprise to know that the pack had hated Sveila as much at the time as I hated the fucking Church.  
 
    But as soon as the priest was murdered, the werewolves were let free, and I’d managed to show them that Sveila was no longer a threat to them.  
 
    However, I knew I wanted to keep the pack on my side, not only because they were incredibly strong fighters, but because the werewolves had their own business, just like I did. They collected and sold powerful amethysts, and I definitely wanted to have a stone like that in my possession.  
 
    Now that the werewolves had been freed, they were able to hunt whenever they needed to, but they were also able to complete their minion missions for me. They were wonderful at their jobs, and I was glad I had decided to keep them as a part of my team.  
 
    The werewolves lived in an oval clearing in the forest near The Slums. They lived in two large stone buildings which were connected together by an archway in the center. The archway was large enough for a wagon to fit through, so it was in their enclosed courtyard where they kept their crates of stunning amethysts. 
 
    Their doggish scent covered every blade of grass as I approached, and there were a few lit candles in the windows. But the werewolves were surprisingly quiet for such large beasts, so it was usually hard to tell how many of them were home, or if they had all left for the night.  
 
    “Hello?” I called as I wandered through the stone archway.  
 
    I glanced around the courtyard as I waited for someone to arrive, and as I peered at the mountain of crates, I began to think about the pros and cons of an amethyst. 
 
    The purple stones had the ability to heal all wounds, but it also had the power to diminish someone’s health. It all depended on how the stones were used, but whoever channeled the crystal could decide whether to save a friend or kill a foe.  
 
    And perhaps that was exactly what we needed when it came to clear the angel’s effects from Ashe’s skin. 
 
    “Atticus,” a deep voice said from behind me.  
 
    I turned around to see the alpha, who I’d always known by this title. Then I’d found out only a few days ago that his name was Gunnolf, and I’d been working hard to try and remember him as such. He looked like he had only just woken up, and he scratched his messy brown hair with both hands as he yawned loudly.  
 
    “Hi,” I said. “Did I wake you?” 
 
    “I can’t lie,” the alpha snickered. “We’ve all been feeling the lack of sleep lately.” 
 
    “For once, I sort of know what you mean by that,” I replied. “But I appreciate the work you’re doing.” 
 
    A dingy yellow door behind Gunnolf suddenly opened, and three other men walked out. All four werewolves wore the same dark pants which had been cut off at the knees, and their shirts were torn and covered in mud and grass stains. 
 
    One of the men was Bardou, a curly-haired man with thick facial hair on his jaw and upper lip. He had been a great assistance to me when I needed members of their pack to follow the bishop as the bastard completed his many tasks.  
 
    “How can we help you, Atticus?” Gunnolf asked. 
 
    “I have a few things to run past you,” I said as I crossed my arms over my chest. “But first I wanted to ask if any of your men would be willing to guard my manor for the night?” 
 
    “Your manor?” The alpha frowned. “Are you going somewhere?” 
 
    “I hadn’t planned to, but with the angel around, I want to make sure everywhere is safe,” I explained. “Ashe and Sveila are currently at the home being guarded by three orcs, but they will need to sleep at some point, so I need to change the guards up slightly. Do you think some of your men would be willing to take the orcs’ places for the night?” 
 
    “Of course, we’d be happy to help,” Gunnolf said as he turned around to face the three men behind him. “How about you three? You weren’t going to join the others as they scout, were you?” 
 
    “No, we did that last night,” Bardou replied. “We also hunted this morning, so we’re ready to go now if you need us to.” 
 
    “That would be great, thank you,” I said. “But that brings me to my next topic: I’m assuming nothing’s happened with the angel since I last saw you?” 
 
    “Not really.” Gunnolf shrugged. “We know she’s still around, and that she spends the majority of her time near the church, but that’s it. We haven’t physically seen her.” 
 
    “As long as she doesn’t come anywhere near the Shadow Quarters and the Grimmway,” I snarled. “Ashe and I had a run-in with her last night, but she vanished before I could kill her.” 
 
    “What happened?” The alpha frowned. “My men from last night said it looked like someone had attempted to dig up the church floor, but now I’m assuming that was you and Ashe.” 
 
    “It was.” I smirked. “But we decided to try and find her last night, and we knew she’d be near the church, so we went looking. I was seconds away from killing her, and she was seconds away from killing Ashe, but then the angel vanished into thin air before we could do anything.” 
 
    “Bitch,” Bardou muttered. “Well, we’re going to make it our mission to get her, whether it takes two days or two weeks.” 
 
    “Let’s hope for two days,” Gunnolf snorted. “But Atticus, have you noticed the trail the angel has been leaving behind?” 
 
    “No.” I frowned. “What trail?” 
 
    “We don’t see it everywhere, but occasionally we come across some gold glitter in the trees or on the ground,” he explained. “We don’t know if she’s leaving it there on purpose, perhaps as a false lead, or if the glitter naturally falls off her and she can’t stop it. But either way, it’s a good way of knowing where she has been, or where she could be hiding.” 
 
    “Oh, I hadn’t noticed that.” I shrugged. “But I’ll look out for it. I haven’t noticed her scent at all since last night, but the golden glitter is another good way of working out her whereabouts. However, have any of you touched the glitter?” 
 
    “No.” Gunnolf shook his head. “We didn’t want to disturb the trail, but there was also the chance it could be dangerous, and the angel might have left it there to harm us.” 
 
    “Well, that’s what I was going to say,” I replied. “You see, the angel has two major powers: Holy Light and Angel Dust. She used the Angel Dust on me last night, and the glitter that fell from her turned into a gold rope that just about broke me in two.” 
 
    I unbuttoned my shirt to show the werewolves the scars that were still visible on my arms and chest. The wounds had started to heal, but my body usually recovered from an injury much quicker than that, which just showed how strong the angel was.  
 
    “Fuck,” Gunnolf gasped as he took a closer look. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “I’m fine.” I shrugged it off. “Now, I don’t know if the glitter you’ve noticed is the same thing, but it could be that the trail she’s leaving behind is a trap. It could be very dangerous. Again, that’s just a theory, and I don’t know for sure, but it’s probably best that you leave the glitter alone.” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Bardou replied. “Thank you for telling us.” 
 
    “Is Ashe okay?” another werewolf asked. “Was she caught in that rope, too?” 
 
    “No, the angel used the Holy Light on her,” I sighed. “But that is something I wanted to talk to you about, Gunnolf.” 
 
    “Sure.” He shrugged. 
 
    “We’ll head off to the manor while you two talk,” Bardou said with a small smile. 
 
    “Thanks,” I replied. “Just tell the orcs that I sent you, and that they’re free to go home. It could be that two of them are with Ashe and Sveila visiting the imps, but I don’t think they’d be out there for long.” 
 
    “That’s fine, thank you,” he replied. 
 
    As the three men ran off, I went into detail about the Holy Light, and I snarled at the thought of Ashe standing motionless in the deadly beams. I explained to Gunnolf about the black blotches, but also what Madame Nyra told us and how Ashe is now at a greater risk if the angel returned.  
 
    “We’re still trying to find a cure for it,” I said. “But we need to try and heal her as quickly as possible, especially with the angel still out there.” 
 
    “Yeah, that makes sense.” Gunnolf nodded. 
 
    “But I had some sort of realization before you came outside,” I said as I slowly walked back toward the crates. “The amethysts can cure any wounds, correct?” 
 
    “They can, as long as they’re used properly,” the alpha explained. “Otherwise it could have the opposite effect.” 
 
    “But would it have an opposite effect on an immortal, too?” I queried. “Would we be putting Ashe at risk if something went wrong?” 
 
    “To be honest, it’s hard to say.” Gunnolf shrugged. “It all depends on someone’s strength before the crystals are channeled, but that is usually a risk they’re willing to take. I’ve only ever known someone to use the amethysts as a last resort. Which is why, if you wanted to use one of the crystals to cure Ashe, then you’d need to make sure you know what you’re doing. Otherwise it could make her condition worse. Much worse.” 
 
    “Would it be better if Sveila used it?” I asked.  
 
    “Potentially…” Gunnolf paused. “Either that, or you could bring her to me, and I could do it for you.” 
 
    I couldn’t risk hurting Ashe in the slightest, or even making the condition worse. The angel had already attempted to burn Ashe with the Holy Light, so the opposite effect could be to continue that process, and I wasn’t going to allow that to happen.  
 
    It felt right to have Gunnolf channel the crystal, even though Sveila was a powerful witch. The alpha worked with the amethysts on a daily basis, and I didn’t want anyone to use the stone unless they knew exactly what they were doing.  
 
    “Would you be here tomorrow afternoon?” I asked. 
 
    “Tomorrow afternoon…” Gunnolf thought for a second. “Yes, I should be. I’m taking a vessel to the neighboring island tomorrow to collect some more amethysts, but I hope to be back by the afternoon.” 
 
    “Okay, then we can return tomorrow,” I said. “But I only want you to do it. If you’re still away, then we can return in the evening.” 
 
    “You have my word, Atticus,” Gunnolf said with one hand on his chest. “But I feel like I should warn you, the amethysts are dangerously powerful, and I’ve never used one on angel magic before. You and I both know the difference between angel and mortal magic, so I wouldn’t want to promise you it’ll work in case it doesn’t. It could be that you need something stronger.” 
 
    “At this point, we’d try anything.” I shrugged. “If the angel returns, which she will, then I cannot allow Ashe to be in this condition. We don’t have much time to find a cure, so we’re doing everything we can.” 
 
    “Then I can do my best to help.” Gunnolf smiled.  
 
    “Thank you,” I replied. 
 
    I didn’t hang around for much longer after that. I needed to speak to the tabaxi before the cat-man went to bed, and I also wanted to return to make sure everything was safe at home. The werewolves or the orcs would come and find me if the angel appeared near the manor, but I still needed to have that reassurance that she hadn’t shown her holy fucking face.  
 
    The tabaxi lived on the other side of The Slums, so I barely had time to think before I arrived outside of his wooden hut.  
 
    The hut was small and circular, with a thatched roof and a small fire pit outside. I often knew the tabaxi was home if the fire had been lit, but a candle in the tiny square window told me he was still awake. 
 
    The tabaxi folks used to rule the Shadow Quarters, but then the feline humanoids were kicked out as soon as the incubi came into power. This particular tabaxi was allowed to keep his little hut, but that was about it, and he was now the last of his species in Rengfri.  
 
    Because of that, the tabaxi lived a quiet life in the poorest part of The Slums. He kept to himself, and he rarely offered his help or assistance. But the tabaxi had helped us collect information about the dark elves, and ever since Sveila, Ashe, and I had murdered the incubi, the tabaxi had been more willing to assist us. 
 
    I still wasn’t sure if he was going to accept the offer to take over the manor, but I was going to make him an offer that even a recluse tabaxi couldn’t refuse. 
 
    As I knocked my fist against the door, I heard a tired sigh, and then the shuffling and scratching of clawed feet scuffing across the floorboards. The door opened a second later, and the enormous cat-man glanced out into the darkness with his large orange eyes. 
 
    “Hello, Atticus,” he said.  
 
    “Hello,” I replied. 
 
    I didn’t need to tell the tabaxi that I wanted to come inside, nor did he need to ask me. He simply turned on his paws and plodded back into the circular hut.  
 
    The tabaxi was at least seven feet tall, so he had to bend his head to save himself from hitting it on the ceiling. His entire body was covered in spotted fur, and he wore his usual green pants and a blue shirt. His curled claws tapped off the floor, and the aging cat-man slumped back into a large chair that was situated in front of a roaring fire. An iron pot was hanging over the orange flames. 
 
    “What can I do for you this evening, Atticus?” he asked.  
 
    “I wanted to run an idea by you,” I said casually. 
 
    Instead of replying, the tabaxi picked up a hooked iron stick, and then he used that stick to cautiously pick up the pot by the handle.  
 
    “Tea?” he asked.  
 
    “What?” I frowned.  
 
    “Have you ever had tea before?” The tabaxi motioned toward the steaming pot.  
 
    “What is it?” I asked.  
 
    “Here, you’ll like it,” he replied.  
 
    The tabaxi collected two clay cups, and then he poured some hot liquid into each one before he placed the iron pot back over the fire.  
 
    “This is damask tea,” he said as he handed me a cup. “It’s hot, so be careful.” 
 
    The liquid looked clear and dark, and there was an earthy scent to it. The tabaxi cradled his cup with both paws, and then he blew off the steam before he took a small sip.  
 
    “I always end my night with damask tea,” he told me. “It’s calming, but also healing.” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say, so I didn’t say anything.  
 
    Instead, I followed the tabaxi’s steps and blew off the steam before I took a sip. At first, the drink just tasted like hot water, and I didn’t see the excitement behind it. But as the liquid slipped down my throat, I received a strange aftertaste. It tasted like I was eating nothing but leaves from a tree, but as well as the woody notes, there was also something sweet. I couldn’t tell what added the sweetness to the drink, but it was definitely there. 
 
    “What do you think?” the tabaxi asked.  
 
    “It’s… nice,” I said as I took a second sip. “It’s not something I’ve had before.” 
 
    “Tea is very good for you,” he replied. “At least, it’s good for me. If you travel far enough into the forest, you’ll find the damask tree, so maybe one day I’ll show you how to make this.” 
 
    “Sure.” I shrugged. 
 
    Damask tea felt like something Sveila would enjoy, and I could see why the tabaxi liked it. But it was definitely nothing I would’ve found in the Hellscape. 
 
    “So, what was that idea you wanted to run by me?” the tabaxi asked. “But if it’s anything illegal, or if I’d be risking my life, then you can enjoy your tea and leave.” 
 
    “It’s not illegal or risky,” I snorted. “I actually think it’ll benefit you.” 
 
    “I’m quite happy as I am,” the cat-man grumbled. “I have everything I need right here.” 
 
    The hut was tiny, and even my office in the manor was double the size of it. The tabaxi might have been happy living here, but I had a feeling even he would want some more space to walk around. Especially when he couldn’t even stand up straight in the hut without hitting his head.  
 
    Instead of tiptoeing around the point, I knew it was best just to tell the tabaxi exactly what my plan was. The more I held back, the more likely it was that he would get bored and end the conversation early.  
 
    “I need to look for a bigger place to live,” I said. “But not only that, I also have a lot of jobs and businesses to run. The orb mining business in the Grimmway is doing exceedingly well, and the imps, as you know, are wonderful at their job.” 
 
    “They seemed in good spirits when I last saw them.” The tabaxi nodded as he drank more of his damask tea.  
 
    “Well, because of my responsibilities, I need someone to take over the business for me,” I said outright. “I will still own it, but I need someone to take charge of the day-to-day side of things. And I want that person to be you.” 
 
    “Me?” The cat-man’s thick gray eyebrows came together in a frown. “Why me?” 
 
    “I think you’re perfect for the job.” I shrugged. “You’ll be in charge of everything. From the orbs and the imps to Bennet and the manor. Bennet will work for you. You just have to sit in the manor and make sure everything is sorted out properly.” 
 
    “But I like living here in my hut,” he replied. “I have everything I need in this one room.” 
 
    “And what about pieces?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t need pieces,” he scoffed. “I grow and collect everything I need. The forests hold more than you might think.” 
 
    “Are you saying you wouldn’t want to walk into a house and see enough pieces to fill an entire room?” I smirked. “Because I would.” 
 
    “Like I said, I don’t need pieces,” the tabaxi repeated as he stubbornly kept his eyes on the tea in his paws. “I need to be left alone.” 
 
    “You can be left alone,” I said. “Bennet and the imps would do whatever you say. So if you want to be left alone, then they won’t bother you. You never even need to leave the manor if you don’t want to.” 
 
    “But why me?” the tabaxi huffed and finally looked at me. “There are hundreds of residents in the Shadow Quarters and the Grimmway for you to pick from.”  
 
    “Because I need someone who is going to care for Bennet and the imps properly,” I replied. “If it wasn’t for them, the business wouldn’t be a thing, so I need to trust the person I hand the business over to. You’re one of the only people, outside of my minions, who I could trust with something like that. And more importantly, you’re smart. All this here… this keeping to yourself and laying low? That’s the kind of approach my orb business requires. It operates in the shadows, and everything is managed quietly. Sounds like your kind of setup, doesn’t it?” 
 
    The tabaxi stayed very quiet as he drank more of his tea. The clay cup warmed my hands, and I took the occasional sip, but I was more focused on the cat-man in front of me.  
 
    “What if you come and visit the manor?” I suggested. “I can show you where everything is, I could even show you the orbs, and then you can make your decision.” 
 
    “And if I decide to stay here?” he asked in a gruff tone. “What would you do then?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” I shrugged. “I’d probably give the role to Bennet, but then I’d need to look for another middleman to cover his job, and the guy honestly isn’t good under stress. He’s a flighty type, and he sweats quite profusely. Not good for business.” 
 
    The tabaxi snorted at this, but then he was quiet for a few more minutes, and I found myself staring at the fire as I waited for his response.  
 
    “Okay,” the tabaxi finally sighed. “I’ll come to the manor, but I can’t promise you that I’ll take you up on the offer.” 
 
    “You might change your mind when you see the sacks of pieces.” I smirked. “Even though you said you didn’t need any.” 
 
    “Hmm… we’ll see about that.” The tabaxi twirled his wiry whiskers. 
 
    “Thanks for the tea,” I said as I stood up. “And if you did take over the management from me, then you wouldn’t need to worry about a fire. You could make tea in a proper kitchen.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure if the tabaxi cared about having a proper kitchen, but I wanted to include every luxury, especially if it would help him change his mind. 
 
    The tabaxi said he would be at the manor first thing in the morning, so I said I’d be ready for when he arrived. Then I handed back the clay cup, left the hut, and closed the door behind me.  
 
    A swirling wind had started during the time that I was inside, and using my Smoke Flight hell power felt so much better when I had an extra gust of wind to push me forward. 
 
    I shook out my muscles, stood up straight, and then allowed my mind to activate my newest hell power as my body became light and free. My feet drifted against the grass as I lifted into the air, and then before I knew it, I was nothing but a cloud of smoke.  
 
    I had a distorted view of the world around me as I flew over the top of the tabaxi’s hut. I could feel the wind around me, and I could force myself to move slower or faster if I needed to, but the sense of freedom that filled my veins was like nothing else I’d ever experienced.  
 
    The Smoke Flight allowed me to travel undetected. If I was in a threatening situation, then I could twist and turn around my enemies as they searched every inch of ground in order to find me. There was always smoke in the air of Rengfri, too, so I blended in with my surroundings perfectly, and just like Ashe’s Infernal Darkness, the two of us could create a hiding place with nothing but the open air around us.  
 
    I glanced down at the rooftops and alleyways as I flew over them, and barely any time had passed before I found myself back at the manor.  
 
    Bardou and the two other werewolves had set up camp in front of the maroon building, and the mischievous laughter that seeped from the house told me Sparkles and her little friends were still inside. 
 
    Once I had dropped my Smoke Flight, I thanked the werewolves again for offering to keep guard, and then I headed inside.  
 
    “Atticus!” Sparkles cried as she flew down the stairs.  
 
    The tiny tinsel fairy hovered in front of me, and I could tell she’d been busy from the dust that covered her brown hair.  
 
    “Have you stuck to your promise?” I asked. “Will I be impressed with your work?” 
 
    “Atticus, please,” she giggled. “You know better than to ask me that question!” 
 
    “I’ve only tried to kill her twice, so that should tell you how they’ve been,” Ashe snickered as she wrapped her arms around me. 
 
    “Twice?” I smirked, and then I placed a kiss on the crown of her head. “I think that’s a new record for you.” 
 
    “What about when you tried to shove Sparkles in a jar?” Sveila asked. “Does that count as trying to kill her?” 
 
    “No, we were just playing.” Ashe grinned. “Isn’t that right, Sparkles?” 
 
    “Hmm…” Sparkles raised her eyebrows. “Whatever you say, Flaky.” 
 
    “A jar?” I asked.  
 
    “I was bored.” Ashe shrugged.  
 
    “She actually brought the jar over to me and asked me to make it bigger,” Sveila laughed. “Apparently, Ashe wanted to use it to store potatoes, but it was too small. So I doubled it in size, and then the next thing I know, Ashe grabbed Sparkles by the wings and tried to force the fairy into the jar.” 
 
    “What?” Ashe asked as I sent her a pointed look. “She annoyed me.” 
 
    “What did she do?” I asked with a laugh.  
 
    “She looked at me,” the huntress said casually. 
 
    “That probably is enough to annoy you,” I chuckled. “But have they been doing a good job?” 
 
    “Yes, a great job,” Sveila replied. “The imps are upstairs filling in holes in the walls, the fairies are cleaning the ceilings and places we can’t reach, and Ashe and I are focusing down here.” 
 
    “Very good,” I said with a nod of my head. “Well, I spoke to the tabaxi, and he said he would come here at sunrise to look around. But I also spoke to the werewolves, and the alpha has offered to help us with something tomorrow.” 
 
    “Is he going to help clean, too?” Ashe smirked.  
 
    “No,” I laughed. “It’s actually something for you, Ashe. He’s going to channel one of the amethysts to see if the crystal is strong enough to remove these black stains from your skin.” 
 
    Ashe gasped as she stared up at me with a look of pure happiness and excitement.  
 
    “Really?” she asked as her jaw dropped open.  
 
    “Yes.” I nodded. “He isn’t sure if it’s going to work, but he’s happy to give it a try.” 
 
    “Oh, Atticus, thank you!” Ashe gave me a squeeze, and she hopped up and down on the spot. “Ah, I’m saved!” 
 
    “We don’t know that yet…” Sveila said cautiously. “What if it doesn’t work?” 
 
    “Then we’ll try and find another cure,” I replied. “But Gunnolf is happy to help us, which is all that matters.” 
 
    The rest of the evening was spent eating the feast Ashe had promised to prepare, and we all assisted the tinsel fairies and the imps as they continued to work. 
 
     I could already see a huge difference in the manor. The holes in the kitchen walls had been completely patched, and a broken bed in one of the spare bedrooms had been removed from the house. I told the imps to take the wooden bedframe if they wanted it, and they all thanked me over and over for my generosity. 
 
    It must have been the first hour of the morning by the time I told everyone to stop for the night, and although the imps and fairies were happy to keep going, I could tell they desperately needed some sleep. I told them to continue with the job tomorrow, and they could sleep in the manor if they wanted to. Sparkles’ friends were happy to stay, but then Sparkles mentioned some tonic she had at home, so they were all too excited to drink that instead. 
 
    Tinsel fairies were such fucking drunks.  
 
    Once everyone had left, Ashe, Sveila, and I went upstairs, and I couldn’t tell who was more excited to finally get some sleep. Sveila had taken some extra bedding outside in case the werewolves wanted it to keep warm, and apparently the men thanked her and accepted the bedding, even if they didn’t need it because of their abnormally warm body temperatures.  
 
    It didn’t take any of us long to fall asleep, and I awoke a few hours later as the sun was on the brink of rising. A warm glow covered the sky near the horizon, and given the thin layer of clouds which had formed, I had a feeling it was going to be another warm day. 
 
    Ashe and Sveila were still fast asleep in the center of our large bed, and I wanted nothing more than to stay there with them, but I knew the tabaxi would be arriving soon, so I left my women to sleep. 
 
    It was just as I was heading downstairs that I heard the werewolves talking to someone outside.  
 
    “I’m here to see Atticus,” the tabaxi grumbled.  
 
    “He didn’t tell me you were coming,” one of the werewolves replied.  
 
    “Then you can knock on the door and ask him?” I could just picture the frown on the cat-man’s face. “You know me, so you know I’m not a threat to you.” 
 
    I opened the door before the werewolves had the chance to reply, and I gave them a smile as a way of thanking them. They had done a good job, and they were right to question everyone who came here, especially if I hadn’t told them I was expecting guests.  
 
    “Good morning,” I said as the tabaxi bowed his head to fit under the main door.  
 
    “Good morning,” he replied. “I told you I would come.” 
 
    “I’m pleased that you did,” I snickered. 
 
    “Good morning, doggies!” a high-pitched voice came from outside. 
 
    The tinsel fairy sounded slightly drunk, which didn’t surprise me. She had probably been drinking tonics all night long instead of sleeping.  
 
    “Hello, Sparkles,” Bardou sighed.  
 
    “You have a busy house this morning,” the tabaxi chuckled. 
 
    “Yeah, ignore Sparkles,” I said. “The tinsel fairies and the imps are helping us to clean the house to make it look good for when you move in. Or… whoever moves in. Don’t worry, she won’t always be here.” 
 
    Ashe and Sveila came downstairs just as Sparkles and her friends flew through the door, and everyone heard the loud groan Ashe let out when her best friend danced around the room.  
 
    “Flaky, Flaky, Flaky,” Sparkles sang. “Lookin’ extra bitchy, bitchy, bitchyyyy today!” 
 
    “Not today, Sparkles.” Ashe scowled. “Unless you want me to find a new home for you in the voids of the Hellscape, then you don’t want to mess with me.” 
 
    “You should probably listen to her,” Sveila giggled.  
 
    “Okay, I’ll show you around,” I said to the tabaxi. “I can leave Ashe and Sveila to handle the fairies.” 
 
    I was going to show the tabaxi the rooms on the first floor, but then I changed my mind, so we headed for the stairs instead.  
 
    “You might want this,” I said as I reached into my pocket and brought out a brass key.  
 
    “What’s this for?” The tabaxi frowned.  
 
    “That…” I smirked. “Is for the most exciting room in the entire house.” 
 
    The tabaxi may have said he wasn’t interested in pieces, but he hadn’t seen what I had hidden deep in the floor of my office. 
 
    And it had been too long since I’d last basked in the piles and piles of riches I’d accumulated here so far.

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
    I took a step back as the large, oak door swung open, and I allowed the tabaxi to be the first to see what I had hidden inside. 
 
    “I assume this is an office?” the cat-man asked as he wandered around the large room.  
 
    “It is.” I nodded. “But it’s more than just an office. It’s where I store everything of value.” 
 
    The tabaxi could stand up straight without having to duck his head, and I watched as he peered at the cabinets on one side and the wooden desk that had been positioned against the far wall. The desk was right in front of the window, which was covered with red velvet curtains. There used to be a portrait of the dark elf leader on the cracked, oak wall, but that had been destroyed the second I took over the manor. 
 
    The last thing I needed was to have that bastard staring at me as I became filthy rich. 
 
    In front of the desk was a green velvet chair where Bennet always sat as he sweated and panicked over something small and insignificant.  
 
    “It’s a nice setup you have here,” the cat-man mumbled.  
 
    “Take a seat,” I said as I motioned toward the desk. “I want you to envision yourself working here.” 
 
    “I haven’t decided yet, Atticus.” The tabaxi gave me a pointed look. “This is far more than I’m used to, and already the space feels like too much for me.” 
 
    “Yes, but think about the advantages,” I replied. “If you want to just live in this one room and leave the rest of the manor empty, then you can. There is enough space for a bed. A double bed, should I add, which is something you can’t fit in your hut…” 
 
    “I’m more than happy with my sleeping arrangements.” He shrugged.  
 
    But despite everything he said, the tabaxi still plodded around the desk and sat down. The chair creaked and strained under his weight as he leaned back, and then he stretched out his arms and tapped his dark claws against the wooden surface of the desk. 
 
    “This is where everything happens,” I explained as I sat down in the velvet chair opposite him. “I occasionally have meetings with Bennet, and he informs me of all the sales that are due to take place. Then I look over the paperwork, make sure everything is in order, and Bennet returns with the pieces once it has gone ahead. While that is happening, the imps are organizing the orbs in the mining shack. They make sure everything is ready, and the orbs are then divided into different crates for each buyer.” 
 
    “And you just sit back and wait?” the tabaxi asked as he stroked his chin. “You don’t take part in the sales yourself?” 
 
    “I have on occasion,” I replied. “We went through a stage where some of the buyers had set up traps, so I was there to make sure it all went smoothly. The vampires, for example. They loved to make things difficult for Bennet. But, in saying that, we have now taken action, and we’ve changed things up slightly to make it safer for Bennet. I can also find someone to take your place if you don’t want to visit the clearing when a purchase is going ahead. The orcs work for me now, so say the word, and I’ll send them in your stead to stand guard.” 
 
    The tabaxi twirled his whiskers as his bushy eyebrows frowned in thought, but then I showed him some of the paperwork to help explain the process in more detail.  
 
    “This was an order from last week,” I said as I slid the piece of parchment across the desk. “As you can see, it holds all the information I need. So it says who the buyer was, where they live in case we need to collect on shorted payments, and the order they placed. It also includes the amount of pieces they’ll pay, and whether or not they’ve paid us yet. Which they did.” 
 
    “And what would happen if they didn’t pay you?” the tabaxi asked.  
 
    “I’m sure you can work that one out for yourself.” I smirked. “If anyone fucks with Bennet and the imps, they also fuck with me, and anyone smart enough would rather have a demon on their side than against them.” 
 
    “Well, yes, I can imagine,” he chuckled, and the noise echoed around the room.  
 
    “However, that also means you’re constantly safe and looked after,” I added. “Because this business will still be mine, so if you have any issues with buyers, then I have no issues with hunting them down.” 
 
    “But that’s the thing, Atticus,” the tabaxi sighed. “Ever since I was shunned away by the incubi, I haven’t had any issues at all. This life is new to me, so I’m not used to sleeping with one eye open.” 
 
    “Trust me, your sleep won’t be affected.” I grinned. “And if you would prefer to have added protection, then I can have Sveila cast a spell on the manor to keep unwanted visitors away.” 
 
    This seemed to really catch the tabaxi’s attention, I noted the way his whiskers twitched approvingly. Still, he seemed uneasy about the job. 
 
    “This all seems like a lot,” the old cat-man grumbled. 
 
    “It’s really not,” I snorted. “But what is a lot, are the sacks of pieces I receive…” 
 
    “Yes, I saw the two sacks over there.” The tabaxi pointed toward the wooden cabinets. 
 
    The burlap sacks bulged from the amount of gold pieces that had been shoved inside, and I constantly smiled to myself whenever I saw them.  
 
    “Oh, those?” I frowned. “No, they’re just for precaution.” 
 
    “Precaution?” he asked.  
 
    “Yes.” I nodded. “If someone broke into the manor and managed to get in here, they’d see those two bags and run with them. But they’d miss the countless number of sacks I have hidden under our feet.” 
 
    The tabaxi peered down at his clawed paws, and then he looked up at me with a frown as if to say he had no idea what I was talking about.  
 
    “Look, I’ll show you,” I said as I stood up.  
 
    The cat-man also stood up, and then I pushed the chairs and desk away to give us enough room. There were no obvious signs on the floorboards to show that something was different, but I knew what to look out for. 
 
    “Do you see this chip in the wood here?” I asked as I motioned toward the slight deformity. “Press down on that chip and see what happens.” 
 
    The tabaxi frowned again, but then he pressed both paws against the wood until the singular floorboard clicked out of place. The slab popped up to reveal the storage space underneath.  
 
    “I hope you’re not expecting me to go down there, because I don’t think I’d fit,” the tabaxi snickered. 
 
    “I don’t even fit in that space,” I replied. “But you can make it bigger by opening up more floorboards, or you can ask the imps to take the sacks down there for you. But what you can’t see from here are over one hundred sacks of golden pieces.” 
 
    “One hundred?” the tabaxi gasped.  
 
    “Yes.” I grinned. “And the majority of them will be yours.” 
 
    “But…” he paused. “A manor like this one alone would be worth three or four sacks?” 
 
    “Exactly,” I said. “So you’ll never need to worry about pieces ever again. There is also going to be another sale taking place in a few days’ time, so those two sacks will be shared between us. We’ll split the payments equally so no one will go without. There are also more sacks hidden around the rest of the manor after we robbed the priest’s estate, which we will sort and share among us.”  
 
    The tabaxi was silent for a few seconds, and I knew it was a lot to think about. But in order to show the cat-man that I wasn’t lying about the amount of sacks in the floorboards, I opened up a few more planks to show him what was settled there, and it was clear to see that there were over one hundred sacks hidden within the floor of the office. 
 
    “What are you thinking?” I asked as I returned to the velvet chair.  
 
    “I think this is a lot,” the tabaxi sighed. “I’m not used to this sort of pressure or power… However, I never imagined you’d have so many sacks of pieces in here. It’s incredible. I mean… I know you stole sacks from the priest, but I didn’t think you’d still have it.” 
 
    “That’s because the orbs bring in more than enough pieces for us to live on.” I shrugged. “I’ve barely even touched the sacks I stole from the priest.” 
 
    “And when it comes to Bennet and the imps, do you pay them for their work?” he asked.  
 
    “Of course, I do.” I nodded. “No slaves in this business. I also provide them with everything they need, whether that’s food, shelter, clothing… Anything. They also have their pick of the orbs if or when they need one. I’d require that you continue offering them that assistance, but it will be up to you once you move in here to coordinate all of it. That’s part of what I’m paying you to do. Or rather… if you move in here.” 
 
    “You pay the imps now?” The tabaxi smiled at this. “And look after their needs?” 
 
    “Of course,” I replied. “And again, I’ll expect you to honor that as well. I’d be… disappointed, to say the least, if I found you were not–” 
 
    “No, I would certainly pay them for their hard work,” the tabaxi replied. “It’s only fair that they receive something for everything they do, and it’s your operation. What you say goes.” 
 
    “Which is why I know you’re right for the job,” I said. “Bennet and the imps have been through a lot. They were the dark elves’ slaves, and they were essentially imprisoned. Bennet even used a blue orb to travel around with because he was scared of his own shadow. So anyone who takes over from me needs to ensure the same care and support that I do.” 
 
    “That sounds absolutely fair.” The tabaxi nodded. 
 
    The cat-man went quiet again, but I left him to ponder as he glanced at the paperwork, and then he even turned around to look outside.  
 
    “Okay,” the tabaxi sighed a moment later. “I will take you up on the offer, but I have a few requirements of my own.” 
 
    “Sure.” I smirked.  
 
    I didn’t really care what he asked for, I was just pleased he had agreed.  
 
    “I would like to have two days out of the week where I’m left alone,” he said. “I’m very much used to having my own space, so unless there is an emergency, then I’d like to have that space. Bennet and the imps can come and go as they please, but unless I have scheduled a time to meet with them, then I’d like to be left in peace. Unless it’s an emergency, of course.” 
 
    “They are very good at doing as I say, so I don’t see that being a problem,” I replied.  
 
    “I’d like my hut to stay where it is, though, and it will always be mine should I need to return for a few days,” he continued. “I would like to have the time to forage in the forests, too, and unless I’m needed at the clearing to watch over a sale, then I’d prefer for someone else to guard Bennet for me. I’m not one to take part in fights or wars, and I want that to stay the same. I’m too old for that kind of foolishness.” 
 
    “Of course.” I nodded and tried not to smirk at the man’s pretty simple requests. “As long as everyone is getting paid, and the business is running smoothly, I don’t really care how you spend your time. I certainly do a lot of… things that are not business related these days. I’ll ask one of the orcs to go with Bennet if he thinks he needs to have a guard with him. Do you have any other requirements?” 
 
    “Uh… I don’t think so.” The tabaxi shook his feline head. “In regards to food and other necessities, I can go to the marketplace if I need anything. But foraging is one of my favorite things to do, so I’d like to continue that.” 
 
    “Well, I have an imp who gathers food for me a few times a week, and he can do the same for you, too,” I replied. “But if you’d prefer to collect and purchase the food yourself, then I can tell him not to come here.” 
 
    “I’d like that, yes,” the cat-man said. “This could change over time, and I might prefer someone collecting food for me when all this goes to my head, but I’d like to keep my comforts for now, if that’s possible.” 
 
    “You’ll essentially be in charge,” I reminded him with a grin. “You will meet with me once a week, maybe even less than that if things are going smoothly, but apart from informing me about the business, you’re free to do whatever you want. You will be in charge of the imps and Bennet, so it’s up to you to make sure they do their jobs. That’s it.” 
 
    “Okay…” The tabaxi nodded his head slowly. “And let’s say I realize this job isn’t for me. What would you do then?” 
 
    “I’d find someone else to take over.” I shrugged. “But I’d like you to be honest with me. Every time we have a meeting together, I will ask how things are going, and I need you to tell me the truth. If you’re struggling with the workload, or if it’s vastly different from what you expected, then I need you to tell me that.” 
 
    “I think you’d be able to tell just by looking at me,” the tabaxi chuckled. “It can be quite obvious whether I’m feeling ornery or not. However, I will be honest with you, and I will tell you if I’d rather return to my hut.” 
 
    “I hope that isn’t the case, but I’m glad you’ve decided to take on the role,” I said truthfully. 
 
    “I’m interested to see what it’ll be like.” The cat-man’s lips turned up in a small smile. “It’s been ages since a tabaxi ran anything around here.” 
 
    “Then it sounds like it’s time to change that.” I grinned. 
 
    Once we’d finished our conversation, I took the tabaxi on a tour around the manor to show him the rest of the rooms. Ashe, Sveila, and the tinsel fairies were still busy working away, but I reassured the tabaxi that the manor wouldn’t look quite so dilapidated when he moved in. I also said that I didn’t normally have werewolves outside keeping guard, but that I’d be happy to hire someone to guard the manor if he wanted me to.  
 
    The tabaxi simply smiled, and then he said he didn’t want anyone guarding the house unless I thought it was necessary, which it wasn’t. I only had the minions out there because of the angel, so I didn’t think she’d hang around the manor if I wasn’t staying there. 
 
    Once the tour of the house had finished, the imps arrived to continue cleaning, and that was when I realized there was something else the tabaxi hadn’t been shown yet. He knew about the orbs and everyone’s jobs, but he didn’t know where the orbs came from, or the magical mining shack that sat hidden within the depths of the forest.  
 
    “I think you should see the mining shack,” I told the tabaxi as we watched the tiny blue imps scurry around.  
 
    “If you think I should, then I’m happy to see it.” The cat-man shrugged. “Will I ever go there?” 
 
    “Yes, you might go there quite often,” I replied. “I sometimes go to make sure everything is running smoothly, and I’ll help the imps with their crates if I need to.” 
 
    “Okay.” He nodded. “Where is it?” 
 
    “That’s the thing,” I snickered. “The shack is invisible unless you know what you’re looking for. I could give you the directions, but you wouldn’t find it unless you had someone to point it out to you.” 
 
    “Oh…” The tabaxi frowned. “That sounds… very smart.” 
 
    “It is,” I replied. “It’s all got to do with safety and protection, and there’s more to the shack once you’ve found it. Only the imps and I have access, even Ashe can’t walk inside unless she’s with us. However, as soon as you take over the manor, then you’ll be able to walk in and out whenever you please.” 
 
    “Will you still have access, too?” he asked.  
 
    “I will.” I nodded. “Because I own the business, I’ll still have the ability to unlock the door. But if that changed, and I gave the entire business over to you, then I wouldn’t be able to walk into the shack. I might even lose the ability to see the shack in the first place.” 
 
    One of the little imps ran past us, so I stopped him and asked if he could lead the tabaxi to the mining shack. The imp was more than willing to do that, and two other blue imps also offered to go along with them. Those creatures always wanted to please us. They even wanted to please the dark elves, but that was probably because they would have been murdered if they didn’t do as their masters told them.  
 
    “One more thing,” the tabaxi said before he left the manor. “When would you like me to move in? As you know, my hut isn’t overly big, so it won’t take me long to bring everything over.” 
 
    “You can move in as soon as I’ve found a new place to live,” I replied. “We’ll be going to Oakenpass soon, so I hope to find a home there.” 
 
    “Oakenpass?” The tabaxi frowned. “It’s been a while since anyone went there. I thought the village was deserted.” 
 
    “There are a few residents who still live there, but I see potential in the village.” I shrugged. “Especially now that the Church has been dealt with, the residents should feel more comfortable leaving their homes.” 
 
    “I’m interested to see what you do with the village,” the tabaxi replied.  
 
    “As am I.” I grinned. “Now, I’ll come by your hut once I know where we’ll be moving to, but you’re free to come over whenever you want before then.” 
 
    “I think I might enjoy my hut for a couple more days,” he chuckled. “But thank you for the offer.” 
 
    “And thank you for accepting it,” I said with a small smile.  
 
    The tabaxi left shortly after that, and I watched through the main doors as the tiny imps led him into the forest. The cat-man probably would have some trouble standing up straight in the mining shack, but if he was used to the low ceilings of his hut, then I didn’t think it was anything he would complain about.  
 
    Once that was sorted out, and the tinsel fairies knew what to do, Ashe, Sveila, and I left the manor and wandered through the Grimmway in the direction of the Shadow Quarters. It was nearing the afternoon, so I hoped Gunnolf would be back from his trip. But if the alpha still wasn’t home, then the three of us would check out Oakenpass first.  
 
    I felt confident we were going to find a good place to live, especially with the number of abandoned buildings that littered that village. It just needed to be big enough for us three, as well as Lux and Lixiss and all of our belongings, so I was sure we were going to come across something.  
 
    “I really hope the amethyst works,” Ashe said as we neared the werewolves’ home. 
 
    “Even if it doesn’t, I’m sure we’ll find a cure,” Sveila replied. “Those crystals are known for their healing powers, so it’s our best option right now.” 
 
    “But we’re immortal,” I pointed out. “It could be that the amethysts don’t work as well on us.” 
 
    “And what about the opposite effect?” Ashe asked. “What would happen then?” 
 
    I didn’t want to think about what would happen if the crystal backfired and diminished her strength more than the angel already had, but I didn’t want to freak Ashe out too much.  
 
    “Gunnolf knows what he’s doing,” I said as I brushed Ashe’s silver-blue hair back with my hand. 
 
    As we reached the house, Gunnolf was seen walking through one of the main doors, and he sent us a smile and a wave as he noticed us.  
 
    “Perfect timing,” he called out. “I’ve just returned home.” 
 
    “That’s great.” I smiled. 
 
    “Alright, shall we get this shit done with?” Ashe sighed. “I trust you to save me, Gunnolf!” 
 
    “Believe me, the last thing I want is to mess this up,” the alpha snickered. “But I ran it past a few of the guys on the neighboring island, and they all thought that if the amethysts don’t work, then nothing will.” 
 
    “Yeah… I’m not sure if that comforts me or not,” Ashe snorted. “The angel could attack any day now, and I cannot enter a fight any weaker than I normally am.” 
 
    “Which is exactly why I’m going to do my best.” Gunnolf smiled. “Let’s go into the back and get it started.” 
 
    Gunnolf led us through the stone archway, and then he opened up one of the crates and removed a large purple amethyst from inside. The crystal looked to be the same size as his palm, and it was spiked and jagged with a shimmering white center. The sun caused beams of purple-hued light to hit me in the eyes, and I wondered if that was how my violet eyes looked when anyone saw them. 
 
    “Okay, Ashe,” Gunnolf said as he covered the crystal with both hands. “I need you to stand over there, and make sure there is a lot of room around you. We don’t want the amethyst’s powers to bounce off you and hit one of us.”  
 
    “Why not?” Ashe asked as she walked further into the center of the yard. “Will this hurt?” 
 
    “Amethysts aren’t like orbs, and they can’t be messed around with,” Gunnolf explained. “If you use it on someone who isn’t wounded, then it’s more likely their health will diminish. And in terms of pain… I can’t recall it hurting whenever it’s been used on me, and I feel pain more acutely than you do, so I think you should be okay.” 
 
    “In that case, I’m going to trust you.” Ashe let out a deep breath. “Is this okay here, or do I need to move back?” 
 
    “No, that’s perfect,” Gunnolf replied.  
 
    Ashe stood about eight or nine feet away from us, and I spotted the uneasy look that coated the demon’s face. Ashe wasn’t normally one to show if she was scared or nervous, and she always tried to hide her discomfort as much as she could, but she found it harder to hide her true feelings while Gunnolf prepared himself.  
 
    The alpha crouched down to his knees, and Sveila and I stood a step behind him. The Red Witch hooked her arm around mine, and neither of us could take our eyes away from the werewolf.  
 
    Gunnolf kept his hands locked around the amethyst, and he bent his head down to his chest. I heard him mumble something in another language, but it was too quiet for me to properly pick up on the words.  
 
    Then Gunnolf suddenly twisted his locked hands sharply to the right, and a beam of bright purple light whizzed through the air as it smacked Ashe in the chest. My demon lover squeaked in shock, but then she began to settle as the light grew and covered her entire body like a thin cloud of smoke. 
 
    No one said a word, and Gunnolf remained in the same position as he channeled the amethyst’s powers. I couldn’t see the black blotches leave Ashe’s skin, but I also didn’t know what I had to look out for, so I continued to watch until the entire ordeal had finished.  
 
    Several minutes went by without anything happening, but then the light around Ashe began to fade, and I watched as the beam retracted itself as it returned to Gunnolf’s hands. 
 
    Ashe’s skin didn’t look any paler than it had before, so that was good, but the marks from the Holy Light were still there, and she peered at her arms and legs with a frown on her face.  
 
    “Is that it?” Ashe asked. “Please tell me that’s just the practice round…” 
 
    “No, that’s it,” Gunnolf sighed as he stood up.  
 
    “What, so it didn’t work?” I asked. “But you were confident it would.” 
 
    I wasn’t pissed at Gunnolf, because I knew he had done his best, but I felt sorry for Ashe. She had been so excited to get those black marks off her skin.  
 
    “I’m really sorry, Ashe,” the alpha replied. “I think it’s because you’re an immortal, so you’re simply too powerful for the crystals to work on you.” 
 
    “I mean, I know I’m fucking powerful,” Ashe snorted. “But what happens now? What if the angel swoops down here and kills me with her fucking Holy Light?” 
 
    “That won’t happen,” Gunnolf said confidently. “The light of the amethyst creates an invisible barrier around you, so for the next twelve hours, you will have the advantage of the crystals’ powers with you in case anything happens. So if a fight were to break out within that time, then you’ll be stronger than normal.” 
 
    “But knowing my luck, the angel will target us on the thirteenth hour,” Ashe snickered. 
 
    “I’m sorry it didn’t work, I really am,” the alpha replied. “But I’ll keep thinking about possible cures for you.” 
 
    “As will I.” Sveila smiled. “We’ll get this sorted out.” 
 
    “Thank you for trying,” Ashe said as she let out a sigh. “I know you did your best.” 
 
    “Maybe you need to use the amethyst again?” I suggested. “It could be that one dose of power isn’t enough, so you’ll have to have another one?” 
 
    “That’s possible.” Gunnolf nodded. “But we’d need to wait until the twelve hours are up in order for me to do that. We wouldn’t want to add more power onto the barrier that’s already around Ashe.” 
 
    “Then we’ll return tomorrow morning if we can’t think of another cure before then,” I said. “The quicker we can get this done, the better our chances will be in case of an attack.” 
 
    “I’m also going to hunt this evening, so I’ll be stronger than I am now,” the alpha replied.  
 
    “Of course.” I nodded. “Thank you for trying anyway. We’ll head off to Oakenpass, and then we’ll return tomorrow if we have to.” 
 
    “I’ll be here,” he said. “But hopefully I won’t need to see you.” 
 
    “Agreed!” Ashe giggled.  
 
    My feisty demon appeared to be in better spirits as we left the werewolves’ territory, and she joked and laughed at the purple light as the three of us headed through the warped iron archway of the Shadow Quarters. 
 
    “I felt like you, Sveila!” Ashe giggled. “I was covered in this bright light, just like when you conjure up a spell.” 
 
    “I hope I don’t stand as still when I do it,” Sveila joked. “I also hope I don’t look as nervous. Things go very wrong when a witch is nervous.” 
 
    “Hey, it was new to me, okay?” Ashe rolled her eyes playfully. “I didn’t know what was about to happen.” 
 
    “It was new to us, too,” I said. “But I thought you fought against the strange feelings very well. You were a natural.” 
 
    “I know.” Ashe smirked. “I always am.” 
 
    The three of us followed the road that took us to the western district of Rengfri, and I remembered how I’d felt the last time we came to Oakenpass. We had to pass Newhall in order to get there, and just the sight of the bastard church caused the anger to roll through me. But things felt slightly better now that I knew the Church was no longer an issue to us.  
 
    The angel was a completely different matter, but we’d handle her when the time was right. 
 
    It took us an hour to get from the Shadow Quarters to Oakenpass, and the rickety signposts welcomed us into the village like they always did. It still surprised me that the posts were still standing upright on either side of the stone path, especially as it looked like they had been there for eons. But that was one of the things I’d change if I took over the village.  
 
    I wanted every passerby to know they had entered my territory, and I wanted them to be cautious as they stepped forward.  
 
    “I’m going to use my Infernal Darkness to look around,” Ashe announced as we walked over the stone path. “I’ll be able to see more than you can.” 
 
    “Okay,” I nodded. “Sveila and I will walk around here.” 
 
    “See you soon!” Ashe giggled.  
 
    Within seconds, the demon had vanished from sight, and I followed her black shadow with my eyes until it disappeared behind a derelict building. 
 
    “I forgot how messy this village is,” Sveila snickered as she lifted up the skirt of her dress.  
 
    “I had, too,” I replied.  
 
    A muddy, swamp-like area had settled around the stone path, and it didn’t end until it reached the dark buildings in the distance. The buildings ran in a curved line to create a wall to separate the main body of the village from the rest of Rengfri, and just like last time, a thick cloud of smoke billowed from one of the chimneys.  
 
    A large clearing welcomed us as we wandered through the buildings. There was a stone well in the center, and there was a rickety bridge off to one side that took us to the poorer end of the village.  
 
    I still couldn’t get over how quiet Oakenpass was, but I knew why that was the case, and I hoped it wouldn’t be that quiet for too much longer.  
 
    “This place has so much potential,” I said as I glanced through a broken window. 
 
    It looked like the building had been a home before the place was raided, but the furniture inside was covered in a thick layer of dust. There was a small table, a few wooden chairs had been thrown to the floor, and a couch at the far end of the room. 
 
    It didn’t look like the right house for us, but I could imagine the orcs storing their barrels of thunderclap in there. Or even turning it into a store or a tavern where residents could buy bottles of tonic from us. 
 
    The rest of the village still looked run-down, and there was a lot of work to be done, but I could imagine how it would look in the end. I pictured the abandoned buildings being knocked down and built back up again to start fresh. Maybe the rickety wooden bridge could be replaced with a sturdy stone bridge to tie the two sides of the village together.  
 
    Once I was done with Oakenpass, every undesirable in Rengfri would want to live here.  
 
    And perhaps I could even rent out homes to families who moved here, just to bring in even more sacks of pieces to add to the pile. 
 
    “Atticus!” Ashe suddenly shouted.  
 
    I hadn’t even noticed the Infernal Huntress had returned, but as I spun around, I noticed Ashe running toward us with pure excitement in her multicolored eyes.  
 
    “Ashe, what is it?” Sveila asked.  
 
    “You need to come and see what I’ve found!” Ashe grinned. “You won’t fucking believe it!” 
 
    “What did you find?” I questioned.  
 
    “Come on, follow me!” Ashe motioned us with her hand before she skipped away.  
 
    A variety of ideas ran through my mind as we followed Ashe, but my thoughts were quickly interrupted as I noticed something shimmering on the ground.  
 
    It looked like someone had sprinkled the stone path with gold glitter, and I instantly knew who it belonged to. The fucking angel had clearly been flying around Oakenpass, so at least I knew where she had been. 
 
    “Watch out for the glitter!” I called as I continued to run to catch up with Ashe and Sveila.  
 
    “Oh, fuck, is she here?” Sveila asked.  
 
    I couldn’t smell anything in the air, because that would have been the first thing I noticed, but she had clearly been here at some point.  
 
    “Not right now, but remember what I said about the glitter?” I asked.  
 
    “Yeah, we don’t know if it’s dangerous or not,” Sveila replied. 
 
    “Exactly,” I said. “So just be careful where you walk.” 
 
    “Come on!” Ashe said impatiently. “It’s just up here!” 
 
    My demon lover led us further and further up a grassy hill, and a small road wrapped around the hill. 
 
    I couldn’t see what was at the top, because all I could see were trees, but it had to have been something exciting for Ashe to get so worked up over it. 
 
    All of a sudden, a stone roof was seen between the thick trees, but that was quickly followed by a large turret.  
 
    Two large turrets. 
 
    The rest of the building was hidden in greenery, and I was eager to see what was on the other side.  
 
    “Is this…” Sveila paused as she stopped running. “Ashe, have you found what I think you’ve found?” 
 
    I was still learning a lot about the surface world, but the only buildings I knew to have turrets were grand houses, and that was exactly what I was after.  
 
    “It’s a motherfucking castle!” Ashe bounced on the spot excitedly. 
 
    A proud smile curled across my lips, and I could just imagine myself standing in the turret as I looked down on my village. 
 
    “We actually joked about owning a damn castle to hold everything,” Sveila laughed. “And now look at what we’ve found!” 
 
    “Technically, I found it.” Ashe smirked. 
 
    “You know what I meant,” the witch sighed playfully. 
 
    However, there was one thing I needed to know before I entered the castle.  
 
    “Is it empty?” I asked.  
 
    “I don’t know.” Ashe shrugged. “But we’ve managed to get this far without anyone attacking us, so I’d say that’s a good sign.” 
 
    “It’s also covered in trees, moss, and bushes,” Sveila added. “It looks pretty empty to me.” 
 
    “Yeah, we’d need to try and clear that,” Ashe replied. “But I’m sure the orcs could help us pull these plants from the ground.” 
 
    “Or… I could do it.” Sveila grinned.  
 
    “That is something I need to see,” I snickered.  
 
    “Then just watch.” The Red Witch winked.  
 
    Sveila held out her hands and curled her fingers, and then a red glowing light appeared in the center of her hands. Sveila turned her hands around slowly, and then she aimed them at the forest of overgrown plants as the light whizzed through the air.  
 
    I watched in anticipation as the plants and bushes began to shake against the ground, and as Sveila raised her hands into the air, the greenery lifted with her gesture.  
 
    “Fuck…” Ashe whispered.  
 
    Once the plants had been pulled from the soil, Sveila clapped her hands together and the light exploded and fell like shimmering red raindrops. Everything that had been caught in the red light had been completely destroyed with that one move, and it was like nothing had even happened.  
 
    Because settled at the top of the hill, without the green curtain of nature around it, was the most incredible castle I had ever seen.  
 
    It looked at least ten times bigger than the manor, and a grand stone wall separated us from whatever sat inside. I didn’t even need to see over the wall to know it was going to be the grandest home we’d ever had. 
 
    “This is our new home,” I said with certainty. “I don’t care if someone lives there. I’ll kill them all if I have to.” 
 
    “Sveila,” Ashe squealed as she threw her arms around the witch. “We’re going to live in a fucking castle!” 
 
    “Can we go inside, Atticus?” Sveila asked. “I need to see where we’re going to live!” 
 
    “Of course,” I snickered. “Let’s go!” 
 
    I couldn’t wait to check out the castle and see what really hid behind the wall, but if it was going to be our new home, then there was one thing we desperately needed to do.  
 
    We needed to officially make it ours, and there was only one way to do that.

  

 
   
    Chapter 8  
 
    There was a stone archway carved into the center of the stone wall, with a large circular turret in each corner. There were unlit fire beacons on either side of the archway, and a stone pathway led us into a grassy courtyard and the main body of the castle in the center.  
 
    More turrets, watchtowers, and unlit fire beacons had been positioned around the castle, and I counted at least thirty rectangular windows just on the front wall alone. 
 
    I had no idea who owned this castle, or who had lived here before us, but they’d have to kill me if they wanted it back.  
 
    This was now mine, and I wasn’t going to give it up that easily.  
 
    The outer wall around us made up an enormous square. I didn’t see any moats or a drawbridge, which I thought every castle came with, but I was sure Sveila could find some sort of spell in order to change up the landscape.  
 
    As my women and I wandered through the archway, I noticed that the stone wall was more for safety and protection than just privacy. There were some wooden stairs that traveled to the top of the wall, and I could just imagine the view of Rengfri I’d get from the top. 
 
    “Think about how amazing it would be to use the crossbow from up there,” Ashe giggled as she skipped around in a circle. “This is incredible!” 
 
    “Or if Atticus threw fireballs at someone.” Sveila’s amber eyes glistened with excitement. 
 
    “And if we had orcs stomping around the hill keeping guard.” I smirked. “We couldn’t have found a better place to live even if we tried.” 
 
    “We didn’t even try that hard,” Ashe snickered. “I spotted the turrets, and that was it.” 
 
    “At least we know the castle is big enough to fit all of our belongings,” Sveila giggled. “Oooh, do you think Iris would make a flag for us?” 
 
    “A flag?” I asked.  
 
    “Yeah.” The Red Witch nodded. “Most castles come with a flag to signify who lives there and who owns it. It’s usually a crest that’s unique for that family or… whoever. But I think we should get one.” 
 
    “Yes, I agree.” Ashe grinned. “Atticus’ flag. The demon flag.” 
 
    “The flag of the undesirables,” I chuckled. 
 
    “That reminds me,” Ashe paused as she peered around her surroundings. “I have a strong feeling this place is deserted, but if that’s the case, then why are the original owners no longer here? Do you think they were also undesirables, and then they were raided by the king’s guards and taken to the church?” 
 
    “Maybe.” I shrugged. “We could ask the residents around here if they know anything about it.” 
 
    “You don’t think it belonged to the Church, do you?” Sveila asked. “Maybe they also used this place to hold the undesirables in dungeons or chambers?” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” I replied. “The majority of residents in Oakenpass are undesirables, so I doubt they would have moved to this village if the castle was owned by the Church.” 
 
    “Can you smell anything?” Sveila questioned. “Do you know if the owners were evil or not?” 
 
    “No.” I shook my head. “Which is another reason why I’m certain it’s deserted. Any scents that used to be here faded a long time ago, so there’s no way for us to know whether the castle is considered holy or not.” 
 
    “Well, it’s not anymore!” Ashe cheered. “Come on, let’s go inside!” 
 
    The main door of the castle was a mixture of both wood and iron, and it had been securely bolted on both sides. However, a quick spell from Sveila was all it took to allow us entrance. 
 
    A wide, square entrance hall welcomed us as we walked through the door, and the flat scent of dust floated through the air like a light breeze. There was a fireplace on the right, some empty cabinets on the left, and a pair of wooden benches in an L shape in front of the fireplace. 
 
    Some wide stone columns ran from the gray tiled floor straight up to the wooden beams of the ceiling, and there were two stone staircases straight ahead. Both sets of stairs led to the same floor, so I didn’t know why this castle needed two, but it added some decadence to the place, which I liked.  
 
    The entrance hall had a variety of doors leading off from all sides, and Ashe, Sveila, and I took a moment to look into each room.  
 
    We found a grand kitchen which was at least three times larger than the kitchen in the manor. There was also a separate dining room that came with a long oak table and eight wooden chairs with ruby-red satin sewn into the seats. One of the dining room walls had an extravagant picture painted on it, which Sveila said was something called a “mural.” 
 
    The mural was of a selection of people dressed in fancy robes and garments. I couldn’t tell if they were mortal or otherwise, but I didn’t think it mattered. Some of the people had tankards in their hands, others held legs of meat, and the rest were standing around in the background like the artist needed to fill in the space. 
 
    Next to the dining room was a large, open room that was completely empty, so it was hard for us to know what the space had been used for in the past. However, unless we found somewhere else on the second floor, then we all agreed the empty room would be the perfect place for my office. 
 
    On either side of the entrance hall fireplace were two more wooden doors, but it turned out that those doors both led to the same room. Sveila had a feeling that it was a dance hall due to the fact that it ran the entire length of this side of the castle. Apparently that was where fine banquets took place, but demons didn’t hold banquets. 
 
    We’d much rather prey on the people who did. 
 
    The hall was completely bare apart from black-and-white tiles on the floor and more portraits of random people on the walls. Ashe asked if those people could have owned the castle, but there was no way for us to find out just yet. 
 
    The final door on the first floor was made of iron, and after Sveila managed to unlock it, the door opened out to a set of iron stairs that led to a basement. It looked to be the perfect place to hold all of our sacks of golden pieces, and my women agreed.  
 
    The second and third floors held bedrooms of various sizes, bathing rooms, and smaller, thinner rooms which Ashe said we could use to hold our mountains of weapons. The majority of the bedrooms were completely bare, but one of them came with the perfect view of the back of the castle.  
 
    We spotted some stone walkways, a flower patch, and some wooden huts which looked like they would crumble to the ground with the slightest breeze. There was also a dried-up pond that had a stone fountain in the center, and Sveila was more than happy to try and get that up and running again.  
 
    “It’s going to look so decadent once we’re finished,” Ashe said as she tucked herself against my side. 
 
    “Especially when the flowers start to bloom and when there’s running water in the fountain,” Sveila replied. “I also can’t wait to get the fires started, because I don’t know about you, but it’s freezing in here.” 
 
    “It’s not cold to me.” I shrugged. “But we’ll make sure it’s comfortable for anyone who enters.” 
 
    “We should paint the walls bright colors!” Ashe clapped excitedly. “The castle could be as pink as my eyes, and then everyone will know who lives here!” 
 
    “You can do whatever you want with the castle.” I smirked. “But we’re not painting the outside pink.” 
 
    “Blue?” Ashe smiled.  
 
    “Maybe we should leave the outside as it is,” Sveila giggled. “But we could paint our dressing rooms pink and red to match our dresses.” 
 
    “Ooh, yes, yes.” Ashe nodded. “I like that idea. And the armory can be yellow and silver like my favorite sword!” 
 
    “Oh, what if we use a room for all of my potions?” Sveila suggested. “Perhaps it could be my own office, and any injured undesirables could receive treatment there. It’ll be like what I did with the imps, but people will come to me instead of me going to them.” 
 
    “I like that idea,” I said. “Nothing makes you happier than healing wounded undesirables, so I think it’s only right that you have a room specifically for that purpose.” 
 
    “And we could paint it red!” Ashe giggled. “To honor our little Red Witch!” 
 
    “Sure, red.” I grinned at her glowing smile.  
 
    There’s so much we could do with the place, and I was excited to get started. It had been the same with the manor when we destroyed everything that used to belong to the dark elves. The manor then felt like our home, and I knew the same would happen with the castle.  
 
    Especially when Lux and Lixiss moved in. 
 
    I could just imagine the fun we’d all have, and I was sure the women would constantly arrive home with more bottles of tonic in their hands. 
 
    That was another thing I needed to sort out. I wasn’t sure if Oakenpass had a marketplace, or if we had to travel to the nearest village to find one, but it was something I wanted to include. The orcs could set up a stall selling their thunderclap, and I was sure I’d find other sellers who were willing to relocate from the Grimmway to Oakenpass. 
 
    This would be the start of my own damn village, and maybe even the start of the undesirables spreading all around Rengfri. The rest of the city sure as hell could use some livening up.  
 
    But my thoughts and plans came to a halt as my women and I walked into the last bedroom in the castle. Unlike the rest of the bedrooms, this one had been decorated, and there was even a rickety bed and a chest of drawers that overlooked the window. 
 
    The walls had been painted a vibrant green in color, and it had gold detailing to make the room feel grander, which it definitely did.  
 
    “Look at this!” Sveila called out.  
 
    The Red Witch was standing at the opposite side of the room with a green-and-gold door beside her. The door matched the walls completely, and it was like the original owners had tried to mask the door in some way.  
 
    The door led out onto a balcony that wrapped around the entire corner of the castle. Crenels and merlons ran across the top of the wall, and the balcony came with the perfect view of the village and greenery around us.  
 
    “Why would someone make the door blend in with the walls?” I asked. 
 
    “Maybe it was to make the master bedroom look grander from the inside?” Sveila suggested.  
 
    “Possibly.” I shrugged. “It just feels strange to me.” 
 
    “I’d want to see this view from the bed,” Ashe giggled. “So instead of a hidden door, I’d much prefer for it to be made of pure glass.” 
 
    “I think we could get that sorted out,” I said as I cupped Ashe’s face with one hand. “This castle will look so different once we’re done with it.” 
 
    “And I cannot wait.” Sveila grinned. “Let the preparations begin!” 
 
    “But there is one thing I’d like to do before we get started on that,” I said as I looked back and forth between my women. “Ashe, you said you’d like to see the view from the bed?” 
 
    “Yes.” Ashe nodded with a frown.  
 
    “Well, how about we check out how sturdy the bed is first?” I smirked. “After all, we have to make this castle ours somehow…” 
 
    Ashe and Sveila’s facial expressions instantly shifted from curiosity into pure lust, and they both stared up at me through their eyelashes as they bit down on their bottom lips.  
 
    “Sveila, would you like to do the honors?” Ashe asked as she stroked her hand down my arm.  
 
    “I’d love to.” Sveila grinned. “But I think it’s only right that we do this together…” 
 
    As I took a few steps back to walk into the bedroom, my women followed me with hunger and desire clear in their eyes. 
 
    Ashe hooked her hands around the skirt of her dress, and then she pulled it off in one swift motion to reveal her stunning, naked body. Her silver nipples glistened in the light, and she scooped her hair over one shoulder as she gently brushed her hand over her magnificent breasts. 
 
    “Fuck,” I growled as my cock became painfully erect against my pants.  
 
    As Ashe removed her black boots, I turned my attention to Sveila, and the Red Witch was in the process of untying the corset of her dress. Her ample breasts spilled over the loose material, and Sveila never took her eyes off me as she allowed her dress to pool at her feet. 
 
    It made everything so much easier when they didn’t wear undergarments.  
 
    My women were fucking gorgeous, and it felt like it had been far too long since I had last fucked them with everything I had to offer.  
 
    “So…” I grinned. “Who’s going first?” 
 
    “We both are, Atticus,” Ashe hissed as she closed the distance between us. “But I think it’s only fair that you lose your garments, too.” 
 
    As Sveila dropped down to her knees and unbuttoned my pants, Ashe made light work of my shirt. She threw the white shirt over her shoulder like she didn’t have a care in the surface world, and then she began to trace my muscles with blunt nails. 
 
    The scent of their arousal seeped from their bodies and mixed together in the air, and my mouth began to water at the sheer thought of lapping up their juices straight from the source.  
 
    “I wonder…” Sveila purred as she grabbed my aching cock in her palm.  
 
    “Argh!” I cried out in pleasure.  
 
    “What do you wonder?” Ashe asked with a sinful smirk on her lips  
 
    “I wonder whether Atticus would like to fuck us against the bed…” Sveila’s hand began to tug at my length. “Or if he’d prefer for us to ride him.” 
 
    “Ooh, I love your thinking!” Ashe giggled. “What do you think, sweet Atticus?” 
 
    “I don’t care,” I growled. “As long as I get both of you, that’s all I need right now.” 
 
    “We’ll definitely give you that,” Sveila replied. “I think we should go with the second option.” 
 
    “Me, too,” Ashe whispered against my ear. “I love nothing more than riding your incredible cock, especially when Sveila squats over your face and you make her cum with nothing but your tongue…” 
 
    “Fuuuck!” I yelled. 
 
    Ashe’s teeth pierced my earlobe as she shook it gently, and her soft hands looped around my waist as she pressed her breasts against my arm. 
 
    The pleasure that pulsed through my body almost gave me the strength to smash down the castle in one go. The Red Witch tugged on my cock with a slight twist, and Ashe continued to play with my ear as her hands danced across my back. 
 
    I wanted both of them on that bed as they waited patiently for what I had planned. But I also wanted them to torture me until I exploded, and I wanted to fill Ashe with my seed as I drank back every ounce of Sveila’s juices.  
 
    It was a difficult decision to make, whether to allow them to take charge or not, but I soon came to realize that I didn’t fucking care what happened. I needed them more than I needed air to breathe, and I was going to go mad if I didn’t get a release of some sort.  
 
    Then Ashe and Sveila began to guide me backward, and I just about cried out in delight. It felt like I was seconds away from cumming, and I much preferred filling them with my cream and not covering their naked bodies.  
 
    I hadn’t even realized we had reached the bed until the back of my legs hit the wooden frame. White linen covered the entire bed, and I could feel more thick bedding underneath, but I quickly forgot about that as my women pushed me onto my back. 
 
    “You look eager, Atticus,” Sveila giggled as she climbed onto the bed beside me. 
 
    “I need you both,” I said as I fought against the growl in the back of my throat. “I can’t wait much longer.” 
 
    “Patience, patience,” Ashe teased as she followed onto the bed behind Sveila. “We have all the time in the surface world, remember?” 
 
    “Not right now,” I replied. “If I don’t get to taste and feel you in the next thirty seconds, then my cock will explode before you’re even in position.” 
 
    “Oh, in that case, we must get a move on,” Sveila purred. 
 
    The bedframe creaked from the weight of the three of us, and the wood strained against the pressure as Ashe stood up and straddled my hips. I could almost feel the scorching heat of her pussy as she lowered herself. 
 
    I noticed Sveila’s knees on either side of my head, and I swallowed back a deep gulp as a shiver ran down my spine.  
 
    My women were in position, and I just needed them to take that final step.  
 
    Ashe gripped onto my waist as she teased my hardened cock with her entrance, and as Sveila ducked down, the sight of her dewy, pink labia came right in my line of sight. Her entrance practically begged me to fuck it with my tongue, and I could practically taste her sweet scent in my mouth already.  
 
    All of a sudden, at exactly the same time, my cock filled Ashe’s tight pussy as Sveila pressed herself against my mouth.  
 
    “Aaaaaah!” Ashe screamed as her hips began to twist and turn.  
 
    “Fuuuuck, Atticuuuuuus!” Sveila squealed.  
 
    I roamed around her sleek folds as my tongue collected every drop of juice it could find. 
 
    The heat of my Infernal Blaze rippled from head to toe, and I knew I had to try and control it if I didn’t want to burn my women as they teased and tormented my body.  
 
    “Yessss!” Ashe hissed as she began to bounce. “Fuck me, pleeeease!” 
 
    “Mmmm!” I moaned, and the vibrations caused Sveila to squeal and jump with a startle.  
 
    Ashe’s walls tightened around me as she bounced and rocked her hips at the same time. Soft, labored breaths blew from her mouth every time my cock filled her, and it didn’t take long before she started to beg and plead with me. 
 
    “I can’t last much longer,” she panted. “A-A-Atticusssss!” 
 
    I wanted to reply, and I wanted to tell Ashe that she couldn’t cum until I was ready, but every word became muffled around Sveila’s dripping pussy. 
 
    “Oooh, Masterrrr!” Sveila cried out.  
 
    My tongue explored the Red Witch’s tight space, and I licked and sucked on her clit as I grabbed onto her hips to keep Sveila in place. 
 
    My women’s combined screams, and the sound of Ashe’s skin slapping against mine, echoed around the castle. Whenever Sveila screamed, the same noise repeated itself as it rippled through our new home.  
 
    Our new home… 
 
    It felt fucking amazing to say that.  
 
    But not only did the castle carry the noise of their screams, it was also mixed in with the straining bedframe. It felt like there was a fourth person screaming in the room, and every time Ashe weaved her hips in pleasurable circles, the bedframe screamed out in protest.  
 
    However, none of us listened to that.  
 
    I was far too busy concentrating on the Red Witch who hovered above my face, and the demon who sat on my cock. 
 
    “Atticussss,” Sveila begged. “Please, I… Fuck!” 
 
    My reply came in the form of a smoky moan, and I felt Ashe pick up her pace once again.  
 
    I thought I was going to collapse, even with the bed beneath me. 
 
    My women held every ounce of control, and I was more than happy to go along with their plan, whatever they wanted to do. But the need to cum was so strong, and I was seconds away from filling Ashe with my seed, so it felt like I couldn’t hold back, regardless of whether they were in charge or not. 
 
    All of a sudden, the three of us moaned in unison as our bodies reached the breaking point.  
 
    Ashe’s walls clamped around my aching cock as she screamed out my name, and I sucked on Sveila’s clit one last time as the two of them reached their orgasms at the same time. 
 
    Bright lights appeared in my eyes as my seed erupted into Ashe’s quaking body, and just as I let out a deep groan, Sveila came forcefully against my tongue. The three of us screamed and moaned together as I drank back my witch’s juices, and Ashe absorbed every drop of my heated cream.  
 
    As Ashe slowed her pace, I felt the blazing-hot trickle of sperm that spilled from her tunnel. Both women were shaking, and it seemed to take the last of their energy to fall onto the bed.  
 
    But then the bed strained again, and before any of us could move or climb off, the entire frame collapsed onto the floor.  
 
    Ashe and Sveila squealed and laughed as a cloud of dust rolled through the air, but I was more pleased that I hadn’t been fucking either of them at the time. I could have seriously hurt one of them with the force of the fall, and the force of a demon’s cock was already harsh enough. 
 
    “I suppose the bed isn’t as sturdy as we first thought,” Ashe giggled as she pulled some wood splinters from her hair. 
 
    “Luckily there are a few spare beds in the manor,” I replied. “But we’d need to find another one for when the twins arrive. This bed was barely big enough for three of us, let alone five.” 
 
    “I don’t mind sharing you with them, just as long as we all get equal turns.” Ashe winked. “I’m thinking we swap over every night, so we all get the same amount of time with you.” 
 
    “You should know I’d never leave anyone out,” I said as I placed a delicate kiss on one of the black marks on Ashe’s forehead. “It literally pains me to be away from you all.” 
 
    “If only Naia could stay here, too,” Sveila said with a light sigh. “But I know that a pond in the courtyard isn’t enough water for her. She also has the rest of the mermaids to care for.” 
 
    “Exactly,” I agreed. “Mermaids need to stay beside the ocean. But at least we get to see her on a regular basis.” 
 
    “She could always spend a day with us every so often?” Ashe suggested. “She could arrive in the morning, spend some… quality time with you, Atticus, and then she could return to the port as the sun sets?” 
 
    “You wouldn’t hear me complaining about that,” I chuckled. “I’ll be sure to run the idea by her the next time we visit them.” 
 
    “Naia would be silly not to take you up on the offer.” Sveila smirked. 
 
    “Trust me, Naia will be here as much as possible,” I said with certainty.  
 
    My women curled into my sides as we shuffled the fractured pieces of wood away from us, and then we simply laid there as we attempted to regain some energy.  
 
    Despite how cold the castle was, it didn’t take long for the master bedroom to warm up with the mix of our body temperatures. I could smell everything, from the dust in the air to the addictive scent of my beautiful women, and I could have happily bottled up the scent to keep for eons to come.  
 
    Several minutes went by in silence, and I decided to get some fresh air while Ashe and Sveila remained on the broken bed. So I pulled myself off the floor, and then I located my abandoned garments which had been thrown around the room somewhere. 
 
    Once I had put my outfit back on, I opened the hidden door and stepped out onto the balcony. A soothing breeze brushed over my body, and compared to the heat in the bedroom, the chill in the wind was a welcome addition.  
 
    I braced my elbows against the stone wall as I looked out into the distance, and not only could I see the streets and bridges of Oakenpass at the bottom of the grassy hill, I could also see the main roads that led to other villages. A large collection of trees separated the roads and streets, but for the first time since I had arrived on the surface world, I could see the majority of Rengfri around me.  
 
    Continuous land traveled on until it hit the horizon, and there was the dramatic contrast between the bright green forests, the dark buildings, and the smoke in the air. I knew I had only discovered a small amount of Rengfri, and I always situated myself around a few main villages, but I began to wonder what else was out there.  
 
    All of a sudden, I was distracted by a bright light that appeared in the corner of my eye. Something had shimmered among the treetops, and I squinted my eyes as I tried to get a better look, but there was nothing there. The sun had lowered enough to sit around the tree line, so I simply assumed it had just been a ray of sunlight.  
 
    But then it happened again.  
 
    And that time I saw exactly what the light was.  
 
    A thin cloud of golden dust settled over the trees before it fell to the ground, and there was only one person who could have caused something like that.  
 
    I couldn’t smell the angel in the air, so I knew she was nowhere near us, but she had definitely swooped over that forest.  
 
    It actually made me laugh that the angel had followed us to Oakenpass, and there was no way she wouldn’t have noticed me standing there. 
 
    Especially with the noises my women made in the bedroom.  
 
    But what I didn’t understand was why she hadn’t decided to attack us while she had the chance. If the angel was watching us, or following us, then why didn’t she attack while our backs were turned? 
 
    None of it made sense to me, but I knew it wasn’t going to be long before I saw her holy fucking face once again. 
 
    The angel didn’t give up that easily, and neither did I. 
 
    “Atticus!” Ashe suddenly screamed from the bedroom.  
 
    “Shit, what the fuck?” Sveila gasped.  
 
    The angel instantly left my mind as I raced back into the room, and I noticed my women still sitting on the floor, but Sveila had Ashe’s arms in her hand.  
 
    “What is it?” I asked with urgency.  
 
    “Look!” Ashe laughed.  
 
    At first I had no idea why Ashe was laughing, or why they had been screaming in the first place.  
 
    But then I saw it.  
 
    The black blotches on Ashe’s body were slowly starting to dissolve, and her icy skin began to peek through like the moon in the night sky.

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
    The minutes slowly ticked by, and Sveila, Ashe, and I watched in silence as the transformation continued. 
 
    The black marks on Ashe’s hands and arms had completely vanished, and more of her pale skin spread over her shoulders and down her chest. It was almost like Ashe had poured water on herself, and the side effects of the Holy Light were being washed away as the liquid trickled down her body.  
 
    “Do you think it was the amethysts?” my demon huntress asked a moment later.  
 
    “I thought the amethysts would have worked instantly?” I frowned. “But maybe it’s because we’re immortal that it took longer for the powers to kick in?” 
 
    “Yes, that’s possible.” Sveila nodded. 
 
    “To be honest, I think it’s quite funny that it happened minutes after you made me cum,” Ashe giggled as she continued to inspect her skin.  
 
    “Maybe it was a combination of the two.” I smirked. “Gunnolf channeled the crystal, then I channeled your body.” 
 
    Ashe couldn’t hold back her laughter, but then as I glanced over at Sveila I noticed a deep frown had formed between her purple eyebrows. 
 
    “I think you might be right,” the Red Witch said as she scanned around the room in thought.  
 
    “You actually think Atticus’ cock was the reason these marks disappeared?” Ashe asked. “I mean, I know he’s powerful, but…” 
 
    “No, seriously,” Sveila replied. “Remember what we said about the orange? The mixture of acid and alkaline cancels each other out?” 
 
    “Yes…” I nodded. 
 
    “If the angel is purity, then we needed a strong, sinful product to battle against that,” she explained. “And demons are the complete opposite of angels, they’re the most utterly sinful things in existence. So perhaps it was your connection, and your combined forces that canceled out the angel’s magic. Ashe, you already had the amethyst’s powers around you, so maybe you just needed this extra force?” 
 
    “So…” Ashe paused for a second. “Atticus just needed to give me his super hot demon seed?” 
 
    “Not necessarily,” Sveila said. “But I think that might have been part of it. So, this wouldn’t have happened if Gunnolf hadn’t used the amethyst, or the other way around.” 
 
    “It makes sense.” I nodded. “Especially if the angel wanted to cleanse and purify us. Two demons fucking couldn’t be more impure in her eyes.” 
 
    “Mmm… so true,” Ashe purred, and I sent her a wicked grin. “I’m just glad I’m back to normal, because there was no way in the Hellscape I was going to allow the angel to kill me as easily as that.” 
 
    “Believe me, neither were we,” I said. “I just realized when I stepped outside that that bitch is around here somewhere, and she could have decided to attack at any moment. And she didn’t. But as soon as she does, I’m going to do everything in my power to end her pathetic, holy life.” 
 
    “Ooh, I love it when you talk like that.” Ashe bit down on her bottom lip. 
 
    “As do I,” Sveila giggled. “I can’t wait to bring everything over from the manor and really make this castle our home. But we’ll have to be careful not to break everything in the process, just like this bed.” 
 
    “Let’s pack up the manor, and then we can work on fixing the bed,” I decided. “I want us to get moved in as quickly as possible, and then we can tell the twins.” 
 
    “Lux and Lixiss will lose their shit,” Ashe chuckled as she stood up from the floor. “You’ve seen how they react when we walk into Madame Nyra’s office, let alone when we tell them that they’ll be living with us.” 
 
    “That’s going to be such a wonderful sight to witness.” Sveila smiled. “Will you tell them as soon as we’ve moved in, Atticus?” 
 
    “Of course, I will,” I snickered. “I don’t think I have enough patience to hold off any longer than that.” 
 
    “Then let’s go!” Ashe jumped around the room. 
 
    I didn’t need to be told twice, so I patiently waited for the women to change back into their dresses and boots before we left the master bedroom. 
 
    The sheer size of the castle compared to the manor was something I’d need to get used to. But I wasn’t going to complain about how grand and extravagant our new home was. I’d imagined we’d move into a house perhaps slightly bigger than the manor. I never expected that we’d find a fucking castle hidden on the outskirts of Oakenpass.  
 
    It was definitely an upgrade from the fucking void I had been thrown into before I decided to escape and live among the humans and creatures of the surface world. 
 
    As we left the castle, Sveila closed and bolted the main door, and then we began the journey through the courtyard and down the grassy hill. It was definitely a longer walk than what we were used to, but traveling wasn’t an issue for any of us. Especially as Ashe and I had the ability to fly with our new hell powers. 
 
    “So,” Ashe said as we left the village. “Would you like anyone to help us move our belongings?” 
 
    “Yeah, I think the minions could lend a hand,” I replied. “And we all know Sparkles would do anything for a handful of pieces.” 
 
    “I have to admit, the tinsel fairies are very good at cleaning,” Sveila said, to which Ashe snorted. “I know you’re not her biggest fan, Ashe, but it would have been much harder for us to clean the manor without their help.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah, I suppose you’re right,” Ashe mumbled. “Tinsel and I have a love-hate relationship. Verging more toward the hate side.” 
 
    “Yeah, you love to hate her,” I chuckled. 
 
    “Atticus is right, as always.” Sveila smirked. “Watching you and Sparkles together is very funny, even when you’re trying to shove her into a jar.” 
 
    “Then she shouldn’t have looked at me.” Ashe shrugged. “But as long as Sparkles is in the corner getting drunk, and she doesn’t look at me or try to annoy me, then I’m more than happy to be in the same room as her.” 
 
    “That sounds like what she does for the majority of her day,” I said with a knowing look. “For a creature that small, the tinsel fairies sure can drink.” 
 
    “I always thought it was the orcs or the goblins that drink the most,” Sveila giggled. “But that was before I was introduced to the tinsel fairies.” 
 
    “It’s always the small ones that surprise you the most,” Ashe replied. 
 
    The rest of our journey back to the Grimmway was spent laughing and joking, but we also discussed everything we needed to take from the manor, including the glorious sacks of pieces. We decided it would be easier for us to buy or borrow a wagon to transport the majority of our belongings, and Ashe volunteered to look into purchasing some wagons once everything was packed up.  
 
    But our conversation quickly changed as Iris’ dress shop appeared in the distance.  
 
    “Do you think our dresses would be ready yet?” Ashe asked. 
 
    “I’d think so,” Sveila replied. “It has been a couple of days since we placed the orders, and Iris is usually pretty quick at getting them ready for us. Unless she’s had other dresses to make, of course.” 
 
    “She never appears overly busy,” I said as I caught sight of the little elf wandering around the front of her shop.  
 
    At first, when Ashe and Sveila used to order their new dresses, I thought no other customers came into the shop because we were in there. But the Grimmway no longer despised us as much as they used to, so it made me think that perhaps Iris just didn’t receive a lot of customers. 
 
    Which kind of pissed me off. 
 
    Iris made the best dresses Ashe and Sveila had ever worn, and she should have had a constant line of undesirables waiting to order their new outfits. 
 
    But if she didn’t receive a lot of business in the Grimmway, then maybe Iris would have to relocate… 
 
    “You know how you said you didn’t want to move too far away from Iris, Ashe?” I asked.  
 
    “Yeah,” the huntress replied. 
 
    “Well… What if I found a store in Oakenpass that could become the new dress shop?” I suggested. 
 
    “Really?” Ashe gasped.  
 
    “Atticus, that would be amazing!” Sveila smiled.  
 
    “I think it makes sense,” I replied. “We wouldn’t have to travel far to see her, and Iris could create dresses for all of the women in and around Oakenpass. She’s not getting the right kind of exposure down here in the Grimmway, but I’ve seen dresses as fine as hers being sold to the richer humans.” 
 
    “Maybe she could start making outfits for men, too?” Sveila suggested. “Then anyone who comes across her shop could buy something.” 
 
    “We could certainly run that idea past her.” I nodded.  
 
    “Plus, think about the space we have to work with in Oakenpass,” Ashe added. “The dress shop is adorable, and perfect for Iris, but it’s also very small. Iris has to make the dresses on her counter because there isn’t enough space in the back.” 
 
    “Yes, imagine if the new building was big enough for changing rooms!” Sveila clapped excitedly. “We could try on the dresses, Iris could make sure they’re the right size… It would be amazing!” 
 
    “I’d obviously need to ask Iris if that’s something she’d be interested in doing,” I replied. “But as soon as we’re all moved in, we can walk around Oakenpass and see what’s available. The orcs are the main priority, but given the number of empty buildings we’ve seen, I don’t think it’ll be hard to find one right for Iris.” 
 
    “Yeah, what would you like to do with the orcs?” Ashe asked. “Do you want them to serve thunderclap in the new tavern and just produce it in Oakenpass? Or do you want to keep the brewery in the Grimmway?” 
 
    “I’d need to check out the brewery and see what it’s like,” I replied. “If it works best for them to stay there, then I’m okay with that. But if I feel like it would benefit everyone having the brewery in Oakenpass, then I’ll suggest that to Larauk and see what he says.” 
 
    “I suppose it’ll need to be close to the tavern, right?” Sveila frowned. 
 
    “Not necessarily.” I shook my head. “The gorgons received deliveries whenever they needed them, so the same will happen for us. I’m more than happy to buy some wagons to transport the barrels from the brewery to make it easier for everyone. We can work out when to restock the tavern with thunderclap and other tonics, and base that off the number of customers we get in a day. Seeing as it’s the only thunderclap brewery in Rengfri, it’ll make everything much easier if we can transport it from Oakenpass and meet the demands of other buyers around the city. But again, I’d need to see the production first before I make a decision.” 
 
    “Why don’t you check on the brewery while we’re here?” Ashe offered. 
 
    “Because we need to pack.” I frowned.  
 
    “Yes, but we can do that, Atticus,” Ashe laughed. 
 
    “I think it makes sense for you to go there now, while you have some more time,” Sveila said. “Then when we return to Oakenpass, you can start looking for new properties without having to return here again.” 
 
    “Okay.” I shrugged. “I’ll walk you to the manor, and then I’ll leave once you’re with the werewolves. I suppose it makes sense to check on the orcs.” 
 
    “It’s almost like we’re right.” Ashe gave me a playful wink. 
 
    “You’re always right,” I said as I kissed her forehead. “But maybe while I’m at the brewery, I could purchase some thunderclap for us to enjoy as we pack?” 
 
    “Oh, yes, yes!” Sveila replied. “Packing is thirsty work, after all.” 
 
    “We also need to check that it tastes okay.” I smirked. “We can’t sell bad thunderclap to our swarm of customers.” 
 
    “Swarm of customers,” Sveila repeated with a giggle. “I like the sound of that.” 
 
    “This is going to be so much fun,” Ashe said with a coy smile on her lips. “And I guess we’ll need to find someone to work there, or did the gorgons have any staff already?” 
 
    “The gorgons refused to work with any other creatures,” I snorted at the memory of the serpent bitches. “They ran the tavern completely. However, I don’t think it’ll be hard to find some barkeeps.” 
 
    “Maybe some undesirables in The Slums or in Oakenpass?” Ashe suggested. “They need jobs more than anyone else right now, so I think they’d be happy to do anything.” 
 
    “I’ll keep them in mind when it comes to fixing up the tavern.” I nodded. “Madame Nyra can probably send a few ideal candidates my way. For now, we have a few priorities first. But then we can sort out the tavern, we can think of a new name for it, and then we can watch the pieces come rolling in.” 
 
    “I didn’t even think about the name!” Sveila laughed. “‘The Serpent’s Lair’ is definitely going to have to change.” 
 
    “Oooh, what will we call it?” Ashe pondered as she glanced over at the marketplace. “It’ll have to suit all three of us, and the twins and minions, too. Maybe… Actually, no, that doesn’t work.” 
 
    “We’ll think of something,” I chuckled. “But for now, let’s focus on the manor and moving into the castle.” 
 
    “And we’ll find some paint for our dressing rooms,” Sveila giggled. 
 
    “And the potion room, the weapons room…” Ashe smirked. 
 
    “Sure.” I rolled my eyes. “As long as you don’t paint the outside of the castle.” 
 
    It felt fucking good to see how excited my women were about this new life we’d found. It had been a stressful week, and the angel certainly hadn’t helped with that, but at least they were still able to smile and joke about everything. Especially now that Ashe had recovered from the Holy Light, and we no longer had that fear in the backs of our minds. 
 
    Knowing my cock was sinful enough to cure her put a smug grin on my face, too, and I hoped that angel bitch had heard every single moan while I did it. 
 
    Just so she knew I’d won that one. 
 
    My women linked their arms through mine as we arrived back at the manor, and I was pleased to see the werewolves were still standing guard outside. The sound of high-pitched giggles floated from the house, so I knew the tinsel fairies were still busy cleaning. 
 
    I told the werewolves about my plan, and I said that I would return again once I had spoken to the orcs.  
 
    “You know we’re more than happy to stand here until you tell us to leave,” Bardou replied.  
 
    “Thank you.” I smiled. “But I’ll be sure to have someone take over from you soon. Because, just like the orcs, you won’t be much use if you haven’t had any sleep.” 
 
    “Whether we’ve rested or not, that angel won’t be able to get past us.” A second werewolf grinned. 
 
    “That reminds me, I spotted the angel when we were in Oakenpass today,” I announced. “Well, I didn’t actually see her, but I spotted her trail of glitter falling over the forest, so it’s worth noting where she was.” 
 
    “Of course.” Bardou nodded.  
 
    “Was this when you were on the balcony?” Ashe asked. 
 
    “Yes.” I nodded. “But I didn’t smell her, so she wasn’t anywhere near us.” 
 
    “Do you think she would have seen you?” Bardou asked. 
 
    “I thought the same thing,” I said. “She must have seen us, or at least noticed that we were in the castle, but she didn’t take the chance to attack us.” 
 
    “How strange,” Sveila mumbled. 
 
    “Well, it’s a good thing my skin cleared up when it did,” Ashe spoke up. “Imagine if she had turned up to fight before we found the cure.” 
 
    “I don’t want to imagine that,” I growled. 
 
    “Shit, your skin!” one of the werewolves shouted. “I’ve just noticed!” 
 
    “Oh, yeah, I’m back to normal now.” Ashe smirked. “And it looks like it happened just in time, because if–” 
 
    “Flaky, is that you?” Sparkles’ recognizable voice called out as she flew outside. “My best friend is back! Flaaaakyyyyy!” 
 
    “Urgh,” Ashe groaned. “You’re still here…” 
 
    “Sparkles,” I said before Ashe killed the tinsel fairy. “You and your friends have done a wonderful job, but now I have another task for you.” 
 
     “Hmm…” Sparkles raised a single eyebrow. “Do we still get paid?” 
 
    “Yes,” I sighed. “I’ll give you twice the amount if you help me with the next task.” 
 
    “Twice?” The fairy’s large eyes grew even larger. “Twice the amount of pieces.” 
 
    “Yes.” I nodded. “But if you don’t complete this job, then I’ll only give you what you deserve for cleaning the manor.” 
 
    “Anything, anything, Atticus!” Sparkles buzzed around my head as her wings vibrated behind her.  
 
    “I need you and your friends to stock our new house with food,” I said. “Bread, potatoes, fruit, and a few legs of meat. Just enough to keep us going for a few days.” 
 
    “You know I’m always happy to help you, Atticus.” The tinsel fairy winked. “And where is your new house?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah, how could I forget?” I grinned. “Do you know the castle in Oakenpass?” 
 
    “The… The castle?” Sparkles gasped.  
 
    Ashe and Sveila snickered, and the werewolves stood with a look of pure shock on their faces.  
 
    “Yes, the castle.” I nodded. “We came across it this afternoon, and it’s perfect for us.” 
 
    “How much did that cost you?” Sparkles asked. “That must have been ten sacks of pieces, maybe even fifteen!” 
 
    “We didn’t pay anything.” I shrugged. “The castle has been abandoned for years, so we’ve decided to take it.” 
 
    “Only you would have the balls to do something like that in Rengfri,” Bardou chuckled. “I can’t wait to visit your new home.” 
 
    “Me, too!” Sparkles giggled. “Of course, Atticus. I’ll be more than happy to purchase enough food for everyone to enjoy!” 
 
    “Good,” I replied. “But not until Ashe and Sveila tell you to leave. It’ll be up to them to decide when the manor is finished.” 
 
    “I trust Sveila to tell me.” Sparkles gave the Red Witch a sweet smile. “But I’m not sure if I trust Flaky.” 
 
    A soft growl came from the demon huntress beside me. 
 
    “If you don’t trust or listen to Ashe, then I’ll find someone else to do the job for you.” I shrugged. 
 
    “Okay!” Sparkles sighed as her white wings drooped slightly. “Just as long as she doesn’t try to kill me again.” 
 
    “I’ll be as good as gold,” Ashe snickered. 
 
    “I’m sure you will.” I winked. “But now I really need to leave to visit the orcs, and I’d prefer for everyone to still be alive when I return.” 
 
    “I’ll keep an eye on them.” Sveila smirked.  
 
    “Thank you,” I said as I gave each of my women a biting kiss. 
 
    I thanked the werewolves once again, and as Sparkles, Sveila, and Ashe headed inside the manor, I allowed my Smoke Flight power to take over my body. 
 
    I remembered Larauk had once said the brewery was hidden deep within the forest, but on the opposite side of the Grimmway from where they lived. I didn’t have exact directions to follow, and the forest was fucking huge, so it was much easier for me to fly over instead of wandering aimlessly through the trees.  
 
    Fortunately, the orcs smelled like burning shit and rotten food, so I used their familiar scent as an invisible guide as I drifted over the village. 
 
    It wasn’t too long before I noticed a selection of dilapidated huts in the distance. The orcs’ scents covered the area like a thick sheet, and as one of the orcs plodded over toward the huts, I knew I had the right place. 
 
    The area of land wasn’t that much bigger than where the orcs lived, so it didn’t look large enough to produce thousands of barrels of thunderclap. However, I knew some buildings were much larger on the inside than they appeared to be on the outside, so I tried not to judge it too much until I walked inside.  
 
    As I lowered myself to the ground, I noticed that the brewery looked like a slightly bigger, run-down version of the werewolves’ home. There were five huts in total, and all of them were joined together with wooden archways. Five individual stone paths ran from the trees and up to each hut, but they were all splattered with mud from where the orcs had plodded over them. 
 
    I dropped my Smoke Flight once I was floating outside the largest hut, and my physical form appeared just as Larauk opened the main door. The bulbous, gray orc seemed to stumble against the wooden door, and it was quite amusing to think that I had the ability to spook a creature as giant as an orc. 
 
    “Atticus,” he grumbled. 
 
    “Hello, Larauk,” I replied. “I’m sorry for the sudden arrival.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” he said as he bobbed his head. “Why you here?” 
 
    The orc leader scratched at the green growth on his neck as he cleared his throat of mucus. 
 
    “I wanted to check out the brewery.” I shrugged. “I’d like to see how the thunderclap is made and produced.” 
 
    “Okay,” he replied with his limited vocabulary.  
 
    “I also have a few other things I’d like to run past you,” I said. “I have found a new home in Oakenpass, and because the village is practically abandoned, I have a lot of space to work with. So, I thought I could offer you a more impressive place to work in. It’d be easier for me to oversee things if you’re closer to my home, too.” 
 
    “Yes, very much.” Larauk nodded. “Come, I show you where we work.” 
 
    It looked like a strange smile appeared on the orc’s wrinkled face, but it was difficult to tell due to the strange appearances of these creatures. 
 
    Larauk headed back into the hut, and as I followed on behind him, I realized that my original theory was correct. The largest hut didn’t even look big enough to hold all of Ashe and Sveila’s dresses, let alone produce barrels of thunderclap.  
 
    A thick brass pipe ran around the circumference of the ceiling, but it also traveled through the end wall, so I assumed it continued on through the rest of the huts.  
 
    In the center of the room were five wooden barrels. Three of them were attached to the same brass pipe, but the other two stood alone. 
 
    There was a strong scent of pure spirits in the air, and it certainly didn’t smell like the sweet, tangy taste of thunderclap. 
 
    “This hut is for beginning of process,” Larauk mumbled as he pointed toward the barrels. “Two barrels hold ingredients, three barrels hold liquid.” 
 
    “What ingredients?” I asked.  
 
    “Fruits and flower petals,” the orc replied. “They mix together for two months, then I add them to liquid for another two months.” 
 
    “And what liquid is that?” I queried.  
 
    “Water,” he said. 
 
    “Water?” I frowned. “So… where’s the alcohol?” 
 
    “Another hut.” Larauk pointed to his left. “First stage is preparation and mixing. Then goes through pipe to next hut.” 
 
    “Can I see?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes.” The orc nodded.  
 
    The second hut was smaller, but it felt even more tightly packed given there were three more orcs busy working away. I simply stood in the doorway and watched as Larauk pointed to the seven barrels which were positioned in the center of the room.  
 
    According to what the leader said, the second hut was for fermentation. Once the ingredients and the water had been mixed together and had traveled through the brass pipe, the orcs added sugar and some unknown herb called “orrioriac.” Apparently that caused the zaps of energy whenever I drank a thunderclap, and it also gave the drink its familiar tangy taste.  
 
    The barrels were then left for a month, stirred frequently, and then they continued onto the next hut. Every hut had a different purpose, but the final hut was used to store the thunderclap for a week before it was transported. There were eleven barrels waiting to be taken off to other taverns, but they would then be replaced with the next barrels in line. 
 
    It clearly took the orcs months to produce the barrels of thunderclap, but they had managed to find a way to produce multiple batches in one go and pretty much continue working all day and night to meet the demand.  
 
    “This is very impressive,” I said as Larauk and I left the final hut. “However, this process is not good enough.” 
 
    “Not?” The orc frowned.  
 
    “No.” I shook my head. “It’s far too small, and if you have more space, then you could have double, even triple the amount of thunderclap being produced. Think of the pieces you could receive if that happened?” 
 
    “Yes, it is small,” Larauk agreed.  
 
    “You can’t work efficiently in a place like this, but you could if you agree to come to Oakenpass.” I smirked. 
 
    “I am happy to go to Oakenpass,” Larauk replied. “We need new houses, and a new brewery.” 
 
    “Then I’ll make sure you get it all.” I nodded. 
 
    Everything felt like it was falling into place.  
 
    My women and I had a fucking castle to live in, the tabaxi had agreed to take over the manor for me, and now the orcs were willing to move to Oakenpass to expand their thunderclap business. 
 
    But then the smile on my face dropped as I heard someone racing through the forests around me.  
 
    “Atticus?” Bardou shouted. “Atticus, are you there?” 
 
    My eyes widened, and the hair on the back of my neck stood up as a sense of anger washed over me.  
 
    “Yes, I’m here!” I called out. “I’m at the orcs’ huts.” 
 
    Maybe the angel had arrived at the manor, or maybe something had happened to Ashe and Sveila. 
 
    But what I knew for certain was that I wouldn’t allow anyone to fuck with me or my women. 
 
    Ten seconds later, Bardou sprinted through the trees with a bead of sweat trickling down his forehead.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” I asked. “Is it the angel?” 
 
    “No,” Bardou paused to catch his breath. “It’s worse than that.”

  

 
   
    Chapter 10 
 
    “What’s happened?” I demanded. 
 
    “I think you should come back to the manor,” Bardou replied as he wiped the sweat away with his hand. “Come on, I’ll explain as we go.” 
 
    I turned to look back at Larauk, but the orc leader must have caught on to what I was going to say.  
 
    “It’s okay,” he grunted. “You return later. We keep working here.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I replied. “We can discuss Oakenpass as soon as this has been sorted.” 
 
    The orc nodded his bulbous, gray head, and then Bardou and I took off into the trees. I was desperate to return to my women to make sure they were okay, and I wished I could have used my Smoke Flight to get there quicker. But I also needed Bardou to explain everything before I went mad and destroyed a building with nothing but my fists.  
 
    “Okay, so a few of my pack members just arrived at the manor,” Bardou began. “They demanded to speak with you, but that’s when I said you had left to visit the orcs. When I asked them what this was about, they mentioned that they had caught on to a group of High Elves near the church.” 
 
    “The fucking High Elves,” I growled. “They’re always getting in the way.” 
 
    “Well, apparently they overheard the High Elves talking about you, so I knew I had to come and find you,” the werewolf added. “I don’t know any more than that, but if it’s the High Elves, then there’s always more to the story.” 
 
    “Thank you for coming to tell me,” I replied. “The last thing we need is both the High Elves and the angel coming after me at the same time, so we’ll need to get that under control as quickly as possible.” 
 
    The angel was my biggest threat, because I had dealt with the High Elves in the past, so I knew I could do it again. But the two of them together was a different matter. 
 
    High Elves were the ultimate leaders on this surface world, and they had a strong connection with the Church. While Ashe and I had been in the middle of trying to save Sveila from the priest’s estate, we came to realize that the priest was working with the High Elves. It was their plan to drug and torture innocent sylphs in the basement of the estate, and even Sveila had been at risk of receiving the same punishment. 
 
    Which was exactly why Ashe, Sveila, and I had cornered the High Elves and the priest one night in the catacombs, and we’d murdered every single fucker who hid in those dark caves. But it had been a challenging fight, and High Elves weren’t the easiest creatures to fight off. 
 
    If more of them were stirring up trouble, I’d have to be on my guard.  
 
    The race back to the manor felt like it took forever, but I put that down to the anger that flooded my veins. I should have known I hadn’t seen the last of those bastard elves, and now they had arrived at the worst possible moment. But as long as my women were safe, and no one had started a fight just yet, then I hoped I had the time to sort everything out. 
 
    As Bardou and I ran into the manor, I found Ashe and Sveila sitting beside each other at the kitchen table. Three werewolves sat opposite them, and I instantly recognized them as being Arric, Pelleas, and Deryn. 
 
    The tinsel fairies were still flying around upstairs, and I heard their high-pitched giggles as I joined the others in the kitchen. 
 
    “Atticus.” Sveila smiled. 
 
    “You’re home,” Ashe replied in the same tone.  
 
    There was no better sight than seeing my women smile at me as I walked through the door. 
 
    “I’ll leave you guys to talk,” Bardou said as he clapped my shoulder with one hand. 
 
    “Thank you,” I replied with a nod. 
 
    I pulled out the seat at the head of the table, and I kept my eyes on the three werewolves as I sat down. They still hadn’t said a single word, so I decided to break that silence for them. 
 
    “Bardou said you came across the High Elves?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes.” Arric nodded as he scratched his curly blond hair. “There were six of them in total, and they were hanging around near the church when we went to search for the angel.” 
 
    “Okay…” I replied.  
 
    “Our plan was to stay out of their way and continue searching,” Pelleas took over. “But then we heard them mention you. They didn’t specifically say your name, but they said, ‘the demon who killed our men in the catacombs.’ And unless I’m mistaken, you and Ashe are the only demons in Rengfri.” 
 
    “And that’s exactly how it’s going to stay.” Ashe smirked. 
 
    Although I was annoyed that the High Elves had appeared again, part of it also excited me. 
 
    Killing the elves in the catacombs was a top moment for us, and to hear that more of the fucking High Elves had started to talk about me again made me eager to repeat that scene once more. 
 
    They clearly hadn’t learned their lesson the last time their men had fucked with me. 
 
    “Did you hear them say anything else?” I asked.  
 
    “No.” Deryn shook his head. “They mentioned you, and all six of them were seriously pissed at the sight of the overthrown Church. They muttered something about you again, but it was difficult to work out what they said, so that’s when we came to tell you.” 
 
    “Okay…” I sighed. “Well, this means that we’ll need to keep a closer eye on Newhall. If the angel and the High Elves are roaming around the church, then we’ll need to see what they’re up to.” 
 
    “Maybe the werewolves and the mermaids could pick a group each?” Sveila offered. “The mermaids could follow the High Elves, and because the mermaids can turn invisible, it would make things easier to track down the High Elves.” 
 
    “Yes, I like that.” I nodded. “Are you guys okay focusing mainly on the angel?” 
 
    “Of course,” Arric replied. “It’s what we’ve been doing anyway.” 
 
    “Yes, but you might have been more excited to follow some High Elves.” I smirked.  
 
    “Nah.” Pelleas swatted the air with his hand. “As long as we’re scouting someone, we don’t care who they are.” 
 
    “Perfect,” I said. “Well, thank you for informing me about these changes. I should have known there would have been a second group to follow me, or start their shit with me after we took down the Church. But luckily you caught on to that before it got too far along.” 
 
    “Just doing our job, boss.” Deryn shrugged. 
 
    “Well, speaking of jobs, there is something else you could do for me,” I mentioned. 
 
    “Sure, whatever you need,” Pelleas replied.  
 
    “The wolves outside have been guarding the manor for over twenty-four hours,” I said. “Would you be okay taking over from them and keeping watch while they get some sleep?” 
 
    “Of course,” Arric said. “You want us to take over right now?” 
 
    “That would be ideal.” I nodded. “Unless you need to do anything before then?” 
 
    “No, no, we’re good to go.” Deryn smiled.  
 
    “Excellent, thank you,” I replied. 
 
    Once the new werewolves had taken position outside the manor, and the tinsel fairies had left to spend their evening in a tavern, I locked up the house and joined my women upstairs. I was fucking exhausted, and the recent conversation had used up the last of my energy. 
 
    Due to the sudden conversation about the High Elves, I hadn’t managed to see how much of the house had been packed up, but I was surprised to see how much work had already been done. Ashe and Sveila must have borrowed some empty crates from the imps, and the landing and bedroom were covered in boxes filled with dresses and various weapons.  
 
    “You’ve done well packing up this evening,” I said as I climbed into bed in between my women.  
 
    “The tinsel fairies did most of it,” Sveila replied. “Sparkles also wanted me to tell you that they’ll be purchasing the food first thing in the morning, so it’ll be there when we arrive at the castle.” 
 
    “Perfect.” I smiled. “And I’m assuming nothing happened between you and Sparkles, Ashe?” 
 
    “She’s still alive.” Ashe shrugged with a giggle. “But, no, I stayed out of her way as much as possible.” 
 
    “Well, I made you stay out of her way,” Sveila laughed. “Otherwise Atticus would have returned home to find pieces of Sparkles shredded all over the manor.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s just that awful voice,” Ashe groaned. “‘Flaaakyyyy! Flaaakkyyy!’” 
 
    The huntress’ impression was shockingly accurate, and it almost felt like the tinsel fairy was in the room with us.  
 
    “Once the food has been purchased, and we’ve paid Sparkles the pieces she’s after, you won’t need to see her again,” I replied. “At least not for a while, anyway.” 
 
    “Speaking of pieces, I think we’ll need two wagons just to transport the sacks alone,” Sveila said as she drew circles on my chest with her blunt nails. “Do you think someone here in the Grimmway would mind lending them to us?” 
 
    “I don’t think that would be a problem.” I shrugged. “We’d only need them to take our belongings to Oakenpass, so they’d have their wagons back within a few hours.” 
 
    “In that case, I’ll go out tomorrow and try to find some,” Ashe replied. “We only have a few things in the kitchen to pack, so I think we could move everything into the castle in the afternoon.” 
 
    “And then we can surprise Lux and Lixiss?” Sveila asked.  
 
    “Of course,” I said. “By this time tomorrow, we’ll be in our new castle, and the twins will be living with us.” 
 
    “Yay!” Ashe squealed. “I know I keep saying it, but this is going to be so much fun!” 
 
    Our conversation then shifted when Sveila asked about the orcs. I explained the thunderclap production to them, and how small the brewery was, but I added that Larauk was keen to move to Oakenpass with us. 
 
    “I think we’ll find the perfect plot of land in the new village,” Sveila said confidently. “Oakenpass is going to look completely unrecognizable once we’re done with it.” 
 
    “That’s my plan,” I snickered. “I want it to finally be the village where everyone is desperate to move there, instead of undesirables fleeing in terror and not looking back.” 
 
    “And that’s what it will look like,” Ashe said as she used my chest as a pillow. “It might take a little bit of time, but it’ll be worth it in the end.” 
 
    “It will be.” I nodded. “I’m sure of it.” 
 
    It didn’t take long for us to fall asleep after that, and I brushed back Ashe and Sveila’s hair as they made themselves comfortable beside me. Neither of them moved throughout the entire night, and I woke up to find them still with their heads on my chest. 
 
    A light patter of rain fell against the window, and the sun didn’t appear as bright as it normally did, so I assumed it was going to be an unpleasant day. 
 
    Which thrilled me greatly.  
 
    Once my women and I were dressed and ready for the day, Sveila and I continued to pack up the last of our belongings, and Ashe left with one of the werewolves to collect some wagons. 
 
    We were originally going to take some of the furniture with us, but when Sveila mentioned that she once noticed a spell in Elora’s spell book to create the items herself, we decided just to leave the beds and chairs here. The tabaxi might need them, and it saved us having to try and transport them. We had to walk through the Shadow Quarters anyway, so Sveila offered to try and collect the spell book as we headed to Oakenpass. 
 
    I was in the kitchen when I spotted a tiny blue figure racing across the yard. The imp then came to a halt in front of the werewolves, and I heard his squeaky voice, but I couldn’t work out what he was saying. 
 
    Seconds later, the imp ran into the kitchen.  
 
    “Good morning, sir,” he squeaked. 
 
    “Good morning,” I replied. 
 
    At first I thought perhaps there was something wrong with the mining business, and maybe the imps needed my help, but that thought quickly left when I noticed the smile on the imp’s face. 
 
    “We knew you were heading for the new castle today, so I offered to come and say thank you.” The imp tipped his head forward, and his spiked tail swung casually behind him.  
 
    “Thank me?” I frowned. 
 
    “Of course, sir,” he replied. “My brothers and I probably wouldn’t have survived if it wasn’t for you saving us from the dark elves. So we must thank you for everything you have done.” 
 
    “Well… you’re welcome.” I shrugged. “I have a lot to thank you for, too. Which is why I chose the tabaxi to take my place. I’m sure you’ll enjoy working with him.” 
 
    “The tabaxi seems very kind.” The imp smiled. “We look forward to working with him.” 
 
    “But just because I’ll no longer be living here, doesn’t mean I won’t come to visit you,” I said. “I still own the business, so I’ll be sure to check on things once a week.” 
 
    “But you’re so busy, master, so we’ll understand if you can’t,” he replied. 
 
    “It’s only right that I do.” I smiled. 
 
    Just as the imp was about to say something else, Ashe skipped into the house with a large grin on her sinful face.  
 
    “Good morning, Miss Ashe,” the imp said politely. “I will return to the mining shack now, sir, but we just wanted to say thank you.” 
 
    “Of course, and you’re welcome,” I replied. “Thank you.” 
 
    The blue imp bobbed his head once again, and then he ran from the house and sprinted off into the trees.  
 
    “We’re in luck, Atticus!” Ashe cheered as she threw her arms around me. “I simply had to walk into the marketplace and ask for a wagon, and I had a crowd of people offering their services to me!” 
 
    “That’s great.” I smiled. “The Grimmway residents sure do love us now. So did you take them all up on their offers?” 
 
    “I know, it’s great,” she giggled. “I chose four men at random, and they said they will arrive with their wagons soon. But that’s not all that happened…” 
 
    “Okay…” I frowned. 
 
    Ashe simply grinned, and that was her silent way of telling me that she’d be keeping the secret to herself for now.  
 
    “When will you tell me what happened?” I rolled my violet eyes playfully. 
 
    “Soon, I promise.” Ashe leaned up to give me a kiss. “But for now, let’s finish up here, yeah?” 
 
    “Okay, sure,” I snickered. “I think everything from the kitchen is packed, and Sveila is finishing off the last of the belongings upstairs, but then we’ll be ready to go.” 
 
    “I see you’ve left some items for the tabaxi,” Ashe said as she scanned the kitchen.  
 
    “Yeah, I took half of the items, and I left the other half for him,” I explained. “I know the tabaxi has his own pots, plates, and cutlery, but I didn’t want to leave him without anything.” 
 
    “And what about the paperwork in the office?” she asked. “Do you need to keep any of that, or is everything for the tabaxi to keep and look over?” 
 
    “No, that’ll be for the tabaxi to keep,” I replied. “He needs to have everything filed correctly, especially when it comes to the information about return buyers. But I’ll keep a separate file with duplicated notes, and I’ll be able to look over the tabaxi’s paperwork if I need to.” 
 
    “You’ve got this all planned out.” Ashe smiled. 
 
    “I’ve been planning it for a while,” I snickered. “Ever since I left the Hellscape, and ever since you tried to kill me, I knew what I wanted to do.” 
 
    “Okay, we don’t need to talk about that.” Ashe glanced around with guilty eyes, but then her face lit up with a smile. “But imagine if I hadn’t offered to come after you?” 
 
    “I don’t want to,” I said as I grabbed Ashe’s hips with both hands and pulled her against me. “Sveila and I would be nothing without you.” 
 
    “And who would have brought us constant enjoyment when you constantly try to kill Sparkles?” Sveila asked as she wandered into the kitchen. 
 
    “Is that the only thing I bring to this relationship?” Ashe gasped sarcastically. 
 
    “Okay, fine, you bring a wonderful sense of style, too.” Sveila winked. 
 
    “That’s better,” my demon lover giggled. “And don’t forget about the wonderful selection of weapons I bring to the relationship, too. Oh! Do you think we could stop by Garrik’s shop when we leave?” 
 
    “Of course,” I replied. “Whatever you want.” 
 
    “I mean… I’m not exactly short on blades or throwing knives…” Ashe smirked at the thought. “But a girl can never have too many crossbows.” 
 
    “You’re not wrong,” Sveila snickered.  
 
    “And I’m sure Garrik would appreciate a visit from us,” I said. “It’s been so long since we were last in that shop.” 
 
    “Well… it has been a while since you were in the shop,” Ashe pointed out. “I, however… visit it quite frequently.” 
 
    “What?” I frowned. “Really?” 
 
    “Have neither of you wondered what was in those crates by the door?” Ashe laughed. 
 
    “You mean the crates that have a written threat for anyone who goes near them?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes.” My huntress nodded. “That was mainly a threat for Sparkles, but I’m surprised neither of you have looked inside.” 
 
    “I just thought it was all of your dresses,” I chuckled. 
 
    Instead of replying, Ashe skipped toward the main door and tore open one of the crates. 
 
    At first I couldn’t see what was hidden inside, but as Sveila and I walked closer, we noticed the sheer amount of various swords, daggers, and even more brass knuckledusters. 
 
    “Fuck,” Sveila chuckled. “When did you get all of this stuff?” 
 
    “Various occasions.” Ashe shrugged. “If I saw something I liked, and I didn’t have it, then I bought it.” 
 
    “You little fiend,” I said with a wicked grin. 
 
    “But I love my swords so much, so I couldn’t leave one behind,” my demon lover insisted. “So I bought all of them! I mean, look at how pretty it is! Who could say no to this sword?” 
 
    The weapon in question had a long silver blade, a brass handle, and gold detailing. Ashe held the sword against her chest with a loving smile, and then she placed it gently back into the crate with the rest of the weapons.  
 
    “I certainly couldn’t,” Sveila replied. 
 
    “Like, I know it’s not a sapphire sword, and it’s not covered in blue tanzanites like our sickle, but it could still slice through a High Elf’s head,” Ashe cackled. “It’s not perfect, but neither is Sparkles, yet someone likes her for whatever reason.” 
 
    “You’re unbelievable,” I laughed. “And I fucking love it.” 
 
    “Good, because you won’t be able to change me.” Ashe smirked. “And I get the impression that you wouldn’t want to.” 
 
    “Never,” I replied. 
 
    All of a sudden, a loud ruckus came from outside the manor, and before the werewolves could check out the noise, four half-elves wandered into the yard.  
 
    “Aah, that’ll be the men with the wagons,” Ashe said as she reluctantly pulled away from me. 
 
    But then the loud noise continued, and it sounded like everyone in the fucking Grimmway had arrived at the manor. An evil grin crossed Ashe’s lips as she rubbed her hands together, and I instantly knew what was going on.  
 
    “Is this the secret you were keeping to yourself?” I asked.  
 
    “Maybe…” She shrugged. “Maybe it’s more than just the half-elves who offered to assist us?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Sveila asked.  
 
    “Come on, let me show you,” Ashe said as she took a hold of our hands and led us outside. 
 
    I imagined seeing more creatures offering their wagons to us, and perhaps every street would be lined with carts and other forms of transport. 
 
    But I was quickly proven wrong. 
 
    An enormous crowd of various creatures had arrived at the manor, and every one of them held an item of some sort. There were banshees with black cauldrons in their hands, three dwarves had their hands full of tankards, and even a group of goblins held out wooden plates, bowls, and cups. 
 
    “What the fuck?” I asked as I scanned the crowd of at least two hundred creatures.  
 
    “One of the banshees overheard me asking for a wagon,” Ashe explained. “And soon everyone in the marketplace was offering me their extra utensils.” 
 
    “You’ve not only saved the Grimmway, but you’ve also saved the Port of Rengfri from the Church,” one of the dwarves spoke up. “This is the least we could do.” 
 
    “We wanted to help!” a banshee shouted. “We have plenty of cauldrons, so it was only right to give you a few of the extras.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I said. “But you really didn’t need to do this.” 
 
    I knew the Grimmway residents were thankful, but I didn’t think they would have offered to help us fill the castle with all of their spare items.  
 
    “We’re the ones who are supposed to thank you, Atticus,” a Green Witch said from the back of the crowd. “You saved my sister from imprisonment, so I wish to offer you these goblets as a sign of my appreciation.” 
 
    “This is amazing,” Sveila whispered. 
 
    “I suppose we don’t need to worry about only taking half of the kitchen supplies,” I chuckled.  
 
    “Yeah, I didn’t want to spoil the surprise when you said that,” Ashe said with a smile. “But at least we don’t need to worry about trying to fill the castle.” 
 
    “However, we might need to borrow more wagons to take everything to Oakenpass,” Sveila replied.  
 
    “Don’t worry, we’re happy to walk everything over for you,” the banshee said. “You can use the wagons for your own belongings, and we’ll take the rest.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” I asked. “Oakenpass is an hour away from here.” 
 
    “Of course,” the dwarf replied. “We will head to the castle now, and you can join us there.” 
 
    “I appreciate that, thank you,” I said honestly.  
 
    The crowd instantly dispersed, and we spent the next half-hour filling the four wagons with crates and sacks of gold pieces. I knew it was going to take a couple of trips to transport all of our belongings, but Arric, Pelleas, and Deryn each offered to carry a crate, and Ashe and I also took one each. 
 
    It also helped knowing that the entire village had offered their assistance, and that made the entire process much easier for everyone.  
 
    The only downside to Oakenpass was that it was how long it took to get there from the Grimmway, but it felt longer than an hour as we made our way toward the castle. I was so eager and excited to get our new home set up that it felt like Oakenpass was on the other side of Rengfri. 
 
    However, as we wandered through the Shadow Quarters, I noticed another crowd of creatures with other various items in their hands, or being pulled behind them. I saw artwork, rugs, and even a selection of beds being carried by some half-orcs. There were three beds in total, and twelve half-orcs worked together to carry the enormous pieces of furniture above their heads. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Sveila asked. 
 
    “I think the Shadow Quarters received the same message,” Ashe giggled. “Maybe they want to show their appreciation, too?” 
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, and it seemed as though everywhere I looked there was another undesirable with a crate full of items. I began to wonder if Madame Nyra had something to do with this, because she was now in charge of this village, and I made a note to ask her about it later.  
 
    “It looks like I won’t be needing to borrow Elora’s book after all,” Sveila said. “This makes things so much easier.” 
 
    “It certainly does.” I nodded. 
 
    “I feel like a fucking queen,” Ashe sighed as she tousled her silver-blue hair. 
 
    I grinned and leaned over to growl in her ear. “Good…”  
 
    We continued to wander behind the trail of undesirables until we reached Oakenpass. The werewolves couldn’t believe their eyes as we arrived at the castle, and they stared at the grand building with awe as they looked around the courtyard. 
 
    The courtyard was filled with the Grimmway and Shadow Quarters’ residents, and they stood patiently with their items at their feet as we headed for the main door.  
 
    “I can’t believe this is where you live now!” Deryn chuckled as he shook his head in bewilderment. 
 
    “I can,” I snorted. 
 
    “That’s true, actually,” Pelleas added. “It’s only right that the only demons in Rengfri live in a castle.” 
 
    “Do you really expect us to live anywhere else?” Ashe snickered. 
 
    “It certainly suits you.” Arric shrugged. “I’m just hoping you’ll allow us to visit whenever we want.” 
 
    “Of course.” I nodded. “I’ll need someone to keep watch, particularly until the angel has been defeated.” 
 
    “I volunteer to take the first watch,” Deryn chuckled. 
 
    “Then the position is yours.” I smirked. 
 
    One by one, the wagons were emptied, and while my women and I sorted through our belongings, the half-elves and the werewolves offered to return to the Grimmway to collect another load of crates and sacks. 
 
    “Where would you like all of this to go?” a red-haired elf asked as she motioned around her. 
 
    “Honestly, just put it wherever you think it should be.” I shrugged. “Sveila, can you show the half-orcs upstairs where the beds need to be?” 
 
    “Of course,” the Red Witch replied, and then she led the half-orcs toward the stairs.  
 
    “And everyone else, as long as the items are in the correct rooms, then we can do the rest,” I said. “You can leave artwork on the floor, and we’ll put that up ourselves.” 
 
    “Yes, you’ve helped enough by just bringing this here, so we’re happy to put it all away,” Ashe added. 
 
    “It’s only right that we continue to help.” The elf smiled. 
 
    When Sveila, Ashe, and I had first inspected the castle, it had felt very empty and quiet, yet now it was a collection of noise. 
 
    Elves, banshees, and dwarves ran through the wide corridors as they took their items into the kitchen, and a group of witches positioned decadent-looking armchairs in the living room. 
 
     I knew the noise wasn’t going to last forever, and it would feel quiet again once everyone left. However, Lux and Lixiss would soon be arriving, and I just knew how loud and chaotic the castle would become with the black fairy twins living with us. 
 
    Speaking of the black fairies, as I was in the courtyard, I noticed ten black fairies working as a team to bring three enormous white mattresses up the grassy hill.  
 
    “What’s this?” I asked with a laugh.  
 
    “A present from Madame Nyra.” One fairy smiled. “She wanted to offer you the best mattress pieces could buy. You’ll soon know what we mean when you sleep on them, but they’re unlike anything you’ve ever seen before.” 
 
    The mattresses didn’t look different from the ones in the manor, except they had a silver shimmer running through them. I wasn’t sure if that was from the glare of the sun, but if Madame Nyra said they were good, then I had to believe her.  
 
    “What’s so different about them?” I asked.  
 
    “Have you ever heard of an anchor moth?” the fairy questioned.  
 
    “No.” I shook my head. 
 
    “Well, anchor moths are incredibly rare,” she replied. “They are quickly dying out because they’re killed for the dust that coats their wings. However, Madame Nyra knows someone who can collect that dust without killing the moths, and it’s inserted into the cloth to create the softest mattress you’ll ever lie on. The dust comes with a healing, calming power, which allows you to fall into a peaceful sleep, despite how awake you may feel.” 
 
    “That sounds fucking good,” I chuckled.  
 
    “Believe us, it’s amazing.” A fairy smiled. 
 
    “Well, Sveila is currently upstairs sorting out the beds with some half-orcs,” I said. “So if you can take them up there, then she can show you where to put them.” 
 
    “Thank you,” the fairies said in unison as they carried the mattresses through the main door. 
 
    I couldn’t believe how quickly the castle began to fill with colors and magical items, and it looked nothing like the place we had visited yesterday.  
 
    But I quickly fell in love with one area of the castle in particular, and I knew I was going to spend a lot of time down there. 
 
    The basement, although smaller than I’d first imagined, looked incredible with my ever-growing collection of pieces taking up the space. There were still twenty sacks of pieces to be brought over from the manor, and I couldn’t wait to bring more sacks in here as the pieces came rolling in. 
 
    The majority of the sacks were bulging at the seams with the amount of gold coins that were shoved inside them. However, a few of the sacks had opened during the journey, so I simply emptied them onto the floor and stared at the mesmerizing sight of the glimmering pieces.  
 
    Although I loved to have the coins safely kept in the sacks, I could also imagine what it would look like if I came down to the basement and had to swim through the coins to get from one side to the other. The picture of my women lying naked on the pieces also ran through my mind, and fucking them against our riches was definitely something I was going to have to bring to life.  
 
    “So,” Ashe said as I left the basement. “I’ve been thinking about our bedrooms.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “What have you decided?” 
 
    “I think the twins should have a room, of course,” she explained. “Sveila and I will share, and then you can have the master bedroom, since you are our master, after all… You could come to our rooms each night, or we could go into yours. That way you have plenty of room to bask in your riches and privacy, but you can choose who, where, and how you’d like to spend your evenings.” 
 
    “I think that’s the perfect idea.” I grinned like a heathen as I left a biting kiss on her plump lower lip. “I look forward to devising all sorts of sinful games to decide where I’ll spend my evenings…” 
 
    “Mmmm… then let’s go and check out our new bedrooms.” She grinned. 
 
    Ashe looped her arm through mine as we headed for the stairs, but then we came to a halt as we noticed a Green Witch standing in front of the main fireplace. 
 
    All of a sudden, the witch clapped her hands together as a green light sparked between them. The light grew larger and larger, and then she slowly opened out her hands as she aimed the light at the fireplace. 
 
    The wood and coal at the bottom of the fireplace began to smoke and burn, and the light of the almighty fire quickly began to spread across the tiled flooring. The red and orange flames crackled and spat against the darkness of the fireplace, and the sweet scent of smoke drifted past my nose. 
 
    “Aaah, that’s better,” the witch said as she rubbed her hands together to create some heat. “I don’t think you noticed how cold it is in here.” 
 
    “No, we didn’t,” I snickered. “But thank you for the fire. We’ll need to keep that in mind, especially as Sveila and the twins feel the cold more than we do.” 
 
    “I didn’t think the twins had any issues with the weather, especially with the outfits they wear,” Ashe chuckled as we walked up the stairs. “I can’t imagine those garments keep them very warm.” 
 
    “‘Garments’ is an interesting thing to call their outfits,” I said as I pictured the fairies’ makeshift garb. “Scraps of material is probably a better description.” 
 
    “Either way, that wouldn’t keep them dry during a storm.” Ashe shrugged.  
 
    We continued to talk about the twins as we followed the sounds of heavy furniture being moved around. Then as we arrived on the third floor, we came across Sveila and the half-orcs in the master bedroom.  
 
    The original broken bed had been cleared away, and a new iron frame had been slotted into place opposite the grand windows. The anchor moth mattress was the perfect size, and a thick, golden cover and plump pillows added the final touches to my new bed.  
 
    “This looks amazing,” I said as I ran my hand across the cover. “Where did you find this?” 
 
    “Underneath the white cloth that covered the old bed,” Sveila replied. “We never looked underneath it, but this had been hiding there the entire time.” 
 
     “It’s deliciously soft…” I grinned as I imagined all my women writhing on top of the decadent fabric.  
 
    “This is the perfect room for you, Atticus,” Ashe said. “And it’s right beside our rooms, too, so we’ll always be close by.” 
 
    “Which is exactly what I want.” I smirked. “Easy access.”  
 
    “We’ll use the bedrooms up here, and then we can go onto the second floor when you bring more women into this castle.” Ashe fluttered her eyelashes at me. “Which we know will happen in due time.” 
 
    “Of course, it will,” I chuckled. “But I’d like to enjoy the ones I have first.” 
 
    “And you do a wonderful job at doing just that.” Sveila winked. “Okay, shall we work on the other rooms?” 
 
    “Sure.” I nodded. 
 
    We decided to give the twins the bedroom next to mine. 
 
     It was a great size, and it had a large, arched window which looked out onto the courtyard below. It already came with a closet where the twins could store their clothes, and it also had another giant fireplace to heat up the room. 
 
    The half-orcs worked together to place a bed opposite the window, and Lux and Lixiss could fill the room with their belongings when they arrived. 
 
    “I like it,” Ashe said as she peered out the window. “It’s nice that it comes with a view of Oakenpass.” 
 
    “Yes, and I like the size of it,” Sveila added. 
 
    “Me, too.” I nodded. 
 
    Then my women and I wandered into the bedroom opposite mine, which they instantly claimed as their own. It was almost like a copy of the master bedroom, with a balcony that wrapped around the corner of the castle. The door was hidden among the red-and-golden walls, and the room came with a closet and a dresser against the window. 
 
    “You know what we should use this closet for?” Ashe asked.  
 
    “Dresses?” I frowned.  
 
    “No…” She smirked. “Weapons. Every blade, arrow, knife in the surface world…” 
 
    “But the closet isn’t big enough for all of that,” Sveila said.  
 
    “It’s not big enough… yet,” Ashe giggled. “But what did you say about charming a house? Making it bigger on the inside than it appears on the outside?” 
 
    “You want to warp this closet?” I asked.  
 
    “If it’s possible?” Ashe shrugged.  
 
    “I…” Sveila glanced around nervously. “I personally haven’t warped anything before, I only know how to spot if a building has been charmed or not. But we could find someone who can do it for you?” 
 
    “Would it work?” Ashe asked. “Or does it have to be the entire house?” 
 
    “No, it can be a singular room.” Sveila nodded. “Or… a closet, in this case. If you want it for weapons, then you can have that. I’d just need to find a witch who is powerful enough.” 
 
    “Well, there are plenty of witches in this castle right now,” I chuckled.  
 
    “Then I’ll see if any of them can do the job for you.” The Red Witch smiled. 
 
    “Yay!” Ashe cheered. “Aah, I love watching witches cast their spells! And you, Sveila!” 
 
    “I’m not very good…” Sveila said with a shy smile. 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked. “You’re amazing.” 
 
    “Yeah, you’re getting better every day,” Ashe said as she threw her arms around the Red Witch. 
 
    Sveila had been incredibly shy when we’d first met her, but she had grown since the night we rescued her from the hovel in the priest’s estate. It also helped that we became good friends with Garrik and Elora, because Sveila would have struggled with her spells if it wasn’t for the female half-elf. 
 
    Once the bedrooms had been completed, we returned downstairs where the undesirables were still working away to place their offerings in the right rooms. Sveila found a Green Witch to ask about warping the closet, and the witch instantly accepted the challenge. 
 
    The wagons and the werewolves had arrived with the last of our belongings from the manor, so my women and I unloaded the crates and sacks of pieces to put them away in their proper places.  
 
    When Sparkles and the tinsel fairies delivered our food, Ashe was upstairs sorting out her new closet, so she never realized that Sparkles had arrived. 
 
    The fairies and the undesirables completed their tasks perfectly, and I handed each fairy one hundred pieces. It was enough to get them drunk for two weeks, so I imagined they headed straight for a tavern as they left the castle.  
 
    I also tried to offer the undesirables some pieces, too, but they didn’t want to take it. They all reminded me that the new items were an offer to show their gratitude, and they couldn’t accept a payment for that. 
 
    Either way, I’d be sure to repay them for their hard work, whether that meant keeping them safe, or keeping them supplied with pieces. 
 
    Once everything had been sorted, and everyone had left, I decided it was time to visit Madame Nyra’s manor. I felt like I had been waiting eons for the twins to finally be mine, so I wasn’t going to delay that moment any more than I already had.  
 
    The werewolves were more than happy to keep guard, and they placed themselves in various spots in the courtyard in order to keep an eye on all sides of the castle. Particularly now that they had to look out for High Elves, and not just the angel. 
 
    The run toward the Shadow Quarters was full of laughter and enjoyment, and all three of us were just as eager to get there.  
 
    We made a quick stop off at the tabaxi’s hut to inform the cat-man that the manor was free for him to move into, and from what he said in response, he was ready to move, too. 
 
    Just like the first journey to Oakenpass, the run from one side of the Shadow Quarters to the other felt like it took hours. The distance between us and Madame Nyra’s manor looked further and further away every time I took a step.  
 
    But as we finally arrived in front of the invisible house, the air around us began to shimmer before we had even stopped outside the iron gate. 
 
    “Fuck, they’re quick today,” Sveila giggled.  
 
    “Atticus, Atticus!” a recognizable voice said as the house came into view.  
 
    “Hello.” I smirked.  
 
    Lux and Lixiss were standing at the gate with two little sacks at their feet. The twins bounced on their toes, and their black wings vibrated with pure excitement.  
 
    “Is it true, Atticus?” Lixiss asked. “Are we going to live with you?” 
 
    “You are,” I replied. “But… how did you know?”  
 
    “That would be my fault,” Madame Nyra chuckled as she flew down to stand beside the twins. “Some of my darlings saw you transporting all of your stuff out of the village this morning, so I knew you were headed for your new home.” 
 
    “Nothing gets past you, Nyra,” Ashe laughed. 
 
    “And thank you for your gift,” I said. “The mattresses look intriguing. I’m assuming you informed the rest of the village about helping us with the move?”  
 
    “That was actually Sparkles.” The black fairy smiled. “She and her little friends flew around the entire village, and I just knew I had to help in some way.” 
 
    “Sparkles?” Ashe snorted. “Fuck, maybe she can be of use after all.”  
 
    “See, she’s not that bad.” I winked. “But… Madame Nyra, how did you know I was going to come for the twins today? I might have waited until everything was ready first.” 
 
    “Oh, I didn’t know that part,” Nyra chuckled. “I simply told them that they were going to live with you–” 
 
    “Yes, and we cannot wait!” Lux screamed. 
 
    “We’ve dreamed of this day for so long!” Lixiss grinned. “And now it’s finally here!” 
 
    “As I was saying.” Madame Nyra gave the twins a playful smirk. “All I said was that they were going to live with you, and so they have been standing at this gate all afternoon.” 
 
    “But what if we didn’t arrive until tomorrow?” Sveila asked.  
 
    “I don’t care!” Lux bounced. “We needed to be ready!” 
 
    “And you certainly are,” I laughed. “Well, if you’ve got everything you need, then I suppose there’s no reason to hang around.” 
 
    In unison, Lux and Lixiss swung open the gate and threw themselves at me. They placed hungry kisses against my cheeks, and their hands roamed across my chest and back.  
 
    It felt fucking good to have them in my arms again, and I spotted the delighted smiles that crossed Ashe and Sveila’s faces. 
 
    “The best part is that you don’t even know where you’ll be living,” Ashe giggled. “Unless you heard it from Sparkles, of course.” 
 
    “They haven’t heard anything,” Madame Nyra replied. “They’ve been too busy screaming and packing.” 
 
    “Do you think we should tell them?” Sveila asked.  
 
    “Um… No.” I smirked. “I think we should keep it as a surprise.” 
 
    “A surprise?” Lux asked. “Why can’t we know now?” 
 
    “Trust me,” Ashe said as she tapped the twins on the shoulders. “You’ll want it to be a surprise.” 
 
    “I don’t care where we live, just as long as it’s with you!” Lux squeezed her arms tight around me. 
 
    “Oh, my darlings, I will miss you,” Madame Nyra said with a sad smile.  
 
    “But we’ll return every day, Madame Nyra.” Lixiss shrugged. “We still have work to do for you, so you won’t even realize that we’ve gone.” 
 
    “Yes, it’ll just be the evenings that are different,” Lux added. 
 
    “Even so, my darlings, I’ll still miss you,” the black fairy leader replied.  
 
    The twins stepped away from me in order to give Madame Nyra a hug, and I already craved to feel them against me once again, even though they were right in front of me.  
 
    But at least I knew they were coming home with us.  
 
    And there was no doubt in my mind who I was going to share a bed with this evening.

  

 
   
    Chapter 11 
 
    I couldn’t control my laughter at the expressions on Lux and Lixiss’ faces as they walked into the castle. Their jaws dropped open, their eyes widened, and they spun around on their dainty feet almost like they had no idea where to look or what was going on. 
 
    They didn’t know they were going to be moving into a castle, so I imagined it was the last place they’d expected. 
 
    “Do you like it?” Ashe giggled as she closed the main door behind us.  
 
    “Do we like it?” Lux asked. “I think it’s safe to say we like it.” 
 
    “It’s incredible,” Lixiss added as she stared down at the tiled flooring and then looked back up at me. “Are we really living here?” 
 
    “Yes.” I smirked. “Unless we just moved our stuff in here for fun.” 
 
    “And the rest of the fucking Grimmway,” Ashe added. 
 
    “I… I just…” Lux laughed. “I have no words!” 
 
    “Come on, then,” Sveila said as she lifted the twins’ sacks off the ground. “Shall we give you a grand tour of the place?” 
 
    We didn’t have to ask the twins twice, and they instantly took off as they began to look around the castle. 
 
    Ashe and Sveila happily explained everything to them, like the great hall, the kitchen, and even the flower bed and the empty pond in the courtyard. Lux and Lixiss squealed and hugged each other as they entered each room, and neither of them could handle their excitement. 
 
    It didn’t take long to show them the second floor, especially as all of the rooms were empty, so then we moved on to the third floor. 
 
    “This is where Sveila and I will sleep,” Ashe said as we walked into their bedroom.  
 
    “Oh, I love it!” Lux replied as she flew around the vaulted ceiling. 
 
    “And there’s a balcony through that door.” Sveila pointed toward the hidden door. 
 
    After that, we showed them the master bedroom, as well as the smaller rooms that were going to be used for weapons and outfits. But then it was time to take the twins into their new room. 
 
    “Then if you come this way…” Ashe smirked as she headed for the second bedroom. “This will be your room.” 
 
    “Our room?” Lixiss gasped.  
 
    “Of course,” I snickered. “Everyone has their own room.” 
 
    The twins inspected every corner of their new bedroom, and Lux instantly recognized the anchor moth mattress as she jumped onto their bed. 
 
    From the way the black fairy had positioned herself on the bed, I had the ability to see everything the twin had to offer, and also the fact that she wasn’t wearing any undergarments.  
 
    Lux caught sight of my wandering eyes, and she gave me a coy smile as she played with the strip of leather that barely covered her pussy. 
 
    “Well, I think we’ve shown you everything…” Ashe smirked as she took a hold of Sveila’s hand. “Why don’t we leave them to get comfortable, Sveila?” 
 
    “I think that’s the perfect idea,” Sveila replied. “I’d like to see all of the gifts we received.” 
 
    I knew exactly what my women were up to, and I wasn’t about to stop them. 
 
    “We’ll meet you downstairs at some point.” I shrugged. “Unless Lux and Lixiss would like to join you?” 
 
    “I will soon,” Lixiss said casually. “But I’d like to get used to our bedroom first.” 
 
    “Yes, I do, too.” Lux nodded as she sat up in the bed. “But thank you for the offer.” 
 
    “Of course.” Sveila smiled, and then she and Ashe headed for the door. “Make yourselves at home!” 
 
    The twins didn’t even wait until the door was closed before they launched themselves onto me. 
 
    Their black wings buzzed and vibrated as they covered my face with kisses, and as the scent of their arousal filled the room, my cock began to grow painfully erect against my pants. The last time I’d seen them, I said we could play a game, but I no longer gave a fuck about playing games. 
 
    I needed them more than I needed air to breathe, and I knew the twins both had the same desires.  
 
    Lixiss played with the buttons of my shirt as Lux pulled me in for a passionate kiss, and I couldn’t control the deep moan that left my mouth as Lux’s tongue stroked my own. 
 
    “I’ve missed this,” Lixiss whispered as her hands found their way onto the button of my pants. “And I’ve definitely missed this!” 
 
    In one swoop, the black fairy pulled my pants down to my ankles, and her soft hand grabbed onto my cock as she began to pull and tug.  
 
    “Mmmm,” I moaned against Lux’s lips. 
 
    “Oh, Atticus…” Lixiss hissed as she ran her tongue up my shaft. 
 
    My hands roamed across Lux’s back, and as I clenched my fingers around her lacy top, I pulled the material apart and let it fall to the floor as the fairy’s breasts pressed against my chest.  
 
    I had one twin sucking on my hardened cock, and the other rubbed her perky nipples against my skin as she bit down on my lips.  
 
    “Fuckkkk,” I groaned. 
 
    I’d always thought the twins were far more tame than Ashe and Sveila, but I was starting to think differently. They were eager to fill themselves with my demon seed, and it was clear they’d do anything in order to get exactly that. 
 
    “Atticus,” Lux whispered as her teeth let go of my bottom lip. “I want you to fuck me, Atticus.” 
 
    “Is that right?” I asked. 
 
    “Mhmm.” She nodded. 
 
    A second groan quickly blew from my lips as Lixiss gently ran her teeth along my aching length as lightly as a feather. I had no idea how long I was going to last before Lixiss swallowed my cum, but I no longer cared. I needed to feel that release, and I needed to watch the black fairy drink every drop.  
 
    “Undress yourself,” I ordered as my hands balled into fists. 
 
    “Of course, master.” Lux smirked.  
 
    I glanced down at Lixiss as Lux took a step back, and the fairy stared right into my eyes as her head bobbed back and forth. Her hand was wrapped around the end of my cock, and it twisted the shaft slightly every time she took my length down her throat.  
 
    To my left, Lux toyed with the leather around her waist, and she kicked off her black heels before she pulled her skirt down her lightly tanned legs. I couldn’t seem to take my eyes away from her bare pussy, and I could already tell how wet and ready she was from the stronger scent in the air. 
 
    “Get on the bed and prepare yourself,” I demanded.  
 
    Lux couldn’t fight off the excited smile, and I watched her breasts bounce as she skipped toward the bed. 
 
    All of a sudden, the urge to cum became even stronger, and Lixiss increased her speed as my panting breaths left my lips. 
 
    I locked my hands in her black hair, and then before I could prepare her, streams of thick, warm cum exploded from my cock as they hit the back of her throat.  
 
    “Mmmm,” Lixiss moaned as she swallowed it all. 
 
    White specks formed in my eyes, and a violent shiver raced down my back as the final spurt filled Lixiss’ mouth. 
 
    “Aaaahhh,” I sighed as my eyes closed for a brief second. 
 
    “I hope that was okay for you, master?” Lixiss asked as she cleaned her lips with one finger.  
 
    “It was more than okay,” I growled. “It was fucking incredible.” 
 
    “Good.” She smirked. “Because all we want is to please you.” 
 
    “And you do,” I replied. “Greatly.” 
 
    I didn’t need to tell Lixiss what to do next. The twin instantly began to strip from her outfit as I removed my pants and shoes and sauntered toward Lux.  
 
    The black fairy had one hand dangerously close to her drenched pussy, and the second hand was perched over one breast as she tugged and pulled at her nipple. Her pussy lips glistened with the wetness that threatened to escape, and I couldn’t wait to fill the mischievous fairy with my cock.  
 
    So I didn’t.  
 
    “I’m going to fuck you both, one at a time,” I said as I parted Lux’s legs. 
 
    “Yesssss,” the fairy hissed. “Pleeeease.” 
 
    As Lixiss sat patiently beside her sister, I pulled Lux toward the end of the bed, and she automatically locked her ankles around my back as I tugged on my cock once again.  
 
    It took no time at all for my member to harden, and my skin tingled at the thought of fucking Lux until she completely exploded. 
 
    Then, as Lux continued to plead, I lined my cock up with her moist entrance, and I slammed myself inside in one thrust.  
 
    “Fuuuuuckkk!” Lux screamed. 
 
    “Oooo-hoooo,” I groaned.  
 
    I remembered the twins were tight, but I’d forgotten just how tight they were. It felt like my cock was going to get snapped in half, and I was almost scared I’d break Lux at the same time.  
 
    Every time I forced myself to thrust again and again, Lux would squeeze her walls around me, which only added to the pleasure. It was utterly sinful how tight and wet she was, and I couldn’t wait to unload my seed into her. 
 
    The iron bed skidded back and forth against the wall as I upped my speed and rocked my hips harder and harder. Lux’s breasts bounced with the motion, and she kept her hands over her chest as she massaged the sleek mounds.  
 
    “Aaah, Atticuuuuuus!” Lux cried. “Fuck yesssss!” 
 
    “You feel so fucking good,” I grunted as I grabbed a hold of her tiny hips. 
 
    A light pant from beside me caused me to look over at Lixiss, and it was obvious from the way she bit down on her lips that she needed to feel me as much as her sister did.  
 
    “You can prepare yourself,” I said as a twinge ran through my cock. “I want to know everything you’re thinking as you finger yourself.” 
 
    My balls tensed with pleasure as Lixiss laid on her back and began to tease me with her wandering fingers. Her pussy, just like Lux’s, glistened with her juices, and a loud moan fell from my mouth as Lixiss’ fingers became lost inside her pussy lips.  
 
    “Ah, ah, aaaaah!” the black fairy’s face clenched up in pleasure.  
 
    “Tell me what you’re thinking,” I ordered as I slammed into Lux once again.  
 
    “I’m i-imagining that…” Lixiss paused to take a breath. “That my fingers are your cock.” 
 
    “And how does that feel?” I asked.  
 
    “Like nothing else in the world!” she cried. “Fuck, I neeeed you, Atticus!” 
 
    “Soon.” I smirked.  
 
    My hips rocked even harder than before, and I thought the bedframe was going to snap from the number of times it slammed into the stone wall.  
 
     “Yeeeeessssss,” Lux hissed. “Atticus… please! I’m so… so close!” 
 
    Her wings fluttered against the bedcover, and Lux rolled her head from side to side as she tried to fight back the pleasure. Her tiny pussy strained around my length, and my cock wept with delight as I neared my orgasm. 
 
     Both of the black fairies were seconds away from their climaxes, and I no longer had the ability to hold back.  
 
    “Cum for me,” I growled as my eyes winced closed.  
 
    Then, in complete unison, all three of us found our releases at the same time. The twins let out violent shrieks as their bodies twisted and jolted on the bed, and a smoky groan rippled from my chest as I slammed into Lux once more as my cock exploded.  
 
    Streams of thick, demon seed filled her tight tunnel, and I felt both Lux and I shake with pleasure as our orgasms shattered through us. Her addictive juices soaked my cock as I pumped my cum into her womb, and her breasts heaved up and down as she tried to control her breathing.  
 
    Lixiss still remained with her hand lost between her legs, and she nibbled on her lips as a shiver ran down the entire length of her tan body. 
 
    It looked as though she had completely lost her energy, but a few minutes after her explosive orgasm, Lixiss began to beg for my cock again, and I wasn’t one to ignore a plea.  
 
    So as Lux laid peacefully on one side of the bed, I positioned myself between Lixiss’ legs as I stared at her delicious pussy. I knew exactly how they tasted, so I couldn’t help myself when I leaned forward, collected her juices on the tip of my finger, and then placed it in my mouth.  
 
    “Ohhhhh,” I groaned. “Fuck, you taste incredible.” 
 
    “Thank you, master.” Lixiss winked.  
 
    That singular taste was all it took for my cock to harden, and I pulled the fairy toward me as I lined my cock up with her sopping wet entrance. 
 
    A cry loud enough to fill the entire village escaped from Lixiss as I filled her with my member, and her tight walls squeezed the life out of my cock as she began to meet my thrusts. 
 
    The bed slammed against the wall some more, and the two of us groaned and sighed in unison as we each fought against the pleasure. 
 
    Lixiss’ wings fluttered against the bed sheets, her eyes winced closed, and she kept her ankles locked behind my back as I continued to slam myself into her tight pussy. 
 
    “Mhmmmm, Atticusssss,” Lixiss moaned. “Pleeeease, give me your seed!” 
 
    “And I will,” I growled.  
 
    “I need it soooo badly!” she whined.  
 
    It wasn’t going to be long before I pumped my cum into Lixiss’ tiny body, and she was already fighting back her own orgasm, but I wanted to tease her a little.  
 
    I wanted to hear her beg for my cum, just like she begged for my cock. 
 
    After several minutes of teasing went by, I knew I couldn’t hold on much longer. So, as I slammed into her pussy with a solid thrust, I ordered Lixiss to cum, and that was exactly what she did. 
 
    I felt her entire body tremble around me as she reached her climax, and my throbbing cock became drenched in her juices as streams of cum poured from the tip. 
 
    Lixiss’ lightly tanned skin felt sticky in my hands from sweat, and her deep breaths blew from her lips in a rapid pace as she somehow managed to regain her energy. 
 
    The satiated smiles on Lux and Lixiss’ faces caused a smile of my own to appear. Then as I pulled myself out from Lixiss’ entrance, I fell onto the bed between them and opened out my arms for the twins to curl up against my body. 
 
    “That was even better than I remembered,” Lux giggled into the silence of the room. “I knew it was beyond incredible, but I forgot it was that good.” 
 
    “Well, I’ll need to make sure you don’t forget again.” I smirked. 
 
    “Luckily we live here now,” Lixiss said blissfully.  
 
    “Yes, you do,” I growled. “You’ll never spend a night away from here ever again.” 
 
    “We wouldn’t want to, not even if someone paid us all the pieces in the world.” Lux kissed my cheek. “We belong with you, Atticus.” 
 
    “You’ve always been mine,” I replied. “I just had to make Madame Nyra realize that.” 
 
    “I’m so glad she allowed us to live with you,” Lixiss giggled. “It was the best surprise we’ve ever received.” 
 
    “I’m glad you think so.” I smiled. “Because I’ve been waiting for this moment for a long time.” 
 
    “So have we,” Lux whispered. 
 
    The sun had started to set by the time the twins and I pulled ourselves away from the comfortable bed. Lux and Lixiss only removed themselves from my arms when they had to change back into their makeshift outfits, but I was okay with that.  
 
    Just having them as a permanent presence in the castle, and knowing they were going to stay here for the rest of their days, caused a contented feeling to swarm across my entire body. I was excited to see what the mischievous black fairies were going to bring to this relationship. If it was anything like what I witnessed whenever I went to Madame Nyra’s manor, then I knew it was going to be fun. 
 
    “I cannot believe we now live in a castle,” Lux laughed as the three of us left the room.  
 
    “There’s so much room to fly around in!” Lixiss replied.  
 
    “I’m still getting over it myself,” I said. “This will be the first night we’ve spent here, so I’m interested to see what it’s like.” 
 
    “Well, I think it’s quite clear what it’ll be like,” Lux giggled. “That bed is extremely comfortable, and having you there next to us makes it even better.” 
 
    “You can thank Madame Nyra for that one.” I smiled. “I can’t believe you didn’t realize she had given me those mattresses.” 
 
    “We were far too excited to notice anything,” Lixiss spoke for both of them. “But I think it goes without saying that you also added some comfort to the bed. Lux and I have spent our entire lives waiting for the day when a man would share our bed with us, and now here you are!” 
 
    “You waited for a man, but I bet you didn’t expect a demon to turn up,” I chuckled. 
 
    “That just made it ten times better,” Lux said as she placed a kiss on my cheek. “You always do.” 
 
    As the twins and I continued to walk down the various flights of stairs, I noticed a few more additions had been brought to the castle by the generous undesirables.  
 
    Red-and-gold woolen rugs had been placed neatly in the landings, and artwork I hadn’t seen before had been hooked onto the walls. Lit lanterns had also been added to the darkest corners of the castle to bring some light to the home, as well as a few armchairs and bookshelves. 
 
    Lux and Lixiss refused to let go of my hands as they led me into the grand kitchen. Ashe was busy working away in front of something that looked like a stove, but it looked different than the one we had in the manor.  
 
    It was essentially a fireplace mixed with a stove. A wide, red brick chimney traveled up to the ceiling. There was a selection of pots and pans sitting on a stone surface, and Ashe had created a roaring fire underneath which caused a warm breeze to blow around the kitchen. 
 
    “Oh, good, a fire,” Lixiss giggled. “It’s very cold in here.” 
 
    “Yeah, Sveila said the same thing,” Ashe said as she turned around to look at us. “I think we should have the fireplaces lit at all times, because the castle is much colder than the manor.” 
 
    “That’s fine with me.” I shrugged. “I’m more excited for the food, to be honest.” 
 
    I hadn’t eaten anything apart from the leg of meat earlier on in the day, so the sight of potatoes boiling away made me very excited. 
 
    “I was thinking while you three were upstairs, and you know what we should do?” Ashe asked as she checked on the tenderness of the boiling potatoes. “I think we should have a party!” 
 
    “A party?” I said with a look of disgust.  
 
    I wasn’t one to have parties, or banquets. Shit like that always turned into a thunderous brawl in my Void, and more often than not, the Lord Captains would show up to deliver lashings to anyone who didn’t join in. 
 
    “Yes, yes, a party!” the twins squealed in unison. 
 
    “See?” Ashe smirked. “Lux and Lixiss want a party, as do I.” 
 
    “But why do we have to have a party?” I asked. 
 
    “Uh… because we live in a castle?” she said like it was obvious. “We planned on having a celebration when we killed the angel anyway, so here is the perfect place! We could use the great hall, we could invite the werewolves, orcs, and mermaids, the undesirables who helped today, and even little Iris could come along!” 
 
    “What about Sparkles?” I smirked. 
 
    “Absolutely not,” Ashe replied without hesitation. 
 
    “And we could get someone to play some music.” Lux grinned. “You wouldn’t mind cooking for everyone, right Ashe?” 
 
    “Of course,” the demon replied. “But our guests can also bring their own food. Come on, Atticus. You’ll love it!” 
 
    “Fine,” I sighed. “But only because you want one.” 
 
    The three women cheered loudly as they threw their arms around me, and as Sveila heard the commotion, she came into the kitchen and joined Ashe and the twins in the celebration.  
 
    “I was just in the great hall trying to hang some more artwork,” the Red Witch said. “And now we can prepare it for a party!” 
 
    “It won’t happen just yet.” I gave her a playfully pointed look. “So I wouldn’t get too excited.” 
 
    “Yes, but we can still speak to Iris about it,” Ashe replied as she lifted the food away from the stove. “Maybe she would make some dresses for Lux and Lixiss.” 
 
    “Us?” Lux frowned. “Really?” 
 
    “Of course.” I nodded. “Iris would make a dress for anyone.” 
 
    “But we wouldn’t exactly count this as a dress,” Lixiss giggled as she pulled at the leather skirt that looked more like undergarments.  
 
    “All you have to do is speak to her,” Sveila said sweetly. “Iris will take all of your ideas into consideration, and she’d be happy to make it for you. Even if you don’t want a full dress, that doesn’t matter to her.” 
 
    “Oh, I like the sound of Iris.” Lux smiled. “She sounds so sweet.” 
 
    “She’s like a delicate flower,” Sveila replied. 
 
    The women continued to talk about Iris and dresses as Ashe put the finishing touches to the dinner. But at one point, they discussed the idea of Iris making dresses for the mermaids, too, which made me think about something I still had to do.  
 
    I’d barely stopped moving since we defeated the Church, and I had been meaning to visit the mermaid cove, but I just hadn’t had the time. There were a few things I needed to do, including checking on the wounded undesirables, or the ones who were still needing the mermaids’ care. But mainly I needed to make sure the mermaids followed the High Elves so we knew exactly what those holy motherfuckers were up to.  
 
    It also felt like years since I had last held Naia in my hands, so I would have wanted to visit the cove regardless.  
 
    I needed to start finding a place for the orcs’ brewery in the morning, so this evening felt like the right time to visit the mermaids’ cove. And now that I had Lux and Lixiss in the castle with Sveila and Ashe, and my guards outside, I felt more confident about leaving the women here alone.  
 
    So once our dinner had been enjoyed, I explained my plan to my women, and they were all excited for me to go and check on Naia and the rest of the mermaids. 
 
    “Tell her we miss her!” Ashe called out as I left through the main door.  
 
    “I will,” I chuckled.  
 
    Arric, Pelleas, and Deryn were walking along the top of the outer wall, so I called up to them and told them exactly where I was going. I even checked the scents in the air, but none of them matched the angelic, pure stench of the holy bitch in town, so at least she wasn’t around here somewhere. 
 
    I couldn’t help but think about the angel as I allowed my Smoke Flight to take over my body, and I flew over Rengfri in the direction of the port. 
 
    I still had no idea why the angel hadn’t attacked us yesterday when I’d noticed her near the trees. I had seen her fucking golden glitter, so she must have caught on to my scent, or even Ashe and Sveila’s screams when they called out my name. That would have been the perfect time for the angel to attack, especially as the three of us weren’t thinking about anything apart from each other’s bodies. 
 
    But regardless of that, and whether the angel knew we were there or not, I wasn’t going to miss that opportunity again.  
 
    If I wanted to kill this angel, which I did, then I had to get an army together. I couldn’t allow the entirety of the Heavenly Glade to swoop down without the proper preparations in place, and I knew that would happen if I killed the fucking holy bitch.  
 
    But the angels should have known from the previous attacks in the past that demons from the Hellscape weren’t an easy target to aim for. We didn’t back down until we had what we desired, and what I desired was to see the angel’s lifeless body on the ground as I ended this childish game once and for all. 
 
    I just had to time my wrath perfectly. 
 
    Which made me wonder if that was what this angel bitch was doing, too. 
 
    We’d certainly proven we could bite back, and she had to know I had the most sinful districts of this city in my back pocket now. The truth was, she couldn’t afford to make a mistake. Not when she was dealing with a demon who’d managed to escape the Hellscape and overthrow the Church.  
 
    My musings on the angel came to an end as I reached the mermaids’ cove. I remembered what I thought when I’d first visited the coast, and how I imagined the mermaid cove to be blissful and covered in flowers, but it was the complete opposite of that. 
 
    The cove was dark and dismal and wild. The sea crashed relentlessly onto the jagged rocks, there was dried algae and barnacles on every surface, and the only shelter the mermaids had was a small cave off to one side. But now I knew how far back that cave went, and it was actually big enough to fit the entire group quite easily.  
 
    As I flew over the cove I noticed some of the mermaids bobbing in the sea, but the rest of the mermaids, including Naia, were seated at the boulders that made up their table and chairs. I couldn’t see any of the injured undesirables, so I assumed they were in the cave. 
 
    One of the best things about my Smoke Flight was the fact that no one knew I was there, not even my women who saw me on a daily basis. So the frightful expression on everyone’s faces when I appeared in front of them was always fun to see.  
 
    “Atticus!” Naia cried once she had gotten over the shock of seeing me reform in front of her.  
 
    The orange-haired mermaid leader leaped off the boulder she was sitting on, and she threw her arms and legs around me as she grabbed onto my face with both hands. 
 
    “I’ve missed you,” Naia almost growled.  
 
    “I’ve missed you as well.” I smiled.  
 
    All of a sudden, the mermaid fused her lips against mine, and her tongue stroked against my own as our heated, powerful kiss quickly increased into more. I locked my fingers through her luscious orange hair, and occasionally I caught sight of her glistening blue eyes. 
 
    Her sinful body was covered in the green-blue dress that naturally formed over her every time she stood on land. Her skin was as soft as velvet, and her scales shimmered in the moonlight every time she moved.  
 
    “Hello, Atticus,” a second voice was heard as I reluctantly ended the kiss.  
 
    I tucked Naia under my arm as I turned my head to see Sirena, Naia’s right-hand woman. Sirena held her hands on her hips as she sauntered over toward us, and her brown hair was damp, which made me think she had just left the water.  
 
    “Hello, Sirena,” I replied.  
 
    Sirena wasn’t overly fond of me when we’d first met, but none of the mermaids were, to be honest. They worked for the incubi at the time, and those motherfuckers had forced the mermaids to complete dangerous tasks for them. These beautiful fish-women had been brainwashed, and they had to do whatever the incubi said.  
 
    But now that the incubi were dead, and the mermaids saw that I was about to offer them a safer and better life, none of them had a problem with me anymore. They still tried to get me into the water, which is where a mermaid unleashed their hidden abilities, but I knew it was more for pleasure than danger. The sea was where they hunted for their next victims, and they used their undeniable beauty to lure their prey into their traps. 
 
    With me, I could tell from the scents drifting on the wild breeze that they wanted to lure me in for a much more pleasurable experience. 
 
    “So what brings you here, Atticus?” Naia asked.  
 
    “A few things, really,” I replied. “I wanted to check on the undesirables, but I also have a new job for you.” 
 
    “Of course.” The leader smiled. “Come, I’ll show you the undesirables first.” 
 
    Naia linked her fingers through mine, and then she walked me across the jagged rock toward the cave. The mermaids on the boulders watched me like a hawk with coy smiles on their faces, and a particular silver-haired mermaid quickly caught my attention.  
 
    “Nerissa,” I said suddenly as I stopped walking. “How are you?” 
 
    “I’m as good as new.” The mermaid smiled. “Thank you so much for asking.” 
 
    “And the wound across your stomach?” I frowned. “Has it healed?” 
 
    “There’s a slight scar, but it hasn’t limited me in any way,” she replied. “But I had my first proper swim yesterday, and it felt like I hadn’t even been injured in the first place.” 
 
    “Good, I’m glad to hear that.” I smiled.  
 
    Nerissa had been attacked during our fight against The Blessed, and at first, Naia and Sirena had been concerned it might have affected Nerissa’s abilities. Fortunately, with a wonderful ointment and enough kelp bandages, the mermaid had made a full recovery, and it had only been a week since the fight against The Blessed.  
 
    However, it was clear as soon as I walked into the cave that a few of the undesirables were still struggling. 
 
    Each wounded being had their own bed on the ground made from scraps of material and balled-up seaweed, and they were all situated along one wall. The number of residents had decreased since we’d saved them from the church, and the few who remained were sleeping peacefully on their beds with damp kelp placed over their foreheads. 
 
    “I wake them up every three hours so they can take their healing potions, and they spend most of their time sleeping,” Naia whispered. “They’re dangerously weak and dehydrated, so they won’t be returning home until I feel comfortable letting them go.” 
 
    “You’re doing an amazing job,” I said in the same hushed tone. “Sveila gives me updates whenever she comes to see you.” 
 
    “I don’t think some of our patients would have survived if it wasn’t for Sveila,” Naia sighed sadly. “Her healing potions are incredible.” 
 
    “Nothing makes her happier than knowing she’s helped someone.” I smiled. “And the Green Witch with the crushed leg? Has she returned home?” 
 
    “She has,” Naia replied. “I allowed her to leave as soon as she was comfortable walking with the stick. Her leg is still broken, but I’m confident it’ll heal in time. She just needs to be careful for now.” 
 
    “But to think all of this has happened in less than a week is amazing,” I said truthfully. “I imagined there to be far more undesirables who still required your attention.” 
 
    “We thought the same, but they’re much stronger than we first expected,” Naia responded. 
 
    “Atticus,” a sylph said as she stood up from her bed. “How wonderful it is to see you again.” 
 
    The bastard bishop had sliced off the little sylph’s wing, because that was a clear “deformity,” and it was what made the sylph different from humans. It was difficult to see the sylph with only one wing, but she still had a cheery smile on her face. 
 
    “I’m sorry I couldn’t come sooner,” I replied. “I heard you’re learning how to fly again?” 
 
    “I am.” The sylph grinned. “It’s hard, and every day is a challenge, but I’m getting there.” 
 
    “That’s good to hear,” I said. “I hope to see you flying around the Shadow Quarters in no time.” 
 
    “So do I,” she laughed. 
 
    “Now, get some rest,” Naia ordered softly. “You won’t be going anywhere unless you rest.” 
 
    “Okay…” the sylph said as she gave me a cheeky grin. “See you again soon, Atticus.” 
 
    “I won’t leave it so long next time,” I replied.  
 
    “So,” Naia said as we left the cave. “You said you had a new job for us? 
 
    “Yes,” I replied. “Some of the werewolves overheard the High Elves talking about me last night,” I explained. “We’re not sure what the elves are up to, we just know that they know about me killing their men in the catacombs and probably overthrowing the Church.” 
 
    “Okay…” Naia led.  
 
    “So, I know everyone has been incredibly busy keeping track of the angel, but would you mind having a few of your women watch out for the High Elves?” I asked. “You just need to follow them, potentially listen in on any conversations, and then report back to me if you hear anything.” 
 
    “Absolutely.” Naia nodded. “You know we’d do anything for you, Atticus. Whether it’s to follow the angel or the High Elves, as long as it means you’re safe, then we don’t care what we have to do.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I smiled. “I thought you would say that, but I didn’t want to throw it on you without explaining it first.” 
 
    “That’s very sweet.” She winked. “But I don’t expect anything less from someone as wonderful as you.” 
 
    “You know me too well.” I smirked as I pulled her addictive body against mine. “There was also one other thing I needed to run past you, but it was sort of more Ashe’s idea than my own.” 
 
    “Okay,” Naia laughed. “I’m always interested to know what Ashe has to say.” 
 
    “Yes, so am I,” I snickered. “But basically, we were talking about her favorite dressmaker, Iris, and Ashe said maybe you and the other mermaids would like Iris to make some dresses for you. The elf has so much potential, and we really want her to get more customers, so I thought I’d run the idea past you while I’m here.” 
 
    “Well, our dresses appear as we step onto dry land, as you know,” Naia said. “It’s all got to do with our tails, so we can’t stop it from happening. However… it would be quite nice to wear a different color other than green for once.” 
 
    “I can imagine,” I chuckled. “And it’s not like you can’t remove your dresses. I should know.” 
 
    “True.” Naia smirked as her blue eyes glinted. “The only thing I’m worried about is payment.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I frowned. 
 
    “Well, we don’t pay with pieces,” she explained. “In fact, we have no reason to pay for anything. So the only thing I could offer Iris is perhaps some treasure? We have mountains of treasure that we’ve ‘borrowed’ from sailors and pirates we’ve killed in the past. Do you think Iris might like some rings, necklaces, or goblets?” 
 
    “I’m sure Iris would accept anything.” I shrugged. “But you don’t need to worry about that. I’ll pay for every mermaid in this cove to receive a new dress if they’d like one.” 
 
    “That’s incredibly kind of you, Atticus,” Naia said as she leaned up and gave me a kiss. “It’s sweet of you to take such good care of us…” 
 
    The mermaid left a soft bite on the chiseled edge of my jaw, and I drew in a sharp breath as my grip on her hand tightened. 
 
    Just that bite alone reminded me how wild and untamed the blue-eyed beauty could be, and I let her nibble her way down my neck as I tried to keep the conversation on track. 
 
    “Would that affect your ability to turn invisible?” I asked. “If you’re wearing an outfit that isn’t a part of your body?” 
 
    “Oh… that’s a good question.” Naia frowned as she pulled away from her kisses. “It might, but if that’s the case, we can change out of Iris’ dresses before every scouting mission.” 
 
    “Well, just let me know if this is something you’re interested in, and I’ll be sure to sort it out,” I said. 
 
    “You’re so good to us,” Naia said blissfully as she stroked my face with the back of her hand.  
 
    “I only treat my women with the utmost respect.” I smirked. 
 
    “You’re not wrong,” Naia giggled. “Speaking of which… when do I get to be lavished by your attention again?” 
 
    I grinned at her hungry expression before I brought my lips to her ear, and then I let my smoky breath roll over her skin until she was shivering. 
 
    “Be a good girl and do as I ask, and you’ll find out,” I growled softly. 
 
    The wild mermaid’s eyes were ablaze with arousal when I pulled away, and I saw the muscle in her jaw twitch as she tried to contain her urges. 
 
    I didn’t stay for too much longer after that, mainly because I knew the mermaids were about to leave to hunt down the angel and the High Elves. 
 
    It always pained me to leave Naia, Sirena, and the rest of the mermaids, but I knew it wouldn’t be long before I saw them again. It was just annoying that the mermaids had to remain near water, otherwise I would have forced them to move into the castle with the rest of us. I certainly had enough bedrooms for everyone.  
 
    But at least I had Ashe, Sveila, Lux, and Lixiss waiting for me at home, and their beautiful, sinful faces came into my mind as I flew back toward Oakenpass.  
 
    I wondered what they were up to, and what they had been doing since I’d left. There was no doubt in my mind that they had done something mischievous, and perhaps they had opened a few bottles of tonic we’d brought over from the Grimmway manor.  
 
    But those ideas quickly left my mind as I neared the castle, because the disgusting scent of angelic perfection was thick in the air.  
 
    Arric, Pelleas, and Deryn were still walking along the outer wall as they kept guard, and they swished their heads from side to side, almost like they were trying to look out for the angel.  
 
    I deactivated my Smoke Flight hell power as I drifted down onto the wall, and then I called the werewolves over with a motion of my hand.  
 
    “The angel is here,” I said in a harsh whisper.  
 
    “Yes,” Arric growled as he scanned his surroundings. “We just caught on to her scent, but we haven’t seen anything yet.” 
 
    “She’ll be hiding somewhere out of sight,” I said with certainty. “The scent is thick like paste, so I know she’s close.” 
 
    “We made sure to keep the women inside,” Deryn added. “I didn’t want them to be out here until we knew exactly what was happening.” 
 
    “That’s great, thank you,” I replied. “I’ll make sure the women are okay, and then I’ll join you out here to keep searching.” 
 
    “Of course.” Pelleas nodded. 
 
    I used my Smoke Flight again to fly down from the wall, and as soon as I dropped my hell power, the main door of the castle was forced open, and Ashe stormed out with a ferocious look on her face. 
 
    “Atticus?” Ashe growled as she scanned the sky. “Can you smell that?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I snarled. “But I haven’t seen anything just yet.” 
 
    “No, we haven’t, either,” Ashe said as she held her hands on her hips. “But I only just caught on to the scent, so I made Sveila and the twins stay together, just in case.” 
 
    “Good idea,” I replied. “The angel didn’t attack last time, so it could just be her way of taunting us again.” 
 
    “Maybe.” Ashe shrugged. “But either way, I think we should–” 
 
    But Ashe didn’t have the time to finish that sentence.  
 
    Because as soon as I took a step toward my demon huntress, a flash of gold appeared in my line of sight.  
 
    The angel stood in between Ashe and I, and she had a deviously evil look on her holy face.  
 
    “Hi.” She smirked.

  

 
   
    Chapter 12 
 
    Before any of us could say a single word, two fireballs formed in my palms, and I threw them at the angel with every ounce of strength contained in my demon form.  
 
    She launched herself into the air, and a forceful wind blew from her giant golden wings as they flapped back and forth. The fireballs smashed off a wall, and they fell to the ground in a pile of soot.  
 
    “That little bitch!” Ashe screamed as she drifted off into a dark shadow.  
 
    “Did you really think I was going to leave you alone, young Atticus?” the angel giggled sarcastically as she swooped toward me. 
 
    Instead of replying verbally, I joined my demon huntress in the air as my Smoke Flight took over. I needed to judge the best way to attack this holy bitch, and I wouldn’t have been able to do that if she had my body locked within her golden rope.  
 
    Unfortunately, she appeared to have grown stronger since our last fight, but that could have just been my anger playing tricks on me. Her golden wings had repaired themselves since our fight in the church, but there was something about her streamlined movements. The actions looked almost effortless, which is what made me think she had somehow increased in power and strength.  
 
    I flew up to the highest point of the castle, and I glanced down to watch the angel with my hazy, smoke-covered eyes. The angel glided back and forth between the entrance of the courtyard and the main door, and she constantly looked over her shoulders, like she was trying to look out for us. The white silk of her outfit trailed between her legs, and she kept her hands on her bare hips as she took sudden turns in the air. 
 
    Every time the angel looked at the main door, the whereabouts of my women became my main concern. I knew Sveila, Lux, and Lixiss were somewhere inside, and I assumed Ashe had slipped into the shadows around me.  
 
    The werewolves had also jumped down from the outer wall, and they stood in their wolf forms as they watched the angel like a hawk. Their speckled gray-and-brown fur shone in the moonlight, and their yellow eyes glowed like fire beacons.  
 
    It was up to me to protect them all, and until I knew that our threat had been dealt with, I wasn’t going to take my eyes away from the angel. If she had enough strength to weaken and almost kill Ashe, then I didn’t even want to think about what she could have done to Sveila and the twins. 
 
    The angel would have been able to slip away if we didn’t have our eyes constantly on her, but I also knew I couldn’t really do anything unless I had a full army around me. I could trap this bitch and make her existence even more miserable than it already was, but I couldn’t kill her just yet, not unless I wanted the Heavenly Glade to suddenly open. 
 
    I really needed to speak to Madame Nyra about that army, but I had to focus on our sudden threat first. 
 
    The angel stood with her back against the main door, and a plan formed in my head as I slowly lowered to the ground. 
 
    If the angel remained at the door, and if I was quick enough, I could use my Infernal Tempest to hold the angel in a tight grip, and that would give me the upper hand over her. I couldn’t allow her to harm any of us, especially not the mortals, so I had to prevent that as much as I could. 
 
    I felt confident with my plan, so I increased my speed as I flew through the courtyard, and I didn’t remove my Smoke Flight until I was inches away from my target. Then, as I watched the angel’s blonde eyebrows come together in a frown, I returned to my primary form and threw out my arm as I locked my fingers around the angel’s neck. 
 
    The angel choked and struggled against my Infernal Tempest, and she attempted to push herself away from the door with her wings, but I refused to let go. Her neck strained against my hand, and her muscles felt like pure steel compared to the other victims I’d killed in the past.  
 
    Just as my hand squeezed even tighter, a shadow appeared beside me, and the air around the shadow glistened as Ashe slowly appeared. She had an evil grin plastered on her face, and her venomous claws shot through the tips of her fingers as she lined herself up with the angel.  
 
    I knew we both had to be cautious of the angel’s Holy Light and Angel Dust, but I hoped our added distraction was enough to halt the angel from using her own powers.  
 
    However, I was wrong, and it felt more like the angel was trying to catch us off-guard, too.  
 
    As soon as Ashe went to swing for the angel’s neck, the holy bitch threw her right hand out to the side, and droplets of molten gold poured over Ashe’s boots like Infernal Blaze.  
 
    “What the fuck?” Ashe cried as she tried to shuffle away. “Get this off me!” 
 
    “Two can play this game, little demon.” The angel winked. 
 
    The molten gold had solidified around Ashe’s feet, and the demon couldn’t even use her Infernal Darkness to free herself. All she could do was swing her arms and twist her torso from left to right. Ashe was completely powerless, and the angel was an inch too far away to get tagged by her venomous claws. 
 
    “Release her!” I ordered as I slammed the angel against the door.  
 
    “I can’t.” The angel shrugged. “Once the gold has settled, no amount of strength or power can break it.” 
 
    “Motherfuckeeeeer!” Ashe yelled. 
 
    “You’re lying!” I screamed. “Release her!” 
 
    I used all my energy as I continued to slam the angel against the solid door, but the angel didn’t give up that easily. Because every time I pressed her against the wood and iron, the angel would push back on her wings to put some space between herself and the door.  
 
    The angel was just as strong as I was, no matter how much I tried to fight against her force. I couldn’t stop myself from taking steps backward, so I instantly began to think of all the different ways I could overpower this purified bitch. 
 
    Ashe continued to scream and struggle beside me, so I was the only one who could do any damage to the angel. My fireballs had caused some destruction to the angel’s wings when we were in the church, and although she had dodged the first two I threw at her this evening, my Infernal Blaze didn’t just come in the form of fireballs. 
 
    So as I tightened my hold on the angel once again, I allowed my second hell power to break free, and my arms and hands instantly erupted into flames. 
 
    “Argh!” the angel shrieked as I began to burn her holy skin.  
 
    Then all of a sudden, her enormous wings whipped forward, and as the golden feathers attacked my face, I felt my hands loosen from their grip. I did everything in my power to hold on, and I even grabbed onto one wing to try and burn it, but even that didn’t work. It was like the wings had turned into a solid sheet of gold.  
 
    The angel must have had a fourth power that I hadn’t come across before. So if my hell powers weren’t enough to defeat this angel, then I had no idea what I was going to do. 
 
    But then, as I tried desperately to think of a new plan, the angel suddenly lifted up into the air, and she flew over my head as she attempted to put some distance between us.  
 
    But she didn’t get very far.  
 
    Because standing near the entrance of the courtyard, with the twins on either side, was Sveila. 
 
    The Red Witch had her hands out in front of her, and a red mist formed around her body like a light cloud. I didn’t say a word, and even Ashe stopped shrieking and struggling as we both watched to see what happened next.  
 
    A golden dust began to pour from the angel as she conjured up her Angel Dust power. The bright sparkles whirled together in the wind as the dangerous rope was created, and then the angel aimed the forceful weapon straight at Sveila.  
 
    The rope whipped and cracked through the air, but before it could reach the Red Witch, Sveila shot out her hands, and the rope instantly stilled in place. 
 
    “What is happening?” Ashe whispered.  
 
    Sveila let out an ear-splitting scream as she threw the rope back toward the angel, and then the witch began to hover slightly in the air. She arched her back and threw back her head, and the red mist in her hands grew larger and larger until it covered her entire body. Her amber eyes became bright red, and Sveila remained in that position for several seconds like a glowing beacon, all while the mist swarmed around the angel like a toxic fog. 
 
    The red mist appeared to have the same qualities as the Angel Dust, and it formed into a thick rope which wrapped around our victim like a serpent. The angel tried to free herself, and she screamed as she tried to wriggle out of the red rope, but Sveila continued to hold on.  
 
    It was the first time I had ever seen Sveila so powerful. During all of the fights we had been a part of, I hadn’t seen her use this spell before. I wasn’t sure if Sveila had always had this spell secretly inside her, or if something about the situation brought the spell to life. But either way, I couldn’t take my eyes off her.  
 
    She was fucking beautiful. 
 
    “Lixiss, let’s go!” Lux shouted to her sister. 
 
    Sveila and the twins must have organized this plan while Ashe and I were trying to contain the angel, and I was so fucking proud. 
 
    The twins began to circle around the angel, and the werewolves stood beside them for added protection. Lux and Lixiss had a small black chain in their hands, and the werewolves snapped their jaws and growled at the holy threat. 
 
    I didn’t know if the black fairies came with any powers of their own, but I quickly became educated in the twins’ abilities. 
 
    In unison, Lux and Lixiss held one end of their black chain, which didn’t look big enough to fit around their tiny waists, and then they launched the metal toward the angel. As the chain rattled through the air, the links grew triple in size, and the now enormous chain wrapped around the angel’s wrists as she continued to struggle against the confinements.  
 
    “Let me go!” the angel cried as she thrashed her arms through the air.  
 
    “We’ll only let you go if you let Ashe go!” Lixiss replied as she struggled against the angel’s strength. 
 
    I tried to release Ashe myself, and I punched the solid mound of gold with my Infernal Tempest, but even that didn’t work. I had the ability to punch through brick and all manner of stones, but I wasn’t strong enough to break through the holy gold.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said as I cupped Ashe’s face. “I will free you, I promise.” 
 
    “It’s okay.” Ashe smiled sadly. “Focus on the angel, and then you can work on getting me out of this thing. But I hope she knows I’m going to fucking kill her for doing this to me!” 
 
    “I’m sure she does,” I snickered. “Everyone should know not to mess with you.” 
 
    “The angel will learn that eventually,” Ashe snarled. “But look at her, she’s done for, and she knows it.” 
 
    We had the angel completely surrounded.  
 
    The twins pulled on their chains, Sveila continued to channel the red mist that kept the angel in place, and the werewolves scratched their paws against the ground like they were about to charge. I knew the wolves were strong enough together to at least fight off the angel, otherwise I wouldn’t have picked them as my guards, but I was pleasantly surprised by the black fairies. Especially given how small and slender they were. 
 
    Then as I sauntered toward the angel, Sveila dropped the red mist, and she slumped to the ground as she tried to regain her energy.  
 
    I desperately wanted to run up to her, and I wanted to make sure she was okay, but we had to deal with the angel first. 
 
    “Keep pulling, Lux!” Lixiss ordered her sister. “Just because Sveila’s dropped the charm doesn’t mean that we can!” 
 
    “It’s okay.” I grinned at my beautiful twins. “This pathetic angel won’t get very far.” 
 
    “Let me go!” the angel cried.  
 
    Her golden wings swooped back and forth like before, but Lux and Lixiss applied even more weight as they pulled on their chains. 
 
    “We’ve already given you that option,” I said as I grabbed onto the angel’s arms with my Infernal Tempest. “You have to free Ashe, otherwise you’ll stay right here until your holy heart stops beating.” 
 
    “Forgive me, Holy King,” the angel whispered as she dropped her head to her chest.  
 
    “Your Holy King doesn’t care about you,” I chuckled. “Otherwise he wouldn’t have sent you here from the Heavenly Glade. You’re clearly far too weak to defeat someone as powerful as me, and your Holy King knew that.” 
 
    “Silence!” the angel roared into the air. “Do not dare speak about my Holy King like that! He is the greatest being to ever exist!” 
 
    “Okay, sure,” I said as I tightened my hold even more. “Now, release Ashe from that molten gold, otherwise you’ll never see your Holy King ever again.” 
 
    “You should probably do as he says,” Sveila said as she came to stand beside me. “We all have the ability to kill you, but who’s here to save you? You’re all alone…” 
 
    Sveila wriggled the fingers on the left hand as a silent threat to the angel. I could tell from the smile on the Red Witch’s face that Sveila had regained her energy, and the angel knew exactly what we were capable of doing. 
 
    A few seconds went by, and all I heard were the growls from the werewolves and the rattling of the twins’ chains.  
 
    But then the angel let out another scream, and as she dropped her head forward, she twisted her right wrist, and I looked over her shoulder to see the gold around Ashe’s feet break into pieces. The entire mound of gold vanished into thin air, and there was nothing but a pile of gold dust left on the tiles. 
 
    As soon as Ashe realized she could move her feet again, she let out a cry as she sprinted toward us.  
 
    “I’m going to fucking kill you!” she screamed as her claws sprung from her fingers. 
 
    “Ashe, stop,” Sveila said as she stopped the demon in her path. 
 
    “No, let me go!” Ashe struggled against Sveila’s arms. “Once again that bitch left me immobile, and I won’t let it happen again!” 
 
    “Neither will I,” I said with certainty. “But we can’t kill her just yet, and you know that. I also want some answers, and she’s the only one who is able to give them to us.” 
 
    “Answers?” Ashe scoffed. “Why does that matter, Atticus? If we’re not careful, she’s going to kill us!” 
 
    Ashe was right, of course. However, I needed to have my army in place, and I needed to know what the angel was doing here, and what her plans were. I needed her to tell me why she was following me around without attacking, when she’d had the perfect opportunity. 
 
    “Tell me,” I ordered as I stared straight into the angel’s face. “Tell me exactly what you’re up to.” 
 
    The angel scowled as she looked anywhere except my violet eyes.  
 
    “I’m doing exactly what my Holy King told me to do!” she replied.  
 
    “And what is that?” I asked.  
 
    “What I was created to do,” the angel snapped. “It is our mission to rid the surface world of all demons. We are made to get all of your information, and then we kill you.” 
 
    “So that’s why you didn’t attack us the other day?” I assumed. “Because you were keeping watch on me?” 
 
    “That doesn’t matter, Atticus!” Ashe shouted. “We should–” 
 
    “Yes, it does,” I replied. “Because we’ve been doing the same thing. But if you’ve been gathering information on me, then you’d know why I killed the bishop in the first place, and the priest, The Blessed…” 
 
    “Enough!” the angel screamed as her wings began to flap. “That is exactly why I was sent here! Because you murdered good, innocent men in cold blood, and now I’m here to rid this world of demons like you. Evil creatures are raiding Rengfri, and it’s up to the purity of the Heavenly Glade to end it once and for all.” 
 
    “Good, innocent men?” I chuckled. “You really don’t know anything about the bishop, because he would have been the first on your kill list if that was the case.” 
 
    “No one who worships the Holy King can ever be evil, it’s simply not in their nature,” the angel replied. 
 
    “Well, then they clearly didn’t worship your Holy King.” I shrugged. “Because he, and the rest of the fucking Church, were killing innocent creatures, so I had to put a stop to it.” 
 
    “The creatures he killed weren’t innocent,” the angel snarled. “The bishop’s aura was the brightest, whitest aura I’ve ever come across. Only one person has the same aura as him, and that’s the Holy King himself. All of his fellow men were pure of heart! Whereas you, and everyone in this damn castle, has an aura as black as night. That’s the difference between good and evil, and nothing you say will ever change my mind on that.” 
 
    That sounded like bullshit to me.  
 
    But before I could voice my opinion, Sveila spoke up first.  
 
    “That doesn’t make any sense.” Sveila frowned, and we all glanced over. “Surely you cannot ignore the good inside of Atticus? He saves others, he frees innocents from those who enslave them for evil means. He takes care of those who follow him, and he gives his own money to those who need it and deserve a helping hand. He also looks after those he loves, and yes… I can assure you that this demon is capable of the greatest love I’ve ever known. Meanwhile, the priest ordered my family to be murdered, simply because they were different from him. We never did anything to betray or hurt anyone, yet he slaughtered them and kept me imprisoned in his estate. How can someone like that have a white aura, but Atticus’ is black?” 
 
    The angel refused to reply, and instead she continued to struggle against the twins’ chains and my hands. 
 
    “And another thing…” Sveila smirked as she let go of Ashe. “If demons can smell how pure someone is, then surely angels have the same ability, correct?” 
 
    “Yes, they do,” I replied as a grin slowly spread across my face. 
 
    I also dropped my hands, and the angel hunched her wings forward as she stared down at the ground.  
 
    “Then that proves it,” Sveila said tauntingly to the angel. “Despite what you might think, and how you feel about demons in general, you will know, with scent alone, that Atticus is unlike other demons. He isn’t out to rid the surface world of all pure creatures. He is concerned with those who have deliberately harmed others. Those who have committed crimes with hideous intentions. He is punishing those who deserve it, just as he should. Same as you do, I believe. So everything you’ve just said about auras has to be wrong. Atticus’ aura cannot be as black as night, and I think you’re just saying that in order to please your Holy King. Is he watching you? Is he constantly making sure you’re following his rules, even though Atticus is unlike your other victims? Because you know Atticus and Ashe have done nothing wrong, so is that why you haven’t attacked, even when they’re right in front of you?” 
 
    “You know nothing about my Holy King!” the angel screamed, and her golden eyes seemed to blaze with fury. “And you know nothing about the rules I have to follow!” 
 
    Beside me, Lux and Lixiss began to giggle as they slowly loosened the chains from around the angel’s wrists. I had a feeling that if she had wanted to kill us, she certainly could have tried to in the last few minutes since I had dropped my hold on her. 
 
    But Sveila was as clever as ever, and I knew without a doubt she’d caught on to the most important details. 
 
    “Aah, but the fact that you’re getting so annoyed certainly says something,” I chuckled as I eyed the angel. “I think Sveila’s worked out the truth behind everything, but you don’t want to admit it. Come on… tell me what you really think of my aura. Do I smell so very wicked to you?” 
 
    The angel snapped her arms in front of her chest, and she threw back her head as she let out a high-pitched scream. The werewolves continued to growl, but we all took a step back as the angel battled against herself.  
 
    “You know nothing!” she shrieked. “And you’ll soon regret ever tormenting me like this!”  
 
    Then, before anyone could say a word, the angel flew into the air in anger, and her large wings became pointed as she picked up speed. 
 
    Her sudden disappearance, and the fact that she hadn’t tried to attack us again, proved to us that Sveila’s theory was right.  
 
    “I knew it,” Sveila chuckled as the angel vanished. 
 
    “Clever girl,” I said with a wink.  
 
    “Hmm… I still want to kill her,” Ashe giggled.  
 
    “Don’t worry,” I said as I wiped the gold dust off my pants. “I’m sure it won’t be long before we see her again.”

  

 
   
    Chapter 13 
 
    The rest of the evening was fairly uneventful after the somewhat attack from the angel, and luckily there weren’t any damages to fix, unlike the state of the church when we last left it.  
 
    Once we knew the angel was gone for now, I made sure everyone was okay, which they were. Sveila said she had no idea she could channel such a powerful spell, but her anger was too much to fight off, and it had all happened before she could stop it.  
 
    Arric, Pelleas, and Deryn returned home once everything had been sorted, and they promised to inform the rest of the pack about what had happened, but also send a few more werewolves to take their places as guards.  
 
    Lux and Lixiss weren’t sure if we really needed the guards anymore, especially after our realization with the angel. However, without knowing for sure, I didn’t want to put anyone at risk with the angel still around. If the Holy King wanted me dead, and the angel had to follow his rules, then it was still her job to kill me, whether she wanted to or not. 
 
    After all, her kind were just as tightly managed as my own kind were. If the Dark King wanted a thing done, a demon did it.  
 
    So Sveila felt confident that the angel may cause some disruption, but she didn’t think the angel was going to actually kill any of us. 
 
    But Ashe thought differently. 
 
    She felt personally victimized by the angel, especially after the Holy Light and the molten gold, so Ashe wasn’t going to put her claws away just yet. I warned her not to try and kill the angel so quickly, not until everything was sorted, and Ashe promised to resist the temptation as much as she could. 
 
    But she still kept drumming her venomous nails along every surface she passed like she wanted them primed and ready at any moment. 
 
    I was interested to find out more about the angel, though, and to know exactly why she became so flustered and angry when Sveila connected the dots. There had to be more to all of this, and maybe the angel was hiding something, but I was determined to receive a solid answer somehow. 
 
    Unsurprisingly, it didn’t take any of us very long to fall asleep after the events of the day, and it felt fucking incredible to fall asleep with Lux and Lixiss curled under my arms. I could hardly believe Madame Nyra could no longer demand they return to her in the evenings, but I was sure the realization of everything would soon sink in. 
 
    My black fairies would always belong to me, and no one could tear them from my sides. 
 
    But if I thought falling asleep with the twins felt good, then nothing compared to how it felt to wake up with Lux and Lixiss beside me.  
 
    “Good morning,” Lux yawned as she scratched my chest with her pointed fingernails. 
 
    “Good morning.” I smiled. 
 
    “How did you sleep?” Lixiss purred.  
 
    “I slept great,” I replied. “What about you?” 
 
    “I don’t think I stirred once,” Lux giggled. “And that’s saying something, because Lixiss and I have always been restless sleepers.” 
 
    “Yes, the manor can be quite loud with the amount of fairies who live there,” Lixiss explained. “Especially when some of them return home after we’ve gone to bed. So we could get used to how quiet this castle is.” 
 
    “Well, you’d better,” I snickered. “Because now that I’ve found this castle, I have no plans to move out of it.” 
 
    “Yay!” Lux cheered as she sat up in bed. “It still feels like a dream, right, Lixiss?” 
 
    “Absolutely!” her twin replied. 
 
    The bright smiles on their faces caused one of my own to appear, and I couldn’t help but laugh as the twins jumped from the bed and flew around the room as they located their outfits for the day. The black chains from last night had been placed around the handle of the door, and it reminded me of a question I had wanted to ask them.  
 
    “Those chains,” I said with a motion of my hand. “I don’t remember ever seeing a black fairy with one. Are they invisible?” 
 
    “No, not particularly,” Lixiss replied as she slipped on a leather dress. “The chains can be masked to look like a belt, or even a piece of jewelry, so it’s like they’re hiding in plain sight.” 
 
    “Madame Nyra makes sure every fairy has a chain on them whenever they leave the manor,” Lux took over. “It’s her strictest rule. We’ve never really needed to use ours, though, so we didn’t think they would be strong enough to hold off an angel! But clearly they are.” 
 
    “Yes, clearly,” I chuckled. “I think I was taken aback for a second when you threw those chains at her. So, can they be any size? Or is that the largest they can get?” 
 
    “No, they can be any size.” Lixiss smiled. “It’s quite hard to explain, but if we size up our opponent in our heads, then we can make the chains big enough, or small enough, to suit that target.” 
 
    “Okay, so if you were up against a tinsel fairy, then you can make the chains smaller?” I asked. “Or bigger if it was someone like an orc or a troll?” 
 
    “Yes, just like that.” Lux nodded. “And every black fairy is intimately in tune with their chain. They’re crafted specifically for each of us, so I can’t channel Lixiss’. Only I can make mine grow or shrink in size, which also comes with an added bonus if our opponent manages to get their hands on them.” 
 
    “Impressive.” I smiled. “Madame Nyra certainly does take your protection seriously. There I was, thinking your power was just your sheer beauty.” 
 
    “That’s only one of them.” Lixiss winked.  
 
    “Maybe we’ll show you more of our talents if you’re well-behaved.” Lux ran the tip of her tongue across her lips.  
 
    “I can’t wait to see them.” I smirked. 
 
    “Twiiins!” Ashe suddenly called from the corridor. “Atticus!” 
 
    Ashe barged through the door only seconds later, and she smiled sweetly at the three of us as she skipped further into the room. Her dress was as red as fresh human blood, and she had braided her silver-blue hair into two parts which sat over her shoulders.  
 
    “Good morning.” Ashe jumped onto the bed beside me. “Sveila and I have created a wonderful feast for everyone to enjoy, if the three of you are ready?” 
 
    “I am,” Lux replied as she flew her naked body toward their closet. “I just need to get dressed.” 
 
    “Me, too,” I said, and then I stretched out my back as I ran my hand down Ashe’s arm. “How long have you two been awake?” 
 
    “Not too long.” Ashe shrugged. “But we were both so hungry. Last night definitely took it out of us.” 
 
    “I know what you mean,” I snickered. “How is Sveila feeling this morning? And do you have any lasting damage from the molten gold?” 
 
    “We’re both fine, surprisingly,” my demon lover replied. “We’re tired, of course, but at least I haven’t woken up with any black blotches again.” 
 
    “Good,” I said as I placed a kiss on her cheek. “At least we know the cure this time.” 
 
    “We do.” Ashe smirked. “So maybe it’s a bad thing that I don’t have any lasting side effects.” 
 
    “I’m sure we could pretend your life’s in danger.” I pulled my huntress toward me with a menacing growl. “You know I can’t ignore you when you walk into the room.” 
 
    I pulled the demon in for a heated kiss, and as my tongue looped around hers, Lux and Lixiss jumped onto the bed to join us.  
 
    “Oooh, I’ve been waiting for this day,” Lixiss giggled as she curled her hand around one of Ashe’s braids. 
 
    “I would suggest for us to just remove our outfits,” Lux said as she let out a deep breath. “But I wouldn’t want to leave Sveila waiting if the feast is ready.” 
 
    “Soon,” I promised as I released Ashe’s plump lips. “Believe me, it won’t be long before all five of us are in my bed together.” 
 
    “Yay!” Lixiss cheered with an excited clap. 
 
    “And Atticus is one to always keep his promises,” Ashe replied. “If you didn’t know that already.” 
 
    “We’d started to think that,” Lux giggled. “But the sudden move here definitely solidified our theories.” 
 
    “I treat my women with the respect they deserve.” I shrugged. 
 
    “You sure do.” Ashe winked. “It’s just a shame Naia can’t be with us, though.” 
 
    “I know,” I sighed. “But as long as I get to visit her as often as I can, then that’s enough to satisfy us both.” 
 
    “It worked for us.” Lixiss smiled. “We also looked forward to our time with you three, so I’m sure Naia feels the same way.” 
 
    “And I bet the angel knows it,” Ashe snorted, and she smugly stroked her fingers through my hair. “The look on her face when Sveila told her how well-loved we are… mmm, I’m going to cherish that.” 
 
    I smirked and ran my hand down her arm. “I don’t treat you so well for anyone else’s sake. You simply deserve the very best.” 
 
    “Aww…” Lixiss squealed and clutched her face between her palms. “Atticus, you’re the sweetest demon!” 
 
    I rolled my eyes as the women fell into giggles of agreement, and I made sure to give both twins a firm spank before I rolled out of their bed. 
 
    Then Ashe and the twins headed downstairs, and I found an outfit in the master bedroom to wear. I noticed through the window that the new werewolves, Rasso, Ranulph, and Belcoot, were busy on guard duty, and they wandered along the top of the wall as they kept a close eye on the world around them.  
 
    “Atticus!” Sveila grinned as I walked into the dining room. 
 
    The Red Witch ran toward me, and her recognizable scent flooded my senses as she threw her arms around me. It was the first time since we had rescued Sveila from the estate that I hadn’t spent the night with her and Ashe. I didn’t think it was possible to miss someone after such a short amount of time, but I couldn’t ignore the feeling of relief when I held her incredible body close to mine. 
 
    I buried my face against her slender neck to drink in every drop of her presence, and she let out a half-moan like she’d needed to feel me close just as much as I’d needed her.  
 
    “I see you’ve been busy,” I said as I scanned the table of food.  
 
    “Only the best for our master.” Sveila placed a kiss upon my lips. “We hope to find you some tonics today, and then we can enjoy a few with the evening meal.” 
 
    “I can’t wait,” I replied as my eyes grew wide. “I think a night in the castle with a few tonics is exactly what we need.” 
 
    “We’ll see what we can find,” Ashe said from the opposite side of the table. 
 
    I sat at the head of the table, as always, and my women didn’t hesitate to hand out dishes that were piled high with meat, fruit, and bread.  
 
    “What are our plans for the day anyway?” Lixiss asked. 
 
    “I need to look around and find a place for the new brewery, that’s at the top of my list,” I replied as I tore off a chunk of meat with my teeth. “There are a few other things I need to check on in the Grimmway, which I think will be a regular occurrence these days. I also need to see how Madame Nyra is getting on when it comes to gathering an army.” 
 
    “We can help.” Sveila smiled. “It’ll make your day easier if we split the tasks.” 
 
    “And we could talk to Madame Nyra for you?” Lixiss suggested. 
 
    “Sure, that would be great.” I nodded. “I want to make sure the tabaxi has settled in okay, and that the imps are well. I also want to return to the gorgons’ tavern and see what needs to be done there. Also, if I find a place in Oakenpass for the orcs, then I need to inform them of that and tell them to start packing up their belongings.” 
 
    “Okay, well, we can check on the imps, if you want?” Ashe offered. “And we’ll take the werewolves with us, obviously.” 
 
    “Do you really think we need to?” Sveila asked. “I’m not sure if the angel is going to cause any harm.” 
 
    “Um, yes, I really think we need to,” Ashe scoffed. “If she’s not causing any harm, then why was I covered in those dangerous black blotches? And why is she still fucking here? She’s like Sparkles – she never leaves me alone.” 
 
    “You’re taking this a little personally,” I snorted. “Admit it, you’re just mad she got the jump on you. Twice.” 
 
    Ashe stubbornly ignored the statement as she tore into an apple like she was trying to rip out its jugular. A few wisps of smoke seeped from her nose in the process, and I shared a chuckle with the twins as I watched her fume in silence. 
 
    “Maybe because she didn’t know enough about you at that time?” Sveila shrugged lightly. “After all, that was shortly after the angel arrived here, so she wouldn’t have been following you for long.” 
 
    “Either way, I still think Ashe is right,” I said. “She’s an angel, so it’s impossible for us to trust her. Unless we know for certain, or unless the angel does something to prove that she doesn’t want to hurt us, then we’ll continue doing what we’ve been doing. The guards will stay outside, and they will follow you around if you go anywhere without me. And when it comes to the High Elves, the mermaids are constantly watching them, so we have both threats covered.” 
 
    “Who do you think is the biggest threat right now?” Lixiss asked. 
 
    “Right now, I’d say they’re both on the same level,” I replied. “We all know how dangerous High Elves are, and the angel is harder to pin down than nearly any other opponent we’ve faced. Unfortunately, we don’t know what the High Elves are up to, or if they’re up to anything. It could just be that they were talking about me, and then they left it at that.” 
 
    “But do you really think that’s likely?” Ashe raised an eyebrow. “The High Elves already hated us, but that only escalated when we murdered some of their men in the catacombs.” 
 
    “Which is why they’re being watched,” I said. “We need to know exactly what they’re doing, or what they’re saying, and only then can we plan what to do next. For now, we’ll continue on with our day as normal, and we’ll only act on these threats if we need to.” 
 
    “You know best, Atticus, so we’re happy to do whatever you say.” Lux smiled as she bit down on her apple with way less vigor than Ashe had done. 
 
    “All I want is for everyone to be safe.” I shrugged. “As long as we’re safe, along with the minions, and we have all the pieces in the surface world hidden in our basement, then that’s all I care about right now.” 
 
    “And we’ll make sure it happens.” Ashe smirked. “The elves and the angel have fucked with us one too many times, and they won’t live to see the end of it if they cross that line again.” 
 
    “I love it when you act like that,” Lixiss giggled. 
 
    “We act like this a lot,” Sveila chuckled. 
 
    The rest of the meal went by smoothly, and the stress from our potential threats was almost forgotten about as we chowed down on the marvelous food. 
 
    We made a plan that we would all check out various parts of Oakenpass as we searched for new locations, and then we would split up as we headed for the Shadow Quarters and the Grimmway.  
 
    Ashe also reminded everyone that Iris would have finished with their new dresses by now, which Ashe and Sveila were eager to try on. I offered to collect the outfits from the shop myself because I had to pass it in order to get to the brewery anyway.  
 
    But I also would have traveled the entire length of Rengfri if it meant that I got to see the delicate, floral elf in a more… private setting.  
 
    Once everything had been sorted and planned out, the five of us prepared ourselves to leave the castle, and I informed the werewolves about the day’s events.  
 
    Lux and Lixiss had their magical chains clipped around their waists like a belt, and I was amazed to see they really did look like simple leather bands now. Sveila had her crossbow slung over her shoulder, but she was interested to learn what else she could do with just the red mist in her hands, when the time was right.  
 
    The twins, werewolves, and Sveila also each had a blue orb in their possession, just in case they needed to hide from anyone around them. Ashe and I were going to take some weapons with us, too, but we could just vanish into the air if any danger came our way. 
 
    Then reappear like a fucking plague ready to tear our enemies into tiny, bloody scraps. 
 
    It was difficult to shift into our smoky, shadowed forms if we had weapons or other items on us. Unless the weapon was small enough to fit inside our clothing, like Ashe’s dagger, then we’d have to drop the item before we embraced those powers. And the Infernal Huntress was not going to lose her sapphire sword just because she needed to vanish. 
 
    “I want everyone to meet at the village entrance in half an hour,” I said as we wandered down the grassy hill. “You don’t have to travel too far, but I want you all to stay together as much as you can.” 
 
    “Of course, Atticus,” Sveila replied for the group. “In that case, we’ll take the front of the village, and we’ll check out the buildings in that area until you return to us.” 
 
    “That sounds good.” I nodded, and then I turned to look at the werewolves. “If anything happens, just howl, and I’ll be able to hear you. I’ll be using my Smoke Flight, so you won’t be able to run off and find me.” 
 
    “We understand, Atticus,” Rasso said. 
 
    “Okay,” I said as I relaxed my muscles. “I’ll be back in half an hour.” 
 
    “Stay safe!” Lux and Lixiss called out in unison.  
 
    “You know I will.” I winked. 
 
    “Oh, we were just calling out a warning to anyone who might try to fuck with you,” Lux chuckled. 
 
    “Yes, we know you’ll be perfectly fine,” Lixiss purred.  
 
    I laughed heartily at that as my Smoke Flight took over my body, and I drifted into the air and flew across the collection of brick and wooden buildings around me. Every time I thought I spotted a building that held potential, I’d lower to the ground and deactivate my hell power in order to get a better look.  
 
    I spotted some suitable buildings in case Iris decided to join us in this village, and I also noticed a tavern which looked like it had been abandoned for eons.  
 
    All of those buildings were perfect, but they weren’t big enough for the brewery, so I continued to look.  
 
    I hadn’t had a proper walk through Oakenpass before now. I had seen the poorer end of the village, and the swampy entrance, but I hadn’t seen what else the abandoned village held. 
 
    That was until I continued on past the rickety bridge, and I followed a small alleyway I hadn’t noticed before.  
 
    At the far end of the alley was the smallest marketplace I had ever seen. Dilapidated houses surrounded the entire square, and the gray brick appeared to add to the gloomy feel of the place. 
 
    Toward the end of the marketplace were two stalls standing side by side, and both of the stalls sold various scraps of material. It was perfect for the black fairies, especially if they wanted to increase their collection of dresses, but it was no surprise to me that the sellers were the only people in the marketplace. 
 
    I couldn’t imagine how or when they expected to make pieces over here, but I was interested to find out how this village worked. 
 
    As well as the two stalls, I also noticed a water well and a clock tower, but none of the residents were collecting water, and the clock tower appeared to have stopped working. Unless it was the fourth hour, which I knew it wasn’t.  
 
    I was about to deactivate my Smoke Flight and talk to the two half-elf sellers, but then I noticed a dark building behind them.  
 
    The building appeared to have four or five floors, and it dominated the area around it like a dark cloud. The roof was slanted and thatched, and there was a wooden ramp at the side that led up to the main door, but I wasn’t sure if the building was still in use, or what it had been used for before now.  
 
    I had a feeling that it was all one long building, and I couldn’t see any signs that it was separated into different houses, but I needed to be certain. Because it was the best building I had found so far, and I could just imagine the amount of thunderclap the orcs could produce in a place like that.  
 
    So as I stared at the property in front of me, I let my Smoke Flight drop and then wandered around to the half-elves to see if they could give me any more information.  
 
    “Good morning,” I said politely.  
 
    The half-elves instantly gasped, and then they bowed their heads and stared at the cobblestones we stood on.  
 
    “G-Good morning… sir,” the man stuttered.  
 
    “You have no reason to fear me,” I said. 
 
    “We…” the female paused as she pulled at the apron around her waist. “We heard what you did with the Church.” 
 
    “Yes.” I smiled. “I now live in the castle at the top of the hill, and I plan to turn this village around and bring it back to life again.” 
 
    The female half-elf curled her white-blonde hair behind her pointed ear, but she kept one arm braced around her slim stomach. The man, however, stood as still as a statue, and he didn’t brush his curly brown hair away from his face, even when it fell into his eyes. 
 
    “Do you get many sales here?” I asked. 
 
    “We need to get pieces somehow, sir,” the woman said as she slowly lifted her head up. “This is the only way we can do it. We have two children at home, and the four of us need to be fed.” 
 
    “What about transporting your stalls to another village?” I queried. “Wouldn’t you get more customers that way?” 
 
    “We’ve been too scared to leave Oakenpass, especially with the Church around,” the woman said sadly. “But now that you’ve defeated them, we can leave the village and search for bigger, busier marketplaces.” 
 
    The half-elves certainly weren’t the only undesirables who feared the Church so much that they couldn’t walk around freely, so I understood their issues. But they must have realized that selling materials wasn’t making them enough pieces, and there were other products that could bring more gold coins into their home. 
 
    “But what about selling food?” I frowned. “Wouldn’t you get more money selling fresh products?” 
 
    “We no longer have a supplier,” she replied. “They vanished one day, and we never saw them again. But now we’re out of pieces, so we sell the materials from our house to try and get some back.” 
 
    “Then how do you feed your family?” I asked.  
 
    “We scavenge for food in the forests,” the half-elf told me. “We find some nuts, berries, and vegetables we can cook up. It’s not what we want, but it’s what we have to do in order to survive.” 
 
    My pockets were currently filled with gold pieces, and I could just imagine the amount of food and garments the half-elves could give their children with just a handful of pieces. 
 
    “Well, I plan to bring more stalls into the marketplace, as well as more customers,” I told them. “I want the residents of Rengfri to travel far and wide to come to Oakenpass. But until that day arrives, I hope this can help you both until someone buys the material from you.” 
 
    I shoved my hands in my pockets, collected two handfuls of pieces, and then held them out for the half-elves to see. There must have been at least seventy coins in my palms, which was enough to feed a small family for at least a month, maybe even two. 
 
    But neither of them moved a muscle, which didn’t surprise me. Their scent told me they were innocent beings, and the fact they couldn’t look me in the eye only added to this, so they wouldn’t take pieces from a demon.  
 
    “I’ll put them here,” I said as I placed the coins on the man’s stall. “You can take them if you want them. But I also wanted to ask about the building behind you. Do you know if it’s empty?” 
 
    The woman peered over her shoulder, and then she looked back at me and stared at my chest. 
 
    “It used to be a factory,” she explained. “The tenants were a family of White Witches, and they used that place to make and create rugs, quilts, and other patchworks.” 
 
    “White Witches made that?” I frowned. 
 
    I had seen a handful of White Witches during my time on the surface world, and they always appeared to be dangerous, evil beings, who simply watched the world go by as they waited for their next victim to appear. Their gnarled fingers would conjure up a spell, and they had the ability to blind anyone within a ten-mile radius. 
 
    “We all had to do what we could to get pieces,” the man mumbled. “But the witches were the first to be taken during the Church raids.” 
 
    “So the building is free for whoever wants it?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes, sir.” The female nodded. “We refused to enter in case the witches returned, but we all know they’re gone now.” 
 
    “I saved every undesirable from the church, and the only witch I found was a Green Witch,” I said. “But I have a group of orcs who produce thunderclap for the entire city. So I would like to use this old factory, if you think the residents here would be okay with that?” 
 
    I didn’t normally care what other people thought of me, or the ideas I came up with. However, the residents in Oakenpass had been through so much, and the half-elf couple in front of me did whatever they could to provide food for their children. So it only felt right that I checked with them before I did anything. 
 
    I wanted to establish myself as someone who could manage this village, and I knew mortals responded best to offers, rather than demands.  
 
    “W-We were all at risk of being taken by the Church.” The woman wiped a tear from her eye. “We hid with our children in the forest every time we heard the raids. So the fact that you saved us, and we no longer need to live in fear, gives you the right to do whatever you want in Oakenpass. As long as we get to keep our house, then the entire village is all yours.” 
 
    “Of course, you can keep everything you own,” I snorted. “I’ll even sort out a new house for you if that’s what you want. Trust me, my arrival to the village will help you all greatly.” 
 
    “Thank you,” the woman said quietly. “And thank you for the pieces. You didn’t need to do that.” 
 
    “Would you like some material in return?” the man asked. “We have crisp lace or soft velvet?” 
 
    “No, thank you.” I smiled. “I want nothing in return. Just make sure you give your children a wonderful meal this evening. I’m even going to the Shadow Quarters now if you’d like me to get you some meat or bread?” 
 
    “That’s kind of you, but we’ll be okay,” the woman replied. “My husband will take the cart to a village tomorrow, and he can buy some meat then.” 
 
    “That’s fine,” I said. “I need to leave now, but you can come by the castle if you ever need anything. Sveila, a Red Witch, is going to create a room in our castle to offer potions and treatment to anyone who needs it, so if you or your children are wounded or ill, you can come to the castle whenever you need to.” 
 
    “We appreciate your kindness, demon,” the man muttered.  
 
    “My name is Atticus,” I told him.  
 
    “And I am Donred,” he said with a hand on his chest. “And my wife, Lilsys.” 
 
    “It was nice to meet you.” I smiled.  
 
    The half-elves repeated my words as I allowed my Smoke Flight power to take over once again, and then I flew back toward the village entrance to join the others. I was pleased that I had found the perfect place for the brewery, but I was mainly happy I had managed to help Donred and Lilsys. They were clearly struggling, and they needed my pieces more than I did. 
 
    I snorted at the notion. Something about being up here on the surface world for so long had made me almost care about these mortals. Not all of them, of course. But there were just so many bastards up here who thought they had the right to punish as they pleased.  
 
    And that was my line of work.  
 
    So fixing the shit they’d caused while they tried to do my job better than me felt like an important task. 
 
    “Did you find anything?” Sveila asked as I reappeared in front of them.  
 
    “I did.” I grinned. “It used to be a factory owned by White Witches, but now it’s free for us to use.” 
 
    “That’s excellent!” Ashe gushed as she dropped her Infernal Darkness. 
 
    “We think we might have found a place for Iris,” Lux added. “Sveila thinks it’s perfect.” 
 
    “I do,” the Red Witch replied. “It’s an abandoned shop with two levels, which means Iris could even live upstairs and have her shop downstairs. Or she could use the entire place for making and selling her dresses.” 
 
    “I can’t wait to look at it,” I said.  
 
    “We could show you now, if you want?” Lixiss suggested. “Or we can show you when we get back.” 
 
    “I’ll take a look at it when we get back,” I replied. “I’d like to get the other jobs completed first, and then we can take a look once I know whether or not Iris would like to move here.” 
 
    “Okay.” The black fairy smiled. “Let’s get going!” 
 
    The eight of us instantly headed out of the village, and we all discussed what we were going to do once we had arrived at our destination.  
 
    Lux, Lixiss, and one werewolf would head to speak to Madame Nyra about my army, and Sveila, Ashe, and the other two werewolves were going to head straight for the old manor to check on the tabaxi and the imps.  
 
    If the cat-man felt like he needed to speak to me about something, then I would return to see him once I had finished talking to the orcs. But I trusted my women to sort everything out, and they always watched me work, so they would know the answers to any questions the tabaxi may have had.  
 
    While they were at the manor, I was going to speak to the orcs and then collect the dresses from Iris. And once that was done, the eight of us were all going to meet back at the marketplace before we left to visit the gorgons’ old tavern.  
 
    Ashe also told me we needed to buy some tonics while we were out, and I hadn’t forgotten about that. 
 
    As we reached the Shadow Quarters, I reminded Sveila, Lux, and Lixiss to use their blue orbs if anything happened, and the wolves weren’t allowed to take their eyes off them for a single second. To which the wolves promised me they wouldn’t allow anything to happen to anyone under their guard. 
 
    I felt reassured that my women were safe, and at least Ashe and the wolves would know if the angel had appeared. 
 
    Then as we arrived in the Grimmway, I used my Smoke Flight to drift over the treetops as I searched for the orcs’ brewery, and Larauk plodded out of the largest hut as he spotted me outside.  
 
    My conversation with Larauk was pretty one-sided, like it normally was, but I was able to explain where the factory was, and that I thought it would be perfect for producing thunderclap. 
 
    “We’ll take look.” The orc shrugged. “If we like it, we take it.” 
 
    “I don’t think you’d need to do that,” I snickered. “But if you want to look, then go right ahead. However, from what I’ve seen, I think it’s the best place we could find in the area.” 
 
    “I trust you, Atticus,” Larauk grumbled. “You treat us well, so I trust the building is good.” 
 
    “It’s not just good, it’s fucking huge,” I said. “I think you’d make ten times the amount of thunderclap in there, maybe even more if you can simplify the method somehow.” 
 
    “Not simplify,” Larauk replied. “Production is good.” 
 
    “Okay.” I shrugged. “Just let me know if you need help moving everything over.” 
 
    “We will.” The orc bobbed his head. “Thank you.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” I nodded back. 
 
    Then I let Larauk return to work, because I was more than eager to visit Iris, so I didn’t have any issues ending the conversation early. At least the orcs were still willing to leave the Grimmway, and I knew Larauk would be impressed by the look of the factory as soon as he saw it.  
 
    As the floral dress shop appeared in the distance, I dropped my Smoke Flight and wove between the streets that led to it. Through the window, I noticed Iris wandering back and forth inside the shop, and she peered at some dresses and other materials before she headed to the back, where I lost sight of her. 
 
    Once again, she was the only one in the shop, and I just knew she’d receive much more business in a larger village. Especially if I managed to build Oakenpass back up again, and I made everyone aware of Iris’ talents. 
 
     The residents down here didn’t buy her dresses for whatever reason, and I was determined to change that.  
 
    The strong scent of incense worked as an invisible guide to the main door, and I leaned against the wooden counter as I waited for Iris to realize someone had entered. The gorgeous elf, with her orange hair flowing down her back, had distracted herself with a job, and the tip of her tongue popped out between her lips as she concentrated on a piece of lace she was cutting.  
 
    I couldn’t help but laugh, and as soon as that noise reached the elf’s pointed ears, Iris jumped in terror. Then she turned her head to look at me as she tried to control her breathing.  
 
    “Atticus,” she gasped as she placed one hand over her heart. “You scared me!” 
 
    I instantly noticed how her fingers grazed over her left breast, and I imagined how the innocent elf would look as she stood naked and waiting for me. 
 
    “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you,” I chuckled as I tried to clear that thought from my head. “I came to see if Ashe and Sveila’s dresses are ready.” 
 
    “Yes, yes, they are,” Iris said, and then she spun around on her dainty feet as she searched a rail that was covered in dresses.  
 
    As Iris brought the two outfits over, I emptied my pockets of every gold coin I had inside them. It was probably more than the asking price, but I didn’t care. I’d give Iris a full sack of pieces for just one of those dresses. 
 
    “I hope they like them,” Iris mumbled as she handed the outfits over.  
 
    My fingers purposefully brushed over her hand as I accepted the items, and I noticed how the elf blushed and ducked her head from that one touch alone. 
 
    The scent of her arousal floated through the air seconds later, and the fact that just a touch of my hand had caused such a response, made me desperate to see how she would react when I used my tongue and my cock. 
 
    “We always love your dresses,” I said with a deep voice. 
 
    “Thank you.” She smiled, and her orange hair created a curtain around her face.  
 
    “But that’s something I wanted to discuss with you,” I said as I draped the dresses over my arm. “How much does it cost you to buy all of these materials?” 
 
    Her shop was covered in every material in every color. I knew it couldn’t have been cheap to purchase that, so did Iris even make a profit when Ashe and Sveila ordered a new dress? 
 
    “It costs me one sack of pieces every month,” she replied. “But sometimes I don’t need to restock a certain material, so then it’ll cost me just less than a full sack.” 
 
    My old manor alone would cost someone two sacks of pieces to buy it, so Iris’ business was not a cheap one.  
 
    “How do you make a profit on that?” I frowned. “I only ever see you make dresses for Ashe and Sveila, and even then, we haven’t bought enough to fill an entire sack with gold coins.” 
 
    “I… I do okay.” Iris shrugged. 
 
    “Well, what if I could help you?” I asked. “I have recently moved to Oakenpass, and we found the perfect place that could be turned into a larger shop for you. I’ll also make sure you have more customers as I build the village up, and you’ll soon have a line of undesirables waiting to buy another dress from you. Maybe even some humans, too.” 
 
    “Oh, I…” Iris glanced at her feet as she played with her hands nervously. “That’s very kind of you, but… you don’t need to do that for me.” 
 
    “I want to,” I replied.  
 
    “But…” Her perfectly white teeth nibbled on her plump lips, and I couldn’t take my eyes off them. “My… My mother used to own this shop before me, and… she’s no longer around, so… I really don’t think I could leave the shop as easily as that.” 
 
    The last thing I wanted to do was terrify the elf into making a sudden decision. I also knew she’d be less likely to accept my offer if she felt forced to do so.  
 
    “Well, you can think about it.” I smiled. “Thank you so much for the dresses, and I’m sure Ashe and Sveila, and even Lux and Lixiss, will return soon for another one.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, as always,” Iris replied. 
 
    I turned to leave the shop, but I took one last inhale of her sweet arousal to keep me going before I could return.  
 
    “Oh, Atticus!” Iris called just as the door was shutting.  
 
    I pushed it open with my elbow, and then I looked at the floral elf as she stared at the sheer amount of pieces on the counter.  
 
    “Keep them.” I smirked.  
 
    “But there’s far too many!” she huffed.  
 
    “I know.” I shrugged. “You can put that toward your restocking.” 
 
    I walked away before Iris could say another word, because I knew she would have tried to give the pieces back to me, and I wasn’t going to let that happen.  
 
    However, as I wandered through the small alleyways, I couldn’t stop thinking about what Iris had said. How her mother had owned that shop before her, so it was important that Iris kept it. 
 
    But if I was looking for creatures to work in the tavern, then I was sure I could find someone to work in that dress shop while we opened another in Oakenpass.  
 
    Iris could take in double, triple the amount of pieces every month, and she wouldn’t need to worry about having to restock all of the materials. I could even try to find someone who made these materials, and then Iris could buy them for a much cheaper price.  
 
    There was definitely a way to have Iris in Oakenpass, yet also let her keep her mother’s shop in the Grimmway. I just had to get the little elf to follow along with my plan.  
 
    Then suddenly, as I imagined her delicate face in my head, the scent of purified, angelic evil flooded the air around me. 
 
    The angel was somewhere nearby, and I instantly began to worry that she was going to aim for my women while I wasn’t there to protect them.  
 
    I picked up my pace as I hurried through the alley, and I was even tempted to drop the dresses in order to use my Smoke Flight.  
 
    I had to get to the manor, and I just hoped that Ashe caught on to the angel’s scent in time for them to prepare themselves.  
 
    But my women weren’t the ones who needed to prepare themselves. 
 
    Because just as I turned a corner in the alley, the angel swooped down and stopped me in my path.  
 
    Her golden wings arched behind her, and she crossed her arms over her chest as she stared at me with the deadliest look I had ever seen on her angelic face.  
 
    “Fuck,” I groaned. “It’s you again.”

  

 
   
    Chapter 14 
 
    “I know what you’ve been doing,” the angel snarled as golden glitter fell like raindrops all around her.  
 
    “Well, yeah, because you’ve been following me,” I snorted. “Look, do you really want to lose another fight? If not, you might as well fly off into the sky like you always do.” 
 
    I crossed my arms over my chest as I let out a tired sigh. The dresses were squashed against me, and I noticed how the angel glanced down at the outfits with a slight frown on her face.  
 
    “I’m not here to attack you,” the angel said with a huff. “However, I am here to warn you.” 
 
    “You’re not here to attack me?” I asked rhetorically. “If that’s the case, then fuck off back to the Heavenly Glade. Drop to your knees in front of your Holy King, or whatever the fuck you do for him. Because there’s obviously no reason for you being here.” 
 
    A bite of anger threatened to form on the angel’s face, yet she dropped the expression before it could settle. She clearly hated it whenever I brought her Holy King into the conversation, which only made me want to do it more.  
 
    “I’ve watched you prey on the innocent,” the angelic bitch spat. “I knew the Red Witch was lying last night.” 
 
    “Okay…” I sighed as I leaned back against a wall. “I think you’re going to need to explain a few things, because I have no fucking idea what you’re going on about. Who am I preying on?” 
 
    “I just watched you walk into that shop and prey on the innocent elf inside,” the angel replied. “I saw you lurk around before you went inside, and you terrified that poor, innocent elf. She is completely pure, and she doesn’t deserve your wrath.” 
 
    I couldn’t help but laugh at the shit that poured from the angel’s mouth, because it was the most ridiculous thing I’d ever heard.  
 
    However, my laughter only infuriated the angel even more.  
 
    “How can you claim that you’re unlike other demons?” she demanded as her wings shook. “The elf’s aura is as pink as a cherry blossom, and the lack of shadows tells me that she’s never even been touched by a man! She’s the purest soul in that village, so don’t tell me you’re unlike other demons when you’re stalking after a woman like that.” 
 
    It didn’t particularly surprise me to find out that Iris had never been with a man, but to hear the angel say it only made me want the floral elf even more. To know that Iris was a blank canvas, and I could be the only man to ever devour her sweet, innocent body made my blood burn like a Hellscape inferno, but I drew a calming breath to stay focused on the task at hand. 
 
    “Firstly, I wasn’t preying on Iris,” I said. “I was purchasing these dresses for Ashe and Sveila, because I look after my women. And secondly, Iris wasn’t terrified of me. She desired me. I can still smell her arousal in the air, and that’s all because I walked in. Nothing more. So as untouched as she may be… she’s far from terrified of my presence.” 
 
    “But her mind is not her own when a demon is present,” the angel argued. “You can manipulate them into believing what you want them to believe, and that’s exactly how you lure them into your traps.” 
 
    “I do, do I?” I chuckled. “Huh, that’s funny. Because I never realized I possessed that power. I’m assuming this is what the Holy King told you?” 
 
    I only knew of one type of demon who could do such a thing. It could have been the incubi she was talking about, because they could certainly manipulate anyone and often did so for their own disgusting means, but the demons from the Hellscape couldn’t. 
 
    “Do not mention his name!” the angel hissed as she lifted into the air for a brief second. 
 
    “Fine.” I shrugged. “Let’s talk about the bishop instead, because apparently he had the whitest aura you’ve ever seen?” 
 
    “Yes.” The angel nodded. “It was the polar opposite of yours.” 
 
    “Right…” I sighed. “Then why did he capture and murder innocent undesirables?” 
 
    “Because they weren’t innocent,” the angel replied. “The bishop only ever did what was right for the Church. Those sinful creatures must have threatened the Church, so the bishop had to deal with it–” 
 
    “But you know that isn’t true,” I said. “No one can mask their true scent, so I instantly knew those captives were as innocent as Iris, if not as pure. If they had done something I didn’t agree with, then I would have allowed the bishop to kill them. But he aimed for the weak and vulnerable, so I had to protect the city from the dangers of the Church.” 
 
    The angel continued to frown at the ground as her wings pulsed with anger. Part of me felt like the angel had started to believe me, particularly because she didn’t argue back. But I had to be certain, and I knew exactly how to make the angel see just how terrible and evil the bishop was.  
 
    “Do you know what I saw when I was in the church?” I asked as I took a small step forward. “I saw elves with the tips of their ears severed and dropped on the ground, I saw a sylph who was missing a wing… The bishop removed their ‘deformities’ because these creatures are what they call ‘undesirables.’ Do you know this term? You should. It’s what your beloved Church calls anyone who isn’t human or willing to kiss the humans’ asses just right. The sylph and the elves are very much like Iris, and they were simply taken because they weren’t human. They were considered ‘undesirable.’ If I hadn’t stopped the bishop, then he would have continued torturing these creatures, and he would have made sure Iris joined the prisoners in the church basement eventually. The bishop probably saw you the same way, in fact. You do have fucking wings, after all–” 
 
    “The bishop worshiped angels!” she cried. 
 
    “Then why did he cut off a sylph’s wing?” I frowned. “A sylph who constantly made sure her friends and neighbors were protected, and she made sure they had enough food and pieces to live on? The only reason he targeted her was because of her wings.” 
 
    “I don’t believe you,” the angel sneered.  
 
    “Well, you probably should,” I snorted. “I sure as hell have been here longer than you. Also, is there not some sort of Heavenly Glade rule that mothers and children are protected at all costs, regardless of whether they worship the Church or not?” 
 
    I remembered overhearing a demon in my void talking about that rule, and it had something to do with the innocence of children, and the nurturing bond of a mother. But I never found out if the rule was true or not.  
 
    “Unless the mother or child disobeys the rules of the Church, then yes.” The angel nodded. “They are watched and protected. They are the lifeblood and future of the surface world.” 
 
    “Right, then why did the priest slaughter Sveila’s entire family in front of a whole village?” I asked as a smoky growl blew from my lips. “You’ll know from being around Sveila that her scent doesn’t match that of someone who disobeys the rules. She’s only a little witch.” 
 
    “There must have been another reason behind it.” The angel forced a shrug. 
 
    I rolled my eyes at her pathetic reply, and I was tempted to just walk away and return to my women, but I had one last thing to add.  
 
    “Have you been following me since we were in Oakenpass?” I asked. 
 
    “Maybe.” The angel smirked.  
 
    “Then you would have seen the two half-elves I talked to,” I replied. “You would have noticed their innocent scents, and you would have heard how Lilsys and Donred had to hide with their children in the forest to save themselves from the Church. Oh, and you would have also noticed that I gave them seventy pieces in order to feed and dress their children. Seventy pieces to people I’d never met before, just to make sure they were well looked after. Seventy pieces to try and undo the damage of the so called ‘punishment’ your beloved Church felt fit to carry out. I can’t remember a time I ever saw a priest hand out his own pieces… In fact, the one in this city was collecting it from undesirables, instead. As blackmail.” 
 
    The priest had a lot of undesirables under his thumb. He had ordered Sveila to walk around Pixie Lane collecting these payments, just so the undesirables remained indebted to him. They paid out of fear and in the hopes of staying out of the fucking Church’s dungeons. 
 
    Luckily we’d put an end to that the night we killed the priest and the High Elves in the catacombs, and then we robbed the bastard’s estate of several sacks of pieces. 
 
    It was a wonderful night. 
 
    The angel stared down at the ground with her hands balled into two fists, and her entire body vibrated with the rage that was clear on her face. I wasn’t sure if she was mad at me, the priest, or both of us, but I decided to leave before I could find out.  
 
    I’d had enough of her angelic bullshit, and I had a lot of work to do, so I didn’t have the time to argue with the angel in the middle of an alleyway.  
 
    However, I hadn’t even reached the end of the alley before the angel swooped down beside me again. 
 
    “I haven’t finished yet,” she argued.  
 
    “I have.” I shrugged. “I’m very busy today, so if you wanted to talk, you should have done it last night when you so rudely stopped by my castle unannounced.” 
 
    “Yes, busy planning something hideous,” she snapped. “You’re planning to put the entire city in danger, I know you are.” 
 
    “Where the fuck did you hear that?” I asked as I continued to walk. “Because I haven’t had a conversation like that with anyone while you’ve been stalking me.” 
 
    “You’re putting together an army.” The angel narrowed her golden eyes. 
 
    “Yeah, for protection,” I snickered. “Because the day that I kill you, I want to be prepared for when the rest of the fucking Heavenly Glade fly down like a golden plague.”  
 
    The angel remained beside me as I wandered through the alley on the way to the marketplace. I was surprised nobody had passed us, but perhaps they caught on to the angel’s presence, so they knew to stay back.  
 
    I certainly wanted to stay back.  
 
    “I don’t believe you,” the angel said a second later.  
 
    “You’ve said that a few times now,” I replied.  
 
    “Because I know you’re not just putting together an army for protection,” she sneered. “You will continue to destroy this city, and you only seek to spread evil throughout every corner.” 
 
    “If that’s the case, then keep following me.” I shrugged. “You’ll soon see that I’m not to be feared. Not by everyone, at least. Sure, there are those who naturally realize I’m more dangerous than them, but I let them scurry on with their days, like anyone else. I’m only a punisher. Not a psychopath. The only ones you should be keeping an eye on are the fucking Holy King worshipers. They’re the ones spreading true evil in this city.” 
 
    “You have no idea what you’re talking about!” the angel growled.  
 
    “Admit it,” I said with an evil smirk. “Everything you’ve said about my aura is bullshit. Isn’t it? You know I’m nothing like those bastards who follow your Holy King, and not in a bad way. You know they’re the ones who would really cause some trouble around here. So I want you to be honest with me. As honest as every angel is said to inherently be. I want you to tell me exactly what you sense in my soul. Because I know for a fact that my aura is not as black as night. I was reborn in the fucking Hellscape, woman. I know darkness.” 
 
    The angel’s eyes widened for a split second, almost like I had caught her off-guard with that question. Even if she hadn’t embraced the concept of my innocence before now, I had certainly placed that seed of thought in her head, and she couldn’t help but allow that seed to grow.  
 
    Perhaps Sveila was right, and perhaps the angel did see some sort of goodness in me, but she worshiped her Holy King too much to disobey his orders.  
 
    “I’m right, aren’t I?” I grinned. “My aura isn’t black. Maybe a light gray? Definitely lighter than the bishop’s and the priest’s, but you don’t want to admit it to yourself.” 
 
    “A bishop and priest will always be as white as the Holy King,” she replied. “Those men serve–” 
 
    “Actually, they’re not white,” I snickered. “They’re fucking dead now, so maybe go with a bloody red for those two.” 
 
    The angel’s wings folded in behind her back as she came to a halt, and I turned to face the pure bitch as a whisper of smoke blew from my lips. Her eyes shined like the sun on a cloudless day, and I narrowed my own in order to make her look me straight in the eye. But the angel couldn’t look up any further than my cheeks.  
 
    Her lips were pursed together as a jolt rippled through her, and she crossed her arms over her chest like she was trying to fight back the urge to lash out. The white material of her loose outfit sat snug around her shapely breasts, and it was a shame we were natural-born enemies, because the angel was admittedly unbelievably beautiful. 
 
    This was just the first time I’d let myself really notice it.  
 
    The angel’s features were delicate, and her golden eyes almost looked too large for her face. There was a slight curve in the bridge of her nose, and she had more golden glitter pressed gently into her eyelids, so she nearly glimmered from head to toe. 
 
    But as the tension in the air began to settle, I noticed something that confused me more than anything.  
 
    The angelic scent of the angel no longer repulsed me as much as it normally did. I still didn’t like it, and I knew the scent meant nothing but trouble, but compared to the other angels I had met in my existence, it almost seemed like a softer, lighter version of the holy scent. 
 
    It was almost enough to make me salivate. 
 
    Almost. 
 
    I had no idea what the fuck was going on, but if a sudden shadow hadn’t formed beside me, then I wondered if either of us was going to break the silence.  
 
    I assumed the angel hadn’t realized that Ashe had appeared, but given that the shadow automatically formed beside me, I knew it was my demon lover.  
 
    All of a sudden, Ashe broke free from her hell power, and she launched herself at the angel with her venomous claws at the ready.  
 
    “Stop!” I ordered as smoke grated in my throat, and I dropped the dresses and grabbed Ashe by the waist.  
 
    The angel stepped away from my infuriated huntress, and Ashe wriggled around in an attempt to free herself from my hold. 
 
    “Let me at her,” Ashe growled as she swiped the air with her claws. “I knew you were going to turn up again!” 
 
    “Ashe, stop,” I soothed her, and I let the vibration of my demon voice shake through her back as I held her in place. “Remember, we can’t kill her yet.” 
 
    “Yet,” the angel snorted. “You’ll never be able to kill me.” 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” Ashe asked as she continued to wriggle around. “Let me fucking show you just how capable I am.” 
 
    “Ashe,” Sveila called out as she ran into the alley. “Don’t do this.” 
 
    The two werewolves were right behind her in their canine forms, and their pointed teeth were coated in thick saliva. 
 
    Sveila sounded slightly out of breath, but after checking to make sure I was okay, she leaned forward and cupped Ashe’s face in her hands.  
 
    “I know you’re angry,” the Red Witch said calmly. “But remember what we talked about? We can’t do anything yet.” 
 
    “That’s it,” the angel laughed sarcastically. “Soothe your darling little demon. I’d love to see what happened if she actually managed to kill me.” 
 
    “You’re not fucking helping,” I snarled. “You angels aren’t supposed to be instigators, you know, so either answer the damn question about my aura, or get the fuck out of here.” 
 
    “I don’t have anything new to tell you.” The angel shrugged. “We all know what color your aura is, and we all know what your plan was when you visited the little elf. You should sleep with one eye open, demon, as well as the little werewolves you have following me around.” 
 
    Rasso and Ranulph growled in unison as they stepped toward the angel, but the feathery-winged bitch launched herself into the air before the werewolves could reach her. 
 
    Golden sparkles rained down on top of us, and then the angel gave us a sarcastic smile as her wings became pointed, and she flew away and out of sight.  
 
    Ashe only calmed down once the angel had vanished, and she slumped in my arms with a tired sigh.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked as I stroked my thumbs against her hips.  
 
    “I’m… I’m just pissed that she turned up, and that I couldn’t show her exactly how sharp my claws are,” Ashe growled. “But I know why we can’t do it, and I’m sorry, Atticus. I was too angry to think clearly.” 
 
    “There’s no reason to apologize.” I turned her around and kissed her forehead as I stroked back her hair, and just this simple touch made my demon lover melt into me a little bit. “It’s just a good thing we were here to stop you. You little troublemaker.” 
 
    “Yeah, probably.” Ashe smirked up at me. “But now I need a fucking tonic.” 
 
    “That sounds like a good idea,” Sveila chuckled. “We’re meeting Lux and Lixiss at the marketplace anyway.” 
 
    “Lead the way.” I smiled.  
 
    A tonic did sound good, and I didn’t realize how much I wanted one until Sveila mentioned it. 
 
    Rasso and Ranulph shifted back into their human forms, and then Rasso picked up the dresses from the ground.  
 
    “Shit, sorry,” I laughed as I noticed the mud and water stains on the silky material.  
 
    “I’d rather clean off mud stains than fight an onslaught of angels,” Sveila said as she inspected the mess. “Yeah, I’ll be able to clean this without any issues.” 
 
    “Good,” I said with a nod, and then I leaned down just enough that the witch could leave a kiss on my cheek. 
 
    As we arrived at the marketplace, I took a seat on a bench while Sveila and Ashe bought some bottles of tonic from a stall. Rasso and Ranulph were slumped on the ground on either side of me, and Ranulph had one hand over his face.  
 
    “What happened when you knew the angel was here?” I asked as I glanced between the two men. 
 
    “At first we weren’t sure what had happened,” Rasso explained. “We were just leaving the manor when Ashe started to freak out. Sveila had no idea what was going on, but then as soon as Ashe took off, we noticed the angel’s scent.” 
 
    “That’s when Rasso and I shifted, and we ran with Sveila,” Ranulph continued. “We had no idea if the angel had found you, or if there was something worse going on. We’re just glad nothing bad happened.” 
 
    “Me, too,” I snickered. “At first I thought the angel had headed for the manor because she knew you were alone without me, but then she stopped me in my path. She never physically threatened me, and I don’t think she would have started a fight, but it was fucking confusing.” 
 
    “I hear angels always are,” Rasso laughed. “They’re so brainwashed by their Holy King, and they’d do or say anything to please him.” 
 
    “Apparently demons have the ability to brainwash people, too,” I snorted. 
 
    “Is that what the angel said?” Ranulph frowned.  
 
    “Yep, so it must be true.” I rolled my eyes.  
 
    The werewolves and I couldn’t help but laugh, and I hoped the angel was hiding somewhere so she could overhear us ridiculing her.  
 
    But our laughter came to an end as the women returned with eight bottles of dragon’s breath, and I eagerly accepted mine.  
 
    A dragon’s breath tonic was bitter, fruity, and fizzy, with a puff of smoke that blew from the mouth of the bottle. I wasn’t overly keen on that particular tonic, but it was the only drink the seller had, so I didn’t complain. 
 
    “So, what did the angel want this time?” Sveila asked before she took a sip from her bottle.  
 
    “She actually wanted to warn me,” I laughed at the memory of the conversation. “Apparently, the angel believes I’m preying on Iris because she’s innocent and pure. She said she watched me lurk around the shop before I went in, and that Iris was terrified when she had to talk to me.” 
 
    “Terrified?” Ashe frowned, and then she burst into laughter. “If anything, Iris is terrified about what you could do with your cock, but not in a bad way. From her scent, I’d say the sheer size and heat of your cock isn’t intimidating enough to stop her.” 
 
    “That’s pretty much what I said,” I replied. “I made it quite clear that Iris was turned on, not terrified.” 
 
    “It seems like the angel is looking for any excuse to hunt you down,” Rasso added. “Like she’s just looking for ways to talk to you.” 
 
    “Well…” Ashe sighed as her claws sprung from her left hand. “She’ll soon learn her lesson.” 
 
    “As soon as we get that army sorted,” I replied.  
 
    A few minutes went by, and we drank our tonics as we waited for the twins to arrive. A few of the Grimmway residents smiled at us as they wandered past, and it felt like no one had noticed the confrontation with the angel in the alley. It could have been that they were so used to me that they knew I would handle everything, so maybe they decided to leave me to sort out any issues.  
 
    Just as I was finishing off my tonic, Sveila spotted one of the twins flying toward us, and it wasn’t until they landed in front of me that I noticed it was Lux. She had an unreadable expression on her dainty face, and the fact that she was alone didn’t sit well with me.  
 
    “Where’s Lixiss?” I asked as I glanced around me. “Why are you alone?” 
 
    “Atticus, I think you should come to Madame Nyra’s manor,” Lux mumbled. “We came across Eudora on our way here, and she has something she needs to tell you.” 
 
    “Let’s go,” I said without thinking twice.  
 
    We all jumped up to our feet, and the urgency that rushed through my veins was like nothing I’d felt before.  
 
    Eudora was one of Naia’s mermaids, and it had been their task to follow the High Elves around Rengfri. So if she had something she needed to tell me, then I knew it had to be about the elves.  
 
    “Why are they at the manor?” Sveila asked as we ran through the Grimmway entrance.  
 
    “We wanted to make sure it was a safe place, and no one can listen in when they’re outside the manor,” the fairy replied. “But don’t worry, everyone is fine, and Lixiss and Belcoot offered to take Eudora there while I came to find you.” 
 
    “Okay, good,” I said with a sigh of relief.  
 
    I was desperate to know what Eudora had seen, or if she had overheard something, and no matter how fast I could run, I was much quicker in my smoke form.  
 
    “I’m going on ahead,” I announced. “I’ll meet you all there.” 
 
    “Of course, Atticus,” Lux replied. 
 
    There was something about the wind blowing through my smoky form that offered me some sort of relief, and I felt my stress levels simmer down as I neared the invisible manor.  
 
    Fortunately, Lixiss had been waiting for me to arrive, so she had dropped the veil by the time I had returned to my physical form. Then she opened the iron gate for me, and I instantly brought the black fairy into my arms.  
 
    “You’re okay?” I asked for reassurance.  
 
    “I’m absolutely fine,” she replied. “We all are.” 
 
    Belcoot stood off to one side, and Eudora stood beside him with a smile on her face. The green-haired mermaid had her hands locked together, and her brown eyes glistened in the afternoon sunlight.  
 
    “So, what happened?” I asked as Lixiss and I wandered toward them.  
 
    “A few of us were following the High Elves near the Shadow Quarters, and we managed to find out where they live in Newhall,” Eudora explained. “It’s a grand manor, a bit bigger than your old home, not far from the church.” 
 
    “Of course, it is,” I snorted. “They have to be close to their bastard Church.” 
 
    “We didn’t go inside the manor, because we weren’t sure if that was safe or not, but we managed to listen in on their conversation,” Eudora continued. “There were five of them in total, all seated around a long, oak table, and they were lost in their conversation.” 
 
    All of a sudden, Sveila, Ashe, Lux, and the two werewolves appeared at the iron gate, and Lux pushed it open to allow everyone to enter. 
 
    “What have we missed?” Ashe asked as she skipped toward me.  
 
    “Nothing,” I replied. “Eudora was just telling me about the High Elves’ home.” 
 
    “Yes, but it was when we were listening to their conversation that I realized we needed to inform you about it,” the mermaid said with an uneasy look on her face. “They said, ‘the demon was in the Grimmway,’ and then they started to talk about how you were speaking to an elf in a dress shop.” 
 
    “Iris,” Sveila gasped.  
 
    “Motherfuckers,” I growled. 
 
    So I didn’t just have the angel following me, I also had the damn High Elves creeping around behind my back.  
 
    “This is why I had to talk to you somewhere safe, potentially where they can’t hear us,” Eudora said. “Because if there are more of them around, and they were following you, then they might know what I’ve just told you.” 
 
    “Thank you, I appreciate that,” I mumbled. “So… when did this happen?” 
 
    “Literally just now,” Eudora replied. “The High Elves were leaving the Shadow Quarters when we spotted them, but as soon as I heard them talking, I came straight here. My sisters are still there in case the elves say something else, but I didn’t want to wait.” 
 
    “Okay…” I sighed.  
 
    It angered me that the High Elves were following me, and they could have been doing it for weeks without me knowing. I had been near and inside Iris’ shop a few times over the last couple of days, so it felt like the elves were making notes on what I was doing, and who I had been talking to.  
 
    But as well as being angry, I also felt fearful. 
 
    The thought of someone following someone I loved made me feel murderous, and it was unlike an anger I usually felt when my women were involved. 
 
    It was something else. 
 
    Something much stronger. 
 
    Because if the High Elves had seen me talking to Iris, then the floral elf could be targeted just for simply knowing me. 
 
    Perhaps that was why the elves were talking about her, because Iris was next on their list.  
 
    I hoped that wasn’t the case, and I hoped the other mermaids weren’t going to return with more to the story. But either way, I had to make sure Iris was safe, and there was only one way for me to do that. 
 
    I had to end these High Elves once and for all.

  

 
   
    Chapter 15 
 
    Before we left Madame Nyra’s manor, I double-checked with Eudora that she knew exactly what she was doing. The mermaids weren’t allowed to let the High Elves out of their sight for a single second, especially if Iris was potentially at risk. 
 
    Eudora assured me there were always at least five of six mermaids during each scouting session, and they swapped over at regular intervals. That allowed them to rest up properly, and it meant the High Elves were always being followed by the mermaids. 
 
    Once the conversation had ended, Eudora used her power of invisibility to slip away from the manor without being seen as she returned to Newhall. It was hard to know if the High Elves were still following us, so we took all precautions.  
 
    Ashe and I used our hell powers to drift away from the manor, and the twins, Sveila, and the werewolves used their blue orbs to sneak away. I felt confident the High Elves wouldn’t have seen us leave, especially as the manor was invisible to everyone on the outside. 
 
    I checked the scent in the air as I blew through it, but I didn’t catch on to any mouthwatering scents of evil. However, because the mermaids were keeping a close watch on the High Elves, it gave me hope that they’d catch on to any High Elves who came our way. 
 
    Once I knew the area was clear, I focused on returning to Oakenpass, and then we could discuss exactly what we were going to do with those bastard elves. 
 
    I had wanted to talk to Madame Nyra while we were at her manor, but Lixiss said Nyra had left shortly before I arrived. Apparently she had to visit a family of half-goblins in The Slums, but at least the twins had managed to talk to her about the army before she left.  
 
    As we arrived back at the castle, I searched every corner and potential hiding place, just in case there were some High Elves lurking around, but I never saw any. It felt like I was going to be constantly looking over my shoulder until the threats had been sorted out, but that was exactly why I had my minions working for me.  
 
    My women and I settled into the large reception room just opposite the great hall, and all five of us slumped in the comfortable furniture as we allowed ourselves to relax. 
 
    The armchairs and couches had been a gift from a group of witches, and it hadn’t taken us long to realize the seats were charmed with magic. There had been a moment when we first moved into the castle that Sveila began to fall asleep in the armchair, and she had been lurched forward as the chair forced her awake. 
 
    But the chairs weren’t just mischievous, because as Ashe curled up in the vast seat, she propped her head against the tall frame, and the chair began to wrap itself around her. It was like the armchair wanted to soothe her off to sleep, and the woven fabric acted like a comforter.  
 
    “So,” I said as I sat forward and attempted to clear my mind. “What did Madame Nyra tell you about the army?” 
 
    “She said she’s started to take note of creatures of interest,” Lux replied. “A few people offered to join the army willingly, but it’s still recent news, so it hasn’t traveled around yet. Which is why Madame Nyra has noted down the creatures she’d like to join the army, so she’s going to talk to them personally.” 
 
    “Okay, so that sounds promising,” I said with a light shrug. “At first we were taking it somewhat leisurely, and we were trying to get a read on the angel before anything actually happened. But now it needs to be our top priority. Larauk knows where the new brewery is going to be, so I can leave them to sort that out, but we have to do something about the fucking angel and the High Elves. We cannot allow them to follow us around and cause issues anymore. They need to be sorted out right now.” 
 
    “Maybe they’re working together,” Sveila mumbled with a thoughtful look on her face. “The High Elves could be getting word from the angel, and then they’re working as a team to track you down and gather information?” 
 
    “It wouldn’t surprise me if they were,” Ashe replied. “Given how fucking brainwashed they both are by the Church. Maybe the elves weren’t even in the Grimmway today, and the angel managed to pass it on to them somehow?” 
 
    “It would explain why I haven’t seen them around, or noticed their scents in the air.” I shrugged. “But until we know whether they’re working together or not, it’s best to view them as two separate threats. The angel isn’t going to back down, and she’s out to make it seem like the entire city is in danger with me around, and the High Elves… Well, we did slaughter their men, so… They both have a reason to hate us, and if we imagine that they’re working together, then we could miss something, or get caught off-guard.” 
 
    “The High Elves could also cause more uprisings in Rengfri,” Ashe added. “Which is also something we’ll need to be wary of in case that happens.” 
 
    “Exactly.” I nodded. “They are powerful beings with a lot of support behind them, so they could potentially get whatever they want, which is why we need to stop them before they get that far along. I need to make sure my control around here cannot be shaken, no matter what happens, so we need to pick the best and strongest creatures when it comes to building this army.” 
 
    “I know Madame Nyra would allow the rest of the black fairies to assist us,” Lixiss said confidently. “She doesn’t usually want us to participate in dangerous situations, and normally she’d ask for a payment before they take part, but I think this is different. Especially as she now has a larger role in the Shadow Quarters, and she wants to help you as much as she can.” 
 
    “I’d appreciate that, thank you.” I smiled. 
 
    “You mean, Nyra would allow her darlings to do something for free?” Ashe gasped sarcastically. “I don’t think I’ve ever heard of that happening.” 
 
    “It just shows how much she hates the angel and the High Elves,” Lux giggled. “Every undesirable, whether they’re innocent or not, feels affected by the Church, so everyone is willing to do what they can when it comes to fighting off the Heavenly Glade.” 
 
    The mention of the black fairies and adding them to my army made me think about the other abilities those dainty, mischievous fairies came with. I had only just learned about the black chains, so I was interested to know if they had other hidden abilities. 
 
    “What other skills do black fairies come with?” I asked the twins. “Or do you have any other weapons you could use in a fight?” 
 
    “We mainly rely on our chains,” Lixiss explained. “Although they look like regular metal, the chains are made with the strongest, rarest metal in the world. But that’s why it has the strength to hold down any creature, whether they are mortal or not. As well as that, we also use our wings and petite frames to assist us during a fight. It allows us to slip away from our attackers, or appear without them realizing we were even there.” 
 
    “And although it may be difficult for one fairy to fight off someone like a High Elf, we only work as a team,” Lux continued. “It’s like we can read each other’s body language, so we always know what our partners are going to do, and when they’re going to do it. We don’t have to be as strong as others in order to win a fight.” 
 
    “I’m looking forward to seeing this in person,” I said. “I was really impressed the other night, so I can’t wait to see what else you can do, especially with more black fairies around you.” 
 
    “Yeah, those chains were so cool!” Ashe grinned. “If you ever have any left over, maybe I could… I don’t know, add one to my growing collection of weapons?” 
 
    “Unfortunately, due to the metal being so rare, we only ever have one chain per fairy,” Lixiss giggled. “And even if I handed it to you, it wouldn’t work because it’s not channeled to you.” 
 
    “Damn,” Ashe sighed. “I guess I’ll just stick with my swords.” 
 
    “You look better with a sword anyway,” Sveila said sweetly.  
 
    “Sveila, I look good with any weapon,” Ashe chuckled. “Isn’t that right, Atticus?” 
 
    “You all look amazing, with or without a weapon,” I replied. “But as well as the black fairies, who else do you think we should include in the army? Are there any creatures you think should definitely be a part of this?” 
 
    “Sylphs?” Sveila shrugged. “Like black fairies, they’re also incredibly dainty and quick in the air.” 
 
    “Yeah…” I nodded my head slowly as I thought. “But I’m not sure if I’d want to have too many smaller, winged creatures. Sylphs are generally weaker than black fairies. Plus, I think I’d like to have all sides covered. Land, air, sea… That sort of thing.” 
 
    “Tree elves?” Ashe suggested. “They’re guardians of the forest, so they can come in all shapes and sizes. The elves can disguise themselves as tree bark, whereas you can also get tree beings, and they could grow up to eighty feet in height.” 
 
    “That’s a great idea,” I replied. 
 
    “I mean, there are some downsides to them,” Ashe continued. “The tree beings are incredibly slow, and I’m unsure what other strengths the elves come with apart from the ability to disguise themselves, so we’d need to think about that.” 
 
    “Well, imagine if we had tree beings hiding in the forest,” I said. “They could kill the opponents just by standing on them. I wouldn’t want to write them off just because of their speed or lack of skills. If everyone worked together, then I think that could work.” 
 
    “That’s one of the great things about undesirables.” Sveila smiled. “Everyone has their own strengths and weaknesses, and it doesn’t rule anyone out. I might not be as strong as Ashe, but she doesn’t have the ability to chant spells like I can. Everyone seems to fit together like a colorful mosaic.” 
 
    “Exactly,” I replied. “I obviously want to pick the stronger creatures, but just because someone like Sparkles is the size of my forearm, doesn’t mean she can’t kill someone.” 
 
    “And we all know she can,” Lixiss giggled. “Apart from getting drunk, I think planning to kill someone is her favorite thing to do.” 
 
    “It’s definitely one of them,” I snickered. “But back to the question, who else do you think we should include? Apart from the obvious ones like the minions, maybe some trolls?” 
 
    “That would depend on whose side they’re on,” Ashe laughed. “Would they rather kill you or fight with you?” 
 
    “That’s a very good point.” I smirked.  
 
    I’d killed a bunch of trolls on my first day after escaping to the surface world. They had a hut full of pieces, and I’d started to realize I needed those coins in order to purchase food, garments, and a place to sleep. So I killed the trolls, stole their pieces, and those creatures and I haven’t been overly friendly since then. 
 
    “But you’re right, Atticus,” Lixiss replied. “We’d need creatures as strong as the orcs in order to balance out the army. We’d need an equal amount of creatures. Some who can kill with nothing but their fists, and others who can slip away without their opponents noticing.” 
 
    I glanced around the room as I thought about all of the creatures I had witnessed during my time on the surface world. There had to be someone who fit the criteria, yet for some reason my mind had gone blank.  
 
    The walls were painted forest-green, and a few of the new portraits from kind undesirables had been placed neatly on each wall. But then I found myself staring at one picture in particular, and it was then that an idea came to mind.  
 
    The portrait was of a woman in a red dress, with thin, lacelike material that fell neatly over her pale skin. The woman was sitting on the back of a black horse, and I began to think of a group of undesirables that I had only ever seen once in person. But if they accepted my offer to join the army, then they were exactly who I needed. 
 
    “Centaurs.” I grinned. “That’s who we need.” 
 
    “Oooh, yes!” Lixiss clapped happily. “They’re not only large, but they’re also fast and strong.” 
 
    “What about the gnomes who used to work for the incubi?” Sveila suggested. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen one, but if the incubi chose them, then I can’t imagine they’d be too small or feeble.” 
 
    “Absolutely.” I smiled. “I’m sure the mermaids would help me track the gnomes down in order for me to see them in person.” 
 
    It hadn’t just been the mermaids that the incubi had brainwashed while they were in power, the gnomes had also been made to do the same job. The incubi had constantly told the mermaids they were more impressed with the gnomes, but that could have been part of the incubi’s mindfuckery.  
 
    All I knew was that the gnomes lived in a small village called Stonebay, nestled between the mountains on the opposite side of Rengfri. It would probably take us a few hours to get there, but I wasn’t going to complain about the distance if it meant my army would increase in strength and size. 
 
    “I think I should definitely track down the centaurs and the gnomes,” I announced to the room. “If I try to track down the centaurs this evening, then I’ll have the mermaids take me to Stonebay in the morning.” 
 
    “It might need to be the other way around,” Lux muttered. “According to Madame Nyra, centaurs hunt at night, and you don’t want to approach them while they’re hunting.” 
 
    “That’s fine.” I shrugged. “I can do Stonebay tonight. Did Madame Nyra ever tell you where the centaurs lived?” 
 
    “No.” Lixiss shook her head. “They are incredibly difficult creatures to work with, so unless someone came across their territory by accident, then they don’t want anyone knowing where they live. Madame Nyra knows, but she didn’t want any of us to find out.” 
 
    It didn’t surprise me that Madame Nyra knew the centaurs’ location. I had a feeling she knew the location of every creature in Rengfri.  
 
    “Okay,” I said as I let out a deep breath. “In that case, I’ll talk to Madame Nyra in the morning and see if she can assist me with that. And I’ll see if the mermaids can take me to Stonebay this evening.” 
 
    “Do you think that’s safe after everything that happened today?” Lux asked. 
 
    “I can use my Smoke Flight to make it safer.” I smiled. “Also, the quicker I get this sorted, the quicker our army will be ready. And given everything that happened today, I don’t think we want to wait around.” 
 
    “In that case, I’ll get you some meat and bread to fuel you before you leave,” Sveila said sweetly as she stood up from the couch. 
 
    “Thank you,” I replied. “If I leave soon, then I should be able to return before the moon is high.” 
 
    It must have been around the third or fourth hour in the afternoon, which still gave me enough time to get to Stonebay and back. But it also meant the sun would still be present for a few more hours before the moon took over. 
 
    Fortunately, it took Sveila no time at all to prepare some food, and as the werewolves came inside to eat, I informed them of my plan. Until we knew what the High Elves were up to, I wanted to keep our plans as private as possible. So I hoped the elves or the angel wouldn’t have heard where I was going, and then that would limit their abilities to follow me.  
 
    Rasso, Ranulph, and Belcoot promised to keep a close eye on my women, as well as the surrounding areas, until I returned, and I even said I would return with a few more werewolves to take over for them. The wolf-men were okay to guard for about twenty-four hours, but I didn’t want to leave it much longer than that.  
 
    Once I had finished my dinner, I changed into a new pair of black pants and a white shirt, and then I gave my women a heated kiss before my Smoke Flight took over. 
 
    I took in the view below me as I flew over the Port of Rengfri, and I had a feeling it would always amaze me how no one knew I was above them. I even spotted a few human women with the symbol of the Church around their necks. They would have screamed in terror if they had spotted me, or attempted to harm me because of what I had done to their precious Church. 
 
    There would always be holy followers around. 
 
    But I could have been inches away from their faces, and they would have just thought it was more smoke blowing from nearby chimneys. 
 
    Sometimes I used my Smoke Flight just to see what else was going on in Rengfri, and I didn’t always have an agenda in mind. But on the nights where I had to get somewhere quickly, it was often hard not to get distracted as I flew around. 
 
    I stayed focused as I arrived at the Shadow Quarters, and then I slipped over the trees and down toward the mermaid cove. Like always, a fair few of the mermaids were bobbing in the water, whereas the rest of them were sunbathing on the jagged, algae and barnacle-covered rocks. 
 
    I couldn’t tell how many of the mermaids were busy following the High Elves, but I imagined it would have been a small handful of them. 
 
    A blonde mermaid with glistening silver eyes and a purple dress was the first one to spot me as I appeared on the cove. Her pale skin appeared even paler against the darkness of the rocks, and it looked as though she had golden strands flowing through her hair. 
 
    “Good afternoon, Atticus,” she said with a coy smile and a little wave.  
 
    “Good afternoon, Maria,” I replied. “Is Naia here?” 
 
    “Naiaaa!” the mermaid called over to the cave. “You have a visitor!” 
 
    “Did you come to see me, Atticus?” a brunette mermaid with white eyes giggled from the water.  
 
    “I suppose I came to see all of you, Mica.” I shrugged. “But probably not for the reason you’re thinking.” 
 
    “As long as you come to see us, that’s all that matters.” She winked. 
 
    “Atticus!” a songlike voice called out.  
 
    I turned to see my beautiful Naia leaving the cave with a ball of damp kelp in her hands.  
 
    Naia threw the kelp onto the rocks, and then she sprinted toward me and threw herself into my arms. Her lips fused against mine, and her hands became lost in my choppy hair. I hooked my hands underneath her thighs as her ankles locked behind my back, and my cock instantly began to react as she rubbed her bare pussy against it. 
 
    “You said you’d return soon,” she said as she pulled back to look at me.  
 
    “And I always keep my promises.” I smirked.  
 
    I held my sinful mermaid against my body for a few more minutes, and then she dropped her feet to the ground, turned to look at Maria, and asked her to collect fresh kelp bandages for the undesirables. 
 
    “Of course, Naia,” Maria said politely as she stood up from the rocks.  
 
    “So, Atticus, how can I help you this evening?” Naia purred as she ran her blunt nails down my cheek.  
 
    “There are plenty of ways you could help me,” I growled. “And if I had the time, I would fuck you against the wall of the cave. But unfortunately I’m on a mission, and I came here to ask you about the gnomes.” 
 
    “Gnomes?” She frowned. “The incubi’s gnomes?” 
 
    “Yes.” I nodded. “I want to see if they’re willing to join the army I’m in the middle of putting together, but you’re the only one who knows where they live. I’m assuming Eudora has informed you about what the High Elves said this morning?” 
 
    “Yes, I heard,” Naia snarled. 
 
    “Well, that’s why I need to gather this army together as quickly as I can,” I explained. “Do you think the gnomes would help me?” 
 
    “I’d think so, yes.” She shrugged. “They’re quite reserved, and they like to keep away from other beings, especially since we realized what the incubi had been doing to us. However, they hate the Church and the High Elves as much as you do, so I don’t see any reason why you can’t ask them to help you.” 
 
    “If that’s the case, then do you think some of your mermaids could take me to Stonebay?” I asked. “And you could join us, of course.” 
 
    “I’d love to go.” Naia pouted. “However, I really can’t leave these undesirables until I know they’re all okay. I’m the only one who knows what to do if they deteriorate, so I only allow myself an hour a day to swim and hunt.” 
 
    “I understand.” I smiled. “They wouldn’t have survived if it wasn’t for you, so I’d prefer it if you stayed here to look after them.” 
 
    “But I’ll have all the time in the world once they return home…” she suggested slyly. “Perhaps you could spend a day here, with me, in the cave?” 
 
    “Like I said, I always keep my promises,” I growled as I brought her lips to mine. 
 
    Neither of us wanted to part from the other, but we both knew I had a job to complete, so we reluctantly pulled apart.  
 
    “Mica, Arva, and Tulia,” Naia said as she selected her women from the water. “I need you three to take Atticus to Stonebay. Show him where the gnomes live, and introduce him to them.” 
 
    “Of course,” Tulia replied. 
 
    “Will you be using your hell power, Atticus?” Arva asked.  
 
    “Yes.” I nodded.  
 
    “Then it’ll be quicker if we swim there,” she replied. “It’ll take half the amount of time, plus we’re ten times faster in water than on land. That is, if you can keep track of us when we’re in the water?” 
 
    “I don’t think I’d be able to miss your pink hair, Arva,” I chuckled.  
 
    “No one can.” She winked. 
 
    “Okay,” Naia said. “As soon as your three return, you’ll be taking over from Eudora and the others in Newhall. So make sure you’re not away for too long.” 
 
    “I’ll try not to keep them too distracted,” I chuckled.  
 
    “It’s not you I’m worried about.” Naia smirked. “Although the gnomes are introverts, they feel like we’re family to them, so they always try to make us stay for food.” 
 
    “Is that a bad thing?” I asked.  
 
    “Not normally,” Naia giggled. “But their ‘food’ consists of bugs, slop, and rotten vegetables. It’s not exactly fish guts.” 
 
    I didn’t like the sound of any of that, but I didn’t want to mock the mermaids’ favorite food.  
 
    “I can see what you mean,” I said with an uneasy look. “That doesn’t sound overly appetizing. Well, I’ll make sure we’re not there for too long.” 
 
    “Thank you.” Naia smiled as she placed one more kiss on my lips. 
 
    I pulled my mermaid against me once more as I inhaled her luscious scent, and then, as the mermaids began to swim off, I changed to my smoky form. 
 
    Arva was right, they were ten times quicker in the water, and had it not been for their brightly-colored hair, I would have found it difficult to keep track of them. 
 
    The sea was dark and gloomy, and it swayed and bobbed as small waves were created in the middle of the ocean. I occasionally caught sight of Tulia’s sapphire-blue hair and her matching tail as it glided through the water. And every time the mermaids returned to the surface for air, I made sure to watch carefully as they ducked back under again.  
 
    The mermaids swam so delicately, and their tails seemed to roll up and down as they forced themselves forward. It was the first time I had ever seen the mermaids swim before, apart from playing by the shore, and it was a truly magnificent sight. 
 
    I didn’t even pay attention to the city beside me, or the change in scenery as we passed rows of trees and then dark gray buildings. I didn’t even know how long I’d been flying for, and I simply followed the mermaids across the ocean as they took me toward Stonebay. I knew I had been flying for a while because the sun began to set, but that was the only giveaway.  
 
    It wasn’t until the mermaids began to head toward a shore that I realized we had arrived. 
 
    The shore was covered in white sand, and there was a curtain of trees that blocked out the view of whatever hid behind them. 
 
    “Atticus,” Tulia said as they stepped onto the shore.  
 
    I flew around their heads to show them I was there, and all three of them smiled as they followed my trail of smoke.  
 
    “Stonebay is a ten-minute run from here,” the mermaid continued. “You won’t be able to miss the gnomes’ home, but it’s best if you stay with us. We’ll head off through the trees, and you can follow us.” 
 
    There wasn’t a way for me to agree while in my Smoke Flight form, so the mermaids must have assumed I was okay with that plan, and then they began to sprint through the forest. 
 
    I was about to see more of Stonebay as we traveled over the forest, and I instantly spotted the reason behind the name.  
 
    There were two enormous mountains in the distance, and the tiny village was settled directly between them, like Naia told me when we’d first met. But unlike other villages in Rengfri, Stonebay didn’t have any instantly recognizable houses. Everything was made from stone and wooden huts. Trees continued to run past each rock formation, almost like little alleyways, and it proved to be difficult to work out who lived where.  
 
    Then I spotted something in the distance, and like Tulia said, I instantly knew it was the gnomes’ home.  
 
    Four giant white rocks rose high in the air until they reached the tops of the trees. Moss had grown over the head of the rocks, and although it looked just like a gathering of rocks to begin with, I quickly noticed wooden walkways that ran in between the rocks like serpents. 
 
    All of a sudden, the trees below me began to shake and tremble, and I heard the booming sound of plodding footsteps that appeared to draw closer and closer. 
 
    I drifted down to the ground as the mermaids stopped running, and then I deactivated my Smoke Flight as I took in the colossal creature who stood in front of us.  
 
    The gnome must have been at least ten feet in height, and potentially the same in width, too. He had a pointed red hat on the top of his head, his bulbous nose appeared to be squashed between his tiny eyes and thin lips, and his cheeks were stained red.  
 
    He had stumpy arms and legs, but his enormous stomach had been covered in a pair of blue pants, a red shirt, and a yellow vest. However, the garments looked far too small for him, and the buttons that ran up his stout stomach appeared to be seconds away from popping off. 
 
    “Good evening, Mopnam,” Arva said delicately. “We’ve brought someone here to talk to you, if that’s okay?” 
 
    The gnome glanced behind the mermaids as he stared at me, and he parted his thin lips to reveal a singular, broken tooth which remained in his upper gum. 
 
    Mopnam had the ability to look me in the eye, which told me a lot about this gnome.  
 
    He was as dark and sinful as I was. Even in his cheerful yellow vest. 
 
    “Who’s this?” he asked with a clear lisp.  
 
    “This is Atticus,” Mica replied. “We brought him here because he wants to talk to you about the Church.” 
 
    Mopnam was silent for several minutes, and I crossed my arms over my chest as I not-so-patiently waited for his answer.  
 
    But then the wrinkles on the gnome’s face became deeper as he frowned, yet he never took his eyes off me. 
 
    Mopnam cleared his throat exactly like an orc did, and then he spat the thick, gloopy, yellow mucus onto the muddy path as he turned around to face his home.  
 
    “Follow me,” he mumbled. “We’ll talk in here as I prepare you some food.”

  

 
   
    Chapter 16 
 
    Mopnam led us through the white rocks that made up the gnomes’ home, and the wooden walkways sounded like they were going to snap from the sheer size of the creature in front of me. Every step added more pressure onto the wooden slabs, and the mermaids never let go of each other in order to keep their balance from the way the walkway bounced under the gnome’s weight.  
 
    There didn’t appear to be any proper shelter in this strange home, so I assumed the gnomes had no issue with rainstorms. There was a wooden door built into one of the enormous rocks, but the door barely looked big enough for me to fit through, so I imagined it was a cupboard, and not an actual room.  
 
    There was a thick slab of wood positioned in the center of the rocks, and it had several gray boulders placed around it. There was a set of shelves behind the makeshift table, and a selection of pots, bowls, and slate plates had been shoved onto the shelves in a messy fashion. I never saw any other items, like lanterns, beds, or a bathing tub, so if the mermaids hadn’t told me this was where the gnomes lived, I certainly wouldn’t have thought it was a home.  
 
    The gnomes clearly lived a very different lifestyle than I did, and they probably would have thought my home was strange to them. 
 
    “Sit here,” Mopnam ordered as he motioned toward the boulders. “I’ll make us some food, and then we’ll talk.” 
 
    “You don’t need to worry about that,” Tulia said politely. “We also have some jobs to complete tonight, so we can’t be too long.” 
 
    “The food is already ready.” Mopnam shrugged his giant shoulders, and then he proceeded to slam a large iron pot on the wooden table.  
 
    The pot looked big enough for me to climb into, and a rancid scent of blood, rotten vegetables, and soil blew from the pot in waves. 
 
    “Where are the others this evening?” Arva asked. 
 
    “They’re out collecting supplies,” the gnome replied. “We have just enough stew to last us the evening, and then I’ll need to make more in the morning.” 
 
    “Then I wouldn’t want to take the last of your food.” Tulia smiled. “It’s only right that you leave it for the others when they return.” 
 
    “You have come a long way.” Mopnam grinned, which showed off his singular tooth. “Please, make yourselves comfortable in my home.” 
 
    I began to realize that Mopnam wasn’t going to take no for an answer, and we all had to “enjoy” his dinner as best we could. My stomach began to churn before I even looked at the stew, and I wasn’t one to often pass on a meal before I had tried it, but I already knew I wasn’t going to enjoy this meal. 
 
    Mopnam collected four bowls from the shelf, and then he threw them down in front of us before he returned to the pot of stew. Instead of using a utensil, the gnome shoved his hand into the pot, collected a handful of stew, and filled each bowl with a black-and-brown slop.  
 
    The first ingredient I noticed was a squashed insect that sat on the top of the pile of mush. There were also vegetable peelings, something small that looked like stones, and more insect bodies and legs dotted around the bowl.  
 
    I would have preferred to eat fish guts like the mermaids lived off, that was how bad this stew was.  
 
    Mopnam stared at us with his beady eyes as he threw a handful of food into his mouth. I knew he was waiting for us to try his creation, but I had a feeling the mermaids were too scared to even touch the stew, let alone eat it. 
 
    However, I wanted the gnome to be on my side, and I wanted him to join my army, so I cautiously picked the insect up with two fingers, and then I took a deep breath as I closed my lips around it.  
 
    Had I been in my demon form, I probably would have enjoyed the bitter taste of blood, juices, and the snapping of the insect’s shell. However, my human form didn’t have the same taste palate, so I just had to give the gnome a fake smile as I forced the food down my throat.  
 
    “Good?” Mopnam asked.  
 
    “It’s lovely,” I growled as I attempted to keep the food down. 
 
    “Come on, eat, eat,” the gnome said to the mermaids. “You’re too skinny!” 
 
    Mica took a deep breath as she scooped up some of the stew, and then she glanced at me with fearful eyes as she licked the mess off with her tongue.  
 
    “Mopnam,” Arva said as she subtly pushed the bowl away from her. “Like we said, Atticus wanted to talk to you about the Church.” 
 
    “Yes, yes!” Mopnam cried with his obvious lisp. “You’re the one to defeat them?” 
 
    “I am.” I nodded. “I didn’t do it alone, but yes, the Church has been defeated. However, because of that, I now have an angel following me around and threatening my life, as well as the lives of my women and my minions. It is my intention to kill this angel and save the surface world from her holy torment, but I can’t do that and expect the Heavenly Glade not to retaliate. So I need to create an army. One that is big enough and strong enough to go against our opponents and be victorious.” 
 
    Mopnam didn’t say a word, and he ate his stew in silence as he stared directly into my eyes.  
 
    “I understand that you prefer to keep to yourselves,” I continued. “However, I feel like you could be the perfect addition, and exactly what I need in order to kill the angels should the Heavenly Glade open. I also have a few issues with High Elves, but I’m mainly looking for an army to go up against the angels. Of course, if you’d be willing to assist with the High Elves, then I’d accept your help with them, too.” 
 
    I felt confident that my group was strong enough to defeat the High Elves without an entire army behind me. The army was mainly for the angels. But I also wanted to put the offer out there in case any of the creatures I came across were willing to assist me.  
 
    “My men and I stay away from High Elves,” Mopnam muttered as he loaded his bowl with more slop. “That is partly why we remain in Stonebay, and we refuse to leave.” 
 
    “Of course.” I nodded.  
 
    “High Elves once attempted to take over this small village, and they wanted to use it for the Church,” he explained. “It was their mission to flatten out the land, remove the trees, and turn it into holy land. My men and I, and a few other creatures around here, put up a fight in order to keep our homes, and although the High Elves backed down from the task, we didn’t truly win. I lost one man that night, and several other residents were killed under the hands of the High Elves. Ever since that night, we refuse to even look in the High Elves’ direction, let alone put ourselves in such dangerous situations again.” 
 
    “I understand,” I said truthfully. “If you only want to help with the angels, then that’s okay.” 
 
    “Why did you come to me?” Mopnam asked. “I believe you live in the Grimmway. You must have traveled far in order to see me, and I know there are plenty of beings between here and there that would offer to help you.” 
 
    “I now live in Oakenpass, but you’re right, there are plenty of other beings,” I replied. “However, I needed to find someone powerful and strong. Someone who holds a variety of skills, and who is unlike anyone we have at home. Although this is the first time I’ve met you, I knew you had to be powerful in order for the incubi to use you for their dirty work. Like with the mermaids.” 
 
    A scowl crossed the gnome’s face, and his stubby hands clenched together in fists at the mere mention of the incubi. 
 
    “We never realized how bad the incubi were until we were free from them,” the gnome mumbled. “I thought I was doing the right thing keeping watch on innocent people, and I didn’t see anything wrong with the incubi murdering those blameless families. But as soon as the incubi powers were dropped, and we were free from their brainwashing, I saw what I had done. I noticed that I had been the reason those young children and parents had been killed, and the incubi simply used us as soldiers in battle, or pieces in their evil games.” 
 
    “We were the same,” Tulia said sadly. “We thought the incubi were the most incredible men in the world, and we were blind to the real danger. We didn’t even see how bruised, battered, and weak we were. Not until you came along, Atticus.” 
 
    “And I’m incredibly glad I did.” I sent the mermaid a grin. 
 
    “You killed the incubi?” Mopnam asked. 
 
    “I did.” I nodded.  
 
    “The mermaids said you did, but I didn’t think much about it,” he replied. “We were just happy we were free for the first time in years. However, we hate the Church as much as we hate the incubi, and you’ve defeated both of them. Rengfri has been an exceptionally dark city for a long time, but now there seems to be some light breaking through the shadows. And because you were the one to create that new ray of light, I feel it’s only right that we show you our gratitude in any way we can.” 
 
    “So… you’ll join the army?” I asked.  
 
    “If that is what you need from us, then yes.” Mopnam bobbed his enormous head. “We will join your army, and we will assist you with the angels should the Heavenly Glade open.” 
 
    An evil grin crossed my face at the thought of including the mighty gnomes, and I could just imagine how incredible they would look as they plowed through a wall of angels. 
 
    “Thank you,” I said honestly. “And how many gnomes are there in total?” 
 
    “There are nine of us,” he replied. “There used to be ten, but that’s why we no longer go up against the High Elves.” 
 
    “I understand.” I nodded. “As long as you’re willing to help with the angels, that’s all I’m asking.” 
 
    “We can offer you that,” Mopnam said. “You just need to tell us where we are needed, and when to be there.” 
 
    “We haven’t planned anything just yet.” I shrugged lightly. “But as soon as I know for sure, I’ll return to discuss everything with you. But given the trouble the angel has caused so far, I don’t think it’ll be too long before I need to have the army ready.” 
 
    “There’s always one of us around,” the gnome replied. “But I’ll be sure to explain everything to the others, so you won’t need the mermaids’ assistance the next time you wish to visit us.” 
 
    “I appreciate that,” I said. “I know how reserved you are, so your trust means a lot to me.” 
 
    “We only allow those who have helped us into our home,” Mopnam explained. “We have been through too much to allow strangers into our home. Especially after everything that happened with the incubi.” 
 
    “Well, I will always offer my trust and assistance, especially to those who deserve it,” I said with a nod. “So you will always have my protection, should you require it. And I think you’ll find the protection of a demon is a valuable thing.” 
 
    Mopnam thanked me once again, and then he offered us more stew from the pot, which the mermaids and I politely declined. I still had one of the insect legs stuck between my teeth, and the sour taste refused to leave my tongue, so I’d had more than enough of the gnome’s stew.  
 
    Fortunately, the mermaids needed to return to the cove, so that gave us the perfect excuse to thank Mopnam for the meal before we swiftly left. He reminded me again that I could return whenever I needed to, so I promised to keep him up to date with the new army.  
 
    As the mermaids and I headed back toward the coast, I told them I’d follow them across the sea, but I’d leave when I spotted The Slums in the distance. I didn’t want the mermaids to return to the cove alone and only then notice that I wasn’t there, so it was best to inform them of my plan. 
 
    I felt a strong sense of relief as my Smoke Flight took over. I was pleased that all nine gnomes would pledge their assistance to my army, and before I’d met Mopnam, I had thought the orcs would be the largest creatures in my ranks, so it felt fucking incredible to know the gnomes were now on my side. All I had to do was try and track down the centaurs, and then Madame Nyra could finish off building the army with the other undesirables she spoke to.  
 
    By the time I noticed The Slums in the distance, I flew away from the mermaids and directed myself toward the werewolves’ home. I needed to find some new wolf-men to take over for Rasso, Ranulph, and Belcoot. 
 
    Fortunately, some of the werewolves were at home resting, so I asked Gunnolf to pick some of them to follow me back to the castle. The alpha informed me that most of his men were currently following the angel, but he was able to pick three, and the chosen men were more than happy to become the new guards.  
 
    Luc, Barion, and Errol shifted into their wolf forms as they sprinted toward Oakenpass, whereas I used my Smoke Flight to make the journey quicker and easier.  
 
    Just as I had expected, the moon was slowly rising in the sky as I returned, and I found my women relaxing in Lux and Lixiss’ room as they searched through Ashe’s impressive supply of blades and throwing knives. 
 
    “Atticus!” all four of them cried as they jumped off the bed.  
 
    I opened out my arms for my women, and I took in their familiar, distinct scents as I felt my body relax after a long night of traveling.  
 
    “Did you find the gnomes?” Ashe asked.  
 
    “I did,” I replied. “I saw one of them, and he was happy to accept the offer to join the army. He hates the angels and the Church, and because of our assistance with freeing them from the incubi, he said it was the least they could do.” 
 
    “That’s brilliant.” Sveila grinned. “It’s exactly what we need.” 
 
    I spent the next few minutes explaining everything to the women. From how Mopnam looked, the interesting stew he forced us to eat, and everything we’d talked about. 
 
    Lux and Lixiss were excited to meet the gnomes because they’d only heard what Madame Nyra had told them of the large beings, so they couldn’t wait to see if the gnomes were as big as they imagined. Sveila was just happy that Mopnam had offered to take part, whereas Ashe was eager to see what weapons the gnomes used, or if they had any particular hidden skills.  
 
    Then my women told me how they had spent their evening, and apparently Ashe and Sveila had spent their time teaching Lux and Lixiss how to hold and fire the crossbow. Until the High Elves and the angel had been dealt with, they wanted to spend as much time in the castle as possible, but they were going to use that time wisely, and to practice using the large assortment of weapons we had in the house. 
 
    By the time it was late enough to go to sleep, Ashe and Sveila joined me in my bed, and I must have been asleep the second my eyes closed. I hadn’t realized how busy my day had been until it ended, and I was instantly relieved to finally get some rest.  
 
    The following morning, as the sun dragged me from my slumber, I remained in bed for a few minutes as I planned out my day. I desperately needed to try and find the centaurs, so that was my first priority. Everything else had to wait until that had been completed. 
 
    As I discussed this with my women during breakfast, Ashe told me she wanted to visit Garrik’s shop to see if he had any new weapons, and she promised to take a werewolf with her, just in case. I was more than happy for my feisty huntress to do that, and when I asked the others if they wanted to go, too, Sveila said she and the twins were going to train some more with the crossbows. 
 
    Lux and Lixiss giggled when Ashe continued to explain visiting Garrik’s shop, so I just assumed the twins were excited to see what weapons she came back with. But when Sveila had difficulty fighting back her grin, I began to realize there might have been something more to the story.  
 
    But I knew my women only ever had good intentions, so if there was something more to the plan, then I was excited to see what it was.  
 
    Once the meat, bread, and apples had been demolished, I kissed my women goodbye and informed Luc, Barion, and Errol of the day’s events. Then, as I caught sight of Ashe leaving the castle, I gave her a smile before my Smoke Flight took over.  
 
    Oakenpass was just as deserted as it always was, and even the roads that led to the village were completely deserted. It was still quite early in the morning, somewhere around the eighth or ninth hour, so it didn’t surprise me to see the roads as empty as that.  
 
    But as I reached the Shadow Quarters, I was quick to notice the number of undesirables with baskets in hand as they headed toward the marketplace, and the taverns and shops had opened their doors for their regular customers. 
 
    I couldn’t wait for my tavern to open, and to have crowds of drunks barge through the doors before the sun was even high in the sky. But I was mainly looking forward to the gold pieces the customers brought with them. 
 
    Several black fairies danced through the sky as they flew from Madame Nyra’s manor, so I assumed they were off to complete their jobs for the day. I just hoped Madame Nyra was still at home, otherwise I’d have to wait before I could search for the centaurs.  
 
    Fortunately, as the veil was lifted around the manor, Madame Nyra herself was the one to open the gate for me. 
 
    “Good morning, Atticus,” she said politely as she allowed me to enter. “I was just about to leave, so you’ve come at just the right time. That is, if you’re here to speak to me, of course.” 
 
    “Lux and Lixiss live with me now.” I smirked. “So you’re the only reason I need to return.” 
 
    “And how are my darlings doing?” she asked. “I wish I could have spent more time with them yesterday.” 
 
    “They’re doing great,” I replied. “And remember, I’m not keeping them from you, so you’re allowed to spend as much time with them as you want. But I understand how busy you are, especially with your new job.” 
 
    “Oh, my new job,” Madame Nyra sighed as she placed one hand over her chest. “I still cannot thank you enough for giving me this opportunity. I’ve wanted to be in charge of the Shadow Quarters for as long as I can remember.” 
 
    “You’re the best person to do it,” I said honestly. “I wouldn’t trust anyone else with that sort of responsibility.” 
 
    “I appreciate the compliment.” She smirked. “Now, I can’t stay long, despite how much I enjoy our conversations. I told the banshees I’d meet them in the Grimmway before the eleventh hour. So, how can I help you, my dear?” 
 
    “I was wondering if you could help me track someone down,” I began, to which Madame Nyra frowned. “I went to visit the gnomes in Stonebay last night, to see if they would join the army we’re putting together, and they agreed to.” 
 
    “That’s wonderful,” Nyra replied. “I knew I didn’t stand a chance in trying to sway them, so I didn’t bother to head over there, but I’m glad you did. I’ll be sure to add them to the list.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I said. “But as well as the gnomes, I also wanted to see if any centaurs would be willing to take part, and from what I know, you’re the only person who knows their location.” 
 
    “I see…” Nyra muttered as she glanced off into the distance. 
 
    “I feel like the army would be much stronger if I had them on my side,” I explained. “Lux and Lixiss told me how reserved the centaurs are, and how cautious I’d need to be, but I don’t want to complete the army without at least asking if they’d join us.” 
 
    “Yes, my darlings are right, as always,” Nyra replied. “Centaurs can be incredibly difficult beasts to work with, and you’d instantly know if they didn’t want you on their land. However…” 
 
    I waited patiently as Madame Nyra thought something over in her head. She rubbed one hand across her chin, and her dainty, heeled boot tapped the ground rhythmically. 
 
    “The centaurs and I have a special bond,” Madame Nyra said a moment later. “We have both helped each other over the years, and that’s partly why I’m the only one who knows their location. However, I don’t think it would be wise to instantly approach them out of the blue, especially given how dangerous they can be.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” I frowned. “You don’t want me to go and see them?” 
 
    “No, I think you should, because I think they would be wonderful for the army,” she explained. “What I’m saying is that I think you should check out the centaurs carefully before you speak to them. Get an idea of how they work, what they’re like around each other, and then think about whether you want to include them or not. Especially as you’ve never seen them before, you can’t jump straight into something like this with centaurs, you definitely need to make acquaintances with them before you ask for a favor.” 
 
    “Okay, so I should use my Smoke Flight to sneak around them?” I clarified. 
 
    “Yes, but even then you have to be careful,” she giggled. “Centaurs’ sense of smell is as good as yours, so they’ll know if someone is around, whether they can see you or not. So you’ll need to stay high in the trees and watch from above, and if it looks like they’ve caught on to something, or if they start to sniff the air, then just leave. The centaurs trust me, and only me, so if you like what you see, then I can be the one to perhaps introduce you, or ask them if they’d like to be a part of the army.” 
 
    “But if they don’t like being around other people, then do you think they’d join the army?” I asked. 
 
    “I think they will if I asked,” Nyra explained. “You see, the leader and I essentially set up an agreement that we would help each other if it was absolutely necessary. If either the centaurs or I say we need assistance, then the other must listen, and we have to do what we can to help.” 
 
    “Okay.” I shrugged. “So I’ll go there, stay hidden in the trees, and decide whether I think they’ll serve my cause well?” 
 
    “Yes.” The black fairy nodded. “Now, I know you’re stronger than nearly everyone in Rengfri, but if they were to find you, then it would not be wise to put up a fight against thirteen centaurs. Do you understand what I’m saying, Atticus?” 
 
    “Sure,” I replied. “So where do they live?” 
 
    “You need to head toward The Slums, near the tabaxi’s hut,” Madame Nyra replied as she motioned with her hands. “Keep going straight, and head through the forest as far as it can go. Like with my own manor, the centaurs’ hut has been charmed to make it harder to find. But focus on the scent, you’ll know what I mean when you get there, and it won’t take you too long to find the right place.” 
 
    The directions were quite vague, and it didn’t give me a whole lot to work off of. But at least I had an excellent sense of smell, so I hoped I would pick up on that particular scent Madame Nyra spoke about. 
 
    “Thank you.” I smiled. “I’ll do my best not to get noticed, and I’ll make sure you don’t lose your reputation with them.” 
 
    “It’s not my bond with them that I’m worried about,” Nyra snickered. “Long before you arrived, the centaurs used to set up deathly traps through the trees in case someone tried to locate them. That’s stopped now because people learned not to enter their land. I know they’ll always trust me, but that doesn’t mean they’d trust you, even if we’re working together. And you might be immortal, but they don’t consider that when they find a new enemy.”  
 
    “Thanks for the warning,” I snorted. “I’ll remain in my smoke form until I return to the castle.” 
 
    “That’s probably your best option,” she replied. “Now, I must leave. You don’t want to keep the banshees waiting!” 
 
    “No, you really don’t,” I snickered. 
 
    I shifted into my smoke form before I left the gated yard, and then I swept over the various houses and buildings as I made my way toward the forest behind The Slums. I had prowled through those trees before when I watched the werewolves hunt down an undead unicorn, but I hadn’t realized what else lurked within those woods. 
 
    I certainly didn’t realize that a group of thirteen centaurs lived there. That just proved how well-hidden their location was. 
 
    After I passed the tabaxi’s now empty hut, I sniffed the air, just in case I came across the scent Madame Nyra told me about, but I didn’t smell anything out of the ordinary yet.  
 
    The forest seemed to continue on for miles, and it was far bigger than I’d first imagined, but I stayed focused and did my best to find the centaurs.  
 
    I must have been flying over the vast forest for at least half an hour without seeing anything, and I started to wonder if I had remembered Madame Nyra’s directions incorrectly. I was certain she had told me to head straight through the forest as far as it could go, and then I’d catch onto the mysterious scent. But it wasn’t long before I could see the edge of the forest hitting the mountains in the distance, and I still hadn’t noticed any sort of scent.  
 
    Then, just as the forest came to an end, the faintest smell blew right through me.  
 
    It smelled like grass and nature, but there was a fetid odor mixed in with it. The rancid stench was strong and acidic, and I knew it would have made my violet eyes burn if I had been in my human form. But because it was a new smell, and I hadn’t caught on to it throughout my entire journey, I knew it had to be the scent of the centaurs that I needed to follow. 
 
    It took me a few minutes to follow the scent, and I flew through the trees as the stench became stronger. Then, as soon as the odor felt thick like paste, I flew back up to the treetops like Madame Nyra had advised. 
 
    I searched all around me as I tried to locate some sort of building. I wondered if maybe it was invisible, too, since it was supposed to be charmed. But I knew Madame Nyra wouldn’t have sent me off to find the centaurs if their house was entirely covered in a protective veil. 
 
    All I could see was a tiny wooden hut, somewhat like a smaller, run-down version of the barns the priest kept his horses in. It made sense for the centaurs to live there, given that they were half-man, half-horse, but it looked too small for one centaur to live there, let alone thirteen. However, if the barn was charmed, then it could have been the size of my castle on the inside. 
 
    I hovered over the trees as I waited patiently for something to happen, because I was certain I had found the right place.  
 
    And then, without a single warning, the trees around me began to shake and tremble as the sound of mighty footsteps began to appear. It sounded like when Mopnam walked, like the ground was too fragile to bear his weight. Except the footsteps were rapid, and it sounded exactly like horses galloping at high speed. 
 
    I lifted up higher into the air as the thirteen centaurs arrived at the hut, and I couldn’t get over how large they were. I had seen one centaur before, but these men below me appeared to be at least double the size of that one. 
 
    The centaurs’ heads were in line with the roof of the hut, so I imagined they were about eight or nine feet tall, perhaps a bit bigger than that. They had the heads, arms, and torsos of men, but then the rest of their bodies were that of a horse. They had four long, muscular legs, bushy black tails, and rich, brown hair that glistened in the sunlight. 
 
    Even from the distance between us, I could make out the harsh scars and markings that ran over their skin, and I instantly knew what Madame Nyra meant by watching them from a distance first. 
 
    The centaurs constantly shouted and growled at one another, like they were battling through a feud, and occasionally one of the centaurs would kick back on his hind legs as he aimed his solid hooves at a member of his own group. 
 
    I had no idea why they were fighting, or if they always acted like that, but if they attacked each other, then I could just imagine what they’d do to a stranger who came onto their land. 
 
    “Who is willing to hunt this evening?” a booming voice rose through the trees as a centaur left the barn. 
 
    I instantly knew the booming voice came from the leader given that he was at least two feet taller than the others around him. He also had the most scars on his body, and a large chunk of hair was missing near his tail. The hair on his head was long and black, and I noticed he was missing his left ear and the thumb on his right hand. 
 
    “I can, Thomus,” a second centaur spoke up. 
 
    “Take Feodol with you,” Thomus ordered in a gruff voice. “This evening I want an undead unicorn, so I doubt you can take that down by yourself.” 
 
    “I can take two unicorns without Feodol’s help,” the centaur said as he held his hands on his hips. “It was Aious who struggled.” 
 
    “Fuck you, Erymys!” a centaur from the back of the group shouted. 
 
    All of a sudden, Aious charged toward Erymys, and the trees shook again as the two enormous centaurs collapsed onto the ground and began to bite and kick each other. 
 
    I began to realize that the centaurs were constantly battling each other, especially when Thomus walked past the fighting pair without putting a stop to their conflict. 
 
    I smirked at the thought of such rugged and volatile men having a pact with Madame Nyra. There seemed to be no end to the connections that old fairy had around here. 
 
    The centaurs continued to fight and argue around their barn, and I hid among the trees until all thirteen of them had gone inside. I didn’t want to push my luck, though, and I didn’t want them to realize I was there until I was ready to talk to them.  
 
    But as I flew back toward Oakenpass, I thought about nothing but the centaurs.  
 
    Like Madame Nyra had said, they were exactly who we needed, and I could just imagine the damage they could cause if they chose to fight with me against the Heavenly Glade. If they had the ability to practically kill each other, then I couldn’t wait to see them fighting against an actual enemy. 
 
    I planned to check on them once more before I chose to talk to them, and I already couldn’t wait to return. Perhaps I could see just how they managed to kill an undead unicorn. Especially as it took Gunnolf’s entire pack, as well as me, to take down a unicorn, while Thomus only needed to send off two of his men to complete the same job. 
 
    But as well as watching the centaurs again, I also couldn’t wait to discuss everything with my women. It was only the first hour in the afternoon, so I had the rest of the day to spend with them and complete a few other jobs I had on my mental to-do list.  
 
    However, as soon as I arrived back inside the castle, I had a feeling my afternoon was not going to be as productive as I had first thought.  
 
    Ashe was perched on the staircase, and she had an evil grin on her face, like she was up to something. I had a feeling my women had planned something, especially given their reactions during breakfast, so the expression on Ashe’s face clarified that thought.  
 
    “What are you doing?” I smirked as I walked toward her. “Did you visit Garrik’s shop?” 
 
    “I did.” Ashe nodded. “And then I went somewhere else after that.” 
 
    “Okay…” I frowned.  
 
    Ashe jumped to her feet, and she slipped her slender arms around my neck as she placed a kiss on my cheek.  
 
    “I visited a little friend of ours…” she said vaguely. “A little friend who owns a dress shop.” 
 
    “Iris?” I frowned. “But you just got a new dress.” 
 
    “Yes, but I didn’t go there to buy a dress.” Ashe winked. “Now, are you hungry? Because there’s someone waiting for you in the dining room.” 
 
    My violet eyes widened as I turned my head to look in the direction of the dining room. 
 
    “Iris is here?” I growled as my mouth began to salivate.  
 
    “Perhaps you should go and find out,” Ashe giggled. 
 
    Ashe’s sinful laughter echoed throughout the castle as I raced toward my floral elf in the dining room.

  

 
   
    Chapter 17 
 
    The sight of Iris seated at the grand table with Lux and Lixiss on either side was a moment I’d remember for the rest of my existence. The floral elf suited the decadence of the dining room perfectly, and it almost felt like the castle was now complete with Iris among us.  
 
    I had a feeling Iris thought she was going to return home later, but I always made sure I got my way, and the innocent little elf was exactly who I wanted. 
 
    Iris had her hands locked together in front of her, and she had her head ducked down as she chewed on a mouthful of food. Her plate was piled high with bread and fruit, and there was a tiny bite missing from a green apple.  
 
    “Good afternoon,” I said politely as I chose the seat right in front of Iris. 
 
     A red blush coated her cheeks, and had the twins not been playing with Iris’ orange locks, then I imagined the elf would have used her hair to create a curtain to hide behind. 
 
    “Good afternoon, sir,” she whispered. 
 
    Like every time Iris and I were in the same room together, the sweet, mouthwatering scent of her arousal lightly seeped from between her legs, and I wanted nothing more than to devour the elf in the same way she was devouring that apple. 
 
    But if I wanted Iris to stay permanently, then I had to make sure I didn’t scare her, or cause her to flee from the castle in terror. 
 
    “This is a nice surprise to see you here.” I smirked. 
 
    “We thought you’d enjoy Iris paying us a visit,” Lux giggled as she twirled Iris’ hair around her finger. 
 
    “But we wanted to keep it a secret from you,” Lixiss added.  
 
    “And I’m very glad you did,” I replied. “I hope you’re being well looked after?” 
 
    “Y-Yes, s-sir,” Iris stuttered as she slowly raised her head. “Miss Sveila put this plate of food together, and it’s been wonderful to get to know Lux and Lixiss properly.” 
 
    “We’ve been having so much fun.” Lux smirked. “We knew we’d love Iris, especially after everything you’ve said about her, but we didn’t think we’d love her this much!” 
 
    The blush on Iris’ cheeks darkened, and she pulled apart a piece of bread, probably in order to do something with her hands. I knew it made her anxious to hear people’s compliments, which completely baffled me. But if Iris was going to stay, then she’d have to get used to the love and praise my women constantly shared among each other.  
 
    Fortunately for Iris’ sake, there was a slight pause in the conversation when Ashe and Sveila wandered into the dining room. Each of them had a plate of food in their hands, and Sveila had loaded up a plate for me, too. 
 
    “Here you go, master,” the Red Witch purred.  
 
    “Thank you,” I replied, and then I gave her curvaceous ass a spank as she walked away.  
 
    Sveila squealed at the sudden slap, and everyone around the table laughed.  
 
    “So,” I said as I tore off a chunk of meat with my teeth. “I’m interested to know how this all came about.” 
 
    I gave my women a subtle smirk while Iris was still staring at her plate.  
 
    I had a feeling I knew exactly why Ashe had brought the floral elf to the castle, and she certainly hadn’t just been invited to enjoy a feast with us. But if I wanted to make the situation as calming as possible for Iris, then I also had to play the fool and act like I had no idea what was going on. 
 
    After everything the mermaid had said yesterday, about the High Elves watching me talk to Iris, we had all been slightly on edge. Iris could have easily been their next target, so having her at the castle offered her some safety, but it also gave us what we really wanted.  
 
    “Basically, I had an idea when I went to Garrik’s shop,” Ashe explained. “You know how we’ve been talking about having a party at some point?” 
 
    “How could I forget?” I snickered. 
 
    “I know, you’re just as excited as we are.” My huntress winked. “But anyway, I thought it was best if we started getting prepared, so I asked Iris if she wouldn’t mind coming to the castle to discuss colors and patterns.” 
 
    I felt like that was another lie, but maybe Ashe really did want to discuss patterns with Iris while the elf was here as well. Either way, I didn’t want to mention anything about the High Elves in front of Iris just yet. At least not until we knew for certain what was going on. 
 
    “I’m sorry if I’m taking up your day, Atticus.” Iris’ eyes widened like that of a timid hell mouse. 
 
    Except Iris’ eyes weren’t as black as coal, and she also didn’t have a spiky tail, nor did she breathe fire. 
 
    “You’re not taking up my day.” I smiled. “In fact, I didn’t have much work left to do today, so you’ve actually arrived at the perfect time.” 
 
    “O-Okay,” she replied with a quiet voice. “Only if you’re sure.” 
 
    Iris also hadn’t touched her food since she’d torn the piece of bread apart, so I knew I had to sort that out, and I had to relieve her of her sudden anxiety. Perhaps she felt uncomfortable being away from the safety of her shop, or maybe she felt intimidated by everyone around the table.  
 
    However, Iris would soon be one of us, I was certain of that, so I had to make her experience in the castle as peaceful as I could. 
 
    “I’ve never been more sure of anything,” I said in a velvety tone. “You’re free to stay here for as long as you’d like. I’m assuming you’ve closed the shop for the afternoon?” 
 
    “I tend to take one half-day off a week,” Iris explained with a bit more body to her voice. “Those days constantly change, and I was quiet today, so when Miss Ashe asked to discuss patterns, I decided to use today as my afternoon off.” 
 
    “You only take one afternoon off a week?” Sveila gasped. “How do you live like that? When do you get the chance to rest?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m quite used to it by now.” Iris smiled. “My mother used to tell me that if I enjoyed my craft enough, it’ll feel like I’m never working. Occasionally I’ll take a full day off, but that’s a rarity, because I really love what I do.” 
 
    A hint of sadness crossed over Iris’ face as she mentioned her mother, and it was the first time I had heard her mention anyone important in her life before. I wanted to know more about her family, and more about Iris in general, and I hoped the easy conversation around the table would give me the insight I desperately craved for.  
 
    “And if you were to take Atticus up on his offer to move to Oakenpass, would you keep the same working hours?” Lixiss asked.  
 
    “I… yes, probably.” The elf nodded. “I see no reason to change that, just because the location may be different.” 
 
    Iris didn’t immediately dismiss the idea of moving to a new shop in Oakenpass, so that sounded positive to me.  
 
    “We saw a wonderful building that could work as your new shop if you’d like to take a look at it?” Ashe suggested. “But you obviously don’t need to take us up on the offer if you don’t want to.” 
 
    Iris glanced around the room as a thoughtful expression crossed her face. 
 
    “I… I might need to think about it some more before I make a decision, if that’s okay?” the elf asked. 
 
    “Of course,” I replied. “We’re not trying to force you into anything, we just want to help you in any way that we can.” 
 
    I said I wasn’t forcing her into moving, however my sinful mind had different ideas. Because as soon as I fucked her and claimed her as my own, Iris wouldn’t be going anywhere.  
 
    “Like I said, the shop in the Grimmway means so much to me,” Iris said as she dropped her head slightly. “I never imagined myself moving from there, so I’d need to be sure this change would benefit me financially.” 
 
    “It is still my plan to make Oakenpass one of the richest villages in Rengfri,” I said with certainty. “Regardless of how long that takes, anyone who moves here will instantly see an increase financially. So if the move is something you’re considering, I can keep the building free for you. Or I could give it to someone else if you’d prefer to stay in the Grimmway.” 
 
    “Thank you.” Iris smiled. “I’ll be sure to keep that in mind.” 
 
    “So, Ashe,” Lux said excitedly as the conversation died down. “I’m desperate to know what you bought from Garrik? Or if you bought anything.” 
 
    “Yes, I forgot to ask,” I added. “Was it a successful shopping trip?” 
 
    “I’d say it was extremely successful.” Ashe smirked. “I looked at a few blades, some more throwing knives, and even another spiked cudgel. But then Garrik showed me something I just couldn’t resist! Apparently he’s been saving it, so he had it hidden in the back of the shop, and he said he wouldn’t sell it to anyone else apart from me.” 
 
    “Let’s see it, then.” I grinned. 
 
    “I didn’t see you holding anything when you came home.” Sveila frowned. “Unless it’s invisible?” 
 
    “I also didn’t see you holding anything,” Iris spoke up.  
 
    “It’s not invisible…” Ashe paused for a second. “However, you’ve all been looking at it without realizing.” 
 
    Ashe motioned toward her chest, and I was too busy looking at her impressive breasts to work out what had changed. 
 
    However, Sveila and the twins had a sharper eye for subtle differences, whereas I had tunnel vision when it came to my women’s bodies. 
 
    “Is that a new necklace?” Lixiss asked. 
 
    “Why did you buy a necklace from Garrik?” Sveila queried.  
 
    That was when I noticed the silver pendant that sat perfectly around Ashe’s neck, and the base of the jewelry was a simple silver hoop.  
 
    “Because it’s not just a necklace,” Ashe giggled as she played with the hoop with two fingers. “I’d say it’s somewhat like Lux and Lixiss’ chains, because it can be disguised as an accessory you wear, but this necklace has a delightfully sinful power.” 
 
    “This is something I have to see,” I chuckled.  
 
    “Then I’d suggest we go outside to test it out,” Ashe replied.  
 
    Everyone stood from their seats in unison, including Iris, and we all headed outside into the courtyard to see exactly what Ashe’s new weapon could do.  
 
    “I have to be honest, I haven’t actually tried it out myself yet,” the fiendish demon announced as she untied the chain from around her neck. “However, Garrik gave me instructions, and apparently it’s very easy.” 
 
    “We trust you.” I smiled. 
 
    “Okay…” Ashe mumbled as she dangled the pendant in the air. “Give me some space, just in case.” 
 
    I glanced over at Iris and noticed the slight look of fear in her soft blue eyes, but Sveila, the twins, and I knew Ashe could handle a weapon better than any of us, and so we had nothing to worry about. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” I murmured as I leaned closer to Iris’ pointed ear. “I won’t let anything happen to you.” 
 
    The elf instantly blushed as a tiny smile sprang to her red lips, and I chuckled as I turned back toward Ashe.  
 
    “Actually, maybe I’m not so sure…” The Huntress frowned. “Give me a second to think about it.” 
 
    Ashe’s uncertainty caused the agitation to grow again on Iris’ pretty face. So as a way of protecting her, I automatically placed one arm around her slender back, and the floral elf jolted slightly from my sudden touch. 
 
    However, I never moved away, and neither did she. 
 
    The light cotton of her pink dress felt as thin as parchment under my fingers, and I took a deep inhale of her pure scent as I fought against the urge to pin her against the castle wall and fuck her there and then. 
 
    Iris was different from the other women I had claimed, and I knew that if I wanted to make her mine, then I had to be careful with her. Like her name, Iris was nothing but a delicate flower, and one wrong move could have broken her, which was the last thing I wanted. 
 
    I couldn’t just fuck her, despite the urges I felt. I had to treasure her, like I did with the others, and allow Iris to go at her own pace.  
 
    “Alright, I know what I need to do now,” Ashe giggled. 
 
    My demon lover held the hoop of the pendant between two fingers, and then she began to rotate her wrist until the chain created a blurred circle in the air. I heard the sharp whooshing sound as the chain picked up speed, and Ashe stared at the pendant as a concentrated look formed in her pink-and-black eyes.  
 
    All of a sudden, something bright sparked in the center of the blurred circle, and within seconds the entire chain had turned into a ball of lightning. 
 
    Lightning bolts flashed through the air, and the faster Ashe spun the necklace, the larger the swirling ball of lightning bolts became.  
 
    “Fuuuuck…” Lux and Lixiss gasped in unison.  
 
    “What’s happening?” Sveila whispered.  
 
    “This is amazing,” Iris added in a breathless tone.  
 
    I couldn’t take my eyes off of the wondrous view.  
 
    As Ashe became more confident, she began to twirl around as she brought the lightning with her, and she made the circle increase and decrease in size simply by picking up the speed at which she rotated her wrist.  
 
    “Apparently I can aim this at a target,” Ashe said as she slowed down the motion of the chain. “So I can throw it at someone, like Atticus can produce and throw fireballs.” 
 
    “That’s amazing,” I replied. “And I assume it’ll stun our enemies long enough for us to take the advantage?” 
 
    “I think so.” Ashe nodded. “Garrik warned me not to aim it at someone unless I knew exactly what I was doing, so that makes me think it’s more dangerous than it looks.” 
 
    “It already looks quite dangerous,” Lixiss giggled. “I can feel the power from over here.” 
 
    “But you know what that means?” Ashe squealed. “More practicing!” 
 
    “Oooh!” Lux’s wings lifted her into the air as she clapped with excitement. “We could aim for the same target! Lixiss and I will use the crossbow, and you can use your pendant!” 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes!” Ashe cried out. “Fuck, this is going to be so much fun!” 
 
    “Do you have a favorite weapon, Iris?” Sveila asked sweetly.  
 
    That was when I realized I still had my arm around the elf’s back, but I refused to move it. 
 
    “Oh, no,” Iris giggled. “I’m… I’m not exactly into weapons… Unless you count my sewing scissors?” 
 
    “Anything with a blade can be a potential weapon.” Ashe smirked. “As long as you can tear out someone’s jugular, or slice open their chest with a flick of your wrist… Mmm… Delicious!” 
 
    “That sounds incredibly dangerous,” Iris replied. “What if you hurt yourself accidentally?” 
 
    “That’s why we train.” Lixiss smiled. 
 
    “We’d be more than happy to teach you, if that’s something you’re interested in,” Sveila offered. “It doesn’t even need to be anything big like the crossbow. Just enough to help you feel confident about defending yourself… you never know when you may need to.” 
 
    “I can just imagine you with a set of throwing knives,” I growled lightly as I tightened my hold around Iris’ waist. 
 
    Her blush darkened, and her arousal began to seep once again which made my mouth salivate with desire. 
 
    I wasn’t sure if it was the tone of my voice, my hold on her, or a mixture of the two that caused Iris to react like that, but I wasn’t going to stop doing either of them. 
 
    The longer she stood beside me, the more difficult it became for me to control my sinful urges. 
 
    “I suppose it makes things easier when you have so much space around you,” Iris said, which brought me away from my dangerous thoughts.  
 
    “We were fortunate to have a lot of space in the Grimmway, too,” Sveila replied. “However, nothing compares to this castle.” 
 
    “Yes, I’m simply amazed by it.” The floral elf glanced around with a beautiful smile on her face. 
 
    “How about we give you a tour?” Ashe asked as she gave me a sly wink. 
 
    A plan formed in my mind as Iris accepted the invitation.  
 
    Ashe knew me well enough to know exactly what I was thinking, and if the two of us worked together, then the innocent elf would soon succumb to our wicked ways. 
 
    Sveila and the twins also caught on to our plan, and they were all more than happy to continue training outside while Ashe and I led Iris back into the castle.  
 
    We showed her the grand hall first, and that was when Ashe explained the idea of the party the women wanted to hold.  
 
    “Oh, I’m so sorry!” Iris gasped as she covered her mouth with one hand. “You wanted me to come here to discuss patterns, and I haven’t even brought up the subject!” 
 
    “It’s okay.” Ashe smiled. “We’ll have more than enough time to talk about that later.” 
 
    “I was so caught up with the castle and your new weapon,” the elf sighed. “The idea of the dresses completely slipped my mind.” 
 
    It had slipped my mind, too, because it was all a lie to get Iris to come here.  
 
    “Believe me, my women have enough dresses to keep them going for now,” I snickered. “But like Ashe said, you can discuss things later once we’ve finished looking around.” 
 
    Once Ashe had shown Iris around the kitchen, and we learned that the elf loved to cook, we took her through the back doors to show her the other side of the courtyard. 
 
    “I know it doesn’t look like much right now,” Ashe explained as we wandered toward the empty pond. “But we plan to have this area full of life and color. I’d like a water feature in the center of the pond, and Sveila wants to plant some flowers to brighten up the place, but also so she can use them in her potions.” 
 
    “So if you know anyone who likes flowers…” I smirked.  
 
    “I’m sure I can find someone,” Iris giggled. 
 
    Although Iris was still jumpy, and she constantly played with her hands in an anxious manner, she had started to relax around us, and she no longer stuttered like she had when she first arrived. 
 
    I liked that. 
 
    In fact, I loved that.  
 
    “This castle is practically never-ending,” Iris said as we arrived on the second floor. “There’s a third floor, too?” 
 
    “Yes,” I replied. “And a basement, which is one of my favorite areas of the entire place.” 
 
    “What’s in the basement?” she asked.  
 
    “Pieces.” I grinned. “Hundreds of thousands of gold pieces. And I’ll constantly have more rolling into the basement.” 
 
    “Thousands?” Iris’ jaw dropped open. “How did you… I mean… How is that possible?” 
 
    “Because I’ve been focused on making myself filthy rich since the second I landed in Rengfri.” I shrugged. “I do whatever I can to make sure everyone I care about is well looked after, whether that’s Ashe or two half-elves I met in the marketplace.” 
 
    “Surely you must have realized that we had more pieces than everyone in the Grimmway put together?” Ashe asked.  
 
    “I don’t like to speculate about someone’s wealth,” Iris said casually. “I obviously knew you had enough to buy my dresses whenever you needed a new one, and you always paid more than the asking price. But I don’t like to imagine how rich someone is. My parents were the same, so my brother and I inherited a lot of their qualities.” 
 
    “I didn’t know you had a brother.” Ashe smiled. “What’s his name?” 
 
    “Um, his name’s Elre,” Iris replied as the same sad look from earlier returned to her face.  
 
    There was something about her family that caused Iris great sadness, and I wasn’t sure whether I wanted to hear the story or not. Something must have happened, but if it saddened Iris, then it probably would have angered me.  
 
    “Does he live in the Grimmway?” Ashe asked as her eyes briefly flicked toward mine. 
 
    “Uh, no, he… He, um…” Iris paused, and then she played with her orange hair like it was a form of comfort.  
 
    My huntress and I shared a knowing look, and we instantly knew Iris wasn’t ready to share the story that must have been circling around in her head.  
 
    “It’s okay,” I said as I brushed back Iris’ soft hair. “You don’t have to say anything.” 
 
    “But I feel like I need to,” she mumbled. “You all have been so wonderful to me, and I feel it’s only right that I tell you exactly why I’m unsure about moving to Oakenpass.” 
 
    “Then why don’t we head upstairs where we can sit down?” I suggested. “Instead of standing in the middle of a corridor.” 
 
    “Okay,” Iris said with a deep sigh.  
 
    My thoughts battled back and forth as we headed toward the master bedroom. I still wanted to know exactly why Iris didn’t grab my offer with both hands. But if the thought of her secret caused Iris to react in such a way, then I dreaded to think how she’d react to opening up her heart to us.  
 
    Should I feed the selfish side of me, the side that wanted to know everything? Or should I feed my heart, and the love and protection I felt toward the elf? 
 
    My demon side was warring with my more human form, and I took a deep breath as I once again worked to make the divide deep in my chest less difficult to navigate. 
 
    By the time we had reached the master bedroom, I knew I just had to go along with whatever Iris wanted. Whether she told us everything or not, I knew Ashe and I would listen and help her through the difficult stages of her story. 
 
    “Your room is lovely,” Iris said as she scanned the colorful walls and the enormous bed that overlooked the windows. “But I think every room I walk into appears to get bigger and bigger. I could fit my entire house in this one room alone.” 
 
    “This is much bigger than our old manor, too,” Ashe giggled. “But we love it! It’s perfect for us.” 
 
    “It certainly looks perfect,” Iris replied. 
 
    Once Iris had finished inspecting the relatively empty room, she placed her perfect ass on the bed, and she ran her hands across the rich, gold covers. I had a feeling that she was trying to distract herself, but I wasn’t going to force Iris to talk, despite what my selfish side wanted.  
 
    However, no matter how hard I tried, there was no way for me to remove the sinful demon nature from the depths of my soul, and I couldn’t help but notice how fucking dainty and perfect Iris looked sitting on my bed. 
 
    Of course, she’d look even better if she was naked and screaming my name. 
 
    “I think I would like to move to Oakenpass,” Iris started a moment later. “But there are some things I’d need to deal with, mentally and physically. You see… my mother owned the dress shop before I did, and she was the one who taught me how to sew and make dresses of my own… But, um…” 
 
    Ashe and I stayed quiet as we gave Iris the time and space to compose herself.  
 
    “One day, when I was very young, I was in the shop with my mother, when…” Iris sighed again. “We received a warning from some other elves that the king’s guards had been seen entering the Grimmway. The guards normally never came into the Grimmway, but the elves quickly noticed why they had entered when they saw my father and brother being dragged behind the wagon.” 
 
    Ashe let out a gasp, whereas I clenched my fists as I began to piece the story together. I could almost tell what was about to happen, and the anger that rushed through my system was even more powerful than I’d first expected.  
 
    “My mother panicked when we heard that warning,” Iris continued. “She kept on saying how she needed to save me, and she kept apologizing to me, but I must have been too young to fully understand what was happening. I just remember asking her why she was sorry, and I questioned every decision my mother made within the span of two minutes. Because as she was repeating the same words over and over, she opened the hatch door to the basement and told me to get inside.” 
 
    “How old were you?” Ashe asked.  
 
    “I was ten,” Iris replied. “Elre was fifteen, so he knew all about the king and his connection with the Church, but my parents had kept it from me because they didn’t want me to know the darkness that coated the world. Which was why I had no idea why I had to hide in the basement, and why my mother couldn’t join me down there. But the second the hatch door was closed, and a rug was put back into place to stop the guards from spotting my hiding place, I heard the main door of the shop being kicked open. My mother tried to keep calm, but I knew from her tone of voice alone that she was utterly terrified.” 
 
    “No wonder,” Ashe sighed as she grasped onto Iris’ hand. 
 
    I placed my arm back around the elf’s waist, and I felt her physically relax from our touch alone. 
 
    “I tried to find a crack in the floorboards that I could look through, because I wanted to know what was going on,” Iris said sadly. “But now I’m glad I didn’t, because the noises were hard enough to cope with, let alone the added nightmare of visually watching the scene play out. The king’s guards demanded to know how many people were inside the shop, to which my mother told them she was alone. They then asked how many children my parents had, and they said they only had one. Elre had been caught, and there was no way to save him, so my mother did whatever she could to save me, and it worked.” 
 
    “I’m so fucking glad it did,” I said as I battled against my anger toward the king. 
 
    Iris’ life had been at risk, and I knew she wasn’t yet mine to love and protect, but I still couldn’t imagine my existence without her for some reason. 
 
    “As am I,” Ashe added sweetly.  
 
    “At first I hated the fact that I’d survived, but now I’m pleased that I’m here, too.” Iris smiled sadly. “I remember I found a piece of wood beside me, and as my mother was dragged from the shop, I bit down on the wood to stop my screams from being heard. It was the hardest thing, to hear my family screaming and crying for one another, and knowing I couldn’t do anything to help them. And as they were being whipped in order to remove their sins, I counted every smack of the leather, followed by every cry my family made. Then as the silence fell around me, and my family was loaded into the back of the wagon, I finally allowed my tears and screams to be heard.” 
 
    “The guards murdered them in broad daylight?” I frowned. “Why didn’t they take them away like they did with every other raid?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” Iris shook her head. “But it was a long time ago, so I expect they started attacking them in the streets, but then the guards and the Church found a better way to remove people like us from Rengfri without others knowing. Either way, I made sure to stay hidden as best I could, and I even turned the top of the shop into a house for me to live in.” 
 
    “You’ve been alone that entire time?” I growled. “Ever since your family was killed?” 
 
    “Yes.” Iris nodded. “There was no one to take care of me, because the undesirables in the village were scared to bring me into their home, especially as the king’s guards might find out that my parents actually had two children. So I learned how to cook, clean, and look after myself, and then I practiced making my dresses before I reopened the shop when I was sixteen.” 
 
    “I’m so sorry you had to go through that,” Ashe replied. “But it proves how strong you are that you’ve managed to survive.” 
 
    “I had to.” Iris twisted her fingers together. “But that’s why I’d find it hard to leave the Grimmway.” 
 
    I understood her reasoning much more now than I did before.  
 
    “I’m happy to do whatever you want.” I smiled as I placed a kiss against her forehead.  
 
    The shy, timid Iris instantly returned as my heated lips made contact with her cool skin, and the scent of her arousal gushed from between her legs and into the air.  
 
    I couldn’t hold back anymore.  
 
    It had been difficult to keep my distance from her since the moment we’d met, and perhaps it wasn’t the right time after Iris had just shared her life story with us. However, I also knew that in order for her to understand how much we cared, we’d have to show her and help her see that she was loved.  
 
    “Whether you live in Oakenpass or the Grimmway,” I said as I wrapped her hair around my hand, and my lips left a heated trail down her cheek. “I need you to know that we’ll always be willing to help you, and we’ll always care for you and protect you, despite the distance between us.” 
 
    “You will?” Iris asked with a squeaky voice.  
 
    “Of course,” Ashe spoke up. “I thought we’d made that quite clear from the start…” 
 
    “Made what clear from the start?” the elf asked. 
 
    “The way we feel about you,” Ashe purred. “We’ve always been looking out for you, and that was partly why we bought so many dresses. Not only are you incredible at what you do, Iris, but we also couldn’t stay away from you.” 
 
    “Oh.” Iris blushed as she smiled. “I looked forward to those days, too.” 
 
    “You did?” I asked.  
 
    My heated breath blew against her face, and Iris’ eyes fluttered closed as her smile deepened.  
 
    “Yes,” the elf said with a gulp.  
 
    “In that case…” I smirked. “Perhaps we could recreate the sinful scenes that plagued my mind every time I saw you?” 
 
    “I might like that,” Iris giggled.  
 
    “‘Might’ is an understatement.” Ashe grinned. “Because you’ll fucking love it.” 
 
    In one swift move, Ashe and I pushed Iris onto her back and we stared down at the innocence that lay below us.

  

 
   
    Chapter 18 
 
    Iris looked back and forth between Ashe and I as she rubbed her hands against her thighs. The confused expression on her face made me think Iris had no idea what was about to happen, or that she had no idea just how explosive it was going to be. 
 
    But Ashe and I were eager to teach her.  
 
    “I feel like I’ve been waiting eons for this moment,” Ashe whispered as she lowered herself onto the bed. 
 
    “So do I,” I growled. 
 
    As Ashe stroked Iris’ hair, I ripped open my shirt and discarded the garment somewhere behind me. The elf’s eyes widened at the sight of my bare chest, and if she had that reaction to just seeing my skin, then I was desperate to see how she’d react to my aching cock.  
 
    “Can I remove you from your dress?” Ashe asked.  
 
    The Huntress squeezed the pink material in both hands, and she slowly lifted it up until more of Iris’ slender legs were on display.  
 
    “Um, y-yes.” Iris nodded.  
 
    “Thank you.” Ashe winked.  
 
    I couldn’t take my eyes away from them as Ashe undressed the trembling elf, and my cock grew harder as more of Iris’ body became visible to me.  
 
    It didn’t surprise me to see that Iris wore undergarments, which would soon change, and I instantly imagined myself tearing through the thin cotton with nothing but my teeth before I fucked Iris with my tongue.  
 
    “Fuck, you’re so beautiful,” Ashe whispered as the dress was fully removed.  
 
    “I always knew you would be,” I added. 
 
    Iris was slightly slimmer and more slender than my other women. It looked as though I could cup each breast perfectly with one hand, and she had a subtle curve to her waist. But she was very clearly all woman under her loose dresses. Everything about Iris’ body was well-proportioned, and she was even more beautiful and pristinely built than I’d first imagined. She looked as delicate as the vases my other women loved breaking for fun, but I knew we’d never be so careless with Iris. 
 
    She was too precious. 
 
    And her dresses had certainly hidden her true body shape from the world, but if it meant that other men hadn’t been drooling over my woman, then I didn’t give a fuck what she wore. 
 
    “How about you prepare yourself for me?” I asked as I tugged on the belt around my pants. “And as you do that, I’ll give you an idea of what you could receive from me as a reward…” 
 
    “I…” Iris bit down on her bottom lip. “I don’t know… what you mean.” 
 
    “Have you never touched yourself?” Ashe asked as her hand stroked up Iris’ stomach. “Have you ever made yourself cum with nothing but your fingers?” 
 
    “Oh.” The elf’s eyes widened again. “I… yes. I have.” 
 
    I instantly had an image of Iris lying on her bed with her fingers lost within her pussy. I envisioned the sounds of her soft moans, the way my name slipped from her lips, and also the pleasured look on her blissful face. 
 
    “Show us.” I grinned.  
 
    Iris’ shaking hands moved toward her undergarments, and then she took a deep breath as one hand slipped underneath the fabric.  
 
    “It’ll be much easier if you remove those,” Ashe giggled.  
 
    Once my demon had torn through the undergarments, Iris’ hand was quick to return to its original position. I was pleased to see that Iris’ pink pussy was completely bare, and I couldn’t wait to find out how smooth it was as I worked the elf with my tongue.  
 
    Then as Iris began to pump her fingers, a low growl left my lips, and I unbuckled my pants as quickly as I could to release my cock from its confinements.  
 
    “Do you see how beautiful he is?” Ashe asked as she peppered Iris’ face with kisses. “Do you see how ready he is for you?” 
 
    Iris didn’t have the ability to speak, so she just nodded her head. 
 
    Then the innocent elf eyed my dick as her tongue passed across her lips. 
 
    “And soon that cock will be deep inside you,” Ashe purred. “Your body will be filled with his demon seed, and as you scream out Atticus’ name, everyone in the entire castle will know what just happened.” 
 
    “Is that what you want?” I asked while I stroked my hardened member with one hand.  
 
    “Y-yes.” Iris nodded. “But I…” 
 
    The elf trailed off and bit down on her lip. 
 
    “Are you a virgin?” Ashe asked. “Is that what you were about to say?” 
 
    Iris blushed with embarrassment, but her fingers continued to torment her deliciously bare pussy. 
 
    “Have you ever done anything with a man?” Ashe asked. 
 
    “No,” Iris muttered.  
 
    It was just her luck that the first person to claim her was going to be a demon from the Hellscape.  
 
    “Do not be ashamed of that,” I replied. “It means we’re the only ones who will ever make you cum, and nothing brings me greater joy than that.” 
 
    “You’ll…” Iris paused to take a breath. “You’ll need to teach me what to do.” 
 
    “That’s why I’m here.” Ashe smirked. “We’ll make sure not to force you into anything you don’t want, but I’ll teach you a few tricks along the way.” 
 
    “Is there anything you don’t want us to do?” I asked. 
 
    “I… I don’t know.” Iris shrugged. “For now, I…” 
 
    “It’s okay.” I smiled. “Tell us everything that’s on your mind.” 
 
    “For now I… would like to feel you,” Iris muttered. “I’d like to, um… I’d like you to make me… cum.” 
 
    “So you want Atticus to fuck you?” Ashe purred. “You want him to fuck you so hard that you lose all of your senses?” 
 
    “Y-Yes,” Iris giggled.  
 
    “Then I’ll be more than happy to start with that.” I smirked. 
 
    “I think I’m going to enjoy these lessons more than weapon training,” Ashe chuckled. “Especially when it comes to the more advanced classes. Like when Atticus is fucking you from behind, and you’re making me cum with your sweet tongue. Or when all six of us are working together. Ah, the possibilities are practically limitless!” 
 
    “Oh,” Iris sighed. “Yes, I think I’d like that.” 
 
    “Let’s see, shall we?” I groaned. “It’s time for our first lesson.” 
 
    Ashe moaned eagerly as she jumped from the bed to remove her dress, and I took her place as I helped Iris to sit up.  
 
    The elf’s heart was pounding against her chest, and I couldn’t help but play with one of her light-pink nipples as my other hand slipped around her slender neck. Iris gasped from the sensation of my touch, and a small smile slipped across her lips.  
 
    “You’re fucking delicious,” I said in a raspy tone as I brought myself closer. 
 
    Before I could warn Iris of what was about to happen, I closed my lips around hers, and the taste of her breath filled my mouth like the sweetest tonic.  
 
    It took a second for Iris to catch up with me, but then her sleek tongue looped around mine, and she clutched handfuls of my hair as she held herself closer.  
 
    For someone who hadn’t been kissed before, Iris certainly read my movements well. There were occasions when she took control, and she even nibbled down on my lip at one point. But then she also liked it when the roles were reversed, too.  
 
    Since the first day we’d met Iris, I knew how sensual and sinful she could be, and I was pleased to find out I wasn’t wrong.  
 
    There was a fiend hidden deep within the floral elf, and I was determined to let it loose. 
 
    “Oh, fuckkkkkk,” Ashe groaned as she returned to the bed. “I’m going to explode just from watching you.” 
 
    Ashe’s moans continued to circulate around the room as I lowered Iris onto her back. Her orange hair fanned out across the pillows like a morning sunrise, and her blunt nails scratched at my shoulders as our kiss slowly came to an end.  
 
    I reluctantly pulled away in order to admire my petite elf, and as soon as there was an inch of space between Iris and I, Ashe darted across the bed as she slipped her hand between the elf’s legs. 
 
    “Ahhh,” Iris stuttered out a sigh. 
 
    “Mmmm,” Ashe whimpered. “Master, she is drrrrrripping for you! Mmm, she’s so wet!” 
 
    “I imagined nothing less.” I smirked as I stroked my cock once again, and Iris watched my hand with a hint of hunger in her eyes. 
 
    “I’m jealous you get to experience her love first,” Ashe giggled. “But I know it won’t be long before I get to have my turn. Right, Iris?” 
 
    “I… um,” Iris giggled. “Okay… Soon.” 
 
    “‘Soon’ is one of my favorite words.” Ashe grinned. “But I much prefer ‘now.’” 
 
    “We cannot tease her that much, Ashe,” I snickered. “I don’t think the poor thing could take it.” 
 
    “Okay, fine,” the Huntress replied. “Then, how about while you’re making her scream your name, I’ll also enjoy Iris at the same time?” 
 
    “I can’t wait to see what you come up with.” I smirked. 
 
    Ashe decided to sit at the head of the bed with her legs parted, and she gently ordered Iris to lie on her back between them.  
 
    I had the perfect view of Ashe’s drenched pussy mixed with Iris’ pristine body, and the only thing that would have made it better was if I had all six of my women together on the same bed. 
 
    I was determined for that to happen one day, but for now I had Ashe and Iris to enjoy.  
 
    “I’m going to play with your breasts while Atticus fucks you,” Ashe whispered into Iris’ pointed ear. “Just the sensation of you pounding against me will be enough to make me cum so fucking hard.” 
 
    Iris wasn’t quite sure how to respond, and I was starting to worry she was going to tear through her lip if she didn’t stop gnawing on it.  
 
    “Do you think you’re ready for me now?” I asked gently as I took Iris’ ankles in my hands.  
 
    “Y-yes.” Iris nodded.  
 
    “Master,” Ashe whispered. “He’ll be your master now.” 
 
    “Yes… Master,” the elf corrected.  
 
    It was music to my ears.  
 
    “Mmm, she definitely knows how to beg and plead,” Ashe giggled. “Oh, I can’t wait to see how well she handles your thick cock, master.” 
 
    “Then let’s find out, shall we?” I smirked.  
 
    I slipped Iris’ legs around my back, and she instantly locked her ankles together as I pulled her down the bed slightly. 
 
    My floral elf was directly in front of me, and her sleek pussy begged to be filled, as did the look of desire in Iris’ eyes.  
 
    “This might hurt,” Ashe whispered as she brushed her cheek against the elf’s. “But focus on the pleasure, and focus on Atticus’s masterful cock. Oooh, I just love it when he claims someone for the first time!” 
 
    There was a slight look of fear on Iris’ face, but I calmed her down with my hand as I positioned my cock against her dripping entrance. Every soft caress of my hand along her thighs made her shiver, but it also made her relax as her eyes stayed glued to my rigid cock between her spread legs. 
 
    “On the count of three,” Ashe giggled.  
 
    Before Ashe could finish the countdown, I slowly slid into Iris’ womanhood and broke the barrier between us in one go.  
 
    “Aaaah!” Iris cried. 
 
    “Mmm, fuck!” I groaned at how insanely tight my sweet elf was. 
 
    “Relax yourself,” Ashe whispered. “You’ll like it soooo much very soon…” 
 
    Iris’ walls clamped around me, and I stilled myself against her as I allowed her tunnel to accept the sheer girth of my cock.  
 
    The elf’s body spasmed as her legs tightened around me, but I stroked her thighs nice and slowly no matter how much my cock seemed to demand I thrust into her again and again. I stayed perfectly still while I reveled in the feeling of her pussy slowly stretching for me, and as soon as I knew Iris had relaxed, I gently began to rock back and forth as I buried my dick as far into her as she would allow.  
 
    “Oh, oh…” Iris sighed as her eyes winced closed. “Ohhhhhhh, myyyy…” 
 
    “Fuck, you feel sooo good,” I groaned as my rhythm increased. 
 
    She was fucking perfect, and her pure scent and tight pussy only made my dick throb more and more hungrily.  
 
    “Isn’t it amazing when Atticus penetrates you?” Ashe asked. “When you’re both connected together with his cock and demonic seed?” 
 
    “Y-yes, yessss!” Iris hissed as her voice rose in volume. “Ohhhh…”  
 
    “That’s it, let it out,” I groaned as I clutched her slender thighs. “Tell everyone else in the castle what I’m doing to you right now.” 
 
    “Aaaaargh!” she whined. “Shiiiiiit!” 
 
    Iris’ body continued to shudder, but the smile on her face grew wider every time I slammed into her. 
 
    Then Ashe began to massage Iris’ bouncing breasts with one hand, and she used the other one to finger herself at the same time.  
 
    “Who did you think of when you touched yourself?” Ashe asked as she added a second finger.  
 
    “A-Atticus,” Iris stuttered. “I… think of… Aaaaatticus!” 
 
    “Mmm, does he make you cum, you dirty little elf?” the huntress giggled. 
 
    “Yesssss,” Iris cried. “So… sooo much!” 
 
    “And that’ll never change,” I growled. 
 
    A tense coil formed in the pit of my stomach at the idea of her pleasuring herself as she thought about me, and I thought I was going to cum there and then. Iris’ pussy was so tight that it squeezed my cock to within an inch of its life every time I pushed it back in, and I knew it wasn’t going to be long before I spilled my heated seed deep into her womb.  
 
    I also knew Iris wasn’t far from cumming, either. Especially with the way she shuddered and begged.  
 
    Every time my skin slapped against hers, Iris would wail and scream out my name. She rocked her own hips back and forth in order to match my timing, and she even accepted a biting kiss from Ashe when my demon couldn’t stop herself.  
 
    It was a wondrous view, one that I’d never forget. And just to see Ashe and Iris making out in front of me, as I pounded into my virgin elf with my aching cock, I instantly knew Iris’ wall of innocence was slowly dropping.  
 
    “Aaaah, Atticus!” Iris cried out as I picked up my pace once more. “I… can’t… I can’t hold back!” 
 
    “Are you going to cum, little Iris?” Ashe whispered. “Are you going to cover his cock in your sweet juices as you accept his seed?” 
 
    “Yes!” Iris replied. “P-please, master! Pleeeeease!” 
 
    The bed slammed against the wall as I plowed into my sweet elf a few more times, just to really tease her.  
 
    “Let yourself go,” I growled. “Take my cum as I fill you.” 
 
    “Ooooooh, yeeeeesss!” Iris squealed. 
 
    Then, as I was on the brink of exploding, Iris shuddered as she let out a feral cry that had to have echoed throughout the entire castle. Her body twisted from left to right as her juices coated my heated member, and barely a second later, I poured my demon seed straight into her mortal womb. 
 
    The elf wailed as the flaming heat of my cum hit her, but I could tell she liked it. 
 
    She fucking loved it. 
 
    She shook all over as a second orgasm instantly overcame her, and I held her hips down to make sure she stayed there and took in every last drop. 
 
    My cock throbbed with a vengeance, like it wanted to keep filling the innocent elf until she was as wicked as sin, and a greedy grin spread across my face as she started whimpering my name over and over. 
 
    But she said it like a prayer.  
 
    Meanwhile, Ashe continued to pump her fingers into her own pussy, and as Iris attempted to control her breathing, Ashe cried out in pleasure as she reached her own orgasm.  
 
    A pool of sweat had formed in Iris’ cleavage, and her chest heaved up and down as she laid completely limp with pleasure. Then I slowly slid my cock from the heated sheath of her tunnel, and the elf let out a soft moan as I watched a river of my cum spill out of her pussy. 
 
    The pussy that belonged to me now. 
 
    I grinned at the sight, and the petite elf rolled her head to the side until her cheek was planted against the gold covers.  
 
    “Are you okay?” Ashe giggled as she slipped past Iris.  
 
    “I’m…” Iris paused to giggle. “That was… not what I had expected. It was incredible.” 
 
    “And that was only the first lesson,” I murmured. “You took my cock so, so well… I’m so proud of you, but you still have so much to learn.” 
 
    “I can’t wait, master.” Iris blushed.  
 
    As the three of us relaxed on the bed, I pulled Iris into my arms and held her against me in a caring embrace. It didn’t take Ashe and I as long to recover, yet Iris was still deeply out of breath, and I could hear her mortal heart pounding away inside her chest. 
 
    “My legs feel wobbly,” Iris laughed a few minutes later. 
 
    “They will, but it won’t last for long,” Ashe replied as she leaned down and gave Iris a small kiss. 
 
    “Would you like a bath?” I murmured, and then I smoothed back Iris’ knotted hair with the back of my hand. “It’ll help relax your muscles if you let me bathe you.” 
 
    “A bath?” The elf frowned. 
 
    “Yes.” I nodded. 
 
    Iris thought for a second, but then before she voiced her answer, she glanced up at me and looked me straight in the eye for a fraction of a second.  
 
    “Okay,” Iris giggled as she looked away. 
 
    My heart nearly stopped in my chest. 
 
    Her gaze had been so wide and penetrating, but soft all around the edges, and I felt like I had glimpsed straight into her incredibly innocent soul. 
 
    Then I realized I’d momentarily stopped breathing, but I wasn’t surprised.  
 
    It was the first time Iris had ever looked me in the eye, and it pleased me to see that our interaction had affected her in such a positive way.  
 
    Looking me in the eye didn’t mean she was now as evil as sin, either. I could tell as much by her purely sweet scent. But it meant Iris trusted me and cared for me on a much deeper level, which was exactly how I felt about her. 
 
    Then, as I stared down at Iris, a strange sensation washed over me. I couldn’t tell what it was, but there was something about Iris that caused a previous, long-lost memory to reappear. 
 
    It was similar to the uncontrollable anger I’d felt when I’d heard the High Elves had been following Iris. It felt so clear to me, yet I couldn’t put my finger on why I felt that way. 
 
    However, before I could focus more on the memory, the feeling vanished, and I found myself back in the room with my two women beside me. 
 
    “I’ll leave the two of you alone.” Ashe smirked as she located her dress. “I’ll go and find Sveila and the twins.” 
 
    “We’ll be down to join you soon.” I winked.  
 
    Once Ashe had left the room, I assisted Iris off the bed, and then I wrapped one arm around her as we wandered toward the nearest bathing room toward the third floor staircase.  
 
    A steel tub was situated in the center of the room, and several lit lanterns provided a soft glow to spread around the room. There were two rectangular windows on either side of the room, but apart from that it was incredibly bare and dark compared to the rest of the castle. 
 
    It lacked color, and the stone walls weren’t painted like the other rooms, but the color of a bathing room wasn’t something that I particularly cared about. 
 
    I hadn’t noticed how cold the bathing room was when we’d first entered, but a violent shiver rippled down Iris’ spine, so I held my beautiful elf as close to me as possible as I filled the tub. 
 
    The metal pipes coughed and strained as the water spurted from the faucet. At first the water was a murky brown in color, but that only lasted for a second before the cleaner, fresher water poured free. 
 
    “Are you really going to give me a bath?” Iris asked as she brushed her cheek against my shoulder.  
 
    “Of course,” I said. “I always make sure to take care of my women.” 
 
    Iris muffled her giggle with one hand, and I wondered if it had anything to do with the fact that I had referred to her as one of my women. 
 
    “I’ve never been cared for like this before,” she admitted. “I’ve been alone for fifteen years, so this is very new to me.” 
 
    “You don’t need to be alone anymore,” I promised her. “Like I said before, whether you’re in the Grimmway or Oakenpass, I’ll always care for you, we all will, in any way you need us to.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Iris whispered before she placed a delicate kiss against my cheek.  
 
    I was so used to the hunger and desire my women were filled with, and how there was heat and a bite to every kiss they left upon my lips or my skin, but Iris wasn’t like that. 
 
    Perhaps Iris would change over time, and maybe she’d become a little fiend who constantly pinned me against a wall as she took my dick in her mouth. I sensed that side of her was hidden somewhere beneath her smooth and flawless skin. But if she stayed as innocent and fragile as she was right now, then I’d be more than okay with that. It was what made her unique, and I liked my women to stand out from the crowd.  
 
    Of course, just the thought of Iris folding her lips around my hardened cock caused my dick to rise, but I managed to distract myself with the bath before I terrified the jumpy elf who clung to my side. 
 
    I shut off the water once the tub was full, and I reluctantly let go of Iris as I shoved both fists into the liquid.  
 
    “Is it cold?” Iris asked as she dipped one finger into the water. “Oh, it’s freezing!” 
 
    “It is at the moment.” I smirked. “But you didn’t think I’d let you bathe in cold water, did you?” 
 
    “Apparently cold water is very refreshing and rejuvenating.” Iris shrugged. 
 
    “Well, even Ashe and I don’t bathe in cold water, and we can’t really tell the difference as easily as you can,” I chuckled. “Fortunately, I have the perfect hell power that allows us to have hot water whenever we need it.” 
 
    I felt a familiar sensation rush through my arms as my Infernal Blaze ignited in my hands. Although I couldn’t cause a physical flame while submerged in the water, my hands still tingled with heat, and it was only a few minutes before waves of steam rolled off the surface of the water. 
 
    “That’s amazing,” Iris said with a breathless voice. “I really need to learn more about these hell powers. I didn’t even know you had any until recently.” 
 
    Iris checked the temperature of the water, and I held onto her elbow to steady her as she stepped into the tub. 
 
    I always assumed that everyone knew about a demon’s powers, and it was common knowledge, just like how the angel was a piece of shit. But if Iris hadn’t witnessed us using our powers, and she really only knew what she had observed or taught herself over the years, then there would have been no reason for her to know about our additional abilities.  
 
    It was clear that her parents had tried to protect Iris and Elre as much as they could, and they only showed them the goodness in the surface world, so the life of a demon would not have been on that list.  
 
    “What would you like to know about the hell powers?” I asked as I poured handfuls of water over her orange hair. 
 
    Iris held her knees against her chest, and I watched intently as the water bobbed and settled over her perfect breasts.  
 
    “Does every, um… demon have one?” she asked. 
 
    Iris seemed to struggle to say the word “demon,” but I knew she would get used to saying it over time.  
 
    “Yes,” I replied. “Every demon starts off with an individual, unique hell power. Some are more impressive than others, but every demon is different, and no two hell powers will ever be the same. So my initial hell power was my Infernal Tempest, and Ashe’s was her Infernal Venom.” 
 
    “That’s the claws, right?” the elf asked.  
 
    “Right.” I nodded and gently stroked my wet hand down her spine. “But as well as receiving our first hell power, we can also collect them. So every time I kill a demon, I inherit their hell powers, which allows me to grow stronger, too. Some demons in the Hellscape began fights and wars, simply because they wanted a particular hell power. Whereas I’m more tactical than that. I wouldn’t start a fight unless I needed to, however, I’m more than happy to slaughter a demon if they threatened me or anyone I cared about.” 
 
    “I see,” Iris muttered as she stretched out her legs until her toes touched the end of the bathing tub. “And can you lose your hell powers? Or do you have to be killed in order to lose them?” 
 
    “We technically have to be killed in order to lose them,” I answered. “However, the Dark King has the ability to remove one or all of a demon’s hell powers should he feel the need to. He is the only being who has that ability, and it’s merely in order to protect the Hellscape.” 
 
    “So, if a demon is seen as dangerous?” the elf clarified.  
 
    “Yes,” I replied. “It would take a lot to cause that, though, because fights and wars break out all the time within various voids. But there have been a few occasions where the Dark King has had to step in. Sometimes, we saw those demons again, other times, they simply vanished…” 
 
    “Why would he kill just for the sake of inheriting a hell power?” Iris asked. “Especially as the Dark King is stronger and more powerful than anyone else down there?” 
 
     “I don’t know.” I shrugged and scooped up some water to drip it all down her shoulders and chest. “Some used to think that the Dark King would remove someone’s hell power just because he wanted it for himself, but there’s no way for me to know for sure. There are a lot of things that don’t add up when it comes to the Dark King, so I wouldn’t put it past him, and I wouldn’t be surprised if the theories about killing innocents for their power were true, either.” 
 
    When I first arrived in Rengfri, and I realized that it was a city mainly run by the Church, I started to think that something deeper was going on in the Hellscape. I thought I had just been sent on yet another mission, and I’d lost count of how many missions I had taken part in during my entire existence. However, it was the fact that I had been sent to a holy land completely alone, and without others there to stand guard that unsettled me.  
 
    If we had to complete missions on holy land, it was mandatory that we had to travel in groups, so I never understood why I had been sent here alone. The fact that I had to create an entire fucking army showed just how dangerous it was for a demon to enter this land without the protection of others behind them. 
 
    “What else does the Dark King do?” Iris asked as she massaged a bar of soap into her arms. “Apart from secretly hiding the evidence of his sins.” 
 
    “In all honesty, he mainly sits on his fucking throne and hides behind the Lord Admirals and the rest of the hierarchy,” I snickered and took the soap from her. Then I began to lather her myself, and she smiled shyly as I worked my hands all down her naked body. “But that’s all partly why I decided to escape when I had the chance, and I don’t plan on ever returning.” 
 
    “I’m glad to hear that.” Iris smiled as a blush formed over her cheeks. “If someone managed to take you back there, would you have to return to that void you spoke about? Or would the Dark King take your hell powers and… you know…” 
 
    “Kill me?” I asked and set the soap aside.  
 
    “Yes.” Iris glanced down at her bare chest.  
 
    She didn’t like the thought of someone killing me, but I knew exactly how she felt.  
 
    “He’d probably kill me out of anger.” I shrugged. “But he would also assess my strengths and weaknesses. If the Dark King felt like the Hellscape would benefit from me being alive, then he would keep me chained up and release me whenever I was needed. So I’d actually prefer death over that.” 
 
    “I think I would, too,” the elf replied. “But at least that’s never going to happen, so we don’t need to worry about it.” 
 
    “Exactly.” I smirked.  
 
    I knew that was Iris’ way of putting issues to the side and not even entertaining the idea of them ever happening, but I had to be honest with myself. Just because Ashe and I hadn’t noticed a demon in Rengfri for a while, it didn’t mean the Dark King had stopped sending squadrons out to get us. 
 
    If anything, it probably meant something much bigger was brewing for me down there.  
 
    I had to make sure I was constantly on high-alert, because the second I dropped my wall of defense, or turned a blind eye to the Hellscape, that was when the demons would pounce. 
 
    They would return again at some point, but I knew that if I could handle the angel, then I could definitely deal with some demons from the Hellscape.  
 
    As our conversation simmered down, I assisted Iris in washing her hair and finished with the rest of her body. I made sure to take my time as I trailed my hand between her legs, and when I let my fingers slip inside of her tight pussy, she let out the sweetest giggle. 
 
    I couldn’t resist adding a second finger after that, and I slowly pumped my fingers in and out of her as the water gently sloshed around her. The whole time, she clung to my arm to steady herself, and I kept my eyes glued to her lips that parted ever so slightly as sighs escaped her with every breath. When she finally orgasmed, her moan was the sweetest thing I’d ever heard, and I captured her lips with mine to breathe in the taste of her as her pussy quivered around my fingers. 
 
    Then I finally released my hold on her, kissed her cheek, and helped her out of the tub.  
 
    She was flushed pink all over as I used my heated hands to dry her, and she seemed eager to let me do as I pleased. Her skin felt as soft as velvet while I enjoyed exploring every last inch of her, and to know that no other man would ever get to touch her the way I did this evening caused a feral sensation to race through my body. 
 
    Now that I had claimed Iris, no other man would ever receive the same amount of raw passion I’d experienced as I took her innocence with Ashe by my side. No man would experience the soft and sensual moment we’d just shared here in this tub. Regardless of where Iris lived, she would always be mine, and I wasn’t going to allow anything or anyone to change that.  
 
    If Iris wanted to stay in the Grimmway, and if she couldn’t bear the thought of leaving her little home above the dress shop, then I would accept that. It was the same with Naia, and I made sure to visit her regularly, so the same would be done with Iris. 
 
    However, I’d make sure to remind Iris about the number of bedrooms we had in the castle, just so she didn’t forget about the offer.  
 
    “Where are the others?” Iris asked as we left the bathroom.  
 
    Iris automatically linked her fingers through mine, and she gave my hand a squeeze as she looked into my eyes for the second time. It was still only a slight glance, but the more she looked into my vibrant, violet eyes, the more comfortable she’d become.  
 
    And the more determined I felt to protect the sweet elf from absolutely everything dangerous that came her way. 
 
    Then the same feeling from before returned, yet this time the lost memory felt stronger.  
 
    There was something about Iris’ eyes, and the feeling of her hand in mine, that caused the memory to return. 
 
    But that was all I could grab from the memory before it slipped away. Then my mind cleared, and I answered Iris’ questions without giving away any hint that anything had even happened.  
 
    “I think they’re all downstairs,” I replied. “That’s where Ashe said she was going, anyway.”  
 
    “Oh,” Iris giggled. “This castle is so big I can’t even hear if someone is in the other room or not. You could get lost in here.” 
 
    “You’ll get used to it,” I chuckled. “It tends to be that the women all stick together, so if you know where one is, then you’ll be able to find the rest.” 
 
    “And… what if I want to find you?” she asked more quietly. 
 
    I smirked and reached up to brush my fingers down her slender neck. “Just say my name… I’ll hear you wherever you are in here. And I’ll always come find you.” 
 
    “I’ll keep that in mind,” Iris replied as a little moan escaped her lips. 
 
    I grinned and leaned even closer, and this time, I traced my lips down her neck instead. 
 
    The next moan she let out was breathy and trembling, and I chuckled as I smelled her arousal swirling around me. 
 
    “Good girl,” I whispered, and Iris was pink all over when I pulled away and sent her a wink.  
 
    It turned out that Ashe, Sveila, and the twins were all in the living room with bottles of tonics in their hands. There were more unopened bottles on the table in between the two couches, and I instantly eyed up a bottle of thunderclap. 
 
    The twins flew toward Iris first, and they both had a dazed look in their eyes like they’d had more than just one bottle of tonic. They also didn’t fly as straight as they normally did, which was another clear indicator.  
 
    “Come and join us, Iris!” Lux said enthusiastically as she took a hold of the elf’s hand. 
 
    “There’s space next to me on the couch!” Lixiss smiled.  
 
    “But you’re not sitting on the couch,” Sveila giggled. “You’ve been flying around the room for the last hour.” 
 
    “I have?” Lixiss frowned. “Oh, yeah, I have! It feels like I’m living in a dreeeeam, and nothing feels real!” 
 
    “Believe me, it’s very real,” I snickered. 
 
    Ashe and I didn’t have the ability to get drunk like the others. We could feel a slight change in our bodies if we drank a lot, but it never went any further than that. Unlike Sveila and the twins, who only needed to drink two tonics before they found it difficult to walk and talk. 
 
    As Iris and I took a seat beside Sveila, Lixiss perched herself on the elf’s lap, and we were both handed a bottle of thunderclap. 
 
    Iris glanced at the bottle with a look of uncertainty.  
 
    “Do you not like alcohol?” Ashe asked. “If you don’t want it, you don’t have to drink it.” 
 
    “You don’t drink tonics?” Lux gasped. “How can anyone not like tonics? This is the best feeling in the entire wooooorld!” 
 
    The black fairy swooped up into the air, and she spun around so quickly that she became nothing but a black blur against the ceiling. When Lux slowed herself down and caught her balance, she still had her bottle in hand, and she chugged down the last of it in three gulps.  
 
    “It’s not that I don’t like it, it’s just that I…” Iris paused as she sniffed the mouth of the bottle. “I’ve never really tried it. Tonics are expensive, so I never thought to buy one.” 
 
    “It’s the only thing we drink,” Sveila giggled. “That’s what it feels like, anyway.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll try it…” Iris said hesitantly.  
 
    Lixiss removed herself from Iris’ lap, and the entire room had their eyes on the elf as she brought the bottle to her lips. 
 
    Iris had barely poured any liquid into her mouth before she began to cough and splutter, and her blue eyes squinted closed like she had tasted something sour. 
 
    “Ooh!” Iris laughed as she recovered from the coughing fit. “I didn’t think it was so fizzy!” 
 
    We all tried to control our laughter, but as soon as Iris giggled, we knew it was safe to copy her reaction. 
 
    The twins danced through the air like the laughter powered their bodies, and Sveila fell against the back of the couch as she lost the ability to hold herself up.  
 
    “Don’t worry,” I said as Iris went to take another sip. “Not all tonics are fizzy, and there’s one that changes to match your preferred taste.” 
 
    “Yes!” Ashe grinned. “I’d love to see what the unknown tonic tastes like to you!” 
 
    Sveila and the twins were too busy laughing and dancing to realize Iris had continued drinking.  
 
    “Okay, I like this,” the elf giggled as her face became flushed. “I really like this.” 
 
    “And you never need to worry about tonics being too expensive,” Ashe said as she opened her second bottle of dragon’s breath. “Because when it comes to us, we’ve always got some sort of tonic in the house.” 
 
    “And you already know I like to please my women.” I winked. “So, if you want a box of tonics bought for you, you just need to ask me. I’d even buy you an entire fucking tavern if that’s what you wanted.” 
 
    “I don’t think you’d need to go that far,” Iris replied. “Just a bottle is more than enough.” 
 
    “A bottle?” Lixiss gasped as she flew over our heads. 
 
    “One singular bottle?” Lux asked as she passed her sister and flew in the opposite direction. 
 
    “One bottle is like…” Sveila paused as she gazed into the distance. “I can’t imagine life with just one bottle! That’s like… only firing a crossbow one time!” 
 
    “It’s like only having one of us!” Lux shouted as she motioned between herself and Lixiss. 
 
    “Or it’s like being in bed with Atticus and only fucking him once!” Sveila cried. “Iris, no one ever just has one bottle.”  
 
    “Okay, I think we get the idea,” Ashe chuckled. 
 
    “Maybe I could accept two.” Iris smirked. 
 
    “We can start with two,” Sveila said with a playful look. “But then we can double that number, and double it again… and again… and one more time for good luck.” 
 
    “Going by the redness of her cheeks, I don’t think Iris could handle that many,” I said as I stroked the elf’s face.  
 
    “It’s quite strong…” Iris mumbled. “But I like it.” 
 
    “That’s what we like to hear!” Ashe cheered. 
 
    It turned out that Iris could only drink half the bottle before she began to say that her head was spinning. 
 
    “I’m sitting still, right?” Iris asked with her hands out to brace herself.  
 
    “You haven’t moved since you sat down,” I told her.  
 
    “Then… why does…” Iris slowly bobbed back and forth on the couch. “Maybe I’m flying? Am I flying?” 
 
    “Oh, you’re going to be so much fun!” Ashe cackled.  
 
    Ashe was right, it was a very fun night.  
 
    We all enjoyed two bottles of tonic each, apart from Iris who only just managed to finish her first. We found out the elf got drunk extremely quickly, but then she was also able to sober up at the same rate, so it was a constant game of back and forth until Iris had finished her first-ever tonic.  
 
    However, as soon as we decided to put an end to the night, and after convincing Iris to stay with us at least until the morning, the evening took a dramatic turn.  
 
    We hadn’t even reached the stairs before someone was heard banging furiously on the main door.  
 
    “Atticus!” a familiar voice shouted from the other side of the door. “Atticus, we need to speak to you! Urgently!” 
 
    “What’s Sirena doing here?” Sveila asked.  
 
    My women talked among themselves as I darted toward the door, and I pulled it open to see the brunette mermaid with one hand on her chest. Her breathing was deep and labored, like she had been running for hours, and there was a clear look of panic in her brown eyes.  
 
    My werewolf guards stood a few feet behind the mermaid, but they looked just as confused as I was. 
 
    “Sirena, what is it?” I ordered. 
 
    “It’s the High Elves,” she said as she tried to control her breathing. “They’re on their way to confront you.” 
 
    “Tell me everything,” I demanded as I swiftly led Sirena and my women to the dining room.  
 
    My hands tingled with anger as I dropped into my seat, and I realized I had to control my hell power before I set the entire damn castle ablaze. 
 
    I wanted to save that kind of wrath for the High Elves. 
 
    “It all happened so quickly,” the mermaid replied. “We were settled outside their manor in Newhall, and we overheard one of the High Elves saying that ‘now is the time.’ And then they mentioned that they’ve been waiting for the right time to confront you, and they can’t wait much longer. As soon as those words left his lips, I left the others there to keep watch as I ran to tell you.” 
 
    “‘Confront’ is such an angry word,” Sveila mumbled. “But at least it allows us to see what their plan is.” 
 
    “Yes, the elves aren’t coming here to talk,” I snarled. “Sirena, do you have any sort of timeline to work on? Do you know how long we have to prepare ourselves?” 
 
    “No.” She shook her head anxiously. “They never said, but my girls know to rush ahead and warn us if the High Elves are about to leave.” 
 
    “And how many High Elves are we talking about?” I asked. “Do you know exactly how many are on their way?” 
 
    “Thirteen,” Sirena said confidently. “The leader, or whoever was speaking, made sure everyone was in the room. We’ve only seen the High Elves in groups of four to five up until now, so it was the first time I had seen them all together.” 
 
    “Thirteen is better than thirty, I guess.” Lixiss shrugged. 
 
    “But that’s still thirteen more than we need right now,” Ashe grumbled. “Those motherfuckers will regret ever stepping onto our land.” 
 
    I stood up forcefully from the table as I shook out the anger from my body. 
 
    It wasn’t a complete surprise to me, because I knew the High Elves were going to come for me one day, and I was just glad I’d made the mermaids follow their every move. But it was the fact that I couldn’t enjoy a fucking night with my women as they got drunk and watch them dance around the castle that really frustrated me. 
 
    Especially given that this was the first night Iris had ever spent with us, and it was going to end with some High Elves trying to kill us.  
 
    Shit.  
 
    Iris.  
 
    I glanced over at the trembling elf to see the pure horror on her delicate face. She had Lux and Lixiss comforting her from either side, but Iris’ soft blue eyes were wide with fright, and I could just about hear her racing heartbeat from across the table. 
 
    There was no way Iris would return to the Grimmway unprotected, I wouldn’t allow it. The only option was for her to stay with us, but we already knew she didn’t like weapons, and she didn’t know how to fight. So I had to find a place for Iris to stay hidden, and we just had to make sure the High Elves didn’t come across her. 
 
    “What are we going to do, Atticus?” Ashe asked as she played with her new silver necklace from Garrik. 
 
    My fiendish little huntress had an evil smirk on her delectable lips.  
 
    She wasn’t scared or horrified. She was eager to stick her claws into some holy flesh.  
 
    “We have to bring everyone together as quickly as we can,” I replied as I began to pace back and forth across the room. “The werewolves, the mermaids, and the orcs. They all need to get here right now. We cannot afford to start a fight without their assistance, otherwise we could all be dead by morning.” 
 
    “I’ll run to the cove now,” Sirena said as she stood up. “The girls I left behind will travel ahead of the High Elves to warn you when they head here anyway, so I’ll make sure Naia and the others get here quickly.” 
 
    “What’s the fastest way for you to get there?” I asked.  
 
    “Running,” Sirena replied. “It’d take me too long to get to the coast and then swim to the cove, so it’s easier for me just to run.” 
 
    “Okay,” I sighed. “Two hours? Do you think you could be back in that time?” 
 
    “I’ll do my very best, Atticus,” she said sincerely. 
 
    I wished there was an easier way for everyone to get here, but with the Shadow Quarters being an hour away, there wasn’t much I could have done. It wasn’t safe for me to leave the castle, and I didn’t want Ashe to go out alone, even in her shadow form. 
 
    All I could do was hope that the High Elves weren’t going to show up in the next two hours.

  

 
   
    Chapter 19 
 
    Once Sirena had sprinted from the castle, I spoke to the werewolves and ordered two of them to run home. One of them needed to inform Gunnolf of the new changes, and the other had to head for the orcs. They were quicker than the mermaids, so at least I would have had some sort of reinforcements on my side should the High Elves arrive before we were completely ready. 
 
    Some of the werewolves were still tracking down the angel, and although I still wanted someone to keep a close eye on her, I couldn’t afford to reduce my numbers. I just had to hope that the pure little bitch didn’t offer her assistance to the High Elves, because I certainly didn’t have the time to put the finishing touches on my new army.  
 
    Then, when the minions had left, I stormed around the room as I tried to clear my head and focus on the smaller details. I imagined where everyone would stand, and how we would work together to defeat the threat. 
 
    Ashe and Sveila were experts at fighting, and we had been through so many together, so I wasn’t worried about that. Lux and Lixiss had also proved to me how strong they were the other night when the angel came unannounced, and if their chains could hold down an angel, then they would have had no issues with the High Elves.  
 
    But I still wasn’t entirely sure where to put Iris.  
 
    I didn’t have the time to train her, and I couldn’t put her at risk like that. 
 
    I needed to find the perfect hiding place where the High Elves wouldn’t find her, and I needed to make her promise me that she wouldn’t leave until I returned to get her.  
 
    And that was when it came to me.  
 
    “Iris,” I said as softly as I could. “Have you ever used an orb before?” 
 
    The floral elf was staring intently at the wooden surface in front of her, but then she slowly moved her head to the side to look at me. 
 
    “Orbs?” she whispered.  
 
    “Yes,” I replied as I took her hands in mine. “Look, I know you’re scared, but I can’t have you leave right now. So what I need you to do is channel the blue orb so you’re completely out of sight.” 
 
    “Why can’t I leave?” she asked, and her bottom lip trembled like she was about to start crying.  
 
    I battled back and forth for a second as I decided on whether to tell her about the High Elves watching her. Iris was scared of her own damn shadow, and I didn’t want her to think that someone was constantly following her, even when the High Elves died this evening. 
 
    Especially after what had happened to her family on account of the king’s guards. 
 
    I decided against telling her, because it could have made her anxiety worse, which then could have affected the overall result of the fight.  
 
    “Because we can’t leave the castle, and I wouldn’t feel comfortable having you walk all the way back to the Grimmway by yourself,” I explained. “But I promise you’ll be safe, and no one will find you. So, I need to know if you’ve ever used an orb before?” 
 
    “N-No,” she mumbled. “I…” 
 
    Iris halted her words, so I didn’t know what she was going to say after that.  
 
    “I can teach her,” Sveila said. “It won’t take long.” 
 
    “And I know where she can hide,” Ashe added. 
 
    “Do I really have to hide?” Iris asked. 
 
    “Yes,” I sighed. “But you’ll be invisible because of the blue orb, so you’ll have that extra layer of protection. You just need to make sure not to take your thumb off of the imprint on the orb, otherwise your invisibility will drop.” 
 
    “O-Okay…” Iris nibbled on the skin of her thumb. “I think I can do this.” 
 
    “You can.” Ashe smiled. “You’re so much stronger than you think, and I can’t wait for the day that you allow me to teach you how to wield a sword!” 
 
    “But that won’t be happening tonight,” I snickered. “Maybe tomorrow once we have a few corpses to practice on…” 
 
    Iris’ face instantly became pale and clammy, so I put an end to the conversation before the floral elf threw up the thunderclap she had just recently enjoyed. 
 
    Sveila then took Iris into the great hall to practice channeling the orb with enough space around them, and I sprinted upstairs with Ashe and the twins to collect our weapons. 
 
    The weapons closet had been warped by a witch when we’d first moved in, so on the inside it was actually larger than the master bedroom. Ashe’s wonderful collection of weapons had their own special places on the shelves and locked in glass cabinets, and there was still a lot of room for the collection to grow.  
 
    The floor had been covered with a blood-red carpet, and the lanterns on the walls made the room feel more like a dungeon than a weapons closet.  
 
    “I think Iris should hide in here,” Ashe said as she mused over her variety of swords. “It’s big enough that she won’t feel too cramped, she’ll have constant protection around her, and I can lock the door when we leave.” 
 
    “It’s also on the third floor, so it’s not the first place the elves would look if they knew she was here,” I replied. “I wouldn’t want to keep her locked away somewhere like the basement, especially after what she told us about her family, so I think this room is the best place.” 
 
    “Then that’s what we’ll do.” Ashe nodded. “Now, twinnies, which weapons are you going for?” 
 
    “They’re all so pretty!” Lux peered around her with hungry eyes. 
 
    “I know,” Ashe snorted. “That’s why I picked them. But you’re free to use whatever you want… apart from the throwing knives. I want them. Oh, and the sapphire sword, because that’s my favorite.” 
 
    “What about your new necklace?” Lixiss asked. “Are you going to use that?” 
 
    “I don’t think so…” Ashe mumbled as she played with the silver hoop around her neck. “I’m still getting used to it, so I think it’s best I go for something I know how to use. Like my knives.” 
 
    After a lot of deliberation, the twins decided to just stick with their chains. They didn’t feel overly comfortable using weapons that they were still getting used to, especially when we were up against creatures as powerful as High Elves.  
 
    I chose to have my onyx blade and the glaive on hand, even though I hoped to complete the entire fight with nothing but my hell powers. I had used my sickle when we were last up against the High Elves in the catacombs, but my powers had increased since then, and I was interested to see how much of a difference that made.  
 
    Sveila and Iris joined us upstairs as we were piling the weapons on the floor in the corridor.  
 
    “How did it go?” I asked as I set the onyx blade onto the pile.  
 
    “It was great, right, Iris?” Sveila smiled.  
 
    “Yes.” Iris nodded. “I know what to do now.” 
 
    I watched as Iris played with the blue orb in her hand, and then she closed her eyes as she pressed the tab of her thumb into the center of the stone. 
 
    One second the elf was standing there, and the next she was gone. I couldn’t even feel her in the air, so I had no idea if she was standing in front of me, beside me, or if she had run off into one of the rooms around us.  
 
    Iris had a brilliant smile on her face when she pulled the thumb away from the stone, and then she tucked it safely into the pocket of her pink dress. 
 
    “Good girl,” I said with a grin.  
 
    “Does that count as a weapon?” Iris asked and gave a light laugh. “Because I like that.” 
 
    “I suppose it can if you want it to be,” I chuckled. “But speaking of weapons, we think it’s best that you hide in the weapons closet while the fight is taking place.” 
 
    “Um…” Iris glanced around the corridor with wide eyes. “A closet?” 
 
    “Technically, it’s a room.” I shrugged. “A warped room. But it’s the safest place for you.” 
 
    “But…” Iris paused for a second. “What if the elves manage to get into the castle and find me? Then they’d be able to help themselves to these weapons, too!” 
 
    “That’s a good point, actually,” Lixiss agreed. 
 
    “High Elves are powerful enough to simply use their minds to kill their opponents, so they don’t rely on blades and crossbows,” I explained. “Also, you’ll have your blue orb. So even if they do enter, they won’t be able to see you, and you’ll be able to sneak out without them realizing anything.” 
 
    “Okay…” Iris sighed. “I think I’m just scared about what’s going to happen.” 
 
    “Everyone is scared during their first fight.” I brought my petite elf into my arms. “But I know exactly what I’m doing, and I wouldn’t put you into the closet if I didn’t think it was safe enough.” 
 
    “I believe you.” Iris glanced up to look into my eyes for another fleeting second. “I do.” 
 
    “I know you do, because you keep looking into my eyes.” I smirked.  
 
    “Oooh!” Ashe clapped her hands excitedly. “She’ll be one of us in no tiiiime!” 
 
    “She already is one of us.” Sveila winked. “We all saw how much she enjoyed that tonic earlier.” 
 
    “I did like that,” Iris giggled. 
 
    “And once we kill these damn High Elves, we can have some more!” Lux cheered. “I’ll be like the tinsel fairies and get drunk every day for an entire week.” 
 
    “Make it two weeks,” Lixiss laughed.  
 
    “That sounds more like it.” Ashe smirked.  
 
    Once the weapons had been collected and sorted, we began to decide where we should be when the elves arrived. The mermaids had the ability to hide wherever they wanted to due to their power of invisibility, and the werewolves could wander around the entire property to make it seem like they were just keeping guard like normal. 
 
    However, I wanted to catch the High Elves off-guard, and if they had no idea that we knew about their plans to confront me, then they wouldn’t expect me to be ready for their arrival. So it made more sense if we were hiding out of sight, ready to attack at any given moment.  
 
    “Let’s go onto the balcony,” I said as I motioned toward the master bedroom. “We’ll have a great view from there, and we can keep the weapons out of sight so the High Elves can’t see them.” 
 
    “Could we split up and use the other balcony, too?” Lux suggested. “Then we can watch from both sides, and we’ll also be able to see if any elves sneak around that side of the courtyard.” 
 
    I thought over Lux’s idea before I gave her an answer. 
 
    I would have much preferred if we all stayed together, apart from Iris, so I would know where everyone was at all times. But her suggestion did make sense, and the balconies weren’t too far apart, so I would be able to see anyone who stood on that side. 
 
    “Okay, sure.” I nodded. “In that case, how about you and Lixiss stay on your balcony, and then you can plan together when to use your chains?” 
 
    “Let’s do it.” Lixiss grinned.  
 
    “When will I go into the closet?” Iris asked as she picked up the onyx sword to carry. 
 
    She looked so good with a weapon in her hands. 
 
    “You’ll go in there as soon as we know the High Elves are on their way,” I replied. “We’ll be able to see them approaching from up here, but I’m also hoping the mermaids will be able to get here before they do, so you’ll have time to run and hide.” 
 
    “Okay.” Iris smiled.  
 
    The elf still seemed very unsure and anxious, because the smile on her face didn’t reach her stunning eyes. But if everything went according to plan, and we killed those bastard High Elves without any complications, then I didn’t think Iris would have to spend too long with the orb in the closet. 
 
    As our selection of weapons were stacked against the wall of the balcony, Ashe made sure that all of the throwing knives were in their leather holster, and Sveila double-checked that she had enough bolts for her crossbow. Then she slung the strap over her shoulder and tied her purple hair back into a thick braid.  
 
    “I’m ready.” Sveila winked.  
 
    “I can see that.” I smirked. “You’re fucking sinful.” 
 
    Sveila ran the tip of her tongue across her lips, and I was almost tempted to tell the others to keep a look out as I showed Sveila exactly how she made me feel. Just the sight of my incredible Red Witch ready for battle was enough to make my cock harden. 
 
    However, despite my urges, I knew I couldn’t afford to distract my mind for a single minute.  
 
    So my women and I paid close attention to the world around us as we waited for the minions to arrive. Ashe and I constantly checked any scents in the air, but we didn’t pick up on the evil scent of the High Elves, or even the pure, holy evil of the angel. 
 
    Then, as ten werewolves arrived, my women and I headed back downstairs to greet them. They were all in their wolf forms, apart from Gunnolf. 
 
    “Thank you,” I said as I glanced across the row of wolves. 
 
    “Of course,” Gunnolf replied. “Do we know any more information yet?” 
 
    “Nothing,” I snarled. “But we’ll all take positions, and we’ll just wait until the High Elves arrive.” 
 
    “Have you thought about this being a trick?” the alpha asked. “Perhaps they somehow knew the mermaids were following them, so they made it seem like they were going to confront you?” 
 
    “I haven’t, but I don’t think they would do that,” I replied. “What would the High Elves get from it? And they’re not going to let me get away with killing their men and destroying the Church, so they’ll have to turn up at some point.” 
 
    “You’re right.” Gunnolf nodded. “I’ve just been trying to think everything over.” 
 
    “And it’s good of you to do that,” I said. “But I’m almost certain they’re going to arrive tonight. Or perhaps first thing in the morning. But we’ll take our places and simply wait until we see the High Elves appear. Have you spoken to the orcs?” 
 
    “Yes, they’re on their way,” he replied. “They shouldn’t be too much longer.” 
 
    “Great, thank you,” I said. 
 
    Then Errol, the werewolf who had stayed with us to guard the castle, shifted into his wolf form to join the rest of his pack. I told them all to wander around the perimeter and keep an eye on the forests, but I needed them to return once the mermaids and orcs had arrived. 
 
    A sense of anticipation began to build as I waited for the mermaids and orcs to arrive. 
 
    At least I knew that if the High Elves arrived now, then there were enough of us to essentially kill them. There were twenty-one of us, and there were only thirteen High Elves. But if these holy elves had prepared themselves for battle, which the men at the catacombs had not, then they were probably stronger. 
 
    Our best chance was to have everyone working together, and only then would we get what we wanted. 
 
    The moon was high in the sky by the time the orcs arrived, and then twenty minutes after that, the mermaids instantly appeared in one giant group. There were still a few of them with the High Elves, but they’d arrive later before the threat did. 
 
    “We came as quickly as we could, Atticus,” Naia said as she slipped her hands around my waist. “Sirena told us everything that’s happened.” 
 
    My sweet mermaid’s heart was beating from her chest, and she laid her head against me like she needed the assistance in order to stay standing. 
 
    “I hope you’re all ready to fight,” I said.  
 
    “We were born ready,” she chuckled.  
 
    “That’s more like it.” I smirked. 
 
    When Naia stepped away from me, I introduced her to Iris, and the mermaid leader was far too excited to finally meet the little elf I had been talking about. 
 
    “You’re even more beautiful than I’d imagined,” Naia said as she combed through Iris’ hair. “And Atticus clearly has a thing for redheads.” 
 
    “Not just redheads,” I chuckled. “All colors. Black, silver, purple, orange…” 
 
    “I wonder who’ll be next?” Ashe asked. “Blue? Green?” 
 
    “We’ll have to wait and see.” I winked. “Alright, now let’s get this plan sorted.” 
 
    The entire front half of the courtyard was filled with my minions, and there must have been at least fifty of us standing there. 
 
    That made me feel even more confident about winning the fight. 
 
    “Everyone will stand in a different area,” I announced to the entire team. “Larauk, you and your group will hide in the trees and keep yourselves as hidden as possible. The mermaids will roam around the courtyard, but you must stay invisible. And the werewolves will make it seem as though they’re guarding the castle like normal. Gunnolf, you’ll stay in your human form in order to communicate with everyone. Does everyone understand?” 
 
    My minions nodded their heads, and the orcs let out several snorts as they pounded their enormous feet against the ground.  
 
    “When the High Elves arrive, I want Gunnolf to go and talk to them,” I continued. “Ask them why they’re there, and just act like you’re doing your job. Then as this is going on, I will be on the balcony with my women, and we’ll hopefully be out of sight. As soon as the High Elves wander through the courtyard, Ashe and Sveila, I want you to fire your weapons at them, and I’ll throw a fireball. The High Elves will probably dodge them, but at least they’d know I didn’t appreciate being fucked with. Then as soon as the elves start to react, I need everyone to run in and begin slaughtering them.” 
 
    “Yes,” Larauk grumbled in a tone that sounded somewhat excited. 
 
    “I’m glad you approve,” I snickered. “Now, there should be more than enough of us to fight them off, but we need to get a visual guide to see how the elves work. Are they armed with weapons? Do they have superior powers we aren’t aware of? These are the kinds of things everyone needs to look out for before we run in for the kill. We have to work as a team, and we should have at least three or four of us attacking each elf.” 
 
    Then I turned to face my women, and I noticed how Sveila was comforting the anxious elf who was tucked under her arm.  
 
    “Once the fight has started, we’ll all head out into the courtyard,” I informed them. “Lux and Lixiss, you can hold down a High Elf with your chains while a werewolf beheads him. Sveila, you can use your red mist to control an elf like you did at the catacombs. And Ashe…” 
 
    “Yes?” The Huntress smirked.  
 
    “Just…” I snorted. “Just do what you do best.” 
 
    “Oh, I will,” she giggled.  
 
    “One thing that everyone needs to remember,” I called out to the group. “Is that the High Elves have the ability to move things with their minds, regardless of weight. They could easily throw an orc through the air, so we must try and distract the High Elves enough to stop them from controlling us like that. We don’t know when they’re going to arrive, so I want everyone to take their places now, and we’ll simply have to wait for the fun to start.” 
 
    “I don’t mind waiting if it means we get to kill them in the end,” Lixiss said coyly. 
 
    “Good girl.” I smirked. 
 
    Once everyone knew what to do, we all split up and began to take our places around the castle. Iris stayed directly beside me on the balcony, and occasionally I would look down to see her playing with the blue orb in her hands. 
 
    “If you’d rather go into the weapon room now, you can,” I said as I kissed the crown of her head.  
 
    “No, I think I’ll stay here for now,” she whispered. “I’d rather know what was going on, otherwise my mind will start to spiral.” 
 
    “Just know that everything is going to be okay,” Ashe said sweetly. “We dealt with the fucking incubi, and they were much worse than High Elves.” 
 
    Iris’ anxiety appeared to increase the longer we waited, and her entire body started to tremble, no matter how much I comforted her with my words and light touches. But I enjoyed soothing her all the same. I wasn’t used to surrounding myself with creatures who were so delicate and in need of care, but every time Iris sent me a grateful little smile and snuggled closer to me, my veins ignited with a strange sense of purpose. 
 
    At that moment, I honestly didn’t give a shit if Iris ever learned to fight. I would gladly protect the innocent elf for as long as I existed if I had to. 
 
    Especially if the previous memories had anything to do with it. There was something special and important about Iris, and I knew it wasn’t just the overwhelming feeling of protection when it came to saving her from the High Elves. 
 
    Something far back in my mind seemed to remember her. Or something about her, at least. 
 
    Still, I felt pure adrenaline rush through me at the thought that the High Elves could arrive at any moment. I couldn’t wait to feel their holy brains boil as I used my Infernal Blaze to burn the bastards from the inside-out. 
 
    We must have been standing on that balcony for at least an hour, and I would often peer off into the trees or glance around the courtyard as I looked at my minions below. It was hard to notice the orcs camouflaged in the forest, especially in the middle of the night, so I hoped the High Elves would have had just as much difficulty spotting them, too. 
 
    Then all of a sudden, four mermaids dropped their invisibility on the inside of the courtyard wall, and they jumped up and down as they waved their arms in the air frantically. They didn’t say a word, in order to stay as quiet as possible, but I knew exactly what they were saying.  
 
    The High Elves were on their way.

  

 
   
    Chapter 20  
 
    “Ashe, take Iris to the closet,” I mumbled as I gave my little elf a lasting kiss. 
 
    “It won’t take long, right?” Iris asked as her eyes glazed over with tears.  
 
    “We’ll be as quick as we can,” I promised her and stroked my fingers across her pale cheek. “And you’ll be freed from the room as soon as the last High Elf has died. Then I’ll be right here to hold you again.” 
 
    “O-Okay…” Iris took several deep breaths, and then she allowed Ashe to lead her back inside.  
 
    It didn’t feel right to have Iris locked away, especially when I saw the look on her face, however, I knew it was the right thing to do. And maybe, if the timid elf was up for it, we could teach her exactly how to fight and defend herself. I knew there was more to Iris than just the anxious little elf, but we had to make her see it, too. 
 
    In the meantime, I knew I would never let anything harm her. So perhaps this night would prove just how much faith she could place in me. No matter what was going on.  
 
    However, I couldn’t get too distracted, because as soon as Ashe returned to the balcony, the High Elves were seen in the distance. Everyone ducked down to stay hidden, but I was able to look through the crenels in order to keep an eye on the world below. 
 
    The group of thirteen men wandered up the hill, and they all kept their heads forward as they eyed up the castle. The elves were all dressed in black cloaks with gold detailing, which helped to signify their power and ranking. And they were tall, skinny, and pale bastards, who sauntered around like they owned the fucking place. 
 
    Their eyes were as black as coal, and there was a constant glassy look to them. They also had long, slender fingers that were nothing like the blunt digits on a human’s hand.  
 
    As the elves came closer, I noticed that four of them held black staves in their hands, which were weapons I hadn’t seen them use before. The staves were essentially long black sticks, and they had a glowing blue ball of light on the top of each one. I didn’t know what they could do with the staves, but if those weapons were anything like their minds, then my group and I were in a lot of trouble. 
 
    But before the elves could reach the top of the hill, Gunnolf walked toward them as planned.  
 
    “What are you doing here?” the alpha asked with his hands on his hips.  
 
    “We’re here to speak with Atticus,” one High Elf said in a deep, booming voice. “We believe he lives here now?” 
 
    “Why not come during the day?” Gunnolf asked. “Atticus went to bed hours ago.” 
 
    “We’re here to speak with Atticus,” the elf repeated.  
 
    “Fine,” Gunnolf sighed. “Follow me.” 
 
    As the werewolf and the High Elves headed for the courtyard, I prepared a fireball in my hand, and I glanced over at Sveila and Ashe to see that they had their weapons ready as well. 
 
    “Wait here, and I’ll go and get him for you,” Gunnolf said.  
 
    The elves stood within the entrance to the courtyard, and they had their backs to the forest where the orcs were hiding. The courtyard itself was teeming with mermaids and a few other werewolves, so the High Elves were surrounded on all sides without even knowing it. Whether they ran away from, or ran toward the castle, there was someone there to stop them from getting very far.  
 
    As soon as Gunnolf reached the main door, I motioned to Sveila and Ashe, and then the three of us launched our weapons at the same time.  
 
    My fireball roared through the air, Ashe’s throwing knife whistled behind it, and Sveila’s bolt flew so fast that I could barely see it.  
 
    We had thrown our weapons so suddenly that I thought the High Elves wouldn’t have noticed until it smacked them in their faces. Or maybe they would have dodged the fireball but not the knife and the bolt.  
 
    But just as the weapons were inches away from the targeted High Elves, one elf swiped his stave through the air, and the blue ball began to shine brighter. All of a sudden, the fireball dissolved, and the knife and the bolt were nothing but piles of ash.  
 
    Son of a bitch. 
 
    It appeared as if the staves had the ability to burn and destroy anything in its path, so I quickly began to wonder what that meant when it came to my minions and I.  
 
    Either way, we didn’t have the time to stop and think, because as soon as that stave was settled, everyone launched themselves at the High Elves.  
 
    The orcs stormed out of the trees, the werewolves barked and snapped their jaws as they attempted to tag the High Elves’ pale skin, and the mermaids only reappeared when they were assisting the wolves, otherwise they remained hidden from sight.  
 
    “Let’s go,” I ordered as I allowed my Smoke Flight to take over.  
 
    “I want one of those fucking staves!” Ashe cried before she vanished into a dark shadow.  
 
    Lux and Lixiss flew down from their balcony, but Sveila stayed where she was. She had her hands out flat in front of her, and her eyes began to glow as a red mist formed in her palms. 
 
    At first, the fight appeared relatively simple.  
 
    I had so many minions on my side, and the elves were completely outnumbered, so it was a fucking bloodbath.  
 
    The orcs worked as a team to smash the High Elves with their massive fists.  
 
    The werewolves made sure to attack from behind so the elves couldn’t put them in a trance with their eyes. Then once a High Elf was on the ground, the wolves lunged for their neck, back, and limbs, and they continued that until the High Elf had been fucking slaughtered.  
 
    The mermaids sprinted around the group, and they only dropped their invisibility once Sveila had a High Elf frozen in place. And then they used their little daggers to slice at the elf’s chest and neck until his gurgles of pain were drowned out by the blood in his lungs. 
 
    Lux, Lixiss, and Ashe worked with me to kill off our fair share of elves, too, and it was wonderful fighting with my women beside me.  
 
    The twins wrapped their metal chains around an elf’s wrists to hold him in place, then Ashe reappeared on the High Elf’s shoulders with a murderous grin on her face. Before the elf could even look at anyone, Ashe slashed out his eyes with her venomous claws. 
 
    Thick, congealed blood ran down the High Elf’s face as he screamed and cried in pain. Yet I couldn’t help but laugh.  
 
    That one attack would have been enough to end him fairly quickly, but I wanted to enjoy the kill for myself. So, as I deactivated my Smoke Flight, I powered up my Infernal Tempest, and I pounded my lightning-charged fists against his blood-soaked chest until the elf could no longer stand up unaided. 
 
    The fight almost felt like it was too easy, and I should have known the High Elves had a wicked plan up their sleeves.  
 
    I was unsure whether they wanted their men to die or not, but the four elves with the staves constantly protected themselves with their weapons. They swung the black-and-blue sticks back and forth to hold back any minions who attempted to attack them, yet they never tried to save their own men.  
 
    Anything that touched the blue light of the stave instantly turned to dust, so the High Elves were completely protected.  
 
    And that was when I realized the fight was nowhere near as easy as I’d first thought. 
 
    Because it was as I was checking that we only had those four final elves to kill, that I felt myself being lifted into the air. 
 
    “Atticus!” Sveila screamed from the balcony. 
 
    A red mist formed around my body, like Sveila was trying to break me from the High Elves’ trance, but these elves were far stronger than the Red Witch. 
 
    I couldn’t move, and I couldn’t even speak.  
 
    I just hung there like a lifeless body.  
 
    The staves must have increased the elves’ powers, because this trance was unlike anything I had experienced in the catacombs. 
 
    I still had the ability to use my hell powers when we’d first killed the High Elves, but now I couldn’t even blink, let alone form a fireball in my palm.  
 
    The werewolves growled as they launched themselves at the High Elves, and I heard the loud plodding of the orcs as they made their way over, too, but it was no use. 
 
    One swift move of a stave, and it was like an invisible wall had formed between the High Elves and the minions. No one could step past that invisible wall, and all they could do was scream, growl, and roar.  
 
    “Poor little sinner,” a High Elf chuckled as I was lowered to the ground.  
 
    I had to think of a way out of the trance, but I was essentially powerless.  
 
    There wasn’t anything I could have done, and so I simply had to accept my fate as my back was slammed onto the stone ground of the courtyard. 
 
    The four High Elves then stepped forward, and I stared up at the glowing blue light of the staves as the elves aimed their weapons inches away from my face. 
 
    I continued to rack my brain for a plan, something that would free me from the dangerous situation, but I had no idea how I was going to get out of there. I couldn’t move because of the power of the staves, which meant that I couldn’t use my Smoke Flight, either. 
 
    No one could get near me in order to fight the men off, and I instantly began to wonder if perhaps my minions and my women were about to witness my death without being able to stop it. 
 
    Then I thought of my promise to Iris that I’d be here when she left her hiding spot, and I never knew my veins could burn so flaming hot. The light of my eyes blazed so bright that it illuminated my captors’ faces as clear as day, and smoke billowed from my nose to form a thick haze between us, but still… I was fucking trapped here. 
 
    “Atticus!” the twins cried.  
 
    “Hold on, Atticus!” Sveila shouted. 
 
    “Listen to them calling out your name,” a High Elf chuckled sarcastically. “Pathetic.” 
 
    I wanted to scream, and I wanted to tell the elves exactly what would happen if they even dared to mention my women in front of me. But I couldn’t open my mouth anymore. All I could do was look around and breathe.  
 
    “But I’m surprised, Atticus…” the pale bastard continued. “Where is the little elf from the dress shop? Is she not here?” 
 
    My blood boiled over as my fury grew. My vision went red, and the ground beneath me trembled the slightest bit as my Tempest warred against these shackles.  
 
    “Shame, I wanted to see her,” a second elf spoke up. “But once we’re done here, maybe we could pay her a little visit? We could stop off and see Madame Nyra, too.” 
 
    “No!” Lux screamed. 
 
    “Silence!” the High Elf roared. 
 
    “Madame Nyra is close to you, I see,” the first elf continued. “Which makes it even more exciting for us. Every filthy sinner you know will soon be dead… especially that elf in the Grimmway.” 
 
    “I bet she’s not as innocent as she looks.” The four elves all laughed at the same time.  
 
    “But seeing as she’s Atticus’ favorite, I think she deserves a treat,” the second elf suggested. “I think she deserves to be tortured for far longer than the others… It could go on for days! Every minute she’ll beg to be killed, like how she begs to be fucked by her filthy, heathen lover!” 
 
    A pulsing sensation ran across my body as my anger reached its limit. I wanted nothing more than to rip the High Elves to shreds and watch in delight as my women landed the final blows.  
 
    I also wanted to save everyone around me, and I wanted to make sure that no one died because of me.  
 
    Especially Iris. 
 
    But unless there was a way for the elves to drop their staves, then that wasn’t going to happen.  
 
    It looked as though the High Elves had won, and I had a feeling that everyone around me knew that.  
 
    However, as I tried desperately to free myself, I spotted a golden sparkle in the corner of my eye.  
 
    The fucking angel.  
 
    Of course, the purified bitch would arrive right at the last minute, and maybe she had been hiding and waiting until she could kill me herself without the possibility of me fighting back. 
 
    The angel lowered herself to the ground just off to the side of me, and I noticed how genuine smiles appeared on the elves’ ugly fucking faces as they looked at the new arrival. 
 
    “An… angel,” one of them simpered, and he practically pissed himself with glee. “An… goodness. An angel. Well, this does prove we were in the right to take matters into our own–”  
 
    “What is going on?” the angel demanded in a voice as sharp as glass.  
 
    “We apologize for the disturbance,” one elf replied with a pathetic little bow. “However, we simply had to stop this demon before he caused more damage in Rengfri. He is… too hideously sinful to let him roam free in our holy land.” 
 
    “Of course,” the angel said with the smallest hint of a smirk. “This demon has caused nothing but trouble for me. I appreciate your work.” 
 
    “Thank you, graceful one.” The elf nodded his head, and the others clutched their staves even tighter in their excitement. “Would you care to watch as we kill him?” 
 
    “Why, of course,” the angel purred. “It’s what I’ve been waiting for this whole time.” 
 
    My women and the mermaids were screaming and pleading in the background, the werewolves were growling, and the orcs were pounding their fists against the invisible wall between us. 
 
    As the elves brought their staves closer to my face, I remembered something Iris and I had talked about while I bathed her. About how she didn’t want to think about me dying, yet now it was happening, and she probably had no idea what was going on.  
 
    I wanted to reach out and grab my women, at least just one more time. I wanted to hold them close and feel their luscious bodies against mine, but I couldn’t. 
 
    It was physically impossible for me to do any of that.  
 
    All I could do was watch the staves draw closer, and then I’d feel their burning pain as they turned my body into dust.  
 
    “Just… before you do that,” the angel spoke suddenly. 
 
    The elves brought their staves away, and I finally let out a shaky, smoky breath.  
 
    “Yes, your graciousness?” a High Elf asked.  
 
    “Can I clarify one thing before you kill him?” the angel queried. “After all, I love seeing their expressions when they’re so close to death.” 
 
    “What do you need us to clarify?” The pale motherfucker raised a single eyebrow. 
 
    “While I was watching from above, I heard you mention something about an elf,” the angel replied. “An elf from a dress shop?” 
 
    “Yes, a dirty, sinful elf,” the High Elf growled. “She’s all alone, without any family to guide her, so she went down the wrong path and ended up with the demon.” 
 
    “I see…” the angel paused. “Because I was sure she had a clear aura?” 
 
    As much as I hated the delay, I was also appreciative that I had a bit longer to live before the staves killed me. 
 
    And the look on the angel’s pristine face was… intriguing. 
 
    The warm planes of her cheeks seemed to glow with some strange inner righteousness, and there was no denying she was mesmerizing to behold. But her golden eyes were dangerously hard. 
 
    I’d never seen an angel look so much like a beast toying with its prey before. 
 
    The notion caused my heart rate to steady immediately, and I calmly watched on as the angel’s loyal followers looked between one another without a second thought.  
 
    “Not that elf, graceful one,” the High Elf snorted. “She’s as sinful as young Atticus. She’s… entirely impure.” 
 
    “So, you’re going to kill her?” the angel asked.  
 
    “As soon as we’re done here,” he clarified. “We would not delay, not in work as important as this.” 
 
    “Well…” the angel said with a playful tone. “You know what we have to do with the evil scum of the world.” 
 
    The four High Elves laughed once more, but the look of determination was clear on their faces. 
 
    Then I noticed a strange twitching in the angel’s wings, and I recognized it. She’d shivered like that the last time I’d seen her, when she was fucking furious with me. But now her wings were suddenly still again, so I wondered if I’d imagined it. 
 
    Then the angel swooped back into the air again, and the staves came closer with the intention of finally ending my existence.  
 
    But before the blue light could touch me, the angel let out an almighty scream, and rivers of molten gold poured from her hands and over the elves’ heads from above.  
 
    “Aaargh!” they yelled out in unison. “Stooop!” 
 
    As the metal solidified and consumed the elves’ heads, they automatically let go of their staves, and the angel managed to dive and roll swiftly enough to catch the weapons before they landed on me. 
 
    I had no fucking idea what was going on, or why the angel had just saved my life, but I didn’t give it much thought. Because as soon as the staves were thrown off to the side, the trance I was in was dropped, and I was able to jump to my feet as my women rushed toward me.  
 
    The High Elves screamed and scratched away at the gold that dripped down their bodies, yet I just held my women close as they sobbed into my chest.  
 
    “I thought you were dead,” Lux wailed. “I really thought you were going to die.” 
 
    “I’ve never felt more powerless in my entire life,” Sveila said.  
 
    “I know exactly how you feel,” I sighed.  
 
    “Well, I feel like going on a murder spree,” Ashe grumbled. “They messed with the wrong fucking demons.”  
 
    The Infernal Huntress gave me a kiss on the cheek, and then she let out a low growl as she slowly turned back toward the High Elves with her venomous claws at the ready.  
 
    Usually Ashe gave her victims a little speech, perhaps to make them understand what they had done wrong, but she was far too tired and angry to say anything to the High Elves.  
 
    Instead, she let out a smoky hiss as she slashed the elves with her claws. Then she sliced into them again and again. 
 
    The miserable, pale motherfuckers screamed and clutched at the new wounds, but the venom had already entered their bloodstreams, and it was spreading rapidly. 
 
    “Come on!” Ashe called out to us. “Let’s get this over with!” 
 
    Without hesitation, Sveila, Lux, Lixiss, and Naia dashed over to Ashe to assist her with the murders, and as I stepped forward to help, I noticed the angel standing right beside me.  
 
    I didn’t say a word. I just watched as the angel continued to head for the elves. She pushed her way right through my line of women, and none of them said a word, either as they stumbled to a stop. 
 
    Because her golden, feathery wings became sharp blades, and as the angel roared once again, she slashed through the elves’ torsos and limbs until they were becoming a bloody pile on the ground.  
 
    My women took a step back, and we allowed the angel to let out her frustrations as she seemed to glow more and more with every ruthless strike. Blood flew through the air around her like a halo of its own, and every one of her chiseled muscles tensed to lend their holy strength to her fury. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Lux whispered as the angel finally ceased her attack.  
 
    Even the mermaids, orcs, and werewolves glanced at each other with clear confusion on their faces. 
 
    Several minutes passed in silence as the angel panted lightly and stared down at the corpses beneath her. She was glowing in earnest now, yet the light didn’t blind or cripple us like her Holy Light had. This light seemed to radiate with pure energy, and I could somehow feel the unwavering strength of the angel from several feet away. 
 
    “You… saved us,” Ashe finally said with a frown. “You murdered High Elves, holy mortals, and saved Atticus… Why?” 
 
    The angel appeared to be in shock as she slowly turned to face us, and she looked down at the blood that coated her hands with an expression that looked like she was about to be sick.  
 
    “Th-They… they threatened to kill the elf,” the angel whispered. “I… I couldn’t let that happen. She… she’s far too innocent. I… I don’t know what came over me.” 
 
    Then the angel glanced up to the sky and whispered, “Holy King, forgive me.” 
 
    “You killed holy mortals in order to save Iris?” Ashe asked.  
 
    “She’s… she’s too pure,” the angel replied. “I couldn’t allow that to happen. And Atticus, he…” 
 
    The angel trailed off like she couldn’t form the words, and I narrowed my eyes as I wondered if she’d finally been forced to acknowledge what we’d been telling her all along. 
 
    I may be a sinner, but I wasn’t the worst kind of scum in this city. 
 
    And I would never let anything harm the innocent people I cared for. Or even the innocent people I didn’t know. I had some fucking standards that I lived by. 
 
    I still didn’t know what to say, though.  
 
    Did I thank her for saving me? Or did I just assume that she knew I was grateful?  
 
    Demons and angels didn’t exactly go around helping each other out. 
 
    “I mean, I still hate you,” Ashe snickered. “But I guess I’m pleased that you saved Atticus’ life. And ours.” 
 
    “I knew you wouldn’t hurt us.” Sveila smiled.  
 
    “I… wouldn’t go that far,” Ashe laughed.  
 
    The sarcasm in the air helped to break the tension, yet the angel continued to stare at the holy blood on her hands.  
 
    “I… I…” she stuttered. “I’ve got to go.” 
 
    “Wait–” I tried and lunged to grab her wrist, but it was too late. 
 
    All of a sudden, the angel took off into the air as a trail of glitter fell behind her. Yet this time she didn’t vanish into the trees, and the lack of presence in the air told me that she had returned to the Heavenly Glade. 
 
    “Shit,” I muttered as I recalled the obvious blood all over her hands. 
 
    The blood of the Holy King’s followers.  
 
    “Can someone tell me what the fuck just happened?” Naia asked. 
 
    “I will when I figure it out,” I muttered and raked my hand through my hair.  
 
    “But has she really gone?” Lixiss asked. “Has the angel really returned to her home?” 
 
    “Yes, she’s really gone.” I nodded.  
 
    Yet it wasn’t until the angel had left, and I began to think over the situation more, that the full weight of the situation really started to press down on me.  
 
    In the eons I had been serving the Dark King, I’d never heard of an angel killing a holy mortal before. Angels hadn’t ever taken the side of a demon, either. It wasn’t the way things were done.  
 
    Yet this angel, this strangely beautiful angel who’d looked so predatory as she eyed the High Elves tonight, had saved my life and murdered four holy mortals, simply because they threatened Iris’ life? 
 
    Or because they’d threatened mine? 
 
    None of it made any sort of sense, but there was one thing I was absolutely certain about: 
 
    The Holy King was going to find out. He was going to know that an angel and a demon had technically worked as a team in order to defeat a band of his holiest followers.  
 
    So what was going to happen when he received that news? 
 
    I needed to piece that army together fucking fast, because it almost didn’t matter if I killed the angel or not at this point.  
 
    I knew the Holy King wasn’t going to let us get away with this, and I’d soon experience the utter wrath of the Heavenly Glade. 
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