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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 
 
    There was no better feeling than waking up on the surface world and finding one, two, or even three of my women draped across me. There were some nights where I had all six women beside me in my bed, and even my stunning mermaid, Naia, would leave her cove to spend a special evening with us. None of us got a minute of sleep those evenings, but that was exactly how I liked it. 
 
    Naia didn’t often leave her mermaids alone at the cove for long periods of time, so we made sure it was extra special when she took the time to spend the evening with us. 
 
    My six women, Ashe, Sveila, Lux, Lixiss, Iris, and Naia, all came with various strengths, abilities, likes, and dislikes, and that’s what I loved most about them. My little elf, Iris, wasn’t as outgoing as the others, though. She was completely untouched when I first claimed her, but she was slowly becoming more comfortable with voicing her needs and putting them into action. 
 
    Iris had spent the evening with me last night, and I looked over her sinful body as she lay peacefully in the bed beside me. Her light-orange hair was spread across the covers like a trickling stream. It was as soft and fine as the web of a Hellscape arachnid, and her pale skin was as soft as the finest elven silk. 
 
    The dainty mortal had always been so innocent whenever we visited her dress shop in the Grimmway, yet the scent of her sweet juices would trickle from her pussy every time she spotted me. Although it had only been six days since she’d arrived at my demonic castle, and her juices still poured freely whenever she was around me, there was definitely a noticeable change in Iris.  
 
    Instead of having the majority of her body covered in one of her loose dresses, Iris allowed us to see more of her skin now, and just like the rest of my women, she no longer wore undergarments, nor did she clothe herself whenever we went to bed. 
 
    She certainly didn’t wear outfits like Ashe, Lux, and Lixiss, who opted for dresses that didn’t leave much to the imagination, but Iris showed more of her arms, neck, and chest, and occasionally she’d wear a dress that stopped at her knees, which was new for her. I didn’t care what my women wore, and as long as they were comfortable, that was all that mattered. But I would have been a lying fool if I said I didn’t enjoy spying on Iris’ subtle breasts every time she leaned forward.  
 
    As I thought about Iris’ wonderful curves, the elf in question let out a soft moan, and she scratched at an area just under her right eye as she slowly woke up. I could have watched the little elf sleep for hours on end, but as her soft-blue eyes caught mine for a split second, a smile curled across my lips. 
 
    Iris couldn’t look into my eyes as easily as the others could, but at least she could look into them for a short amount of time, and the more she lived with me, the easier it would be for her.  
 
    “Good morning,” I said as I brushed some of her hair away from her cheek.  
 
    “Good morning, Atticus.” Iris’ skin flushed red as she curled one arm against her chest. “How long have you been awake?” 
 
    “Not long.” I shrugged. “Did you sleep well?” 
 
    “I did.” She smiled. “I’m so glad the nightmares have vanished, and I can finally sleep peacefully now.” 
 
    “As am I,” I replied. 
 
    During our attack against the High Elves, I’d found a place for Iris to hide in Ashe’s weaponry closet. Iris was safe, and none of the High Elves ever came close to the room, but the little elf was terrified when she was finally allowed to leave. It caused a sharp pain deep in my chest when I spotted the fear in her eyes, and her mind had been plagued with vicious nightmares that we were all pleased had now ended.  
 
    Iris hadn’t left the castle since that day, and she was still to return to the Grimmway, but I certainly didn’t complain about that. Ashe, Sveila, and I had a feeling it was because Iris felt safe and protected here, and she had been alone for so many years that she now didn’t want to leave a place where she felt so loved. But if Iris wanted to return to the dress shop, then I’d be happy for her to do so, just as long as she came back to the castle when her working day was done.  
 
    However, whenever Iris did return to the Grimmway, I was going to make sure she had the best protection around her. None of my women ever went anywhere alone these days. I always made sure the werewolves or the orcs followed them from place to place. 
 
    Now that the High Elves were gone, I didn’t need to have my guards stalking those motherfuckers around Rengfri, and the angel had returned to the Heavenly Glade, so it meant the mermaids, werewolves, and orcs had more time to guard my castle, and to protect my women. 
 
    Still, that didn’t mean we were safe to live an unguarded life. 
 
    I was an escaped demon, after all. A wanted heathen who’d gone absolutely rogue on the surface world. Then there was the chance the Heavenly Glade could open at any moment, and when it did, I’d be their main target, so I made sure to be really particular when it came to guards and who was positioned where. 
 
    All of a sudden, my thoughts were interrupted as I heard a light, rhythmic tap against the bedroom door. I would have recognized that sound anywhere, so I didn’t need to smell or see my demon huntress before allowing her to skip into the room.  
 
    “Good morninnnng!” Ashe sang as she darted over to the bed.  
 
    Without a word of warning, Ashe jumped onto the bed, which was a present from Madame Nyra, and she curled herself into a ball between me and Iris. Ashe had her sapphire sword safely sheathed on her belt, and I couldn’t help but chuckle at the thought that she couldn’t even go from one room to another without a weapon in hand. 
 
    Ashe looked as comfortable as a hell mouse as she closed her black-and-pink eyes, and had it not been for the cheeky grin on her beautiful face, I would have thought the sinful demon had fallen asleep.  
 
    “Am I practicing with this sword today?” Iris asked as she carefully ran her fingers over the silver handle of the weapon. 
 
    Iris wanted to learn how to defend and protect herself with weapons, so my women had formed an agreement to help Iris learn how to fight. 
 
    “I’d love to teach you how to handle a sword, but I don’t think Atticus would be too pleased with me handing you such a fierce weapon so soon,” Ashe giggled. 
 
    “You would be right,” I replied.  
 
    Ashe gave me a sly wink, and then she sat up and tucked strands of her silver-blue hair behind her ears. The silk of her forest-green dress was stretched over her wonderful breasts, and I stared at them hungrily until the demon spoke again. 
 
    “I was thinking, for your second lesson, we could use my daggers,” Ashe said as she pulled out two daggers from a small leather bag around her waist. “These are much easier to hold and throw. But once you’ve mastered that, we can move on to something bigger.” 
 
    The daggers had long silver blades, and the handles were wrapped in brown leather with intricate, spiraled detailing. Ashe had found them in Garrik’s weapons shop a couple of days ago, and she never went anywhere without them now. The half-elf and his wife, Elora, were now great friends of ours, and I wasn’t sure his shop would survive if we weren’t constantly giving them more and more gold pieces.  
 
    “If I’m being completely honest, even those daggers look intimidating to me,” Iris laughed. “So I’m glad I’m not starting with a sword.” 
 
    “Just wait…” Ashe smirked. “It won’t be long before you’re as obsessed with weapons as I am, and you’ll constantly be returning to Garrik to purchase some more.” 
 
    “But not until you’re ready,” I chuckled. 
 
    “Don’t worry, I won’t run before I can walk,” Iris replied.  
 
    “What does that mean?” Ashe frowned. “The surface world certainly has some strange sayings.” 
 
    “It just means that I won’t do anything too quickly, or until I’m ready,” Iris explained. “If you can’t walk, then you certainly can’t run. So it’s always best to start off slow and steady, and not to get ahead of yourself.” 
 
    “I think the Hellscape has something like that…” I paused for a moment. “We were always taught not to start a fight unless you’re certain you can slaughter your opponent, so I suppose it’s the same idea.” 
 
    “It’s just a more gruesome way of putting it,” Iris giggled. 
 
    “The Hellscape isn’t made up of flowers and sunshine,” Ashe laughed. “Unless you’re talking about poisonous, flesh-eating vines and the glow of molten lava. Fuck, I miss those vines sometimes. They were so much fun to play with.” 
 
    “You would play with things that ate your flesh?” Iris gasped.  
 
    “Well, I wouldn’t actually play with them, but it was so much fun forcing someone I despised against the vines, and then watching as the poison ate away at their skin,” Ashe cackled.  
 
    “Those were the days.” I smirked. 
 
    Ashe and I continued to laugh as Iris tried to get over the shock of Ashe’s story. But once the elf had recovered, the three of us decided it was time to leave the bed and start the day, despite how much we wanted to stay exactly where we were.  
 
    “You probably shouldn’t take too long getting dressed,” Ashe said as she headed for the door. “I forgot to tell you that Sveila was making us all breakfast, so she’s probably waiting for us to go downstairs.” 
 
    “Then we don’t want to keep the Red Witch waiting,” I snickered. “But at least it isn’t Lux and Lixiss. Those black fairies don’t have as much patience as the rest of us.” 
 
    “Patience?” Ashe cackled. “I don’t think they even know the meaning of the word.” 
 
    The day the twins were told they’d be leaving Madame Nyra’s coven and coming to live with us, Lux and Lixiss had their bags packed and were simply waiting for us to arrive at the manor. They had no idea when we were going to show up, or where we were going to take them, but their lack of patience made them stand at the gate and jump up and down on the spot until we arrived.  
 
    When they were excited about something, Lux and Lixiss wanted it to happen that second, and they often refused to wait much longer than that. 
 
    Once Ashe had left the room, I selected some black pants and a white shirt from my selection of garments, and Iris covered her slim and petite body in a white dress which had multiple colorful flowers sewn into the thin lace. It was one of her own creations, of course, but what amazed me most was that the flowers would bloom and blossom, and they spun around in delicate circles without even needing to be touched.  
 
    I couldn’t wait for the entirety of Rengfri to notice how talented Iris was when it came to dressmaking, and I could just imagine the line of people waiting to order a dress of their own.  
 
    Iris’ mother used to own the dress shop in the Grimmway before her family were brutally murdered by the Church, so I knew Iris couldn’t part with that shop. However, it was my intention to set up a second shop here in Oakenpass, and then I’d have someone run one shop while Iris worked in the other. 
 
    Just like the orcs and their thunderclap business, I saw no reason why Iris couldn’t relocate, and then she could be seconds away from us at all times. 
 
    The orcs had moved their brewery into the old factory in Oakenpass, and the leader, Larauk, was excited to see how much thunderclap they could produce in such a large space. The gold pieces were going to come rolling in even faster now, and that was only one of the businesses I worked with. 
 
    The tabaxi had happily taken over managing the orb business in the Grimmway for me, and he, the imps, and Bennet worked together perfectly to keep the business running smoothly. I still took a large amount of pieces from the selling of the magical orbs, but at least it meant I had more time for other things with the tabaxi in charge. 
 
    The tavern in the Grimmway was my third business, and it was still to be completed, but it was at the top of my list. The tavern, which use to belong to a family of gorgons, had been stocked with alcohol and other tonics, but we just needed to hire the barkeep before the doors could be opened, and I was confident I was going to collect sacks upon sacks of pieces from that one business alone.  
 
    The tavern was going to be called The Void, and it felt perfect for an undesirable tavern, owned by a demon.  
 
    “Atticus!” Lux called out as I left the bedroom.  
 
    “Irissss!” Lixiss sang only seconds later.  
 
    “Breakfast is ready, and we’re hungry,” Lux giggled.  
 
    Moments later, the black fairy twins swooped up the stairs and gracefully landed in front of me and Iris. Their gray eyes sparkled with happiness, their black hair fell in waves over their shoulders, and they each wore identical outfits made out of scraps of black leather. It looked like a thick belt had been used to create a skirt while their breasts were covered with pieces of black silk, and everything was joined together with thin silver chains.  
 
    “I’m sorry for keeping you waiting,” Iris said sweetly. “We didn’t realize Sveila was making breakfast.” 
 
    “Don’t listen to my sister,” Lixiss replied as she tucked herself under my right arm. “We didn’t want you to miss out, that’s all.” 
 
    “I appreciate you informing us, thank you.” I smiled.  
 
    The only difference between the twins was the tiny freckle underneath Lux’s left eye. Apart from that, they were completely identical. They finished each other’s sentences, and they even knew what the other was going to say before they said it. They were fiercely protective of each other and everyone who lived in this castle, but they still found things to disagree on from time to time. 
 
    The twins’ web-like wings began to buzz and flutter behind them, and then Lux and Lixiss lifted into the air before the four of us began to descend the stairs. The scent of fresh bread, meat, apples, and cinnamon floated up from the large kitchen, and my stomach began to growl with the need to devour the breakfast Sveila had made for everyone. 
 
    I found the Red Witch in the grand dining room placing a bowl of apples in the center of the table. Ashe had taken her usual seat beside mine, and she already had a chunk of bread held in her hands.  
 
    “Good morning, Atticus,” Sveila said as she glided over to greet me.  
 
    Her ruby-red, velvet dress swept across the floorboards behind her, and her long sleeves covered half of her hands. The dress had gold edging, and it was yet another dress that Iris had made and that Sveila adored.  
 
    “Good morning,” I said as I wrapped my arms around the powerful witch.  
 
    Her delectable scent overpowered me as my fingers became locked in strands of her purple hair, and I pulled Sveila in for a heated kiss as I held her against my body. Her plump lips brushed against my own, but then her tongue slipped against mine, and I let out a throaty growl as her teeth scraped against my lips. The need for dominance had clearly overpowered her.  
 
    “You’re staying with me tonight,” I said as I reluctantly pulled away. “Only you.” 
 
    “I can’t wait.” Sveila smirked.  
 
    “And then it’ll be our turn tomorrow?” Lixiss asked with a hopeful smile. 
 
    “Of course,” I replied. “You know that you all get your turn sharing my bed with me, unless I need all six of you up there.” 
 
    “Which happens at least twice a week, thankfully,” Ashe giggled. “We just need to make sure Naia is free to leave the mermaids for the evening.” 
 
    “She will for Atticus,” Lux said with a playful smile. “Now, can we eat? I’m hungry.” 
 
    “You don’t have to wait for me,” I laughed while I took my seat at the head of the table. 
 
    “I didn’t,” Ashe chuckled around a mouthful of bread. 
 
    “But it doesn’t feel right eating before you get downstairs,” Lixiss replied. “So, Lux, we can all start now.” 
 
    My women handed me the bread, meat, and apples before they helped themselves, but I noticed a new creation in a bowl which I hadn’t seen before. It was pale brown in color, and it looked smooth yet also lumpy. There were brown specks mixed in with the sauce-like creation, which I assumed was cinnamon given the scent in the air, and everyone around me had some of the sauce on their plates.  
 
    “What’s this?” I asked as I sniffed the bowl cautiously. 
 
    “Applesauce.” Sveila smiled. “We had a few apples left over that I wanted to use up before Gyor got here, so I mashed them down and added some spices.” 
 
    “It’s delicious!” Ashe cried. “Especially if you put it on your bread!” 
 
    “Applesauce on bread?” Iris frowned. “I’ve never tried that before.” 
 
    “Oh, you should,” Ashe replied. “Believe me, it tastes so good.” 
 
    “It also goes very nicely with meat,” Sveila added. “It’s a fairly versatile sauce.” 
 
    The sauce looked like a lighter version of smashed-up void worms, which was one of my favorite snacks in the Hellscape, yet it tasted nothing like void worms. The applesauce was sweet, and there was a slight kick from the cinnamon. I would have eaten the entire bowl if I didn’t have to share it.  
 
    “I’ll ask Gyor to get us more apples next time, and then you can make this again,” I said to Sveila. 
 
    “That little imp might even want to take some home with him,” Iris offered. “I’m sure the rest would enjoy the applesauce as much as we do.” 
 
    “Only if there’s enough for us to eat, too,” I chuckled.  
 
    “I’ll make sure there’s enough to go around.” Sveila nodded. 
 
    We spent the rest of the meal talking about our plans for the day, and it sounded like everyone had a busy day ahead of them. Lux and Lixiss needed to assist Madame Nyra with something, so I was going to follow them to the manor before I went to visit the tabaxi for our weekly meeting.  
 
    Ashe and Sveila wanted to visit the tavern again to add some finishing touches, and Iris was going to work on a dress she offered to make for a young elf who lived in Oakenpass. It was the perfect way for everyone to hear about Iris’ talents, so we all hoped the elf liked the dress.  
 
    As well as that, Ashe and Iris were also going to have another weapons lesson, and the orcs were going to guard the castle, or my women, until the werewolves took over in the evening. 
 
    I reminded Lux and Lixiss to ask Madame Nyra about the centaurs. I knew the black fairy was still collecting a few undesirables together to create an army for me, but I wanted to know if the centaurs were willing to join the army, too. From what I’d seen, and from what Nyra had told me, the centaurs weren’t exactly sociable creatures, so they didn’t appreciate strangers walking on their land. Madame Nyra was the only undesirable they fully trusted, hence why it was best that she spoke to the leader. 
 
    I had already returned to speak to Mopnam and the rest of the gnomes the other day, and they were still eager to join our army, especially now that I’d killed off the High Elves, who were the gnomes’ worst enemies. Mopnam had offered me some more of his stew made from stones, mud, and insects, but I’d kindly declined the offer before I left again.  
 
    Now, I felt confident that I’d have the perfect army around me if, or when, the Heavenly Glade opened, so I was just waiting on Madame Nyra speaking to the last few undesirables.  
 
    “Oh, another thing I want to do today is…” Ashe paused to throw some more meat in her mouth. “I want to try and get the High Elves’ staves working. I can’t seem to get the blue light to shine, so I’m not sure if there’s a power involved, or if I need to do something differently.” 
 
    “It’s probably a power,” Sveila replied. “They’re magical weapons, so I imagine only the High Elves could channel the staves’ powers.” 
 
    “Well, for now they’re in a glass cabinet in the weapons closet, but I hope to change that in time,” Ashe giggled. “I’m going to look so hot with one of those staves lit up in my hands.” 
 
    “You always look hot.” I shrugged. “But the staves won’t ruin the look. Especially with the power those sticks hold.” 
 
    I clearly remembered the effects of the staves when the High Elves had used their weapons against me. The black-and-blue sticks had the ability to destroy everything and anything they came in contact with. Yet the blue light of the staves also had the ability to keep people locked in place, and when I’d had all four staves aimed at me, I had been so close to death that I almost didn’t find a way out.  
 
    Had it not been for a certain beautiful angel killing the elves and removing the staves from their hands, I probably wouldn’t have survived. 
 
    I might have hated that purified bitch, and she’d caused nothing but trouble while she was in Rengfri, but I had to admit, I owed her one. I intended to properly thank her for saving me, and saving my women, too. Well, if I ever saw her again. 
 
    The angel had killed High Elves that evening, holy mortals who were members of the church. She’d saved my life and rid the High Elves of theirs, which still confused us to this day. I knew the angel had killed them because they’d threatened to kill Iris, but that didn’t mean she had to save my life, too.  
 
    Then the angel had left for the Heavenly Glade before we could receive an explanation, so we still had no idea why she did what she did. Either way, I knew her Holy King wouldn’t appreciate what the angel had done. I’d even heard her beg for his forgiveness before she flew back into the sky, but who knew how that went for her. 
 
    High Elves were the Holy King’s holiest followers, and an angel and a demon had worked as a team to defeat them. I would have been surprised if the angel was still alive, but that was exactly why I had to get my strongest army together. The Holy King wasn’t going to allow me to get away with what I’d done. 
 
    The Heavenly Glade and the Hellscape were natural enemies, and I knew the Holy King was going to use my most recent fight to get what he wanted: to watch me die at his hands. 
 
    As long as I had enough people around me to assist in a fight, then I felt confident that we could win this war, but until the Heavenly Glade opened, and until the war actually started, I had to prepare myself for every possibility. 
 
    Once we’d all finished breakfast, my women cleared away the dirty dishes, and Lux, Lixiss, and I got ready to leave the castle. The twins could fly, and I could use my Smoke Flight to help me travel faster, so at least it wasn’t going to take an hour to get to the Shadow Quarters.  
 
    “Have a good day, Atticus,” Iris said as she, Ashe, and Sveila locked their arms around me. 
 
    “Stay safe,” Sveila whispered.  
 
    “I will,” I promised her. “And remember, don’t go anywhere without some of the orcs with you.” 
 
    “They’re well aware of their jobs,” Ashe giggled into my chest. 
 
    I gave my three women a heated kiss, and then the twins and I left the castle. The orcs were standing guard around the courtyard. A couple of them nodded in my direction, but the others were too busy staring across the grassy hill the castle was built on.  
 
    The orcs weren’t the most attractive creatures I’d ever come across, and their mottled, gray skin was littered with pus-filled boils, but they did an excellent job at keeping us safe, and that was the most important thing. 
 
    Once we’d left the safety of the castle, the twins took to the sky, and I allowed my Smoke Flight hell power to take over as I drifted behind them. It was hard to spot me in my smoky form, but I still had a perfect view of the twins, so I knew they were safe in front of me.  
 
    As I’d expected, it didn’t take long to reach the Shadow Quarters, and then it was only a short journey toward the black fairy manor. The house was hidden from sight, and a magical, veil-like cover had been draped over it to stop anyone from the outside finding the large black house. But I knew what I was looking for, and I had a great friendship with the fairies, so once I was allowed through the iron gate of the manor, the invisibility dropped, and the entire house came into view.  
 
    I gave my twins a hug and a kiss before I let them leave, and they promised to have someone follow them back to Oakenpass once they were finished with Madame Nyra. 
 
    After that, I floated through the Shadow Quarters until I reached the Grimmway. The small village was lit up with magical lights, and recognizable music played from the various wagons and houses. Part of me missed living in the Grimmway, but I also knew our lives were going to be much better living in Oakenpass, especially once the businesses were running properly. 
 
    The maroon manor where my orb business operated was settled within the forest in the back of the Grimmway, and I lowered to the ground and dropped my Smoke Flight as I arrived outside. The tabaxi knew I was going to arrive at this hour, so the cat-man wasn’t at all surprised when he spotted me walking inside.  
 
    Unlike the grand way my women and I lived, the tabaxi was a very laid-back feline-humanoid, and he enjoyed his comforts. I found the tabaxi relaxing in the kitchen. His large, furry feet were resting on a wooden chair, and he had a clay mug of tea in his hands. 
 
    “Good morning,” he said with a slight yawn. “I must apologize, I woke up later than I normally do.” 
 
    “That’s okay,” I replied. “Is Bennet on his way here, too?” 
 
    “Yes.” The tabaxi nodded as he sat up from his chair. “He’ll be here later, once our meeting has finished.” 
 
    The tabaxi used to live in a tiny wooden hut in The Slums, a poorer area of the Shadow Quarters, so it must have felt strange for him to have all of this open space he could roam around in.  
 
    The cat-man was over seven feet tall, and his slender body was covered in yellow fur and brown spots. Lately, I’d noticed that his normally aged and ragged clothes had been swapped out for newer garments. The tabaxi wasn’t exactly intrigued by the thought of having sacks and sacks of pieces coming in when he first took this position, but he’d obviously used some of his earnings to purchase some new clothes at least.  
 
    “Would you like some tea?” he asked as he poured some more hot liquid into the mug. 
 
    “No, thank you,” I replied. “You enjoy it.” 
 
    Tea was one of the things my human form hadn’t enjoyed when I’d first tried it. According to Iris, there were many different flavors of tea, but I still wasn’t going to rush to try it again. To me, it just tasted like suspicious water that had been tampered with, and I preferred my beverages to be made of stronger stuff anyway. 
 
    Once the tabaxi had refilled his mug, the two of us headed to the office upstairs. There were some pieces of parchment laid out on the oak desk, but I waited for the tabaxi to start talking before I asked any questions.  
 
    For the next few hours, the tabaxi and I discussed the orders that had arrived since our meeting last week, the pieces we’d receive from those orders alone, and whether or not the imps had the correct number of orbs to fill the upcoming orders. 
 
    “How have the collections been?” I asked as I looked over the parchment in my hands. 
 
    “There haven’t been any issues.” The tabaxi shrugged. “But we all know the precautions to take in case something does happen.” 
 
    “Good.” I nodded my head once. “And do you still take trips to visit the mining hut?” 
 
    “Once a week I do, yes,” he replied. “The imps are wonderful at their jobs, so I don’t want to get in their way, but I also want to make sure everything’s going smoothly.” 
 
    Originally, the tabaxi saw no reason to go to the mining hut in the first place, but I was pleased that he now went to see the imps, even if it was only once a week. 
 
    Just as planned, Bennet turned up as my meeting with the tabaxi came to an end. The anxious human greeted us both politely, and then he heaved four sacks of pieces into the office behind him.  
 
    He was a small man with a large stomach that protruded around him. His hair was curly and gray, and his eyes were two different colors– one green and one blue. Bennet used to be a lot more fidgety and shaky when I first took over the orb mining business, but it was good to see that he was just as comfortable working with the tabaxi as he was working with me. 
 
    “This is everything the orbs made this past week,” he explained as he gave the tabaxi two sacks to catalog and then hefted the last two straight to me. “I’ve got three more sacks back at my place that’ll I can bring over this evening.” 
 
    “Excellent.” I grinned. 
 
    Those pieces were going to be taken straight into the castle’s cellar, and it was just going to add to the large amount of sacks I had hidden down there. 
 
    Bennet promised to meet us here next week with more of my own pieces to hand over as usual, and then he said his goodbyes as he left the office. 
 
    I also didn’t hang around for too long after that. I was eager to get back to the castle to watch Iris’ weapons lessons. I also had a few more things to complete back at the castle, and I knew the tabaxi had a busy day in his office.  
 
    It was the middle of the afternoon by the time I left the manor, probably somewhere near the second hour, and I knew the twins wouldn’t be finished with Madame Nyra until sunset, so I headed straight back to Oakenpass in my smoke form without taking any detours. 
 
    I paid attention to the surface world below as I drifted through the sky, but there didn’t appear to be any issues. It was a peaceful afternoon in the Shadow Quarters.  
 
    But that all came to an end as I neared Oakenpass.  
 
    A strong, recognizable scent of evil appeared suddenly in the air, and the atmosphere almost felt heavy around me from the power of the scent. It was the undeniable stench of the Hellscape, which meant only one thing.  
 
    There was a demon nearby.  
 
    Perhaps even more than one, especially with how strong their scent was.  
 
    A sense of uncontrollable anger rippled through my smoky form as I searched around for the demons, but I knew they were probably hiding somewhere. 
 
    They would’ve set up a trap for me to fall into, so they wouldn’t have been standing in the center of an open road. 
 
    The closer I got to the castle, the stronger their scent became, and I began to fear for the safety of my women. Ashe would have noticed the smell in the air, so I imagined she would have informed everyone else, but Sveila and Iris weren’t strong enough to fight off a demon. I hoped they managed to find a safe place to hide until the threat could be dealt with.  
 
    My anger increased as I neared our new home, and once I’d checked the surrounding forests for any demons, I dropped my Smoke Flight and ran straight into the house. Some of the orcs remained in the courtyard, but there were a couple of the bulbous creatures inside the castle, too.  
 
    I dropped the two sacks of pieces on the floorboards just as my huntress appeared in front of me.  
 
    “Atticus,” Ashe growled as she sprinted toward me. “Tell me you noticed that smell.” 
 
    “Of course, I did,” I snarled. “Are you okay? Has anything happened?” 
 
    “No, nothing.” She shook her head. “But I’m doing everything I can to stop myself from running out there right now.” 
 
    “Good, we’ll go together,” I replied. “But what about Sveila and Iris? And Lux and Lixiss? Are they okay?” 
 
    “Yes, they’re fine.” Ashe nodded. “Sveila and Iris are hiding with two blue orbs, so they can vanish if they need to. I sent one of the orcs to the Shadow Quarters. They’re to tell Madame Nyra not to let the twins leave the manor until this has been sorted out.” 
 
    “Okay, good,” I sighed. 
 
    “We watch over, Atticus,” one of the orcs said with their limited vocabulary. “Nothing happen to Sveila and Iris. I not allow it.” 
 
    “You’re not to leave the castle until we return,” I told everyone. “But remember, if the demon manages to get this far, most weapons don’t work on them. You won’t be able to use any of the mortal weapons in Ashe’s collection to defeat them.” 
 
    “Yes, Atticus.” A second orc nodded. 
 
    “If only I had the staves working properly…” Ashe sighed. “They would have been perfect. Anyway, can we go now?”  
 
    “Try and stop me,” I said with an evil laugh. 
 
    Ashe’s lips curled up in a smirk, and then she grabbed a hold of my left hand as we ran into the courtyard.  
 
    “That motherfucking demon will soon regret sneaking onto the surface world,” Ashe growled as we began to search the surrounding forest. “Their death is going to be so enjoyable.” 
 
    “Given the smell, I think there’s more than one,” I snarled.  
 
    “Even better,” Ashe cackled. “More filthy blood to spill across the ground. Nothing pleases me more.” 
 
    However, as soon as Ashe and I came across the demons lurking between the trees, I instantly began to fear that this fight may not be as easy as we first thought. 
 
    It wasn’t going to be like a battle against the Heavenly Glade, but given the sight of the demons in front of us, it wasn’t going to be far from it. 
 
    Because there wasn’t just one demon for us to overpower and slaughter.  
 
    There were three.  
 
    And they were much larger than any demons we’d faced in Rengfri before. 

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
    The three demons were all in their demonic forms, and as they sauntered through the trees, their long, pointed toenails cut through the soil beneath them. 
 
    They were all a couple of feet taller than I was. Their bodies were muscular and completely hairless, and they all had a pair of curled horns on top of their heads. The size and length of their horns allowed me to tell how old they were, so they must have been around for a few eons longer than I had. Their eyes glowed brightly in the lacking sunlight, but I knew my own violet eyes gave off the same light. 
 
    However, one of the main differences I spotted on the demons were the gold shackles around their upper arms. The shackles came with an emblem of the Dark King in the center, and it acted as a portal to take them to and from the Hellscape. 
 
    If Ashe or I even brushed a finger against the golden shackles, we’d instantly find ourselves back in the Hellscape, so touching that bastard shackle was the last thing we wanted to do. And I knew the demons were going to try their very best to take us back with them. 
 
    Regardless of whether we were dead or alive. 
 
    As the demons plodded closer, Ashe gave me a knowing look and an evil smirk, and I instantly knew what she was about to do.  
 
    I didn’t even need to communicate with my huntress to understand her next move, and I was only seconds behind her. 
 
    Before the demons could attack or do anything, Ashe and I allowed our hell powers to take over, and we vanished into thin air. I used my Smoke Flight to slip through the towering trees, whereas Ashe used her Infernal Darkness, which allowed her to manipulate or create shadows for her to hide in.  
 
    We often found ourselves using those hell powers on a daily basis because it was the safest way for us to get around unnoticed. However, as I stared down at the demons and planned my next move, I noticed something strange.  
 
    Instead of the demons searching around and trying to find us, the three of them remained where they were, and they simply stared off into the distance. It was like they were refusing to look for us.  
 
    I couldn’t understand why that was, because had a demon disappeared in front of me, I would have searched every inch of fucking land in order to find them. But the calm expressions on their hideous faces made me think the demons were simply waiting for us to appear again. 
 
    That wasn’t going to happen anytime soon.  
 
    We weren’t too far away from the castle, which meant we weren’t too far away from Sveila and Iris, either. I was comforted by the fact that Lux and Lixiss were safe with Madame Nyra, but I had to destroy these bastard demons before they could reach the castle.  
 
    It was up to me to save my women and the Port of Rengfri from the hellish nature the demons brought with them, so I wasn’t going to stand around and do nothing.  
 
    If the demons were too busy staring off into the distance, then I was going to use that to my advantage. I could catch them off guard and release my hell powers upon the demons before they even knew what I was doing. 
 
    Given the amount of shadows the forest created, it was difficult for me to spot Ashe around me, but I knew how my huntress worked. I was confident Ashe was planning her own attack, and I could almost sense my demon lover in the wind that whistled through my smoky form.  
 
    So as I neared the closest demon to me, I knew Ashe wouldn’t be far behind me. I had a feeling she would unleash her own powers as soon as I attacked the first demon, and then we’d just have to work as a team until we’d slaughtered the three motherfuckers in front of us. 
 
    However, that moment never came. 
 
    Just as I was inches away from one of the demons, the hairless, horned bastard threw out his right arm and grabbed a handful of my smoke in his fist. 
 
    I bit back the searing pain as I felt his nails slice through my flesh, and then my Smoke Flight automatically dropped, and I found myself dangling in the air with the demon’s hand around my throat.  
 
    “You thought you could creep up on me, Atticus?” the demon asked with a deep voice and a smoky laugh. “Puny little demon.” 
 
    I couldn’t voice a single word from the pressure around my throat, and the pain began to increase as the demon squeezed his hand tighter and tighter. 
 
    The demon must have been able to see me in my Smoke Form, which should’ve been impossible. Despite the strength of a demon’s eyes, they’re still not strong enough to spot the darkness of my smoke among the shadows of the trees. 
 
    He must have had some sort of locating hell power which allowed him to locate invisible objects. Objects that most demons and other creatures couldn’t detect. 
 
    But if he could see me, then that meant he could spot Ashe, too, so neither of us were safe anymore. Our powers were no longer as strong as we first thought, especially not around this particular demon.  
 
    Was that why the demons never moved when Ashe and I vanished, because they relied on this one demon to find us? 
 
    Either way, I had my eyes firmly set on this hell power. If I wanted to absorb it, there was only one thing I had to do.  
 
    I had to kill this bastard. 
 
    Fortunately, Smoke Flight wasn’t the only hell power I possessed. So as the anger inside me reached the highest level, I allowed my Infernal Blaze to take over, and my entire body erupted into a raging inferno. 
 
    “Aargh!” the demon screamed as the flames burned away at his hand.  
 
    The demon dropped me from his grasp, and I tumbled to the ground, but I kept the fire burning to stop the other demons from coming near me. 
 
    The three demons still refused to move, yet they stared at me with their glowing eyes like they were trying to work out how to kill me. 
 
    All of a sudden, thick green vines were pulled away from a tree beside me, without anyone even touching them, and the vines began to slither toward me like hissing serpents. There were at least seven or eight vines in total, but as soon as they reached the heat of my fire, the tips of the vines began to hiss and recoil like they were in serious pain. 
 
    I briefly spotted the demon on the right was staring intently at the vines, so I assumed he had the ability to control the nature around him. But I didn’t know much about this hell power, so I wasn’t sure how dangerous the vines could have been if I didn’t burn them with my blaze.  
 
    I didn’t have time to think about that too much. I appeared to have the upper hand with my Infernal Blaze, so I wasn’t going to waste it. 
 
    I lowered the fire slightly so that my left arm was free, and then as fireballs were created in my palms, I aimed them at the demons and threw them through the air.  
 
    The demons dodged and ducked away from the fireballs, but a couple of them managed to hit the demons’ tough flesh. The burned demons hissed from the pain, but it still wasn’t enough to cause them any sort of weakness. 
 
    The demons just patted out the embers and then returned to staring at me. 
 
    If the fireballs didn’t work as an ultimate distraction, then I had to use something stronger. 
 
    But before I could work out what to do, a flicker of movement caught my eye, and I glanced toward one of the trees on the right to see Ashe reappearing on one of the branches. 
 
    I wasn’t sure if the demons knew she was there or not, but before they could turn their heads, Ashe let out a blood-curdling scream. Then she launched herself through the air and locked her legs around the waist of one of the demons. Her hands were tight around his neck, and she made sure not to touch the gold shackle around the demon’s left arm. 
 
    The hellish motherfuckers quickly reacted after Ashe had made her entrance, but I distracted them with more fireballs while my huntress let out her anger.  
 
    The demon she was clinging onto tried to pull Ashe away, but she had a tight grip, and she wasn’t going to let go before she had what she wanted. As I threw more and more fireballs through the air, Ashe let out another scream, and then she began to slice through the demon’s sinew with her venomous nails. 
 
    Ashe was from the Fiendish Void, which meant she loved watching others in pain, especially when she inflicted that pain herself. 
 
    He choked and gargled from his ripped jugular, and the demon held a shaking hand against his bloody throat as his glowing eyes grew wide.  
 
    The venom from her sharp nails began to seep through the demon’s skin and into his veins, and once Ashe had left her mark upon him, she vanished into a shadow once again.  
 
    A new shadow instantly appeared beside me, and I knew it was Ashe standing by my side. The venom was enough to kill that demon, but there were still two more to face, and there was still a third hell power for us to discover.  
 
    The demon in the center hadn’t appeared to have done anything yet, but I knew he possessed some sort of power. Every demon received one when they were created, so Ashe and I just had to wait to find out the demon’s abilities. 
 
    The weakened demon collapsed onto the ground as the venom became too much for him to handle, but the two horned beasts beside him simply snarled and growled at us.  
 
    “You may have defeated one of us,” the demon in the center said with a smoky breath. “But you’re far too weak to defeat all three of us…” 
 
    “This is going to be fun,” the demon on the left chuckled darkly.  
 
    “Yeah, good fucking luck,” Ashe giggled as she reappeared beside me. “You have no idea what you’re up against.”  
 
    She had her hands held out in front of her, and her pointed nails glistened with fresh venom. 
 
    “Believe me, young Ashe, we know more than you might think.” The demon sneered. “But we’ll save that explanation for later once the Dark King is done with you.” 
 
    “You’ll have to catch us first.” I smirked.  
 
    I threw two more fireballs, and then, just as the demons were distracted with the inferno, I returned to my Smoke Flight, took off through the trees, and traveled further away from Oakenpass.  
 
    We had to get the demons further from the castle, that was most important, so Ashe would have known where I was headed. I also knew that one demon could follow us with his locating hell power, but I hoped our head start was enough to give us an advantage. 
 
    I needed time to think of a plan, because we couldn’t sneak up on the demons like we normally did.  
 
    There was a small clearing of trees up ahead, so I increased my speed and hovered my smoky form over one of the highest branches. The tree was high enough to stop the demons from grabbing us, but it also meant that I could use my Blaze and Tempest hell powers to try and knock the demons off their feet.  
 
    If Ashe and I could weaken them slightly, it might be just enough to land our final blows and end this fight. The fireballs didn’t appear to cause too much damage, and the demons’ skin just scarred and repaired itself almost instantly.  
 
    But not even demon flesh was strong enough to fight against an entire inferno. 
 
    “Atticus,” Ashe whispered as she suddenly appeared beside me. “What are we going to do?” 
 
    I glanced behind me and spotted the demons storming through the trees toward the clearing, but they weren’t running, so we had just enough time to discuss a brief plan.  
 
    Ashe had both hands locked around the branch, and she swayed slightly as she tried to hold her balance, which was unusual for her. Ashe was always so stable, regardless of what she was standing on, and I had to admit, that scared me slightly.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked as I dropped my Smoke Flight. 
 
    “I’m fine.” She frowned. “Why?” 
 
    “Your new hell power,” I replied. “You’re absorbing it now, so your body is weaker than normal.” 
 
    “I’m fine, Atticus,” she said with a bit more emphasis. “We just need to work out what to do, and then we can–” 
 
    All of a sudden, Ashe’s black-and-pink eyes turned glassy and gray, and she began to thrash her head back and forth. 
 
    “Ashe?” I asked. 
 
    “A-Atticus, I…” Her face paled like she was about to throw up. “I… Atticus, I can’t see! My vision, it’s… it’s gone!” 
 
    I held out my hands to stabilize the huntress, but just before I could get a good grip on her, Ashe toppled forward, and I watched in horror as she fell several yards to the solid ground below.  
 
    “Ashe!” I cried. 
 
    A dark laugh echoed through the forest, and it didn’t take much for me to work out where that laugh came from. Before the demons could reach my huntress, I launched myself off the branch and crashed down onto the ground.  
 
    “Ashe,” I said as I held her with my arms. “Ashe, are you okay?” 
 
    Her sightless eyes were closed, but she was still breathing, and I knew a fall like that wasn’t enough to kill a demon, but it didn’t mean she wasn’t briefly incapacitated.  
 
    “I’m… okay,” she replied. “But I… I can’t see!” 
 
    “Don’t worry, I won’t let anything happen to you,” I said honestly. 
 
    I would offer up my own life as bait if it meant Ashe survived. I would do that for all of my women. I didn’t care what happened to me, just as long as they were okay.  
 
    Ashe wasn’t in a fit state to move or fight, especially if she couldn’t see her opponent in front of her, so I had to think of a way to protect her but also kill those motherfuckers at the same time.  
 
    The blinding hell power must have come from the second demon, so if I could kill him, then it would give Ashe her sight back, which would allow the two of us to work as a team again. 
 
    As the demons wandered into the clearing, I kept my eyes focused on the arrivals and created a fireball in my right hand. I also allowed my Infernal Tempest to fizz through my left hand, which I hoped could knock the demons off balance. 
 
    Then, as the fireball was aimed toward the second demon, I felt the lightning race through my fist as I punched the ground as hard as I could.  
 
    “Argh!” the second demon screamed from the fire.  
 
    The first demon simply growled. But I watched in amusement as the lightning whizzed through the ground, and a small earthquake awoke around us. The ground trembled, boulders were smashed in half, and the demons became unsteady on their feet as the forest rumbled around them. 
 
    Still, the two demons plodded toward us, but I hit the ground with as much force as I could muster. The anger from the demons arriving in the first place, as well as the fear and anger I felt toward Ashe’s new condition, caused the lightning to pulse through my fists in powerful waves. 
 
    It was enough to keep the demons away, and the more fireballs I threw toward them, the more the demons struggled to get closer.  
 
    Another jolt of lightning caused the second demon to lose his control completely, and he crashed to the ground as I aimed more and more fireballs against his head. The first demon tried to run toward me, but the ground was shaking too much, so he couldn’t get very far.  
 
    But that wasn’t killing them, it was just keeping them away from us for now.  
 
    “Atticus,” Ashe gasped. “Keep doing what you’re doing. I… I’m slowly getting my sight back!” 
 
    The more I attacked the second demon, the more he dropped his mental hold against Ashe. As Ashe stood up on shaky legs, I increased the size of the fireballs I threw at his head.  
 
    “Aaargh!” he screamed.  
 
    The skin of his head began to burn and melt, and I didn’t give the flesh enough time to scar before I threw more fireballs at him. I kept the first demon in my line of sight at all times, but he was glancing around the clearing, almost like he was trying to work out a plan. 
 
    The earthquake kept him in place, but I knew he’d charge toward us the second I dropped my Infernal Tempest. 
 
    “On my mark, aim for the first one,” Ashe whispered just loud enough for me to hear.  
 
    I didn’t need my huntress to clarify her plan, because I caught on to her idea as soon as Ashe vanished into thin air.  
 
    She was going to sneak up on the second demon, just like she’d done before, which left the first motherfucker for me to deal with. 
 
    I sent one final earthquake shattering through the ground, but then I dropped my Blaze and powered up both fists with the Tempest as I sprinted toward the first demon. 
 
    My brief distraction had worked. The demon hadn’t noticed me running toward him until the ground began to settle, and before he could do anything, I threw out my arms and punched the demon in the chest with all the power I held.  
 
    The strength behind the punches caused the demon to fly backward, and he uprooted a tree as he smashed into it. Two red marks appeared on his chest from where my fists had struck him, and now he was at just the right height for me to continue on with my mission.  
 
    With the Tempest running through both hands, I grabbed the demon by the horns, and he began to scream and shake his head wildly as I attempted to boil his brain. The lightning bolts were strong enough to cause a monstrous heat to filter through his horns, and his emerald-green eyes rolled into the back of his head.  
 
    The demon tried to lash out with his hands, and he scratched my upper arms slightly, but I was too angry to pay much attention to the stinging pain.  
 
    My scream of fury filled the forest as I used every ounce of strength to kill the bastard. It was the same level of anger I’d felt toward the Church, and images of Ashe lying sightless on the ground caused that anger and frustration to increase even more. 
 
    Speaking of Ashe, the second demon beside us was thoroughly distracted by the demon huntress, who had her body locked around his back. His cries of pain almost matched my screams of anger, and I looked away from my own demon just long enough to see the vicious scratch marks that were littered across the demon’s chest and arms.  
 
    An evil smile curled across my lips as we worked together to defeat these assholes from the Hellscape. These demons were powerful, and they came with hell powers that could have easily weakened us instantly, but we were stronger.  
 
    Ashe had battled against the brief blindness and her body absorbing the new hell power, and she’d shown these motherfuckers that she wasn’t the weak little Infernal Huntress they thought she was. 
 
    The demons probably thought they had an easy fight on their hands, and they’d return to the Hellscape with our corpses in their arms. But that had all changed, and given the lightning that ran through the demon’s horns, I knew it wasn’t going to be long before he was nothing but a pile of skin and bones at my feet.  
 
    My theory was correct. 
 
    Only a couple of minutes later, I watched in delight as the demon’s horns began to crack and crumble in my hands. He’d lowered his arms by now and used the tree to support himself, and as his horns crumbled completely, his scalp began to break and bleed from the force of my Tempest. 
 
    The demon had lost the ability to scream. His clear weakness told me he was only seconds away from death, so I continued to use my Tempest until his skull cracked completely.  
 
    Then his congealed blood and brain matter began to seep from the open wounds, and I used my strength once more to smash his skull in my hands. His brain practically exploded all over me like a lava pool, but I simply let go of his beaten head and watched as the demon crumbled to the ground.  
 
    I took a second to rein in my anger as I glanced over and spotted Ashe standing triumphantly on the back of her opponent. I hadn’t even noticed the demon had died and fallen to the ground, but Ashe gave me a proud smile as she held her hands on her hips.  
 
    Her dress was torn in a few places, and her silver-blue hair was a mess. She had several scars across her arms and chest from where she had been injured, but Ashe acted like none of that existed.  
 
    “We did it!” she squealed as she jumped off the demon and ran toward me.  
 
    “I knew we would.” I smirked. “But how are you feeling? Are you okay?” 
 
    “It’s like nothing ever happened,” Ashe giggled into my chest.  
 
    I held my huntress against me as I took in her recognizable scent, and I couldn’t hold back the sigh of relief now that I knew she was okay.  
 
    I knew what Ashe was like, so there was a chance she was probably in pain, or maybe she felt weaker than normal, but she wouldn’t openly admit it to me. Yet I also knew she would be honest with me if there was something seriously wrong.  
 
    “Hey, you’ll soon have the ability to blind someone,” I chuckled.  
 
    “I know!” she cackled as she took a step back. “And I can control nature, and you can use that locating thing! If we thought we were badass before…” 
 
    “Maybe it’s a good thing those demons arrived today.” I shrugged.  
 
    “I wouldn’t go that far,” Ashe snorted. “But I’ll happily accept our new hell powers.” 
 
    “Speaking of hell powers, I should get you home before you’re too weak to walk,” I said with all seriousness. 
 
    “I’ll be fine, Atticus.” Ashe swatted the air with one hand. 
 
    “You say that now…” I chuckled.  
 
    I’d never forget the time I had to carry Ashe back from the mermaid’s cove after she’d inherited her Infernal Darkness power. Sveila was terrified, and the mermaids had no idea what was going on, but I’d known I had to get Ashe back to the manor where she could rest.  
 
    At least we weren’t as far from home this time, but with her body absorbing two hell powers at the same time, I had no idea how it was going to affect my huntress. 
 
    “What about these demons?” Ashe asked as she glanced at the bloody mess around us. “Should we sort them out first?” 
 
    “No, I’ll get the werewolves to come out and deal with it,” I replied. “I’d prefer that we just went back to the castle, and then I can take things from there.” 
 
    “Okay.” Ashe smiled.  
 
    We’d traveled so far through the forest that we had actually left Oakenpass without realizing, so the quickest way back to the castle was to fly across the main road that led to the previously-abandoned town. 
 
    Ashe informed me that she was strong enough to use her Infernal Darkness, so as she slipped into the shadows, I followed behind her in my smoky form. 
 
    I could just about see the castle in the distance, so it wasn’t going to take long to get home, and I couldn’t wait to hold my women against me as I washed away the recent events. 
 
    But as we neared Oakenpass, I spotted something on the main road in front of us.  
 
    At first, it just looked like a couple of wooden wagons like I saw all the time in the Grimmway.  
 
    However, the wagons in the Grimmway needed new wheels, so there was no way any undesirable would have taken them this far.  
 
    Then there was also one major difference between those wagons and the ones on the road: the intricate gold detailing that shone in the early evening sunlight. 
 
    The wagons were decorated with the king’s symbols, which meant only one thing.  
 
    The king’s guards had returned to the Port of Rengfri.  
 
    And it couldn’t have been a coincidence that they parked their wagons near the village which had been abandoned until recently.  
 
    The village I now lived in.

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
    The scent of undeniable evil floated through the still air as I located a high branch to sit on. I knew I was far enough away from the wagons, and the guards would have had trouble spotting me in the tree, so I dropped my Smoke Flight and peered down at the road below. 
 
    Ashe joined me only seconds later.  
 
    “What are they doing here?” she whispered just loud enough for me to hear.  
 
    “I don’t know,” I growled. “But they’re obviously here to cause trouble. They always are.” 
 
     As six of the king’s guards left the wooden wagons, I found myself staring at the silver armor I knew so well. 
 
    It had been my mission to kill a certain band of these guards when I was first sent to Rengfri from the Hellscape. That was the very same day I’d decided to leave the Voids behind for good. Now, just the sight of their armor, helms, gold trim, and the king’s symbol was enough to make my anger reach a terrifying level. 
 
    I thought my anger would have subsided once we’d killed the demons in the forest, but just the sight of those wagons was enough to bring it all back again. 
 
    Too many assholes were moving in on my territory. 
 
    The six guards all had silver swords safely tucked into scabbards on the belts around their waists, but some of them also had another weapon in their hands which I hadn’t seen before. 
 
    The new weapons looked like sickles, but the wooden handles were longer, and the curved blade was red instead of silver. I couldn’t remember ever seeing a mortal with a weapon like that, which made me think of only one thing.  
 
    “Are they magical weapons?” I asked Ashe quietly.  
 
    “They look like some I’ve seen before…” She paused for a second. “But there’s one way for me to tell for certain. I’d have to get closer in order to really give you a solid answer.” 
 
    “Then let’s go.” I smirked.  
 
    Within seconds, Ashe and I had returned back to our invisible forms, and I flew down toward the wagons in a puff of smoke. It wasn’t unusual to see smoke in Rengfri, plus the sun was starting to set, so I knew the guards would have had trouble spotting me beside them. 
 
    As I began to float around the wagons, I noticed a new shadow had formed on the main road beside them. The sun was in the wrong position to cast any shadows in that direction, so I knew it had to be Ashe. 
 
    Fortunately, the king’s guards were fucking idiots, so they continued to hold mundane conversations without even realizing they were no longer alone. 
 
    Unfortunately, they never once said anything of interest. One guard spoke about how cold it was, another said it looked like it was going to rain, but that was it. They never spoke about any tasks or the reason they were there, but I hoped to work that out in time.  
 
    However, the more I looked at the red sickles, the more I became certain that they had to be magical weapons. There was a black mark at the bottom of each red blade toward the backs of the weapons, and it almost looked like a triangle with a circle going through the pointed tip. The circles had four lines coming off them, almost like sun’s rays, and I remembered spotting that on one of the magical weapons Ashe had in her weapon closet.  
 
    If they were magical weapons, then it was extremely hypocritical for the guards to own them. Magical weapons only came from undesirables, which the guards had tried very hard to kill off and remove from Rengfri.  
 
    The king had his guards work with the Church to round up undesirables before they tortured and murdered the predominantly innocent creatures in the basement of the holy building. I’d saved all of the undesirables I could find from the church before I took down that holy cult, and we’d removed all of the confiscated magical weapons we could find, too, but the king clearly had some magical weapons of his own, otherwise his guards wouldn’t have been holding them. 
 
    The king must have stolen these weapons from undesirables, but when? 
 
    It could have been that they’d taken these weapons before the Church in Rengfri fell, when the raids were going on in this port city, but if that wasn’t the case, then something malicious was going on. 
 
    Something bigger than the corruption of Rengfri. 
 
    Whatever it was, I was going to do everything I could to find out what their evil plan was. 
 
    I knew I wasn’t going to receive any answers unless I waited around to watch the guards get to work, and I had to get Ashe home before the effects of the new hell powers became too much for her to cope with. However, I wasn’t going to give up. I was going to continue on with this mission until I knew exactly what was going on. 
 
    I drifted over to Ashe’s shadow in order to get her attention, and once I saw the shadow moving away, the two of us headed back toward the castle. 
 
    I didn’t drop my hell power until we’d reached the castle, and then Ashe instantly appeared beside me.  
 
    “Did you notice the black mark?” I asked as we walked through the courtyard. 
 
    Some of the orcs were still standing guard, and they nodded their bulbous heads in my direction by way of a greeting. 
 
    “Of course, I did,” she replied. “It was one of the first things I noticed. That just proves they’re magical weapons. And they’re incredibly powerful, too.” 
 
    “They are?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes.” She nodded. “The High Elves’ staves have the same marks, as well as my yellow sapphire sword. I’m not sure what the mark means, but only my most powerful weapons hold that symbol.” 
 
    “That’s where I’ve seen it before,” I mumbled. “The sapphire sword. So do you know what the sickle can do?” 
 
    “No,” Ashe sighed. “Not unless I handled it myself. But these particular guards clearly need them for a reason, because usually their swords suffice. Otherwise every guard would be seen with a red sickle in their hands.” 
 
    All of a sudden, before I could offer a response, the main door of the castle opened, and Sveila and Iris sprinted toward us.  
 
    “Oh!” Sveila let out a sigh of relief as she threw her arms around me. “We were both so worried! Are you okay?” 
 
    “We’re fine,” Ashe laughed as she patted Iris’ back. “Nothing like a few demons to bring excitement to our day.” 
 
    “A few?” Iris gasped. “You mean… more than one?” 
 
    “There were three of them,” I snarled. “But they’re gone now. However, I wouldn’t exactly say Ashe is ‘okay.’” 
 
    “What?” Sveila’s amber eyes widened. “Why? What happened?” 
 
    “I keep telling you, Atticus, I’m fine.” Ashe smirked. “It takes more than brief blindness and falling from a tree to cause me any damage.” 
 
    “You’re blind?” Iris sobbed as she cupped Ashe’s face in both hands. “You can’t see a thing?” 
 
    “No,” the sinful huntress laughed. “I was blind for a short amount of time, it was one of the demon’s hell powers, but that’s gone now.” 
 
    “Even so, I think I should take a look,” Sveila huffed out a breath. “Come on, let’s go to a place where there’s more light.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” Ashe frowned. “See if I can tell how many fingers you’re holding up? Tell you the color of the dress Iris is wearing? Which is white, by the way… as deliciously innocent as she is.” 
 
    “Please, let me look after you for once,” Sveila laughed. 
 
    The Red Witch was the nurse in this family, and she knew of every save or potion to heal our wounds. I wouldn’t have been surprised if Sveila knew of a potion to bring us back from the dead, too.  
 
    Once Ashe had agreed to let Sveila look at her eyes, the four of us wandered back into the castle, and the Red Witch led us into the kitchen where there were two flaming torches on either side of a wooden counter.  
 
    “You’re not going to actually use the fire, are you?” Ashe asked with a hint of fear in her voice.  
 
    “No,” Sveila chuckled. “I need to be able to see properly, and this room has the best light right now.” 
 
    “Atticus,” one of the orcs suddenly said from behind me. 
 
    The enormous gray creature was standing near the entryway of the kitchen, and he cleared the mucus from his throat before he began to talk again.  
 
    “I told werewolf to get twins,” he said in a gruff voice. “They be back soon.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I replied. “And then you’ll be going home for the night?” 
 
    “Yes.” The orc scratched at a boil on the side of his neck. “We be back in morning.” 
 
    “Thank you for your work today,” I said sincerely. 
 
    The creature simply nodded his head before he plodded away, but he never once took his hand away from the boil.  
 
    As I turned back around, I noticed Ashe was sitting on a wooden stool, and she had her head back so that Sveila could look into the demon’s black-and-pink eyes.  
 
    “Did your eyes turn gray at all?” Sveila asked.  
 
    “They did,” I replied for her. “They were glassy, too.” 
 
    “Yes, I can still see a hint of that here,” the witch muttered. “The whites of the eyes are slightly cloudy, but that should disappear in time.” 
 
    “Why is it always me?” Ashe laughed humorlessly. “First I had that weird skin condition after the angel attacked me, and now my eyes are black, pink, and fucking gray!” 
 
    “Hey, I said it’ll disappear,” Sveila repeated. “Plus, if you can see perfectly fine, then the gray tint clearly isn’t causing you any issues. I’ll just keep a close watch in case the hell power has some lasting effects.” 
 
    “I also want you to rest as much as possible until you’ve fully absorbed your new powers,” I said. 
 
    “Rest?” Iris giggled. “Does Ashe know the meaning of the word?” 
 
    “Excuse me,” Ashe chuckled. “There’s someone in this room who hasn’t taken a day off since they were twelve years old… How many dresses have you made in that time, Iris?” 
 
    “We all could do with some rest,” I admitted. 
 
    But that wasn’t going to happen until I’d worked out what the king’s guards were up to.  
 
    Once Sveila had finished checking Ashe’s eyes, I was told to take my seat in the dining room while my three women prepared some dinner for everyone. Lux and Lixiss returned home shortly before the meal was ready, and neither of them wasted any time before running straight to me.  
 
    “We’re so happy you’re both okay, Atticus!” Lixiss said as the twins settled themselves on my lap.  
 
    “We didn’t even know what was going on at first,” Lux added while she ran her fingers through my dark, choppy hair. “We thought maybe there were more High Elves we didn’t know about. But then when Errol told us about the demons…” 
 
    “It was all too much!” Lixiss cried. “Errol had to stop me from racing back here!” 
 
    “He did,” Lux giggled. “It was very funny watching a werewolf trying to control a black fairy.” 
 
    “I can imagine,” I chuckled. “But we’re okay. The demons have been dealt with, and now we can enjoy a relaxing evening in the castle.” 
 
    “I can’t wait.” Lixiss winked as she stroked my cheek with one hand. 
 
    Our dinner was much the same as breakfast, except Iris had prepared some carrots to go along with the bread, meat, and potatoes. Sveila didn’t have enough apples to make that sauce again, but she promised to ask Gyor to bring some more apples next time the little imp came with our food supply. 
 
    I took a brief moment to inform the others about the king’s guards, which Iris didn’t enjoy hearing. The guards had murdered her parents and brother, Elre, so she obviously assumed the guards had returned to get her, too, but I promised the skittish little elf that I wouldn’t allow anything to happen to her. 
 
    And I fucking meant it with every fiber of my being.  
 
    Iris had overheard her family being murdered in front of the dress shop before they were dragged away in the same wagons I saw this evening. I could just imagine how traumatizing that must have been for someone who was only ten years old at the time. 
 
    The sight of Iris terrified and shaking at the other end of the table caused a serious sense of protection to wash over me. I was protective of everyone, but there was something different about Iris.  
 
    I’d started to receive ancient memories, and it was always Iris that caused them to appear. I wasn’t sure if there was a story behind the memories, but I knew it had something to do with my mortal life before I was sent to the Hellscape.  
 
    I knew my connection to Iris was different from the others, I just wasn’t sure why. 
 
    But I was determined to find out.  
 
    Once we had finished with dinner, the women cleared away the table, and I went outside to speak with the werewolves. The five men were all wearing the same white shirts and ripped pants, but some of them had their shirts buttoned up, whereas the others had the garments closed together with a single button.  
 
    I asked two of the werewolves to clear up the demon corpses in the forest, which they agreed to do, and I thanked Errol for bringing the twins back home again.  
 
    “I heard Lixiss tried to get away from you,” I said with a small smirk.  
 
    “She did.” The werewolf rolled his brown eyes playfully. “I didn’t realize how strong they were, and it took all my strength to stop her from flying away.” 
 
    “Yes, they’re much stronger than they look,” I snorted. “Their wings aren’t as fragile as they first appear.” 
 
    “I know that now,” Errol said as he stroked his bushy beard. “But now with the demons out of the picture, I’m hoping it’ll be an easy night?” 
 
    “Well…” I paused to let out a sigh. “I want you to keep watch as always, but I have another task for you. This evening, as we were heading back to the castle, I spotted two wagons on the main road. The king’s wagons.” 
 
    “The king?” Errol frowned as he crossed his arms over his chest. 
 
    “Yes.” I nodded. “I’m not sure what the guards are doing, but they were close to Oakenpass, so I want you to look out for any wagons rolling into the village. I don’t want you to talk to them unless they talk to you, but if they do come here, I want you to keep watch.” 
 
    “Of course,” he replied. “I didn’t see any wagons on our way over here, but it might have been because I was too busy keeping Lixiss in line.” 
 
    “Or they moved on?” I shrugged. “But either way, the guards are here for a reason, so if you see anything, I demand that you tell me right away.” 
 
    “You know I will, Atticus,” Errol said with a single nod of his head.  
 
    “Thank you,” I replied. 
 
    Errol also promised to inform the others when they returned from the forest, and I felt comfortable leaving them with that task. The werewolves would wake me up if anything happened, and they wouldn’t allow anyone to even step onto the grassy hill if they hadn’t been invited first.  
 
    It must have been about the ninth hour by the time my women and I decided to go to bed. I hadn’t realized how sore my muscles were until I finally stopped for the day, but I knew that was due to the new hell power I’d gained possession of.  
 
    Every hell power was different, so our bodies always reacted differently to the new changes. I imagined I wouldn’t have felt much of a difference if it was a simpler hell power, but something like the locating power was probably going to cause my body, mainly my head, to be in a lot of pain.  
 
    Originally, my plan for the evening was to spend the entire night with Sveila, but we both agreed that it could wait until tomorrow. My women had felt a lot of emotions throughout the day, including fear and uncontrollable anger, so we wanted to have Ashe, Iris, and the twins beside us.  
 
    I wished I could have had Naia with us, but it wasn’t going to be long before I saw the mermaid again, and that was what mattered most. 
 
    It didn’t take long for the six of us to fall asleep in my enormous bed, and I felt comforted by their soft breaths and the gentle touch of Sveila’s hand as she stroked my bare chest lightly. 
 
    I woke up several hours later as the morning sun began to pour through the windows. My head was pounding, and my body felt heavy, but I’d expected to feel like that.  
 
    But what I hadn’t expected was to find someone missing from the bed. 
 
    Ashe had been curled up in between Lux and Lixiss when we fell asleep, but now the twins were sleeping peacefully next to each other, and Ashe was nowhere to be found.  
 
    She never left the bed until everyone else had woken up, and she often found it harder to start the day, so a sense of panic washed through my veins as I noticed her missing.  
 
    Fortunately, that panic didn’t last for long. I hauled myself out of bed when I heard the water running in the bathing room across the hall. 
 
    I heard Ashe sighing loudly to herself, too, and that sound became louder as I plodded toward the room.  
 
    My Infernal Huntress was standing in front of the sink, and she collected cups of water in her hands before she poured them over her naked body. Ashe hadn’t realized I was there until the door closed behind me, and she looked over at me with a small smile. 
 
    “Good morning,” I said.  
 
    “Good morning,” Ashe replied as she poured more water over her left arm.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked.  
 
    “Yeah,” she huffed. “But my body is on fire. It feels like I’m burning from the inside out, so I had to try and cool myself down somehow.” 
 
    The water droplets seemed to glisten against her pale skin, and I held Ashe’s slender hips in my hands as I rested my chin against her right shoulder. I was glad the heated skin was the only issue Ashe had to deal with, and I knew it wasn’t going to take long to calm down, so I no longer felt the need to be worried about her. 
 
    The pain in my head started to settle as more time went by, and I almost forgot about it completely as Sveila, the twins, and Iris woke up. Sveila checked over Ashe’s eyes again, and she was pleased to see that the gray hue had completely vanished.  
 
    We all enjoyed some breakfast together, and everyone discussed their plans for the day. Because of the demons’ arrival yesterday, Sveila and Ashe hadn’t had the time to visit the tavern, so that was going to be their task. The twins were very excited to join them, and Iris was eager to get started on making some outfits for the barkeep.  
 
    I didn’t have too many plans apart from making a visit to see Madame Nyra, but there was one thing I wanted to do before I left for the Shadow Quarters.  
 
    “I think we should test out our new hell powers, Ashe.” I smirked.  
 
    “Do you think we could have possessed them fully by now?” she asked with an excited grin.  
 
    “I think so, yes.” I nodded. “Even if you’re still hurting, the powers will be there for you to control.” 
 
    “Then let’s do it!” Ashe giggled.  
 
    It had been a while since we’d last absorbed new powers, but a demon never forgot what to do when it came to channeling them. 
 
    So once all six of us were in the courtyard, I brushed the Tempest, Blaze, and Smoke Flight to one side, and I focused on nothing apart from the new locating power.  
 
    I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and then searched my mind for anything new that sat there. The sun’s rays caused a yellow-orange glow to appear through the darkness, but I placed both hands over my eyes in an attempt to stop the sun from interfering with my focus.  
 
    All of a sudden, a faint blue light appeared in the distance. It was almost like the burning embers of a fire, except the color was slightly different. I couldn’t think of anything that could have caused that blue light to appear, so I focused solely on that in the hope that it would take me somewhere.  
 
    The blue seemed to change color the closer I got to mentally reaching it. It started off as blue as the sky, but then it became darker, and a hint of green mixed in with the blue. 
 
    But then, before I could work out the proper color in front of me, I felt myself moving. It was almost like I was in the portal headed back to the Hellscape. Yet my feet were planted firmly on the ground.  
 
    I was certain I was moving, and I could see every blade of grass and bird in the sky, yet it was just my mind taking me on this wild adventure. I was still in Oakenpass, that much was clear, but I couldn’t work out much more than that.  
 
    That was, until I spotted the two wooden wagons on the main road.  
 
    The wagons hadn’t moved since I’d first spotted them, and as I mentally creeped closer, I was able to actually look inside the wagon and view the sleeping guards, still with their swords and red sickles in their hands. 
 
    The locating hell power didn’t just give me the ability to see things that others couldn’t, it actually allowed me to spy on the surface world without even leaving the castle. 
 
    Holy shit.  
 
    This meant I’d be able to spot any rivals that appeared in the distance, or any demons that possessed other powers like my Smoke Flight.  
 
    I felt incredibly powerful, and I knew this was going to change a lot when it came to fighting. However, I still had to learn how to master it properly. The demon from yesterday never closed his eyes once when he’d spotted me in the air, and I didn’t know how to turn around or look in other directions, but that would all come in time.  
 
    When I’d first received my Infernal Blaze, I could only cause a small flame to flicker in my palm, so the more I channeled the locating power, the easier it would become.  
 
    As soon as I pulled my hands away and opened my eyes, the power was dropped, and I turned around to look at my women. 
 
    “What happened?” Lux asked.  
 
    “I was able to see everything,” I chuckled darkly. “The guards are still sleeping in their wagons, and I could see every damn bird that flew over us. All with my eyes firmly shut.” 
 
    “That’s incredible,” Iris whispered, and her soft lips parted with wonder.  
 
    “What else can you do with that hell power?” Sveila asked.  
 
    “I’m not sure yet.” I shrugged. “But I’m eager to find out.” 
 
    “Okay, my turn!” Ashe sang as she skipped toward me. “I’ve been thinking about one of my new powers, and I think I might know what it is.” 
 
    “Okay…” Lixiss led.  
 
    “I think I have the Asuri power,” Ashe continued. “I heard someone talking about it in my void once, and it sounds roughly the same.” 
 
    “What is it?” Iris asked.  
 
    “It basically means that I can control the plants around me,” she explained. “I can channel my evil intent through any plant that I want. For example, I could make an innocent rose poisonous, or I could–” 
 
    “Make vines rip off a tree without even touching them?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes.” Ashe grinned. “But those vines could then cause you to hallucinate, or poisonous boils could appear on your skin.” 
 
    “Fuck, I want that power,” Lux giggled. 
 
    “Me, too,” Lixiss added and raised a dainty hand in the air.  
 
    “The demon from yesterday caused the vines to slither toward me,” I said. “I hadn’t heard of Asuri before now, but had my fire not burned the vines, then who knows what they could have done?” 
 
    “The demon could have ordered them to strangle you, or kill you with just a simple touch.” Ashe shrugged. “It’s almost like I can make the leaves and the grass have a mind of their own. They’d have animalistic features, as well as the ability to kill someone, or at least make them seriously sick.” 
 
    “Impressive,” Sveila replied. 
 
    “I know.” Ashe smirked. “My other power can obviously make someone lose their sight until I decide to drop it, which I cannot wait to use.” 
 
    “Please be careful,” Iris said sweetly. “I don’t want you to cause any accidents.” 
 
    “No, that’s why I’m going to take my time,” Ashe replied. “I’d love to have a go right now with everyone around me, but until I know what I’m doing, it’s probably best that I do it by myself. The last thing we need is for one of you to lose your sight, but then I don’t know how to drop the power, and you’re stuck like that.” 
 
    “I like my eyes,” Lixiss pouted. “They’re pretty. And without sight, how would we ever see Atticus again?” 
 
    “I don’t even want to think about it,” Lux huffed.  
 
    “Well, how about you focus on that while the others go to the tavern?” I suggested. “I’ll go and see Madame Nyra, and then you can show us these powers when we return?” 
 
    “Okay!” Ashe grinned. “Aah, I cannot wait! Asuri is wonderful, and I cannot wait to see what I can do with nothing but a pile of leaves. But the Blinding power is going to be so useful to us, as well as your locating power, Atticus.” 
 
    “It’s just like echolocation,” Iris mumbled. “That’s so cool!” 
 
    “What’s that?” Ashe frowned. 
 
    “Echolocation is a process of locating objects by using sound waves,” she explained. “There are a few animals that use it, like bats, but instead of sensing an object using sound waves, you can literally see what isn’t there.” 
 
    “That’s it.” I nodded. “That’s exactly what I have. An Echolocation hell power.” 
 
    “Have you heard of it before?” Ashe asked. “Because I haven’t.” 
 
    “No, I don’t think I have,” I replied. “Yesterday was the first time I ever came across that power. But at least it’s mine now.” 
 
    “And it’ll always be yours.” Sveila smirked. 
 
    Once we’d finished discussing the three new powers, we decided it was time to complete our jobs for the day. I asked one of the orcs to follow Sveila, Iris, and the twins to the tavern, and the others would stay here and guard Ashe while she was alone. 
 
    My women were more important, so I preferred the orcs and werewolves to follow them while I went out on my own. 
 
    Anyone who was fucking stupid enough to attack me now that I had four hell powers surging through my veins deserved what came to them.  
 
    I gave everyone a hug and a passionate kiss before I allowed my Smoke Flight to take over, and then I drifted off into the air. I was half-tempted to check on the king’s guards when I passed the wagons, but I could do that from anywhere now that I had the new Echolocation power to assist me.  
 
    It didn’t take me long to reach the Shadow Quarters, and the magical veil over the black fairy manor was dropped as soon as I appeared in my human form. One of the black fairies had opened the gate for me, and she gave me a coy smile as I walked through. 
 
    This fairy had light-purple hair, but her outfit was also made up of scraps of clothing, just like the twins’. 
 
    “Good morning, Atticus,” she said as her wings buzzed behind her.  
 
    “Good morning,” I replied. “Is Madame Nyra in her office?” 
 
    “She is.” The fairy nodded. “Would you like me to get her for–” 
 
    “There’s no need, my darling,” Madame Nyra said from the main door. “Atticus, my dear, what a pleasure it is to see you again so soon.” 
 
    “Likewise, Madame Nyra,” I replied. 
 
    Madame Nyra had both hands on her hips, and she wore a full corset dress, unlike the scraps her fairies wore. Her dark hair was graying at the roots, and her wings were ragged and tattered from age, but despite her elderly frame, Madame Nyra wasn’t someone to be messed with. 
 
    Nyra had been the leader of this coven for ages, and she was extremely protective of her fairies, or darlings, as she called them. She used to charge me pieces whenever I needed information from her, but now the two of us had a deal with each other, so I no longer needed to give the elderly black fairy any of my gold coins.  
 
    After I’d taken down the Church, I’d appointed Madame Nyra to keep watch over the Shadow Quarters. Now, everyone who lived in this village answered to her, which Nyra was extremely pleased about. The black fairy loved power just as much as I did, so she didn’t take her role lightly. 
 
    “Now, I cannot talk for long, because I have an important meeting with a family of half-elves soon,” she said.  
 
    “That’s fine.” I shrugged. “As long as you can provide me with some information, that’s all I need.”  
 
    “Then come, come,” Nyra said as she led me through the dark building. “My darlings, I wish to be left alone with Atticus until our meeting has ended. Does everyone understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Madame Nyra,” a chorus of sweet voices echoed throughout the house.  
 
    The manor’s purple walls always added an elegant sort of darkness to the place, no matter how bright it was outside, and the floorboards were spotted with dried wax that fell from the dozens of mounted candles above.  
 
    The house definitely had some character, and it suited the fairies perfectly.  
 
    “So, Atticus, what brings you here today?” Nyra asked as we wandered into her office. 
 
    A velvet green curtain acted as a door, and there was a second curtain inside the room which led to a closed-off space, but I’d never been behind the curtain to see what Nyra kept there.  
 
    “I wanted to ask you about someone,” I said as I took a seat in front of her oak desk.  
 
    “You always do.” Nyra smirked. “But who this time? If this is about the kobold in The Slums, believe me, I’ve gone to speak to him again, he just hasn’t made up his mind about joining our army yet.” 
 
    I didn’t even know Nyra had spoken to the kobold yet, but I trusted her to collect the right undesirables for my army. 
 
    “No, it’s not about the kobold,” I replied. “It’s about your mortal king. What do you know of him?” 
 
    “The king?” She frowned. 
 
    “Yes.” I nodded. “I spotted a few of his guards on the road near Oakenpass, but I want to know more about the king himself, and you’re the best person to get that information from.” 
 
    “Why, my darling, I don’t know too much, to be honest,” she sighed as she sat back in her seat. “What I do know is that he lives on a neighboring island. He uses the Church to keep an eye on particular towns and villages. But that’s all I know.” 
 
    “Do you know the name of this neighboring island?” I asked.  
 
    “I don’t,” Madame Nyra replied. “As you know, the Port of Rengfri is within the Kingdom of Selythia. There are seven islands in total, and the king owns all of them, but his exact whereabouts are unknown to me. Not only because I couldn’t care less about the old idiot, but also because the king is known to move around, so unfortunately I cannot tell you where he currently resides.” 
 
    “Do you know if there are more churches on these islands?” I asked. 
 
    “Again, I don’t know for certain.” She shook her head, and her ragged wings buzzed behind her. “I’d assume so, though. Why do you ask about him at all?” 
 
    “Because if the king uses the Church to watch over these islands, then he certainly would have heard about me taking down the Church here in Rengfri,” I replied.  
 
    “Yes, that’s true,” she said. 
 
    “He clearly covets their involvement in his domain quite a lot,” I continued. “So… why hasn’t the king done anything about my interference? Or maybe that’s why the guards are here, but why has it taken him so long to do anything?” 
 
    “Your guess is as good as mine.” Nyra shrugged. “But I know that if something were to happen to the king, then the entire kingdom would be affected. Perhaps he’s sent out these guards to gain any information about you that might help protect himself, but also to make sure that nothing like what you’ve done here happens on a… larger scale?” 
 
    “Yes, probably,” I muttered. 
 
    “I also wonder if maybe the castle you’re now living in was originally built for the king?” Nyra suggested with an almost dismissive wave of her hand. “You said it was deserted when you arrived. But maybe the guards came to clean up the castle before the king arrived, and they found you living there?” 
 
    “Maybe.” I nodded. “But if that’s the case, then they’d have to try and kill me to make me leave. And the king wanting my castle is the least of my worries right now.” 
 
    “I suppose it is, yes,” Nyra giggled.  
 
    “However, I didn’t just come here to ask about the king,” I said as I adjusted the way I sat in my chair. “I also wanted to ask you to keep an eye on these guards. If you see them enter the Shadow Quarters, or if more appear suddenly, then I need to know.” 
 
    “You have my word, Atticus,” she said honestly. “These guards are always bad news, so I don’t want them anywhere near my darlings. You know that I’d protect them with my life, so I’ll inform you right away if I catch sight of any–” 
 
    All of a sudden, Madame Nyra’s sentence was interrupted by the loudest blood-curdling scream I’d ever heard. 
 
    It came from somewhere outside, and the look of fear and protectiveness in Nyra’s eyes made me think the scream had come from one of the black fairies.  
 
    “My darlings!” she cried as she flew from the office within seconds.  
 
    I sprinted behind her to try and keep up, and as I reached the main door I noticed at least twenty black fairies were crowded around a patch of grass in the front yard. 
 
    “My darlings, my darlings,” Nyra panted. “What’s happened?” 
 
    “She just appeared out of nowhere, Madame Nyra,” one of the fairies replied. “It looks like she’s been falling for a while.” 
 
    “She broke through the veil?” Nyra gasped.  
 
    “Yes,” the fairy said. “I don’t know how that’s possible, but she obviously came here for help. We have to help her.” 
 
    I had no idea who they were talking about, and I couldn’t see past the fairies, but all twenty of them had the same scared and fearful looks on their faces.  
 
    But as one of the fairies stepped away to allow Madame Nyra past, I was able to catch a glimpse of the woman they were talking about.  
 
    I would have recognized her golden wings and blonde hair anywhere.  
 
    It was the angel, and she’d clearly fallen a hell of a long way. 

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
    “Let me through,” I said as I darted toward the angel.  
 
    I wasn’t sure why I was suddenly so eager to help her, especially as angels and demons had been mortal enemies since the Hellscape and the Heavenly Glade were first created. But there was something about the sight of the angel’s broken and bruised body that made me want to help her. 
 
    I nestled on the ground beside the angel, and I carefully laid her head on my lap as I looked over her wounds. Her white dress was torn, ripped in several places, and covered in golden blood. There were a few golden feathers missing from her wings, and her pale, glittering skin was covered in layers of more blood and bruises. 
 
    The angel seemed completely lifeless, but there was a faint frown etched between her blonde eyebrows that showed she was in a lot of pain and discomfort.  
 
    “Is she dead?” one of the black fairies gasped.  
 
    “No,” I replied as I let out a smoky growl. “But she’s not going to live for long in this condition. I need to help her.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure why I was so angry, nor was I sure why I wanted to help her so badly. But the angel had saved my life the other day, so I knew I had to do the same.  
 
    “Bring her into the house, Atticus,” Nyra said softly as she knelt down beside me. “We can watch over her for now.” 
 
    “She needs more than that,” I said with slight force. “This angel isn’t going to live to see the next sunrise if we don’t do something now. I need to take her to Sveila. She’ll know what to do.” 
 
    “But what about the guards?” Nyra asked. “She’s too fragile for you to travel in your smoke form, and you can’t risk the king’s guards seeing you. Especially not with a wounded angel in your arms.” 
 
    “Fuck,” I growled, which caused the angel to flinch slightly.  
 
    At least that showed she was definitely still alive.  
 
    “I have an idea,” Nyra said suddenly. “Stay here. I’ll be right back.” 
 
    I didn’t ask Madame Nyra to clarify. I simply stared down at the nearly lifeless woman in my arms while the black fairy leader flew away.  
 
    I’d been so caught up with the angel’s sudden arrival that I’d completely forgotten about the guards. I only forgot about vital information like that when it came to the safety of my women, and I was too desperate to save them to think clearly. 
 
    But why did I have that same fear when it came to the angel?  
 
    I knew this question would only keep spiraling in my mind now, and I’d only end up dissecting every decision I made when it came to the angel. So I tried to stop that from happening.  
 
    This angel needed help. I needed to put those questions to the side until she was safe in Sveila’s care. 
 
    Madame Nyra reappeared a moment later, and she had what looked like a black tarp folded over one arm.  
 
    “Bring her to the back of the house,” she said with a light tap of her dainty foot.  
 
    “Why?” I asked. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Don’t question me, my darling,” Nyra snickered lightly. “Just do as I say.” 
 
    I knew better than to disobey Nyra’s order. 
 
    I stood back up again, and then two of the black fairies helped to lift the broken angel until she was lying safely in my arms. Her golden wings didn’t fold into her back like they normally would, so I took that as a sign that they were severely broken.  
 
    “Come on, this way.” Nyra ushered me forward with a wave of her hand.  
 
    The two of us ran through the dark house with the crowd of black fairies behind us. We ran straight past the green curtain that led to Nyra’s office, and then we came to a halt in front of a wooden door at the back of the house. I hadn’t noticed that door before, and I was sure I would have seen it given how many times I’d visited the black fairies.  
 
    “Has this door always been here?” I asked as I carefully adjusted the angel in my arms.  
 
    She was as light as a feather, but I wanted to make sure she wasn’t too uncomfortable. 
 
    “It has, but you’ve never seen it,” Nyra giggled, and so did the fairies behind me.  
 
    “Is there a veil over this door, too?” I frowned.  
 
    “Something like that, yes.” She nodded while she pulled down on the brass door handle. “I didn’t want anyone to see what we have hidden back here, despite how much we trust someone. So I made sure to keep it safe.” 
 
    I had no idea what it could have been, or what Madame Nyra was talking about, but I was interested to find out.  
 
    At first, I thought they might have had valuable gems or magical weapons, but when we walked outside, I saw nothing but a wooden wagon placed in the center of the back yard. 
 
    “A wagon?” I frowned.  
 
    The wagon was missing a wheel, and the wood looked old and rotten. There was green shit growing all over it, too, and it looked like the wagon had been sitting there for ages, so I had no idea why she wanted to keep it so protected. 
 
    “How is this going to help the angel?” I asked. “It can’t even go anywhere.”  
 
    “Aah, because this is not just a wagon, my darling.” Nyra smirked. “Now, come on, we don’t have a lot of time.” 
 
    “Can I come with you, Madame Nyra?” one of the fairies asked.  
 
    “Of course,” she replied. “After all, I need someone to drive it.” 
 
    I wanted to ask how they could drive a wagon when it was missing a wheel, but I knew I wasn’t going to get a proper response. So instead, I simply stepped into the back of the wagon and laid the angel across one of the wooden benches. 
 
    “Put this on,” Madame Nyra ordered as she threw the black tarp toward me. “And make sure the angel is covered, too.” 
 
    “What’s going to happen?” I asked.  
 
    “Just do it, my darling,” she sighed softly.  
 
    The tarp smelled musty, like it had been abandoned alongside the wagon, and clouds of dust blew into the air as I unfolded it. But I followed Nyra’s commands, and I made sure the angel and I were completely covered. Not even the tips of my shoes were poking out.  
 
    At first, I couldn’t see a damn thing, and all I heard was the wagon creak as Madame Nyra and the black fairy settled themselves on the broken wagon. 
 
    “Hold on tight, Atticus,” Nyra called over to me with a playful tone. “And don’t remove that tarp until I say otherwise.”  
 
    Before I could have my hands on the angel and the wooden bench, I felt myself being lifted in the air. 
 
    “What the fuck?” I cried out.  
 
    Nyra and the fairy just laughed.  
 
    I was still sitting firmly on the bench, that I was certain of, so the wagon must have been flying.  
 
    But before I could voice that question, the tarp around me began to clear, and I was able to see everything around me. I could see the black manor in front of me, and then the Shadow Quarters came into view as we lifted higher. 
 
    The two black fairies were sitting at the front of the wagon, but it didn’t look like they were doing anything, so I wasn’t sure what Nyra meant when she said she needed someone to “drive” the wagon. 
 
    “What’s happening?” I asked again. “But give me a proper answer this time.” 
 
    “This is the quickest way for us to get you back to the castle,” Madame Nyra replied. “We rarely use this wagon because we have our wings, but it’s one of my most prized possessions. After my darlings, of course.” 
 
    “Are you flying it?” I wondered.  
 
    “Yes, somewhat,” she said. “It’s using the power from our wings, and there always needs to be more than one of us to lift this thing. But this wagon used to belong to my grandmother, hence why it’s so special, and anyone with wings can drive it, not just us. So I make sure it’s completely safe at all times.” 
 
    “That makes sense,” I agreed. “But why the tarp?” 
 
    “Do you have wings, Atticus?” Nyra chuckled. “The tarp allows you to fly along with us. If you didn’t have the tarp, the wagon wouldn’t fly, because there’s someone without wings on board. And because the angel’s wings are broken, she has to be covered, too. Now, enough questions. Make sure you’re holding on.” 
 
    “I am,” I replied.  
 
    “Good, because you’ll want to,” she replied cryptically.  
 
    All of a sudden, the wagon picked up speed, and I found myself almost being thrown through the sky. But it was also a smooth journey, so it was very confusing.  
 
    We whizzed over the rooftops below us, and everything began to blur from the speed we were traveling at. The tarp blew in the heavy wind, but I made sure to hold it down with my hands and feet to stop it from blowing away.  
 
    Only a handful of seconds passed before we’d reached Oakenpass, and I couldn’t quite believe that something so broken and rickety had been able to fly at such speed. 
 
    The wagon lowered to the ground once we’d reached the castle, and it landed smoothly on the grassy hill without any issues.  
 
    “How was that?” Madame Nyra asked as she turned around to look at me. “Oh, and you can remove the tarp now. I don’t think the orcs like that we’ve suddenly landed here, so it’s probably for the best that you show your face.” 
 
    I ripped off the tarp and stared up at the castle. The five orcs were staring at the wagon with looks of pure anger on their ugly faces, but the anger subsided once they noticed me. 
 
    The fact I could see five orcs meant that Sveila, Iris, and the twins had returned from the tavern, which was exactly what I needed.  
 
    “That was… interesting,” I snorted. “But you said you didn’t want the guards to spot us. Wouldn’t they notice a giant fucking wagon flying through the sky?” 
 
    “No, because they wouldn’t have been able to see us.” Nyra smirked. “The speed we traveled at meant that we were invisible to everyone outside the wagon. So the orcs, for example, would have seen a wagon suddenly appear in front of them. It’s very exciting.” 
 
    “It is.” I nodded. “I’d use this all the time if I could.” 
 
    “We try not to use it often, given the age of the wagon,” the black fairy explained. “But I knew I had to use it. The angel wouldn’t have made the hour-long journey.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I smiled. “I appreciate the help.” 
 
    “Let us know how she gets on,” she said. “Though I can’t imagine why a demon like yourself is so… invested.” 
 
    “I will,” I replied and ignored her prying tone.  
 
    Madame Nyra smiled as if she hadn’t expected me to elaborate anyway, and the other black fairy gave me a dainty wave. Then I carefully picked up the angel again as I stepped off the wagon. The black fairies had vanished before I could even turn around again.  
 
    I checked on the angel in my arms as I headed for the castle, and I was pleased to see that she was still alive, but it didn’t look like she had much time left. Her breathing was incredibly shallow, and there were long pauses between each breath. I could barely hear a light tapping of her heart, and it didn’t beat as fast as normal. 
 
    The angel had risked her life by saving mine, so I wasn’t going to allow her to die on this grassy hill.  
 
    “Sveila?” I called out as I picked up speed. “Sveila?” 
 
    “What is wrong, Atticus?” one of the orcs asked as I ran through the courtyard. 
 
    “Where’s Sveila?” I demanded.  
 
    “She inside,” he replied. 
 
    “Sveila?” I shouted again.  
 
    “Atticus?” she asked with fear in her voice.  
 
    My women were standing by the main door as I ran through it, and their jaws dropped as they noticed the angel.  
 
    “Oh, my!” Sveila gasped.  
 
    “You need to help her,” I said with urgency.  
 
    “Of course,” she replied. “Take her into the dining room, and I’ll meet you there. Iris, can you grab the cloths and a pair of scissors?” 
 
    “Yes, absolutely,” Iris said as she ran off.  
 
    “Lux and Lixiss, I need buckets of water,” Sveila ordered. “At least two.” 
 
    The twins flew toward the kitchen without saying a word, and Ashe stayed by my side as she helped me lay the angel on the dining table. My hands were covered in her golden blood, but I wiped them against my pants and tried to forget about it.  
 
    “Fuck,” Ashe whispered. “I have to admit, this angel is one tough bitch to survive… whatever the hell happened to her?” 
 
    “Looks like she fell…” I muttered and exchanged a loaded glance with the demon. “Quite a ways, too.” 
 
    “Holy shit,” Ashe breathed. “And she survived? 
 
    “She hasn’t survived yet,” I growled. 
 
    I stared down at the angel while I waited for Sveila to return, and I noticed a new bruise had formed on the angel’s left temple. I didn’t think I’d seen it before, but her body was littered with so many injuries that I could have easily missed it.  
 
    All of a sudden, the angel’s eyes began to flutter, and she rolled her head from one shoulder to the other as the frown between her eyebrows deepened.  
 
    “Is she awake?” Ashe gasped. 
 
    “At-At-Atticus…” the angel whispered. 
 
    “Hey, can you hear me?” I asked.  
 
    “Atticussss…” she paused to let out a long breath. “Be… Be careful.” 
 
    The angel’s body stilled once again, and it was almost like nothing had happened. 
 
    “What does that mean?” Ashe demanded and nudged her hard in the shoulder. “Hey, angel, wake up.” 
 
    “Careful,” I said softly. “I think we both know what she means.” 
 
    Ashe wasn’t the angel’s biggest fan, but she didn’t hate her as much as she used to. However, I knew what my little huntress could be like, and sometimes Ashe could be too forceful without even realizing it. 
 
    “Is she talking about the Heavenly Glade?” Ashe muttered.  
 
    “I have no doubt about that.” I nodded. “We knew the Holy King wouldn’t be pleased that she helped us and killed the High Elves. So she was obviously trying to warn us that the Holy King hates us even more than he did before. He’s taken out his anger on her, and now he’s going to aim for us.” 
 
    “Fuck’s sake,” Ashe growled. “You’ve already been putting an army together, but this just proves that we need to get it completed even quicker than we first thought.”  
 
    “Okay,” Sveila said as she ran into the room. “Let’s see what we’re working with here.” 
 
    The Red Witch had a metal box in one hand, and she had two brown bottles clutched against her chest. Lux and Lixiss returned with the water shortly after, and then Iris came into the room bearing her metal scissors and rolls upon rolls of white cloth. 
 
    “I have more upstairs if you need it,” the elf said as she placed the cloth on the table. 
 
    “This should be enough, thank you.” Sveila smiled. 
 
    We all took a step back from the table as Sveila picked up the scissors, and then she began to carefully snip up the center of the angel’s ripped dress. Normally my eyes would be focused on a woman’s breasts when she was naked in front of me, but I was too distracted by the painful lashes that littered the angel’s stomach to give her other features any notice. 
 
    My anger returned at full force as I spotted deep, relentless lashings all over her, and I instantly knew who was responsible for this.  
 
    The Holy King must have ordered someone to beat the angel when she’d returned to the Heavenly Glade. 
 
    Or he’d done it himself. 
 
    I knew she wouldn’t have a warm welcome when she returned, and I’d suspected that she could have been killed over all she’d done for us. But seeing it clearly in front of me was a different matter entirely. 
 
    There had to have been at least thirty deep, bloody lashes across her front, and given the golden blood which had seeped through the back of her dress, I imagined there were more lashes on that side of her body, too. 
 
    “What happened?” Sveila asked as she studied the various wounds.  
 
    “Madame Nyra and I were in her office, and then the black fairies screamed because the angel suddenly fell into their front yard.” I shrugged despite the tension in my shoulders. “It all happened so quickly.” 
 
    “Through the veil?” Lux gasped. 
 
    “Yes.” I nodded.  
 
    “That’s not possible,” Lixiss said. “You have to have permission in order to see past the veil. If anything, the angel should have fallen onto the road outside the house, not in the yard.” 
 
    “Maybe it’s because she’s an angel?” Ashe suggested. “Perhaps their filthy… I mean… holy magic allows them into guarded places?” 
 
    “Possibly…” Lixiss mumbled. “But it’s still strange.” 
 
    “Regardless of how she got through, it’s clear that she was aiming for Atticus,” Iris spoke up. 
 
    “You think so?” Lux asked and turned to the dainty woman.  
 
    “I’m certain of it,” the elf replied. “Why else would she turn up at the black fairy manor? The angel must have known where you were, Atticus, so she made herself land there, whether it was a conscious decision or not.” 
 
    “She knew you’d help her,” Sveila whispered with her head tucked down toward the angel’s stomach. “And it’s a good thing she landed when she did, because I don’t think she would have survived if the fall was any longer than it was.” 
 
    “From the Heavenly Glade alllll the way to the surface world is still a hell of a fall,” Ashe snorted and shook her head with what almost looked like respect. “If I’m being honest… I’m not even sure someone as strong as a demon could survive a fall like that.” 
 
    The black fairy twins both raised their eyebrows at the sound of Ashe almost admitting the angel was impressive, but they were smart enough not to poke at the topic. 
 
    “Are you able to help her?” I asked.  
 
    “I’m honestly not sure,” Sveila sighed. “I’ll do my very best, but I think she might need more than my potions in order to help her.” 
 
    “What about the werewolves’ amethysts?” Ashe suggested. “They helped to clear my strange skin condition. Atticus’ cock also helped it to clear, but I’m not sure that’s what the angel needs right now.” 
 
    “It’s no surprise to us that Atticus has a powerful cock,” Lux giggled.  
 
    “If my potions won’t work, then we can go to the werewolves,” Sveila replied. “But I’m scared that she won’t survive the journey. It would take too long to get there, or for the wolves to get here, and she doesn’t have that much time. But let’s try this, and I’ll see what I can do.” 
 
    Sveila took one piece of cloth, scrunched it up into a ball, and then placed it over the top of a bottle. Some sort of dark liquid chugged onto the cloth, and it had a very strong, almost unpleasant smell. It was like Sveila had melted down some metal and added harsh spices to it. 
 
    Sveila held up the stained, potion-soaked cloth with one hand, and then she asked Iris to carefully clean some of the cuts with water. 
 
    Once the cuts had been cleaned, Iris disposed of the bloody cloths, and Sveila began to dab the wounds with the potion. The angel winced again, but the Red Witch refused to stop until the angel’s stomach was covered in the orange-brown potion.  
 
    The cuts continued to weep with fresh golden blood, but Sveila simply applied more potion as she cleaned up the mess.  
 
    “Iris, can you dampen these cloths for me?” the Red Witch asked as she handed over a roll of white material. 
 
    “Of course,” Iris replied.  
 
    Sveila applied even more of the potion onto the cuts, and then she laid the damp cloths over the angel’s stomach, legs, arms, and chest. She didn’t touch the angel’s head, but I assumed that was because there were more bruises than open wounds on the angel’s head and face. 
 
    “We need to turn her over,” Sveila said suddenly. “But we need to be careful. The cloths shouldn’t move, but if they’re not covering the wounds, the potion won’t be able to do its job.”  
 
    “What does the potion do?” I asked.  
 
    “It essentially stitches the wounds back together,” Sveila explained. “But it also shuts down the angel’s body at the same time. The body cannot heal properly if it’s not resting, so the potion allows the body to shut down in order to reach that peaceful state.” 
 
    “Shut down like… dead?” Lixiss gasped.  
 
    “No,” the witch replied. “She’ll be deeply asleep for a few hours. But as long as she stops bleeding, and the wounds heal properly, then she shouldn’t die. But that’s why I’m scared, of course, because she’s lost a lot of blood already.” 
 
    “I trust you.” I smiled. 
 
    “Thank you, Atticus.” Sveila blushed. 
 
    On the count of three, the six of us carefully lifted the angel off the table, and then we worked as a team as we turned her over and placed her back onto the solid surface. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” Iris sighed sadly. 
 
    My theory from earlier was correct, and there were at least twenty more lashes that ran from the angel’s shoulders all the way down to the bottom of her spine. 
 
    I couldn’t wait to kill that fucking Holy King.  
 
    Or whip him and leave him in the same condition as the angel. 
 
    Either way, I was going to get my revenge the second the Holy King appeared in front of me. 
 
    Sveila cleaned the cuts and applied the potion for a few more minutes, and then she covered the angel’s body with more damp cloths with a pleased smile on her face.  
 
    “Given that the angel is a celestial, I think she might burn off the potion quicker than others would,” the witch explained. “I’ll do my best to keep administering them, and we can replace the cloths when they need to be, but that should be everything.” 
 
    “We can take turns watching over her.” Iris smiled. “And maybe she’d like a new dress to wear when she wakes up?” 
 
    “We could try and fix her dress?” Lixiss suggested with a shrug. “We have some chains that could piece the ripped fabric together?” 
 
    “I’m not sure someone so holy would wear an outfit like yours,” Ashe giggled. “But it’s a lovely idea.” 
 
    “As long as we look after her, that’s what’s most important,” Sveila replied. 
 
    “I have a feeling she’d rather be here than in the Heavenly Glade anyway,” I said. “So as long as she has something to wear, then she probably won’t mind what it is.” 
 
    “I’ll get started on a dress, then.” Iris nodded. 
 
    “And we’ll bring down some chains!” Lux and Lixiss said in unison. 
 
    Sveila took a woven cushion from one of the chairs, and then I gently lifted the angel’s head up so Sveila could slip the cushion under her. 
 
    “Will she stay here until she wakes up?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes.” Sveila nodded. “I don’t want to move her too much until she can lift herself off the table, so it’s best that she stays here for now.” 
 
    “What about the wings?” I questioned. “Should we do something about them?” 
 
    “I don’t think there’s anything I can do,” Sveila said sadly. “From what I’ve read in the past, wings heal themselves, and the feathers can grow back. They automatically stay in that one position when they’re broken, so unlike our bones, they don’t need to be set with bandages.”  
 
    “And you said it’ll be a few hours until the potion wears off?” Ashe asked. 
 
    “It should only be a few hours, yes,” the witch replied. “But that also depends on the state of the angel’s body. The more beaten and bruised she is, the longer it’ll take her to recover.” 
 
    “I can take the first watch, if you want?” Ashe offered.  
 
    “Really?” Sveila’s amber eyes widened. “You’d do that for her?” 
 
    “Sure.” Ashe shrugged. “After all, she saved Atticus’ life.” 
 
    “She did.” I nodded. 
 
    “Okay.” Sveila smiled. “You can take the first watch, and then I’ll take over after you. I’ll show you how to apply the potion and cloths, just in case, but you shouldn’t need to change them for a while.” 
 
    I began to think about the jobs I needed to complete, and what I could get done before the angel woke up, but it didn’t take me long to decide. 
 
    I wanted to warn the mermaids about the king’s guards, too, and my palms began to itch at the thought of having Naia in front of me. 
 
    It had been a few days since I’d last seen the mermaid leader, and that was too long for my heated body to cope with. Especially under so much stress. 
 
    My women all agreed that I should go to the cove now while the angel was still asleep, and they all told me to give Naia a hug and a kiss from them. 
 
    Ashe offered to make me some food before I left, especially as the only food the mermaids could offer was bloody fish guts. But I’d lost any sort of hunger when the angel crashed to the ground, so I knew I could wait until I returned home before I ate anything. 
 
    My Smoke Flight took over my body before I left the castle, and then I swooped over Oakenpass as I headed toward the port. 
 
    The king’s guards were no longer on the main road, but the scent of undeniable evil was still in the air, so I knew they were around somewhere. I planned to use my Echolocation power to get a proper idea of where they were, but I wanted to focus on the mermaids first. They were under my protection, and for all they did to serve me, they certainly deserved as much information as I could give them in return. 
 
    I took a few minutes to fly around over the mermaids’ cove once I arrived, and I watched in satisfaction as some of the mermaids sunbathed on the jagged rocks or swam in the shallows of the sea. I mainly recognized the mermaids on the rocks, which included Nerissa, Attina, Eudora, Coralia, and Sirena, Naia’s right-hand woman. 
 
    Sirena hadn’t particularly liked me when I first introduced myself, but she and I were friendly with each other now.  
 
    The mermaids on land all wore sparkling dresses that automatically formed over their bodies whenever they left the water. The dresses were the same color as their tails, and their skin shimmered in the sunlight where their scales used to be.  
 
    I also noticed that the mermaids’ cave appeared to be empty. That was where the undesirables from the church had been taken after we’d rescued them. The mermaids had done a wonderful job looking after the injured undesirables, so I was pleased that they were all well enough to return home. 
 
    As I lowered myself to the ground, I spotted Naia splashing herself with water. Her orange hair was a tangled, damp mess across her shoulders, and the feathery ends of her green-blue tail swatted the water gently. 
 
    My mouth began to salivate just looking at my sinful mermaid, so I wasted no time in removing my hell power.  
 
    “Atticus!” Naia cried as she spotted me appearing in front of her.  
 
    “Atticus, you’re here!” Attina smiled. 
 
    “Have you come to join us?” Sabrina asked from the water. “After all, it’s a very hot day today. Maybe you need to cool down?” 
 
    Sabrina played with a lock of silver hair while her other hand sat dangerously close to her impressive breasts.  
 
    “You know I don’t feel the temperature the same way you do.” I winked. 
 
    “But maybe you’d like to join us anyway?” the mermaid giggled. “You’ve always promised to swim with us one day, remember?” 
 
    “I remember.” I nodded. “But I really need to speak to Naia before I do anything else.” 
 
    Mermaids were beautifully evil creatures who coaxed their victims into the water before they killed them. I knew these women wouldn’t even think about killing me, but that was probably their intention when I first met them all that time ago. Now, they smelled deliciously of lust whenever they laid their eyes on me, and toying with them had become something of a game between us. 
 
    One day, I’d certainly reward each and every one of them for tempting me so well. 
 
    “What can I help you with, Atticus?” Naia asked as she climbed onto the rocks.  
 
    I watched in amazement as her green-blue tail began to turn into two tanned legs, followed closely by the dress that just about covered Naia’s breasts and ass. 
 
    Naia sauntered over to me, and then she locked one hand around mine as she left a heated, biting kiss on my lips. My spare hand found itself on the curve of her ass, and Naia used hers to stroke and scratch my chest with her pointed nails.  
 
    “I need you to do a little job for me,” I replied.  
 
    “Come on,” she said as she pulled me slightly. “We can talk privately in the cave.” 
 
    “Lead the way.” I smirked. 
 
    I didn’t mind the other mermaids overhearing our conversation, but I also wanted nothing more than to spend some private time with just Naia. 
 
    The cave was much bigger on the inside than it looked from the outside, and there was more than enough space to fit every mermaid, plus others, without any being uncomfortable.  
 
    There was a trunk of treasure at the very back of the cave, which the mermaids had collected from their previous victims, and that was their equivalent of pieces. 
 
    “So, what do you need me to do?” Naia asked as she and I found a place to sit inside the cave.  
 
    “I need you to watch the vessels that sail past the cove,” I explained. “I spotted some of the king’s guards outside Oakenpass yesterday afternoon, and unless they were already in Rengfri, which I don’t think they were after the fall of the church, then they must have sailed over here. So if you see any vessels in the distance, could you try and work out who’s coming and going?” 
 
    “Of course.” Naia nodded as she ran her fingers through my choppy hair. “Do you know what the guards are doing here?” 
 
    “No,” I sighed. “I fear they’re still taking undesirables, because they had magical weapons with them, but I have no idea what they’re actually doing.” 
 
    “Hopefully it’s nothing, and no trouble will start…” Naia paused. “But most guards aren’t exactly known for doing good in the world.” 
 
    “No, they’re not.” I rolled my violet eyes. “And it’s even more important that I keep an eye on them now, because we received a visitor this morning.” 
 
    “A visitor?” Naia frowned. “Who?” 
 
    “The angel,” I said. “However, unlike last time, she came here for my help.” 
 
    “Why does she need your help?” Naia asked. 
 
    “Because she’d been beaten by the Holy King,” I growled as the images of her wounds played out in my head. “If it wasn’t for Sveila and Madame Nyra’s assistance, the angel probably would have died already just from her fall alone.” 
 
    “The poor thing,” Naia sighed. “I can’t say I’m her biggest supporter, but I can’t forget that you would have died if it wasn’t for her. So I’ll forever be grateful that she offered her help.” 
 
    “As will I.” I nodded. “I’m still not sure why she came to me for help instead of someone else, because angels never turn to demons for help, but I wasn’t just going to leave her to die.” 
 
    “It’s probably because you’re irresistible,” Naia giggled as she climbed onto my lap so that our chests were pressed together.  
 
    “I am?” I asked with a smirk. 
 
    “You are,” Naia whispered. “You’re so damn charming that even an angel can’t resist you.” 
 
    “You’ve got a point there,” I snickered. 
 
    “I do,” Naia said while she ripped open my shirt. 
 
    The mermaid dropped forward until her chin rested on my shoulder, and then she began to place heated kisses against my throat as her hands traveled down toward my cock.  
 
    “But I’m not the only irresistible one here,” I growled as she palmed my cock.  
 
    “No?” she asked innocently. “Perhaps you’ll need to show me what you mean by that?” 
 
    “I plan on doing just that,” I replied as I threaded my fingers through her damp hair. 
 
    Naia pulled herself back so she could look directly into my glowing eyes. 
 
    A look of lust was painted all over her face, and her breathing became deep and labored as she slowly began to bounce and press herself against my growing erection. 
 
    “I hope the others don’t need you for anything.” I smirked as I pulled the straps of her dress down her incredible body. 
 
    Naia’s breasts bobbed and bounced as they were freed from the garment, and I ran the tip of my tongue across my lips as I stared hungrily at her tanned nipples. 
 
    “And why is that?” Naia asked breathlessly.  
 
    “Because I’m not letting you go just yet,” I groaned. “You won’t be leaving this cave until you’ve screamed my name across the entire island multiple times.” 
 
    “Is that right?” The mermaid grinned. 
 
    “You know how seriously I take these challenges,” I replied. “I want the gnomes all the way in Stonebay to hear you.” 
 
    “Then you better get started.” Naia winked.  
 
    With my hands under Naia’s arms, I flipped us over so I was on top of her lithe body, and she automatically brought her hands up to her chest. 
 
    The mermaid let out a playful giggle as I completely removed her dress from her body.  
 
    Her pussy dripped with delicious juices, and my mouth salivated again as I spread open Naia’s hips just wide enough for me to nestle myself between them. 
 
    My women wanted me to give Naia a hug and a kiss from them. 
 
    But I was going to do so much more than that.

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
    Naia’s muscular legs pressed against my back as I lowered myself onto the rocky ground, and her ankles dug into my spine, almost like the mermaid was trying to pull me forward.  
 
    But I didn’t need any help with that.  
 
    As soon as I’d spotted her bare pussy in front of me, nothing was going to stop me from getting what I so desperately desired. I could have had the Holy King and the Dark King in this very cove, and I still would have stayed where I was.  
 
    Well, it would have been a difficult decision, but I still probably would have chosen Naia.  
 
    The fresh scent of the sea blew off the mermaid in gentle waves, and my mouth began to pool with even more saliva as that was mixed with her unique aromas.  
 
    “Mmmm, Atticussss,” Naia hissed as I ran the pad of two fingers across her drenched opening.  
 
    I glanced up briefly to look at my sinful mermaid, and I could just spot her hands clenched around two locks of orange hair. Naia panted as her body squirmed with excitement, and I couldn’t hold myself back for a second longer.  
 
    Naia let out a violent shiver as I traced her entrance with my tongue, and she continued to moan as I parted her lips and drank straight from the source. Her addictive juices pooled over my tongue, and the more I lapped at her drenched core, the more Naia hissed and called out my name.  
 
    The gnomes in Stonebay were definitely going to hear her if she kept that up.  
 
    Which was exactly what I wanted.  
 
    “A-A-Atticuuuuus!” she cried as I curled my tongue upward.  
 
    It had been a few days since I’d last claimed this dangerous mermaid, and I always wanted to be present to witness every orgasm that rolled through my women’s bodies. So the fact that Naia hadn’t climaxed in a few days, meant that she had to fight off the urge to cum as soon as my tongue began to explore her body. 
 
    I was fighting the same urge. Just the sight of Naia’s glistening skin and the way her body felt in my hands was enough to cause my cock to become painfully erect.  
 
    I wanted nothing more than to fill her with my demon seed, and I was going to do that over and over until we were completely satisfied, but not until I’d finished my first meal.  
 
    My tongue roamed around her pussy, and I collected more juices as I went along. I suckled at and teased her sweet flesh, and at one point I had to hold Naia down with my hands to keep her steady. 
 
    “Mmmmmaster!” Naia moaned. “I… I don’t think I can… Oh, oh, Atticus!” 
 
    Her legs tensed around me as her movements stilled. Then, with a high-pitched squeal, a powerful orgasm rolled through her, and I drank back every drop my mermaid could offer me.  
 
    “Yeessss!” she cried as her body continued to spasm. “Aaah, master!” 
 
    “Mmm,” I moaned against her pussy, which just caused Naia to squeal again.  
 
    Naia’s labored breaths filled the entire cave, and she stroked my hair with a lazy hand as she recovered from her orgasm. Naia’s heavy breasts bobbed with the movement of her chest, and as I reluctantly pulled myself away from her center, I laid myself across her slender body and locked my teeth around her tanned nipple.  
 
    Her ankles settled themselves under my ass, and Naia rocked her hips against me as I pulled at her nipple. 
 
    “You taste so good,” I whispered before I kissed the sliver of skin between her breasts. “Like the finest food pieces can buy.” 
 
    Naia remained quiet as I pushed myself further up, yet her hands never moved from her hair. A dainty smile curled across her lips, and Naia’s blue eyes glistened in the dim light of the cave. It was like her eyes were a light source of their own, almost like the magical lights that trailed around the Grimmway.  
 
    The decadent taste of her juices still lingered on my tongue, and as I crashed my lips against hers, I knew Naia could taste herself upon them. Her hands began to wander as our passionate kiss increased, and she rubbed herself against me as her ankles pressed harder against my ass.  
 
    “Is this what you’re after?” I smirked while I rocked my aching cock against her.  
 
    “Yessss.” Naia quivered from that one touch alone. “Fucccck, Atticus, pleeeease!” 
 
    “Please what?” I teased.  
 
    “I neeeed you!” she cried. 
 
    I wasn’t going to be the one to deprive my women of anything, especially when I received just as much satisfaction as they did.  
 
    “You’re going to cum for your master,” I ordered as one hand drifted across her orange hair. 
 
    “Of course, Atticus,” Naia whispered. “Whatever you need me to do, I’ll always do it. My body… it… My body screams for you, my master. No one but you.” 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear.” I grinned. 
 
    My hands clenched around the curve of her hips as I pulled Naia up slightly, but I didn’t need to tell my mermaid what to do. Naia automatically wrapped her legs around my back, and she arched her spine as she pressed herself against me.  
 
    There was just enough space for me to nestle myself between her legs, and I had to battle against the temptation to force myself inside her as I felt the heat of her pussy whisper over my leaking cock. 
 
    Demons didn’t feel the heat as much as other creatures did, yet I couldn’t ignore the warmth that spread from her center as I inched myself closer toward it. It wasn’t like the warmth of the sun or a burning fire. It was the satisfaction and desire that came from my women every time I was around them. 
 
    And I wanted that more than all the riches on the surface world.  
 
    Naia let out another moan as I gently parted her pussy lips, and if I hadn’t been so absorbed with the woman before me, I probably would have heard soft giggles coming from the other mermaids outside the cave. 
 
    They loved it when I pleasured their leader, and they probably pictured themselves on the receiving end of my masterful cock.  
 
    “Prepare yourself,” I said with a smoky breath. 
 
    “I’m always prepared when it comes to you, Atticus,” Naia said through gritted teeth. “Fuck, I can’t control my urges right now!” 
 
    “Then don’t.” I winked. 
 
    Before Naia could voice a reply, I slammed my hips forward, and I filled my lustful mermaid with one swift move. 
 
    “Aaah!” she cried. “Yesss!” 
 
    “Fuccccck!” I groaned.  
 
    Naia’s damp walls stretched to settle around my impressive size, and her entire body lurched across the floor of the cave as a second cry filled the enclosed space. Had I not had my hands around her hips, and if Naia hadn’t locked her ankles against my back, then I probably would have slipped right out, but I held myself there with all the power I could muster. 
 
    I devoured Naia’s perfect body with my eyes as I began to rock my hips some more, and every time I slammed myself into her center, my name would leave her lips in a shattered cry.  
 
    “Attttticussss!” Naia yelled.  
 
    “Yesssss,” I hissed.  
 
    A pleasurable sensation ran through my cock as her damp walls tightened around me, and it just made me desperate for Naia even more. My demonic urges increased as I picked up speed, and I pictured the cave rocking and shaking around us with every move we made.  
 
    It wouldn’t have surprised me if the entire thing collapsed around us, yet I would have continued to claim my woman, despite all the mess around us. 
 
    I found myself staring intently at my mermaid while I filled her with every demanding thrust. Naia bit down on her bottom lip like she was trying to hold back her cries of satisfaction. She also massaged her breasts with one hand while the other was locked in the waves of her hair. 
 
    A visible shiver occasionally rippled down her body, and every time it did, Naia’s pussy walls would clench around my cock like they were squeezing the life out of me. 
 
    “Aaaah, shittt!” I called out.  
 
    “You feel… so fucking gooood, Atticus!” Naia said breathlessly. “I… Shit, I can’t hold on!” 
 
    I didn’t even need to tell Naia what to do, because seconds later, a powerful orgasm raced through my mermaid’s body.  
 
    “Oh, oh, ooooh!” she moaned. “Mmmm, yesssss!” 
 
    I growled with pleasure as her juices drenched my cock and trickled from her entrance, but I continued to pound into the sinful mermaid while my own orgasm came into reach. 
 
    I wanted nothing more than to fill this beauty with my hot demon seed. I knew I wasn’t going to last much longer, but I also knew I wasn’t quite done with her yet.  
 
    I increased my speed some more, and it felt like my demonic heart was going to break free from my chest. My hips slammed against hers time after time, and a sly grin curled across my lips as I heard the echo of my heated skin slapping against hers.  
 
    “Atticus, I…” Naia paused to catch a breath. 
 
    “Yes?” I asked. 
 
    “Fill me, master, pleeeease!” she begged. “Give me everything you have, master!” 
 
    I slammed my hips forward once more, and then I held them there as a wave of cum sprayed out into Naia. The two of us called out as rounds upon rounds of my seed poured into her tunnel.  
 
    Then Naia climaxed for the third time, and we held each other close as our bodies trembled from the strength of our shared orgasms. Her skin was coated in a fine sheen of sweat, and Naia thrashed her head from one side to the other as my name rolled off her tongue over and over.  
 
    A smoky breath blew from my lips as the last of my cum sprayed into my precious mermaid, and stars floated through my violet eyes as our orgasms began to calm down.  
 
    However, I knew just from looking at the devilish expression on Naia’s face that she wasn’t done, and neither was I. 
 
    The two of us needed each other more than the Holy King needed his fucking followers.  
 
    Naia decided to take the lead this time, and she ordered me to the ground as she straddled my thighs. My cock instantly reacted from the sight and scent of her dripping pussy, so I was eager to claim her again as soon as Naia hovered herself above me.  
 
    Naia and I rocked and bounced in sync as we teased and satisfied each other, and my eyes never looked away from her breasts as they responded to the movement. Her tanned nipples silently begged to be played with, and I massaged them with both hands as Naia threw back her head and screamed out my name. 
 
    My mermaid settled her movements as a new wave of orgasms neared us, and she gently rocked against my cock as more satisfied sighs filled the cave. We found a gentle rhythm that kept me buried up to the hilt in her magnificent pussy, and the restrained energy coursing between us sent a jolt of intense pleasure through my veins. 
 
    I practically felt our bodies deflating as our orgasms reached a breaking point, and a soft smile curled across Naia’s lips as I released another wave of my heated seed into her womb. Her own sweet juices trickled down my cock while she quivered in my hold, and the sound of her soft and blissful sighs were going to stay with me for the rest of my existence. 
 
    Then she curled forward against my chest, and I held her lean body in a protective embrace while she recovered. Neither of us spoke for several minutes, either. We just laid there and basked in the calm we’d brought to one another, and it would never cease to amaze me how thoroughly tamed a mermaid could be in the right arms. 
 
    Once we had the ability to move, Naia and I shuffled back against a stone wall, but she remained on my lap until the aftermath of her multiple orgasms finally came to an end.  
 
    After a few more minutes, my mermaid slipped off my lap. She kept one hand on my chest as she tucked herself under my arm, and her soft breath blew across my skin as the sea air whipped around the cave.  
 
    I hadn’t noticed the breeze until that moment, but it was probably because I was too distracted by the temptation Naia brought with her. The sun was still shining, and I could hear the conversations the other mermaids shared among themselves, but I was still so wrapped up in Naia’s sinful wonders that I didn’t pay much attention to anything else around us.  
 
    There was something pleasantly different about being beside the sea when I claimed my woman. It was even better when there was a storm outside. I loved nothing more than hearing the thunder roar above us, or watching the lightning strike the ground as Naia quivered and cried out my name. 
 
    “I wish I could come back to the castle with you,” Naia whispered a moment later. “I miss you terribly whenever you have to leave.” 
 
    “As do I,” I replied. “The others miss you, too. They’re always asking if you can join us, or when they’ll see you again. But at least you aren’t too far away.” 
 
    “I have been thinking about giving Sirena more jobs so I can leave the cove more often,” Naia said as she propped her head up against my chest. “Unfortunately, you never want to keep a mermaid away from the sea for too long, so the castle can’t be a permanent residence for me, despite how much I want it to be.” 
 
    “What would happen if you weren’t near water?” I questioned. “I’ve never thought to ask.” 
 
    “It isn’t pretty,” she snickered. “I’ve never experienced it myself, but I’ve witnessed it before. Our skin glistens due to our scales, yet those scales depend on water to keep them shiny and healthy. Without the ability to swim or submerge ourselves for a long period of time, the scales become dry and flaky. Then they start to fall off, and it’s essentially our skin falling off. We’d be left with large, weeping wounds, and there isn’t a potion strong enough to heal that.” 
 
    “Is that why there’s always some of you in the water whenever I come here?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes.” Naia nodded against my chest. “The weather also affects it. As much as we love to sunbathe, the sun can seriously damage our skin, so we can’t sunbathe for too long before we have to get into the water.” 
 
    “There’s a water feature at the castle, and Sveila joked that you could live there,” I chuckled. “But I’m assuming you need more water than that?” 
 
    “Oh, yes, much more than that,” she giggled. “We have to be able to swim for miles, but we also have to be completely submerged. It can’t just be up to our shoulders. I suppose a bathing tub could work for a brief period of time if it was deep enough for me to put my head under. Or a water feature. But I cannot swim in either of those, so I have to take that into consideration, too.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t want anything to happen to you, or any of the mermaids,” I said with a light sigh. “So even if I don’t like leaving you here, I know it’s for your own safety.” 
 
    “Speaking of safety, what do you think is going to happen to the angel?” Naia asked. “Surely she can’t return to the Heavenly Glade, right?” 
 
    “I think it all depends on how she recovers.” I shrugged. “Hopefully Sveila’s potions will work, and her wounds will heal. But if the angel returned to the Heavenly Glade, I don’t think she’d live for very much longer. That is, if she even wakes up. Either way, the Holy King will be out to get us, so sending her back to the Heavenly Glade isn’t an option. She even warned me of that before she fell unconscious again.” 
 
    “She did?” Naia gasped. “What did she say?” 
 
    “The angel just told me to be careful,” I said. “She didn’t say any more than that, but Ashe and I are certain she was talking about the Heavenly Glade.” 
 
    “Well, you know that we’ll be more than happy to help you, or to take part in a fight,” Naia replied.  
 
    “I know.” I smiled as I kissed her forehead. “My army will need to be sorted out very soon, that’s for sure.” 
 
    “And try not to think too much about the guards, either,” Naia added. “I’ll be sure to watch anyone who sails past the cove. Those guards won’t have the chance to complete their malicious acts, whatever that may be.” 
 
    “The guards will need their Holy King to save them if they come across you.” I smirked. “Which would just give the bastard even more of a reason to unleash the entirety of the Heavenly Glade upon us.” 
 
    “And we’ll be ready when he does.” Naia grinned.  
 
    We remained in that same position for several more minutes, but neither of us said a word the entire time. I desperately wanted to stay, and I wanted to hold my precious mermaid against me as the sun slowly disappeared, but I knew I had to get back to the castle. 
 
    I didn’t particularly want to leave my women alone for long periods of time, even if I had the orcs and werewolves there to protect them. But I also needed to get back to check on the angel.  
 
    I wasn’t sure how long I’d been away, but I knew it had been at least a couple of hours, so the angel should be waking up soon, if Sveila’s potions had worked. There was also the fear that more demons could arrive while I was away, and they’d break down the castle walls if they sensed the angel was inside. 
 
    Although Ashe was strong enough to take on a demon by herself, even she wouldn’t survive if there was more than one of them headed toward her.  
 
    So I reluctantly changed back into my garments as Naia slipped on her green-blue dress, and then the two of us left the cove. 
 
    “Now will you swim with us, Atticus?” Sabrina asked from her spot in the shallow water.  
 
    “Next time.” I smiled. “I really must leave now.” 
 
    “I’ll hold you to that.” She smirked. “We won’t let you leave so easily next time.” 
 
    “Atticus is very busy,” Naia said with a soft smile. “But you’ll all have to behave if you want him to enter the water.” 
 
    “We’ll be on our best behavior, Naia,” Coralia giggled. “We always are when Atticus is involved.” 
 
    “Especially if he’ll reward us for being so good,” Sabrina replied.  
 
    The other mermaids around them just giggled, but I could see the playful smiles on their faces. I knew I’d have to swim with them one day, and I was excited to see them in their natural habitats. However, I loved nothing more than to tease them, so I was going to continue that game for a little while longer.  
 
    Once I’d said my goodbyes and given Naia one last kiss, I slipped into my smoky form before I took to the sky. I made sure to look out across the sea as I flew away, but I couldn’t see any vessels loaded with more guards, which was a good sign.  
 
    I drifted across the Shadow Quarters on my way back to Oakenpass. Some of the residents were sitting outside and enjoying the hot weather, whereas others were headed to and from the marketplace. The village seemed to be in good spirits, and the king’s wagon was nowhere to be seen, so at least the guards weren’t causing any issues with the undesirables. 
 
    In fact, if it wasn’t for the threat of the guards and the Heavenly Glade, I would have thought there was nothing going on in Rengfri. It looked as though the issues we’d had with the Church were gone, and now the residents could enjoy their freedom without looking over their shoulders every few minutes.  
 
    I wanted that to be the case, and I wanted to rid the entire island of anything that could have caused pain and suffering. But I knew that wasn’t going to happen until I’d worked out what was going on with the king’s guards, and until I knew the Holy King and the Dark King weren’t going to throw any more obstacles in my direction.  
 
    All of that was going to come in time, though. For now, I would continue doing what I was doing.  
 
    One of those tasks was to check on the angel, and that woman seemed to be at the front of my mind as I reached the castle.  
 
    “Atticus, welcome,” one of the orcs greeted me with a grunt.  
 
    His name was Oglzum, and he was missing a stubby finger on his right hand. 
 
    “Thank you,” I replied. “I assume there haven’t been any issues since I left?” 
 
    “No, no issues,” Oglzum said. “Angel awake. But nothing else.” 
 
    “She’s awake?” My violet eyes widened. “When did this happen?” 
 
    “Not long.” The orc shrugged. “She awake.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I said again.  
 
    Oglzum simply grunted and turned back around to peer over the castle walls, but I picked up my speed and ran through the main doors.  
 
    “Atticus!” Ashe called out excitedly as she skipped toward me. “So much has happened since you were away. Please, let me show you what Iris can now do with a dagger. She also made the angel a dress in that time! Aah, she’s so impressive!” 
 
    “I’d love to see what you’ve taught her, but I need to see the angel first,” I replied. “Is she still in the dining room?” 
 
    I could just about see the end of the dining table from where I stood, but I couldn’t see the angel upon it. Sveila said she didn’t want to move the holy celestial until the angel could do it herself, so I hoped that meant she was strong enough to sit up.  
 
    “She’s in the great hall,” Ashe replied. “Sveila is just changing her wrappings as we speak. But Atticus, if she bleeds real gold, we could make so many pieces selling that in the marketplace! The cloths are covered in her blood!”  
 
    Ashe gave me an excited grin, and she rubbed her hands together as she told me her plan. But as much as I wanted to collect more gold pieces, I didn’t think selling soiled cloths was the right way to go about it.  
 
    “You’re far too wicked for your own good,” I growled as I pulled the huntress against me. “However, I think the angel’s blood is just like ours, except not as congealed. It was a fantastic idea, though.” 
 
    “I know.” Ashe smirked. “Now, go and see the angel. She’s been asking for you.” 
 
    “She has?” I frowned.  
 
    “She has.” The huntress nodded. “And I have to hold my hands up and admit… she’s not as bad as I first thought.” 
 
    “Who would have thought demons from the Hellscape would become friends with an angel and a tinsel fairy,” I chuckled. “Sparkles would love to hear this.” 
 
    “Urgh.” Ashe’s lips curled down in disgust. “No, I still hate that bitch. If I hear her say ‘Flaky’ one more time…” 
 
    “I’ll be sure to hold you back, don’t worry,” I said as I placed a kiss on her forehead. 
 
    Ashe glanced off to the side, almost like she was thinking deeply about something. If I knew the huntress well enough, she was probably thinking of more ways to torture the tiny fairy, and it wouldn’t have surprised me if Sparkles was doing the same thing in a tavern somewhere.  
 
    Damn, those fairies can drink.  
 
    But I couldn’t think about Sparkles too much, especially when the angel had been asking for me.  
 
    The great hall was a grand space that took up one side of the castle. It was still pretty empty, and we hadn’t added much to it, but there was plenty of time to make it our own someday. As I walked in, I noticed a couch had been brought into the room, and the angel was lying peacefully across it.  
 
    There was a wooden table beside the couch which held more bottles of potion and some rolls of white cloth, and Sveila was standing behind the couch with a bucket of water in her hands.  
 
    “You’re back.” The Red Witch smiled as she squeezed out a cloth with one hand.  
 
    The angel turned her head slightly to look at me, but then her eyes softly closed like she’d fallen asleep. Her body was still wrapped up in white cloths, and I could see that her cuts were still bleeding from the gold stains that traveled across the material. At least it was nowhere near as much blood as before.  
 
    “How are you doing?” I asked as I walked across the black-and-white tiles. 
 
    “I’m… okay,” the angel sighed.  
 
    “She’s doing really well,” Sveila said. “The potions have worked wonderfully, and it looks like the majority of her wounds have started to heal. But I’ve told her to stay where she is for now, and she needs to rest until she’s fit enough to walk again.” 
 
    “My head hurts,” the angel mumbled as she brushed her forehead with a weak hand. “My wings hurt, too, but the pain isn’t as bad as it was before.” 
 
    “That’s good.” I smiled. “Have you been awake for long?” 
 
    “Um…” The angel looked up toward Sveila.  
 
    “It’s been about half an hour,” Sveila answered. “She had just enough energy to walk from the dining room, but I don’t want her to walk again for a while. Especially since her body is still absorbing the potions, so she’ll be weak for a while.” 
 
    “I don’t plan on going anywhere.” The angel let out a noise that sounded like a laugh, but there wasn’t any sort of strength behind it.  
 
    Her golden eyes closed again, and that time I was certain she’d fallen asleep from the soft breaths that blew in gentle waves from her lips. 
 
    “Would you like me to get you anything from the kitchen, Atticus?” Sveila asked as she cleaned up the cloths and buckets of water.  
 
    “No, thank you.” I shook my head. “But if you’re hungry, I can watch over the angel for now.” 
 
    “I don’t think she’ll be asleep for long,” Sveila laughed softly. “She tends to fall asleep for a minute or two, and then she’ll wake up and act like nothing happened.” 
 
    “I’ll let you know what happens,” I chuckled.  
 
    Just like Sveila said, the angel woke up a minute later, and she let out a small yawn as she stretched out her body. 
 
    “Mmm.” The angel winced. “I need to stop doing that.” 
 
    “That’s probably a wise move,” I replied.  
 
    “Where has the witch gone?” the angel asked as she noticed we were alone.  
 
    “She went to get some food from the kitchen,” I replied. “Are you hungry?” 
 
    “No, absolutely not,” the holy creature sighed again. “I haven’t eaten for days, but I don’t think I could stomach anything right now.” 
 
    “Days?” I frowned. “The Holy King starved you, too?” 
 
    I wanted to kill that bastard even more than I did before.  
 
    “Food is only given to those who deserve it,” the angel said. “I certainly didn’t.” 
 
    “Well, we don’t have that rule here,” I snarled. “You can eat whatever, and whenever you want.” 
 
    “Maybe later.” The angel shrugged, but then she winced again. “However, before I eat anything, you and I need to talk.”

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
    Before I could offer a response to the angel, she fell asleep again. She’d only been awake for a matter of seconds, so I could just imagine how long this conversation was going to take if her body kept shutting down on her.  
 
    I chose that free time to grab a wooden chair from the dining room, and then I angled it at the end of the couch while I waited for the angel to wake up again.  
 
    She had a constant frown etched between her eyebrows, and every time her foot twitched or she lifted a finger, the frown would deepen even more. The angel was clearly in a lot of pain, but as well as pain, she looked like she was riddled with sadness. 
 
    It could have been because of the fall and the numerous injuries, but the angel’s golden eyes weren’t as bright as they were when I first met her. They’d lost their shine, and I’d noticed my women held the same expressions whenever they were sad or worried about something. 
 
    I still had the same desire to help the angel, and that feeling seemed to increase when I noticed her fragile state. But there was another feeling racing through my body, and I couldn’t quite put my finger on what that was.  
 
    Was it sadness? 
 
    Was I also sad that the angel felt the way she did? 
 
    Or was it just because I’d noticed that expression in my women’s eyes, so it was a natural reaction for me to take that feeling from them, just so they didn’t have to go through the pain? 
 
    It was another question to add to the growing pile, and I hoped my conversation with the angel would help to sort out those questions. 
 
    A short minute later, the angel’s head began to roll from shoulder to shoulder, and then her nose began to twitch as she opened her eyes.  
 
    “Hi,” I said.  
 
    “Hi,” she replied through a yawn. “I’m sorry, did I fall asleep again?” 
 
    “You did, but it’s fine.” I shrugged. “We can have this conversation later if you’d prefer to get more sleep?” 
 
    I really didn’t want to put this off any longer, but I also knew the conversation would be pointless if she was just going to fall asleep every few minutes.  
 
    “No, no, let’s have it now,” the angel said with some sort of determination. “I’ll do my best to stay awake, I promise. Plus, I feel a bit more awake than I did before.” 
 
    “Okay.” I sat forward in my seat and balanced my elbows against my knees. “So, what did you want to talk about?” 
 
    “Firstly, I think I need some clarification,” the angel began. “No, I know I need some clarification. What happened earlier?” 
 
    “You don’t remember?” I smiled, even though it wasn’t funny in the slightest.  
 
    “I remember making the decision to leave the Heavenly Glade, and then I woke up to find Ashe and Sveila looking down on me,” the angel snorted. “It was an interesting way to wake up, that’s for sure.” 
 
    “Basically, you scared the shit out of a few black fairies as you suddenly fell from the sky,” I explained. “I was having a meeting with Madame Nyra, and the next thing I knew you had crashed into the ground. We all thought you were dead. We certainly didn’t think you’d survive a fall like that.” 
 
    “I’m…” The angel glanced off to the side. “Wow, I didn’t think it was as intense as that.” 
 
    “It was pretty intense.” I nodded. “But tell me what happened. How did this all start?” 
 
    I was pretty sure I knew the answer to that, but I wanted the angel to tell me in her own words.  
 
    “Well…” the angel sighed, but then she dropped her head as more sadness appeared in her eyes. “Um…” 
 
    I didn’t want to pressure the angel into saying anything, so I relaxed back in my chair and simply waited for her to start talking again.  
 
    “I knew the Holy King wasn’t going to be pleased with me, but I was ready to explain everything to him when I returned to the Heavenly Glade,” she explained. “You see, every angel has a purpose, and it’s forced into us to complete our jobs without question. I’d failed my mission, and I knew that, but I still hoped the Holy King would listen to what I had to say. I… I always saw him as a wholesome man, one who cared for us greatly. He didn’t care as much for other beings, but he saw angels like myself as children, or family. We were cared for. So I thought about that, as well as everything I was going to say on my journey up there. I was determined to sit him down, explain the story, and then see what he said about the behavior of those High Elves.” 
 
    “Okay…” I led. 
 
    “But I knew something was wrong as soon as I arrived,” she said as she looked down at her fingers. “I’m not sure if you’re aware, but there are five different levels to the Heavenly Glade. Each part holds a different level of… power, so to speak. So the more respected you are, the higher you go. I was on the third level before I was sent to the Port of Rengfri. The Guardian Angels own the fourth, and the Holy King owns the entirety of the fifth level.” 
 
    “So you were pretty good,” I said with a smug smile.  
 
    “I thought I was.” The angel rolled her eyes. “Because I was living on the third level, I would automatically go there whenever I went home. It’s like… oh, I’m not sure how to explain it.” 
 
    “Like a void?” I suggested. “I always found myself back within my void whenever I returned from a mission, and I didn’t even need to think about it. I was forced to go there and remain in that one place. Then I’d only leave the void if I had to do something.” 
 
    “Yes, that sounds about right.” The angel nodded. “I didn’t even need to think about traveling up through each level. But this time, I found myself on the first level when I returned. I stood in front of the heavenly gates, guarded by the gracious beasts that control who enter and who doesn’t. A select group of angels stand beside the pegasi, and they study each arrival to work out whether these arrivals deserve to be in such a holy place. If they have a hint of evil inside them, it is the pegasi’s job to remove them from the gates. Only the purest are allowed to enter.” 
 
    I couldn’t help but snort at how hypocritical that sounded. Especially as I’d never come across anyone more evil than holy followers. Particularly angels. 
 
    “What?” The angel frowned.  
 
    “It’s nothing,” I laughed. “So everyone up there has a different purpose. What’s yours?” 
 
    “I’m part of a group who watches over the Kingdom of Selythia,” she replied. “The Holy King has a group of angels for every section of the world. It’s our job to make sure the world below is full of peace, and we’re to keep watch to make sure it stays that way. I was told to watch over Rengfri, and others watch over the other islands in this kingdom. So as soon as you and Ashe arrived, my group and I saw that. We were told to sit back and let your heathen king deal with you at first. But we kept tabs on you occasionally, and that information was then taken to the Holy King. He’s the one who decides what we do and when our interference is needed. As soon as it was confirmed that you’d taken down the Church, I was given the mission to come down and destroy you. That was the only way peace would be restored in Rengfri.” 
 
    “But… there are people doing much worse,” I pointed out.  
 
    “I’ll get to that.” The angel nodded. “Anyway, when I arrived at the Heavenly Glade, I found myself outside the gates. That’s when I knew things weren’t going to be as straightforward as I’d first thought. The Holy King had been watching me. Of course, he had. My group had been watching my every move to be sure I didn’t need backup. Now, I couldn’t instantly return to the third level, and it was like I was arriving for the first time. I explained that I needed to speak to the Holy King, and that the angels and pegasi had to let me through. That was when one of the Guardian Angels came over. He said the Holy King wanted to speak with me, and I had to follow him right away.” 
 
    I assumed these Guardian Angels were like the equivalent of Lord Admirals or Lord Generals in the Hellscape. It was a hierarchy, and the admirals were the closest thing to the Dark King. 
 
    “I was made to follow the Guardian Angel through each level until we finally reached the fifth,” the angel replied. “He never spoke to me once, despite how many questions I asked. Then as we arrived outside the Holy King’s temple, I was told to wait there for my next instruction. It was… unnerving, to say the least. I’d been to the temple a countless number of times throughout my existence, but I’d never been escorted there and left to wait outside. Then, a couple of hours later, the grand doors opened, and I was told to go inside.” 
 
    “Do hours run the same in the Heavenly Glade as on the surface world?” I asked out of curiosity. 
 
    “No, they’re much different,” she replied. “One hour here is about three or four up there, so I had to wait for a long time.” 
 
    It was similar in the Hellscape, so I just nodded for her to continue. 
 
    “It’s funny now, but I remember feeling relieved when the Holy King stood before me,” the angel murmured. “Just the sight of him soothed me. I thought everything was going to get sorted out. I would explain the reasons behind my actions, and then I’d be sent back to the third level with the rest of my group. But he didn’t give me the chance to explain. Instead, I was told to go downstairs to the worship room and settle myself on the floor. Whenever an angel feels guilty about anything, we have the opportunity to worship in peace, and to open our hearts to the Holy King. Every level has one, so it wasn’t a huge surprise that I was told to go, but it was a surprise that I had to do it in the Holy King’s private worship room.” 
 
    “He worships himself?” I chuckled. “Then again, the Dark King has always seen himself as the greatest being around, too. So I guess it’s not too dissimilar. Anyway, you were saying?” 
 
    “Yes.” She nodded. “I prepared myself for worship, and I began to mutter the entire story out loud. I said how the High Elves had been targeting an innocent, and how I couldn’t allow that to happen. It was against everything we’ve been taught. Only the evil are to be targeted. But then the Holy King walked in and stopped me there. He stroked my hair and sat beside me, and his voice was sweet, but… too sweet. It was different from his usual tone, and it was surprisingly calm considering everything I’d done. I’ve always wanted to please my Holy King and longed for his comfort, but the difference in his attitude made me see that something had changed. He wasn’t the sweet, loving king I’ve worshiped since the day I arrived at the gates. It was different, and it terrified me.” 
 
    I sat in silence as I waited for the angel to continue.  
 
    “Then he…” she sighed. “Then he asked me if I knew what happened to those who disobeyed his rules. I said I did, and I said they’d have to sit in the worship room, on their knees, for one hundred days and nights until the sin had left their bodies. But then he said… He said: ‘Sweet, sweet Dahlia, how wrong you are.’ And then the smile left his lips, and his golden eyes began to darken.” 
 
     So her name was Dahlia. 
 
    For all the time we’d been circling around one another, I never knew her name, but it was nice not to have to call her ‘the angel’ anymore. 
 
    “The Holy King began to list everything I’d done since I’d arrived in Rengfri,” she explained. “He told me everything I’d done wrong, and the chances I’d missed. I could have killed you so many times, but I always kept slipping away, and he didn’t like that. He also said that the High Elves had their missions to complete, and I didn’t have the power to stop them. Whatever the High Elves had to do was none of my business, yet I’d stopped them from completing their holy tasks.” 
 
    “But you were saving Iris.” I clenched my fists. “You were saving an innocent.” 
 
    Dahlia looked down at her hands as a look or sorrow took over her beautiful face. “The Holy King said she was no longer innocent. Even then, it no longer mattered how bright her aura was. She showed fondness for you, so I should have killed her, too. Anyone who succumbed to the sins of demons, even in the mind, has to be killed.” 
 
    “Motherfucker,” I growled. 
 
    “And because of that, I was going to be punished.” Dahlia motioned toward her beaten body. “I was going to be whipped and beaten for every High Elf that died that night, as well as the chances I’d missed to kill you. But… but no one in the Heavenly Glade is treated like that unless they’re purely evil. I was… I was being compared to the filth that litter the surface world. I was going to be truly punished for my sins, and I was being held accountable for the murder of holy followers– the greatest sin anyone could ever commit, especially an angel. I was even forced to watch the Holy King dine on the greatest food, but I wasn’t allowed any of it. Only the good deserve to eat and drink, and they now hate me as much as they hate you, so…” 
 
    “Fucking hell.” I shook my head. 
 
    “The Holy King kept up the sweet facade the entire time, even when he described how I wasn’t going to leave the temple until my body was free of sins,” Dahlia continued. “I thought being whipped and beaten was the worst, but that was only the beginning. What I’d done was inexcusable, according to him, so a few lashes across my stomach was nothing to the Holy King. So when he started to… Oh, goodness…” 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said softly. “You don’t have to tell me.” 
 
    I loved hearing about gruesome torture, and normally I’d want to hear every detail, but it was clear to see what the angel had been through. I knew any descriptions were going to anger me instead of please me, so I was okay with Dahlia not going into specific detail.  
 
    But Dahlia had other ideas.  
 
    “He started by breaking my wings,” she said with her eyes tightly closed. “I can still hear the noise the feathers made as they were ripped off my wings. The bones were shattered and the cartilage was torn. His terrifyingly sweet voice echoed around the worship room as he told me that I no longer needed my wings. If I wasn’t going to complete my missions properly, then why did I need them? Wings are earned, and so is respect. Without my wings I’m nothing, and he said he wanted me to know that. But he had that evil smile on his face the entire time.” 
 
    I hated that holy bastard even more than I did before today. 
 
    “For days I was whipped and beaten,” Dahlia said as she suddenly sobbed into her hand. “At one point, the Holy King started striking both my stomach and my back until thirteen fresh lashes had been added to both. I was… I was so weak, Atticus. To the point where I had to be dragged from room to room because I couldn’t walk anymore. I thought I was going to die, and I often pleaded for him to kill me there and then. But he just smiled and said that I was no use to him dead.” 
 
    “You were no use to him alive, either.” I frowned. “That’s what it sounds like, anyway.” 
 
    “But if I died then he’d have no means of purifying me.” Dahlia swiped her tear-stained eyes. “The Holy King firmly believes in beating and tormenting the evil creatures of the world, it’s the only way to fully absolve them of the sins within their bodies and minds. And I’m now one of them, so why would he stop just because I begged him to?” 
 
    A wisp of smoke blew from my lips, but I couldn’t help it. My sinews were flaming hotter than ever as I listened to all this holy bullshit, but when a dusting of ash began to waft through the air around me, I took a deep, steadying breath to keep my rage as much in check as possible. 
 
    Dahlia waited in silence while I cooled my temper, and then I motioned for her to continue. 
 
    “As his whip would slice through my skin, the Holy King would ask me questions,” she added in a tenser tone. “He demanded I tell him how much I cared for you, or if I’d prefer to follow your orders instead of his.” 
 
    “I never made you do anything,” I said as my anger simmered in my throat like hot coals. 
 
    “I know that, and he probably did, too, but it no longer mattered,” she replied. “The Holy King found any excuse to cause me more pain, so he began to mentally torment me, too. He’s furious that you and I worked together to kill the High Elves, but he’s even more angry that you’re still alive. So he made it very clear that you aren’t going to be alive for much longer. He kept saying how he had the perfect plan in mind, and no filthy demon could survive what he had in store for you. I don’t know what he’s planning, but he’s planning something big, and it’ll probably happen soon. Sooner than we might think.” 
 
    “I think I knew that part, because you woke up once, but very briefly,” I said. “You woke up to warn me, and you told me to be careful, but then you passed out again.” 
 
    “I did?” Dahlia asked. “I don’t remember that… But it does make sense, I suppose.” 
 
    “I thought he’d do something,” I grumbled. “I’ve had that feeling since I saved the undesirables from the church, and that’s when you arrived… But anyway, how did you manage to escape?” 
 
    “It was when my torment came to an end,” she explained. “The Holy King was so pleased to see that I was now free from sin, but I knew that was all bullshit. He just wanted to keep the smile on his face. He said that as soon as I’d completed one hundred days of worship I could return to the first level. I’d have to go through all of my training again, and my food would be rationed, but at least I could still serve him. How wonderful…” 
 
    I rolled my eyes at just how insane this man was.  
 
    “However, I’d rather live in the Hellscape than go through all of that again,” Dahlia continued. “I now know not to believe a word he says, and because I was treated worse than the undesirables in Rengfri, I knew what he was saying was all lies. So I found my own way out. It is a rule that we can leave whenever we want, but we’d lose our place in the Heavenly Glade. Nobody wants to give up their place worshiping the Holy King, so why would they even think about leaving?” 
 
    “Yes, why would they?” I snickered. 
 
    “I asked the Holy King if I could leave, to which his smile faltered for the first time,” the angel sighed. “I tried to act like the poor, innocent watcher I was once. I said that I hated myself for what I’d done. After all, it was our job to ensure only the holy reigned in this world, but I’d acted foolishly, and now I wanted to punish myself. I said it wasn’t fair for him to have an angel who couldn’t complete their jobs properly, so I was doing him a favor by leaving.” 
 
    “And he accepted that?” I asked. 
 
    “Not really, because then he’d lose his current obsession,” she snorted. “He loved torturing me, so I think he didn’t want to lose that. However, I’d asked to leave, and he probably thought I’d have a worse life here on the surface world. Especially if his ‘plan’ has anything to do with it. He also knew I wouldn’t get very far with broken wings, so he beat me one more time, and then he told me I could leave. He told me to pass on his blessings to you, and that’s… that’s the last thing I remember.” 
 
    “Well, he can take his fucking blessings and do what he wants with them,” I snarled. 
 
    “I may have silently told him that, too.” Dahlia pursed her lips as she tried not to laugh.  
 
    It infuriated me to hear about Dahlia’s torment, more so than I’d expected, but hearing about everything that went on in the Heavenly Glade made me think about something else. What Dahlia went through wasn’t right or fair in the slightest, because she might not have killed me, but she had been doing the right thing by saving Iris. At least, that’s what I thought. 
 
    However, the Holy King’s reaction reminded me of the Dark King, and the decisions he’d made in the past. 
 
    Not only were the layouts roughly the same, what with the voids in the Hellscape and the various levels in the Heavenly Glade, but there were other similarities, too. Dahlia had said disobedient angels usually had to worship their leader for one hundred days and nights to be absolved of their failures. Yet she’d been abused the same way I would if the Holy King came across me. 
 
    Her torment didn’t make any sort of sense to me, almost like how the Dark King’s ordering me out on a damn suicide mission didn’t make sense, either. 
 
    “Have you ever thought that something strange was going on in the Heavenly Glade?” I asked.  
 
    “What do you mean?” Dahlia asked.  
 
    “I mean, have the Holy King’s decisions ever confused you?” I queried. “Because I’ve thought the same thing about the Hellscape recently. The Dark King gave me a mission to travel up to Rengfri and carry on ridding the surface world of all evil. But I was sent on that mission alone, a mission that was potentially suicidal because this is holy land. So I’ve never quite understood why I was sent alone, and why I didn’t have more support beside me.” 
 
    “It doesn’t make sense,” Dahlia mumbled. “I’ve always brushed it off, because I trusted the Holy King to do what was right for us. Even if we had any queries, none of us ever had the courage to actually say anything. His word alone is all that is needed for angels to trust in his grand plans. But the Holy King knows you’re a powerful enough demon to escape the Dark King’s clutches, and you also have Ashe on your side, so I shouldn’t have been the only one sent here. And when things went wrong… no backup ever arrived.” 
 
    “Especially given what I’ve done in the past, your squadron should’ve all been sent here together,” I snorted. “I never killed you even when I had the chance, but I have killed plenty of angels in the past, you know that. There’s also everything I did to The Blessed, the Church… So even though I don’t quite understand the need to unleash the entire Heavenly Glade on my ass, he certainly should have sent more than just one angel to complete this mission.” 
 
    “I know.” Dahlia nodded her head. “Like I said, I don’t know what this plan is, however, you shouldn’t take this lightly. If the Holy King wants something, then he’s going to get it.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, I’ve been planning for it.” I smirked as I stretched out my back. “I have an army being formed as we speak, so whenever this war does happen, I won’t be standing alone on the battlefield.” 
 
    “And I’ll fight alongside you,” Dahlia said with determination. “I might not be able to go anywhere just yet, and I’ve never heard of an angel siding with a demon before, but things change. I don’t follow the Holy King’s orders anymore.” 
 
    “What?” My violet eyes widened. “You’ve already turned your back on him? As far as I know, that’s never happened before…” 
 
    “Like how no demon’s turned their back on the Dark King?” Dahlia smirked. 
 
    “Well, yeah,” I snorted. “I guess we’re more alike than I first thought. But are you serious about this? I mean, you said something about not being able to return to the Heavenly Glade now that you’ve chosen to leave, but surely you can still follow him, right? Become a member of the Church or something? Fulfill your purpose–” 
 
    “Why would I want to do that?” she scoffed. “I trusted him to care for me, and all angels in the Heavenly Glade. I was brainwashed before now, Atticus. I thought I was doing the right thing by targeting undesirables, but I see differently now. I was treated like one of them, and I almost died because of a mistake I’d made, even though that ‘mistake’ was made for the purpose of doing good and protecting the innocent. If that’s how the Holy King sees me, if that’s how he’s going to treat me for the rest of my existence, then I don’t want to be a part of it. It’s… it’s wrong to judge and punish beings in this way, Atticus. It pains me to know it, but it’s true. I can’t deny that.” 
 
    I stared at the angel for a long moment as my mind struggled to understand what I was hearing. 
 
    An angel who acknowledged that the holy way was bullshit? 
 
    I wasn’t quite sure what to think of that, but at the moment, I was oddly worried for Dahlia. She wasn’t mine to care for, but I still wanted to make sure she wasn’t going to regret her actions. The Holy King was her life up until a few days ago, so part of me wanted to tell her to think it over before she made any sudden decisions.  
 
    But at the same time, I’d known when I needed to escape from the Hellscape. It had felt so clear to me when I’d heard my Lord Captain’s orders in my head. I’d known I had to remove that fucking shackle from my arm and be done with the whole thing. So I assumed Dahlia must have felt the same way, and if she thought it was the right thing to do, then who was I to stop her? 
 
    “If that’s what you want to do, then I respect that.” I nodded. “Ashe would say you have a lot of balls for doing something as big as that, and I’d have to agree.” 
 
    “I don’t want to be someone’s holy slave anymore,” Dahlia said with certainty. “I don’t want to ruin the lives of others just because it’s what I’ve been told to do. I want to see their auras for myself, and I want to be able to tell who’s evil and who isn’t, without being told to kill them just for being different. I can’t go anywhere right now, but I’m determined to fight, and I’m determined to live a free life without His higher ruling controlling my every move.” 
 
    A smile crossed my face, but this one was full of pride. I understood how she felt, and it took a lot of guts to do what she’d done. 
 
    “You’re right when you said you won’t be going anywhere,” I snorted humorlessly. “I’d be surprised if you can even walk to the bathing room, let alone kill anyone. But speaking of killing someone, what about your powers? Do you still have them? Or do they leave once you’ve left the Heavenly Glade?” 
 
    “I was created with Holy Light and Angel Dust formed deep within my body,” Dahlia explained. “I haven’t used those powers since the fight against the High Elves, but I know they’re still there. However, it all depends on how strong my body is. Right now, I could probably channel my powers, but they won’t do anything, so I need to make sure I’m strong enough before I even think about using them. But it no longer matters who I serve or who I don’t, those powers never leave me. Whether I’m in Rengfri or the third level of the Heavenly Glade.” 
 
    I glanced along the couch and across the tiled flooring, but I couldn’t see any gold dust anywhere. That was always a sign for us to know the angel was present, apart from her recognizable scent, so I imagined the dust would form again once her wounds had healed.  
 
    But the mention of her scent made me realize that her distinct smell had changed slightly. Dahlia smelled like angelic perfection, and it was disgusting yet also delicious at the same time. She still had the angelic notes to her aroma, but it was starting to lose its utter purity, and I had a feeling it was because of the sins she’d apparently committed.  
 
    Before I could question the angel on those subtle changes, one of the doors to the great hall was pushed open, and Iris shuffled in with a small smile on her delicate face. She had a brass tray in one hand, and there was a bundle of white material propped over her left arm.  
 
    “I’m sorry for interrupting you,” she said quietly. “I wanted to bring the angel her new dress, and Sveila made some tea for her to drink.” 
 
    “You’re not interrupting us,” I replied. “And her name is Dahlia, so we don’t need to call her ‘the angel’ anymore.” 
 
    “Oh, Dahlia.” Iris’ eyes widened. “What a beautiful name.” 
 
    “As is yours.” Dahlia smiled. 
 
    Iris placed the brass tray on the small wooden table, and then we helped Dahlia carefully sit up so her shoulders were resting against the arm of the couch.  
 
    “Ow, ow, ow.” Dahlia winced with one arm over her stomach. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” Iris placed her hand over her mouth. “I really didn’t mean to hurt you.” 
 
    “It’s not your fault,” Dahlia said as she let out a deep breath. “It hurts to even breathe right now, so you didn’t do anything wrong.” 
 
    “Well, Sveila is confident this tea will help,” Iris replied. “Apparently it works alongside the potions to help heal your wounds internally. She told me to warn you that it doesn’t taste very nice, but it should speed up the process a little more.” 
 
    I peered inside the clay cup to see a dark brown liquid with a slice of orange bobbing on the surface. I wasn’t sure if that was to add flavor to the dirty-looking tea, but the juice of an orange had helped Ashe when she had her skin condition, so that could have also been why Sveila added it.  
 
    Once the angel was in a somewhat comfortable position, Iris picked up the cup and held it against Dahlia’s lips. The two of them then cradled the cup with both hands, and Dahlia blew off some of the steam before she took a sip.  
 
    “Oh, wow,” Dahlia groaned as the cup was moved away. “Sveila was right, it tastes horrible. There’s some sweetness from the orange, but that’s about it.” 
 
    “Hopefully you won’t have to drink it for too long,” Iris giggled softly. “Now, Sveila also asked me to check on your wrappings. Do you know if they need to be changed?” 
 
    I sat back down on the chair as I watched Iris carefully examine the cloths that covered Dahlia’s entire body. The little elf would peel off one cloth and look underneath, and then she’d flatten it back down before she moved onto another. 
 
    “The cuts look like they’ve stopped bleeding…” Iris muttered. “Don’t worry, I won’t make you turn over just yet. But I’ll leave this for Sveila to look over, and then she can decide what to do next. Now, would you like to have a look at your dress?” 
 
    “I’d love to.” Dahlia smiled. “You made this yourself?” 
 
    “Yes.” Iris nodded. “I make all of my clothes, and Ashe’s, Sveila’s, and the twins’, too. It didn’t take me very long.” 
 
    “Did Lux and Lixiss find their chains?” I smirked.  
 
    “Yes,” Iris giggled. “They’re actually still making something, but I think Sveila was able to convince them that Dahlia won’t want any chains across her body.” 
 
    “Yes, no thank you,” Dahlia said with an amused smirk. 
 
    “But I have made you this,” Iris said as she unfolded the white dress. “It’s open at the back to give your wings room to mend, but also so you can wear it without having to tie anything. If you’d like to wear it now, you can, and you just have to slip it over your arms.” 
 
    The dress was made mostly out of white lace, but it had a silk lining underneath. From the length of the dress, it looked like it would stop just below Dahlia’s knees. The sleeves were short and cropped, and there was a V-shaped neckline which Iris probably added to include some sort of modesty. 
 
    We had no idea what Dahlia liked to wear, so I imagined Iris took all of that into consideration.  
 
    As Iris turned the dress around, I noticed four thin pieces of silk had been sewn onto the dress. I assumed that was so Dahlia could tie the dress up at the back, or leave it open like Iris had suggested.  
 
    “This is beautiful,” Dahlia said as she held out a weak arm. “Can I touch it?” 
 
    “Of course, it’s yours,” Iris replied with a modest nod. 
 
    I watched as the two women examined the dress, and Dahlia stared intently at the intricate lace detailing. 
 
    “We still have your other dress, but it’s rather torn,” Iris said as she helped Dahlia put her arms through the sleeves. “Lux and Lixiss are trying to find some chains to piece the dress back together, or I can fix it for you.” 
 
    The dress completely covered the wrappings, and if it wasn’t for the bruises on her face, it would have almost looked like the angel didn’t have any injuries at all. 
 
    That was, until Dahlia tried to do anything, and her injuries instantly prevented her.  
 
    “This looks perfect.” Dahlia brushed her hands across the white dress. “I don’t mind what you do with the other one. You can even burn it, I don’t care.” 
 
    “Don’t say that too loudly around Ashe,” I snickered. “She’d have me create a fire in an instant. The little huntress loves a roaring fire.” 
 
    “That doesn’t surprise me,” Dahlia laughed. “But honestly, I don’t mind.” 
 
    “We won’t do anything just yet, not until you’ve made a solid decision.” Iris smiled. “I’m going to go back into the kitchen to help Ashe finish dinner, so would you like me to bring anything in for you?” 
 
    “I’m okay, thank you,” the angel replied. “The tea will do for now.” 
 
    “Okay.” She nodded. “Atticus? Would you like anything?” 
 
    “I’ll come through when dinner is ready,” I told her. “But thank you.” 
 
    “And thank you for the beautiful dress,” Dahlia added.  
 
    “Of course.” Iris smiled. “It’s what I’m here for.” 
 
    “There’s much more than that, but okay.” I smirked.  
 
    Iris simply giggled, and then she turned on her dainty feet and left the room. I found myself staring at the door while it closed behind the elf, and I was pretty sure I felt a softer smile on my face than usual. It wasn’t my usual wicked grin, but it felt surprisingly comfortable. Almost natural, in a distant sort of way.  
 
    “You’re different around her,” Dahlia said suddenly.  
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked as I looked back at the angel.  
 
    “I don’t know.” She shrugged lightly. “But I thought you were different around Iris when I first came to Rengfri, and that just proves it.” 
 
    “I suppose I am,” I agreed. “I’m not sure why, because I love all my women equally. But I think it’s because Iris is so sweet and innocent, whereas the others have more of a… backbone, I guess you could call it.” 
 
    “She’s been through a lot,” Dahlia sighed. “I cannot believe I allowed such awful things to happen to her.” 
 
    “You know what happened to her?” I asked. 
 
    “Of course, I do,” she said sadly. “My group and I were the ones to look over Rengfri, remember? We watched as undesirables were ordered from their homes, and we watched in… well, in excitement as the ‘impure creatures’ were done away with. That is why Iris has a distant pain in her eyes. She experienced something traumatic and somehow managed to overcome the temptation to lash out over it. But it pains me to know that I was partly responsible for that.” 
 
    I hadn’t noticed anything but love in Iris’ eyes, but it made sense that Dahlia had spotted pain hidden in the depths of the elf’s soft blue eyes.  
 
    “You’re right, she has,” I said as I tried to control my anger at the recollection. “Iris has been on her own for the majority of her life, but I wouldn’t hold you personally responsible. It’s all because of your Holy King. He gave the orders, and like you said, you were brainwashed. You thought you were doing the right thing.” 
 
    “Until recently, I thought punishment was reserved for the sinners who deserved it,” Dahlia said sadly. 
 
    “I still don’t understand why your lot hate undesirables so much,” I replied. “I know you work, or worked, for the Holy King, so you’re far superior and you’re full of righteousness or whatever. But you’re no different than fairies just because you have holy blood in your veins. You both have wings, right? Why are angels loved and worshiped, but guards are taking fairies and innocent elves to the church’s basement where they’d be tortured? It doesn’t make any sense to me. 
 
    “In the eyes of the Holy King, undesirables are naturally inclined toward evil and are therefore born already ‘impure.’” Dahlia grimaced at the words and looked genuinely embarrassed for a moment. “I… I actually thought the Blessed and the mortal followers left the innocent alive if they were found to be worthy of His love, that those soldiers only targeted those who had a true root of evil within them, but overall, I believed the likelihood of there being any good in them was slim to none. Now I know the truth, and now I can see what I’ve done wrong.” 
 
    I shook my head. “See? That’s why this holier-than-thou shit is dangerous. Us demons know evil. It runs in our veins. So we focus on the evil of a creature rather than their race or species. We feel around for the depth of it, the nature of it, the extent to which a being might be inclined to lean a little too far into it… We take our work seriously. This is why punishment should be left up to our kind instead of yours.” 
 
    Dahlia pursed her lips at this, but then she smirked a little, and I chuckled at the strangeness of having this sort of chiding between an angel and a demon. I never would have imagined it possible, but here I was. 
 
    “Wait…” Dahlia paused as she glanced off into the distance. “I vaguely remember Ashe and Sveila were talking about guards when I first woke up. Something about how the guards haven’t entered Oakenpass yet… Are they still around?” 
 
    “The guards?” I repeated. “Yes, they arrived a couple of days ago. I don’t know where they came from, or why they’re here, but we didn’t appreciate seeing the king’s wagon on the road. They have magical weapons, too, so part of me thinks that either they kept them from previous raids, or the raids have happened again, and they’ve been going on this entire time.” 
 
    “That must have happened while I was in the temple…” Dahlia mumbled. “I hadn’t seen any here before I left, so I obviously hadn’t been a part of any plans or conversations while I was away.” 
 
    “So do you know why they’re here?” I asked. “Are they collecting more undesirables?” 
 
    “I think you know the answer to that one…” Dahlia nodded slowly. “I mean, it’s part of the Holy King’s mission to rid the world of undesirables. As long as there’s still undesirables in this world, then he isn’t going to stop.” 
 
    “I guess,” I sighed. “I always wondered why the king never did anything when I took down the Church and freed the captives, and maybe that’s why. They were going to continue taking and killing undesirables from other islands anyway, so it didn’t matter if I’d ruined a small part of their plan.” 
 
    “It seems that way,” Dahlia agreed. “I mainly watched over Rengfri, as you know, but there are other undesirables residing on other islands. I can’t give you exact numbers, because so much could have changed since I was out of the loop. But either way, you’ll have to do something, Atticus, because this cannot carry on.” 
 
    “I know,” I sighed. 
 
    “Do you know what you’re going to do?” the angel asked.  
 
    “Not completely.” I ran both hands through my choppy hair. “But now that you’ve confirmed my suspicions, then other undesirables are probably in danger on other islands. They’re being unfairly punished because of this ‘justice’ the Church is bringing about, so I need to try and find them before it’s too late.” 
 
    “And how are you going to do that?” Dahlia questioned.  
 
    “It’s easy.” I smirked. “I’d need to start by tracking down the king.” 
 
    “Wait, the mortal king?” Dahlia raised her blonde eyebrows. “You’re going to track down the ruler of these lands?” 
 
    “Of course.” I shrugged. “That motherfucker holds all the answers. So he’ll know exactly where these undesirables are being kept. I can’t put a stop to this shit until I put a stop to him first.” 
 
    “But are you aware of how many guards and soldiers that man has?” the angel asked. “He’s extremely powerful, Atticus.” 
 
    “Yes, but I’m a demon from the Hellscape,” I said with force behind my words. “And he and the Holy King are going to regret ever trying to fuck with me.”

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
    The tea Sveila had made Dahlia held more than just healing qualities, and it caused the angel to feel extremely drowsy, more than she was before. 
 
    There wasn’t anything else I needed to discuss at that moment, so as the conversation came to an end, I told Dahlia to sleep, and I’d come and check on her later in the evening. I desperately wanted to start tracking down the mortal king, so I knew that was the best time to do it.  
 
    As my women graced the dining table with their luxurious dinner, I joined them to eat, but I also explained my plan to them. They were shocked at first, but the majority of them understood why I needed to find the king so quickly. Iris was slightly more hesitant, but that was down to the fact that the king had ruined her life.  
 
    However, after Lux, Lixiss, Ashe, and Sveila had explained everything to the little elf, Iris became slightly more understanding. She still wasn’t comfortable with me going out alone, but she also said she wasn’t going to stop me. 
 
    After all, he was just a mortal king. 
 
    But then we had to work out how I was going to find the king in the first place. Dahlia had been focusing on Rengfri, so she wasn’t certain where the king lived right now because he liked to move around. All she could say was that any undesirables on that island would have been killed instantly. He wouldn’t want to have any “impure creatures” living on his land. 
 
    But I still had to find him. 
 
    Madame Nyra knew some details about the king, too, but even she didn’t quite know where the bastard lived, and that was information I needed to get my hands on. Even if it was just a rough location, at least it was something, and I could go from there.  
 
    That was when Sveila came up with an idea.  
 
    The werewolves had knowledge of the neighboring islands because of their amethyst business. The pack weren’t followers of the king, but they might know where the king lived, or at least where he used to reside. 
 
    There had to be somebody who knew more about the king, and I wasn’t going to stop until I’d collected every detail.  
 
    So as dinner came to an end, I gave each of my women a hug and a kiss, and then I prepared myself to leave. Dahlia was still sound asleep in the great hall, but everyone agreed to watch over her until I returned.  
 
    Five werewolves were wandering into the courtyard as I left the castle, so that felt like perfect timing on my side.  
 
    “Good evening, Atticus,” Arric said as he ran one hand through his curly blond hair.  
 
    “Good evening,” I replied. 
 
    The scruffy men yawned and stretched out their backs as they settled themselves into their posts for the night, and the orcs simply bobbed their heads in my direction before they took their leave. 
 
    The alpha werewolf wasn’t present, though, and he was the one I really needed to speak to.  
 
    “Is Gunnolf at home?” I asked as I walked up to Rasso. “I need to ask him about something.” 
 
    “He is.” The werewolf nodded. “They’ll be going out to hunt soon, but it won’t be until the moon is higher, so you have a few more hours yet. Is there anything we can help you with?” 
 
    “Yeah, it would save you from going all the way over there,” Deryn replied. 
 
    I glanced around to see the four other werewolves were staring at me. They all had small smiles on their faces, although some of the expressions were harder to notice from their bushy facial hair. 
 
    “Thank you, but I’ll speak with Gunnolf first,” I said. “I’ll explain everything when I return.” 
 
    “Of course, Atticus.” Arric nodded.  
 
    I would have asked them for assistance, and these men probably knew just as much as Gunnolf did, but I didn’t want to talk too loudly in such an open space. 
 
    The scent of the king’s guards polluted the air around us, and although it was faint, it was still noticeable. The guards were somewhere around here, and the last thing I needed was for them to overhear me asking questions about their beloved king. 
 
    Before I took off into the sky, I decided to check just how far away the guards were. If they were headed in the direction of Oakenpass, then I’d stay and wait until morning before I searched for the king. I wasn’t going to leave if there was a chance danger could have been making its way toward my castle and my women.  
 
    I let out a calming breath, closed my eyes, and then allowed my Echolocation power to take over my body. It was only the second time I’d used the power, but it already seemed easier to channel.  
 
    The sun had almost completely disappeared, so I didn’t have to block out as much light, and instead I focused on the faint blue light in the distance behind my eyelids. It wasn’t long before I felt myself moving, and I followed the light through the darkness as I began to spot images of the world around me. 
 
    I followed the light until I reached the main road near Oakenpass. I realized that if I turned my head left or right, the images in my mind would move in that same direction. So I turned my head to the left as I continued to travel along the main road.  
 
    The guards’ mouthwatering scent of pure evil became stronger the more I traveled, which wasn’t necessarily a good sign. However, as I neared the village of Newhall, where the Church used to reside, I came across the king’s wagons rolling along one of the smaller residential roads. 
 
    I could see all six guards, but none of them said anything. One of them cleared his throat, and there was the loud rattle of armor as the wagons drove across rocky terrain, but that was it. They didn’t discuss what they were doing or their next plan of action, but I still decided to follow them.  
 
    As the wagons reached the end of the road, they turned to the right and headed out of Newhall. They were headed north, away from Oakenpass, so I hoped they were going to continue to travel in that direction before they found a place to sleep for the night. 
 
    The guards were now a good distance away from Oakenpass, so the faint scent in the air must have been from when they drove past the village an hour or two prior. 
 
    With that thought in mind, I dropped the Echolocation power and opened my eyes again. The five werewolves had returned to guarding the castle, but Arric and Rasso nodded their heads as I took my leave. 
 
    I slipped through the air in my smoky form as I headed toward The Slums, and apart from the occasional drunken undesirable stumbling from a tavern, the Shadow Quarters looked like it had shut down for the night. I much preferred traveling around when it was quieter, like this evening, but I also enjoyed spying on the oblivious residents below. 
 
    It felt like no time had passed before I found myself in an oval clearing, and I stared across at the two stone buildings which made up the werewolves’ home. The buildings were joined together by an archway, and the passageway beneath it led to the backyard where the werewolves kept their crates of powerful amethysts.  
 
    A clearly doggish scent swarmed through the air around me, but I was now so used to the werewolves being around that the scent was pleasantly familiar to me. It was still quite a sickly scent, but it wasn’t at all unpleasant like it was before. 
 
    But as well as the doggish scent, I also sniffed around to see if I could smell the guards’ scents, too. Fortunately, it seemed the guards hadn’t been in this area for days, so I knew it was safe to talk to the werewolves without anyone overhearing us. 
 
    I dropped my Smoke Flight as I walked through the passageway, and I was surprised to see the alpha, Gunnolf, leaving the building on the left as I arrived in the yard.  
 
    “Good evening, Atticus,” the messy-haired man said in greeting. “How are you this evening?” 
 
    “I’m fine, thank you,” I replied. “I came here for some assistance, and Rasso said you’d planned on going hunting this evening, but do you have the time to talk just now?” 
 
    “Sure.” Gunnolf shrugged. “What can I do to help? It’s nothing bad, is it? Because I’ve heard everything about the bastard guards who showed up.” 
 
    “It’s to do with them, yes.” I nodded. “But they haven’t done anything yet. At least, I don’t think they have.” 
 
    “Let’s hope it stays that way,” he snarled. 
 
    The dingy yellow door behind Gunnolf swung open, and Bardou, Pelleas, and Ranulph walked out to stand beside their alpha. Bardou was in the process of buttoning up his white shirt, whereas the other two both had their shirts hanging loosely at their sides.  
 
    “I wanted to know if you knew anything about the king,” I said as I looked at the four men in turn. “Or if you know where he’s currently residing.” 
 
    “The king, huh?” Pelleas smirked. “Why do I have the feeling that I want to be involved with whatever you’re planning?” 
 
    “Yeah, and me,” Bardou chuckled.  
 
    “Please.” Gunnolf looked back and forth between his men. “Let’s allow Atticus to finish talking before we jump to conclusions.” 
 
    “Basically, I know the raids against the undesirables are still going on, on other islands,” I explained. “I figure that’s why the guards are here again, so I need to stop it. The king holds all the power over these raids, so I can’t even begin to think about saving undesirables without knowing where the king lives. As soon as I find him, I can put a stop to everything, and if any undesirables are alive and being held captive, I can find them and be sure they’re released.” 
 
    “If there are more undesirables being beaten and murdered, then I’m definitely getting involved,” Ranulph snarled. “We knew a lot of innocent men, women, and children who lost their lives because of those assholes. So we won’t be standing back and watching from a distance.” 
 
    “And I wouldn’t ask you to do that,” I replied. “I’d need any soldiers I can get on my side. But that’s why I came here in the first place. Madame Nyra couldn’t tell me much about the king, so I came to the only people who might have some idea of where that motherfucker is living right now.” 
 
    “Well, you came to the right pack.” Gunnolf smirked. “The king’s current island of choice isn’t far from where we get our amethysts. We actually watched a countless number of vessels sailing into the port one day, each of them loaded with trunks covered in the king’s symbol. So we know exactly where he is.” 
 
    “Excellent.” I grinned. “And he hasn’t moved from there since then?” 
 
    “No.” Gunnolf shook his head. “I don’t know for sure, but I once heard from a friend of mine that the king likes to spend five, maybe even ten years on one specific island before he moves on to another. He owns the entire kingdom, so he likes to move around Selythia when he can.” 
 
    “Then that’s where I need to go,” I said as I ran one hand across my jaw. “So, where is this place?” 
 
    “How well do you know the other islands?” Gunnolf asked.  
 
    “I only know Rengfri.” I shrugged. “I’ve never left this island since I first arrived here.” 
 
    “Okay…” the alpha muttered. “You’ll want to head to the island of Nivertara. It’s extremely small with only one port, so once you’re there, you’ll instantly be able to see the king’s palace.”  
 
    “You’ll know when you’ve arrived, because the king has a giant fucking statue of himself mounted near the port,” Bardou chuckled.  
 
    “Of course, he does.” I rolled my eyes. “And how do I get there?” 
 
    “Fly out from the cove where the mermaids live,” Gunnolf explained as he motioned with his hands. “Head straight toward the horizon, and it won’t take you long before you see a large island off to the left. Once you’ve spotted that island, keep going straight, and then Nivertara will be on your right. It takes us about an hour to sail to our neighboring island, so it won’t take you long if you’re flying.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I smiled. 
 
    “I mean, we can offer you one of our vessels if you’d prefer?” the alpha suggested. 
 
    “It’s okay, I’ll use my Smoke Flight,” I replied. “Especially if I want to arrive unnoticed, it’s best if I don’t arrive on a vessel.” 
 
    “Very well.” Gunnolf nodded. “Is there anything else we can help you with?”  
 
    “No, I think that’s everything for now,” I said.  
 
    “Then safe travels, my demon friend.” The alpha smirked. 
 
    “Enjoy your feast this evening,” I snickered. “Will undead unicorns be on the menu?” 
 
    “Fuck, I hope so,” Ranulph snorted. “That is, if we can find any of those delicious brutes.” 
 
    “There’s always something to be found in this forest.” Gunnolf grinned. 
 
    As my conversation with the werewolves came to an end, I thanked them for their help, and then I allowed my Smoke Flight to take over once again. 
 
    I drifted across the Shadow Quarters as I headed toward the cove, and the time on the clock tower said it was nearing the eighth hour of the evening. I certainly didn’t want to be away from Rengfri for too long, but I also needed to get as many answers as I could, so I figured I’d aim to be home by the first hour of the morning. 
 
    I was interested to see just how long it would take to get to Nivertara, and if the island was as small as Gunnolf said, then it shouldn’t take me too long to search around it.  
 
    There were a couple of mermaids sitting at their rocky table when I flew over, so I assumed the others must have been swimming or hidden in the cave. It was difficult for me to ignore Naia while she was so close to me, but I already didn’t have a lot of time to work with.  
 
    The sooner I completed this mission and arrived home, the sooner I could spend some quality time with my devious women. 
 
    I picked up my speed as I flew across the water, and I occasionally glanced down to watch the sea glisten below me. The light of the moon left a wonderful trail across the crystal water, and the sea was incredibly calm and flat. There wasn’t a single treacherous wave anywhere I looked.  
 
    I always preferred flying when there wasn’t a heavy wind, because otherwise, the breeze weighed me down and stopped me from going where I wanted to. Apart from the light sea breeze, the air felt just as flat as the water tonight, so I drifted across the calm ocean for at least thirty minutes without any issues. 
 
    I didn’t see anything of note, either. The only light came from the moon, and it felt somewhat strange to be traveling further and further away from Rengfri. I hadn’t gone this far since I’d left the Hellscape, and it was almost unnerving to be going so far away from my women who I adored so dearly.  
 
    But I tried to put that thought to the back of my mind as the first island appeared to my left. 
 
    There were a few flames burning away brightly beside the port, but the rest of the unknown land was cloaked in serene darkness. I had no idea who lived on that island, I just knew the werewolves went there to collect their amethysts, but perhaps I’d search it properly one day. A day when I didn’t have both the Hellscape and the Heavenly Glade trying to end my existence. 
 
    I reminded myself of Gunnolf’s directions as I slipped past the island and continued toward the horizon. He said I’d see Nivertara on my right, and I knew I had to look out for a statue of the king.  
 
    Given that the werewolves had spotted vessels sailing toward Nivertara, it made me think the island couldn’t have been too far away. My eyesight was better than theirs, so if they could spot the king’s symbol onboard the vessels, then surely I’d spot it before them. 
 
    It even made me wonder why I hadn’t seen any of these islands before now. Even on the brightest day, I couldn’t remember spotting any new land while I was flying across Rengfri. It could have been that I hadn’t given the islands much thought, so their location didn’t mean anything to me. 
 
    The Port of Rengfri had enormous mountains which enclosed it on three sides, and the furthest I’d ever been was to Stonebay, so anything that hid beyond those mountains held no significance to me. 
 
    Until now. 
 
    But as I flew across the water, it almost felt like I’d unlocked a whole new world to explore. The Kingdom of Selythia was much larger than I’d first thought, and I couldn’t help but think about how it would feel to own the entire kingdom. I already had plans to own the entirety of Rengfri, so it only made sense to include all of Selythia in with those ideas. 
 
    My greed and desire began to overpower me, but I had to forget about those thoughts as a new island appeared on the right.  
 
    Nivertara. 
 
    The king’s statue was the first thing I noticed. It had been built upon a giant stone slab, and the sculptor had included intricate detailing up and down the body of the king. 
 
    Everything had been carved into a yellow-white stone, which I had to admit, was pretty impressive. 
 
    The main thing I noticed was the king’s enormous, rotund stomach which stretched out his jacket and pants. He had a cloak draped over his shoulders and arms, and he held something which looked like a stave in his right hand. From what I saw on the statue, the king had a curly beard which ran from his ears, across his jaw and lips, and then sat neatly on his chest. 
 
    I wasn’t sure if there had been other kings before him, or if this statue was based on the current king, but even so, he looked like an ugly motherfucker. His nose looked slightly too big for his face, and his eyes were as small as the buttons on my shirt.  
 
    It could have been that the sculptor wasn’t very good at adding details to the face, so perhaps the king’s eyes weren’t that small and beady. However, the rest of the statue was perfect, so I didn’t think the sculptor was to blame.  
 
    The mortal king must have really been that ugly, which wasn’t a huge surprise to me.  
 
    I floated away from the statue to take in more of the island. From what I could see, Nivertara appeared to be extremely rocky, and there were a few smoother areas of land where some of the buildings had been placed. There must have been at least five hundred buildings scattered around the island, probably more. Some of them were on the flattened land near the port, whereas the others were built higher up along the rocky terrain until they reached the highest point of Nivertara. 
 
    Including the enormous, red brick palace where the king currently lived.  
 
    The palace overlooked the entire island, and from what I could see, there was an iron fence which surrounded the king’s home. The palace looked like it was made up of three separate buildings which were all linked together, somewhat like the werewolves’ home. It had glass windows which appeared to run from the ground all the way up to the slate roof, and each individual building had thin, spiked towers at the top. 
 
    There could have been more to the palace, but I decided to search around the island before I headed for the king. 
 
    The streets were thin and crowded, with barely any space in between each building, and there were a few open marketplaces situated in various spots around Nivertara. Several torches had been lit to add some light and warmth to the island, and from first glances, Nivertara almost looked like an idyllic place to live. 
 
    That was, if the king hadn’t chosen to live here. 
 
    As it was, Nivertara was cloaked in the scent of evil, which I had expected, but there were several other innocent residents here, too. 
 
    Like Dahlia said, if the king lived here, then the undesirables in Nivertara would have been targeted first. But I still wanted to check out the island, just in case I found any creatures before they were taken from their homes. 
 
    My Echolocation power was the best way for me to locate any hidden undesirables, so I returned to the port briefly in order to channel my newest hell power. I was still getting used to the Echolocation, so I wanted to channel it somewhere quiet, and hopefully where no one could see me. 
 
    I had a feeling I could channel both hell powers at the same time, so as my smoky form hovered over the still water, I focused intently on the world around me. The blue light appeared at first, and I forced myself to follow the light until I found what I was after.  
 
    But then everything began to change.  
 
    My body started to feel heavy, and it felt like I was starting to fall. 
 
    Just as I opened my eyes, I noticed that my feet and legs were visible, and I was gradually falling toward the water. The more I used the Echolocation, the more my Smoke Flight began to wear off. 
 
    Fortunately, I was able to catch myself before I fell, and before my entire body was on show, but I definitely needed to practice some more before I used these two hell powers at once. 
 
    I had to find a safer place to land before I could use the Echolocation, so I searched around. As I passed over a marketplace, I continued scoping the place out as much as I could. 
 
    There was a tavern toward one end of the marketplace, and joyful cheers and laughter floated from the building as the customers inside filled themselves with more and more alcohol. A couple of men stumbled from the door of the tavern, and they had to hold onto each other as they tried to find their balance.  
 
    “Did you see that broad in there?” one man laughed. “I think she can… I think she can dr-drink more than you! And I… I kn-know who I’ll be going home with tonight!” 
 
    “I saw her, and the angry eyes of the man beside her,” the second man chuckled. “He didn’t seem too pleased to have us watching his woman. His eyes were like this…” 
 
    The man scrunched up his face until his eyes became as small as the king’s, and then he patted the air with his hands like he’d lost his vision. 
 
    “But he was angry, not… not blind!” The first threw his head back with laughter. The movement caused him to lose his balance, and he fell back on his ass while the laughter continued to roll from him. 
 
    The men were definitely human and definitely drunk, so I flew away and left them to carry on with their evening.  
 
    But everything came to a sudden stop as I spotted some more men in the distance.  
 
    There were three of them in total, and they were all walking in a straight line with one beside the other. The men all seemed to have the same burly builds and rugged looks on their faces.  
 
    They were sober, but not exactly human. I only knew this because I’d met men like these in the past. 
 
    The glowing golden eyes were a big giveaway.  
 
    The Blessed were some of the first holy bastards I ever came across in Rengfri, and I knew my anger and hatred toward them was never going to end. 
 
    I hoped I’d seen the last of their kind when I’d ordered my minions to slaughter them throughout the streets of Rengfri, but I knew that couldn’t ultimately be the case. I’d had issues with The Blessed for eons, so I knew I’d see them again.  
 
    I’d just hoped it wasn’t going to be this soon. 
 
    Every member of The Blessed were possessed by angel magic, which gave them their unique eyes, strength, and hunting instincts. They all worked together in packs, and they fought as dirty as they looked and smelled. 
 
    The Blessed had the ability to disappear into a cloud of gold smoke, too, but that meant they could also appear out of nowhere as well. They were some of the Church’s ultimate guards and fighters, so it was never a good sign when they were around.  
 
    If Nivertara had The Blessed stalking the streets, then that meant there had to be a church around here somewhere. It also made me think they were doing more than just watching the humans enter and leave a tavern. 
 
    They were on a mission, and it probably had something to do with undesirables. And on an island this big, there were probably at least a hundred of The Blessed walking around. 
 
    They weren’t the only three here. 
 
    I followed the rugged men for a couple more minutes, just to see what they got up to. They walked around the marketplace like they owned the fucking place, and even the joyful men outside the tavern instantly ran inside when they spotted The Blessed in the distance.  
 
    Everyone was terrified of them.  
 
    Everyone except for me. 
 
    It appeared as if the three men were just walking laps around the marketplace, so I lifted higher into the air in order to search the other nearby streets. I wanted to know if there were more of The Blessed terrorizing other corners of Nivertara, and just how many I had to be aware of.  
 
    And it didn’t take me long to find them. 
 
    I spotted two rugged men standing outside an old, run-down building, and then another five were walking down the street directly behind it. 
 
    But I continued to look. 
 
    I’d only searched a few quarters before counting about fifty members of The Blessed, and that didn’t sit well with me. 
 
    Nivertara wasn’t as big as Rengfri, but it was at least ten times bigger than the Shadow Quarters and the Grimmway combined. So The Blessed couldn’t have just been here to guard the king. The holy bastard sat on his throne inside his palace, and he had a large number of guards in armor watching his every move.  
 
    So why did he need The Blessed, too? 
 
    Nivertara simply wasn’t big enough to require so many guards. 
 
    So The Blessed had to have been here for another reason. 
 
    These rugged men wouldn’t think twice before killing an undesirable. If they were told to rid the surface world of the impure, then they’d hunt down an innocent dwarf and slaughter him without feeling any sort of remorse. 
 
    So on an island which appeared to mainly house humans, it seemed unlikely that The Blessed would even come across an undesirable in the first place. Especially as they would have been killed as soon as the king moved here, or maybe even before that.  
 
    Unless there were still “impure” creatures in Nivertara, and I just hadn’t found them yet.  
 
    Fortunately, I came with a hell power which made that task much easier to complete. 
 
    Since I couldn’t figure out how to channel the Echolocation power and the Smoke Flight at the same time yet, I flew off in search of a safe space to sit.  
 
    I flew as far away from The Blessed as possible, and I didn’t lower myself to the ground until I’d found myself deep within the jagged rocks which took up the majority of Nivertara’s coast.  
 
    There wasn’t a single being around me, and even the scents in the air were faint and weak, so it meant that people rarely came this far out. It was only going to take me a couple of minutes to channel my Echolocation power, and I just hoped I had those minutes to spare.  
 
    Once my Smoke Flight had been dropped, I closed my eyes and relaxed my body as I channeled my newest hell power. 
 
    I followed the blue light like normal, and I forced my mind to travel in the direction of the king’s palace. I overheard a few of the guards sharing mundane conversations, and I heard a fire crackling from somewhere nearby, but I wasn’t interested in any of that. 
 
    I wanted to locate the king and listen in on his conversations, but then I heard something else.  
 
    It was faint, almost like the sounds were coming from somewhere deep down in the ground. Like a basement.  
 
    The sounds were that of guttural groans and cries of pain. I heard chains being rattled, but they were often interrupted by someone sobbing. 
 
    There was clearly more than one person in distress from the variety of sounds, but I couldn’t quite tell how many there were in total. 
 
    All I did know was that the king’s palace held a dark secret.  
 
    And I wasn’t going to leave before I’d searched every inch of that place.

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 
 
    Once I knew where I needed to go, I dropped my Echolocation and returned to my smoky form.  
 
    I couldn’t tell whether those sounds I’d heard were from undesirables or humans, so I didn’t want to automatically assume. Maybe some humans had committed a crime, so they’d been sent to a prison, and that’s why I’d heard chains rattling. 
 
    But I wasn’t sure how much I believed that theory. 
 
    Why would the king have criminals right under his feet? 
 
    Wouldn’t they have a separate building for dangerous people like that? 
 
    Plus, when I’d rescued undesirables before, they were in the basement of the church. So that made me even more certain that the noises I heard weren’t from humans.  
 
    Either way, I needed to find these people for myself and learn the truth.  
 
    The real truth.  
 
    I decided to change up my route as I neared the palace, and instead of going through the front, I found an entrance to get me into the back. It took me into a courtyard, and the same iron fencing ran around the entire plot of land. I spotted two more stone buildings at the back of the property, like smaller versions of the main buildings.  
 
    I also found where the wagons were stored, and all ten of them were decorated in the same gold detailing and the king’s symbols. There were even more guards walking in straight lines up and down the courtyard, which helped to prove the king did indeed have many men protecting him at all times.  
 
    As well as the roughly fifty members of The Blessed I’d seen around the island. 
 
    That many soldiers had to be doing more than just protecting him. 
 
    But perhaps that was just my lack of knowledge when it came to the surface world.  
 
    I knew he was the king, and he was a powerful and protected man, but did he really need this many guards and The Blessed watching over him and Nivertara? 
 
    I tried to brush off those continuous questions as I floated toward the main buildings, and I slipped my smoky form through the thin cracks of a wooden door. 
 
    The door took me into a grand kitchen, but the entire room was cloaked in darkness. I could just about make out the faint scent of meat, potatoes, and some sort of sweet fruit, but the meal must have been prepared a few hours ago, and now the chefs were finished for the night. 
 
    There were some pots and pans hanging against one wall, and I found myself floating into smaller rooms which held a vast amount of fresh food. There were three buckets which just held potatoes, and it was the same with the carrots and apples. There were more fruits and vegetables which I hadn’t tried before, but I remembered Sveila once called the small green ones “grapes.”  
 
    Once I’d inspected the food, I knew I wasn’t going to find anything in the kitchen, so I searched for a way out. But now that I was inside the palace, I knew I had to be very careful. It was easy for me to blend in when I was outside, because there was always smoke in the air, but the same couldn’t have been said for inside. 
 
    I’d seen the smoke billowing from the chimneys, but I didn’t expect there to be any smoke inside the rooms, so I had to stay as hidden as possible. I didn’t think anyone would automatically know it was a demon from the Hellscape, but I didn’t want them to see me at all. 
 
    Fortunately, the hallway I found was completely empty, so I traveled up it as I inspected every room I came across. There was a dining room, which was also empty, as well as several other rooms, but I couldn’t tell what they were used for. 
 
    Some of the rooms were empty apart from some pictures hanging on the walls, whereas others held some couches and armchairs, but that was it. Every room I found came with a fireplace, but they weren’t lit, so it just made the palace seem even more cold and dark. 
 
    But I was only in the first of three structures, and this was just one hallway, so there was still a lot for me to search. 
 
    At one point I came across a maid with an empty silver tray in her hands. I floated toward the ceiling before she could spot the smoke, and the maid carried on down the hallway until she’d reached the kitchen. 
 
    I always thought palaces were meant to be grand buildings, covered in gold and expensive artwork, and I also imagined there to be large functions and gatherings, but so far everything seemed so boring. A ruby-red carpet covered the floor, and I saw a little bit of gold, but it was nothing like I’d imagined. 
 
    Maybe I was in the servants’ quarters, so the king lived in a more lavish building, but so far my abandoned castle seemed to hold more life in it than this place. 
 
    The king was a holy follower, though, so it didn’t surprise me that he was a boring bastard. Still, I thought he would want to show off to the poorer residents who stared at the palace. I thought he’d want to show them that he lived a grander life, and so far, I hadn’t spotted anything to prove that fact.  
 
    Instead of thinking about the joyless life of the king, I followed more hallways until I found myself in the second building.  
 
    I tried to listen out for the groans and cries for help from deep underground, but without being able to use my Echolocation power, all I could hear were a few people pottering around in various rooms.  
 
    I certainly couldn’t use my Echolocation right now, because there was no way for me to safely hide while I dropped my Smoke Flight, but I was determined to find the wounded prisoners. 
 
    The second building happened to be brighter than the first.  
 
    It had arched ceilings which looked to be made from real gold, and there were some portraits of rotund men on the walls. I even noticed that the ruby-red carpet had been replaced with shiny tiles, and some red and gold rugs had been placed on the ground. Even the fireplaces were larger, and there were some ceramic pots and other ornaments on the gold mantles. 
 
    At one point I thought I spotted four guards standing on either side of a fireplace, but it turned out to be just their armor. 
 
    Didn’t the guards have a closet or a room to hold their armor? 
 
    Why did it need to be standing up like that? 
 
    But I wasn’t there to find the guards.  
 
    I was there to find the king and the undesirables.  
 
    All of a sudden, as I turned into another hallway, this one with a blue carpet, three people instantly appeared in front of me. One woman was a maid with a tray and a silver jug in her hands, and the other two were men in black robes with the sign of the Church sitting on their chest.  
 
    The three people came to a sudden halt as they spotted my smoky form in front of them. 
 
    “Where is this coming from?” the maid asked as she took a small step back.  
 
    It was like she knew not to get too close to me.  
 
    “Perhaps one of the fires has burnt out,” one of the men said while he brushed through my smoke with his hand.  
 
    I felt myself being pushed violently from side to side, but I held myself together and floated over their heads like a natural cloud of smoke would do.  
 
    “I’ll take you to his Majesty, and then I’ll go and check it out,” the maid replied. “Your meeting will be starting soon, so I don’t want you to be late.” 
 
    They were going to see the king.  
 
    As the three people walked away, I subtly followed on behind them. I didn’t want any of them to notice me, so I held myself against the ceilings as the maid unknowingly led me to the king. 
 
    The Church men were there for a meeting, but it had to have been nearing the eleventh hour by now. It would be the morning hours soon, so why were they having a meeting so late?  
 
    That made me even more suspicious, because I knew that any meetings which happened in the middle of the night were mainly held in secrecy. 
 
    The meetings I’d witnessed in the church in Rengfri had also taken place in the middle of the night, so it made me think this meeting was to talk about undesirables or other more negative topics. 
 
    After a few minutes of following, I found myself arriving in a room that looked like a smaller version of my great hall. It had the same gold arched ceilings and fireplaces I’d seen throughout the building, but it also had a long oak table with matching chairs around it.  
 
    There must have been at least sixteen chairs lined up on either side, but at the end of the table was a large chair, covered completely in gold. It had a red satin cushion and backing, and the arms were thick and curved at the ends. 
 
    I didn’t need to be told who would sit there, and I tried my hardest to be patient as I waited for the bastard to walk into the room.  
 
    The two members of the Church took their place at the table, and then more Church men arrived, as well as a few members of The Blessed who accompanied some more guards.  
 
    The Blessed and the guards never sat down, but they stood at the side with their hands crossed over their stomachs. 
 
    It had to have been an important meeting if The Blessed needed to be there, too. 
 
    However, not only were the guards dressed in their armor as normal, they also had the same red sickles I’d seen the guards in Rengfri holding. 
 
    The king was holding a secret meeting in the middle of the night, with The Blessed and magical weapons, too. 
 
    It was all adding up to make me even more convinced. 
 
    This wasn’t just an ordinary meeting to discuss taxes or trade routes. 
 
    The maid brought out some goblets from a glass cabinet, and then she placed one in front of every man at the table before she filled the goblets with wine from the silver jug. 
 
    I couldn’t tell if the Church men were bishops or priests, but I couldn’t help but stare at the wooden sign of the Church which sat around their necks. The entire room smelled so strongly of evil, and although it made me salivate, I had to hold back the snarl which threatened to break from me.  
 
    All of a sudden, two doors at the back of the room opened, and a rather fat man walked through with two guards directly behind him. 
 
    The beady eyes and overly large nose matched the stone statue near the port perfectly, and all that was missing were the cloak and the stave-like object. 
 
    The king wore a ruffled white shirt and velvet pants, and a velvet waistcoat had been stretched across his enormous gut. His curly hair and beard were a dark shade of brown, and I spotted five gold rings squeezed onto his fat fingers.  
 
    He was an ugly motherfucker, but I already knew that from the statue.  
 
    “Your Majesty,” the Church men said in unison as they stood from the table.  
 
    Everyone around me bowed their heads until the king had taken his seat, and none of them moved until the king was settled at the table.  
 
    “Thank you all for coming this evening,” the king said in a low, monotone voice. “I believe there have been no issues?” 
 
    “None to report, sir,” a man with short blond hair replied in a mousy voice. 
 
    A crackling fire near him illuminated the sheen of sweat which coated the man’s forehead. 
 
    “Very good.” The king nodded. “Please, drink.” 
 
    In unison, every man at the table held their goblets in their left hands, and they all took small sips before returning the goblets to the table. The Church men cautiously glanced at each other, almost like they were scared to do anything wrong.  
 
    Everyone in this room was fucking terrified of the king, yet I didn’t see what was so powerful about him.  
 
    I could have probably distracted him with a leg of meat before I snapped his neck with my hands.  
 
    To be honest, I was tempted to slaughter every being who sat within these four walls, but I had to hold back my urges. Including the new additions, I had seen all of those Blessed members, plus all of the guards, so I couldn’t risk doing anything on my own.  
 
    If I wanted to take down the king and the Church, then I needed to have my army behind me. 
 
    “I trust the streets have been searched this evening?” the king asked as he sat back in his gold chair.  
 
    “They have, Your Majesty,” A redheaded man replied. “The Blessed have been performing thorough searches, but so far nothing has been found.” 
 
    Were they searching for more undesirables? 
 
    “And will the supplies be arriving in the morning?” the king questioned.  
 
    “Yes, sir.” The blond nodded. “It’ll be on the first vessel from Scarsding. It is expected to arrive before the sun has risen. I’ll personally greet the vessel as it arrives to make sure everything is in order.” 
 
    “Very good,” the king mumbled. 
 
    “Your Majesty, if it is okay with you, I have been asked to travel over to Scarsding on the second day after tomorrow,” a third man spoke up. “I will be sure to return before Friday arrives, but I wanted to ask for your permission before I left.” 
 
    What was happening on Friday, and why did this Church man need the king’s permission? 
 
    “Why have you been asked to go there?” The king frowned. 
 
    I assumed Scarsding was yet another island I was still to explore.  
 
    “I have a job to complete in the church,” the man said as he combed his black beard with three fingers. “The bishop wants me to check out the reconstruction, but he assured me I’ll be able to return before Friday.” 
 
    “Then yes, you can go,” the king replied. “But it wouldn’t be wise for you to return any later than promised.” 
 
    “I understand, Your Majesty.” The man let out a deep breath. “I won’t make those mistakes again.” 
 
    “Do I need to remind you what would happen?” The king smirked. 
 
    Some of The Blessed chuckled darkly. 
 
    “N-No, sir,” the black-haired man stuttered. “I understand the consequences I would face, and that my life would be free from joy and privilege should I go against your rules.” 
 
    “I believe there is a space down there, should your foolishness take over,” the king snorted. “Perhaps you’d find a friend among the filth.” 
 
    “There won’t be much space for long,” one of The Blessed said with an evil grin. 
 
    “Is that so?” The king’s beady eyes widened. “And when will I receive such a gift?” 
 
    “It is believed that the next arrivals will be here within a matter of days,” the dirty, possessed man replied. “They are currently being stored as we speak, and they’re even worse than the last group.” 
 
    It took every ounce of strength in my body not to fly forward and kill every man in front of me.  
 
    They had to have been talking about undesirables, and the black-haired man’s punishment was probably to join them in their prison down below. 
 
    No wonder he was so fucking scared. 
 
    “Praise the Holy King above!” The king threw up his arms in excitement. “We must plan a banquet for when this job has been completed! Selythia will soon be free, and come Friday, every impure creature in this palace will see exactly what their filth means to us.” 
 
    The entire room erupted, and the Church men, as well as the guards, began to laugh and chuckle at the king’s words.  
 
    “The stench will leave the air!” the blond man cried.  
 
    “Selythia will be clean once again!” The redhead raised his hands. “Let the fire burn!”  
 
    “The celebrations will travel long into the weekend,” a brunette chuckled. “And until the last ember dies out, we will celebrate their disappearance! And then we can do it all over again!” 
 
    A horrific thought ran through my mind as the men celebrated. It seemed like there was going to be a fire, and perhaps they were going to burn and murder the innocent creatures they’d taken from their homes. That’s why Friday was so important, and it must have been why the king didn’t want anyone to miss the event.  
 
    “We have six days to prepare, and then this will all be over.” The king smiled. “For now… Those filthy creatures won’t be around for long.” 
 
    So I had six days to find a way to free these undesirables and to save them from death. I couldn’t do anything this evening without my army behind me, but I also had to find the prisoners, too. There was no way I could plan an attack against the palace if I didn’t know where exactly these beings were being held. 
 
    While the men continued to cheer and drink their wine, I slipped out of the room in search of the basement.  
 
    I couldn’t use my Echolocation with the amount of people nearby, so all I could do was search the palace and hope I’d find a way underground.  
 
    Every door I went through either took me into another useless room, or it took me into another quarter of the building. There was a bathing room, and some sort of office, but I also came across a room which was simply filled with sacks of gold pieces.  
 
    For the first time since I’d arrived in Rengfri, I wasn’t interested in stealing the king’s coins. I’d probably take several sacks back to the castle once we’d saved the captured undesirables, but the pieces had to stay there for now.  
 
    However, as I was searching the room of gold pieces, I came across a pair of wooden double doors at the back. They were smaller than most doors, so they could have led to a closet with more pieces in it. But there was a thick iron chain wrapped around the handles, which would have stopped anyone from going in there.  
 
    Unless that person was in a smoke form, of course. 
 
    There had to be something valuable on the other side, otherwise it wouldn’t have been so heavily locked, so I slipped through the cracks in the doors and continued to search. 
 
    At first I saw nothing but wooden shelves with stacks of parchment on top, but then I noticed another door at the other end. However, instead of being made of wood, this door was made from iron. Which would have been even harder for someone to break through. 
 
    Whoever designed this room wanted to stop people from gaining access, so it made me even more eager to keep going. 
 
    Fortunately, no amount of iron or chains could stop me from entering, and there was just enough space underneath the door for me to squeeze my smoky form through it.  
 
    On the other side of the iron door was a set of stone steps which took me down into a basement. The underground room was completely empty, apart from a few crates in one corner, and there was a strong scent of mildew in the air. 
 
    I couldn’t understand why an empty room was so hard to get to, but that was when I noticed a trapdoor in one corner. 
 
    My smoky form slipped through the tiny hinges of the trapdoor, and then I found myself in a second basement, practically identical to the first. It also held a few crates, and a label on the wooden boxes told me the crates were filled with bottles of wine. 
 
    Unless the wine was valuable, I didn’t see the need for the king to have these crates hidden so far underground. They certainly didn’t need so many doors to stop people from getting to them. 
 
    This second room also held a trapdoor, and I found myself entering another basement, and then another.  
 
    I had traveled down at least four floors, so I was now deep underground, and the further down I went, the louder the noises became.  
 
    It was the same noises I’d heard earlier, with the clanging of chains and the cries for help. I didn’t even need my Echolocation, because it was clear I’d found the prisoners. It sounded like they were right below me, and my desperation to find them increased to a whole new level.  
 
    But as I finally slipped through the last trapdoor, I was shocked with what I found.  
 
    There had to have been at least seventy undesirables hidden in that room, perhaps even more than that. Each one had been chained to a wall, and some of them were slumped on the ground, whereas others were pulling at their chains as hard as they could. 
 
    A banshee screamed and screamed as she pulled on her chains, but the metal had been securely fastened to a brick wall. Their wrists and ankles were shackled, and the creatures even had a chain around their necks, too.  
 
    The basement didn’t have a single window, nor did it have any burning torches, either. It didn’t matter what time of day it was, the undesirables were living in complete darkness, without any sort of warmth or comfort. 
 
    As my powerful eyes adjusted to the darkness mixed with my smoky form, I began to see the cuts and bruises that littered the undesirables’ frames. A half-goblin had an enormous laceration across his swollen stomach, almost like the wounds I’d found on Dahlia, so it was clear this half-goblin had been whipped, probably more than once.  
 
    Most of the bruises were around the creatures’ wrists and ankles from where the metal rubbed at their skin. The stone flooring was covered in pools of different colored blood, and some of the pools were fresh, but some were very old. 
 
    I didn’t even want to think about how long the undesirables had been down here, and I couldn’t help but wonder if they knew what was going to happen to them on Friday.  
 
    Had the king and his guards tormented these creatures? 
 
    Had they explained every detail of their plan, including the fire which would murder these undesirables in drawn-out agony? 
 
    Regardless, I figured that as desperate as these creatures were to escape, they were probably desperate to die, too. They probably knew there was no hope for them, so perhaps death was their only option.  
 
    However, the undesirables didn’t know that I was floating right in front of them, and that I was there to save them as best I could.  
 
    I lowered myself to the ground as I removed my Smoke Flight, and the banshee’s high-pitched screams came to a halt as she looked deep into my violet eyes. 
 
    “Who are you?” she whispered.  
 
    As those words echoed through the basement, more and more creatures began to squint and notice my presence. Some of them were scared, and they pressed themselves against the wall to hide from my glowing eyes, but others stared down at the dirty ground like they didn’t care who I was.  
 
    “My name is Atticus,” I replied. 
 
    “You’re a demon,” a half-orc grumbled. “I can tell by your eyes.” 
 
    “I am.” I nodded. “And I’m here to help you.” 
 
    Everyone continued to stare at me, but only some of them could look me straight in the eye. That meant they weren’t as innocent as they looked, but they still didn’t deserve to be locked in such a dank room. 
 
    I could easily tell by the various scents of evil around me that none of these beings were so corrupt as to deserve this punishment. 
 
    “You cannot help us,” the banshee snarled. “No one can help us.” 
 
    The woman threw back her head as she screamed into the darkness. 
 
    “Shut the fuck up,” the half-goblin groaned. “Your screaming isn’t going to help.” 
 
    “Aaaah!” the banshee wailed. “Let me out of herrrrrrre!” 
 
    “Stop it, you’re going to use up all your energy,” a fairy muttered from beside the banshee. 
 
    “I don’t caaaaare!” the banshee yelled. “Let me freeee!” 
 
    “Like that’s going to do anything,” a female elf at the back of the room croaked in a parched voice. “I’ve been here for months, and if pleading worked I would have left a long time ago.” 
 
    “Months?” I asked. “How many months?” 
 
    “I don’t know how many,” she mumbled. “The days all mix into one, so it could have been four, five, or even six months for all I know. Some of us have only just arrived, but some of us have been here for much longer than that.” 
 
    That was when I realized the creatures couldn’t see me as well as I could see them, so I created two fireballs in my palms to help cut through the darkness.  
 
    “Aargh, put that away!” The half-orc threw a hand across his face. “Fuck, my eyes!” 
 
    “I’m not putting them away just yet,” I said as I took control. “Now tell me where you all came from. Was it here on this island?” 
 
    “Undesirables in Nivertara?” The elf laughed humorlessly. “They were the first to go. I used to live in the Port of Rengfri.” 
 
    I stared at the elf as my stomach slowly heated with anger. 
 
    I hadn’t expected the elf to say she’d lived in Rengfri. It made me question how the hell their captors managed to get them here without anyone realizing? Surely someone would have spotted the vessels being loaded with undesirables and being taken from the ports? 
 
    What the fuck was going on? 
 
    “So do I,” I replied in a low tone as I tried to control my emotions.  
 
    “I could have told you that,” the banshee said when she finally stopped screaming. “I heard all about the demons when they first arrived in Rengfri. They were trouble to begin with, but now everyone loves them.” 
 
    “Not everyone,” I snorted. “But enough about that, I need to know where you all come from. You see, more guards have been spotted in Rengfri, and they’re in the process of taking more undesirables as we speak. But I need to know where you all came from. I had no idea you were being taken from one island to another, I just thought the king had cleared Nivertara of undesirables. So how many of you have been taken from other islands? And why?” 
 
    “We don’t know why we’ve been taken here, the guards refused to tell us,” the half-goblin grumbled. “The majority of us lived in Rengfri, but there are creatures like us all over the islands of Selythia. The raids do not stop until the king has what he wants, which is why there are hundreds of us down here.” 
 
    “Hundreds?” I frowned. “Is this not the only basement?” 
 
    “No,” the half-goblin sighed. “These rooms travel throughout the entire property. I was forced to walk through them when I first arrived, mainly because the fucking guard couldn’t find anywhere to put me. There has to be at least four hundred of us, all trapped in the same dark spaces.” 
 
    “Fuck,” I groaned.  
 
    My mission was going to be much harder than I first imagined.  
 
    I certainly couldn’t save four hundred wounded and weak undesirables by myself.  
 
    “You said you were here to help us,” a timid voice came from one corner of the room. “How are you going to do that?” 
 
    I glanced around to find the owner of the voice, and that’s when I saw a dwarf on the ground with her knees pressed tightly against her chest. Her hair was the same color as the sun, and it looked like it used to be in two braids, but now it was just a mess lying across her chest and shoulders.  
 
    “I’m not sure just yet, but I’m going to find a way,” I said with sincere determination. “I have others on my side, and I’m in the process of building an army. It’s my intention to free you and–” 
 
    My words were interrupted by the sound of a trapdoor closing up above.  
 
    “Someone’s coming down here,” the half-goblin whispered. “You have to hide.” 
 
    “No!” the dwarf squeaked. “Please, don’t leave us.” 
 
    “I’m not going anywhere,” I growled as I looked up. “Trust me, they won’t be able to see me. Just act normal. They cannot know that anything’s happening.” 
 
    The banshee started to scream again, and the half-goblin slumped against the wall as he pulled on his chains.  
 
    I extinguished the flames in my hands, and then I quickly let my Smoke Flight take over just as a man climbed down into the basement. The man had a pail of water in one hand, and a bucket filled with scraps of bread that was hooked on his left arm. He also had a burning torch in his hand, and the prisoners hissed and covered their eyes at the sight of the bright fire. 
 
    He placed both buckets near a fairy who was chained to the right side of the basement, and then he checked each undesirable in turn. He pulled at their chains and checked their ankles and wrists, probably to make sure the creatures couldn’t free themselves. 
 
    “Stop your screaming, you stupid witch!” the man yelled at the banshee as he slapped her across the face.  
 
    “I’m not a witch,” she snarled. “I’m a banshee.” 
 
    “You all look the same to me,” he snorted. “Now, eat. And stop making all this fucking noise.” 
 
    The fairy took her fair share of bread and a couple handfuls of water, and then she passed the buckets over to the next creature. Her arms trembled from the weight, and it just showed how weak and feeble she’d become. 
 
     A few of the undesirables fought over the bread and water, but as the “meal” was passed over to the banshee, the woman continued to scream, even louder than before. 
 
    “I said…” The man stormed forward and grabbed the banshee by the throat. “Stop making all this fucking noise! Don’t make me say it again.” 
 
    “You’ll regret saying that,” the banshee giggled. “Not even your Holy King will be able to save you…” 
 
    Then the man cleared his throat as he spat on the banshee’s face. 
 
    Banshees were always asking for trouble, and this woman was no exception. 
 
    I could have killed him, and we were more than enough to overpower one puny human. But if the king and his men knew the man had come down here, they’d quickly realize that he’d never returned, so I had to control my urges for now. 
 
    The man released the banshee from his hands, and then he stared around the room with pure evil glowing in his eyes. He waited impatiently for the undesirables to drink the water and take their scraps of bread, and then he collected the empty buckets.  
 
    The guard warned them once again not to make any noise, and then he climbed back up the ladder and headed upstairs.  
 
    I waited for a couple of minutes until I knew the coast was clear, and then I removed my Smoke Flight once again. The creatures around me were tearing into the scraps of bread, some of which looked moldy and stale, but no one complained.  
 
    “How often do you get fed?” I asked.  
 
    “Once every couple of days,” the half-orc mumbled as he savored every mouthful of bread. “It’s not much, but it’s something.” 
 
    “The stuff at the top is the freshest,” the half-goblin explained. “The water and bread at the bottom have probably been sitting there for days. So we all hope the guard will give us the buckets first, especially if we don’t want to get sick.” 
 
    “Being sick is nothing,” the banshee snickered.  
 
    “But not when there’s nothing in your system,” the timid dwarf spoke up. “We’re already weak enough as it is. The last thing we need is to get sick.” 
 
    “Well, I’ll make sure to return before any of you get sick,” I replied. “I have to leave now because I need to work out what to do. But believe me, I will return. You won’t be here for much longer.” 
 
    “Will you be here before Friday?” the dwarf asked.  
 
    “You know about Friday?” I frowned.  
 
    “Everyone does,” she said sadly. “We know we don’t have long left.” 
 
    “Well, I know about it, too.” I smirked. “So I’ll be sure to return before they even think about killing you.” 
 
    “How are you going to get home?” the elf asked.  
 
    “I’ll go back the same way I came.” I shrugged. “Through the palace and across the sea.” 
 
    “Aah, but I know of a quicker way.” The elf grinned. 
 
    I had no idea what the elf was talking about, but then she pointed toward one wall in particular.  
 
    “Go through there,” she told me. 
 
    The wall was completely boarded up with wooden slabs, and there were multiple thick chains hanging from it.  
 
    I’d spotted the wall when I first came down here, but I’d noticed the empty chains and simply thought it was more space for captured undesirables. 
 
    I didn’t think it had any sort of purpose until I gave it a closer inspection.  
 
    And that was when I noticed the tunnel on the other side.

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
    “Where does this lead to?” I asked as I peered into the tunnel.  
 
    My violet eyes allowed me to see further into the darkness, but that was the only source of light around me. 
 
    “It’ll take you home,” the female elf replied. “The tunnel leads straight into Rengfri.” 
 
    The anger began to swarm inside my stomach once again.  
 
    The king and his guards had secret passageways to take them from one island to another, which explained why no one had spotted the undesirables being taken in the first place.  
 
    “Is this how you all arrived?” I queried as I turned back around.  
 
    “Some of us,” the half-goblin grumbled. “Others were taken in vessels in the middle of the night.” 
 
    “I don’t know for certain, but I believe there are other tunnels,” the elf spoke up. “We aren’t the only ones down here, and undesirables don’t just live in Rengfri, so it makes sense that they have other passageways.” 
 
    “Fuck,” I growled. “They probably have secret access to every island in Selythia.” 
 
    “That’s what I think, yes.” The elf nodded her head. 
 
    “But it’s not like the king needs secret access,” the banshee huffed as she continued to pull on her chains. “He can go wherever the hell he wants.” 
 
    “Not for long.” I grinned. “Because he won’t be alive to rule Selythia when I’m done with him.” 
 
    A few of the prisoners chuckled as we shared the same evil grins, but the other undesirables sat in silence and peered down at their chains instead.  
 
    “Do you promise that you’ll save us?” the timid dwarf asked. “I mean, are you certain that you can rescue us before Friday arrives?” 
 
    “I am.” I nodded. “I’ll have you out of here before the fires are even lit. I won’t stop until you’ve all been freed, and when I make a promise, I do everything I can to keep it.” 
 
    “Then you must leave now,” the elf said. “Even if you can make it back before Friday, I fear some of us don’t have that long. I’m surprised we’ve even lasted this long, if I’m being honest.” 
 
    “I understand that,” I replied. “I’d take you now if I could, but it wouldn’t take the guards long to notice someone’s missing, and then the fires would be lit even sooner. You have to pretend like nothing’s happened, and you cannot mention my name when any of the guards are present. Do you understand?” 
 
    “We do, Atticus,” the half-orc said. “We quickly understood to keep all secrets to ourselves.” 
 
    “Do you really have to go?” the dwarf asked. “I feel safer knowing that you’re here.” 
 
    “If the demon doesn’t leave, how are we ever going to get out of here?” the banshee howled. “He’s no use to us standing in the corner.” 
 
    “It’ll just be a few more days,” I promised them. “You only have to survive that little bit longer.” 
 
    Despite how much the dwarf didn’t want me to leave, she knew I had to go, and so did the others. Like the banshee said, I was no use to them waiting in the corner as they ate their stale bread and drank a few handfuls of water. They all knew how many soldiers wandered around Nivertara, so it wasn’t like I could kill them all by myself. 
 
    I also reminded them that the sooner I left, the sooner I’d return, and that seemed to please the undesirables greatly. Even the weakened fairy near the trapdoor had a smile on her slender face. 
 
    I couldn’t risk damaging the entrance to the tunnel, because I wanted the guards to think nothing was going on. So I vanished back into my smoky form, and then I slipped through the wooden slabs that closed off the secret passageway.  
 
    The tunnel appeared to be at least fifteen feet high and about ten wide, which was more than enough space for a wagon to fit through. The entrance was smaller than that, but I could just imagine the guards unloading the wagons at the entrance and then returning back to Rengfri to collect some more undesirables.  
 
    Or maybe they had other forms of transportation. It could have been that the wagons were simply to take the undesirables to the tunnel, and then someone else had the job of taking them to Nivertara. 
 
    There were so many different possibilities, and it was clear the king had everything planned out. It wouldn’t have surprised me if I could have traveled around the Kingdom of Selythia in just the tunnels alone. 
 
    But as soon as the king had been disposed of, and I’d finally freed every undesirable, I’d make sure the tunnels were demolished. Or only used for importing goods instead of tearing these creatures from their homes. 
 
    A lot was going to change when I came into power, but none of that was going to happen if I didn’t focus on my plan. 
 
    I could have stood there for hours thinking about the king and his fucking soldiers, but I had to pay attention to what was right in front of me. 
 
    For the most part, the tunnel ran in one straight line, but there were a few twists and bends along the way. There were several torches and lanterns placed along the walls, but none of them were lit, so the same darkness traveled from one end to the other.  
 
    A strange scent drifted through the air, almost like the stench of rotten flesh mixed with mildew. I didn’t find anything which could have caused such an odor, but that didn’t stop my imagination from running wild.  
 
    I could just picture a lifeless creature being thrown from a wagon or a cart, and then their body was probably left to decompose against the ground. There wasn’t any sort of vegetation in the tunnel, which wasn’t a surprise, but that meant there wasn’t any soil to soak up the decaying corpse. 
 
    The king and his guards had such little respect for the undesirables that they’d leave the dead to fend for themselves. I thought they’d at least burn the bodies, that way they wouldn’t have the skeletons of impure creatures littering their land. But apparently not.  
 
    At least I knew that wasn’t going to last for too much longer. And as soon as I’d killed the king and every man who followed him, I could work on freeing the rest of Selythia. 
 
    Then I could focus on the Holy King, because I could just imagine how pissed he’d be when he realized what I planned to do. 
 
    But he deserved what was coming to him.  
 
    They all did.  
 
    I must have been floating through the tunnel for at least forty minutes, maybe even a little more than that, and I began to wonder how long it was going to take to arrive back in Rengfri.  
 
    But just as I was about to channel my Echolocation power, a faint light appeared in the distance. As I got closer, I noticed there were two burning torches, which I hoped meant the end of the tunnel. Part of me also wished to find some guards on the other side, at least then I could satisfy myself by slaughtering them. 
 
    However, as I reached the end, I noticed the torches were just there to add some light to the entrance, and there wasn’t a single guard in sight.  
 
    The same wooden planks had been used to cover this side of the tunnel, too, and a few bushes helped to hide the entrance entirely. The lit torches made me think that someone had been here recently, or they returned every so often to light the fires again, but there wasn’t a single soul around me right now. 
 
    As I slipped my smoky form through the planks and the bushes, I began to realize that I had no idea where I was.  
 
    I had no idea how far away from Oakenpass I was, and I could have been on the complete opposite side of Rengfri for all I knew. But if the tunnel ran under the sea, then it made sense for the entrance to be somewhere near the coast, and not further into the island itself. 
 
    At first, all I could see were rocks and trees towering over the land around me. Some of the ominous mountains could be seen in the distance, but that was about it. There weren’t any specific signs or roads which could have helped me learn my location, and I had no idea which direction I needed to head in.  
 
    But as I flew up into the sky, I noticed something just beyond the walls of trees and rocks. It was a small village, but apart from the regular houses and buildings I was used to, the buildings in this village were made out of stone, or they were just small wooden huts built in between some more trees. 
 
    I’d arrived in Stonebay.  
 
    I remembered the first time the mermaids took me to see the gnomes who lived here. They’d said Stonebay was located about ten minutes from the coast. It made sense that the entrance to the tunnel was so close to the water, but Stonebay was such a secluded place that I imagined not many people would even come across the tunnel in the first place. 
 
    Then, as I began to fly back toward Oakenpass, I couldn’t help but wonder if this was the only tunnel. 
 
    The Port of Rengfri was such a large island that even I hadn’t inspected all of it yet, so surely there had to be more than just one tunnel. Maybe there were other secret passageways which led to other islands, and Nivertara was just one of those places? 
 
    The day that Ashe and I saved Sveila from the priest’s estate, we’d hunted down that motherfucker and the High Elves he was in business with. We cornered them at the entrance of some catacombs, and there was something about that underground lair which made the priest and the elves almost protective of it. 
 
    I never understood why they always met up at the catacombs, and we hadn’t actually searched around after the priest and the High Elves had been slaughtered. We just cleaned up our mess and left.  
 
    But maybe there was more to the catacombs than I first thought. Maybe there was another entrance to yet another tunnel in there? Hell, maybe there was another one near the church in Newhall, or near The Blessed’s headquarters just beyond the holy building? 
 
    It infuriated me to think that Rengfri could have had a selection of tunnels hidden underground, and I didn’t even want to think about how many undesirables had been taken through those dark, dank tunnels throughout the years. 
 
    At least I knew about them now, so I could find a way to put an end to it officially. 
 
    I tried to search around for the guards as I headed home, but I never saw any of them. I didn’t even see their wagons. The guards were still on the island, because their scent was still in the air, but I hoped they were simply sleeping, and they weren’t raiding houses to add more creatures to the king’s collection. 
 
    It wasn’t until I flew over a village and spotted a clock tower that I saw what time it was. It was only halfway through the twelfth hour, so I was home earlier than planned, and I hoped my women were still awake to greet me.  
 
    I spotted Oakenpass a few minutes later, and I let out a sigh of relief as my castle came into view. The werewolves were wandering around as always, and a few flickering lights through the castle windows told me my women were still awake.  
 
    “Atticus,” Rasso called out as I dropped my Smoke Flight form. “How was your evening?” 
 
    “It was… interesting,” I muttered. “I managed to find the king, as well as a few others, so now I just need to put a plan in place.” 
 
    “The king?” Rasso’s eyes widened. “That’s what you needed to talk to Gunnolf about?” 
 
    “Yes.” I nodded. “All will be explained soon, but I needed to locate the king, and I managed to do that.” 
 
    “What are we going to do to the king?” Arric asked as he walked over to stand beside us. “I hope it’s something exciting.” 
 
    “When it comes to me, it’s always exciting.” I grinned. 
 
    “That’s true,” Rasso snickered. “I’m glad Gunnolf was able to help.” 
 
    “You know we’ll be happy to help, too, if you need it,” Arric replied. 
 
    “Thank you.” I smiled. “I’ll take you up on that offer. But I hope it’s been a quiet evening here, too?” 
 
    “Nothing to report.” Rasso shrugged. “We saw a stray deer roaming across the hill, but that’s about as exciting as it got.” 
 
    “I’m glad to hear that,” I said. “Just as long as it stays that way.” 
 
    “We won’t let anything happen,” Arric said with a smug grin. “Any motherfucker who tries to get through us clearly has a death wish.” 
 
    “These king’s guards already have a death wish just by choosing to side with the king,” Rasso chuckled. “Then there’s the assholes in the Heavenly Glade. But we’ll be sure to make it clear they’ve fucked with the wrong demon if they show up.” 
 
    “That’s all I ask.” I smirked. “But make sure you save some for me. Especially when it comes to the Heavenly Glade.” 
 
    “Oh, that reminds me.” Rasso scratched his untamed beard with one hand. “Sveila wanted me to tell you that the angel has been moved to a room upstairs. She didn’t want you to be worried when you didn’t see her on the couch. But… fuck, the Holy King didn’t hold back, did he?” 
 
    “No, he didn’t,” I growled. “Which is why I’ll be doing the same to him if he even thinks about trying to kill me.” 
 
    “They asked me to help them move the angel upstairs, and I thought she was going to break in my arms.” Arric let out a deep breath. “She’s some tough bitch for surviving torment like that, that’s for sure.” 
 
    “Even Deryn was surprised,” Rasso chuckled as he motioned toward the werewolf at the back of the courtyard. “And he hated the angel more than we did.” 
 
    “Dahlia certainly has some strength,” I agreed. “She still needs a few days to recover, but hopefully she won’t be in pain for too much longer. Anyway, you should get back to your jobs.” 
 
    “And you should get back to your women.” Rasso winked. 
 
    The two werewolves laughed as I rolled my eyes at them, and then they patted my shoulders as they returned to work. I liked how playful the werewolves were, and it was almost like they weren’t scared to say the wrong thing around me. 
 
    I probably wouldn’t have appreciated a comment like that had I only just met the wolf pack, but it didn’t bother me now that I was friendlier with them. 
 
    But the mention of my women made me even more excited to see them, so I ran into the castle as quickly as I could.  
 
    “Atticus!” Ashe called from the stairs. “You’re home!” 
 
    My devious huntress had changed into a black satin dress, and her silver-blue hair flowed freely over her shoulders. She didn’t look like she was ready to go to bed, but I assumed that was because she was waiting for me.  
 
    Ashe skipped down the stairs to meet me halfway, and then she threw her arms around my neck as she pressed herself against me. Her luscious scent seemed to overpower me, and I hadn’t realized how tired and hungry I was until I’d actually taken the chance to stop and think about myself.  
 
    “How was your evening?” Ashe asked. “Did you find the king?” 
 
    “I did,” I replied. “But where are the others? I’d rather tell you everything as a group.” 
 
    “We’re just sitting with the angel,” Ashe said as she reluctantly pulled away from me. “You know, she’s really not that bad.” 
 
    “Dahlia is unlike other angels,” I snickered.  
 
    “Fuck, I need to get used to calling her by her actual name,” Ashe giggled. “I’m so used to talking badly about angels, I actually forget they have names like everyone else.” 
 
    “She probably just referred to us as ‘demons,’ too.” I smiled.  
 
    “The hot demons.” Ashe smirked. “Because even the holy, righteous followers can’t deny how attractive we are.” 
 
    “I’m not sure how true that is,” I chuckled. “Would you say the Holy King was attractive?” 
 
    Ashe’s eyes widened as she pretended to be sick.  
 
    “Absolutely fucking not,” she replied. “Have you seen the portraits of that bastard? Even his angels wouldn’t say he was good to look at.” 
 
    “The mortal king is just as ugly,” I snorted. “I found it hard not to laugh when he came into the room.” 
 
    “That’s probably because he’s holy.” Ashe nodded. “Now, let’s go and see the others. I’m dying to know what happened!” 
 
    Ashe and I walked up to the third floor of the castle, and then she took me into one of the empty bedrooms which had now been given to Dahlia. 
 
    The angel was resting somewhat peacefully in the center of the large bed, and she had Lux and Lixiss lying on either side of her. The three women were snuggled under a red blanket, and all I could see of Lixiss was her head and some of her black hair.  
 
    Sveila and Iris were also in the room, but they’d brought over some chairs which were sitting at the end of the bed. 
 
    “We wondered how long you were going to be gone for,” Lux said as she gave me a dainty wave. “It’s so good to have you back.” 
 
    “It’s nice to be back,” I replied. “It’s certainly been a long evening.” 
 
    “Have you eaten?” Iris asked as she stood from her chair. “I could bring you up a plate of meat and bread if you want some?” 
 
    “I haven’t, but I’m okay just now,” I replied. “I can eat something later if I need to.” 
 
    “Okay.” Iris smiled. “But please, take my seat. You’ve had a long day.” 
 
    I happily took Iris’ seat, but then I held the elf against me as she made herself comfortable on my lap. Ashe did the same with Sveila, and the Red Witch locked her hands around the demon’s slender waist. 
 
    “So tell us what happened.” Dahlia frowned. “Did you find the king?” 
 
    “The king is currently residing on Nivertara, an island not far from here,” I explained. “I managed to find him, and I also took a brief tour of his palace. He is very well guarded, which isn’t a surprise, but he also had multiple members of The Blessed roaming around the island, too.” 
 
    “Eurgh,” Ashe groaned. 
 
    “Pathetic assholes,” Sveila muttered.  
 
    “Did you do anything to The Blessed?” Dahlia asked. 
 
    “No,” I sighed. “I was tempted, of course, but it was too risky. There’s far too many of them for one demon to tackle alone.” 
 
    “You have more restraint than me,” Lixiss giggled. 
 
    “And me,” Lux added. “I would have killed them instantly.” 
 
    “But I knew I couldn’t do that,” I said. “It would make our jobs much harder. I knew we hadn’t seen the last of them, but I was surprised to find The Blessed in Nivertara given that it’s overrun with the king’s associates. Dahlia, you even said that most undesirables would have been killed as soon as the king arrived. So that made me even more determined to find the king, and not only did I find him, I also found the undesirables they’ve imprisoned, too.” 
 
    Most of the women around me gasped, but Dahlia played with her hands anxiously as she glanced down at the bed.  
 
    “At first I only found about seventy of them,” I continued. “But I was later informed that the basement they’re being held in takes up the entire property, so there’s about three or four hundred down there.” 
 
    “What the fuck?” Ashe frowned. 
 
    “I can’t believe this,” Sveila whispered. “I’m…” 
 
    “It breaks my heart,” Iris mumbled as she rested her head against my chest. “To think they’re all stuck down there.” 
 
    “We have to do something, Atticus,” Lixiss said. “We can’t leave them down there.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, I didn’t just walk away,” I replied. “I managed to overhear the king and his men having a meeting. There’s some big celebration happening on Friday, and they mentioned something about a fire and “freeing Nivertara.” So we have to do something before Friday, and before these creatures are murdered.” 
 
    “This coming Friday will mark twenty years since the king was crowned,” Dahlia mumbled. “That’ll be why they’re waiting until then. It happens every year.” 
 
    “What happens every year?” Sveila asked. “The fire?” 
 
    “Yes.” Dahlia nodded. “For weeks leading up to the day, the king has his guards round up as many undesirables as he can. Then the entire island celebrates the king as the undesirables are killed. I didn’t realize it was so soon until you mentioned the fire. The Holy King is just as excited, and he loves to sit and watch the festivities from his temple.” 
 
    “Well, now we know we have to save these creatures before Friday,” Iris replied. “But we’ll need to work out how we’re going to do that.” 
 
    “We’ll probably have to kill The Blessed, the guards, and any king’s men before we make it to the palace,” Ashe said as she began to wander around the room. “Then once Atticus has killed the king, we can head downstairs and free the undesirables from the basement! We’ll need to think of a way to get to Nivertara without anyone realizing, but I’m sure it can be done.” 
 
    “I might have another route.” I smirked. “Not only have the guards been taking undesirables from Rengfri, and fuck knows where else, they’ve also been using a secret tunnel. An elf pointed out the tunnel to me, and she said it leads straight into Rengfri, which it did.” 
 
    “Perfect!” Ashe cried. “In that case, we can take turns saving these undesirables and taking them from the basement without anyone even realizing! Then we can kill the king and have our own celebration!” 
 
    “That’s too risky,” I sighed. “We can’t take any of them without the guards realizing their stock is running low. We also have to take The Blessed into consideration, too, so we can’t do anything until we have a full army behind us. This is going to have to be a mass slaughter operation.” 
 
    “My favorite kind…” Ashe said with a wicked grin. 
 
    “We can speak with Madame Nyra first thing in the morning,” Lux said with a nod of her head. 
 
    “She’ll be able to put the finishing touches to the army,” Lixiss added with a loud yawn.  
 
    “I’ll also help you if I can,” Dahlia replied. “I’m not sure how much use I’ll be before Friday, but you know how I feel about the Holy King, so I won’t be able to just sit back and watch.” 
 
    “I’m not sure about that…” Sveila rubbed her fingers across her lips. “The potions are still trying to mend your wounds, so you’ll be weak for a few days.” 
 
    “But there is something you could help us with,” I said. “I’m not sure how possible it is, but if The Blessed are possessed by angel magic, is there a chance you can remove that magic from them? Then they’d lose their strength and abilities?” 
 
    “Unfortunately not,” Dahlia mumbled. “Only the Holy King and Guardian Angels can possess The Blessed, so only they can remove a magic as strong as that.” 
 
    “Motherfucker,” Ashe huffed.  
 
    “It was worth a shot.” I shrugged.  
 
    “But I’ll do something, Atticus,” Dahlia said with a nod of her head. “The king has caused a lot of pain throughout these twenty years, I see that now. So I’m just as eager to watch him get what he deserves.” 
 
    “And he will.” I smirked. “We’ll come up with the perfect plan, and we’ll do it all before Friday. However, I think we should sleep, and then we can discuss this again in the morning.” 
 
    “I’ve been fighting off sleep for a while,” Dahlia giggled.  
 
    “Lux and Lixiss, are you still okay to look after Dahlia?” Sveila asked. “I don’t mind watching over her while you two get some sleep.” 
 
    “We’re wide awake!” Lux grinned. “Despite how comfy this bed is.” 
 
    “Uh-huh…” Lixiss mumbled as she nestled her head into the pillow. “We’re wide awake…” 
 
    “Come on, sister,” Lux sighed. “They’ve been looking after Dahlia all evening. It’s our turn now.” 
 
    “No, no, I’m awake,” the black fairy replied. “Don’t worry, Sveila, we’ve got this.” 
 
    “Okay.” Sveila shrugged. “Would you like me to go over the bandages and potion again?” 
 
    “We remember everything you told us.” Lixiss smiled. “Now, go!” 
 
    “Yes, go,” Dahlia laughed. 
 
    “Come on, they’ve already said they’ve got this,” Ashe said as she skipped from the room. “See you in the morning!” 
 
    “Have a good night, Atticus.” Lux smirked. 
 
    I had no idea what the sinful fairy meant, but I decided not to ask as I closed the bedroom door behind us.  
 
    Sveila tucked her hand into mine, but Iris and Ashe were already skipping toward my bedroom. The demon’s playful giggle echoed throughout the hallway. 
 
    “We decided that Iris was going to spend the evening with us tonight,” Sveila said. 
 
    “Oh?” I gave the Red Witch a coy smile. “And why is that?” 
 
    “Because she wants to show you what she’s learned.” Sveila shrugged. “Ashe hasn’t just been teaching her how to handle a weapon. Well… maybe not that sort of weapon.” 
 
    “Are you going to tell me what else Iris has been learning?” I asked. 
 
    “I think I’ll leave that up to the sweet little elf.” Sveila winked. “But I hope you didn’t have any intentions of going to sleep right now…” 
 
    A smoky growl slipped through my lips as a variety of images formed in my mind.  
 
    I was tired, and I had intended on going to bed, but I didn’t give a fuck how desperately I needed to sleep.  
 
    I needed my women more.  
 
    And that was all it took for me to race down the hallway with Sveila’s hand firmly in my grasp.

  

 
   
    Chapter 10 
 
    Sveila and I walked into the master bedroom to find Ashe and Iris already lying across the grand bed. Ashe had a mischievous grin on her face, whereas Iris had her bottom lip caught between her teeth, and her eyes were firmly trained on her lap.  
 
    “Iris…” Sveila said seductively as she went to sit beside the nervous elf. “Atticus is very excited to see what we’ve taught you.” 
 
    “I can’t wait for you to see it.” Ashe winked. “She’s a natural.” 
 
    “She’s the perfect student,” Sveila said as she stroked Iris’ light-orange hair. 
 
    “Well, I wouldn’t say that,” Iris giggled. “But I’m getting there.” 
 
    “This is something I need to see,” I said as a recognizable feeling swarmed through my body. 
 
    Every inch of me ached to feel my women’s bodies beneath me, and there was something about Iris’ timid expression which caused that feeling to grow even stronger.  
 
    Iris’ nervousness was one thing I loved most about her, and it made her different from the others. But I was also keen to see what she’d learned, and I was eager to know whether a fiery hellcat lived within the body of a scared kitten.  
 
    I stood patiently for a couple of minutes while Iris took some calming breaths, but then she lifted her head to look at me. Iris could only make eye contact for a split second, but it looked as though she glanced down to stare straight at my lips.  
 
    “We understand you’ve had a long day, Atticus,” the elf said softly as she moved onto her knees. “And we hoped that maybe we could help you relieve some of that stress?” 
 
    “What do you suggest?” I asked casually.  
 
    Sveila and Ashe pressed their fists against their mouths, probably to stop themselves from giggling, but their eyes were filled with excitement. They looked proud of themselves for what they’d taught Iris, and I had to agree. The elf in front of me was almost like a completely different woman.  
 
    Once Iris had reached the end of the bed, she sat there with her hands locked in her lap, and then she slowly slipped a lock of hair behind her ear. She gnawed away at her bottom lip once again, but I noticed how Iris puffed out her chest to help emphasize her glorious chest. 
 
    “We know of a few ways to calm you,” Iris paused to take another breath. “And… And I…” 
 
    “You’ve got this,” Ashe whispered in encouragement. “You know what to say next.” 
 
    “I wondered if I could try something?” Iris asked innocently. 
 
    “You can do whatever the fuck you want with me,” I growled.  
 
    My cock began to strain against my pants, but I tried to hold back my urges. I wanted the elf to find that out for herself when she ripped my garments from my body, but I also wanted Iris to go at her own pace.  
 
    “Well, maybe I could start with…” Iris paused for a second as she sat up from the bed, but then her eyes widened. “Oh, crap, I forgot something.” 
 
    No one in the room could hold back their laughter as Iris dropped her sultry tone. There was something charming about Iris’ attempt at flirting, and that just made us love her more.  
 
    Iris spun around to look at Ashe and Sveila, and I noticed how she rubbed her hands against her sides, almost like her palms had started to sweat.  
 
    “I was meant to start by removing my dress first, right?” Iris asked. “And then I was meant to ask if I could try something?” 
 
    “Oh, my sweet girl,” Sveila said with a smile. “You’ll soon realize that there’s no proper order in which to do things. You can present yourself to our master, or you can stay as you are and then experience the magic as he rips it from your body.” 
 
    “Either works for me.” I smirked. 
 
    “So I didn’t ruin it?” Iris queried nervously.  
 
    “Aaah, I just love you!” Ashe kicked her legs wildly as she giggled. “You couldn’t ruin anything if you tried!” 
 
    Iris spun her head around to look at me, and she scratched one of her flushed cheeks with one hand. “I’m sorry, Atticus.” 
 
    “Sorry?” I frowned. “Why are you apologizing?” 
 
    “Because I ruined the mood,” she huffed. “I’ve been going over this all evening, and then I ruined it as soon as you walked in the room. I… I couldn’t cope with seeing you standing there, so my mind turned to mush.” 
 
    “Well…” I said as I took a few steps toward the elf. “Like Ashe said, you couldn’t ruin anything. Plus, what you just said was better than anything you rehearsed before now.” 
 
    “Really?” she asked.  
 
    “Yes,” I laughed. “You just admitted that you’re so drawn to me that you literally forgot what to say. That’s a major compliment.” 
 
    “I mean, it’s the truth.” Iris shrugged. “But I would like to try to keep going, if that’s okay with you?” 
 
    “You don’t need to ask me.” I smiled.  
 
    “How about we offer you some more guidance?” Sveila suggested as she and Ashe left the bed. “We can do this together.” 
 
    “I’m even more okay with that.” I grinned. 
 
    Ashe and Sveila stood behind Iris with their hands on her shoulders, and they both whispered a few words in her ears. A smile curled across Iris’ lips, and I could almost see the nerves leaving her body as she let out a deep breath and dropped her clenched hands. 
 
    “If it’s okay with you, master, I’d like to try something?” Iris asked.  
 
    “My body is yours,” I said with a light growl.  
 
    Sveila whispered one more thing behind her cupped hand, but it was too quiet for me to hear what she’d said. Instead of asking, I stood and watched as Iris took one more step toward me, and then she slowly ran her hands down the front of my shirt.  
 
    “My body craves you, master,” the elf whispered. “I want nothing more than to feel you break inside me, and… I want to dominate you, master.” 
 
    I had a feeling that’s what Ashe and Sveila had told Iris to say, and I was so glad they did. I ached to feel Iris beneath me, to feel all my women beneath me, and just those few words alone were almost enough to make me break from my stance and pin Iris against the nearest wall. 
 
    “Mmm,” Ashe moaned as she stood beside Iris. “Can you tell how ready he is for us?” 
 
    The two of them looked down at my bulging pants, and it felt like the garment was about to break from the pressure alone.  
 
    “I think you know what to do next,” Sveila said as she motioned toward my pants.  
 
    Iris reached down and lightly brushed over my cock with a delicate hand, and it took every ounce of willpower to stop myself from falling over. A crackle of energy raced beneath my skin, and another growl vibrated at the back of my throat.  
 
    Ashe and Sveila briefly glanced at each other, and then the two of them began to slip off my jacket and unbutton my shirt as Iris kept her hand on my pants. They didn’t need to tell the elf what to do next, and with determination in her blue eyes, Iris began to pop open my pants as my cock sprang free. 
 
    It wasn’t long before my clothes had been abandoned on the floor, and my women continued to stroke and tease my heated skin with their wandering hands. 
 
    However, they still hadn’t removed their dresses, and I much preferred to see their outstanding bodies and glistening skin without material in the way. I loved nothing more than to rip their dresses clean off their bodies, and to feel the material tear in my hands as I freed them from their garments. But there was also something incredibly alluring about watching them undress themselves as I sat in front of them.  
 
    “I think it’s your turn now,” I said as my fingers glided across the neckline of Sveila’s dress. “I want all three of you to show me what you have to offer.” 
 
    “I’ve got a better idea,” Ashe giggled as she took Sveila by the hand. “Why don’t we free Iris ourselves?” 
 
    My sinful women worked together to remove Iris from her dress, and the elf took a few calming breaths like she was trying to fight off her nerves. Either that, or she was trying to stop herself from acting on impulse and throwing herself at me, which I wouldn’t have complained about.  
 
    Once Iris’ bare body was presented to me, she helped Ashe and Sveila remove their dresses, too. I didn’t think it was even possible for my dick to get much harder than it already was, but the sight of them teasing each other was almost too much for me to cope with. 
 
    I took in every curve of their bodies with my eyes, and I couldn’t help but notice the differences and similarities between them all. Sveila was curvier than the others, and Iris was much more slender with a smaller chest than Ashe. My little huntress was slightly smaller in height than the others, but the muscles which rippled in her arms and legs almost matched my own.  
 
    They were all unique in their own way, and that’s what made them perfect to me.  
 
    “Now I want you to show Atticus what else we taught you,” Ashe whispered with her face next to Iris’. “Do you remember that last lesson we had?” 
 
    “I don’t think I could forget it,” the elf giggled. 
 
    Before I knew what their plan was, Iris sank down to her knees, and she rested her hands on my hips as she glanced up at me.  
 
    “May I, master?” she asked.  
 
    “I don’t think I even need to answer that,” I snorted as a whispering sensation ran up my spin.  
 
    Iris closed one hand around the base of my cock, and then she paused for a fraction of a second before she gently ran her tongue across my leaking head.  
 
    “Fuuuuuuck,” I groaned.  
 
    “Mmmm,” Sveila moaned. “Look at her. She’s a natural.” 
 
    “I’m already dripping wet just from watching them,” Ashe sighed.  
 
    Once the little elf was comfortable, she slowly began to take my hardened length into her mouth. Her plump lips wrapped around my dick, and then her head began to bob back and forth as her eyes softly closed. 
 
    “Master,” Sveila said with a shaky breath. “May I… May I please touch myself? I… Fuck, I can’t handle this.” 
 
    “Can I help her?” Ashe pleaded. 
 
    “Make sure I can see you both.” I grinned. 
 
    The overpowering scent of their juices mixed together in the air around me, and it almost felt like I could reach out and touch them. The three women in front of me were all dripping wet, and I couldn’t wait to taste them individually.  
 
    Iris occasionally gagged as my cock brushed against the back of my throat, but she quickly recovered like nothing had ever happened. It was the first time the elf had ever had a cock in her mouth, but it seemed like she was picking it up quickly.  
 
    If that’s what she was like during her first experience, then I couldn’t wait to see what she’d be like with more practice. 
 
    “Ahaaaa,” I choked out a laugh as the need to cum became even more prominent.  
 
    The elf’s tongue slipped and glided across my dick, and then she suckled on my head before she took the rest of my cock in her mouth. Iris never faltered once, and she occasionally looked up to catch my eye, but then she’d close her eyes again as she continued on with the momentum. 
 
    Sveila and Ashe laid across the bed in front of me, and they had their legs locked together as they became lost in a heated kiss. Sveila massaged Ashe’s breast with one hand, and Ashe stroked back Sveila’s hair as her moans filled the master bedroom. 
 
    “Fuckkkk!” I cried as I forced myself to hold on.  
 
    I knew I was seconds away from pouring my seed straight down Iris’ throat, and the need to let go almost became painful. However, I knew I had to warn Iris, especially since she might not have realized what was about to happen.  
 
    “I can’t hold back,” I said with a sigh. “So you should probably move away if you’re not ready for this next step.” 
 
    But to my complete surprise, Iris gave me a wink, and then she bobbed her head forward as her hands moved to sit under my ass.  
 
    That one move alone was all it took, and I filled the castle with my pleasured cries while I finally found my release. Streams of warm cum hit against the back of Iris’ throat with a vengeance, and she flinched once, but that didn’t last for long. 
 
    Stars appeared in my eyes as Iris drank back every drop, and my body began to tremble as the lasting effects of my climax started to break free. A smoky breath blew from my lips, and I clutched onto Iris’ hair as I tried to keep myself standing.  
 
    “Oooooh, Sveilaaaaa!” Ashe cried. “Yesssss!” 
 
    The huntress was now lying flat on her back, and she had her legs hooked over Sveila’s shoulders as the Red Witch teased the demon with her talented tongue. Ashe massaged her breasts with both hands, and she arched her back every time a second wave of cries swarmed throughout the room. 
 
    “I hope that was okay for you, master?” Iris asked innocently.  
 
    My cock was vibrating so much that I hadn’t even realized the elf had moved away. But one look into her deep blue eyes caused the feelings to return once again, and my demonic side started to rear up as I imagined the various positions Iris could be in as I fucked her.  
 
    “I don’t even have any words to describe how good that was,” I said as I helped Iris stand back up again. “I just know that I’m not done with any of you yet.” 
 
    Her skin felt as soft as velvet, and the scent that poured from her dripping pussy caused the demon in me to practically purr with lust. 
 
    Iris let out a little shriek as I lifted her off the floor, but that instantly turned into laughter as I ran us both toward the bed.  
 
    “Have you come to join us?” Sveila giggled with her head still nestled between Ashe’s legs. 
 
    I kept the elf against me as I sat down, and she seemed to fit perfectly in my lap.  
 
    “What about if I do this…?” Sveila said before she blew a light breath against Ashe’s opening.  
 
    “Aaahhaaa!” Ashe cried again. “I… Gaaaah!” 
 
    “I love watching them cum,” I whispered to Iris. “I love watching them lose control, and the sounds they make as they reach that much-needed orgasm. It’s the most powerful thing, and nothing makes me harder than watching that.” 
 
    “I can tell,” Iris giggled as she pressed her ass against my aching cock. 
 
    “You don’t want to do that unless you’re ready to face the consequences,” I said with a smoky breath.  
 
    “Maybe I am,” Iris whispered shakily. “Perhaps that’s exactly what I want to do.” 
 
    A heavy silence covered me as I stared at my little elf. Her cheeks were flushed, and she returned to nibbling on her bottom lip, but there was a hefty hint of desire in her eyes. That one look alone told me that she wanted this as much as I did, and it would have taken a lot to keep me from pleasuring Iris with everything I had to offer. 
 
    Before she knew what was happening, I picked Iris up again and pinned her down on the bed. Her breasts bounced from the movement, and a proud smile crossed my lips as I felt her legs settle against my back. 
 
    “You can dominate me as much as you want,” I said as I felt her warmth trickle onto my cock. “But I’ll always be in charge when I fuck you. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Y-Yes, master.” Iris nodded.  
 
    Iris shivered underneath me as I edged myself closer, but before that shiver could leave her skin, I forced myself forward and filled her tight pussy with one thrust.  
 
    “Fuckkkk!” I growled as I felt her walls clamp around me.  
 
    “Yesssss!” Iris cried as her eyes winced closed. 
 
    I felt the elf’s center slowly stretch as she worked to fit my impressive size, and no matter how much I wanted to pound into her over and over, I forced myself to still my movements to make Iris as comfortable as possible. 
 
    Iris was unlike Sveila and Ashe, or even Lux and Lixiss, who received great pleasure from pain. I was sure Iris would get to that point at some stage, but until I knew my elf was as comfortable as possible, I didn’t want to hurt her in any way, shape, or form. 
 
    The demonic side of me taunted me with silent urges, but I brushed that to one side as I began to rock back and forth. My cock slipped further and further into Iris with every move, and I didn’t increase my speed until Iris’ face began to soften and the wince disappeared from sight. 
 
    “You feel so fucking good,” I groaned as my rhythm increased once again.  
 
    Our heated skin slapped against each other, and I’d occasionally pull Iris toward the edge of the bed before I plowed into her once again. She shuddered every time I filled her, and it took all my self-restraint not to fuck her even harder whenever my name slipped from her lips.  
 
    “Look at them,” Ashe whispered from the other side of the bed. “Look at what he does to her.” 
 
    “Ooooh, I can’t wait for that to be us,” Sveila replied. 
 
    “Maybe we should assist them?” Ashe giggled.  
 
    The women shared a look before they clambered across the bed, and then they positioned themselves on either side of Iris as their hands began to roam across the elf’s chest.  
 
    “Do you like that?” I smirked as I spotted the smile on Iris’ face. “Do you like having all three of us work on you at the same time?” 
 
    “Y-Yessss,” Iris hissed. “Oh, I dooooo.” 
 
    Iris rocked her own hips against mine as Sveila leaned down to give the elf a biting kiss. Ashe remained at Iris’ chest, but she licked and suckled on Iris’ nipple while I continued to give the elf exactly what she needed.  
 
    I had to grasp onto Iris’ hips to stop myself from slipping out, but that became increasingly hard as her sweet juices coated my rigid cock. The entire room was filled with our combined aromas, and I salivated at just the notes in the air. 
 
    “Aaaatticussss!” Iris suddenly cried as her body began to twitch against the bed. 
 
    “I don’t think she can hold on much longer, master,” Sveila giggled while she peppered Iris’ face with kisses. 
 
    Iris’ swapped out my name for more labored breathing, and she pressed her ankles against my ass as she tried to force me closer. She was nothing like the virgin elf I’d claimed just over a week ago, and the difference between Iris then and Iris now was like night and day. 
 
    “Pleeeease, master, please!” Iris begged.  
 
    “Tell him what you’re after,” Sveila whispered.  
 
    “I need… I need to cummmmm!” the elf cried. “Fill me, master, pleeeease! Give me your seed, Atticus!” 
 
    Her hips rocked against mine even harder than before, and as her walls squeezed the life out of my dick, I felt my own orgasm build. It was like a twisted spring, and any second now the spring was going to break. It also felt like my heart was going to break through my chest, and more smoke blew from my lips as I did my best to hold on. 
 
    “Give yourself to me,” I ordered with a deep tone. “Take my cum as you coat my cock.” 
 
    I thought I was going to collapse, even with the bed supporting me. The desire to cum and the need to feel Iris break beneath me caused my demonic urges to appear again, and I picked up my pace once more. 
 
    The bed shuddered across the floor, and Sveila and Ashe giggled from the movement, but Iris continued to squirm as she stuttered my name over and over. 
 
    All of a sudden, Iris let out a high-pitched wail as she reached her climax, and I was only seconds behind her. Her walls clamped around me as my cum began to spray from my cock, and neither of us could hold back our cries as the sensations rolled through me over and over.  
 
    It felt like the volcanic eruptions I’d witnessed a countless number of times in the Hellscape. My seed was forced from my dick like a volcano coughing and spluttering, and I forced it deep into Iris’ womb as another load followed the last.  
 
    The whole time, Iris ran a hand across her sweaty chest as her juices poured from her center, and I felt it drench my cock as she reached an ultimate high. 
 
    Ashe and Sveila pressed themselves against Iris in a sweet embrace as the elf tried to calm herself down. I ran my hands up and down her smooth sides as I somehow managed to control my breathing, but the stars in my eyes were present again, and it felt like I had something stuck at the back of my throat.  
 
    “How was that?” Ashe asked as she stroked Iris’ hair away from her face.  
 
    “I still don’t think I’ll ever get over that,” Iris giggled. “I thought it was incredible the first time, but it just… It just keeps getting better.” 
 
    “Then just wait.” Sveila smiled. “I’m still at a loss for words. But that shows just how incredible our master is.” 
 
    “That’s true.” I grinned. 
 
    Once we had the ability to move, Sveila shuffled across the bed to allow me the chance to lie down in the middle, and we all wrapped our arms around each other as we sat there in silence.  
 
    I loved it when all six of my women were present at the same time, but I loved it just as much when I spent quality time with my women individually. There was nothing better than watching them care for each other, or whenever they embraced them as a powerful orgasm shattered through their bodies.  
 
    My women weren’t jealous creatures who wanted me to spend time with them and no one else. They actually got even more excited when they could hear our cries of pleasure echo around the castle, because they knew it would be their turn soon enough.  
 
    And that was exactly what happened after I’d recovered from claiming Iris.  
 
    Ashe and Sveila deserved to be rewarded for their patience, and I certainly wasn’t going to go to sleep until I’d pleasured everyone in that room.  
 
    “Who do you think I should fuck first, Iris?” I asked as I glanced at the demon and the witch before me.  
 
    “You want me to decide?” Iris pointed to herself.  
 
    “Yes.” I nodded. “Who should receive my love first?” 
 
    “Oh, I… um…” Iris played with her hands anxiously. “I don’t want to pick the wrong person.” 
 
    “There’s no wrong person here,” Ashe said sweetly. 
 
    “Let Ashe go first.” Sveila smiled. “She suggested this idea, so I think she should be rewarded for such a brilliant plan.” 
 
    “Okay, then I pick Ashe.” Iris shrugged. 
 
    “Yay!” Ashe clapped happily. “Thank you!” 
 
    Sveila and Iris settled themselves at the head of the bed, and they watched with excitement as I pleasured Ashe with everything I had to offer.  
 
    The bed smacked against the wall as I plowed into my sinful huntress, and my cock throbbed with a vengeance as her sleek walls clenched around me. Ashe’s screams seemed to fill every inch of the castle, and she ordered me to fuck her harder and faster as our rhythm increased.  
 
    “Yesssss!” Ashe called as her hips smacked against mine. “Right fucking therrrrrre!” 
 
    A jolt of energy coursed through me as we lost ourselves in each other, and the love I felt toward my Infernal Huntress seemed to build every time I watched her quake beneath me. 
 
    Ashe reached her climax at the same time I did, and I held my demon close as I filled her with my heated cream. My cock was coated with her sweet juices, and Ashe ordered me to fill her over and over as she absorbed my cum.  
 
    Then I glanced up at Iris and Sveila as I took the demon into my arms, and the smiles on their faces told me they’d enjoyed the view. Iris looked slightly embarrassed, but she’d get used to our antics.  
 
    However, Sveila’s blissful smile made it seem like she’d also climaxed just by watching us, and that only made me want the witch even more. 
 
    “Can I pick the position, master?” Sveila asked innocently. “Please?” 
 
    “Which position are you thinking of?” I queried.  
 
    I didn’t care how I fucked them, just as long as I did, but I was still interested to know.  
 
    “I’d love to be able to watch Ashe and Iris while you fuck me from behind.” Sveila smirked. “Do you think that’s possible, master?” 
 
    It took me less than a second to think of an answer.  
 
    “Get yourself down here,” I ordered.  
 
    Sveila positioned herself across the foot of the bed with her ass in the air, and she clutched onto the sheets as she made herself comfortable. I felt myself being drawn to the witch, and she let out a soft sigh as I ran my hand over the curve of her ass. 
 
    “You’re so beautiful,” I whispered.  
 
    I cupped my hand between her legs, and I was instantly met with the warmth and juices that dripped from her bare pussy. Then as I removed my hand, I slipped one finger across her damp opening to tease the witch a little more.  
 
    “Fuck meeeee, Atticusssss!” Sveila screamed into the air. “I neeeed you, master!” 
 
    Her calls became louder and higher pitched as I slammed my cock deep into her sweet pussy, and Sveila jolted against the bed from just the pressure alone.  
 
    Once she’d stretched to comfortably fit me, I began to increase my speed, and Sveila quickly picked up the rhythm. Although she’d taken control at first, it was now my turn to be in command again, and I knew exactly what I wanted.  
 
    My hands were constantly connected to her pert backend as I slammed in harder and harder, and every time I slapped Sveila’s ass, the Red Witch would squeal and shriek from the sudden hit.  
 
    Just like with Ashe, Sveila also pleaded with me to fill her as we reached our orgasms. I could practically feel Sveila go limp as I emptied myself inside her, and I let out one last shuddering breath as the last wave of cum poured into her womb.  
 
    I also shook as I felt the witch coat my cock, and I held myself as close to her as possible while the vibrations raced across my skin. I felt so connected to my witch at that moment, and the most intense pleasure rippled through us as we slowly came down from the high we’d created.  
 
    The sun looked like it was starting to rise as we finally called it a night, and I collapsed into bed with Iris, Ashe, and Sveila cuddled up beside me. 
 
    It didn’t seem to take me any time at all to fall asleep, and I didn’t recall moving until I was forced awake a few hours later. At first I had no idea what was going on, but then I saw the delicate faces of my fairy twins smiling down at me.  
 
    “Good morning, Atticus!” Lux smiled as she flew around the room.  
 
    “You’re finally awake!” Lixiss said. 
 
    “What time is it?” I asked.  
 
    “I don’t know.” Lixiss shrugged. “But we’ve been waiting to see you, so it doesn’t matter what time it is!” 
 
    The sun looked to be pretty low in the sky, so I imagined it was either the eighth or ninth hour. I would have liked to stay asleep for a little while longer, but none of that mattered when my twins threw themselves into my arms.  
 
    Ashe let out a groan before she threw the sheets over her head, but Sveila and Iris didn’t seem as bothered by the sudden awakening. They even sat up and pulled the twins in for a hug when I finally released them from my arms. 
 
    “Come on, Ashe,” Sveila giggled as she climbed out of bed. “We have a lot to do today, remember? We have a lot to discuss, too.” 
 
    “We can do that later,” Ashe groaned from underneath the sheets. 
 
    “No, we can’t,” Iris laughed. “We have to check on Dahlia, too.” 
 
    “We had such a lovely evening with her,” Lixiss said as she perched herself on my lap. “For an angel, Dahlia’s pretty funny. But the potion worked perfectly, and we did exactly as you said and changed her bandages just before she fell asleep.” 
 
    “She’s still sleeping now because we didn’t want to wake her,” Lux added.  
 
    “Lucky her,” Ashe mumbled. 
 
    It took a few more minutes to get Ashe out of bed, and I managed to convince her to get up when I said that we might have to pass Garrik’s weaponry shop. 
 
    The women rushed to get dressed so they could go downstairs and prepare some breakfast before I joined them, and then all five of them blew me a kiss as they left the room. 
 
    Yet as I watched Iris smile and wave at me over her shoulder, I was instantly swarmed with an unfamiliar feeling. 
 
    It was so powerful that I had to steady myself against the bed to stop myself from toppling over.  
 
    Then I was hit with the most intense memory and the clearest flashback I’d ever received.

  

 
   
    Chapter 11 
 
    Everything felt so real around me, almost like I’d been transported to where this memory took place.  
 
    I was standing in an alleyway, or maybe a tunnel, but wherever I was, it was long and dark with brick walls on either side. There was also a strange smell in the air, almost like food had been left out to rot. 
 
    A dim light flickered above me, but instead of burning torches on the walls, there was a light almost like the fairy lights in the Grimmway. It wasn’t as bright as fire, and the light was encased in something clear like glass. 
 
    I had no idea where I was, and I was about to keep walking down the alleyway to find out, but then someone cleared their throat behind me.  
 
    As I turned around, I noticed Iris leaning against one of the walls. 
 
    But was it Iris? 
 
    The woman’s hair and eyes matched Iris’, but her ears weren’t pointed like an elf’s, and her clothes were different, too. This woman was wearing a simple black dress, almost like the mermaids’ dresses, and she had on a pair of black heels which none of my women wore. 
 
    “Are you going to stand there all night?” the woman giggled.  
 
    “Iris?” I asked, but my voice felt weak and faint, like I was talking to this woman through a brick wall.  
 
    “I need to go now, but I’ll see you later?” she asked me with a smile.  
 
    “Iris?” I tried again. “What’s going on?” 
 
    The woman pushed herself off the wall and took a few steps until she was standing in the entrance of the alleyway. 
 
    “This won’t take long,” she said with a laugh. “Trust me, I’ll be okay. Will I meet you at the liquor store?” 
 
    “What won’t take long?” I asked. “Tell me what’s going on.” 
 
    “Perfect, see you then.” She smiled and blew me a kiss.  
 
    The woman went to walk away, and I reached out my hand to stop her, but I was standing too far away. A sense of fear washed over me, almost like I didn’t want this woman to leave, but I couldn’t stop her. 
 
    My legs felt heavy when I tried to take a step forward, and I found myself stuck in that one position. I could turn around, but it felt like two clear walls had been built around me to stop me from actually going anywhere. 
 
    I pushed and punched the invisible barricade, but the woman kept walking away. Then she turned to give me one more smile and wave over her shoulder, but that just made me even more determined to reach her. 
 
    But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t get to her, and that scared me more than anything.  
 
    Who was this woman, and why was I so desperate to save her? 
 
    “Iris?” I called out, with the hope that the woman would return. “Iris!” 
 
    “Atticus?” Iris’ gentle voice appeared beside me. “What’s wrong, Atticus? You’re scaring me.” 
 
    The woman in my memory wasn’t saying that, because her lips never moved as she smiled. But the flashback felt so real that I couldn’t decipher where the voice was coming from.  
 
    “Hold on, Atticus, let me get Sveila,” Iris spoke again, but she sounded incredibly panicked.  
 
    I felt something warm touching my arm, and then there was a light squeeze before the warmth vanished.  
 
    Something moved underneath me, and then I heard Iris’ light footsteps as she walked across the floor. A light breeze whispered around me as I heard the recognizable sound of a door closing. 
 
    “Sveila?” Iris’ voice echoed from the hallway. “Something’s wrong with Atticus! Hurry!” 
 
    “What?” Lux shrieked. 
 
    “What’s wrong with him?” Lixiss asked in the same worried tone.  
 
    “Is everything okay?” Dahlia asked from further down the hallway.  
 
    The angel… Lux, Lixiss, Sveila, Ashe, Iris…  
 
    The more their concerned voices echoed around me, the more the memory began to fade. The alleyway began to disappear, and it felt like everything around me was dissolving and washing away in a heavy downpour. 
 
    “No!” I cried as the woman who was frozen with her hand raised as she smiled back at me began to vanish. “Come back!” 
 
    “Atticus?” Sveila asked. “Nod your head if you can hear me.” 
 
    I nodded my head, but I was still trying desperately to save her.  
 
    It felt like the woman was slipping away from me, and I couldn’t allow that to happen.  
 
    “Do something, Sveila!” Ashe ordered. 
 
    “I’m trying,” the Red Witch said with force.  
 
    “What about a spell?” Lux asked. “Could that work?” 
 
    “I can’t use a spell if I don’t know what’s wrong with him,” Sveila replied. “That could make the situation worse, and we can’t risk that.” 
 
    Something soft stroked my face, and then the feeling moved across my forehead and through my hair.  
 
    “Can you feel that, Atticus?” Sveila asked. 
 
    I nodded again, and as the memory disappeared completely, the feeling became even more prominent. 
 
    “Sveila?” I frowned.  
 
    My eyes were closed, and the alleyway had been replaced with complete darkness, but I could sense my women around me. Their mix of unique scents danced around my head, and it was their warmth and comfort which helped to bring me back to the surface world. 
 
    “Yes, I’m here,” she said. “We’re all here.” 
 
    No one said a word for a few more seconds, and then my eyes began to flutter as I took in the brightness of the room. 
 
    “Oh, he’s alive!” Lux cried.  
 
    “He was always alive,” Ashe sighed. 
 
    “I’m just glad we don’t have two patients in the castle.” Iris blew out a deep breath. 
 
    I barely had my eyes open before Lux and Lixiss threw themselves at me, and if I hadn’t been sitting on the bed, I probably would have fallen on my ass from the twins’ force.  
 
    I was sitting on the bed… 
 
    I’d been in the bedroom that entire time, yet I was certain I’d been transported into that alleyway. 
 
    What the fuck just happened? 
 
    “Lux, Lixiss, let’s give Atticus some space,” Sveila said gently.  
 
    The Red Witch was standing in front of me, Ashe was directly beside her, and Iris was sitting on the bed beside me and the twins. 
 
    “Can you stand?” Lixiss asked as the black fairies slipped off my lap. 
 
    “I think so,” I mumbled. 
 
    I still had no idea what was going on. 
 
    My legs no longer felt as heavy when I stood up, and I even reached forward to make sure the barricade that had kept me from following the woman in the alley wasn’t still in place. 
 
    There was nothing in front of me apart from my glorious women. 
 
    “You scared the crap out of us,” Ashe said as she gave me a gentle hug. 
 
    I held my huntress against me, and I let out a deep breath as I nestled my face in her soft hair. Sveila and Iris also gave me a hug, and a sense of relief washed over me as I noticed that Iris was okay. 
 
    She wasn’t walking away from me anymore. 
 
    Just the memory of it made my hands clammy and my knees a little numb. 
 
    Fuck, what the hell was going on with me? I’d never felt so shaken up. 
 
    “What happened?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Iris whimpered, and her eyes welled with tears. “You smiled at me before I left, but then something… something happened, I don’t know what I did–” 
 
    “Come here,” I said as I realized how worked up the little elf was. 
 
    I pulled her into my arms, and just feeling her there made my muscles relax. She was shaking a little as she clung to me, so I buried my face in her orange hair and left a few kisses there to calm her down. Her scent seemed to filter through my mind and awaken something of that strange vision I’d had, but her presence kept me from panicking again. Still, it took several deep breaths for me to want to release her, and when I did, I was pleased to see Iris wasn’t as pale anymore. 
 
    “You didn’t do anything wrong,” I assured her. “That was… that was all me.” 
 
    “But what was that?” Iris whispered. 
 
    “Let’s discuss this downstairs.” Sveila smiled. “We have breakfast laid out on the table, and I think you could use the energy, Atticus. You barely ate anything yesterday, so that could be why you took a funny turn.” 
 
    “You should probably listen to her,” Ashe agreed with a concerned frown. 
 
    Lux and Lixiss took a hold of my hands while Sveila looped her arm around Iris’ shoulders, and then the six of us left the room and headed down the hallway.  
 
    “Is everything okay?” Dahlia asked from her room.  
 
    Sveila opened the bedroom door to speak to the angel, and I was pleased to see that Dahlia looked brighter than she did yesterday. The bruises around her face had started to fade, and even her golden hair appeared to have more life to it.  
 
    “You look better today.” I smiled. 
 
    “I wish I could say the same to you.” Dahlia smirked. “But is everything okay? What happened?” 
 
    “I’m not sure what happened, but I’m okay now,” I replied. “Sveila thinks it’s because I didn’t eat much yesterday.” 
 
    “I know what that’s like,” Dahlia snorted. 
 
    “Would you like me to bring you some food?” Iris asked. 
 
    “I’d love some, thank you.” The angel smiled.  
 
    “I’ll bring some up with me when I come to check on your wounds,” Sveila said. “I won’t give you too much food, mainly because I’m not sure how your body will cope with it, but I’ll bring you something.” 
 
    “Even just an apple would be fine,” Dahlia sighed. “Aah, an apple sounds so good.” 
 
    “I can do that,” Sveila laughed. 
 
    We left the room to allow Dahlia to rest, and Lux and Lixiss never let go of my hands as we headed to the dining room. I hadn’t realized how hungry I was until I noticed the selection of food on the table, so perhaps Sveila was right, and maybe I just needed to eat.  
 
    “Okay, so what happened?” I asked as I tore into a slice of bread.  
 
    “You… just started acting strange,” Iris explained. “You stumbled back against the bed, which never happens, and then you started saying my name over and over. I was trying to talk to you, but you thrashed your head from side to side, and it was like you were stuck in a trance. I couldn’t get you to stop, and nothing I did seemed to work.” 
 
    “Huh…” I frowned. “I remember you saying my name, and I remember you calling out for Sveila, but it felt very distant.” 
 
    “How strange,” Lux said as her teeth broke through the skin of an apple. “And you don’t know what happened?” 
 
    “That’s the thing, I know exactly what happened, but there’s parts of it which confuse me.” I shook my head. “It was as you were all leaving the room, Iris turned to smile and wave at me, and then it instantly felt like I was being transported into an alleyway. It was a memory from my mortal life, but you were there, Iris, and that’s what I can’t quite understand.” 
 
    “I was there?” the elf asked. 
 
    “Well, I think it was you,” I replied. “It looked like you. But what I don’t get is why you were a part of my memory in the first place. I wouldn’t have known you in my mortal life, that was eons ago, so why were you there?” 
 
    “You have memories of your mortal life?” Sveila asked. 
 
    “You were once a human?” Lixiss gasped. 
 
    “I always thought demons were created in the Hellscape,” Lux mumbled. 
 
    “Some of them are, yes,” Ashe spoke up. “The Dark King can create demons who are stronger and tougher, should he feel the need to. But we were both human before. Something must have happened to us in order for us to be reborn into the Hellscape in the first place, but our memories can slowly trickle back the longer we’re in a human form. Needless to say, most demons spend very brief amounts of time like this before returning to our demon forms in our voids. But the way you acted, Atticus, makes me think it was much stronger than you’ve experienced before, and that’s what I don’t understand. Why now?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” I shrugged. “The memories before have always been like small sections of a dream. Nothing like this. Especially not with Iris in it, I don’t even think I’ve ever seen anyone in my memories.” 
 
    “No, that’s…” Ashe frowned. “That’s strange to me, too.” 
 
    “I can’t believe what I’m hearing,” Lixiss replied. “This is so cool!” 
 
    “It almost sounds like déjà vu,” Sveila said.  
 
    “What’s déjà vu?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s sort of like you’re seeing something that’s happened before,” Sveila explained. “Like… a sequence of events, or a situation. It makes you think you’ve experienced it before, but you don’t remember it happening.” 
 
    “Is that what it felt like?” Lixiss queried. 
 
    “That’s exactly what it was like,” I said. “I don’t remember anything clearly from my mortal life, so these memories help slightly, but it’s hard to piece everything together when I don’t have much to work with.” 
 
    “Déjà vu can be quite an eerie feeling,” Sveila continued. “It’s quite unsettling.” 
 
    I furrowed my brow as I considered this, and I glanced at my Infernal Huntress. She looked just as deep in thought as I was, but then she offered me a slight shrug. 
 
    “I’m just glad it was nothing too serious,” Sveila sighed as she shook her head. “I thought you were going to pass out on us for a second.” 
 
    “Which would be another sign that you needed more food,” Lux said as she handed me a plate of potatoes. “Now, eat up.” 
 
    “Okay,” I snickered. 
 
    The déjà vu thing made sense, but it didn’t explain the fear and worry I felt toward the woman in the memory. 
 
    It almost felt like I was scared I’d never see the woman again, and that leaving me in the alleyway was the worst mistake she could have made, but I was unable to stop her from leaving. 
 
    Sveila said that déjà vu was my mind playing tricks on me, and maybe that’s why everything felt worse than it really was? 
 
    It was difficult to work out what had really been going on, though. 
 
    Fortunately, I was able to distract myself when my women began to discuss their plans for the day, and what we were going to do about the undesirables in Nivertara. 
 
    “I think the best idea is if we sneak back through the tunnel Atticus found, and then we can have someone save the undesirables while the others start to kill the king’s men in the palace,” Ashe explained. “That sounds like the only way we’ll be able to save them. That’s what I think, at least.” 
 
    “I like that plan,” I replied. “We’ll need to make sure there’s enough of us to kill off the king and his soldiers, including The Blessed, but that’s where Madame Nyra comes in. She can put the finishing touches on the army, and then we’ll have even more soldiers on our side.” 
 
    “We need to help Madame Nyra with a task this morning,” Lux said as she picked apart a chunk of bread. “We can tell her everything you found last night, and then say that she needs to complete this army soon.” 
 
    “Tell her we have until Friday to save the undesirables,” I replied. “So I want to clear that palace before then.” 
 
    “Should we also ask her to speak to the centaurs?” Lixiss asked. 
 
    “Yes…” I paused as I thought over Lixiss’ question. “Nyra said the leader of the centaurs doesn’t like to be bothered, but I have a feeling they might help her. Especially if she tells them about the king. I can’t imagine any undesirable wouldn’t want to kill him if they had the chance.” 
 
    “I’m already itching to stick my claws in his neck.” Ashe smirked. 
 
    “And me.” Sveila grinned. 
 
    “I’ve only seen the centaurs once, but they’re exactly who we need,” I said. “Their brute strength alone would be enough, and I don’t think anyone would be able to sneak past them without being killed.” 
 
    “Even if we don’t see the centaurs again, as long as they can help us this one time,” Ashe replied. 
 
    “What about Dahlia?” Iris asked. “And me, for that matter. I’m not strong enough to kill anyone, let alone someone like The Blessed.” 
 
    “We have time to teach you, don’t worry,” Ashe giggled.  
 
    “No, Iris is right.” I shook my head at Ashe as another wave of protective energy washed through me. “It could be that Dahlia is strong enough by then, which would be great, but I don’t feel comfortable including someone who The Blessed could overpower. Iris, I think you’re much stronger than you make out, but you’re not ready to take part in a fight like this. I’d prefer you were somewhere safe. I doubt the tabaxi would want to take part, because he much prefers to stay away from conflict, so I’ll see if you could stay at the manor until we get back.” 
 
    “Will the manor be safe enough?” Lixiss asked. 
 
    “Yeah, what if the guards raid the manor while you’re in Nivertara?” Iris’ eyes were filled with fear. “I… I can’t let them find me, Atticus. I’ve already escaped them once.” 
 
    “Don’t worry.” I smiled reassuringly. “You know I wouldn’t let anything happen to you. Plus, we haven’t put an official plan in place yet. That was just an idea.” 
 
    “You also know how to use the blue orb,” Sveila said soothingly. “If you do stay here in Rengfri, you can use the blue orb to make yourself invisible so no one will be able to find you. It will also help you travel faster than you ever thought possible, so it’s a strong asset to have on hand.” 
 
    “Madame Nyra would let you stay in her manor, too.” Lixiss smiled. “Then you’d have double protection with the orb as well as the veil.” 
 
    “Okay…” Iris let out a deep breath. 
 
    “Also, who says the guards will still be alive by then?” Ashe smirked. “They’re part of the king’s men, right? So we can kill them before we leave Rengfri, and your only worries will be finding a way to distract yourself while we’re in Nivertara.” 
 
    “Oh, I didn’t realize that was an option,” Iris laughed lightly. “I’m sort of used to overthinking everything.” 
 
    “And that’s why we love you,” I replied. “So apart from speaking to Madame Nyra, what else do we have planned for today? I need to speak to the orcs, and I can mention the plan to them, too, but what about the rest of you?” 
 
    “I was thinking we should look for a barkeep today,” Sveila replied. “If Ashe and I get that sorted out, then we can focus on the attack against the king while the barkeep handles the tavern.” 
 
    “Is that the last thing that needs to be done?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes.” Ashe nodded. “I have a feeling The Void will be open before the end of the week.” 
 
    “Ooh, and then we can celebrate!” Lux clapped her hands excitedly. “Free tonics for everyone who helped to kill the king!” 
 
    “Instead of a fire in the middle of Nivertara, we can spend the weekend getting drunk,” Lixiss giggled. “That sounds much more pleasing to me.” 
 
    “And then we can watch the pieces come rolling in.” I smirked. “I’ll even mention that to the orcs when I see them and check that they’ll have enough thunderclap to fill the tavern, too.” 
 
    “Is it okay if I join you, Atticus?” Iris asked. “I’m looking after Dahlia today, so I wouldn’t want to be too far away from the castle.” 
 
    “Of course, you can come with me.” I smiled. 
 
    “I don’t think we’ll be away for too long,” Sveila said as she stood up from the table. “Especially if we leave soon. Then we can look after Dahlia together.” 
 
    Sveila collected an apple from the table to give to the angel, and then she asked Ashe if she’d be ready to leave soon. 
 
    “Let me just do my hair!” Ashe said as she flicked some silver-blue strands over her shoulder. “I’m thinking of going for braids today…” 
 
    “I don’t think you need to do anything to your hair,” Lixiss replied. “It falls so naturally, unlike ours.” 
 
    “You all look beautiful,” I said honestly. 
 
    “Hmm… in that case I’ll just leave it.” Ashe shrugged. “Okay, Sveila, I’m ready to go!” 
 
    The Red Witch just laughed as she wandered up the stairs, but then Ashe began to fuss because she hadn’t picked a weapon to take with her. So as the huntress raced off to her weapon closet, Lux, Lixiss, and Iris cleared away the table, and I simply waited for everyone to finish getting ready. 
 
    According to Sveila, Dahlia’s bandages had been changed, and she’d been given more tea so she was probably going to fall asleep. This meant Iris had a couple of hours before she had to check on the angel again, so we had enough time to visit the orcs in the brewery.  
 
    Once my women were ready, I made sure some of the orcs followed them around, and then I gave them all a hug and a kiss before they took off. Ashe, Sveila, and the twins were all headed toward the Shadow Quarters, so I felt comforted by the fact that they weren’t going to be alone.  
 
    I also used my Echolocation power to check on the king’s guards, but they were still roaming around Newhall, so it was safe for my women to head toward the Shadow Quarters.  
 
    As they all headed through the swampy entrance to Oakenpass, I took Iris’ hand and directed her toward the brewery. 
 
    “I’m glad you’re feeling better now,” Iris said as we walked across a rickety bridge that took us to the poorer area of the village. 
 
    “I am,” I replied. “But I’m sorry if I scared you.” 
 
    “I was more confused at first,” she mumbled. “You were calling out my name, so I couldn’t work out why you weren’t answering me. But then it scared me when you thrashed around without being able to open your eyes.” 
 
    “It’s the strangest thing,” I snorted. “I was certain I was talking to you, but… you in the memory, if that makes sense?” 
 
    “It sort of makes sense,” she agreed. “At least we’ve gotten to the bottom of things now, so it shouldn’t scare us if it happens again.” 
 
    “I hope it doesn’t because it was really fucking weird,” I muttered. “I also remember the twins thought I’d died?” 
 
    “Oh, yes, they were freaking out because you couldn’t open your eyes.” Iris pursed her lips together at the thought. “They were slightly overreacting since it was clear to see that you were very much alive, but I understand why they were worried.” 
 
    “They are known for doing that,” I replied. 
 
    “Just like me.” Iris smiled softly. “Only the best overreact.” 
 
    “That’s true.” I smiled. 
 
    There was a small alleyway at the end of the bridge, so it felt strange to walk through one after everything that happened this morning. But this time I knew it was real and not some awful memory, so that strange feeling didn’t last for too long.  
 
    At the end of the alleyway was a small marketplace. There were dilapidated houses surrounding the entire square, and most of the residents had been taken by the Church a long time ago, but I hoped to sort that out in time.  
 
    There was a water well and a broken clock tower in the center of the marketplace, but there were also two stalls standing side by side, and I instantly recognized the half-elves who stood behind the tables.  
 
    Donred and his wife, Lilsys, sold various scraps of material. They’d admitted to me that they didn’t make enough pieces in order to support their family, but they were doing what they could. I’d given them all of the pieces in my pockets once, which they were slightly hesitant to take, but I knew they’d appreciated the offer.  
 
    There was an enormous factory behind the half-elves, which used to belong to a family of White Witches. The witches made various quilts, rugs, and other patchwork, but the White Witches were forced to leave when the guards raided the factory, and they’d never returned.  
 
    The orcs had now turned it into their new brewery, so it was much larger than the shacks they’d used in the Grimmway. I was glad the factory had been put to good use, and it meant the orcs could brew even more thunderclap, which meant more money for me. 
 
    “Hello again, Atticus,” Donred said as he stared down at the cobblestones. 
 
    “Good morning.” Lilsys played with her white-blonde hair timidly.  
 
    “It’s good to see you again,” I said. 
 
    I introduced the half-elves to Iris, and their nerves seemed to vanish as they greeted the polite elf by my side. They weren’t able to look me in the eye, but they looked at my chest when they spoke to me instead of quivering like a timid hellmouse. 
 
    “How has everything been going?” I asked. “Have you been able to sell more material since I last saw you?” 
 
    “Things have been going well,” Donred said as he brushed his curly brown hair away from his eyes. “We’re still to take our stall to a busier village, but we plan to do that soon.” 
 
    “We heard about the guards in Rengfri,” Lilsys spoke up. “So once they’re gone, then we can look into finding a new marketplace. But thank you so much for your pieces, Atticus. That was very generous of you, and we appreciate your kindness greatly.” 
 
    Iris squeezed my hand as she looked up at me with a bright smile. It looked like she was glad to hear how I’d helped these half-elves. 
 
    “I didn’t need those pieces.” I shrugged. “I’m pleased I’ve been able to help you. I hope you’ve been able to give your children new clothes and bigger meals?” 
 
    “The meals, yes.” Donred nodded. “We didn’t have to search for berries in the forest, and we were able to give them meat for the first time in a while.” 
 
    “They’re here with us today, if you’d like to meet them?” Lilsys suggested.  
 
    “Sure.” I nodded.  
 
    I glanced around to try and spot the children she spoke about, but I didn’t see anyone, unless they were hiding behind the broken clock tower. But then Lilsys crouched down and lifted the white cotton that covered the two stalls. 
 
    Two young children climbed out from under the tables, and they stood behind their parents as they stared down at their hands. The boy looked exactly like his father, with the same curly brown hair, whereas the girl was an exact copy of her mother. The boy looked a bit older than his sister, but only by a couple of years.  
 
    “This is our son, Haveis,” Donred said as he patted the boy’s shoulder. “And our daughter, Gabrina.” 
 
    “It’s nice to meet you.” Iris smiled.  
 
    “Hello,” I said.  
 
    “Hi…” Haveis mumbled. 
 
    “They normally stay at home, because I fear what could happen if they left the house,” Lilsys explained. “But they wanted to come with us today, so I told them to stay under the table to stay out of sight.” 
 
    “Yes, we don’t normally keep them hidden like this,” Donred laughed. 
 
    “That makes sense, especially with everything that’s been going on,” Iris said sweetly.  
 
    I thought the children would have been safer staying with them anyway, because anything could have happened to them while their parents were away. But they weren’t my children, and I didn’t exactly know how to care for one, so I kept that thought to myself.  
 
    “I like your dress,” Gabrina said quietly as she pointed to Iris’ dress.  
 
    “You do?” My little elf crouched down to sit at the girl’s level. “What do you like about it?” 
 
    “I like the flowers… and the colors, too.” Gabrina smiled. “Pink is my favorite color.” 
 
    Iris’ white dress had pink, green, purple, and blue stripes running from the neckline all the way down to the skirt. There were more real flowers at the bottom of the dress, and I knew it was one of Iris’ favorite creations. 
 
    “I actually made this dress,” the elf said as she held out a flower for the girl to touch. “That’s why I included all these colors, because they’re my favorite, too.” 
 
    “You made this?” Gabrina gasped. 
 
    “I did.” Iris smiled. “And… I mean, if it’s okay with your parents, maybe I could make one for you?” 
 
    “That’s a kind offer, but we can’t afford a dress like that,” Donred sighed. “Maybe once we’ve sold more materials.” 
 
    “Oh, you wouldn’t have to pay for it,” Iris replied. “I’d happily make them both an outfit.” 
 
    “I don’t wear dresses,” Haveis grumbled.  
 
    “I don’t mean I’d make you a dress,” Iris laughed. “But I could make you a shirt and pants, and maybe a jacket, too?” 
 
    “Really?” The boy’s brown eyes widened. 
 
    “Of course.” Iris nodded. “What’s your favorite color?” 
 
    “Uh… probably red.” Haveis shrugged. “I like blue, too.” 
 
    “Then I’ll see what I can do,” my elf replied.  
 
    “Pink, pink!” Gabrina cried. “I like pink!” 
 
    “Don’t worry, I won’t forget that,” Iris laughed. 
 
    The parents still couldn’t quite believe what was happening, but they accepted the offer regardless. They thanked Iris over and over for her generosity, and then they thanked me again, too. 
 
    It felt good that we could help this little family, and if we have the pieces to spare, then why not offer them to someone who needed them? 
 
    It wasn’t even going to make a dent in the number of coins I had stored in the castle.  
 
    Iris promised to return to get some measurements, and then we said goodbye to the half-elves before we left to visit the brewery. The children slipped back under the table, and the parents returned to their statue-like postures as they waited for someone to enter the marketplace. 
 
    “I’ll probably make Donred and Lilsys an outfit, too,” Iris whispered. “But I’ll keep that as a surprise.” 
 
    “That’s very kind of you to make them one,” I replied. “And if they tell their friends about your dresses, you’ll soon have hundreds of people waiting to order a dress from you.” 
 
    “I hope so.” She smiled. 
 
    “And think about the pieces you’d earn if you had a shop in the Grimmway and one here in Oakenpass.” I smirked. “You’d soon make more than I do.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know about that,” Iris giggled. 
 
    “What’s mine is yours anyway.” I shrugged. “But we’d need to find another castle to fit all the sacks in there.” 
 
    “That’s very presumptuous of you,” Iris said jokingly. “But I’ve seen the sacks you currently have in the basement, so you’re probably right.” 
 
    “I’m always right.” I smirked. 
 
    Iris continued to laugh as we walked up the wooden ramp that led to the main door of the brewery. Some of the orcs were busy studying the barrels of thunderclap, and it amazed me how much more the orcs could do in a factory like this.  
 
    They had at least thirty wooden barrels on the first floor alone, and there were brass pipes running across the ceilings which helped the brew to travel from one level to another. They’d only been able to brew a few barrels at a time in their previous shacks, so it took them months to produce ten barrels of thunderclap, but the orcs could probably produce ten a week at this rate.  
 
    The factory had at least four or five floors, so I could just imagine how many barrels they had inside this building now. 
 
    “Wow…” Iris gasped as she stared around the fairly dark building. “This is amazing.” 
 
    Some sunlight poured through the windows, and there was a fire burning in one corner, but that was it. The orcs quite liked working in darkness, and I rarely saw them with lit torches.  
 
    “Atticus,” the leader suddenly said as he plodded over to us. 
 
    “Larauk.” I nodded my head once. “How are you?” 
 
    “Good,” he said as he cleared the phlegm from his throat. “I give you tour.” 
 
    Due to the orcs’ limited vocabulary, their conversions were very blunt, which wasn’t always a bad thing. 
 
    Larauk took us to the top level of the factory first, and then he started at one end of the giant room and headed to the other as he just about managed to explain the process of brewing the thunderclap as we walked past each barrel. 
 
    “Water in this one, flavors in that one,” he said as he swung an enormous arm toward each barrel in turn. “Mix together and settle.” 
 
    “How much quicker is the process now?” I asked.  
 
    “Much,” Larauk replied. “Brew mixing, brew settle, and then complete. Normally had to wait for barrels to empty, but now have many.” 
 
    “That’s great.” I smiled.  
 
    The next floor down had more barrels with the mixture of water and flavors, and then the next held the barrels which had already been mixed with the alcohol. Larauk was just about able to tell us that the one below that was for the barrels that were resting until the brew was ready, and then they were moved to the first floor.  
 
    “So these barrels are ready to be transported?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes.” Larauk bobbed his head. “Just waiting to move them.” 
 
    “And how do you do that?” Iris asked. 
 
    Larauk shrugged. “Come.” 
 
    We followed the orc toward the end of the building, and then he pointed a wart-covered finger toward an enormous wooden door. On the other side of that door was a wooden contraption which ran down to the ground from the slightly raised first level of the building. The contraption had a large wooden plank attached to it, and some rope looped around a wheel of sorts at the bottom. 
 
    “Put barrel on plank,” Larauk explained. “Pull on rope and bring barrel down. Only fits two barrels, but it works. Not much shaking of Thunderclap. That bad.” 
 
    “Easy enough,” I replied.  
 
    “Yes,” Larauk said.  
 
    Once we’d finished the tour, Larauk thanked me over and over for finding the factory. He even gave us a few bottles of thunderclap he’d kept for the orcs, but he wanted us to have them. 
 
    I also mentioned the king and our plan to kill every evil son of a bitch in Nivertara. Larauk was keen to help us, and he told me to let him know when it was time to go. I thought he’d say that, and I knew he’d help if I asked, but I was still relieved to hear it.  
 
    Larauk thanked me again when we left the brewery, and I thanked them for the thunderclap.  
 
    “Sveila’s going to be so happy to see this,” I laughed as I held up the bottles.  
 
    “It’ll be an interesting night if we drink it all,” Iris giggled. 
 
    “And we will,” I replied. “We deserve it.” 
 
    As Iris and I arrived back at the castle, she went upstairs to check on Dahlia, and I went into my office to look over some orb orders. The imps looked to have some busy days ahead of them, and I knew the tabaxi would sort out the orders without an issue, but I liked to look over the orders sometimes, too. 
 
    Ashe, Sveila, Lux, and Lixiss came into the office to greet me when they arrived home, and Ashe and Sveila were pleased to announce that some dwarves in The Slums would be more than happy to work at the tavern.  
 
    Dwarves did anything for pieces, so that wasn’t a big surprise to me.  
 
    Lux and Lixiss also told me that Madame Nyra planned to visit the centaurs in the morning, but she felt confident that they’d help us with our fight against the king.  
 
    The rest of the day went by smoothly. Ashe and Iris had another combat lesson, Dahlia appeared to be doing much better, and Sveila even made some more applesauce for us to enjoy later.  
 
    She said she wanted to please me, and it definitely worked.  
 
    The orcs finished their work for the night and left the castle, and then the werewolves came to take over from them. They were even interested in joining us drinking the thunderclap. Bardou said they were only joking, and they wouldn’t drink on the job, but I wasn’t sure how much I believed that.  
 
    Once dinner was over, and Dahlia’s bandages had been changed for the night, my women and I settled ourselves in the living room with the thunderclap. The black fairy twins were extremely excited to get drunk, and neither of them hesitated to open the bottles.  
 
    But our excitement quickly came to an end as the werewolves began to howl loudly from outside.  
 
    “Stay here,” I ordered as I raced from the living room. 
 
    My plan had been to go outside and check on the werewolves. I hoped it wasn’t going to be anything major, and maybe something had spooked them.  
 
    But I quickly realized that wasn’t the case. 
 
    I hadn’t even reached the main door before I caught the horrific scent in the air.  
 
    The scent of the Hellscape.  
 
    “Atticus,” Ashe growled as she stormed out of the living room. “You can smell that, too, right?” 
 
    “I can smell it,” I snarled. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Sveila asked. 
 
    The Red Witch closed the living room door behind her, which I appreciated. I knew the twins and Iris would freak out if they heard us talking, so I didn’t want to scare them too much.  
 
    “Take them upstairs,” I whispered as I brought the witch in for a hug. “There are blue orbs in Ashe’s weapon closet. Don’t go anywhere without them.” 
 
    “But…” Sveila pulled back. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “It looks like a few demons have decided to join us.” Ashe rolled her eyes. 
 
    Sveila’s eyes filled with fear, and she glanced at Ashe and I in turn without saying a word.  
 
    “Don’t worry, we’ll be fine,” I told her. “Just keep everyone together, and we’ll be back before you know it.” 
 
    “Please be careful,” she whimpered.  
 
    “We will.” I smiled. “I promise.” 
 
    Sveila threw her arms around me and nestled her face into my chest, but then she took a calming breath as the fear began to leave her eyes.  
 
    “I’ll look after them,” she said. 
 
    “Please do,” I replied.  
 
    Ashe and I gave Sveila a kiss, and then we left the castle and locked the main doors behind us.  
 
    It wasn’t like a demon couldn’t break through a lock or a window, but I wanted to keep my women as safe as I could. 
 
    The werewolves had shifted into their wolf forms, and all five of them stood at the entrance to the courtyard. Their growls rumbled through the air, and their pointed teeth glistened in the moonlight. 
 
    I might have been intimidated if I didn’t have the wolves on my side, so I hoped the demons felt the same way.  
 
    But as we left the courtyard, I realized that I’d need a lot more than just a few werewolves.  
 
    Especially when I spotted ten demons standing on the grassy hill. 
 
    And the glowing eyes of my own Lord Captain.  
 
    “Hello, Atticus.” The Lord Captain smirked.

  

 
   
    Chapter 12 
 
    “Irukol,” I growled. 
 
    “It’s been so long, young Atticus.” My Lord Captain smiled. “I’ve missed you.” 
 
    I stared at the bastard as I tried to process what the fuck was going on. The demons were all in their muscular, hairless forms, and just the sight of them was enough to make my anger grow even more. 
 
    They all stood with their backs straight, and a few of them curled their long, clawed fingers as their forked tongues licked their lips. They all had the same thick horns which curled toward the back of their heads, and their skin, as black as night, seemed to shine in the moonlight. They didn’t have a single hair on their bodies, and I couldn’t believe I used to look as revolting as they did at all times. 
 
    But it was the sheer number of them that confused me the most. As well as their leader. 
 
    The Dark King rarely sent Lord Captains to the surface world, but he hadn’t just sent any Lord Captain. He’d sent Irukol. He’d sent my own former captain, which meant the motherfucker in front of me knew everything about me.  
 
    He knew my tactics, and he knew what I was like in battle. 
 
    But I wasn’t “young Atticus” anymore, and I wasn’t the same Squadron Commander he used to bully around in our void. 
 
    I gave Ashe’s hand a tight squeeze, and then we shared a knowing look. She knew what we needed to do, and she knew exactly what I was about to do. 
 
    Before Irukol could say another word, Ashe and I channeled our hell powers and vanished into thin air. 
 
    The Lord Captain growled as we disappeared in front of him. A few of the demons behind him began to snarl and rake their clawed feet through the ground, but none of them moved. They were trained to wait until they were given an order, and that was only one of the downsides to being a Squadron Commander. 
 
    I no longer worked for anyone, though, so I didn’t have to wait until I was told to move. 
 
    My smoky form floated over the outer wall of the castle, and I stared directly at the ten demons as I tried to work out what to do next. 
 
    The demons were standing in a diamond-like shape, with Irukol and two other demons at the front, and another three at the back. I knew that tactic well, and I knew from experience that the demons on each point of the diamond were the strongest members of the team. The four demons in the middle were the weakest, so they needed the protection around them. 
 
    But they were also the ones I needed to kill first. 
 
    If I could kill off the weakest demons, Ashe and I would then have less demons to work with. It would still be two against six, but at least it was better than ten.  
 
    It was the first time we’d been greeted by ten demons, and it was the first time a leader of the Dark King’s army ever showed up to take my ass down, especially with the fight just a couple of days ago. So something big must have been going on in the Hellscape, and I had a feeling this was just the start.  
 
    But I could focus on that later.  
 
    I had to slaughter these sons of bitches first.  
 
    I took a brief second to think over my four hell powers and try to decide which one would be more useful. My Infernal Blaze and Smoke Flight were the best way for me to safely reach the demons, and then I could burn those assholes without them being able to harm me. My Tempest powers would certainly shake them up a bit and knock them off their feet, but my old captain would immediately see the point of impact if I drove my fist into the ground right now. That’s all he’d need to peg my location, so the other options were better at the moment. 
 
    Especially if I could sneak up on them without them even realizing.  
 
    But just before I floated toward the demons, one of them cried out in pain and collapsed to the ground. Irukol whipped his head around like he was trying to find the culprit, and I felt the vibrations of his growl as it pulsed through the air. 
 
    The demon on the ground began to convulse violently, but then his body stilled before he finally died. 
 
    The demons never broke their diamond shape, however two of the stronger members at the back flung the dead demon off the side. They didn’t give a shit that they’d just lost one of their men, but demons rarely cared for others in the Hellscape. They just wanted to find whoever had caused the demon to die in the first place. 
 
    However, I knew exactly who had caused that. I imagined Ashe was feeling very pleased with herself, but I also wanted to see it for myself. 
 
    I continued to float above the wall as I willed my Echolocation to take over. I hadn’t had the time to practice this hell power since I’d used it in Nivertara, but I had to keep an eye on Ashe, and I hoped that determination was enough to channel both hell powers at once.  
 
    I followed the blue light as it appeared in my mind, but I kept one half of my brain firmly channeling the Smoke Flight while the other powered the Echolocation. 
 
    I began to view everything around me as it stayed covered in a smoky haze. My body didn’t feel any heavier, and I didn’t feel myself falling, so I knew it was working.  
 
    Then suddenly, Ashe appeared to me in the distance. 
 
    She was crouching in the air, and there was a dark shadow drifting around her, almost like smoke. Ashe’s venomous claws stuck straight out from the tips of her fingers, and there was an evil smirk on her face. My little huntress was planning her next move, and I couldn’t wait to see what she did next. 
 
    Ashe straightened herself out as she raced through the air, and she slithered like a serpent in between each demon as she homed in on her newest target. I would have missed it if I’d blinked, but as Ashe found her newest victim, she threw one arm out from the dark shadow, and then she sliced her claws through the demon’s throat before she flew off again.  
 
    Irukol growled again as a second demon collapsed to the ground in pain, and the leading bastard threw both hands up in the air as he let out a deafening cry.  
 
    It was a sign for the other demons to break free from the diamond, and none of them hesitated.  
 
    I watched in anticipation as seven demons began to prowl across the grassy hill. They snarled as they sniffed the air, but I knew my scent wasn’t as strong when I was in my smoky form, so they were going to need more than that if they wanted to find me. 
 
    The Lord Captain remained where he was, but I hadn’t expected him to move just yet. That bastard always stayed in one place during a fight, and he sent the other demons off on suicide missions before he’d even think about taking part. 
 
    And that was fine with me.  
 
    As long as I could slaughter the other assholes, Ashe and I could aim for Irukol together.  
 
    I used my Echolocation once more to check on Ashe, and when I spotted her hiding in the trees, I knew it was my turn to take over. 
 
    And I knew exactly what to do.  
 
    I had to be quick, because any slight delay could have cost me my life, but I felt confident that my plan was going to work. 
 
    So as I drifted toward one of the weaker demons, I ordered my Infernal Blaze to take over. My feet and legs were instantly covered in fire as the smoke disappeared, and the demon before me began to snarl and growl as he noticed the fire appearing beside him.  
 
    The other demons noticed the blaze, too, and it wasn’t long before everyone, apart from the Lord Captain, was running toward me. Their clawed feet pounded against the ground as they picked up speed, and they all bared their pointed teeth like they were ready to destroy me.  
 
    But if I was that easy to kill, then I would have died a long time ago.  
 
    I was a burning ball of hellfire, so none of the demons could touch me without harming themselves. It was the world’s best shield. 
 
    The demons tried to dodge me as I traveled toward them, and some of them made it out unscathed, but two of them weren’t so lucky. All it took was for me to wrap my hand around their throats, or press myself against their bodies, and the two demons began to scream and wail as my flames licked against their bare skin.  
 
    The mouthwatering scent of blistered demon skin filled my nostrils, and I watched in delight as their bodies began to melt and drip from their frames. The other demons began to roar out in anger, and they were probably thinking of ways to kill me. But unless they had the ability to turn themselves into a bucket of water, then there wasn’t much they could do.  
 
    It had only been a few minutes since Ashe and I had left the castle, and we’d already killed off four out of the ten demons. I knew they were the weakest ones, so the final six wouldn’t be as easy to slaughter, but I also hoped it meant it wouldn’t be long before we could return to my women upstairs. 
 
    However, those four demons all possessed various hell powers, so my body would slowly start to weaken slightly as I absorbed every new hell power.  
 
    But that wasn’t going to stop me, and I knew that wasn’t going to stop Ashe, either.  
 
    We had one job to do, and neither of us were going to admit defeat until we’d completed that task.  
 
    All of a sudden, Ashe appeared in her human form beside the werewolves, and that quickly caught the demons’ attention. She was their easiest target, so they all began to run toward the castle as they left me and their murdered men behind.  
 
    “You’re all so eager to see me again, how wonderful!” Ashe chuckled darkly. “But I wouldn’t get too close if I were you…” 
 
    I had no idea what Ashe was up to, but I trusted her to do the right thing.  
 
    Before the demons could even reach the castle, Ashe threw up her hands and clenched them into tight fists. Then, as she brought her hands into her chest, various vines broke from the trees around us, and they all flew toward the demons at great speed.  
 
    She was using her Asuri hell power, and it was the first time I’d actually watched my huntress channel one of her newest powers. Ashe could channel her evil intent through any plant she wanted, and I couldn’t wait to see what she’d do next. 
 
    The vines coiled themselves around the demons’ stomachs, including Irukol’s, and it didn’t matter how much the hairless, horned motherfuckers tried to break free. The vines refused to move.  
 
    It looked like the best way for us to win this fight, especially if Ashe could hold the demons in one place. All it would take was for me to kill each demon in turn, and then we’d just have Irukol to worry about.  
 
    But all of that began to change as one of the demons figured out how to slice through the coiled vines. I didn’t see how he’d managed to do it, but I was far more concerned that he was now racing up the hill toward Ashe.  
 
    The werewolves snapped their jaws as they stood protectively around the huntress, but that only seemed to make the demon more excited. A dark, laugh-like sound broke free from him, and his speed began to increase the closer he got to Ashe. 
 
    I sprinted as fast as I could up the hill, and I just hoped the werewolves would be enough to fight off the demon before I could get there. I wasn’t sure if Ashe could defend herself while she was powering the vines, but I knew that if the vines were dropped for a single second, the other five demons would be on us instantly. 
 
    I forced my body to move faster as I whipped past the captive demons, and I watched in trepidation as the demon lunged toward Ashe. The werewolves instantly began to tear at the opponent in an attempt to get him off the huntress, but that sudden distraction was all it took for Ashe to drop the Asuri power.  
 
    Just as I reached the bastard, the other five were released behind me. I tried my best to ignore the snarls as the demons ran up the hill, and instead I grabbed the rogue demon by the scruff of the neck and hauled him off Ashe. 
 
    His skin began to blister and burn as I held him up in the air, but instead of taking my time torturing the bastard, I decided to end his life fairly quickly. I placed both fiery hands around the demon’s head, and as his brain began to boil inside his skull, I twisted my hands sharply to the left. 
 
    A satisfying crunch rang through my ears as the demon’s neck was snapped, and then I simply threw him off to the side as I focused on more important matters.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked Ashe through the orange blaze which encompassed my head. 
 
    “I’m fine,” she growled. “That motherfucker ripped my favorite dress and cut my stomach, but it’s nothing I can’t handle.” 
 
    I was greatly relieved that she wasn’t badly injured, but I was also glad that Ashe could continue fighting.  
 
    We had five demons right behind us. 
 
    Like always, Irukol allowed the last of his men to go first, but that was fine with me.  
 
    As the demons came even closer, I cleared the flames from my arms, and then I created fireballs in each palm. I aimed the fireballs at the hairless assholes in an attempt to hold them back slightly, but the demons managed to dodge them, or they just brushed them away with their hands.  
 
    Ashe returned to her Infernal Darkness form before our enemies could reach us, but I stayed where I was.  
 
    Suddenly, as the demons pounced, the fight took a sudden turn.  
 
    Instead of killing our opponents one after the other, I had to attack multiple targets at the same time. I had no idea which hell powers they possessed, so I didn’t know what to look out for. I just knew I had to kill these motherfuckers before Ashe was injured again, and before the Lord Captain decided to join in.  
 
    I grabbed one demon by the throat and tried to ignore the stinging pain as his claws sliced through my skin as he tried to fight back. Then I held him at arm’s length while I caught a second demon in my right hand. I dug my feet firmly in the ground in an attempt to hold my balance, and then I ordered my Infernal Tempest to run through my right arm. 
 
    The demon began to squeal and shriek as the lightning darted through my palm, and I squeezed my fist as hard as I could while I tried to snap the bastard’s neck. 
 
    The rest of my body was covered in flames, so the demons could only aim for my arms, and I imagined that would be enough to keep them away from me. More lightning coursed through my fingertips, and I let out a scream as I finally felt the electrocuted demon’s body crumble.  
 
    I glanced over at the second demon, and apart from a few scratches across my arms, the asshole hadn’t been able to harm me at all. He twisted his body from side to side, and he tried to free himself, but I was much stronger than he was. It looked like it was going to take a lot for him to make me let go, and that was exactly what I wanted.  
 
    But then, as I looked the demon straight in the eyes, I felt myself getting dizzy. My legs began to tremble, and no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t look away from his glowing eyes.  
 
    The asshole’s eyes were as red as fresh blood, but the longer I looked at them, the darker they became. It was almost like our battle against the incubi, and how those bastards could control our minds by simply looking into our eyes. Yet instead of controlling me, it appeared as if the demon was leaching the strength straight from my body. 
 
    He had the ability to look straight through the orange blaze, and even the incubi had struggled to do that. 
 
    I felt myself sway back and forth as my grip around his neck began to loosen. I forced myself to keep going, and I willed the strength to return, but nothing seemed to work.  
 
    It felt like I was going to tumble to the ground as I lost the ability to stand, and I even felt the heat around me start to simmer down. I couldn’t channel a hell power if I didn’t have the strength behind it, so I knew it wasn’t going to be long before I was free for the demons to kill me. 
 
    I’d lost my blazing shield, and that’s what I needed in order to stay alive. 
 
    But then, as I continued to stare into the demon’s eyes, I noticed the color change once again. Instead of a darker red, his eyes became gray and cloudy. 
 
    He thrashed his head around as a frown formed between his brows, but I was still too weak to really figure out what was going on. 
 
    “Hey, asshole!” Ashe called out from somewhere behind me. “Two can play at this game!” 
 
    That’s when I realized Ashe had used her Blinding power on the demon, so without the use of his sight, he no longer had the ability to control me. I was still very weak and dizzy, and if it wasn’t for one of the werewolves supporting my weight, I probably would have fallen backwards. But I still had the determination to end this bastard once and for all. 
 
    The sightless demon huffed and groaned in frustration as he rubbed at his eyes, but it was going to take much more than that for him to get his vision back. So while the demon was essentially powerless, I pressed my other hand around one of his horns as I harnessed my Infernal Tempest.  
 
    I thought about Ashe and my women in the castle. I thought about Naia and all of the undesirables in the basement of the king’s palace. I thought about everyone who’d be affected if I died on this grassy hill, and I knew that if I didn’t find strength from somewhere, it wouldn’t take much for anyone to kill me.  
 
    I had no idea how many demons remained on the hill, I just knew I wasn’t going to allow this to continue for much longer.  
 
    My anger increased as I thought about the king’s guards raiding my castle without me around to protect them and taking my women away. And as those images became clearer in my mind, my strength began to increase, and I let out a shaky growl. 
 
    The blind demon began to choke as I squeezed the breath right out of him, and I pulled at his curled horn as lightning bolts were delivered straight to his brain. His sightless eyes widened, and a deep, oozing cut appeared across his scalp as I continued to pull at the horn.  
 
    Then, as my strength returned completely, I let out one final cry as his skull cracked open, and my hands became covered in gooey brain matter. 
 
    A heavy silence fell around me as the demon dropped to the ground. I thanked the werewolf who’d supported my legs, but then I turned around to view the rest of the hill.  
 
    Ashe was standing on the outer wall of the castle with a proud smile on her face, and the hill was littered with the nine demons we’d managed to kill. I hadn’t even realized Ashe had managed to kill the last two assholes until that moment.  
 
    My Infernal Huntress had been on a killing spree while I’d been caught in the demon’s eyes.  
 
    I was so fucking proud.  
 
    The grass was coated in congealed blood, and if it wasn’t for the Lord Captain standing a few yards away from me, I probably would have laughed at the obvious murder scene. 
 
    “I’m impressed.” Irukol clapped his hands slowly as he took a step toward us. “You’re not as weak as you used to be, young Atticus. And young Ashe, may I just say, you’re simply wonderful.” 
 
    “I know,” Ashe snorted as she jumped down from the high wall. 
 
    The Infernal Huntress brushed out the creases from her dress, and then she stood beside me with her arms crossed over her chest.  
 
    I watched Irukol carefully as he peered down at the mutilated corpses. He had more hell powers than I did, and there was a reason the Dark King had promoted him to captain. 
 
    I’d worked under this man for eons, so I knew him fairly well, but I also knew that his next move wasn’t always obvious. There were two hell powers he preferred to use, but it was difficult to work out which one he’d go for, so I didn’t know the best way to protect myself and Ashe. 
 
    Invisibility felt like the only option, and I thought that if I could hide in my smoky form, I’d have a bit more time to work out what to do.  
 
    But all of a sudden Irukol vanished, and I didn’t have the time to channel my Smoke Flight before I felt myself being pushed against the outer wall. My breath was completely knocked out of me, and I choked and struggled to refill my lungs.  
 
    “Atticus!” Ashe screamed.  
 
    Then the same force threw her against the wall, too.  
 
    A painful pressure crushed my chest, and only then did Irukol appear again. 
 
    But there was something different about him.  
 
    The top half of his body was made entirely from rocks, and he had both hands pinned against our chests. I pushed against the force with everything I had, but nothing seemed to work.  
 
    I knew the Lord Captain had the Geological hell power, which basically turned him into a tower of strength, but the invisibility was a new one I hadn’t seen before. Had I known he possessed that power in particular, I would have thought of a different way to defend myself.  
 
    But there was nothing we could do now. I just hoped inspiration hit before Ashe and I were forced back to the Hellscape.  
 
    “I’m not going to kill you yet,” Irukol snarled in a booming voice. “Despite how much you might wish for that to happen.” 
 
    “We won’t serve you aga–” 
 
    “Silence!” he cut off Ashe with a loud roar. “It’s not up to me whether you serve me again or not. That’s the Dark King’s decision to make.” 
 
    I scowled as I continued to push against his rocky hand. I tried my best to channel my hell powers, but that was impossible with the weight that was being forced against my mortal form. 
 
    I was also in the process of absorbing my newest hell powers, so there was no way my strength was going to match Irukol’s. 
 
    “From what I saw this evening, I think the Dark King might like to keep you alive,” Irukol continued. “You would make great captains, and it would be a shame to waste such talent.” 
 
    It felt like I was caught in the eyes of the leaching demon once again, and despite how much I pushed and tried to force Irukol away from me, my strength just seemed to decrease even more. 
 
    Shit. I needed to end this before absorbing all these damned hell powers sapped me entirely of my ability to function. 
 
    The golden shackle was still present around the demon’s arm, despite the rocks which covered his skin. The Lord Captain just had to touch the shackle while he had us in his hands, and then all three of us would return to the Hellscape whether we liked it or not. 
 
    I couldn’t allow that to happen. I’d sacrifice myself if it meant Ashe could stay in Rengfri with the others. But I couldn’t think of a way out of it. There was no way Irukol was going to allow Ashe to walk free, so it was either a case of killing her or taking her with us. 
 
    I almost thought I’d have to admit defeat, and it pained me to know that I wouldn’t be able to hold and kiss my women one more time before I was taken. I’d promised Sveila that we’d be careful, and I couldn’t even remember the last thing I’d said to Iris, the twins, or Naia.  
 
    But then something appeared in the corner of my eye. 
 
    It was very faint, and it was difficult for me to focus on it, but I knew it wasn’t a figment of my imagination. 
 
    Golden sparkles delicately fell through the air around me, and there was only one person who created glittering shit like that.  
 
    Ashe gasped as she caught sight of them, too, and as Irukol looked over his shoulders to see what we were looking at, Dahlia appeared behind him.  
 
    The angel still had bandages wrapped around her body, and she had Iris’ dress on loosely, but she ignored any sort of pain and discomfort as she flattened out her wings and let out a high-pitched cry.  
 
    The Lord Captain growled as he caught sight of the angel, and he loosened his hold on us just enough for me to tear myself free and yank Ashe to safety. 
 
    “Are you okay?” I whispered as I dragged her into the shadows. 
 
    “I’m… I’m okay,” Ashe sighed.  
 
    Tears coated her black-and-pink eyes, but I knew she wouldn’t want anyone to see them. 
 
    “Another one to join the party,” Irukol said with a sarcastic tone. “I cannot wait to see the look on the Dark King’s face when I bring an angel back to the Hellscape with me. Oh… you look a little wounded. Ah, it’s fine, I’m sure your death won’t take long.” 
 
    “You don’t know anything about me,” Dahlia snarled.  
 
    “I’ve dealt with angels for eons,” the captain replied. “I know more than you might think. But don’t worry, we don’t need your service here. I was just about to leave with young Atticus and Ashe. We’ll be out of your way soon.” 
 
    Irukol seemed to have no idea Dahlia was on our side, unless he was just saying that to trick us. 
 
    Anyone who’d been stalking me lately would have known Dahlia was with us, so he must have been playing one of his mind games to try and fuck with us. 
 
    “Is that right?” Dahlia asked as more gold sparkles fell from her hands. “Then I’ll just stand back and watch. I’ll explain everything to the Holy King when I return to the Heavenly Glade.” 
 
    Dahlia hovered in the air with her legs crossed at the ankles, and her hands slowly twirled around as the sparkles began to thicken into a rope. Then, just as Irukol raised his own palm to attack, the golden rope flew through the air and coiled itself around his arms. 
 
    “Argh!” he cried as he strained against Dahlia’s power.  
 
    I remembered when Dahlia had caught me in the same rope, and it was almost impossible for me to move. So I knew the Lord Captain was struggling, despite the fact that he was stronger and more powerful than I was. 
 
    “You holy bitch!” the captain roared, but it was no use. No matter which way he turned, he was trapped.  
 
    “There’s one thing you don’t know about me…” Dahlia taunted the demon as she edged closer. “And it’s that I no longer work for the Holy King. I no longer work for anyone…” 
 
    As Dahlia reached the demon, her wings became golden blades, and she slashed through Irukol’s back with all the strength she could muster.  
 
    “Aaaah!” he screamed as the force caused him to fall to his knees.  
 
    “Unlike you, I care for Atticus and Ashe,” Dahlia said while a bright light appeared around her. “And you’d need a lot more than some damned rocks to get past me.” 
 
    The white Holy Light spread further across the grass until it reached the Lord Captain, and the demon screamed and roared in pain as his body began to burn. The rocks crumbled away, and then there was nothing but his bare flesh. 
 
    I could see the strain on Dahlia’s face, so I could tell that she was uncomfortable, but her golden eyes were filled with determination. However, if I didn’t step in to help, Irukol might find the strength to fight back, and I wasn’t sure if Dahlia was strong enough to keep going for much longer.  
 
    “Stay here,” I ordered. 
 
    “Atticus, what are you doing?” Ashe asked.  
 
    “I’m going to kill that motherfucker.” I smirked. “You stay here beside the werewolves.” 
 
    Fortunately, Dahlia pulled the white light back to allow me to launch myself onto Irukol. He still had the rope wrapped around his arms, and although he twisted and squirmed underneath me, he no longer had the ability to stand up.  
 
    My body burned with anger as I ordered my Infernal Blaze to take over my hands. Then I pressed my palms against the Lord Captain’s head while I squeezed as tight as I could.  
 
    “Y-You…” the demon stuttered as his face stretched out in pain. “You won’t… get away with this!” 
 
    I refused to reply, simply because I was too angry to even form a word. 
 
    His horns were the first things to shatter, and then his scalp began to blister in my hands.  
 
    “The Hellscape…” Irukol paused to scream. “The Hellscape… is coming!” 
 
    As the final word echoed in the air, I used all my force to crush the bastard’s skull, and Irukol fell to the ground in a bloody mess. The golden rope turned into sparkles once again, and I let out a deep breath as my fury simmered down into nothing. 
 
    We’d done it.  
 
    We’d killed the demons and the Lord Captain, and Ashe and I hadn’t been siphoned back to the Hellscape.  
 
    “Dahlia!” Ashe’s sudden scream interrupted my relieved thoughts.  
 
    I’d been so distracted by Irukol that I hadn’t realized Dahlia had fallen to the ground, almost like when she fell from the Heavenly Glade.  
 
    “Dahlia?” I raced toward the fallen angel.  
 
    She was conscious, so at least that was a good sign. But the way she lay in a crumpled heap made it seem like she’d used all her energy trying to save us.  
 
    I kneeled beside Dahlia and rested her head on my lap, and she somehow managed to smile as her breath came out in deep, labored pants. 
 
    “Is she okay?” Ashe asked as she crouched down beside me. 
 
    “I’m… okay,” Dahlia replied weakly. “But I had to… do something.” 
 
    “I’m very glad you did.” I smirked. 
 
    “I really hate… demons,” Dahlia laughed lightly. 
 
    “Demons aren’t the only problem here,” Ashe giggled. “Because you won’t like Sveila when she sees what you’ve done.” 
 
    “Like I said,” Dahlia paused to catch her breath. “I had to do something.” 
 
    Dahlia’s eyes glistened with happiness, like she was proud of what she’d accomplished, and I couldn’t help but smile at the faint smirk that crossed her lips.  
 
    It was the second time Dahlia had saved my life, so that was really going to piss off the Holy King. 
 
    Even if Dahlia was no longer technically part of the Heavenly Glade, I imagined he wouldn’t appreciate watching the two of us work together. 
 
    But that just made my smile grow even bigger. 
 
    Together, we just might be an unstoppable force.

  

 
   
    Chapter 13 
 
    I picked Dahlia up in my arms as Ashe and I returned to the castle.  
 
    In the time that we’d spent helping her, the werewolves had shifted back into their human forms, and they were busy changing into their ripped pants and shirts as we entered the courtyard.  
 
    “Thank you for your help out there,” I said sincerely. “It could have been a lot different if you weren’t there to assist us.” 
 
    “We didn’t do much.” Bardou shrugged. “But we couldn’t just stand back and watch it happen.” 
 
    “Yeah, we also had to guard the castle, so there wasn’t much we could have done,” Belcoot added. 
 
    “Correction, you helped a lot.” Ashe smiled. “If it wasn’t for you snapping at the demon when he lunged at me, he could have killed me before Atticus reached us. One of you also helped to support Atticus while he was being controlled by the demon. So I’d say you were a big part of the fight.” 
 
    “That was me.” Errol raised one hand in the air. “I could tell you were about to fall back, Atticus, so I did what I could to stop that.” 
 
    “Again, it could have been a lot different if you weren’t there to help,” I replied. “Thank you.” 
 
    “There’s no need to thank us.” Bardou smiled. “But you should probably take the angel inside. I’m sure Sveila is itching to check over those wounds.” 
 
    “If you hear Sveila scream or shout, just ignore it,” Ashe joked. “She’s not going to be happy.” 
 
    “We’ll know not to react,” Bardou chuckled. “Oh, and don’t worry about the mess on the hill. We’ll have it sorted out before you wake up in the morning.” 
 
    “I appreciate that,” I replied. 
 
    Ashe and I ran Dahlia toward the main doors as the werewolves returned to their jobs, and I was surprised to see the door was unlocked even though I’d securely bolted it before we’d left. 
 
    “Did you leave through the main door?” I asked Dahlia as we slipped inside.  
 
    “Oh, yeah.” She nodded. “I still wasn’t sure if I could fly, so I didn’t want to leave through a window and then crash to the ground.” 
 
    “Yeah… that probably wouldn’t have helped,” Ashe giggled. “Fuck, I’m so glad you could fly, though.” 
 
    A loud shriek suddenly came from the top of the stairs, and I glanced up to see Lux, Lixiss, Iris, and Sveila all huddled together.  
 
    “Aaah!” Lixiss cried again as the twins floated down toward us. “You’re okay, you’re okay!” 
 
    “I thought we’d never see you again!” Lux sobbed. 
 
    The twins threw their dainty arms around us, and I rested my head upon Lixiss’ black hair as Sveila and Iris ran toward us.  
 
    “That was the worst thing I’ve ever experienced.” Sveila’s eyes filled with unshed tears. “I… I never want to watch anything like that ever again.” 
 
    Ashe gave the witch a hug, because I was still holding onto Dahlia, but I was able to lean down to give everyone a kiss.  
 
    “You were watching?” I frowned. 
 
    “We had to watch!” Lux replied. “Especially after Dahlia suddenly jumped out of bed.” 
 
    “Yes, I haven’t forgotten that part…” Sveila gave the angel a stern look, but then her face broke into a smile. “But if it wasn’t for you, Ashe and Atticus wouldn’t be here, so I can’t be too angry at that.” 
 
    “Thank you, and I’m sorry.” Dahlia smiled. 
 
    “But don’t worry, Atticus, we never let go of the orbs,” Lixiss explained. “We were in Dahlia’s room, but the demons wouldn’t have been able to see us looking out of the window. It has an unfortunate view of the grassy hill, and we couldn’t look away when that rock guy had you pinned against the wall.” 
 
    “Good,” I sighed. “I’m sorry you had to witness that, but I’m just glad we’re all okay.” 
 
    “Let’s make sure you’re actually okay,” Sveila said as she ran her hands across Dahlia’s arms. “I’ll get some more of the potion if you can take her upstairs, Atticus?” 
 
    “Sure.” I nodded. 
 
    “I think I can walk,” Dahlia replied. “I mean, I feel strong enough.” 
 
    “No, no, no.” Sveila shook her head. “For once, can you please do as I say? It’s for your own good.” 
 
    “Okay,” the angel chuckled. “I’ll be on my best behavior from now on.” 
 
    I was grateful for the lack of tension in the air, and after the evening we’d just had, I needed the lightheartedness and the sarcasm. There was a lot still on my mind, but my women’s smiles and jokes were exactly what I needed.  
 
    Ashe, Iris, and the twins followed me up to the third floor, and it hadn’t gone unnoticed by me that Iris was still to say a single word. I knew she had a harder time getting over things like battles, and she was probably scared that something could still happen, but I hoped it wouldn’t take her long to settle down.  
 
    Sveila ran into the room as Dahlia made herself comfortable in the center of the bed. It didn’t look like she’d received any new injuries, but they could have been internal. I was also surprised that her bandages had managed to stay on during the fight against the Lord Captain. But according to Sveila, the potion became a thick paste which caused the bandages to stick firmly to Dahlia.  
 
    “Are you hurting anywhere?” Sveila asked as she sat down beside her. 
 
    “My back is a bit sore, but it’s nothing I can’t handle, really,” the angel replied. “I’m just tired.” 
 
    “I still want to check you over, just in case,” the Red Witch said.  
 
    Ashe and the twins huddled together on the end of the bed, whereas I brought over a chair and motioned Iris over to sit on my lap.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked as I brushed back her light-orange hair.  
 
    “Yes.” Iris nodded. “It terrified me, and I wasn’t sure if we’d ever see you again, but I’m slowly getting over it.” 
 
    “I was always going to make it back,” I said as confidently as possible. “Especially with Ashe on my side. It takes a lot to get past her.” 
 
    “Fuck yeah, it does!” Ashe cackled. “Did you see me overpower that demon with my Blinding power? Aah, it was amazing!” 
 
    “I don’t think anyone could have missed that,” Lux giggled. “Even we knew what was going on, and we were watching from a window.” 
 
    “Shit, you now have that power, Atticus!” Ashe gasped. “You’ll be able to weaken someone by looking in their eyes!” 
 
    Now that I knew the others were okay, and Sveila had returned to being Dahlia’s personal nurse, I was able to pay full attention to what my body was going through. I must have gained at least ten new powers, including the Lord Captain’s, so it was fair to say that I was feeling those effects. 
 
    My muscles felt like they’d turned into stone, and every inch of my skin burned like I’d been thrown into a roaring fire. It felt like I was trying to concentrate on hundreds of different things all at once, but every time I pushed those thoughts to the side, I saw nothing but Irukol standing in front of me. 
 
    I’d defeated my own fucking Lord Captain, the asshole who’d beat me down for eons before now. But he was gone, never to be reborn again, and it hadn’t actually hit me until then. Never again was Irukol going to wrangle me, or any other demon in the Hellscape. And while his body decomposed on the grassy hill, I was going to sit in my castle with my women around me. 
 
    I had enough pieces to cover every floor in this castle, and I was only going to receive more as the businesses continued to grow. So it didn’t matter what sort of pain I was in, or the discomfort my body was going through. 
 
    I came out of that fight as the victor, and I knew my doting women were always going to remind me of that.  
 
    “Some of the powers are still a mystery to us, too,” I replied after I’d taken a minute to organize my thoughts. “A few of the demons we killed didn’t have the opportunity to use their powers, so I can’t wait to find out what they are.” 
 
    “I saw one of them turn his fingers into blades.” Ashe’s eyes grew wide. “Like my claws, but bigger and sharper!” 
 
    “Did you kill that demon?” Lux asked. “If anyone needs a hell power that turns your hands into weapons, it has to be you, Ashe.” 
 
    “I honestly can’t remember,” Ashe giggled. “There were so many demons that I can’t recall which ones I killed, and which ones Atticus killed.” 
 
    “But you can now turn your body into rocks, right?” Iris asked me quietly. “Because you killed the big demon at the end?” 
 
    “I can.” I smirked. “The Lord Captain had more hell powers than I did, so they’re all mine now. It’s probably going to be hard for us to work out which powers we actually absorbed without knowing how to summon them, but we can sort that out with time.” 
 
    “Yeah, once things have calmed down a bit.” Ashe nodded. “We’ll need to explore the various sensations, and that could take a lot of time if we don’t even know where to start yet.” 
 
    “Like you said, we can tackle that once we have the time to do so,” I replied. “For now, we’ll work with what we’ve got. And we probably don’t have the time to channel these new hell powers right now, especially after the threat Irukol gave us…” 
 
    “Oh, that reminds me,” Ashe said as she stood up from the bed. “What the fuck did Irukol mean when he said ‘the Hellscape is coming?’” 
 
    “He said that?” Iris gasped. “Oh, no…” 
 
    “It’s fine,” I said as I stroked the elf’s back. “I said I wouldn’t let anything happen to you, and I meant that.” 
 
    “Yeah, maybe he was just trying to taunt us.” Ashe brushed the air with her hand. “I’m sure he didn’t mean it.” 
 
    Then she glanced off to the side with a secretly anxious look on her face. We both knew the Lord Captain probably meant what he said, but neither of us wanted Iris to get too scared by it. 
 
    But now that I could think clearly, it played on my mind a bit that we had that warning, plus the warning from the Heavenly Glade, too. The Dark King wouldn’t have sent so many demons to kill us in such a short amount of time if he wasn’t planning something. 
 
    He had to have been up to something, and I had a feeling it wasn’t going to be too long before we found out what that plan was. 
 
    I just hoped we could sort out the mortal king and the Holy King before anything happened with the Hellscape. It was no longer just my safety I had to think about. I’d stop at nothing to make sure my women were okay, too.  
 
    “I still think we should be prepared, just in case that demon was telling the truth,” Lux said as she clutched onto her sister’s hand. “I don’t think it’s safe for us to walk around acting like nothing’s going to happen.” 
 
    “You’re right.” I nodded. “We will take proper precautions. But before we can start on that, we have to deal with the King of Selythia first. We can’t have all of these threats around at the same time, so we have to deal with the easiest issues before we can focus on more dangerous matters.” 
 
    “Like with the demons this evening,” Ashe said as she returned to the bed. “We killed off the weakest demons before we aimed for the stronger ones.” 
 
    “Exactly,” I replied. “So it’s best that we free the undesirables and kill the mortal king. Then we’ll prepare ourselves for whatever might happen next.” 
 
    “Plus, if we free the undesirables from the palace, we might be able to use them in our army,” Sveila said as she dabbed some of the dark potion onto Dahlia’s sternum. “That is, if they’re strong enough to fight.” 
 
    “We’d need to give them enough time to get their strength back.” I shrugged. “Which is why I want us to gather everyone together first thing in the morning. We need to break into that palace sooner rather than later. We can’t waste any more time.” 
 
    “Who are you thinking of bringing?” Lixiss asked. “The orcs?” 
 
    “Yes, the orcs.” I nodded. “I’m also thinking the mermaids, werewolves, gnomes, and the black fairies. Oh, and the centaurs if they’re willing to assist us.” 
 
    “Then we all need to split up,” Ashe replied. “We’ll head off in groups to gather everyone together, and then we can all meet back here and think of a plan.” 
 
    “We’ll head straight to Madame Nyra and ask if she and the other fairies can join us,” Lux said. 
 
    “We’ll also go and see the mermaids at the same time,” Lixiss added. “We’d be the closest to the cove.” 
 
    “Ashe, you and I can speak to the werewolves and the orcs,” Sveila said. “That’ll just leave Atticus and Iris to find the gnomes. It’s probably best if you speak to them, only because I know what gnomes can be like.” 
 
    “You’re right,” I snickered. “Like the centaurs, they aren’t fans of strangers being on their land.” 
 
    “If I’m feeling better in the morning, then I’ll come with you, Atticus,” Dahlia said.  
 
    “We’ll see about that,” Sveila scolded. “If it was up to me, I’d only allow you to go as far as the bathing room.” 
 
    “It is up to you,” Lixiss giggled. “You’re the doctor.” 
 
    “I really think it’ll be safer for me to go with them, if I’m feeling better,” Dahlia said with slight force. “What if there’s another demon attack? What if something happens, and I’m stuck in this bed? I know you’re not pleased with how I acted this evening, Sveila, but I’m feeling much better than I did a few days ago.” 
 
    “I wasn’t pleased to begin with, but we’re very grateful that you went out there,” the Red Witch replied with a gentle smile. “You saved their lives this evening, and you probably saved ours, too. I’m not forcing you to stay in this bed, and you know your body better than I do, so I’m not going to stop you.” 
 
    “Do you think there could be another demon attack?” Iris asked with obvious fear in her blue eyes. “Will it happen so soon?” 
 
    “I don’t want to scare you, but anything is possible now,” I sighed. “I normally feel comfortable traveling around by myself, but if I have you there with me, I’d prefer to have the extra protection. Lux, Lixiss, Ashe, and Sveila, you’ll also have two orcs going with each of you. Things need to change after what happened this evening.” 
 
    “I completely agree.” Ashe nodded. 
 
    “So do I,” Sveila replied.  
 
    “We’d feel better having two orcs with us,” Lux added. “And we’d feel better knowing that you’re all safe, too.” 
 
    “As long as I’m not left alone.” Iris gnawed on her bottom lip. “Even if I have the blue orb with me, I’d much rather have someone with me.” 
 
    “No one will be left alone,” I replied. “We have the king, his soldiers, and the Heavenly Glade to think about. We also potentially have to prepare for the Hellscape lashing out at us, too. So I will up your security and make sure no one is left alone until everything has been dealt with.” 
 
    “I think that’s for the best, even though the Lord Captain said I was simply wonderful,” Ashe giggled. 
 
    “We trust you, Atticus.” Lixiss smiled. 
 
    “We know you’ll do everything you can to keep us safe,” Lux said. 
 
    Everyone decided to call it a day after that. We were all exhausted after such an interesting evening. I also knew that Ashe was feeling just as sore and lethargic as I was. I wasn’t the only one who had inherited new hell powers, so my little huntress must have been fighting off the discomfort as best she could, but I could see right through her. 
 
    Even just pulling her hair back with her hands had caused Ashe to wince, but then a subtle grin would cross her face, like she was thinking about the reward we received through the pain. 
 
    My huntress was a badass, and she didn’t like to show her weaknesses. 
 
    We all said goodnight to Dahlia, and then we split off into separate rooms. Ashe, Sveila, and Iris decided to spend the night together, and Lux and Lixiss came with me. 
 
    None of us said a word as we settled into bed, and I held my twins against me as the events of the evening began to play through my mind. My burning muscles seemed to be one of the only things I could think about, but I also couldn’t help but think about everything the Lord Captain said.  
 
    He’d told us that he wasn’t going to kill us, and that it would be a waste if we’d died. But I wasn’t sure how much I believed that. It was probably his way of trying to calm us down before he snapped our necks, or maybe we would have been killed as soon as we’d arrived back in the Hellscape. 
 
    That thought alone caused anger to swell once more in my chest, but I tried to block those negative thoughts as I took in the calming scent of my fairy twins. 
 
    It didn’t take me long to fall asleep, but the events from earlier caused my mind to spiral even after that. 
 
    I’d experienced a couple of random dreams during my time on the surface world, but the dream I had this evening was much stronger than the others. It also felt like I wasn’t dreaming at all, and like it was a continuation of the memory I’d experienced yesterday. 
 
    Perhaps it was a repercussion of the new hell powers, and maybe I couldn’t shut off my mind because it was working harder than normal in order to process every new change in my body. But I wasn’t entirely sure if that was the case. The dream felt completely different from others I’d had before.  
 
    It took place in another alleyway, but it was wider than the one in the memory. I was sitting down on the ground, and there were red and blue lights flashing all around me, almost too much for my eyes to cope with.  
 
    There was a loud buzz in the air, like I had a lot of people around me all talking at once, but I couldn’t see anyone. 
 
    That was, until I saw her.  
 
    It was the same woman from my memory, and I was once again almost certain that it was Iris. She was lying on the ground a few feet away from me, and she was wearing the same black dress from before, yet her stomach and legs were completely covered in blood.  
 
    I opened my mouth to scream, but I couldn’t make a single noise. It was almost as if I’d lost the ability to talk, and every time I tried to speak, nothing but a wheezing sound came out. I also tried to move, and I tried to stand up from the ground, but just like with the previous memory, an invisible force blocked my path.  
 
    “Sir, I need you to stay exactly where you are,” a deep voice said from beside me.  
 
    I glanced over at the man, and he was blurry at first, but then he came into view. He was wearing a pair of black pants and a blue shirt, and he had a strange black hat on his head. The man had a shiny object pinned to his breast pocket, and he had three words written on his left sleeve which said “Los Angeles Police.” 
 
    I didn’t know what that meant. “Los Angeles” felt vaguely familiar to me, but I didn’t know why, and I couldn’t recall what “police” was, either.  
 
    The man also had a strange object in his hands. It looked like it was made from metal, and the man had his fingers wrapped tightly around the object as he kept pointing it straight at me.  
 
    Was it a weapon?  
 
    Maybe a magical weapon I hadn’t seen before? 
 
    More men arrived in the alleyway, and they were all wearing the same black-and-blue garments. They also had that strange object in their hands, too. Some of them ran toward Iris, whereas others stayed with me.  
 
    I tried to stop the men, and I tried to tell them to leave Iris alone, but I just continued to make that wheezing sound.  
 
    “The ambulance is on its way,” one man said to another. “We don’t think there’s much we can do about the girl, but he needs his injuries seen to.” 
 
    I was injured? 
 
    And what did they mean they couldn’t do anything about Iris? 
 
    It wasn’t until I glanced down at my own stomach that I realized I was also covered in blood, and my wrists were shackled together. 
 
    Maybe that was why I couldn’t move, but I still had no idea what was going on. I was desperate to get to Iris, and I was filled with sadness and anger, but the men just continued to stare and point their strange metal weapons at me. 
 
    It was at that moment that I woke up.  
 
    My breathing was labored, and I was covered in a sheen of sweat that felt oddly mortal and foreign to me. I glanced around the master bedroom as I tried to make sense of what had happened. Now that I’d woken up, I couldn’t remember a single conversation the men had shared, but the images were still clear for me to see. 
 
    Iris was clearly injured on the ground, and I seemed to be in the same position, but that didn’t explain what had happened before that. I was also certain it was another memory, but I still couldn’t work out why Iris was there.  
 
    Why was it always her? 
 
    Why didn’t I picture any of my other women in these memories? 
 
    Again, it could have been because of the change my body was going through. Maybe the sheen of sweat was due to the fact that my body still felt like it was burning, and my muscles seemed to weigh more than a damn gnome. 
 
    But as much as I didn’t appreciate the vivid dreams and memories, I didn’t regret the reason why my body was acting this way. Ashe and I had been seconds away from losing our lives or being thrown back into our voids. We’d worked as the perfect team with Dahlia in order to defeat Irukol and the assholes he’d brought with him.  
 
    So I didn’t wish that hadn’t happened, I just would have appreciated it if my mind wasn’t causing me to envision such drastic, heartbreaking images of Iris. 
 
    I tried to relax until Lux and Lixiss woke up, but I found it hard to shut off the thoughts that plagued my mind. I also realized that my body felt extremely heavy, and my muscles felt like they were on fire because of the hell powers I’d recently possessed, so that probably didn’t help. 
 
    Lux and Lixiss woke up about an hour later, and they cuddled into me as their black wings fluttered lightly behind them. 
 
    At least we had an exciting day ahead of us, so I tried to distract my mind by thinking about our plans. 
 
    However, as my women and I sat down for breakfast, I knew I couldn’t keep the dream to myself anymore, and I had to ask the only person who really understood what I’d gone through. 
 
    Ashe was in the process of piling her plate with food, so much so that she had to put the bread on the table because there wasn’t enough space on the plate.  
 
    Another sign that her hell powers were slowly leaching her energy, all while making her stronger at the same time. 
 
    “Ashe,” I said as I took some meat from a plate. “How often would you say you dream while you’re asleep?” 
 
    Iris, Sveila, and the twins looked at me with the same curious expressions, but Ashe simply glanced at the ceiling as she chewed on a bite of potato.  
 
    “Uh… I’m not sure how many I’ve had since we arrived in Rengfri.” Ashe shrugged. “I don’t think it’s that many. It took a while for the dreams to start, and I don’t have them every night, so it’s quite nice when they do appear. Why do you ask?” 
 
    “Because I had one last night, but it felt like a continuation of the memory,” I replied. “I’m only asking because it’s the first time I’ve ever had a memory as well as a dream in the same day, so I wanted to know if you’ve ever had that.” 
 
    “I don’t think so…” Ashe frowned. “But my memories normally come in the form of dreams anyway, so I don’t think anything of it.” 
 
    “What was the dream about?” Sveila asked.  
 
    “Was I in it again?” Iris queried.  
 
    “Yes, you were.” I nodded a little uncomfortably. “I was in another alleyway, and you were lying on the ground covered in blood. I was also covered in blood, and there were men around me with strange weapons in their hands. That’s all that happened, and I don’t know why we were covered in blood in the first place.” 
 
    “Oh, wow,” Iris whispered. “That’s a bad dream.” 
 
    There was a long silence among my women as I continued to eat with as calm an expression as possible. 
 
    “My dreams always seem to be the same, they never change,” Ashe replied eventually, and I was relieved she spoke up to change the direction of the mood in the room. “I’m in a dark room, and there’s a bunch of men around me who I think I’m in charge of. I mean, they do everything I say, so I assume I’m in charge. There’s loads of boxes in the room, as well as strange weapons, and there are bags of this white powder in front of us. I don’t know what any of that means, but I feel powerful and in charge, so I don’t mind it.” 
 
    “Of course, you don’t,” Lux giggled. 
 
    “White powder?” Sveila frowned. “Is it some sort of herb or a dye for fabrics?” 
 
    “No…” Ashe narrowed her eyes in thought as she took another bite of food. “It feels more dangerous than that. The energy of the men in the room is always tense when they’re looking at all the white stuff. Like it’s worth a lot of money, and they don’t want someone to steal it.” 
 
    “Strange…” The Red Witch shrugged. 
 
    “Yeah, but like I said, I feel very much in charge of the whole situation, so it’s pretty fun when those dreams pop up,” the demon snorted. “I bet I was filthy rich with all that white stuff around…” 
 
    “That’s better than seeing Iris covered in blood,” I muttered. 
 
    “But are you sure it’s Iris, or is it someone who just looks like her?” Ashe asked. “Maybe you knew someone like her in your human life, and…” 
 
    “Yes?” I led.  
 
    “Do you… think that’s how you ended up in the Hellscape in the first place?” Ashe asked cautiously. “Maybe you hurt this woman? After all, demons have to do something terrible, like, worse than terrible in order to be reborn in the Hellscape.” 
 
    “Surely not,” Sveila scoffed.  
 
    “That’s not possible,” Lixiss added. 
 
    “Atticus protects his women at all cost.” Lux nodded firmly. “He’d do anything for us, he’d never harm us himself.” 
 
    “True,” Ashe sighed and shook her head. 
 
    But I kept staring at my plate as I thought harder about the possibilities. 
 
    Was I an evil human before I died?  
 
    I couldn’t imagine that I would have been, and I was sure I would have remembered something evil enough that could have sent me to the Hellscape. I’d never thought much about it before since it was so rare that I even remembered being a mortal, but now that memories were becoming so frequent, and I was beginning to feel so much more mortal than I had in eons, it was hard to ignore that nagging feeling in my chest. 
 
    The feeling that told me I wasn’t a deeply evil creature. 
 
    Sure, I was a relentless punisher now– one who thrived on the suffering of those who deserved it most– but before I’d been reborn… 
 
    Was I as evil as the assholes I was now built to hunt down? 
 
    I couldn’t even think about my women getting injured, let alone hurting them myself, so I was certain I couldn’t have hurt the woman in my dream. I was also so desperate to get to her in the memory, so I was sure that wouldn’t have been the case if I’d been the one to hurt her. 
 
    But if Iris did look like the woman in my memories, then it would explain why I acted differently around her, and perhaps it wasn’t because Iris was shy and slightly more vulnerable than the others. 
 
    Maybe she really did possess strikingly similar qualities to a woman I’d known in my first life. 
 
    A woman who’d ended up bleeding in a dark alleyway. 
 
    The lighthearted voices of my lovers snapped me out of my brooding, and I blinked to find the conversation had carried on without me for some time now.  
 
    “If these dreams are real, then that might be why you love weapons, Ashe,” Sveila giggled to help settle the atmosphere. “It sounds like you spent a lot of time around these strange weapons and your subordinates.” 
 
    “That’s what I’ve been thinking.” Ashe grinned. “Like Madame Nyra, I have my ‘darlings,’ too.” 
 
    “That reminds me, we should probably leave soon,” Lux said as she stood from the table. “It might take us a while to gather up these creatures.” 
 
    “You’re right.” I nodded. “The sooner we leave, the sooner we can plan to free the undesirables.” 
 
    “What about Dahlia?” Iris asked. “Do you think she’ll want to come with us?” 
 
    “I’ll ask her while I pick out a sword to match my dress.” Ashe smirked. “I’m thinking of choosing my onyx sword today… Ooh, and maybe my new magical necklace Garrik gave me! Aah, there are so many options!” 
 
    We all just laughed as Ashe skipped upstairs, and I was glad the tension during breakfast had vanished. 
 
    My women knew me better than anyone, so they knew I wouldn’t have harmed someone I cared about, and that was all that mattered. For now, I just hoped some future memories would help to clear up my own confusion on the matter, and I made a point of giving Iris a longer and more lingering kiss before I let her leave the dining hall with the others. 
 
    She sent me a soft smile as her blue eyes flicked up to meet mine, and as I smiled back, she was able to hold my gaze just a fraction of a moment longer than usual. 
 
    My chest warmed at this, and the last of my own tension eased up as I reminded myself that the Iris of my current life was perfectly safe and happy under my care. 
 
    It turned out that Dahlia did feel better, she just felt a little bit sore, but she was willing to join us on our mission. Iris helped to tie up Dahlia’s dress at the back, and the angel promised Sveila that she wouldn’t use her wings unless she had to.  
 
    There were five orcs outside guarding the castle, so I told one of them to stay and guard the property, and the others were to come with us.  
 
    “I assume you’ll be going to speak to the orcs before you visit the werewolves, right?” I asked Sveila and Ashe.  
 
    “It probably doesn’t matter, but we can go there first,” Sveila replied.  
 
    “Okay, so tell Larauk that you need one more orc to go with you,” I said. “You’ll be safe enough having one with you to get to the brewery, but I want you to have two orcs behind you for the rest of your journey.” 
 
    “Of course, Atticus.” Ashe smiled. “And will you be okay just having one?” 
 
    “Yes, I’ll be fine.” I nodded. 
 
    “He’s also got me and Iris.” Dahlia winked. 
 
    “That’s true.” I smiled. “I’ll be relying quite a lot on Iris to watch my back if any demons show up. Make me proud, alright?” 
 
    The sweet elf paled as I turned to her, and I’d never seen her blue eyes so wide as they were now. She stared at all of us with obvious panic at the idea of having so much responsibility, but then everyone burst out laughing, and I dropped an arm around her slender shoulders. 
 
    “I was only teasing,” I murmured in her ear. “You know damn well I’m your personal guard dog…” 
 
    “Oh!” Iris blushed all over and let out a giggle. “Y-yes, that makes much more sense…” 
 
    “Just a bit,” Ashe chortled. “But holy shit, the look on your face…” 
 
    The elf took the teasing well as the other women nudged her playfully, and when Ashe told her to keep her guard dog on a tight leash, she turned as red as the hellfire falls of the Hellscape. 
 
    Once I’d given my women a hug and a kiss, I ordered the orcs to keep them safe, and we all headed off in different directions. It was going to take at least an hour to get to Stonebay, but neither Dahlia nor Iris seemed to mind, and Dahlia was just happy to enjoy some fresh air again. 
 
    The orc, Vultog, plodded behind us, and I linked my fingers though Iris’ as we began our walk. I’d used my Echolocation to search for the king’s guards, but they were traveling through a far-off village on the other side of Rengfri, so at least they were nowhere near us. 
 
    “Ashe once mentioned including tree elves and tree beings in the army,” Iris spoke up halfway through the journey. “Are you thinking of including them for the attack against the king, too?” 
 
    “I was going to…” I paused for a brief moment. “However, due to the rush to deal with the king, we don’t have enough time to search around for them. They’re incredibly hard to find, so I’d rather go with the creatures I’m familiar with. But I’ll definitely find them when it comes to the fight against the Heavenly Glade.” 
 
    “Ooh, tree elves are a great idea,” Dahlia said. “Tree beings, too. I once witnessed them in a fight, and I couldn’t take my eyes off them, even though I hated them at the time.” 
 
    “I don’t think I’ve ever met one before,” Iris replied.  
 
    “Neither have I, but I know they’d be a vital part of the army.” I smiled. “Especially the tree beings.” 
 
    “Come to think of it, the tree beings are probably too big for a fight in the palace,” Dahlia laughed. “They wouldn’t even fit through the main door, and The Blessed would be able to see them from a mile off.” 
 
    “Then perhaps they should stay here,” Iris giggled.  
 
    “That might be a better option,” I said with a wink.  
 
    It didn’t seem like too much time had passed before we arrived in Stonebay, and we came to a halt beside a large white stone as we waited for Mopnam to greet us.  
 
    “Although the gnome has met me before, it’s best that we allow him to invite us in,” I whispered. “He’ll probably try and offer us some insect stew, too, so let’s try and avoid that.” 
 
    The ground began to vibrate a couple of minutes later, and it was very easy to spot the enormous gnome headed in our direction.  
 
    Mopnam was at least ten feet in height and width. His body had been squeezed into a pair of pants, a shirt, and a yellow vest, and I still couldn’t quite believe the buttons hadn’t popped from the sheer size of the gnome’s stomach. 
 
    Mopnam also had a singular tooth remaining in his upper gum, and he’d always had the ability to look me straight in the eye, so that told me a lot about the gnomes of Stonebay.  
 
    “Atticus!” Mopnam cheered as he came to a stop in front of us. “You should have told us you’d be coming, I would have made you more stew!” 
 
    I shivered at the thought of the insect stew, which had been mixed with rotten vegetables and small pieces of stone.  
 
    “We can’t stay long, Mopnam,” I replied. “But I want to ask a favor of you.” 
 
    “You brought guests?” The gnome pointed an enormous, pale finger at the women and orc beside me.  
 
    “Yes.” I nodded. “This is Dahlia, Iris, and Vultog. They’re friends of mine, so you have no reason to fear them.” 
 
    “But that one is an angel…” Mopnam narrowed his eyes at Dahlia. 
 
    “She’s different from other angels,” I explained. “Dahlia has saved my life more than once, and she no longer serves the Holy King. Like I said, they’re my friends, and if I can trust them, then you can, too.” 
 
    “A friend of yours is a friend of mine, Atticus!” Mopnam threw his arms up in the air as he let out a loud laugh. 
 
    The laughter shook the trees around us, which caused a few birds to flee from their nests. 
 
    I was surprised the noise wasn’t enough to push out that final tooth. 
 
    “Come, come.” Mopnam motioned us forward with his hand. “You’ve come a long way. You must be hungry.” 
 
    “Honestly, we can’t stay long,” I said again. “But I wanted to see if you’d be willing to help us kill the mortal king. You see, I recently found him in Nivertara, and I learned that he’s been holding more undesirables in the basement of his palace, so I’m putting an army together to kill him and his men, but also to free the creatures from the basement.” 
 
    The gnome stared at me for a moment as he tried to catch up to the wealth of information I’d just dumped on him. 
 
    To be fair, I doubted anyone in the history of Rengfri had ever been approached with such a swift offer to destroy their monarch. But demons weren’t known for their patience or subtlety. 
 
    “More?” Mopnam frowned. “I thought the raids had ended when you defeated the Church?” 
 
    “So did I,” I sighed. “But I realized that isn’t the case, which is why I need to officially put a stop to it.” 
 
    “You know how much I hate the Church,” the gnome grumbled. “And we thought we now lived in peace, away from the High Elves who tried to take my land. The Church wanted to take Stonebay for themselves, you remember?” 
 
    “Yes, I remember you telling me that.” I nodded.  
 
    “We lost one of our men when the fight broke out,” he said sadly. “Stonebay has been secure since then, but we’ve never truly won…” 
 
    “Yes, you told me that, too,” I replied. “But it’s because of that, and your brute strength, of course, that I think you’d be perfect for a fight like this. Think of it like seeking revenge for the murder of your friend, and the other residents of Stonebay.” 
 
    “I do like to seek revenge.” Mopnam grinned and showed off his singular, broken tooth.  
 
    “Then are you willing to help us?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes, we will help you.” He nodded with finality. “Will it just be the king and his guards we’d be up against?” 
 
    “No, The Blessed, too,” I replied.  
 
    “Aaah!” Mopnam cheered again. “They’re just as evil as the king himself! I cannot wait to kill one of them!” 
 
    I chortled at the gnome’s well-directed bloodlust, and I was once again reminded why I didn’t mind some mortals. Ones like Mopnam were pretty fucking enjoyable company, minus the stew. 
 
    “You might have the chance to kill more than one.” I grinned. “But thank you for helping us, I really appreciate it.” 
 
    “When do you need us to leave?” Mopnam asked. “Let me have some stew, and I’ll gather my men together!” 
 
    “We’ll actually be leaving from Stonebay,” I explained. “There’s a secret tunnel near here that leads straight into the palace basements, so we’ll be going through there.” 
 
    “A tunnel?” Mopnam narrowed his huge eyes. “I never knew of such a thing…” 
 
    “Neither did I until I found it.” I shrugged. “But you and your men can stay here, and we’ll come back when it’s time to go.” 
 
    “I’ll make sure there is enough stew for everyone to have some,” Mopnam chuckled. “We can’t enter a fight on an empty stomach, Atticus.” 
 
    Vultog bobbed his head in agreement, but of course, orcs were probably the only creatures who would enjoy an insect stew.  
 
    “We’ll have some stew if we have the time.” I smirked. “We must go now, but we’ll return for you later.” 
 
    “We’ll be ready.” Mopnam nodded.  
 
    I thanked the gnome once again, and then we gave him a wave as we headed back to Oakenpass.  
 
    “He was intimidating,” Iris whispered once we’d left Stonebay.  
 
    “I thought he seemed really sweet,” Dahlia chuckled.  
 
    “He is intimidating at first,” I agreed. “But if you’re good to him, then he’ll be good to you. At least we managed to leave without having some of that stew.” 
 
    “Mmm,” Vultog moaned. “Tasty.” 
 
    “You like insect stew?” Iris’ face crinkled in disgust, but she tried to turn it into a polite smile. 
 
    It didn’t work too well. 
 
    “Insect has protein,” the orc grumbled. “Make orc strong.” 
 
    “I think I’ll stick to bread,” I chuckled. “You can enjoy the insects.” 
 
    “Thank you.” Vultog bobbed his head as he picked away at a boil on the side of his neck.  
 
    There really was no reason for the orc to thank me, but I let that thought pass. 
 
    The rest of the journey went by peacefully, and I couldn’t wait to find out if the others had been just as successful with their missions. 
 
    But everything came to a halt as we neared the swampy entrance to Oakenpass. 
 
    Iris was in the middle of telling me about the outfits she’d make for the family of half-elves, when all of a sudden she grabbed onto my arm and stopped walking.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” I asked as I noticed the look of pure fear on the elf’s face.  
 
    “A-A-Atticus…” she stuttered as she pointed toward the stone entrance to the village. 
 
    Iris’ entire body was trembling, and I had no idea what was happening until I caught on to the scent of evil in the air. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” Dahlia whispered.  
 
    A smoky growl blew from my lips as I noticed the king’s wagons pulled up alongside an abandoned building. The six guards were all crowded around the wooden wagons, and they all had their backs to me, so they hadn’t spotted us yet. But given the sobs which broke from my delicate elf, I knew the guards would catch on to us if Iris continued to cry.  
 
    I pulled Iris against one of the walls to keep her out of sight, and tears streamed down the elf’s face.  
 
    It broke my demonic heart to see her looking so sad.  
 
    “The r-raids,” Iris said as another sob broke from her tiny body. “I… I can’t let them find me.” 
 
    “They won’t be able to get anywhere near you,” I growled. 
 
    “How do you know?” she asked. “The guards have probably been looking for me since–” 
 
    “Because I won’t let them,” I said firmly. “In fact, I won’t let them leave this village alive.” 
 
    The guards had caused nothing but trouble since they’d arrived in Rengfri, and now it was time for me to show them what happened when they fucked with a demon.  
 
    And once I’d dealt with the guards, I was going to aim for the king. 

  

 
   
    Chapter 14 
 
    I made sure Dahlia kept a close eye on the guards as I tried to soothe Iris, and I quietly ordered Vultog not to announce our arrival just yet with a motion of my hand. It seemed as though the guards still hadn’t realized we were there, and the last thing I needed was for the guards to turn up while Iris was still in this state.  
 
    “Have you still got your orb on you?” I whispered as I cradled the elf’s tear-stained face.  
 
    “Y-Yes,” she stuttered.  
 
    Iris shoved one hand into a pocket, and then she slowly uncurled her fingers to reveal the blue stone in the middle of her palm. There was a clear indentation in the center to channel the orb’s magic, but Iris made sure to keep her thumb well away from it. 
 
    “I want you to use this blue orb, but stay near me, okay?” I instructed. “Don’t take your thumb off the orb until all of the guards have been killed. If you want to head off to the castle where the other orc is standing, then that’s fine, he’ll protect you with his life. But keep yourself hidden. That’s your greatest shield right now.” 
 
    “O-Okay.” Iris nodded her head. “Will you be careful?” 
 
    “These six guards are nothing but insects compared to the demons I just defeated.” I smirked. “It won’t take me long to kill them, but it still might be hard for you to watch.” 
 
    “Atticus, the guards are starting to move,” Dahlia whispered. “We need to go before they can cause any damage.” 
 
    Iris whimpered again, but I gave her a kiss on the forehead and held her shaking body against me as I repeated my previous words. I reassured Iris that I would be okay, and she said she’d do her best to keep a hold of the orb until the final guard had fallen. 
 
    Then I sent her a slightly wicked grin. “Hey… didn’t I say I’m your personal guard dog?” 
 
    The little elf let out a shaky giggle and nodded. 
 
    “Time to let me off that leash,” I snickered, and I was pleased to see the elf blush ever so slightly as she regained some confidence. 
 
    “Woof,” Dahlia snorted, and I glanced over to give her a devilish wink.  
 
    Vultog pounded his fists against his mottled gray stomach, and his body twitched like he was holding back from acting on impulse. The orc snarled and sneered with pure anger in his beady eyes, and it wouldn’t have taken much for Vultog to storm forward and murder the guards with just his fists alone.  
 
    Once Iris had taken a somewhat calming breath, the elf pressed her thumb against the center of the orb, and then she looked up at me with a smile before she vanished into thin air. I could just about feel her presence around me, and all I hoped was that Iris wasn’t going to witness anything that would traumatize her for the rest of her life. 
 
    Because anyone who scared her as much as these guards had was going to get torn limb from fucking limb. 
 
    “Stay behind me,” I ordered Dahlia and Vultog as I strolled through the entrance to Oakenpass.  
 
    I didn’t pay any attention to the swamp that pooled around me on either side, nor did I glance off into the village and the dilapidated houses which sat there. I was far more interested in the guards who were peering through various windows, as well as the red sickles they held in their hands.  
 
    I didn’t know what the guards were up to, or why they’d entered Oakenpass in the first place. The raids usually happened in the middle of the night once everyone had gone to bed, but they had pulled undesirables from their homes during daylight hours, too. So they could have been looking through the windows to see if anyone lived in those buildings.  
 
    Either way, I wasn’t going to allow them to harm anyone else, and they weren’t going to be alive to see the next hour, let alone the next sunrise.  
 
    The guards were so intrigued with that one particular building that they still hadn’t caught on to our arrival, even when we were right behind them. It would have been so easy to walk up there and snap their necks, but I always liked to tease and torture my prey before I attacked. 
 
    So I crossed my arms over my chest, and then I cleared my throat just loud enough for them to hear me. Dahlia stood in the same position, whereas Vultog slurped back some gloopy saliva as he continued to pound away at his rotund stomach.  
 
    The six guards spun around in shock. The movement caused their silver armor to shake and rattle, but their eyes narrowed as they became aware of who was standing directly behind them. Their silver helms covered their foreheads and noses, yet I could still see the faint look of fear some of the men had in their eyes.  
 
    “You won’t find anyone in there,” I said as I pointed toward the abandoned building. “From what I heard, those houses were the first to be raided, so the buildings have been sitting empty for a while.” 
 
    One of the guards stepped forward, but he held out a flat hand to the men behind him so they’d stay where they were.  
 
    “We’ve been looking for you, demon,” the guard said tauntingly.  
 
    “Well, you didn’t look very hard,” I snickered. “I’ve been right here this entire time.” 
 
    “Yes, in a castle which isn’t yours to keep,” he replied. “The king owns that castle, and he wants it back. So you’ll have to pack up and leave.” 
 
    “And take your little women with you,” a second guard growled.  
 
    “Apart from the elf.” The first smirked. “We’d like to keep her.” 
 
    My blood began to boil with anger, but I simmered down the fury as much as I could. I didn’t want the guards to know their teasing had worked, or that their words had caused such a reaction. 
 
    “If the king wants my castle, then he’ll have to come and get it himself.” I shrugged with a smirk. “It’s mine now, and it’ll take much more than the petty king to take it from me.” 
 
    The guards at the back of the group began to snarl as I ridiculed their pathetic leader, and it was clear those guards couldn’t keep their anger at bay as much as I could. Some of them even raised their sickles, and the red curved blade began to glow the tighter the guards held onto them. 
 
    The magical weapons were definitely from non-human beings, and it confirmed everything I’d thought before. That the guards must have stolen those magical weapons from the undesirables they’d captured, and it couldn’t have been a coincidence. There was no other way for them to have these sickles unless they’d taken them from an undesirable.  
 
    They didn’t care for the undesirables at all, yet the guards made great use of magical weapons, and I couldn’t help but think about how many magical weapons the king probably had stored in his palace.  
 
    It was extremely ironic, but the mortal king and his men were known for their irony. Especially when it came to the difference between good and evil.  
 
    Vultog slammed his foot against the ground, and if I hadn’t held out my hand to halt his movements, he probably would have stormed forward and murdered the guards there and then.  
 
    “I bet the king would love to hear about you siding with an angel,” the second guard chuckled darkly as he glanced toward Dahlia. “We can help you, gracious one. You only have to ask.” 
 
    “If you take me to the king right now, he’d be dead within seconds,” Dahlia replied in a tone I hadn’t heard from her since she’d last threatened to end my life. 
 
    It was surprisingly sexy when I wasn’t on the receiving end of her fury. 
 
    The guards continued to snarl, and I couldn’t stop the smoky laugh that slipped through my lips.  
 
    If those guards thought they were going to win this fight and return to their fucking king, then they had another thing coming. I knew they were stupid, and they clearly lacked brain cells because they’d chosen to serve the mortal king, but I didn’t think they were that stupid.  
 
    “Are you fucking this demon?” the first guard asked as he took a single step forward. “Have you turned your back on the Holy King so much that you’re fucking a demon, too?” 
 
    “And I bet it’s the same for the elf, right?” the second man asked. “We’ve been looking for her for a while, and perhaps she’s been sitting on the end of your cock this entire time.” 
 
    My palms began to burn as my Infernal Blaze broke free, and I created a fireball in each hand as I stared down at the guards before me. None of them could look me in the eyes, yet they’d noticed the fireballs I’d formed, and some of them even tried to step away from me.  
 
    “You can pass on a message to your fucking king,” I growled as the fireballs grew bigger. “I’ll be aiming for him once I’ve finished with you.” 
 
    “But that’s only if they live to tell the tale,” Dahlia giggled with one hand on my shoulder. “Given what I’ve seen of your wrath so far… I don’t like their chances.” 
 
    “I could say the same of you.” I grinned. “Now, let’s see what these sickles can really do, shall we?” 
 
    Before the words had even left my lips, I threw the first two fireballs straight at the guards as I created more in my hands. The blazing fire smacked off the guards’ armor, so they were able to brush them off with the back of their hands, but I perfected my aim the second time around.  
 
    One of the guards shrieked as a fireball narrowly missed his face, and a second guard raised his sickle in an attempt to block the fire from hitting his jugular. 
 
    I held some new fireballs in my hands, but I refused to throw them because I was quite entertained by the six guards who let out a cry as they ran toward me. Without knowing what the magical sickles could do, I didn’t know whether they were overly harmful to me or not. However, if I removed those weapons from the guards’ hands, they wouldn’t be able to hurt me in the slightest, so it was quite funny to watch them act like the ultimate fighters.  
 
    “Kill them,” I ordered Dahlia and Vultog, and I didn’t need to tell them twice.  
 
    Vultog caused a few windows to shake as he stormed toward the guards, but Dahlia stayed beside me as she twisted her hands to create more of her golden rope. 
 
    Then, as one guard sliced the air with his red sickle, Dahlia simply raised her hands. The rope slithered toward the man in armor, and I watched in delight as the rope coiled around the guard’s wrists. He screamed out in a mix of anger and pain as he tried to free himself.  
 
    Nearby, Vultog grabbed one guard by the helm before he smashed the man against the nearest brick wall, and a few of the guards turned on the orc, but I wasn’t going to stand back and watch them attack my minion. 
 
    All it took was for me to throw a few fireballs in their direction, and the guards who were trying to attack Vultog turned on me instead. One of the guards had a red sickle in his hands while the others had nothing but their mortal swords, which wasn’t going to do anything to a demon. 
 
    Well, it wasn’t going to be fatal, anyway. 
 
    The three guards threw themselves at me at exactly the same time, but I simply laughed as I felt their silver gauntlets punch away at my heated skin. I swatted the guards away with my hands, then I threw some more fireballs to keep them away from me, and so far it felt like an easy fight.  
 
    At one point I did feel the sickle slice through my upper arm, and I had to bite back the pain as the air hit the wound, but I just hoped the injury would heal without any issues.  
 
    My body was still in the process of absorbing the multiple new hell powers I’d possessed, so my muscles felt heavier than normal, but the new additions made me feel stronger, too. It meant that I had a variety of different ways to kill these guards, but without practicing the hell powers first, I went with what I knew best. 
 
    I also didn’t want to risk harming anyone around me, apart from the guards, so it felt like the best option to me. 
 
    As the guard attempted to slice me with the sickle once again, I grabbed the motherfucker by the wrist and ordered my Tempest to flow free. The man let out a guttural scream as the lightning soared over his silver armor, and his mouth stretched out in agony as he peeled open his hands and dropped the sickle on the ground.  
 
    I used my Infernal Blaze to keep the other guards away from me while I handled the asshole in my grasp, but then Vultog thundered over to take one of the men from me. The orc had red blood all over his hands and splattered on his face, so I could just imagine the first guard had died a very painful death. 
 
    Which was exactly what I wanted.  
 
    Dahlia had also killed the guard she’d caught in her rope, and now she had her hands around the helm of a second guard. It had only been about a minute since the guards had charged at us, and we’d already killed off nearly half of them. 
 
    For the next few seconds, I fought against the two guards around me while Dahlia and Vultog ended the lives of the other two. I expertly dodged the guards’ swords before I threw some more fireballs at them, and then I just stood there as I waited for the guards to give up.  
 
    “This is getting really boring,” I yawned as I swatted a guard away from me. “I thought the king would send you out with a bit more strength than this.” 
 
    My taunting just angered the guards some more, but even though they increased the strength behind their attacks, they really didn’t do much to harm me. The Blessed were much stronger than the puny guards, so my attack against the king was going to be much more interesting, but I thought the guards would have put up a bit more of a fight.  
 
    However, the first guards I’d attacked when I’d arrived in Rengfri were just as easy to kill, so it just showed the difference between a human and a demon.  
 
    I was always going to win, and I had a feeling the guards secretly knew that. 
 
    Just as one of the guards aimed for my stomach with his sword, I threw out my arm and grabbed the motherfucker by the throat. The man began to wriggle around as his feet were lifted off the ground, and he continued to slice the air with his sword, but I just looked him straight in the eye, despite how much he tried to look away.  
 
    The second guard braced himself with his sword held out straight, and I couldn’t help but laugh at the determination on his sweaty face. Surely the guards could see that my injuries instantly healed when I was attacked with a mortal weapon, so his sword wasn’t exactly going to save him from death.  
 
    I decided to leave that bastard while I returned to the wriggling man in my hand. I had Vultog and Dahlia around me, so even if the other guard did decide to do something, they would stop him before he even reached me. 
 
    “Leave this one for me,” I said as I pointed toward the quivering guard. “Now… what to do with you?” 
 
    “You won’t get away with this!” the guard spluttered as I tightened my grip around his throat.  
 
    “I’ll see if you’re right about that when I kill your bastard king,” I chuckled, and then I grabbed the guard’s sword from his hand and threw it on the ground beside me.  
 
    The man twisted around and smacked his hands against my arm, but his body began to still as I clutched onto his helm with my free hand. The guard continued to cry out in pain, but this soon became nothing but gasps for air as I pierced my thumb into his jugular. 
 
    Then, as the lightning jolted through my palm and into his helm, the guard winced in pain while more choking sounds spluttered from his lips. I always found it fun to kill my opponents by boiling their brains, and that didn’t seem to change even though it was a feeble guard I was up against. 
 
    Within seconds, the silver helm began to glow red from the heat in my hands, and I didn’t even have the time to blink before the armor cracked open. As soon as the man’s scalp was exposed, I forced my hell power onto his burning head, and I simply watched in pleasure as the guard quickly died.  
 
    His eyes widened as he let out one last breath, and then his ears and nose began to bleed as his head slumped forward in my grasp. His head had completely split open, but I just laughed as I peered down at his shattered skull. 
 
    There was also a clear scent of feces in the air, so the guard must have opened his bowels before I’d landed my final blow. 
 
    “Pathetic,” I said with a smoky growl. 
 
    I threw the shit-stained guard onto the ground without a care in the world, and then I turned my attention back toward the final guard.  
 
    The man still had his sword out in front of him, and his scared eyes darted from left to right like he was trying to find a quick exit, but he was completely fucked. Even if he’d tried to run, it would take me less than a second to catch up with him, so all efforts would have been futile. 
 
    Dahlia also had her holy rope dangling at her side, so that would have caught the guard before he could even think about running away.  
 
    I sauntered toward the guard as he took a few feeble steps back, but he was nearing a brick wall, so there really was no place for him to go. He just had to suffer with the knowledge that his life was about to end, and because he was the last guard to kill, I was going to make his death even more exciting than the others.  
 
    But then, just as I was about to reach out and grab the terrified man, a small dagger was hurled through the air. I watched in confusion as the weapon flew over the top of the guard’s head, and then it smacked off the brick wall and fell to the ground. 
 
    My first thought was that perhaps Ashe and Sveila had arrived without me knowing, but Ashe didn’t miss a target as easy as that, so it couldn’t have been her. 
 
    I threw out my hand and caught the guard by the arm to stop him from doing anything while my back was turned, and then I looked over my shoulder and caught sight of something I hadn’t expected.  
 
    Iris was standing beside the body of a dead guard. Her head was ducked like she was embarrassed, and she had two more daggers clutched tight in her delicate hands. I didn’t even know she’d brought the daggers with her. 
 
    However, I was more shocked that she’d let go of the blue orb. I’d told Iris to hold onto the powerful stone until the last guard had died, but she clearly wanted to seek revenge, and perhaps her throwing the dagger was her way of saying that she wanted to help.  
 
    That was when I had an idea.  
 
    “Come here, Iris,” I said softly. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” the elf muttered as she kept her head down low. “I thought I could… I just wanted to…” 
 
    “It’s okay.” I smiled. “Come here. I’ll show you what to do.” 
 
    “This is going to be interesting,” Dahlia muttered, but I could tell that despite her more holy upbringing, the angel didn’t disapprove of my plan. 
 
    She looked at Iris with the supportive consideration all my women showed one another, and I was surprised to see she seemed to want Iris to have some sort of say in the fate of this final guard as well.  
 
    As Iris shuffled over to me, I threw the guard onto the ground and placed my foot on his armored chest.  
 
    “I’m not going to kill you,” I growled at the pathetic human. “She is.” 
 
    “Me?” Iris shrieked. “I-I-I… I can’t! Atticus, I almost hurt you by throwing the dagger!” 
 
    “You wouldn’t have been able to hurt me,” I snickered. “Plus, I’m going to help you.” 
 
    The guard squirmed around and tried to grab anything he could get his hands on, but that quickly came to an end as I pressed down harder.  
 
    “Argh!” he cried as I felt the metal bend beneath my boot.  
 
    “Now, kneel down by his head and hold your dagger carefully with both hands,” I told her.  
 
    I removed my foot from the guard’s chest, but I lowered myself to the ground before the man had the chance to stand up. 
 
    “I don’t think I can, Atticus,” Iris said with a panicked tone.  
 
    Her hands were shaking violently, and she could have easily stabbed herself if she wasn’t careful. 
 
    “Yes, you can,” I replied patiently. “And you want to. You want to avenge the ones you love. I’ve seen this in you since you opened up to me about what happened to them, and I know being scared of these men has clouded your anger for a while now. But I can smell it now more clearly than ever. You’re furious with these assholes. They took all you loved from you. And you’re tired of being afraid of them.” 
 
    Iris nodded as her shaking eased up just a bit. 
 
    “You’ve needed to avenge your family for quite a while,” I continued. “But if you want me to do this for you, I will. Just say the word.” 
 
    I waited while Iris looked between me and the asshole in my grasp. Then her expression darkened, and she shook her head. 
 
    “I’ll do it,” she almost growled. 
 
    “Good,” I replied simply. “Then think about everything these holy fuckers have done to you. Think about your parents and your brother, and the fear you’ve been living in for years. Think about all of that, and then I want you to aim the tip of the dagger just above his eyes.” 
 
    The guard pleaded for me to reconsider, but I was more interested in Iris. The elf let out a few low breaths, and as a look of anger crossed over her delicate face, her hands instantly stopped shaking altogether. 
 
    Once I knew that Iris was ready, I removed the guard’s helm and placed both of my hands on his shoulders. I needed the guard to be as still as possible, and that was already going to be difficult with the amount the man twisted and squirmed around. 
 
    “Pl-Please!” he cried. “Please, I’m sorry! Don’t… Don’t do this.” 
 
    “Is that what the undesirables said when you dragged them from their homes?” I growled. “Is that what those innocent men, women, and children said before you tortured them for being different? Why do you think I should stop now?” 
 
    “I was only doing what the king wanted me to–” 
 
    “Oh, so the king ordered you filthy fuckers to regain the castle and keep my little elf here as an added bonus?” I snarled, and smoke billowed from my lips as Dahlia let out a low hiss of agreement. 
 
    The guard looked like he very much regretted the boldness of his troop earlier, but I could smell the potency of his evil just as strongly as I had before. 
 
    “P-please,” he tried. “I just–” 
 
    “Go, Iris.” I cut off the man’s words. “Go slow and steady, but be firm, too.” 
 
    Iris lined up the dagger perfectly, and then she leaned down to look the fearful guard in the eyes.  
 
    “This is for my family,” she snarled before she drove the dagger straight into the guard’s head. 
 
    From the way the man’s brown eyes rolled back into his head, I knew he’d died almost instantly. Yet it seemed as though the frustration was too much for Iris to handle, and she continued to stab the guard over and over. She narrowly missed his eyes, and she even stabbed through the top of his skull, too. But every time the blade was forced into the man’s head, Iris’ screams and cries became louder and louder.  
 
    I glanced sideways to find Dahlia standing with her blonde eyebrows raised in surprise. We exchanged a brief and silent look while Iris let out her frustrations, but I could tell she was learning a lot right now. 
 
    I doubted angels ever truly bore witness to the repercussions of the holier mortals and their actions. There were thousands, if not millions of beings all over the surface world who had wrongfully suffered thanks to her kind and the Holy King’s biddings. 
 
    Dahlia bore the lesson well, though. She watched without intervening as Iris repaid the king’s guard for all the pain her family had suffered, but eventually I decided the little elf had had enough time to… cope. 
 
    “You can stop now,” I said soothingly as I kept the guard still in my hands.  
 
    From the speed at which Iris was stabbing the fucker, I didn’t want his body to jolt and for Iris to cut through her leg instead.  
 
    “Iris, Iris,” Dahlia said as she grabbed onto the elf’s arms. “It’s done now, Iris. He’s dead.” 
 
    Realization seemed to hit the elf pretty quickly, and she threw the dagger away in disgust as she stared at her bloody hands.  
 
    “Oh, my…” Her lips quivered. “I… I killed him.” 
 
    “Yes, you did.” I smirked. “And I’m very impressed.” 
 
    “But I… I murdered someone, Atticus.” Iris looked up at me with fresh tears in her gorgeous eyes. “I’m just as bad as them.” 
 
    “No, you’re not,” I replied at the same time as Dahlia. 
 
    The angel and I looked at one another, but then I continued. 
 
    “Given any opportunity, he would have killed you,” I clarified. “By ending his life, you’ve protected everyone around here. That’s what punishing the wicked is all about, Iris. It isn’t so senseless as it seems from the outside. You were here. You know what they said. You know what they’ve done. Don’t think of yourself as a killer, think of yourself as a hero. The world is a better place because he is gone.” 
 
    Iris refused to say another word, but I held the elf in my arms as she nuzzled into my shoulder. I knew it must have been tough for someone as innocent as Iris to take someone’s life, but she wasn’t crying anymore, and I knew my words had awoken her to the truth of the matter. 
 
    Whether or not she ever became a punisher like myself, this man had deserved what he’d gotten. 
 
    And Iris had finally avenged her lost family. 
 
    “What the fuck is going on here?” Ashe said as she suddenly appeared beside me. “You killed the guards without me?” 
 
    “We didn’t have much of a choice,” I chuckled. “But they’ve left their sickles on the ground if you want them?” 
 
    “Ooh!” Ashe’s black-and-pink eyes widened. “In that case, I don’t mind missing the fight, as long as I can take these beauties home with me!” 
 
    Even Iris couldn’t help but laugh as Ashe skipped away to collect her new belongings. 
 
    But as I watched the demon pick up the red sickles, I spotted Sveila and the werewolves standing beside the swampy entrance. There were also a few more Oakenpass residents gathered around the open area, and I’d been so focused on killing the guards that I hadn’t realized we had an audience. 
 
    Vultog had gone to stand with the rest of the orcs, and even the orc from the castle had wandered down to see what was going on.  
 
    “I didn’t leave,” the orc grumbled. “I stayed at castle to protect it.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I smiled. 
 
    “Atticus!” Sveila shrieked as she ran toward me. “Your arm! What happened to your arm?” 
 
    Iris slipped off my lap just as the Red Witch arrived, and she carefully brushed her fingers over my upper arm.  
 
    “Oh, one of the guards sliced me with the red sickle.” I shrugged. 
 
    “I think it’ll be okay, but I’ll apply some of my potion to make sure,” Sveila replied.  
 
    I angled my head over my shoulder to look at the wound, and I saw a deep slash from my shoulder to my elbow. The cut wasn’t bleeding, but there were some vicious black lines running from the cut, almost like someone had poured an inkpot over my skin.  
 
    It wasn’t sore, and it clearly hadn’t affected my ability to fight, but it showed those magical weapons could seriously harm someone, much more than a mortal sword could.  
 
    “We’ll make sure to keep an eye on it,” Iris said as she brushed back her tears. “We don’t want the veins to spread further across your body.” 
 
    Sveila checked over Dahlia and Vultog to make sure they were okay, but apart from a few cuts, they looked absolutely fine.  
 
    Once we knew that everyone was alright, the orcs piled the dead guards into the wooden wagons, and then I ordered my Infernal Blaze to take over my hands once again. 
 
    Everyone took a step back as the wagons began to burn, and we all had the same satisfied smile on our faces. The gray smoke billowed into the sky, and I felt a sense of power wash over me as the realization of what just happened became known.  
 
    It may have only been a small handful of guards, but it was the start of something much greater.  
 
    “These sickles are amazing,” Ashe said as she peered happily at her new weapons. “I cannot wait to use these against The Blessed!” 
 
    “Well, it won’t be long before that happens,” Sveila giggled. “Because look who’s decided to join us.” 
 
    I looked over toward the entrance to see the mermaids, Lux, Lixiss, the black fairies, and even the centaurs headed toward the village.  
 
    Everyone was crowded together, and just the sight of my army of minions caused another smile to curl across my lips.  
 
    It was time to put a plan together. 
 
    And then we were going to head for Nivertara. 

  

 
   
    Chapter 15 
 
    Once all of my minions had arrived, I gathered everyone on the grassy hill around the castle so they could stand apart in their own groups. 
 
    I wanted to make sure we’d killed all of the guards currently in Rengfri before we aimed for the king, so I used my Echolocation to check the nearby villages. The guards’ scents had long disappeared, and I didn’t see any other guards piled into wooden wagons. So I hoped it was just the ones in Nivertara we had to worry about.  
 
    Dahlia and my women had formed their own group beside me, and Lux and Naia had looped their arms around mine. It felt so good to have them all back together again, even though it had only been a few days since we were all together in the castle. 
 
    The black fairies stood huddled around Madame Nyra, and the mermaids and the werewolves made themselves comfortable on the grass like they were trying to catch the sun’s rays. The orcs stood off to the side near the trees, and then the centaurs stood on the opposite side, with at least twenty feet between them and everyone else.  
 
    I was pleasantly surprised that the centaurs had even agreed to come in the first place, so it didn’t bother me that they wanted to stand further away. As long as a fight didn’t break out before we’d even left Rengfri, then I’d call it a successful meeting. 
 
    The Oakenpass residents who stood around to watch us kill the guards had scurried back into their homes. The residents had spent years living in an abandoned village, and over half of the village’s population had been taken during the raids. They were getting used to sharing their somewhat peaceful village again, so even though they didn’t fear us, it still must have been strange for them to see the village filled with so many undesirables again. Just like it used to be. 
 
    Especially when it was a demon who took over their village.  
 
    However, as the residents wandered away, some of them turned around to give me a small smile. It wasn’t much, but it was a sign that they were thankful, and it must have been a relief to know that those guards had been killed. I’d put a stop to any raids that could have happened, and the residents were grateful for that. 
 
    But the undesirables of this kingdom weren’t all safe yet. If we didn’t put a plan in place immediately, hundreds more were going to be wrongfully murdered. 
 
    As long as everyone cooperated and worked for me instead of against me, then I imagined it wouldn’t be long before we had our own celebration. 
 
    Instead of a fire to celebrate the crowning of the king, it would be a fire to celebrate the beheading of the king. 
 
    And that sounded like a much better party to me. 
 
    “Thank you all for agreeing to meet with me,” I announced to my audience. “I understand that some of you were more reluctant to join, but we’re doing this for our own good.” 
 
    “We’re only doing it for Madame Nyra,” the centaur leader grumbled as his black tail swatted the air behind him. 
 
    “Thomus, my darling.” Nyra smiled. “Atticus and I are a team now.” 
 
    Thomus just flicked his long black hair over one shoulder, and then he stared down at his hooves like he was done with the conversation.  
 
    “Yeah, but we don’t work with demons,” Feodol snarled. “Or angels. We’re doing this for you, and no one else.” 
 
    I looked over at the centaur, and I was about to say something, but then Dahlia spoke up before I had the chance.  
 
    “As difficult as it might be to believe, I am on your side now,” the angel explained. “I want to kill the mortal king and rid the world of holy rulers as much as you do. Atticus is doing this for all the right reasons, so it’s only fair that we work together in order to get what we desperately want.” 
 
    I could have shown the centaurs who was boss and told them that they had to do everything I said, but I didn’t want them to leave and refuse to help us. The half-men, half-horses were powerful as hell.  
 
    And perhaps I could make them realize that Ashe and I weren’t assholes like the other demons in the Hellscape.  
 
    “Either way, I still appreciate you joining,” I said. “It could be that we’ll need your assistance later, but as long as you can help us clear Nivertara, then that’s all I need from you. There are currently hundreds of undesirables being held hostage beneath the king’s palace, and I won’t stop until we’ve freed them all and killed the king and his men in the process.” 
 
    “You already knew we’d help you.” Gunnolf smirked. 
 
    “That righteous motherfucker won’t know what hit him,” Bardou snickered.  
 
    “And us, Atticus,” one of the mermaids said with a wink. “We’re always happy to do as you say.” 
 
    “Orc help Atticus.” Larauk bobbed his head. “Help kill king.” 
 
    A few of the orcs around him stomped their feet and beat their stomachs as a sign of agreeing with their leader. 
 
    “And don’t forget about ridding that island of the filthy Blessed,” Madame Nyra added, to which all of the black fairies began to sigh in delight.  
 
    “Watching them die will be the highlight of my day!” one black fairy giggled. 
 
    “I still can’t believe the raids have continued this entire time,” Iris said sadly. “Perhaps that’s just me being naive, but to hear about the secret tunnels shocked me completely.” 
 
    “Yes, I didn’t think I’d come across the tunnel, either,” I replied. “But now that we know where it is, we can use that to our advantage.” 
 
    “What about other tunnels?” Sveila asked. “You mentioned that perhaps the catacombs might hold another secret tunnel. Do you want us to check there?” 
 
    I glanced up at the sky as I thought about Sveila’s question.  
 
    It made sense for us to check for other tunnels, and they’d probably lead us to more undesirables, but now wasn’t the time to search every inch of Rengfri.  
 
    “We’ll leave the catacombs for now,” I replied. “It’s best to stick to what we know for certain, and we know the tunnel in Stonebay will lead us to Nivertara. Clearing the dungeons of the palace will be a difficult job as it is, so we can focus on exploring other areas of Selythia once we have that sorted out.” 
 
    “It’s also possible the guards have moved other undesirables into Nivertara before the celebration on Friday,” Dahlia said. “They did that in the past. Because the crowning of the king is so important to them, they wanted to make the fire as big as they could. So once they cleared every dungeon, they started to raid houses in order to collect as many undesirables as they could fit into the open spaces. I’m unsure if that’ll be the same this time, but it’s still possible.” 
 
    “We’ll see,” I sighed. “But for now, let’s work out what we’re going to do. We have to be smart about it, and if anything goes wrong before the fight even starts, the entire plan could be ruined. This is our only chance to stop the king and his holy followers, which is why it’s crucial that we work as a mass army.” 
 
    “Do you give us your word that we will have freedom to kill The Blessed during this?” Thomus asked.  
 
    “Yes,” I replied. “But that’s only if nothing goes wrong. We have to catch them off guard, and only then can we kill this many of them.” 
 
    “Well…” the centaur sighed as he scuffed the ground with one hoof. “If you can promise that we’ll get to kill The Blessed, then we can promise to do what we can to make sure this runs smoothly.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I nodded. 
 
    It was the first positive thing the centaur had said since arriving, so I appreciated the dedication.  
 
    “The Blessed are partly why we live a secluded life,” Thomus continued. “We were one of the first packs the Church aimed for, and The Blessed were constantly starting fights with us. So if I hadn’t found a new place for us to live, The Blessed would have returned again and again until they got what they wanted. I had to make sure no one knew of our location, which is also why we’re reluctant to assist others. But we’ve wanted nothing more than to seek revenge, to rid those bastards of their lives, just like they tried to do to us.” 
 
    “I know what that’s like,” I replied. “Ever since I freed myself and left the Hellscape, I’ve had demons returning with only one job to complete. I know what it’s like to want to live in the safest place possible, and I’ve been seeking revenge since I first landed on the surface world. Although you don’t want to work with demons, you and I are more alike than you might think, and we both want to live in a free world without the fear of the Church constantly around us.” 
 
    “I’m just happy to put these new weapons to good use,” Ashe giggled as she held up her red sickle. 
 
    “You and your weapons.” I smirked as I brushed the huntress’ hair with one hand. “So, back to what I was saying, we have to make sure we catch our opponents off guard, and that means knowing exactly where everyone is going to be. There are two ways onto the island, so if we split up and cover both sides, then we can take control of the fight before it’s even started.” 
 
    “What are the two options?” Naia asked.  
 
    “We either go through the tunnel, or we sail over on vessels,” I explained. “With the sheer amount of The Blessed I spotted on that island, it’ll be difficult for some of us to arrive without them realizing. The orcs will be spotted instantly, for example. So I’m thinking it’s best for the werewolves and the mermaids to travel by vessel, and the rest of us will head through the tunnel.” 
 
    “But won’t The Blessed notice our scents when we arrive?” Pelleas asked as he scruffed his ragged hair.  
 
    “They might.” I nodded. “But they won’t be able to smell you from far away, and if you’re sitting in the vessels casually heading toward the island, they’ll think you’re all human. That is, if you’re in your human forms, of course.” 
 
    “Yeah, don’t turn up looking like a feral dog,” Lux giggled.  
 
    “We hadn’t planned on doing that.” Gunnolf smirked. 
 
    “Naia, can you use your invisibility while you’re swimming, too?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes, we can.” My stunning mermaid nodded.  
 
    “Then do that,” I replied. “Stay invisible until you get the sign from the palace, and then all hell will break loose.” 
 
    “What’s the sign?” Arva asked as she played with her pink hair. 
 
    “Simple.” I shrugged. “The guards will no doubt flee from the palace as we start to attack, and they’ll instantly raise the alarm. The Blessed will head there to try and protect the king. So Gunnolf, if you’re fast enough, you can stay on the vessels until you get that sign, and then you’ll head over. That way The Blessed won’t catch on to your scent until it’s too late.” 
 
    “We’re pretty fast.” The alpha nodded. “If we’re close enough to the port, I’d say we’d be able to get there within minutes.” 
 
    “Perfect.” I grinned. “The rest of us will be in the tunnel, so we’ll have to make sure we stay quiet, just in case there are guards in the basement and they hear us arriving. As long as that goes smoothly, we’ll work our way into the palace and start killing the first people we come across. The king is mine to handle, but the rest of his holy advisors are free for you all to enjoy.” 
 
    “My darling, are the doorways and the tunnel big enough for creatures like the orcs and the centaurs?” Madame Nyra asked. 
 
    “The tunnel is, yes,” I replied. “There are trapdoors that lead up to the palace, so they might be too small, but I feel confident that the gnomes will be able to break through the stone flooring to make the access bigger.” 
 
    “Oh, they’d definitely be able to do that,” Naia said confidently. “We’ve witnessed them turning an enormous rock into powder with nothing but their fists.” 
 
    “That’s okay, then.” Madame Nyra smiled. 
 
    “That will obviously cause a lot of noise the closer we get to the palace…” I mumbled. “However, if we all go first, we can clear the way and kill off the guards we come across while the gnomes are breaking through. But Thomus, are you all okay with going up stairs?” 
 
    “I mean, we prefer to stay away from stairs,” the centaur replied. “But that doesn’t mean we won’t be able to do it, so we’ll be able to follow on behind you fairly easily. It just won’t be as… graceful… as everyone else.” 
 
    “I’m sure the gnomes aren’t graceful, either,” Lixiss giggled. 
 
    “That’s true,” I snickered.  
 
    “Atticus, what about the undesirables?” Sirena asked. “Do you want people to stay down there while you’re killing the king? Just to make sure they’re all freed and perhaps to take them back through the tunnel?” 
 
    “We’ll sort out the undesirables once we’ve won the fight,” I replied. “The king has more on his side than I do, so I’ll need everyone fighting together. Once the king has died, the Church will instantly take over his power, and it’ll continue on like that until there’s no one else around to take his place. So we have to make sure everyone has died, whether that’s The Blessed, the guards, or even just a bastard deacon. This also means we have to check every inch of the island to make sure we haven’t missed anyone. Then once that’s been completed, we can return to the undesirables to check their injuries.” 
 
    “We’ll care for the sick and wounded at the cove like last time,” Naia said as she looked up at me with a smile. “And I’m assuming Sveila will want to help us with that.” 
 
    “You know I will,” the Red Witch laughed. 
 
    “And when do you want to go to Nivertara?” Thomus asked. 
 
    “Well… what time is it now?” I asked with a smirk.  
 
    “It was nearing the second hour when we left the Shadow Quarters,” Madame Nyra replied.  
 
    “Then I want to be back before the second hour tomorrow,” I said. “Or at least before the evening arrives. So that gives us twenty-four hours to travel to Nivertara, defeat the king and his men, clear the entire island, and save the undesirables from the lower dungeons.” 
 
    “And depending on how long it takes to get through the tunnel in the first place, we might be able to get the majority of the fight over with before the sun begins to set tonight,” Ashe spoke up. 
 
    “Which would be even better,” I agreed. “Now, does anyone have any questions?” 
 
    “Um…” Iris said quietly and gestured for me to lean closer to her so we could exchange more private words. “Where do you want me to go, Atticus? Because I think it’s clear I’m not very good when it comes to fighting.” 
 
    “You were amazing when you killed that guard.” Dahlia smiled. 
 
    “But that’s only with Atticus helping me.” Iris blushed. 
 
    “You’ll stay here in Rengfri,” I said. “I want you to be safe, for all of you to be safe. That’s what matters most.” 
 
    “My darling, you can stay in the manor,” Madame Nyra announced, and she smirked when I sent her a pointed look for eavesdropping. “Lenora, you’d stay with Iris, right?” 
 
    “Of course, Madame Nyra.” A black fairy with bright white hair nodded her head.  
 
    “Oh, I don’t want you to take anyone from the army,” Iris mumbled as she nibbled on the side of her finger.  
 
    “Please, do not worry,” Nyra said softly. “Lenora is one of my newest fairies, so she, like you, isn’t as proficient when it comes to fighting. The two of you can stay in my manor, the safest house in all of Rengfri, and then we can return for you once we’re finished on Nivertara.” 
 
    “Will you be okay with that?” I asked.  
 
    “If that’s the safest option, then yes.” Iris let out a deep breath. “I think I’ll be extremely anxious not knowing what’s going on, but I also know this is for the best.” 
 
    “It is,” I said as I wrapped my arms around the shaking elf. “You can find something to distract yourself in the manor, and maybe Lenora could help you design the outfits for Donred, Lilsys, and their children?” 
 
    I wasn’t sure the family of half-elves would want an outfit created by a black fairy, especially as their dresses were made from the smallest scraps of clothing. But if it helped to distract Iris’ anxious mind, then it wasn’t the worst idea in the world.  
 
    “Yes, let’s do that!” Lenora called up from her spot beside Madame Nyra. “You can use my art supplies, too!” 
 
    “Oh, Iris, you’ll love that.” Sveila smiled. “We can’t wait to see what you design!” 
 
    “I wouldn’t be too mad if you made me a new dress, too.” Ashe winked. “For the celebration, of course.” 
 
    “Of course,” Iris giggled. “Only for the celebration.” 
 
    “And if it could come with pockets for my weapons, that would be even better,” the demon continued. “But that’s completely up to you, of course. It’s just a suggestion.” 
 
    “I’ll see what I can do,” Iris laughed.  
 
    “That reminds me, do you want to take weapons with you?” Dahlia asked. “If so, it’s probably best that we get them now.” 
 
    “We’ve got ours,” Lux said as she spun her chain around in her hand.  
 
    “I’ll take my crossbow, just in case,” Sveila replied.  
 
    “And even though Atticus and I are riddled with hell powers, I’ll never say no to taking some weapons with me,” Ashe giggled. “Does anyone else need any?” 
 
    “I’ll take a red sickle, but I’ll be okay with my hell powers,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, your arm,” Sveila gasped. “How is it doing?” 
 
    I twisted my left arm to take a look at the wound, and apart from the black veins which hadn’t seeped further across my skin, the wound had completely healed over.  
 
    “It’s okay.” I shrugged. “It doesn’t hurt, so I think it’s fine.” 
 
    The Red Witch ran her fingers over the wound as she stared at it carefully, but then a smile curled across her lips.  
 
    “I think it’s fine, too,” she said. “But I’d love to see what that weapon could do to a human.” 
 
    “Me, too.” I grinned. 
 
    “Okay, let’s go!” Ashe said as she jumped up and down on the spot. “If anyone wants me to get a weapon for them, speak now!” 
 
    The centaurs and the orcs were strong enough to be their own weapons, and the mermaids, werewolves, and black fairies had their weapons on them, so Ashe simply shrugged and ran toward the castle.  
 
    I slipped one of the red sickles into my belt, and then we all waited for Ashe to return. However, when the huntress did leave the castle, I spotted that she had a wooden trunk in her hands, and she carried it without an issue onto the grassy hill.  
 
    “I didn’t know which one to get, so I chose a selection,” Ashe said as she began to empty the trunk. “Sveila, here’s your crossbow, and I think I’ll go for my sapphire sword. Maybe my onyx blade, too. And my throwing knives, of course.” 
 
    “Remember there will be swords to pick up along the way,” Lixiss chuckled.  
 
    “Oh, even better!” Ashe clapped her hands excitedly. “I’ll be a walking weapon closet by the end of the day.” 
 
    “And I wouldn’t have you any other way,” I laughed.  
 
    Once Ashe had chosen her weapons, she ran the trunk back into the castle and locked the main door behind her. Everything started to feel very real as we headed back down the grassy hill, and I began to realize that we were finally doing this. I was getting one step closer to owning the entire kingdom, and it felt like I’d been waiting eons for this moment. 
 
    “We’ll walk Iris and Lenora back to the manor as we head to the cove,” Naia told me as we walked through the swampy entrance of Oakenpass. “I’ll make sure not to leave until they’ve gone inside the veil, even though I’m confident nothing’s going to happen to them.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I said as I held my woman in my arms. “Make sure you keep yourself safe, too. Remember what I said, and don’t remove your invisibility until the fight has started inside the palace.” 
 
    “I will, Atticus.” She smiled. 
 
    It was difficult to say goodbye to Naia and Iris, especially as no one really knew what was going to happen once we arrived on Nivertara. But I felt confident that everything was going to go to plan, and it wouldn’t be long before we returned home again.  
 
    I gave Iris a hug and a heated kiss, and then the others came over to give her a hug, too. The elf’s blue eyes were filled with fear, but I could just imagine what they’d look like if she was in the middle of a battlefield, and that thought haunted me more than anything. 
 
    Iris was safe in the black fairy manor, and for once, Rengfri was probably the safest place to be.  
 
    Once the werewolves, the mermaids, Iris, and Lenora had headed toward the Shadow Quarters, I directed the others toward Stonebay. Ashe couldn’t stop telling us how excited she was, and Lux, Lixiss, and Dahlia were eager to get the fight started. Sveila was a little more hesitant, mainly because she was too worried about the state of the undesirables in the basement, but I knew that would change once she’d killed her first guard. 
 
    Neither the centaurs nor the orcs said a word throughout the journey, but I was just pleased that the centaurs were even following us in the first place.  
 
    My own excitement began to build as we neared Stonebay, and that feeling increased as I spotted Mopnam and the other eight gnomes standing near their white rocks. They were all the same size as their leader, but some of them had a maximum of five teeth, whereas others didn’t have a single tooth in their mouths.  
 
    “I stuck to my promise, Atticus!” Mopnam grabbed onto his stomach as he let out a bellowing laugh. “We have enough stew for everyone to enjoy, and it’ll be ready for when we get back!” 
 
    “That’s wonderful, Mopnam, I can’t wait,” I said somewhat convincingly. 
 
    At least he hadn’t made us eat the rancid stew there and then. 
 
    “Are you all ready to go?” I asked. 
 
    “We have everything we need right here,” the gnome replied as he held up a wooden baton. “No one can get past this.” 
 
    “Let’s hope that’s the case,” I said with a small nod of my head.  
 
    Then I explained the plan to the gnomes, and I told them to bash through the trapdoors to make more space for their enormous bodies. But I made sure they knew to be careful, and not to injure the undesirables as they broke through each ceiling.  
 
    I also made sure they knew that once they’d left the lower dungeons, they were free to attack and kill any holy follower they came across. Mopnam and the other gnomes agreed to the plan, and they were just excited to get over to Nivertara.  
 
    Just like we all were.  
 
    Once the plan had been fully explained, I led my group toward the hidden tunnel. The entrance was still covered with wooden planks and bushes, and the torches inside the tunnel were unlit.  
 
    It was nothing but a black abyss in front of me, but that just made things even more exciting.  
 
    “Okay…” I said as I broke apart the wooden planks. “Let’s go.”

  

 
   
    Chapter 16 
 
    Despite the size of the centaurs, orcs, and gnomes, we managed to slip through the tunnel fairly quietly.  
 
    I remained in my human form, because I saw no reason to go undetected, and my women were crowded around me as we made our way through. The violet haze from my eyes allowed me to follow the route, but the rest of the tunnel was covered in a thick shadow. It was like the sea in the middle of the night, where the moon added light to only a small portion of land.  
 
    We were walking for over an hour before I picked up the shrieks and cries for help. And although I detested the sound of the undesirables in so much pain and discomfort, my anger was eased by the fact that we were there to help them. 
 
    I’d stuck to the promise I made to the captives, and I’d arrived before the murderous fire had been created. Never again was the king going to celebrate the date of his crowning, and never again were innocent creatures going to be taken from the comfort of their homes. 
 
    Well, they weren’t all completely innocent. Their varying scents was a true indication of that. However, the fact that most of them couldn’t look me in the eye was a sign in itself that nothing they’d done in the past warranted this drawn-out imprisonment, with nothing but the shadows around them. 
 
    They didn’t deserve to be treated any differently because they were seen as “impure” in the eyes of the Church. 
 
    As tempting as it was, I didn’t capture and imprison my victims. I ended their lives there and then, but only if they deserved it. And as ironic as it sounded to most mortals, my attacks were somewhat humane compared to the dungeons below the palace. 
 
    But today was the beginning of the end, and it was going to take much more than some weak prayers to their fucking Holy King in order to stop me. 
 
    Finally, as the end of the tunnel came into sight, I silently halted my army with a motion of my hand, and then I closed my eyes as I channeled my Echolocation. Although I couldn’t hear anyone heading down into the nearest dungeon, I wanted to be absolutely sure that the undesirables and I were alone.  
 
    I followed the hazy path in my mind as it worked its way into the room beyond the barricade. I saw the pleading creatures locked up in thick chains, and I even spotted a path which I hadn’t noticed before. It was hidden in the corner, cloaked in darkness, but I decided to follow it.  
 
    The path almost felt like a second tunnel, but it was slightly smaller and narrower than the tunnel we were currently in, and other paths fed off it which I assumed led to other areas of the dungeon. But if it was a second tunnel, then I was tempted to leave it and focus on the palace instead, because I didn’t have the time to find myself on a new island. 
 
    But then the seemingly flat path turned into thick stairs, and some light appeared in the distance. It wasn’t long after that before I came across a set of iron gates, and there were three guards standing with their backs to them. Then, as I slipped past the men in armor, I noticed I’d arrived at the back of the palace.  
 
    That must have been one of the ways the undesirables were brought here in the first place, and I assumed it must have been easier to push the scared, vulnerable creatures down the stairs instead of through the trapdoors. 
 
    However, it was a free path which led out of the dungeons, and it looked to be the perfect escape route for my largest minions to follow. 
 
    Once I had that path noted, I lifted my head toward the roof of the tunnel as my mind drifted back to the first trapdoor, and then I panned from left to right as I examined the darkened space. I continued that way for the several floors above until I reached the room filled with gold pieces that lay just beyond all the paths that led down to the dungeons. 
 
    Apart from the guards at the gates, I didn’t see a single human in the dungeons, and everyone was upstairs in the main body of the palace. It didn’t appear as if anyone was about to come downstairs with buckets of moldy bread and stagnant water, and that pleased me. 
 
    It wasn’t like it really mattered, because I was going to kill them all anyway, but I didn’t want anyone to see us until we were ready. They could have raised the alarm before we were ready to announce our arrival, and that wasn’t part of the plan.  
 
    “Alright,” I whispered as I dropped my Echolocation. “The coast is clear, but we still need to remain as quiet as possible. It won’t be long before the guards and the king’s men are notified of our arrival, so we need to be as stealthy as possible until then. Thomus, Larauk, and Mopnam, I now know of a different way for you and your groups to get through to the surface. Instead of smashing through the floor and smashing through the walls, I’ve found a second tunnel which’ll lead you to the back of the palace. It’s much safer, too. There are three guards standing at the gates, but that won’t be hard for you to get through. Once you’re on the grounds of the palace, do whatever the fuck you want. Whether that’s coming into the palace and helping us, or heading into the city to assist the others. But try not to destroy the palace too much. This place will be mine once the king has been pulled from this throne.” 
 
    “Oooh.” Ashe’s eyes sparkled with excitement, and I smirked in response.  
 
    “The rest of us will work our way through the palace killing everyone and anyone we come across,” I continued. “By then, the mermaids and werewolves will start their own attack on the Blessed and the guards of the city, and I hope it won’t take too long to complete the fight after that. Does everyone understand?” 
 
    My army of minions nodded their heads. The black fairies’ wings buzzed in the darkness, and some of the gnomes lifted their wooden batons into the air. They all appeared to be just as excited as each other, so I saw no reason to delay the fight any longer.  
 
    As the wooden planks began to glow in the light of my violet eyes, a few of the chained undesirables began to react, too. Most of them stayed silent, and they were probably slumped on the ground waiting for death, but the others began to shake their chains and plead for us to help them. 
 
    It sounded like a few of them were scared, too, and they mumbled a few incoherent words as they pulled on their chains. But they must have all remembered my eyes from when I was last here, because they began to calm down as they noticed the purple light.  
 
    “Atticus, Atticus,” the crying banshee said excitedly. “I knew you’d return, I just knew it!” 
 
    “It’s not Friday yet, is it?” the female elf asked.  
 
    “Surely it hasn’t been that long,” the half-goblin replied. “But all the days merge into one, so it could have been weeks for all we know.” 
 
    “No, it’s not Friday yet,” I whispered. “But did you think I was going to wait until then before I rescued you? I told you I stick to my promises.” 
 
    The undesirables continued to shriek in excitement, and a few of them thanked me over and over, but I was more focused on breaking through the wooden planks. It no longer mattered if the entrance to the tunnel was left open or not, so I saw no reason why I couldn’t smash through the wood.  
 
    Breaking through the wood was as easy as tearing a piece of parchment, and I swiftly stepped into the dank and dirty dungeon. I created two balls of hellfire in my hands to allow the undesirables to see me more clearly, and I glanced into the corner where I’d spotted the new path with my Echolocation. 
 
    “I can’t wait to be freeeee!” the banshee sang. “After all this tiiiiime!” 
 
    “I’m going to keep you here for a little while longer,” I said. “We need to kill off the king and his men first, and then we’ll return to save you.” 
 
    “We can help you,” a half-orc grumbled. 
 
    “Yes, we’re strong enough to fight back!” the banshee added. 
 
    “That may be for some of you, but we’re not just up against guards here,” I replied. “The Blessed are just as powerful as you, and probably even more so because you’ve been chained up for so long. We won’t allow anyone to get past us, so you’ll be safe here, and I promise it won’t be long before you’re free. Do you think you can last a little bit longer?” 
 
    “We can with determination,” the timid dwarf said from the corner of the room. “We’ve pleaded with the guards to kill us on so many occasions, but now we’re determined to live.” 
 
    “You do what you need to do, Atticus,” the elf told me. “After all, some of us have been here for months like I have, so a few more hours will feel like seconds compared to that.” 
 
    “I hope it won’t be hours,” I replied. “Just keep yourselves together, reassure each other that you’ll finally be free, and I’ll return when I can.” 
 
    As I stepped further toward the trapdoor, my army of minions began to seep from the tunnel. Some of the undesirables shrieked in shock as they noticed the brutes looming at the back of the group, but that fear didn’t last for too long. 
 
    “An angel?” the half-goblin scoffed. “This is definitely a first for me.” 
 
    “Ashryn?” Madame Nyra suddenly gasped as she darted toward the opposite wall. “My darling, what have they done to you?” 
 
    The female elf broke her tough demeanor as loud sobs rippled through her broken body. 
 
    “Oh, Nyra, I never thought I’d see you again,” Ashryn sniffed back her tears. “I’m so sorry I never got to say goodbye.” 
 
    “Hush, hush, my darling.” Madame Nyra cradled the elf’s face in her hands. “All will be okay now, I promise you that. You stay strong for me, okay? And as soon as you’re out of here, you can come and stay with me and my darlings in the manor. There will always be a home for you when you’re with me.” 
 
    I wished I could have allowed Madame Nyra the time to sit there and console her elven friend, but there would be time for that later. 
 
    “Mopnam, Larauk, and Thomus,” I said as I looked at the brute leaders in turn. “The tunnel I noticed is just through here. Mopnam, you and your gnomes might need to crouch down slightly, but it won’t be a difficult task. The rest of us will go through the trapdoors as planned, and then we’ll meet in the middle.” 
 
    “Of course,” the gnome replied. 
 
    The undesirables near the dark tunnel weren’t able to move much due to the length of their chains, but they were able to twist their bodies to the side to allow the orcs, gnomes, and centaurs to pass through. 
 
    Once the final brute had left, I reminded the prisoners once again that we’d return for them, and then my army and I worked on making our advance through the trapdoors. The rickety wooden stairs creaked under our weight, which caused a sharp echo to bounce around the stone walls.  
 
    “It looks like the king has helped to supply our party with alcohol,” Lixiss giggled into her hand as she spotted the crates of wine.  
 
    “We can’t forget about that when we’re leaving,” Sveila whispered with a sense of happiness in her tone. 
 
    Our only issue came when we arrived outside the thick iron door, but there was always a way past that.  
 
    “Step aside, Atticus,” Madame Nyra said just loud enough for me to hear.  
 
    The black fairy then proceeded to unwrap a small chain from around her waist, and she ushered over a few more black fairies to do the same thing. 
 
    From what Lux and Lixiss had told me, the chains were made from a rare metal which only Madame Nyra had access to. Each chain was in tune with the fairy who owned it, and that fairy could make the chain grow bigger or smaller depending on the size of their opponent.  
 
    Madame Nyra and her “darlings” wrapped their chains around the handle of the door, and they all pulled back as hard as they could.  
 
    The black fairies looked dainty, as if they couldn’t do much damage, but that wasn’t the case. And it always made me smile when our enemies realized just how strong the fairies were. 
 
    Madame Nyra and her darlings pulled and pulled until the door flew off its hinges, and the slab of thick iron crashed onto the stone flooring which left a cloud of dust in its wake.  
 
    I just brushed away the dust with my hand and continued going.  
 
    The second obstacle was the wooden double doors which took us into the room of pieces, but that was just like breaking through the wooden planks in the tunnel. And then we’d made it into the palace, which was a huge relief, because the sound of the iron door breaking open had already caught the guards’ attention. 
 
    “What’s going on?” one guard shouted from the corridor. “Check it out!” 
 
    I heard their armor rattling against their bodies, and then the rattling became louder as more guards made their way toward the room.  
 
    But I was already in place by the time the guards raced into the room, and they barely had time to react before the fight began. 
 
    The guards had a netting of chain mail under their helms and beneath their pauldrons, which was probably strong enough to hold off a sword or any sort of sharp blade. But part of their faces were still exposed, and I had my weapon ready before the guard could draw his sword. 
 
     So as his green eyes widened in fear, I lined up the red sickle and slashed it across the face of the panicked bastard. The guard didn’t even have the ability to let out a scream. He tumbled to the ground as his mutilated face was drowned in rivers of red blood. 
 
    Ashe used her venomous claws to slash another guard’s face, and Lux and Lixiss flew over as they strangled and beheaded a soldier with nothing but their chains. 
 
    A fourth guard let out a roar as he ran toward me, but before he could swing his sword, streams of red mist billowed through the room. The serpent-like trails wrapped themselves around the guard’s arms, and the soldier was forced against the ceiling as Sveila turned her head to wink at me. 
 
    “I love you, but I can’t let you kill them all.” Sveila smirked as she turned her attention back to the floating guard.  
 
    The Red Witch lowered her hands as the guard smashed to the floor, and that gave us just enough time to make our way out of the room before another round of guards ran in. 
 
    The entire palace was filled with noise. Doors were slamming left, right, and center, and there was the recognizable rattle of armor as a horde of guards ran toward the fight. I even wondered if the guards had noticed the brutes in the tunnel, or if that was another surprise for them to receive. 
 
    The king’s men were like moths to a flame, or a leech near a healthy blood supply. They were attracted by the pained screams, and they became desperate to reach the fight before it got too out of hand.  
 
    But I was just as eager, and when it came to a battle between a demon and a bunch of weak humans, it was already out of hand before it had even started. 
 
    The Blessed were yet to join the party, but I had a feeling it wasn’t going to be long before they were made aware of all the commotion going on inside the palace. 
 
    “You take this side,” I said to Ashe as I pointed down the corridor. “I’ll take the other side, and then everyone behind us can split off in other directions.” 
 
    “Have fun.” Ashe smirked while she rubbed her hands together. “But also be careful, please.” 
 
    “The same goes to you,” I replied.  
 
    I wanted to bring my huntress in for a hug and a kiss, but we had at least fifteen guards running toward us, so the heated gestures would have to wait until later. 
 
    As Ashe and I made our separate ways down the winding corridor, Sveila, Dahlia, and a crowd of black fairies ran behind me, while Lux, Lixiss, and the other fairies went with Ashe.  
 
    My Infernal Blaze radiated in my palms as I neared the next round of soldiers, and an evil grin curled across my lips as I slammed my hands into the guards’ faces. The men screamed as I burned their flesh, and then I kept on going while the women behind me landed the final blows. 
 
    It didn’t go unnoticed by me that the majority of guards had a magical weapon in their hands. Some of them held red sickles, whereas others were wielding different swords that I hadn’t seen before. They all held the same symbol of the triangle and the sun, and I was excited to see what the weapons could do when we collected them later.  
 
    It was extremely ironic to think about the number of undesirables they’d stolen those weapons from, and how the Church claimed the creatures were impure, but they still used their weapons anyway. 
 
    Either way, my group and I worked as the perfect team, and it didn’t take long to reach the end of the corridor. I was extremely impressed when I watched the fairies drag a guard into their trap with their chains, and when Sveila held two soldiers against the ceiling with her red mist. But I also thoroughly enjoyed watching Dahlia, too.  
 
    At one point, as more guards neared us, she allowed me to see the full potential of her wings. The six guards came to a skidding halt as they saw us in the corridor, and I noticed how some of them couldn’t take their eyes off Dahlia. I didn’t pay attention to their confused expressions for too long, though. 
 
    I intended to go straight into killing them, but then Dahlia stepped forward.  
 
    Her feathery wings extended until they were brushing both walls on either side of us, and then, with a quick shimmer of golden sparkles, the wings turned into shining blades.  
 
    I took a small step back, and I motioned for my group to do the same while we allowed Dahlia to handle this as she saw fit.  
 
    “Y-Your g-grace,” one guard stuttered as Dahlia closed the distance between them. 
 
    But before the guard had the opportunity to say another word, Dahlia lifted off the ground and began to slice the air with her wings. Her golden rope trailed from her hands, and she shot it forward to catch two guards in her dangerous trap.  
 
    The other four guards had been forced against the opposite wall. They covered their faces with their gauntlets, but Dahlia’s holy wings were sharp enough to slice through their armor. 
 
    A sharp sound echoed around the palace as her wings tore through the metal armor like parchment, and it was a mighty sight to witness. 
 
    All of the guards were finished off in under a minute, and I eyed the angel with an appraising look. 
 
    “I couldn’t stand back and do nothing,” Dahlia muttered as she wiped her bloody hands on her white dress. “I’ve seen firsthand that these ‘holy’ followers are more sinful than any undesirable I’ve come across so far, and I… I couldn’t control my anger when I saw them in front of me.” 
 
    “You won’t hear me complaining.” I smirked. 
 
    All of a sudden, there was a mighty crash behind me, and I whipped my head around to see Mopnam stomping down the corridor with a few more brutes behind him. It was a tight squeeze for the ten-foot gnome, but he was able to stand upright with his shoulders brushing against the walls on either side of him. 
 
    “Come on, let’s keep going,” I ordered as I left the brutes to fend for themselves. 
 
    The end of that corridor led into an enormous open room, covered in portraits and with silk-covered furniture in the center.  
 
    But it wasn’t the furniture or the decorations I was interested in, it was the wall of twenty to thirty guards who took up every available space.  
 
    A flock of black fairies flew over my head as they aimed for their targets, and Sveila created more magic in her hands as the red mist began to sweep around the room.  
 
    My fingers tingled with lightning, and whenever a guard came within touching distance of my dangerous hands, I threw out my arms and slapped my palms against their solid helms. The Tempest grew stronger as bolts of lightning were forced into their skulls, and their jaws stretched open as they let out a weak cry for help. 
 
    I had a guard in each hand now, and their bodies vibrated as their protective metal absorbed my hell power. Then, with a quick flick of my wrists, I crashed the two guards together, and their eyes rolled into the back of their heads as they tumbled to the floor.  
 
    I continued that move for a couple more minutes until I had a pile of ten guards at my feet. The floor was littered with swords and other magical weapons, and I could just picture the smile on Ashe’s face when she noticed her vast amount of new weapons.  
 
    The black fairies worked in groups of two, and each group aimed for one guard at a time. The fairies tightened their chains around the guards’ arms, and then the devious women pulled back until the limbs were ripped straight from the men’s bodies. 
 
    The screams that filled that room were like nothing I’d ever heard before, and pools of saliva formed in my mouth at the thought of these evil motherfuckers meeting such a gruesome death. The scent of mouthwatering evil in the air was just as thick, and it was almost like I could reach out and touch it. 
 
    Dahlia also assisted Sveila in murdering their fair share of men. Sveila used her red mist to hold a guard in place, and Dahlia slashed through his armor with her wings until the soldier had been cut into four separate bloody pieces. 
 
    It was added proof that my recent thought was correct. The angel and I were an unstoppable force, and it no longer mattered that Dahlia was from the Heavenly Glade. She was a part of this team as much as I was. 
 
    Sveila occasionally used her crossbow, too, and she had a constant smile on her face when she fired a bolt straight through a man’s face. 
 
    “Atticus!” the Red Witch called out as she tied another guard in her mist. “Go and find the king!” 
 
    “Not yet,” I replied as I forced my Tempest into the skull of another guard. “We have to make sure we’ve got the palace covered before I can leave.” 
 
    “Sveila’s right, you need to go now,” Dahlia said with a hint of force behind her words. “The werewolves and mermaids are dealing with The Blessed, so the palace couldn’t be more covered. You have to end this. We can handle the guards.” 
 
    “I agree with them, Atticus,” a black fairy added. 
 
    The purple-haired beauty untangled her chain from around a bloody arm, and then she threw the limb off to the side with an evil look on her face. 
 
    “And me!” a second fairy called out happily. “We’ll even cover you while you use your hell thing!” 
 
    “Hell power,” Sveila replied. 
 
    “That’s the one!” the fairy giggled, and then she proceeded to rip off another man’s arm.  
 
    “Alright, fine,” I sighed. “But everyone must stay together until the final soldier falls to the ground.” 
 
    “Go, Atticus.” Dahlia smiled. “Before I take your place and kill the king for you.” 
 
    A subtle look crossed Dahlia’s face, almost like she couldn’t believe she’d said those words, but then the expression faded. It still must have been strange for her to admit that she’d kill the mortal king, especially as she’d spent eons protecting every holy creature who fell to their knees to worship her. 
 
    But now she was on my side, and I couldn’t imagine a fight where Dahlia wasn’t involved. 
 
    With my group working as the ultimate protection, I channeled my Echolocation and began to frantically search for the king.  
 
    There was no way the king would have stayed downstairs with the battle going on, nor would he have left the safety of his palace with the amount of minions I had outside. If anything, the king probably had one place in particular where he liked to hide, or he’d run back and forth through the palace to keep us guessing and to avoid the threat around him. 
 
    My Echolocation power allowed me to see every guard who raced through the corridors. I also witnessed the centaurs ripping a man to shreds, and the gnomes smashing a guard with their batons. The guard resembled a smashed apple once the gnomes were finished with him.  
 
    But as well as that, I also heard two guards panicking that someone was going to find the king, and that instantly piqued my interest. The stupid motherfuckers probably thought no one was around to listen to them, so they openly talked about the king. 
 
    “Where is he?” one man asked. “Is he covered?” 
 
    “Yes,” the second guard replied. “He’s safe in his office, and he couldn’t have more protection around him if he tried. He has enough around him to hide.” 
 
    I didn’t know what the man meant about “has enough around him,” but he’d unknowingly told me where the fucker was hiding, and that’s what interested me more. 
 
    It took a few minutes, and I witnessed several minions smashing the guards into a bloody pulp as I circled through the palace, but I finally managed to find the king’s office on the fourth floor. There was a large group of guards standing outside his office, but that didn’t scare me, and I knew I’d slaughter those men pretty easily. 
 
    Also, if I slipped through the palace in my smoke form, and potentially killed a few guards along the way, I’d be able to sneak into the king’s office without the motherfucker even realizing I was there.  
 
    I also thought about creating a distraction, but I knew some of the guards would remain outside the office. The only way for me to sneak into the room was in my smoke form, so that was the decision I went with. 
 
    But just as I was about to leave the room, one of the gnomes plodded along the corridor with his bloody weapon trailing behind him. He was one of the few gnomes who had five teeth remaining, which was a pleasant surprise. 
 
    “I need you to do me a favor,” I whispered so only the gnome could hear me. “I want you to head to the fourth floor and kill every guard you see.” 
 
    “The fourth floor?” he frowned.  
 
    “Yes.” I nodded. “The king is hiding in his office up there, and if the guards realize I’m in that room, they’ll stop me before I’m successful. That’s why I need you to follow me up there, and you can take out the guards while I’m dealing with the king. The stairs are just at the end of this corridor, so keep following them until you come across the fourth floor.” 
 
    “I’ll meet you up there.” The gnome bobbed his enormous head. 
 
    I briefly thanked the gnome before I vanished into a puff of smoke, and then I slipped through the corridor until I came across the grand staircase.  
 
    I must have passed the corpses of at least forty guards, maybe even more than that, so my army of minions had worked their way throughout the palace. 
 
    The palace was made up of three separate buildings which were all connected in some way. If I’d had the time, I would have used my Echolocation to see exactly what was going on around the rest of the property, and I knew it would have been a wonderful sight.  
 
    At one point I found myself passing a row of identical rectangular windows which overlooked the city below. It was the first time I’d looked outside since the battle had started, and just like with the Echolocation, I also wished I had the time to stand there and take in the beautiful sight. 
 
    Some of the brutes had made their way outside, and a collection of centaurs galloped across the courtyard as they bashed in their enemies’ skulls. The werewolves were spread out all over the city, as far as my demon eyes could see, and the mermaids seemed to work in groups as they stalked their prey through the streets.  
 
    A large number of The Blessed had situated themselves within the gates of the palace, but my army made it difficult to get much further. The roads were littered with bodies and pieces of abandoned armor, and the sound of screams and pure terror played through my ears like a pleasant melody.  
 
    The sound of torture followed me as I made my way up to the fourth floor, and I occasionally looked back to make sure the gnome was still behind me. He also left a trail of mutilated guards in his wake.  
 
    Finally, after minutes of floating and following the path my Echolocation had created, I came across a thick wall of fifteen guards standing in front of an oak door. The golden plaque on the door informed me that I’d arrived at the office, but the hideous stench of holy devotion also told me who sat on the other side of that door.  
 
    “Go, go!” one guard suddenly yelled. “We’ll stand here and man the door. You can deal with that revolting monster.” 
 
    I didn’t have to look behind me to work out who the men were talking about, because the roar from the gnome, as well as the stomping of his feet, gave me all the information I needed. 
 
    So while I left the gnome to complete his task, I slipped my smoky form underneath the lip of the office door.  
 
    I didn’t see the king at first, and I thought maybe he had a secret room which led off from the office. But then I heard the mutter of pathetic prayers coming from behind a grand desk, and I floated over to see the rotund man on the floor. 
 
    He’d somehow managed to squeeze his large frame in between two bookcases, and he cradled his knees to his chest as he pleaded for the Holy King to save him. 
 
    I thought the king was supposed to stand forward and protect his kingdom, but this quivering motherfucker had chosen to hide. And from the poignant stench in the air, I had a feeling he’d soiled his pants, too. All while muttering the Holy King’s name over and over.  
 
    “He’s not going to help you now,” I said as I dropped my Smoke Flight. 
 
    The king’s tiny eyes widened as a bead of sweat rolled down his puffy cheek. 
 
    The king glanced in the direction of the door, and he gulped loudly as he heard the sound of his men wailing and crying out from the other side of the wall. 
 
    “Don’t worry about them.” I smirked. “I’m sure my gnome will bash their skulls in before they can even feel the pain…”  
 
    “D-do you know what’ll happen if you kill me?” the king asked as he tried to make himself sound strong and threatening. 
 
    But it didn’t have the same effect when he was sitting on the floor, quivering, and with shit smeared all over his pants. 
 
    “I do.” I nodded. “In fact, I’m quite looking forward to it. The entire kingdom will be mine, the undesirables will run free. And then maybe, if I’m lucky, the Heavenly Glade will open, and I’ll get to kill the Holy King, too.” 
 
    The mortal king stuttered a few words, but I never worked out what he was trying to say. Instead, I watched as the man attempted to squeeze his pudgy hand into one of his pockets. His beady eyes darted across the floor, but then he returned to staring at his lap almost like he didn’t want me to have seen him looking. 
 
    But I had seen his tiny eyes moving, so I became intrigued to know what he was looking at. 
 
    It turned out the guards weren’t the only men with magical weapons. The king had a few orange-tipped swords scattered underneath a pile of parchment, each with the triangular symbol etched into the silver handles. But as well as that, the king also had a hessian sack on his desk, and a few familiar stones had spilled from the opening of the bag. 
 
    Perhaps that’s what the guard meant when he said the king had enough around him, and he had enough orbs and weapons to keep himself safe. 
 
    “How fucking ironic,” I chuckled as I eyed up the colorful orbs. “You torture and murder innocent creatures, but you buy from them, too? Well, I must thank you for the pieces, seeing as I own this company. Or maybe you stole them? After all, you see the creatures as impure, but you get great use out of their belongings.” 
 
    The king didn’t say a word, but once he’d managed to fit his hand into the tight pocket, he pulled out a blue orb and held it in his palm.  
 
    I tried to stop him and moved to kick the stone from his hand, but the king had placed his thumb into the indentation before I could do anything about it.  
 
    The motherfucker vanished into thin air, and within seconds, the office door flew open and then closed again with a loud bang.  
 
    I probably would have been pissed if that had happened a week ago. But the blue orbs were no longer an issue for me.  
 
    My Echolocation took me out of the office, and I looked left and right to try and find the quivering motherfucker. The corridor on the right was filled with dead guards and the last few remaining men attacking the gnome, but the left side was completely empty. 
 
    The king could have easily slipped past the gnome without the brute realizing, but I had a feeling he probably took the easiest option. 
 
    So I turned my head to the left and followed the corridor a little bit longer, and it didn’t take me too long to find the king. He’d chosen to squat beneath a window, and he had his clasped hands pressed tight against his lips. The king’s knees were pulled up to his chest, and more sweat was visible on his forehead, even through the haze of my Echolocation. 
 
    I channeled my Smoke Flight once again, and then I slipped myself back under the door and followed the corridor I’d seen in my mind. I used my Echolocation to make sure the king hadn’t moved, which he hadn’t, but I also wanted to make sure we were somewhat alone. 
 
    All of the guards were busy aiming for the gnome, and if they hadn’t seen the king leaving the office, then they probably thought he was still safe inside that room. Especially if they’d been too distracted to notice the door opening for a split second. 
 
    As I reached the window the king was under, I dropped my Smoke Flight and used my Infernal Blaze to burn the area around me. 
 
    Even though he was invisible, he still felt the force of the fire.  
 
    The king shrieked in pain from the heat, and the sudden attack was enough for the king’s thumb to slip from the orb. As he reappeared, I distracted him with a small fireball aimed at his gut, and then I was able to snatch the orb from his hand before he could use it again.  
 
    “I don’t appreciate it when people run away from me,” I said with a smoky growl as I grabbed the man by the throat.  
 
    “P-Please,” he stuttered as his face turned dark red. “I beg of you!” 
 
    “Pathetic,” I snickered. “Your useless words don’t scare me. And you can shout all you want, but no one can hear you. They’re all too busy fighting off the gnome, and no one saw you leave your office, so they think you’re safe…” 
 
    The king mumbled the Holy King’s name a few times, but those words became strangled screams of pain as I began to attack his bulbous body. 
 
    I used my Tempest to jolt the man’s stomach, and I lightly burned the hair on his head until it reached his scalp.  
 
    “Aaargh!” He winced. “I pray to Him! I ask for His help and guidance! I– Ahhhh!” 
 
    Every time I inflicted more pain, the king would beg and plead for the Holy King even more. He even did it when I used my red sickle to make a small cut from his earlobe to his bulbous nose. The black veins spread across his flushed face, but there was a purple light around the lines, almost like the wound was glowing. 
 
    I hadn’t spotted a purple light when I’d been sliced by the sickle, so it must have been because the king was mortal, so the magical weapon was fatal to him but not to me.  
 
    But despite how much it pleased me to watch him suffer, it also angered me, too. That man had been days away from creating a fire which would burn innocent beings up for hours and hours. If I hadn’t found Nivertara when I did, the undesirables in the dungeons would have died, and the king would have celebrated the mass murders.  
 
    He deserved every ounce of pain I forced into his sweaty skin, but he also deserved to die a gruesome death.  
 
    So, with an evil smirk across my lips, I grabbed the man by the head and forced him to look me straight in the eyes. The king winced and shut his eyes, but he couldn’t keep them closed when I squeezed down on his head even harder.  
 
    “Aahaaaa!” he yelled. 
 
    I inched myself closer and closer until our noses were just about touching. It repulsed me to be so close to someone like that, but I imagined he was probably thinking the same thing. 
 
    As the Tempest’s strength built in my hands, I reminded the king of every evil thing he’d done since the day he was crowned. The last words he ever heard was my promise to make sure that Nivertara was filled with undesirables again. I wanted him to know that his plan hadn’t worked, and instead it was going to be ten times worse than before.  
 
    “Every inch of land will have an ‘impure creature’ in it…” I chuckled as a blood vessel popped in his right eye. “We’ll celebrate the death of the king, and Selythia will belong to me… Ruled by a Demon King, and overrun with my very own minions.” 
 
    As those last words left my lips, the king’s skull shattered in my hands, and my palms just about clapped together as blood, bone, and brain matter flew up into my face. 
 
    I ignored the sticky mess on my face as I dropped the king to the floor, and then I let out a sigh as I wiped my bloody hands on my pants.  
 
    The window gave me the perfect view of the piles of guards my army had already defeated. 
 
    It also allowed me to look out across the city.  
 
    The city which would soon be mine.

  

 
   
    Chapter 17 
 
    In the hour which had passed since I’d murdered the king, the pure sense of relief had been a constant in my manic body. 
 
    I’d taken a minute to look out across Nivertara, and I’d wanted to inspect every inch of my new island, but I still had a job to do. The gnome had done a wonderful job killing the guards on the fourth floor, and then the two of us worked as a team as we traveled through the palace, killing more of the guards as we went along.  
 
    The Blessed never had the chance to even enter the palace, and my minions slaughtered everyone who tried to get past them. I occasionally spotted Ashe, the twins, Sveila, and Dahlia, but we never had the time to hold a conversation before we were distracted by more guards again. 
 
    I also witnessed Madame Nyra strangling a guard with her chains, and some of her “darlings” worked as a team to remove the armor from the man’s body.  
 
    I could still hear the sharp crack as his neck broke, and then the evil giggles that came from the black fairies as they played with his corpse.  
 
    It was fucking impressive. 
 
    The centaurs were the ones to kill the final soldier with a little help from a black fairy. They’d cornered a Blessed member against one wall, and a black fairy had used her chains to stop the son of a bitch from disappearing into a cloud of gold smoke.  
 
    I then watched in delight as the centaurs smashed their hooves against the dirty, possessed motherfucker until he was nothing but a mess of blood and broken bones. The golden blood seeped across the cracks of the ground until it pooled together in one spot. 
 
    The Blessed may have been possessed by angel magic, and they may have been the ultimate bounty hunters for the Church, but even they weren’t strong enough to defeat my army of minions. 
 
    A peaceful silence fell over me as I wandered outside the main doors of the palace, but that silence didn’t last for long.  
 
    “Atticuuuuus!” Lux and Lixiss sang in unison as they flew over to me. 
 
    The twins were the first to greet me, but then Dahlia and Sveila followed on behind them. They all threw their arms around me, and we stood in the middle of the courtyard completely surrounded by mutilated bodies and the sight of our incredible victory. 
 
    But then Naia appeared in the distance, and my entire body deflated as I let out a sigh of relief.  
 
    “You’re okay,” I mumbled as I enclosed the mermaid in my arms.  
 
    “I’m more than okay.” Naia smiled before she gave me a kiss on the cheek. “That was the most thrilling fight my girls and I have ever been a part of. It was even better than killing The Blessed in the streets of Rengfri.” 
 
    “It was very exciting,” I agreed. “But are you all okay? Is anyone injured?” 
 
    “No, we’re all fine,” she replied. “We used our invisibility on The Blessed, and they smelled us approaching, of course, but then we overpowered them before they had the chance to leave. It was wonderful!” 
 
    “I wish I’d witnessed that,” I snickered. 
 
    I continued to hold Naia in my arms as the others kissed her cheeks and stroked her hair.  
 
    Despite the sheer number of guards we’d just killed, my women still looked incredible, and not a single drop of their blood had been spilled. 
 
    Well, I couldn’t really tell with Ashe. She was a little more creative when she murdered her enemies, so she was absolutely covered in all kinds of blood. 
 
    The huntress’ silver dress was ripped to shreds, and her left breast was almost completely on display. She had blood smeared across the shiny material, and even her favorite black, skin-tight boots were torn at the toes. There was some dirt smudged over Ashe’s cheeks, and her silver-blue hair looked like a bird had tried to use it for a nest. 
 
    But my feisty demon still looked as attractive as ever. In fact, the chaos made her look even hotter, especially when she pulled strands of hair from between her fingers. 
 
    “Why are you covered in hair?” Lixiss giggled. 
 
    “Because I was killing three guards at once.” Ashe shrugged. “I was using my Infernal Venom, and in order to get a proper hold on them I had to push off their helms and grab onto their hair instead. So now I have it all over me, and I see it as a symbol of my greatness.” 
 
    “It sure is a symbol of something,” Dahlia snickered. 
 
    “Just as long as you don’t take the hair home with you and keep it in one of my vials…” Sveila’s face twisted in disgust. “They’re used for potions or samples, not human hair.” 
 
    “And you call yourself a witch,” Ashe chuckled. “I thought witches are known for collecting things like this? Eye of a rabbit, thumb of a newt, hair of a guard…” 
 
    “Thumb of a newt?” Sveila laughed as she shook my head in disbelief.  
 
    “Do newts even have thumbs?” Lux asked. “Or is it more just webbed toes?” 
 
    “I think it depends on the species…” Lixiss glanced off in thought. 
 
    “It does.” Naia nodded. “Some have webbed feet, whereas others have individual toes like us.”  
 
    “Alright, now is not the time to talk about the anatomy of a salamander,” I snickered. “We still have a lot of work to do.”  
 
    “I know, have you seen the amount of weapons on the ground?” Ashe squealed. “It’s going to take me hours to sort through all of this!” 
 
    “I have.” I nodded. “You’ll need an entire castle alone just to house your enormous collection.” 
 
    “Well, there are a few houses for me to pick from.” Ashe held out her arms as she spun around in a circle. “This island is now yours, Atticus! You’re free to turn Nivertara into whatever you want!” 
 
    “And I’ll be sorting that out as soon as we’ve cleaned up the island,” I replied. “Which has to happen now, especially if we want to return to Rengfri.” 
 
    Now that our conversation about a newt’s thumb, or lack thereof, had ended, I called everyone into the courtyard to discuss our next plan of action. The gnomes and orcs were slumped on the ground, but the werewolves’ bodies practically vibrated like they were still running on adrenaline.  
 
    Unlike with our conversation on the grassy hill, the centaurs actually stood beside the other groups, so I hoped that meant they’d be willing to help us again in the future.  
 
    Because I knew the Holy King was certainly going to aim his holy army at me now that I’d killed the mortal king. 
 
    But that was something I could think about later once we’d returned to the castle. 
 
    For now, I checked that everyone was okay. Apart from a few cuts and bruises, no one was badly injured, and some of the fast-healing beings were confident the wounds would heal before we even left Nivertara. 
 
    “We found this for you, Atticus,” two delicate voices said from behind me.  
 
    I turned around to find a pair of black fairies with the king’s silver crown in their hands. The crown had intricately spiraled detailing running across the base, and there were nine spiked prongs with blue jewels placed on every tip. It had a little bit of blood on it, but I was able to clean it up with my torn shirt. 
 
    “We thought it might be useful,” the second fairy said. 
 
    The crown felt sturdy in my hands, and I couldn’t stop myself from lifting it up and placing it on my head.  
 
    “Oooh, I like it!” Ashe said as she stared at the headpiece.  
 
    “And now you’re officially the Demon King of Selythia.” Sveila smiled wickedly, like the words alone turned her on. 
 
    “I’ve never seen anything more beautiful…” Naia’s eyes widened. “I mean, apart from you, of course, but in terms of treasure… It’s beautiful.” 
 
    “The mortal king actually has two crowns,” Dahlia explained. “One was for his official crowning ceremony, but the other, this one, is for everyday use.” 
 
    “Then I’ll have to keep my eye out for the more formal crown.” I grinned. 
 
    “In the meantime, we bow down to the Demon King.” Lux and Lixiss curtseyed before they blew me a kiss.  
 
    “Please say you’ll wear that in bed,” Ashe giggled. “Or whenever I show my true loyalties to my Demon King.” 
 
    Sinful thoughts appeared in my mind, but I had to brush them aside as I focused on the army of minions before me. 
 
    “Although some of you may be tired, and might want to rest for a minute, we have to focus on cleaning up this mess,” I announced to the entire group. “We also need to make sure that we’ve killed every holy son of a bitch on this island. Leave the residents be, unless they try to attack you, but we have to make sure we’ve killed all members of the Church and the king’s men. Oh, and if anyone comes across the church building itself, let me know. The building’s around here somewhere, and I’d like to personally be the one to burn it to the ground.” 
 
    My audience nodded their heads as they agreed to look out for the holy sanctuary. 
 
    “Is this your first order of business as king?” one of the mermaids asked with a smile. 
 
    “Of course.” I nodded. 
 
    “And what a great king you’ll be,” she replied.  
 
    “Thank you.” I smirked. “Now, there are wagons at the back of the palace we can use to carry the dead bodies. I want to create fires in the center of the marketplace where we’ll burn the corpses, just like what the king had planned to do. But while that is going on, I’ll pick a few of you to go downstairs and free the undesirables from the dungeons. Sveila, I want you to check over the prisoners to assess their injuries. Those who are strong enough to walk will go back through the tunnel with us, but those who lack strength can be transported to Rengfri on a vessel.” 
 
    “Of course.” Sveila nodded.  
 
    “That’s going to take a long time, Atticus,” Madame Nyra said as she flew over to stand in front of me. “We’d be looking at countless numbers of trips back and forth.” 
 
    “There’s not much else we can do.” I shrugged. “There are more vessels here, so we can use those, too, but they have to get the injured undesirables to the mermaid’s cove where they’ll receive treatment. So unless you know of another way to get them there, then that’s our only option.” 
 
    “I just wish there was more we could do for them,” Madame Nyra sighed sadly.  
 
    “Look, I know your friend is down there,” I said sympathetically. “But we’re doing everything we can. We’ve saved their lives, and now we just have to hope the weakest ones can survive the journey in a vessel.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, Madame Nyra.” Sveila smiled as she placed a hand on the dainty fairy’s shoulder. “They’ll be okay, and your friend will be, too.” 
 
    I couldn’t remember if I’d seen Madame Nyra show such vulnerability before. She may be the toughest fairy in all of Rengfri, but she still struggled like everybody else. 
 
    “Okay,” I sighed. “Let’s start taking these bodies down to the marketplace, and then we can go from there.” 
 
    A few of the fairies flew off to collect the wagons from the back of the palace, and the gnomes, centaurs, and orcs began to create a pile of men beside the iron gates. I sent a few more fairies and some of the mermaids inside to check out the interior of the palace, and I began the walk down to the marketplace with my women at my side. 
 
    The destruction was clear to see as we walked down the winding road, and we passed many walls and buildings which had crumbled down during the fight. I wanted to fix up Nivertara so it was safe enough to live in, and I knew of a few witches in Rengfri who could bring the island back to life again.  
 
    They’d probably want some pieces in return, but I didn’t mind that. I’d already seen an entire room in the dead king’s palace filled with gold coins, and I was sure there were more to discover, so spending money was the least of my worries. 
 
    I was now the Demon King of Selythia, and every inch of land I could see belonged to me. So there wasn’t going to be another day in my existence where I had to worry about pieces, or when the next sack of coins would arrive.  
 
    Everything was mine now, and I couldn’t wait to officially start my rule. 
 
    “Oh, there’s another sword,” Ashe giggled as she crouched down to pick up her new weapon. 
 
    “How many have you found now?” Naia asked.  
 
    “Uh…” Ashe paused for a second. “I think this now makes forty-two, but maybe forty-three. Ooh, this is a pretty one! I’ll save this one for Iris.” 
 
    The mention of my innocent elf caused a sad smile to appear on my face. I could just imagine she was going crazy with worry in the black fairy manor, but hopefully Lenora had managed to distract her. I couldn’t wait for Iris to return home with me, and to feel her delicate body in my arms as I took in her floral scent. 
 
    My smile continued to grow as I overheard the conversations my women shared. They all described different ways they’d killed some of the guards, and Lux and Lixiss even reenacted the dramatic way a guard had fallen to his death.  
 
    “We’d squeezed his neck so tight that one of his eyes popped out!” Lixiss cackled. 
 
    “I did the same with a priest,” Sveila giggled. “He was holding the sign of the Church in his hands, but then I used that rope to strangle him. He was literally killed by his own holy ruler, and it was one of the greatest things I’ve ever seen.” 
 
    “I mean, I’m still pulling hair from between my fingers,” Ashe said. “I probably pulled out enough hair to make a wig.” 
 
    “Nice.” Naia grinned. 
 
    However, as the women talked in great detail, I realized that Dahlia was very quiet, and she didn’t even seem to smile or react to the stories at all.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I whispered as I broke the angel from her deep thoughts.  
 
    “Y-Yeah.” She nodded her head and let out a sigh. “I’m sorry, this is still a lot for me.” 
 
    “What is?” I asked.  
 
    “Just… everything.” Dahlia shrugged. “I know the Holy King was up to no good, and I knew the repercussions of his orders, but it’s still a lot, you know? Just… seeing the undesirables in the dungeons, seeing the pain in their eyes and the bright auras which shine around some of them. I can’t believe I ever allowed that to happen in the first place, and I feel like an apology isn’t enough. I want them to forgive me, but I also don’t think that’s possible.” 
 
    “Did you put them in that dungeon?” I asked as I wrapped one arm around her shoulders. “Were you the one to decide what happened to them?” 
 
    “No, but I could have stopped it,” she mumbled. 
 
    “How?” I frowned. “The Holy King probably would have killed you if you’d gone against his orders. I mean, you failed to kill me and look what happened. Also, you admitted that you were brainwashed, and you thought you were doing the right thing. Just the fact that you helped us kill the mortal king, and you’re part of the army who saved the undesirables, will be enough for them to forgive you in time. I’m certain of it.” 
 
    “I suppose you’re right,” Dahlia sighed. 
 
    “I’m always right.” I smirked which allowed Dahlia to smile again. 
 
    “But this has helped me see who’s truly good at heart.” She glanced up to look me in the eye for a split second before she looked away again. “The real evil in this kingdom has been dealt with.” 
 
    It was like when Iris looked me in the eyes for the first time. She couldn’t hold my gaze like others could, but that one look meant more than any long, lingering stare I’d ever experienced. And it was the same with Dahlia. 
 
    It felt nice to finally hold that gaze with her, and I knew it must have been the same for her, too. 
 
    But something Dahlia said had made me think, and I halted my step as I allowed the constant stream of thoughts to filter through my mind.  
 
    “What is it?” Dahlia asked.  
 
    “You said you know who’s truly good at heart,” I paused for a brief second. “Which means you know the difference between the various goods and evils. You know this isn’t black and white.” 
 
    “I…” The angel frowned. 
 
    “Think about it,” I said as I placed my hands on her shoulders. “You can see their auras, and you can tell the difference between the differing potencies of bad and good. I bet, if you closed your eyes and really thought about it, you’d be able to tell the difference without using the color of their auras. Try it, see what happens.” 
 
    Dahlia closed her eyes and let out a deep breath, and for a few seconds I stood there and watched her gently turn her head from left to right. 
 
    “Yes,” she said a moment later. “It’s almost like the colors are there for me to see, even with my eyes closed. I can tell which humans around us are good to varying degrees at heart, and which ones have different evil traits to them.” 
 
    “I thought so.” I smiled as Dahlia opened her eyes again. “I think that’s the difference between you and the assholes in the Heavenly Glade. You can read the variations, not only separate good and evil, and I bet it was the same in the dungeons, too, otherwise you wouldn’t have felt so guilty. You didn’t judge the undesirables for being unholy, and you didn’t instantly see them as filth or evil, just because they aren’t human. You see them for who they are, and that’s something the Holy King lacks.” 
 
    “Then… what does that mean?” Dahlia asked. 
 
    “I guess it means that you’re different, too.” I smirked. “You have pure goodness in your heart, and you have sympathy for those around you, regardless of their race or what they look like. And seeing as I now own this kingdom, that’s the sort of ruler I’d like to be in Selythia as well.” 
 
    Dahlia just laughed and covered her face with a curtain of golden hair, but I knew she understood what I’d said, and I hoped it would help her battle the sadness she felt toward the prisoners.  
 
    “Ooh, here’s a question!” Ashe called as she ran back with yet another sword in her arms. “Now that Atticus is the Demon King, does Selythia then become a… demon… dom?” 
 
    “It remains as a kingdom,” Naia replied. “Atticus is king, so that doesn’t have to change.” 
 
    “That’s true.” I smirked as I repositioned the silver crown on my head. 
 
    “Okay, fine, but I still think we should rename a village and call it… Ashedom.” Ashe smirked. “Or Asheland… Asheville? Oooh, Ashetown!” 
 
    “Why are we renaming a village?” Sveila chuckled. 
 
    “And why does it have to be named after you?” Dahlia asked.  
 
    “Why not?” the huntress giggled. “Okay fine, we can leave Ashetown for now. But from this day on, Atticus will be known as the Demon King of Selythia!” 
 
    “That does have a nice ring to it,” I said, and the women around me all agreed. “But I can probably do one better than a town…” 
 
    “Oooh, a city?” Ashe’s eyes sparkled with excitement.  
 
    “How about the Hellscape?” I smirked. 
 
    Everyone came to a halt, and Ashe practically fell to her knees as the realization seemed to hit her.  
 
    “What the fuck are you saying?” she asked as she tried to bite back the squeal which slipped through her lips.  
 
    “Once the fight against the Heavenly Glade and Hellscape is over, I intend to reign entirely over them both, along with the surface world. But I can only be in so many places at once. I’ll need someone to run the lower and higher realms,” I explained. “And who better to watch over the Hellscape than my own Demon Queen?” 
 
    Sveila, Dahlia, Naia, and the twins laughed and hugged each other, but Ashe, being the theatrical one, simply threw her head back and held out her arms.  
 
    “Bow down to your Demon Queen!” she cried. “From this day forward, the Hellscape will forever be known as… Ashescape!” 
 
    “I think we could leave it as the Hellscape,” I chuckled. “And we’ll have to defeat the fuckers first, but I feel confident about it. We’ll also need someone to rule the Heavenly Glade, and I think I know who could do that…” 
 
    “Fine, I’ll do it,” Ashe sighed, but then a smirk broke across her face. 
 
    “The Demon Queen and the Heavenly Queen!” Lux and Lixiss giggled. 
 
    “Are you…” Dahlia shook her head in disbelief. “Are you saying that I should rule the Heavenly Glade?” 
 
    “Who else is going to do it?” I shrugged. “Unless you don’t want to, of course.” 
 
    “No, no, I do!” Dahlia smiled. “I… I just… I can’t get my head around this.” 
 
    “I can,” Ashe giggled. “I can already imagine myself sitting on my throne.” 
 
    “It won’t happen right away,” I replied. “And like I said, we have to defeat the assholes before anything can happen, but if you want it, it’s yours.” 
 
    I knew I wouldn’t have anyone else ruling the Heavenly Glade and the Hellscape, and if I defeated the Holy and Dark King, then they’d be mine to conquer, so it felt right to assign my new queens the positions. 
 
    “As long as you can continue being a follower until the war is over,” Sveila said with a smile.  
 
    “I’ll certainly be honored to be a follower of the Demon King,” Dahlia laughed lightly, and then she blushed as she spotted the smirk I gave her.  
 
    “We’ve always been your loyal followers.” Lux and Lixiss winked in unison. 
 
    “As have we,” Ashe said as she looped her arms through Naia’s and Sveila’s. 
 
    “I hope the mortal king’s throne hasn’t been too badly damaged,” Sveila replied. “Because every king needs his throne.” 
 
    “And a place for us to sit on his lap.” Naia smirked. 
 
    “We don’t need a throne when it comes to that,” I said. “But what is a castle without one?” 
 
    “Or a king.” Ashe grinned. “Especially a demon one.” 
 
    “I’m going to need some time to get used to the title,” I chuckled.  
 
    “I already am,” Ashe giggled. “And my new title, too.”  
 
    It took us about thirty minutes to walk from the palace to the marketplace, and we made sure to check any potential hiding places along the way. We never came across any quivering guards, which I was pleased to discover.  
 
    However, as we made our way into the marketplace, a few of the residents who’d left the safety of their homes let out a shriek as they scurried back inside. They’d witnessed one hell of a night, so it made sense that they were too scared to even look in my direction. 
 
    The marketplace had rows upon rows of houses and taverns feeding off the square space, and there was a clock tower and water well in the center. The ground was littered with members of The Blessed and other guards, but it was the perfect space to create a few roaring fires.  
 
    But then, just as I was examining the space, a door creaked open, and a small, slender man with gray hair stepped outside. He clutched his brown vest in his hands, and he stared at his bare feet as he slowly walked over to me. I spotted a lady peeking around the door, so I assumed it was the man’s wife.  
 
    “Good evening,” I said in a gentle tone as to not scare the shit out of the gray-haired man.  
 
    “G-Good evening…” he stuttered. “I-I… I just wanted to…” 
 
    “It’s alright,” I replied. “You have no reason to fear us.” 
 
    The man was quiet for a few seconds, but then he was spooked from his silent trance as the centaurs began to roll the loaded wagons down the hill.  
 
    “If it’s any reassurance, if we wanted to target you, too, we would have done it already,” I said. “We were only here to kill the king and his men. You and your neighbors are safe.” 
 
    “That’s…” the man paused again. “That’s why I… I wanted to thank you.” 
 
    “Thank me?” I frowned. 
 
    The man lifted his head slightly, but only enough to look at my knees.  
 
    “We’ve all lived in fear since The Blessed arrived,” he explained. “This marketplace used to be full of life and laughter. The taverns were open all hours of the day, and there was always a party going on inside this square. Children would run around and play, and they’d only go inside when food was on the table. That’s how we lived for many, many years, but it all stopped when The Blessed arrived.” 
 
    “What did they do?” Sveila asked.  
 
    “They gave us curfews,” the man replied. “We had to be indoors from the sixth hour in the evening until the sixth hour in the morning. A few of my neighbors ran into the taverns after hours, but I’ve witnessed many beatings over the last few months. The men would get drunk, they’d stumble from the tavern, and they wouldn’t make it back to their houses before The Blessed arrived.” 
 
    It reminded me of when I first visited Nivertara, and the two drunk men I saw leaving the tavern. They ran inside as soon as The Blessed were spotted, and I couldn’t help but wonder if they’d managed to return to their houses without The Blessed catching up to them. 
 
    “We were also beaten for other reasons,” the man said with a sad tone. “My wife and I are human, we’re seen as pure in the eyes of the Church, but The Blessed would whip me for dropping my hat in front of them. They’d spit on my wife for even looking in their direction. Children no longer play outside because their parents are too scared to let them out of their sight, and for months we just wanted Nivertara back to the way it was before.” 
 
    “Motherfuckers,” I growled beneath my breath.  
 
    “As the Demon King of Selythia, Atticus can assure you that everything will go back to normal,” Naia said as she gave my hand a squeeze. “Right, Atticus?” 
 
    “Of course,” I replied. “You’ll no longer have to live in fear, and your lives will change from now on, because I’m in charge. I will make the rules, and I’ll be certain that every being is treated with the proper judgment, whether they’re human or not.” 
 
    “Th-Thank you… d-demon king,” the man said with a little wobble of his head, and then he turned around and scurried back into his house.  
 
    The man’s confession gave me even more proof that I’d done the right thing by ending the king’s rule. The Church, and especially The Blessed, harmed those that they saw as pure, so the surface world wasn’t going to be safe until they’d been removed for good.  
 
    I knew I had more churches to discover in Selythia, and the battle tonight was going to be the first of many, but at least it was a start. And with my army by my side, it wasn’t going to take long before the final holy follower had been thrown onto a burning fire. 
 
    The only followers left in Selythia would be those who followed me. I couldn’t wait to see my own symbol on vessels and wagons, and to have my own guards patrolling the various islands to make sure everything and everyone was managed properly.  
 
    For the next couple of hours, I assisted my minions in collecting the bodies and bringing them to the marketplace. Wagons filled with ten or so guards were brought down the hill and then taken back up again to collect more bodies, and the fairies had created a line from the palace to the marketplace. One by one, as each guard was hauled from the palace, the fairies would pass their bodies back and forth until it reached the marketplace. 
 
    The werewolves were given the task of examining the rest of the island to make sure we hadn’t missed anyone. They even found a vast selection of vessels with the king’s symbol on the side, so now we had fifty vessels at hand. 
 
    That symbol would soon have to change, but there was time to do that another day.  
 
    I used my Infernal Blaze to create several fires, and even the scared residents left their homes to watch us throw the bodies into the flames. Some of them clapped and celebrated quietly, but others stayed completely mute. 
 
    As the fires burned brightly, I asked a few of my minions to start cleaning up the blood and abandoned body parts, and then I took another group back up to the palace to help free the undesirables. Madame Nyra was eager to join us, because she was desperate to return to Ashryn, her elf friend. 
 
    I lit several torches with my Infernal Blaze, and then I handed them out to people for us to add some light to the underground dungeons. 
 
    We used the tunnel to gain easier access, and the iron gate I’d seen in my Echolocation was completely bent out of shape and ripped from its hinges. There was even a guard with one of the iron prongs shoved through his head, and I felt like giving the brute responsible a round of applause. 
 
    I told everyone to split up to cover every inch of the dungeon, and the undesirables cheered and sobbed as we began to free them. 
 
    “Thank you, thank you,” the timid dwarf muttered as I ripped her chains from the walls and snapped the shackles in my hands. “I knew you’d do it, I just knew you would.” 
 
    “I wasn’t going to leave you behind.” I smiled.  
 
    “Aahaaaa!” the banshee cried as she sprinted around the room. “I’m freeee! I’m freeeee!” 
 
    “I don’t think I need to check you for injuries,” Sveila laughed.  
 
    Ashryn threw her arms around Madame Nyra once Ashe had snapped the chains from around her wrists, and the elf thanked us over and over for helping them. 
 
    Some of the undesirables weren’t as full of life as the others, and some of them were suffering with serious infections from the beatings and poor rations they’d received. There was even a tiny tinsel fairy hidden in the corner of the room. Her wings had been clipped, and she had bruises all over her delicate body. She was also so incredibly thin that I was scared to touch her in case she snapped in my hands.  
 
    I didn’t even think they made shackles that small, but the tiny pieces of metal around her wrists and ankles had created vicious marks in her skin. She never said a word throughout the entire process, and she simply stared off into the darkness.  
 
    “You’ll be okay,” Dahlia said as she crouched down to speak to the fairy. “You’ll be home soon, and now that this nightmare is over, you’ll never have to see a shackle ever again.” 
 
    “Maybe she’s friends with Sparkles?” Sveila asked rhetorically. “Or maybe Sparkles and the other tinsel fairies would be happy to look after her?” 
 
    “We can certainly ask.” I smiled.  
 
    It took a couple of hours to free all three hundred and seventy-two undesirables from their chains, and Sveila, Dahlia, and Naia went around to each one to decide who could walk through the tunnel, and who needed to get onto a vessel. The tinsel fairy was chosen to be taken on a vessel, and Dahlia sweetly picked the fairy up in her hands before she flew her down to the port. 
 
    They didn’t all live in Rengfri, so I promised the undesirables that they’d return to their islands once they were fit enough to do so. And once I’d ridden their home islands of the holy assholes who inhabited them. 
 
    Before Naia returned to join the other mermaids, she slipped her tired arms around my neck and nestled her head under my chin. 
 
    “I’ll be over to see you soon,” I told her as I kissed the crown of her head.  
 
    “I can’t wait,” Naia giggled. 
 
    It was hard to watch her walk away, but I knew she was needed at the cove, so I wasn’t going to drag her away from the undesirables who needed her most.  
 
    Once everything had been sorted out, some of the brutes returned to the palace to help carry the wounded undesirables to their chosen vessels, and I asked the black fairies to start leading the stronger creatures back through the tunnel.  
 
    I also asked a couple of the orcs to return to the castle once they were finished, just to add a little bit more protection. I no longer had to worry about the king and his fucking guards, but the Heavenly Glade and the Hellscape were still watching over me.  
 
    It was the second hour of the morning by the time most of the undesirables had left the dungeons, and over half of them had to be taken across the water to the cove in Rengfri. Gunnolf reassured me that he and the rest of the pack would keep watch until the final undesirable had been settled on a vessel, and they wouldn’t leave until then. 
 
    They had a very long night ahead of them, but my evening was going to be just as long. I knew I wasn’t going to return to Oakenpass until at least the fifth or sixth hour. And because of how late it was going to be, Madame Nyra suggested keeping Iris in the manor until tomorrow.  
 
    I didn’t like the idea of not being with my little elf for so long, but at least it was only going to be for a few more hours. Iris was safe where she was, and I hoped she’d managed to fall asleep, so I didn’t want to disturb her so late at night. 
 
    My women made a list of things to return for, like the sacks of pieces, crates of wine, and Ashe’s new weapons, and then once I knew everything had been sorted out, we led the last few undesirables through the tunnel. Some of them couldn’t wait to return, and they even ran on ahead, but others walked quietly behind us.  
 
    It amazed me that some of them still had the energy to run, but the banshee’s energy levels weren’t a huge surprise. Banshees spent their lives dancing around fires, so seeing one of them run wasn’t unusual to me.  
 
    As we arrived near the entrance to the Shadow Quarters, some of the undesirables thanked us again for everything we’d done, and they reassured us that they’d be okay walking back home with a few black fairies watching over them. Seven undesirables needed a little bit of medical attention, so I offered for them to stay in the castle where Sveila could care for them, which they agreed to. 
 
    My army and I had discussed where the homeless undesirables would stay for now, so everyone was going to have a roof over their heads. I was even pleased to say that there were plenty of free homes in Oakenpass, so the undesirables could live there once their wounds had healed and the houses had been cleaned. 
 
    None of us said a word as we headed for Oakenpass. We were all too tired to even hold a conversation. At one point during the journey, Lux struggled to keep walking, so I held my precious fairy in my arms as she used my chest as a pillow. 
 
    I was surprised that Dahlia was still holding up, especially as she’d been close to death a few days ago. But she looked more awake than anyone, and she never complained once.  
 
    “Is anybody hungry?” Sveila asked as we walked up the grassy hill. “I can prepare some bread and meat if you need the energy?” 
 
    “I need my bed,” Ashe grumbled. Her boots scuffed off the ground, and her weapons hung loosely in her hands. 
 
    “I can help you prepare some beds for the undesirables,” Lixiss offered. “And then we can get them some food before we go to bed?” 
 
    “Thank you.” Sveila smiled. 
 
    I offered to help them once I’d taken Lux up to bed, but Sveila simply smiled and gave me a kiss.  
 
    “You’ve done a lot tonight, Atticus,” she said sweetly. “You need to rest.” 
 
    “You’ve done just as much as I have.” I shrugged. “So I can help you if you need it.” 
 
    “It’s okay, honestly,” she replied. “This won’t take long with Lixiss’ help, and then we’ll be going to bed, too.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said with a kiss to her lips. 
 
    Ashe and Dahlia had already headed upstairs, and the orcs were going to arrive soon to guard the castle, so I said goodnight to the others and then carried Lux upstairs.  
 
    It wasn’t until I’d laid my sleeping fairy onto her bed that I noticed the blood and grime that covered my hands. In fact, my entire body was covered in filth from the battle, and although I desperately wanted to sleep, I knew I had to bathe before I could call it a night. 
 
    I didn’t react to varying temperatures the same way that others did, so I didn’t bother to heat up the water once I’d filled the bathing tub. I was more interested in washing the holy blood from my hands.  
 
    As I slipped my heated body into the water, I felt myself relax completely as I rested my back against the bathing tub. It felt like it had been eons since I’d last taken a break, and I could have fallen asleep there and then.  
 
    I sat there for a couple of minutes before I scrubbed my body clean, and I poured handfuls of water over my choppy hair to help clean it.  
 
    I relaxed again as I heard the various noises echoing around the castle. Sveila and Lixiss were still helping the undesirables, and I heard a half-goblin thanking my women for their kindness. He also told them to pass on his thanks to me, too. 
 
    I was almost certain that Ashe and Dahlia were asleep, so I was caught completely unaware when the door to the bathing room opened.  
 
    “Oh!” Dahlia squeaked as she spotted me in the tub. “I’m so sorry, I didn’t know you were in here.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” I laughed. 
 
    But instead of scurrying away, Dahlia remained in that one spot. I thought I noticed a small smirk on her lips, so I began to wonder if she knew I was here in the first place. 
 
    “I actually wanted to apologize,” Dahlia said as she walked further into the room and sat on the edge of the tub.  
 
    She’d changed out of her bloody dress into a clean one, and the material hung loose at the sides, almost enough to show off her bare body underneath. I could even make out the underside of her left breast, and I couldn’t help but stare at the soft bump her nipples made in the cold bathing room.  
 
    “What are you apologizing for?” I asked as I sat up and tried to look away from her chest. “You’ve already said how bad you felt about the undesirables.” 
 
    “No, I know,” the angel sighed. “But this time I wanted to apologize for the issues I’ve caused you. I know the Heavenly Glade has caused a lot of trouble, and I know some of that has affected you personally throughout your existence, so I wanted to say that I’m sorry for that.” 
 
    “I don’t think you need to say sorry.” I smiled. “We were both completing various missions and jobs in the past, and it was all because we had to. But that’s over now, so we can forget what happened in the past.” 
 
    “Okay.” Dahlia smiled. “Thank you. I can sleep easy now.” 
 
    “Good,” I laughed lightly. 
 
    As the angel stood up from the bath she leaned over and ran her nails across my bare chest. “You missed a spot.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I smirked.  
 
    Dahlia copied the same expression, and then she slipped out of the room and closed the door behind her. 
 
    Our little moment confused me, and I couldn’t quite work out what had happened. I knew I hadn’t missed a spot on my chest because I’d cleaned my body vigorously, but I could still feel her nails gliding across my skin, and that’s what I didn’t quite understand.  
 
    It had caused my body to tingle, and I had to admit that I really enjoyed feeling her touch, probably more than I should have, given that she was an angel.  
 
    But I almost wanted Dahlia to return as I heard her walk back down the hallway. I wanted to feel her touch again, and I wanted to see her relaxing in the loose dress with nothing on underneath.  
 
    It was the same feeling I had toward my women, like my palms itched at just the thought of holding them. 
 
    It could have been because I was tired, and perhaps my mind was still getting over the large amount of hell powers I was still possessing, as well as everything that happened in Nivertara.  
 
    I tried my best to put that thought behind me as I left the bathing room, and I decided to think it over again tomorrow when my head was a bit clearer. So much had happened over the last few days, so it was understandable that my brain was a bit fuzzy. 
 
    Perhaps that was going to be a daily occurrence now that I was the Demon King, but I knew I’d have the help of my loyal followers to assist me as each day passed. 
 
    So instead of thinking about Dahlia’s touch, I thought about my plans for tomorrow, and the tasks we still had to complete in Nivertara. I thought about loading three vessels with just pieces alone, and then a fourth vessel could be used to carry over the weapons. I also had to find the second crown Dahlia mentioned. Having both of them on display would be a nice addition to my castle.  
 
    But those thoughts came to a sudden halt as I walked into the master bedroom and realized that I wasn’t alone.  
 
    I often found my women curled up in my bed, but it was the first time I’d seen Dahlia in my bed. 
 
    Completely naked, with nothing but her golden wings behind her. 
 
    “I thought I could stay here tonight?” She smirked.

  

 
   
    Chapter 18 
 
    I couldn’t take my eyes off the naked beauty as I gently closed the door behind me.  
 
    “You thought you could stay here?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes.” Dahlia sat up in the bed, and she kept one hand on her chest as the other sat dangerously close to her glistening pussy.  
 
    The notes of her sweet arousal were strong enough to taste on my tongue, and a growl formed in the back of my throat as my mouth began to salivate. I could still feel Dahlia’s nails scraping across my chest, and in that second I wanted nothing more than to claim the fallen angel as my own. 
 
    The fact that I was staring at a naked angel hadn’t even registered in my mind until that moment. Not once, throughout my entire existence, had I ever given much thought to what an angel might look like when they weren’t dressed in their white robes and dresses. Yet now, as I glanced down at the shining beauty, the differences between us no longer mattered. 
 
    It no longer mattered that Dahlia and I were created to loathe each other and war until the end of eternity. That had completely changed now. I was desperate for her just like the other women in my life, and I was about to show her exactly what I thought and how I felt.  
 
    I hadn’t bothered to change back into any clothes after my bath. I just had the crown on, and I noticed how Dahlia slyly glanced down at my growing erection. My cock throbbed and ached, and it took all my power to stop myself from launching myself onto the bed.  
 
    “I don’t see any issue with you staying here tonight.” I shrugged. “But because this is the first time you’ve shared my bed, I think I need to go over a few rules.” 
 
    “Of course,” Dahlia replied.  
 
    The angel never took her eyes off me as I made my way across the room and sat down on the foot of the bed. Her golden wings fluttered lightly, and I noticed how her nipples shimmered in the moonlight that seeped through the window. 
 
    “You suit this,” the angel said as she lightly touched the crown. “I think you should keep it on.” 
 
    “I will.” I smirked. “Now, back to the rules. First of all, we never wear undergarments. We like to feel free, and without any sort of restriction.” 
 
    “I don’t wear them anyway.” Dahlia smirked. “I never have.” 
 
    It felt like I was about to drown from the amount of saliva which pooled in my mouth. 
 
    “Perfect.” I grinned. “You also need to remember that I’m in charge. I make the rules, and you wouldn’t want to see what happens if you disobey me.” 
 
    “But what if I want to disobey you?” the angel asked as she crawled across the bed. “What if I want to see your reaction?” 
 
    She slipped one hand across my bare thigh, and then she pressed her breasts against my arm as she caught my earlobe in her mouth.  
 
    “I’m known for breaking rules,” she whispered. “You should know that… master.” 
 
    “You want to be punished?” I asked through gritted teeth. 
 
    A demonic monster had awoken in the pit of my soul, and I knew the beast was going to break free if Dahlia continued to tease and suckle on my earlobe.  
 
    “Only by youuuu.” Dahlia blew a stream of warm air against my ear. “That’s all I want.” 
 
    “Then don’t say I didn’t warn you.” I smirked. 
 
    Dahlia didn’t even have the time to react before I grabbed her by the waist and threw her onto her back. The angel let out a small squeal, but then her hands became locked around my shoulders as she pulled me onto her.  
 
    I nestled myself between her smooth legs, and I watched as her pale skin glimmered in the violet glow of my eyes. The scent of angelic perfection had started to fade even more over the last few days, and now it was more like angelic imperfection. Dahlia was riddled with the sins she’d committed by joining my army, and she was no longer the righteous, holier-than-thou angel who first arrived in Rengfri.  
 
    Dahlia was mine now.  
 
    The angel raised her hips as she pressed herself against my throbbing cock, and I threaded my fingers through her golden hair as I claimed her lips in the most heated kiss. 
 
    My tongue stroked against hers, and my teeth pulled and scraped at her bottom lip. Dahlia’s low moans became deeper and louder, and her arousal began to tremble through her body as my hands began to wander. 
 
    Her skin felt like the softest velvet, and she occasionally twitched as my fingers danced over a sensitive area. The need to feel her body quake beneath me as I filled her with my cum was almost too much for me to cope with, especially when she brushed her bare pussy against my aching cock. 
 
    It was a complete mix of emotions, particularly after everything Dahlia and I had gone through, but just the touch of her soft, delicate skin felt like the ultimate reward. The intense high that came from just her moans alone was enough to brush off any sort of confusion I’d felt before now. 
 
    But I wanted more.  
 
    Much more. 
 
    I needed my Heavenly Queen.  
 
    Dahlia let out a gentle sigh as I reluctantly pulled my lips away from hers, and she glanced into my eyes for a single second before she lowered them again to stare at my cheeks. 
 
    I wasn’t the only one who wanted more, and the desperate look in her golden eyes gave me all the answers I needed. 
 
    But one question began to float through my mind, and it wasn’t a question I’d even thought about until that moment. Dahlia’s curvaceous body looked so sinful lying beneath me, but I couldn’t help but wonder how sinful she really was.  
 
    “When was the last time you were with a man?” I asked as I ran my hands up her legs.  
 
    My palms came to a halt just before they reached her thighs, and I stared at the moisture which pooled at her pink entrance. 
 
    “I’ve never been with a man in my afterlife,” she admitted. “It’s forbidden in the Heavenly Glade, not unless you’re bonded by a higher power that only the Holy King can provide.” 
 
    “Then he’s really going to hate this.” I smirked.  
 
    “Please, my Demon King,” Dahlia said as she bucked her hips once again. “Please make me yours.” 
 
    “This is going to hurt,” I warned her as I lined my cock up with her entrance. “And it will be rough. After all, you want to be punished, right?” 
 
    “I don’t care about that,” she replied as her eyes began to darken. “I want nothing more than for you to be my master.” 
 
    “I thought I already was?” I grinned as I slammed forward and filled the angel in one go. 
 
    “Aaahaaa!” she cried out in pleasure as her back arched off the bed. “Yesssss!” 
 
    The feeling that cloaked my body was almost indescribable. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt such a strong surge of intensity as I claimed one of my women. It was almost like I was caught up in one of Sveila’s powerful spells, and a magical presence formed around me as I edged my cock deeper inside this sinful celestial and broke the barrier between us. 
 
    Dahlia had just admitted that she hadn’t been with a man in her afterlife, and I could just imagine how overpowering things were going to get the more Dahlia and I came together in such a way. 
 
    Her juices covered my cock in a thick sheen the moment I entered her heat, and I steadied myself for a brief second as she adjusted to my size. Dahlia’s eyes winced closed, and her hands moved over her chest as she began to pull at her shimmering nipples.  
 
    “Fucccckkk,” I growled as a spasm ran up my spine. 
 
    Once Dahlia had settled from the sudden shock, I slowly brought my hips back before I slammed in again. I still felt the friction as I rocked my hips back and forth, but that feeling began to lessen as the angel’s arousal increased.  
 
    “Ohhh, yesssss!” Dahlia hissed as she bounced her hips to keep in time with me. “Fuck me, Masterrrr!” 
 
    Her wings fluttered against the bed sheets, and her blunt nails raked across my shoulders every time I filled her with my cock. The slapping of our heated skin caused a sharp echo to dance around the room, and Dahlia’s teeth pulled at her bottom lip as my girth stretched open the delicate walls of her pussy.  
 
    “Harder!” the angel begged.  
 
    “My pleasure.” I smirked.  
 
    Dahlia pressed her heels into the base of my spine as our speed increased so much that the entire bed began to jolt against the wall. And the fact that Dahlia was an immortal meant that I didn’t have to be careful when I fucked her. Her body wasn’t fragile like my mortal lovers, so I didn’t have to hold back as the demonic cravings took over my body. 
 
    I imagined the bed frame collapsing, or the entire wall crumbling down into dust, but none of that mattered to me. I was only concerned about the fallen angel who’d wrapped herself around my body, and her juices which trickled down my shaft as she lost the ability to hold on.  
 
    “You feel fucking incredible,” I groaned. “So fucking… Ahaaaa!” 
 
    Dahlia shrieked and squirmed in my hands as my Infernal Blaze left a light layer of heat across my skin. But the angel’s devious smile and the eager look in her eyes told me that she fucking loved that slight sense of pain. 
 
    Goosebumps blossomed over my fallen angel once the Blaze had vanished, but then her body began to tense, almost like she was seconds away from reaching her climax. She arched her back, and her hands massaged her breasts once more. 
 
    “From this moment on…” I paused to slam myself inside her once again. “You’ll only ever think about me when you touch yourself. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Y-Yessss, Master,” she replied through panted breaths. 
 
    “But you’ll only touch yourself when you’re with me,” I ordered. “I get to watch you fuck yourself with your fingers, and you’ll call out my name as your juices cover your hand.” 
 
    “Oh, Atticuuuuus!” she wailed. “Yes, yes, anythinnnng!” 
 
    “Now, tell me what you need,” I growled, and whispers of smoke blew into the air.  
 
    “Yooooou, my Demon King!” Dahlia winced her eyes closed. “I need you, and your… your hot demon seeeeed! Fill me, Atticus, fill me!” 
 
    A violent shiver ran down my spine as I felt the need to cum, and I glanced down at my lustful angel as my name continued to fall from her lips. My fingers had left pink marks on her skin from the strength I held her with, but Dahlia didn’t seem to be in any sort of pain. We were both filled with nothing but utter satisfaction, and the more I pleasured this sinful woman, the more that shiver in my spine increased until it was like lightning bolts pulsing against my skin.  
 
    “Aahaaaa!” Dahlia cried a short second later. “I… I think…” 
 
    She didn’t even need to finish that sentence, because I knew what was about to happen. It was only moments later that a powerful orgasm raced through my angel, and her juices drenched my cock as she let out a shattering cry.  
 
    The sight of Dahlia quivering underneath me brought my own orgasm to the surface, and I thought my demonic heart was about to beat out of my chest as I slammed into her sweet tunnel over and over.  
 
    Then, as I pounded in once more, a wave of cum sprayed from my cock, and I filled the angel with every drop of seed I had to offer. Stars began to float around my violet eyes, and as the final few loads of cum spilled from my cock, I had to hold on tighter to Dahlia to stop myself from collapsing. 
 
    If I’d thought claiming Dahlia was intense, then nothing had prepared me for how it would feel to fill the angel with my demon sperm. It felt like I was at the top of the ultimate high, and this overwhelming feeling washed over me as my orgasm ripped through my body. The pleasure was filled with the monumental weight of good and evil, and natural born enemies, combining into one form at last. 
 
    And I had to smirk as I imagined the Holy King’s wrath as he witnessed my connection with Dahlia. 
 
    However, the Holy King was the last fucking thing on my mind as I watched Dahlia’s orgasm ebb and flow before me.  
 
    Her skin was practically drenched in sweat, but her eyes glistened like the moon on a clear night. Dahlia had the sweetest smile on her lips, despite the struggle she had to get her breath back.  
 
    “Shitttt,” Dahlia laughed breathlessly as I collapsed onto the bed. “That was just… I don’t know if I can even think of the word.” 
 
    “I think I know what you mean.” I smirked.  
 
    It was beyond incredible, but it also felt like the ultimate sin for a demon to have an angel on the end of his cock. 
 
    Dahlia curled herself into my side once our orgasms calmed down, and it was no longer a surprise to me that she fit so perfectly in my arms. Her wings were tucked into her back, and I ran my fingers slowly across the golden feathers as Dahlia nestled her head under my chin.  
 
    “I always wondered what that felt like,” she whispered. “What it must feel like to have someone claim you in such a powerful way.” 
 
    “And…?” I smiled.  
 
    “This was so much better,” she giggled. “It was nothing like I’d imagined. It was… Actually, it was so much better that I don’t think I’m done yet.” 
 
    The bed bounced beneath me as Dahlia sat up, and I didn’t even have the opportunity to ask what she was doing before she straddled my lap and placed her hands on my chest. 
 
    My cock instantly began to react, and it wasn’t long before I was needing Dahlia more than I could put into words. Neither of us were done yet, and I was incredibly glad to see that. 
 
    “You know how you said that you make the rules?” she asked as she pressed her ass against my cock. “I was wondering if you could make an exception?” 
 
    “I suppose it depends what you mean by that,” I said as I fought against the urge to slam Dahlia down onto my cock.  
 
    The heat of my Infernal Blaze covered my entire body, and if I didn’t receive the pleasure I desired so badly soon, the entire castle might go up in flames. A smoky breath blew from my lips, and I clenched my hands into fists as a growl formed at the back of my throat.  
 
    “Atticus…” Dahlia whispered as she ran her hands across my chest. “It’s my turn now… It’s my turn to create the rules and give out the punishments. Have you ever felt the wrath of an angel in this way?” 
 
    A devilish look crossed her serene face, and she lifted herself off the bed in order to brush her dripping pussy lips across my weeping head. As a sparkle flashed through Dahlia’s eyes, she dropped herself down until my cock filled her tight pussy. 
 
    “Gaahaaaa!” I cried as I felt her walls tighten around me.  
 
    “Yessss!” Dahlia hissed as her hips twisted and turned across my lap.  
 
    Her walls tightened even more as Dahlia bounced, and I rocked my hips in sync with hers. The bed continued to scream out in protest as it smacked against the stone wall, but I no longer gave a shit about the state of the bedroom. I was more interested in the stunning angel who was bouncing on my cock. 
 
    Her glistening nipples silently begged me to play with them, and I teased them with my thumbs as Dahlia’s moans and pleasured cries echoed around the castle. 
 
    A new wave of orgasms seemed to reach us at exactly the same time as I pounded my cock deep into her sleek tunnel, and I struggled to absorb the magic which surrounded me. It was almost like when I’d first freed myself from the Dark King’s shackle, and it was this rush of power, mixed with the overwhelming need to conquer and claim everything around me. 
 
    I needed this angel more than I could put into words, but that increased dramatically as Dahlia arched her back, and her wings came to life behind her. Like the sun breaking through the darkness as it took over from the moon, or the impact a single flame could have in a room drenched in shadows.  
 
    The feathers lit up the entire room with golden sparkles, and it was the most incredible thing to witness. To watch Dahlia reach that peak, and to watch her shudder and climax around me while her magnificent wings stretched out to either side, was something I’d never forget. 
 
    Her juices dribbled down my cock as I filled her body with more of my cum. My heart felt like it was going to break free from my chest once again as my demon seed sprayed into the celestial. 
 
    Dahlia screamed out my name over and over, and her wings remained in that one position until the angel practically collapsed onto me. My cock jolted from the quivers which ran through the spent angel, and she gently closed her eyes as she attempted to control her breathing. 
 
    “Oooooh,” I sighed as Dahlia lifted herself off my lap. “Fuck.” 
 
    I held Dahlia protectively in my arms as she laid across my chest, and we both basked in the gentle embrace as we gave our bodies the chance to recover.  
 
    “I know I said I was going to create the rules, but that didn’t really go as planned,” Dahlia giggled a moment later. “You seem to overpower me, Atticus. I couldn’t think of anything apart from your cock.” 
 
    “We have nothing but time,” I replied. “There’s nothing stopping you from implementing those rules another time. Or… right now.” 
 
    “I’ll hold you to that,” she laughed. 
 
    The two of us laid in complete silence for several more minutes. Dahlia drew circles across my chest with her nails, and I stroked her hair away from her face as I glanced down at her beauty. Her golden hair fell against my skin like the richest material pieces could buy, and I couldn’t take my eyes off the woman in my arms.  
 
    I had never thought of angels as beautiful creatures, and the Heavenly Glade disgusted me more than anything else in this world. However, as I peered down at Dahlia, I couldn’t think of anything apart from the love and devotion I felt toward her. The gravity of her and I joining together like this was so intense that it felt like an unshiftable weight had been forced onto my chest, and no amount of hell powers would have been strong enough to move it.  
 
    Seeing Dahlia in my bed with nothing but a thin sheet covering her legs had caused my mind to turn into a thick pulp. I couldn’t think clearly, or even voice a single word. And it felt like nothing mattered more than her at that moment.  
 
    It didn’t take long for Dahlia to fall asleep, and I knew sleep was going to find me as soon as I closed my eyes. I hadn’t even realized that the morning sun had taken over from the moon, and I hadn’t given much thought to the sheer exhaustion that took over my body, either. 
 
    Since the second I’d walked into the master bedroom, I’d only thought about the celestial in my arms, and that caused a wicked grin to curl across my lips.  
 
    I stirred awake several hours later to find that Dahlia was still asleep and locked within my arms. The sun was now high in the sky, so I assumed it was sometime in the afternoon, but I was quite happy to stay where I was. 
 
    I was also pleased to realize that I hadn’t experienced any more vivid memories in my dreams, and it almost felt like no time had passed since I’d closed my eyes. 
 
    “Atticuuuus!” Ashe suddenly screamed excitedly. “Atticus, Iris is home!” 
 
    That must have been what had caused me to stir, and it wasn’t the worst way to wake up.  
 
    “I think he’s still in bed,” Sveila replied. “But you should go and see him, Iris. He’s been dying to have you back with us.” 
 
    I listened to Iris’ dainty feet as she ran up the stairs and across the corridor, and then the bedroom door swung open to reveal my innocent elf.  
 
    “Oh!” Iris’ eyes widened as she realized I wasn’t alone. “I’m so sorry! I’ll come back later!” 
 
    “No you won’t,” I laughed as I carefully slipped my arms out from underneath Dahlia. “Come here, I’ve missed you.” 
 
    Iris’ face broke into a bright smile as she ran across the room and squealed with happiness when she threw herself into my arms. To know that she was okay and back where she belonged caused the biggest wave of relief to wash over me. 
 
    “This is a new addition,” Iris giggled as she spotted the crown beside the bed. “I like it.” 
 
    “As do I.” I smirked.  
 
    “But are you okay?” she whispered against my shoulder. “Is everyone okay?” 
 
    “I’m more than okay,” I replied. “Everything went according to plan, no one was seriously injured, and now we can focus on bringing Nivertara back to life again as I take on my role as the Demon King.” 
 
    “I was so worried,” she said with an anxious laugh. “I think Lenora was getting fed up with me constantly asking questions.” 
 
    “I’m sure that isn’t true,” I replied.  
 
    “But we had fun together.” Iris pulled back and then settled herself on my lap. “Lenora is really nice, and she showed me all of her art supplies, too. I think I’ve made a new friend.” 
 
    “I’m glad you had fun,” I chuckled at her excitement. “I’m also just glad that you’re okay.” 
 
    Iris refused to leave, even after Dahlia had woken up. A fiery blush coated the elf’s cheeks as she tried to look away, but it didn’t hide the cheeky smile she gave us.  
 
    “I bet you didn’t expect to find this,” I laughed as my two women cuddled into me.  
 
    “No…” Iris giggled. “But I’m very pleased I did. However… I think Ashe has won the bet they all had going.” 
 
    “What bet?” I frowned.  
 
    “Ashe was adamant that you were going to… you know…” Iris motioned between me and Dahlia. “Do this after the fight against the king, but Sveila thought it was going to be later than that. I think Lux and Lixiss said it was going to be before the fight once Dahlia’s injuries had healed.” 
 
    “What did you think?” I smirked.  
 
    “Oh, I didn’t join in,” Iris replied. “I didn’t think it was my place to discuss something like that, so I left them to play among themselves.” 
 
    “And what does Ashe win now?” the angel asked as she arched an amused eyebrow. 
 
    “A bottle of her favorite tonic when we next go to the marketplace,” the elf said with a smile. “But only she’s allowed to drink it, and the others have to sit and watch her.” 
 
    “Demons are interesting beings,” Dahlia laughed.  
 
    “But it’s a good prize.” I shrugged. “Also, Iris, you’re allowed to join in with these games the girls have going if you want. I know what you’re like, but I don’t want you to think that it’s not your place to joke and tease with the others.” 
 
    “You can also be the one to announce the winner, if you want,” Dahlia said.  
 
    “I think they already know.” I smirked. 
 
    The whole of Oakenpass probably heard that Dahlia was now officially mine.  
 
    “I think they already do, too,” Iris added. “They seemed almost too eager to send me up here…” 
 
    “Well, it’s nice to now be an official part of the team.” Dahlia grinned.  
 
    “It certainly is.” I leaned over to give Dahlia a kiss, and then I gave one to Iris, too.  
 
    “Sveila also wanted me to tell you that lunch is ready, if you’d like to join us?” the elf asked. 
 
    “I’m starving,” Dahlia laughed.  
 
    “Yeah, I could use some food, too,” I replied. “I don’t think I’ve had a meal since breakfast yesterday, so it’s about time I eat something.” 
 
    “In that case, I’ll leave you both to get dressed,” Iris said as she stepped off the bed. “And I’ll make sure Ashe doesn’t eat everything before you get there.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I laughed.  
 
    Iris gave us a smile and a wave as she left the room, and I curled my arms back around Dahlia as I took in the silence of the bedroom.  
 
    “Atticus?” Dahlia asked a moment later.  
 
    “Yes?” I replied.  
 
    “Now that we’ve defeated the mortal king, how long do you think we have until the Holy King arrives?” she queried. “I mean, do you think they could arrive at any moment?” 
 
    There was a hint of fear in the angel’s voice, and I knew she probably wasn’t going to like what she was about to hear.  
 
    “I think that’s very possible,” I said as I stroked her golden hair. “But as long as we have a strong army behind us, then we’ll be just as victorious as we were last night.” 
 
    “But this will be a fight against a swarm of angels and the Holy King.” Dahlia sat up to face me. “We’ll need to make sure it’s the strongest army possible. There’s also the threat your Lord Captain made about the Hellscape, too.” 
 
    “Well…” I paused to think. “We can’t hold back if the Heavenly Glade or the Hellscape opens, so why don’t we try to plan for both of them to arrive at the same time?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” She frowned.  
 
    “Think about it.” I smirked. “The Heavenly Glade versus the Hellscape would be the ultimate fight between good and evil, right?” 
 
    “Yes.” Dahlia nodded.  
 
    “Then think about what would happen if we had both sides fighting at the same time,” I replied. “Would they be looking at us, or would they be looking at each other?” 
 
    “They’d probably be more focused on each other,” she said. “The Dark King and the Holy King want nothing more than to kill each other, and all of the minions that come with them.” 
 
    “Exactly.” I smiled. “Then that’s what we need to do. Both of them being after my ass could be a blessing in disguise… no pun intended. If both are aiming for me, we’ll use that to our advantage. We’ll make sure they end up aiming for each other instead. That’s the only way we’re going to win.” 
 
    Dahlia stared at me in utter shock, but then a smile began to slowly spread across her lips. 
 
    “Yes, master,” the angel purred. “We will see that it’s done.” 
 
    “Good girl,” I growled softly. 
 
    It was going to be the ultimate fight between good and evil, and it was probably going to be extremely hard to make sure both sides aimed for the surface world at the same time.  
 
    But as long as I had the strongest army on my side, then I was confident I was going to come out on top in this one.  
 
    And then the world would officially be mine to rule and conquer as I pleased.  
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