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 Chapter 1 

“Isn’t there any other way to get all this information?” The beautiful dryad woman, Polina, sighed as she flitted through a bunch of scrolls on the desk before her. “We’ve been doing nothing but reading scrolls for days.” 

“Literally,” her sister Trina added, and she rubbed her temples before she leaned back and looked up at the ceiling. “Isn’t there anything else we can do to help you with the Breach, Evan?” 

“That’s ‘Emperor Evan’ to you,” Marina, the third sister, giggled. 

Even though I’d just literally been crowned as Emperor of this world a few days ago, I didn’t even have half a second to sit down and process it all. We’d been immediately attacked by an army of miasma-infected soldiers after the coronation was complete, and in the days since, we’d done nothing but scour through the libraries and archives of Hatra in an attempt to learn as much about our enemy as we possibly could. 

The Demon King was growing more powerful by the minute, though he was also getting desperate. He pulled out all the stops to try and ruin my coronation, which could only mean one thing. 

He was afraid of me. 

Now that his royal duties were bequeathed onto me, the former King Rodion was able to focus all of his power on keeping up his magic seal and holding the Breach closed. And, so far, it seemed to be working wonders. I hadn’t heard about a demon attack since my wife Alyona and I were given the title of Emperor and Empress, and even the smell of miasma that usually hung in the air near the battlefield had disappeared almost instantly after the fight was over. 

Still, we couldn’t just sit back and wait for the Demon King to regain even more power. Even with Rodion’s current, more powerful seal on the Breach, if the Demon King was left unchecked, there would eventually come a time when our enemy would be strong enough to break through. 

Which was why it was time for us to enter the Breach and face him head-on. 

The only problem was none of us knew exactly how to do that. 

The Demon King was the embodiment of all evil in this land, and I didn’t know how, or even if, he could be killed. The only thing I knew was I was tired of waiting around and letting him attack us at will from the safety of his dimension. 

“You may take a break, friends,” my beautiful wife Alyona said to the dryads with a warm smile. “I know this is not everybody’s favorite activity, and we have been doing this for quite some time.” 

“It will all be worth it, though,” Zoklan, my father and the only other black dragon I’d ever known, noted. “I’ve been trying to figure out how to kill this fucker for half my damn life, and I’m sick of it. I know we’re on the verge of a breakthrough. I just know it.” 

My dad sat there with his green, slitted eyes focused down on the scroll before him, and he dragged his fingers nervously through the black buzzcut on his head as he spoke. 

The poor guy was right. I knew he was still torn up with guilt from the fact he wasn’t there for my mom and me, and how he hadn’t even known she was sick or that she’d died. He’d been out jumping through the dimensions and searching for magical artifacts he thought would help him destroy the demons of this world, and apparently he’d been doing it for at least the last twenty-something years. 

But now it was different. Now, we had the Shaded Scepter, which would allow us to safely pass through the Breach the same way the Demon King’s demons passed through into ours. 

Although, I bet the bastard didn’t need a scepter.

Of course, getting into the Breach was only half the battle. It would all be for nothing if we weren’t prepared for what awaited us on the other side. As far as we knew, there wasn’t a human being or Demi-Human alive today that had ever entered the Breach and then come out the other side. A few legends claimed people had survived their encounters with the deadly interdimensional portal, but they were just that, legends. They were stories people told each other to ease their fears about the unknown, and I doubted there was any truth to their claims. 

“Come on, Zoklan,” Zarek, my uncle, grumbled. “We’ve been at this for hours and hours. If we were going to find anything by now, we would have found it.” 

“That’s not how research works,” our lizard Demi-Human sorceress, Naomi, interjected with a finger held high. “We must keep at it until we find something.” 

“If you don’t mind me asking,” Zarek said as he flipped a bit of his greasy, long black hair out of his eyes. “What are we even looking for right now? I don’t even think I’d recognize the information we need if it was staring me back in the face.” 

“Anything about the Demon King or the Breach,” I reminded my uncle. “Literally anything. I want to know what kind of horrific creatures await us in that dimension… I want to know if our enemy has any weaknesses… Hell, I’ll even take information about the color of the fucking grass on the ground beyond the Breach at this point.” 

“Whyyyyyy hasn’t anybody written about this yet?” Polina sighed like an annoyed teenager. “It would make our task so much simpler.” 

“Yeah,” Marina scoffed. “How dare they not write anything about the Breach.” 

“Very inconsiderate,” Trina added with a scowl. 

“It’s not for lack of interest,” Alyona said. “Scholars, sorcerers, and everybody in between have studied the Breach since it opened all those centuries ago. The problem is, new information is very hard to come by, and any time there was new information, it was shared almost immediately with the masses.” 

“So, we’re looking for a needle in a haystack?” I asked. 

“A scratch on a dragon’s scale,” Zoklan said. “That’s the equivalent of that Earth phrase here in Rahma. Or it used to be, at least, before dragons were nearly hunted to extinction.” 

“It’s appropriate,” I sighed. “For all we know, there isn’t even anything in these books and scrolls and documents that will help us at all.” 

“Don’t be ridiculous, Evan,” Alyona argued as she lifted her chin. “These scrolls hold the works of the greatest writers, philosophers, sorcerers, and scholars of Hatra as well as Rahma. There will be answers in here somewhere, we just have to keep looking.” 

So, that was exactly what we did. We continued to scour through the archives for several more hours, until Polina let out a surprised gasp. 

“I’ve got something!” the dryad declared as she practically jumped up out of her seat. “By the gods… I’ve actually found something that might be useful to us!” 

“What is it?” I asked as we all started to huddle around the green-skinned woman. 

“It’s a fairly lengthy reference to what resides on the other side of the Breach,” Polina explained. “Though it’s all hearsay and legend, since practically nobody has ever gone through the Breach, let alone returned to tell the tale.” 

“At this point, I’ll take anything,” I sighed. “Legends, urban myths, alien abduction stories… Anything.” 

“So, apparently, in this scroll here, the author says he’s heard a few things about ‘the other side,’ which he also refers to as ‘the place where demons dwell,’” Polina continued. “It doesn’t say exactly where he got this information, but he talks about ‘creatures from another dimension where the sun never shines and the air is thick with death…’” 

“Miasma,” I said with a nod. “Great. I can’t say I’m surprised the Breach would be filled with that stuff, but still… ‘Thick with death?’ That’s gotta be what they’re talking about here.” 

“There’s more,” the dryad went on as she traced along the words with her finger. “‘A world where the only plants that grow are ones that need no rain, with prickly flesh and short roots.’ Then he goes into all the different theories about how those plants could be used for medicinal purposes here in Rahma, but that’s really all we’ve got.” 

“So, the Breach is like a desert,” I said with a frown. 

“A desert where there’s no sunshine at all,” Zoklan added. “And that apparently has a thick cloud of miasma in the air.” 

We all put our noses back in the books and scrolls and kept researching until, finally, Naomi let out a quick “aha!” 

“What is it?” Alyona asked. “Did you find something more about the Breach?” 

“I think I may have found something even better,” the lizard Demi-Human said as she placed her hands over her cheeks in disbelief. “Listen to this. ‘Those foolish enough to dabble in dark magic often report seeing a beast with glowing orange eyes, who speaks to them with the voice of deep, hypnotic enchantment.’” 

“Definitely the Demon King,” I grumbled. 

“That’s not the important part,” Naomi continued. “‘They also claim they have attempted to kill this beast, with no success. Several men and women have tried to hurt this beast with their dark magic spells, though they claim their attacks only made him stronger. When they tried to hurt the beast with their physical weapons, it was to no avail.’” 

“I’m going to question the legitimacy of that document,” Alyona said with a raised finger. “If these people truly saw the Demon King and tried to attack him, how are they still alive?” 

“That’s where things start to get even more interesting,” Naomi noted. “According to these scrolls, the beast refused to retaliate. Instead, it simply took over their bodies, and they were brought back to our world with ‘veins as dark as the night and the stench of never-ending death upon them.’” 

“So, they were possessed by miasma?” Zoklan asked. 

“That is how the writer of this particular text got his information,” the lizard-woman continued. “By pulling it out of the infected bodies with his nature magic, just like Emperor Evan does.” 

“That’s fine and dandy,” Zarek mumbled. “But what does that have to do with our mission ahead?” 

“Well, it tells us we can’t fight fire with fire, for one,” I mused. “Dark magic doesn’t seem to work on the Demon King, nor do traditional weapons.” 

“Then it’s a damn good thing our weapons are anything but traditional,” Zoklan growled as he summoned an acid-green dagger into his grasp. “We won’t be going into the Breach with a bunch of puny daggers and arrows made of wood and steel, we’ll be going in with the full arsenal of magical items and spells. Surely that must count for something.” 

“The author’s definition of ‘traditional’ is pretty vague,” Naomi admitted. “They simply make reference to ‘iron swords, lavastone daggers, and wooden clubs’ not doing any damage against the creatures from ‘the other side,’ but they don’t get any more specific than that.” 

“We already kinda knew that, though,” I said. “Demons can only be killed by a Noble Sword, after all. I guess it’s good to have confirmation that the Demon King himself is made of the same material.” 

“So, we’re going into a barren desert land with a freaky sky, where most of the creatures can only be killed by Noble Swords,” Zarek sighed. “Sounds like a suicide mission to me.” 

“Not a suicide mission.” I shook my head. “Just a daunting one.” 

“Maybe it’s not a good idea for me and my brother to go, then.” My uncle shrugged. “It sounds like we won’t be able to do anything anyway, since we’re not Nobles of the Sword.” 

“Do not even utter such nonsense, Zarek!” Zoklan hissed. “It has been my life’s mission to kill the demons and the Demon King, and I will not sit back and do nothing while my son risks life and limb in another deadly dimension. I owe it to him to see it through. I owe it to-- I-I owe it to Sarah.” 

Zoklan’s vibrant green eyes filled with tears at the mere mention of my mother’s name, but he twisted his mouth into a scowl as he fought back the salty streams of despair that were knocking at the door. My father had been overwhelmed with grief when he found out my mother had died, and I was sure he blamed himself for not being there when she got sick and passed. 

“Your human girlfriend is gone, brother,” Zarek said. “There’s no reason to throw your life away for somebody who’s--” 

In one swift motion, Zoklan sprang up from his seat, summoned acid magic into his right hand, and formed it into a dagger. My father’s crab-like legs sprouted from his back before they lifted him off the ground and scuttled him over to Zarek with breakneck speed, and he held the acid dagger right up to his brother’s throat as Zarek’s eyes widened with fear. 

“If you so much as utter Sarah’s name in that manner again,” Zoklan snarled. “It will be the last words you ever utter. Family or not.” 

“B-Brother?” Zarek gulped. 

“I’m dead serious. Don’t talk about Sarah like that again.” 

“Okay, okay… It shall only be sunshine and rainbows about her from now on.” 

Zoklan’s acid dagger disappeared again in a flash, and he stepped away from his brother. 

“I am going into the Breach with Evan,” my father repeated. “End of story.” 

“Well, I’m not gonna let one of my only living family members dive head-first into certain death alone,” Zarek sighed. “If you really wish to do this, brother, then I shall go, too.” 

“It’s not certain death,” Trina declared. “Emperor Evan is going to be there to protect all of you!” 

“Also, keep in mind we don’t know how our magic will work in the Breach,” Alyona reminded us all. “Our Rahmian magic doesn’t hurt demons here in our world, but it might hurt them in theirs.” 

“Or it may not work at all,” Naomi added as she flicked a stand of magenta hair out of her eyes. “We just don’t know for sure.” 

Your magic will always work, Evan, the voice of Miraya, the spirit of the Sword of Healing, echoed in my head. As will anyone else who is empowered by one of my sisters. Your powers lie within your very soul and through the bond you have with your spirits, and they will never wane no matter where you are. 

“Well, that’s a good thing,” I chuckled, and then I looked over to my family. “Miraya says anyone who’s got a Noble Sword will have the power within them, so their magic will work anywhere.” 

“See?” Zarek grumbled. “This should be a mission of Nobles--” 

Zoklan shot his brother a dirty look, and Zarek shut up instantly. 

“We can’t take every Noble,” I mentioned. “Trust me, I’ve already thought about it. Nike’s already agreed to come along, as have Naomi, Aaliyah, and Rebecca.” 

“I may not be a Noble of the sword,” Naomi admitted. “Nor are Aaliyah or Rebecca, but I know our skills will be very much needed on the other side.” 

That was an understatement. We’d already established how our other two resident sorceresses, Alyona and Calltris, weren’t able to come into the Breach for a variety of reasons, and I didn’t want to go into the unknown without a powerful magic user on my side. Likewise, Aaliyah and Rebecca were two of the best fighters in my family, though in vastly different ways. 

Aaliyah, the beautiful, slender lion Demi-Human, was agile and nimble like a cat. She reminded me of Black Widow when she fought, as she used lots of flips, spins, and jumps to dispose of her enemies with her deadly claws. 

Rebecca the bear Demi-Human, on the other hand, was all about brute strength. The brunette beast of a woman tore her enemies apart with her bare hands, and she fought with the strength of at least two full-grown men. 

Even if they couldn’t “kill” a demon, per se, they were valuable assets to have at my side. 

“What about that other dragon?” Zarek questioned. “Callan? He’s a Noble of the Sword, right?” 

“Callan cannot come along, unfortunately,” Alyona sighed. “He has his own country to lead, and if Evan is gone, we must leave those we trust in power at the regional level.” 

“Exactly,” I agreed with my wife. “That’s why Solon, Amin, Redmon, Mael, and Anastasia can’t come, either. Their people need them here. I need them here.” 

“Skye is coming along as well, right?” Polina interjected like an overexcited schoolgirl. 

“Ohhhhh,” Trina sighed longingly. “I’ll miss having her around… Those white tattoos are soooo sexy.”

“That’s probably why Emperor Evan beds her every chance he gets!” Marina added. 

“I know I would,” Trina mumbled. “Maybe next time the three of us will get invited to the party, too?” 

I cleared my throat as I tried to repress the thought of the three beautiful dryads making love with Skye, though it was a really difficult image to avoid. Still, I didn’t want to pop a boner in front of all my loyal subjects, so I just moved on to the next line of thought. 

“I haven’t asked Emarla or Nokomis yet,” I admitted. “They are both much more timid and gentle than the other Nobles, and I fear they wouldn’t fare well in the Breach.” 

“Emarla can hold her own, my love,” Alyona noted with a warm smile. “I’ve heard nothing but good things from Valerra about how her training is coming along.” 

“That’s an understatement,” Polina giggled. “I heard she actually beat Valerra in their one-on-one sparring session!” 

“No way,” Marina huffed. “Nobody can defeat the Crimson Dragon in one-on-one combat. Other than Emperor Evan, of course.” 

“I heard it, too,” Trina spoke up. “Valerra doesn’t want anybody to know, but I heard it from Rebecca herself! She wouldn’t lie to me.” 

“Damn.” I whistled. “Emarla defeated Valerra? Maybe she would be prepared for the Breach.” 

That shouldn’t be a surprise to you, Miraya said with a smug chuckle. My Sister Remna is the most chaotic and resourceful of the Sword Spirits, after all. Emarla and her probably have a full spiritual connection, which makes them both even more powerful. 

“Okay, okay,” I finally conceded. “I’ll ask Emarla and see what she says. But Nokomis? I worry her empath abilities wouldn’t even know what to do in a place like the Breach… A place that is full of hatred, death, and dark spirits.” 

“She’d be overwhelmed,” Alyona agreed. “Though the offer is still on the table for me to join--” 

“No!” I responded in an instant, but then I softened my tone. “We’ve been over this, my beloved Empress. You’re not going into the Breach. It’s too dangerous for you and our child.” 

Alyona placed her hand over her pregnant belly, which was now showing a slight bump. We had gone to great lengths to ensure we would have a healthy, happy baby who could one day act as our Heir to the throne of Rahma, and I wasn’t going to put that at risk by taking my wife into a deadly place like the Breach. 

“I’m sorry, my love,” the white-haired Empress sighed. “I just-- I don’t like being away from you for so long. Especially when-- when I don’t know if you’ll come back.” 

I stood from my chair and walked over to my wife. Then I stared deep into her amethyst eyes as I held her delicate cheeks in my hands and pressed my forehead against hers. 

“I will come back,” I whispered to Alyona as I placed a hand on her belly. “I promise. I just can’t put the two of you at risk.” 

“I know…” she sniffled, and her amethyst eyes shone with unshed tears. “It’s just hard for me to sit back and do nothing.” 

“You’re going to be doing lots while I’m gone,” I explained. “When I’m in the Breach, you are the de facto ruler of almost this entire world. You will be Empress Alyona of Hatra, and I trust you to make the same decisions I would make from that throne in the Lunar Palace.” 

“Uhhhh,” Zarek spoke up. “I hate to break up the tender moment… But I think I found something else.” 

“What?” Alyona and I both asked and looked up at the same time. 

“Geez.” Zarek rolled his eyes as he flipped the book in his hands around for us to see. “Don’t act so shocked. I may be a scoundrel, criminal, and a no-good dirty cheat, but I’m not an idiot.” 

“I never implied you were anything but those first three,” I teased my uncle. “What’ve you got?” 

“Well, it’s not really any concrete information,” the gray dragon admitted. “It’s really more of a new mystery than anything, but it definitely relates…” 

“Like I said, I’ll take anything at this point.” I shrugged.

“It says right here the Demon King entrusted all his secrets to a single mortal man,” Zarek noted as he ran his finger along the pertinent information. “A man named Olivier.” 

Rage boiled up from my very stomach as I thought of the man who’d been a thorn in my side since I arrived in Rahma. Olivier, “The Sage,” was the leader of the Green Glass Sect, a group that had wiped out most of the dragons in this world and who’d killed Valerra’s family before her eyes. The bastard had been dead for quite some time now, which was kinda inconvenient right now but had been oh-so-satisfying when Valerra beheaded him with my sword. 

“That’s not gonna do us much good,” I sighed. “Olivier’s dead. He has been for a while now.” 

“What about his underlings?” Zoklan questioned. “Surely such a powerful man wouldn’t have worked alone.” 

“The Green Glass Sect is gone, as well,” I explained. “We killed the last remnants of them before we captured their leader.” 

“Surely that can’t be true,” my father chuckled. 

“What do you mean? My friends and I slaughtered them.” 

“But it couldn’t have been all of them, right? The sects of this world are massive, Evan. Even if you think you killed every single one of them, there must surely be members still scattered to the winds, or perhaps rogue members? Ones who broke off from the original sect because they didn’t like the leader or the mission or something of that nature?” 

“I doubt it,” I sighed and rubbed the back of my head. “Their whole shtick was they hated dragons, and they didn’t think I was fit to rule Hatra or Rahma. If any of the Green Glass Sect were still alive, I’m sure I would have heard from them by now.” 

“Uhhhhh… Maybe not,” Zarek gulped. 

“Brother?” Zoklan tilted his head and looked at the gray dragon. “Please elaborate.” 

“Well, it might be nothing,” Zarek chuckled. “But when my crew and I were moving through Odrein--” 

“What were you doing out in Odrein?” I growled. 

“The usual scoundreling.” My uncle shrugged and shot me a sly smirk, and I knew he wasn’t going to elaborate any more. “Anyway, there was this small group of crazies out there who attacked us when they saw me fly overhead. They knocked me outta the sky with a blast of magic, and then they wrapped me up in ice and tried to kill me! Thankfully, the rest of my crew was there to step in and beat them into submission, though we left most of them alive.” 

“You don’t think that’s the Green Glass Sect, do you?” Naomi scoffed. “It may have been just a group of secluded individuals.” 

“They were all human,” Zarek noted. “Which is pretty strange for Odrein, isn’t it?” 

“Indeed.” Alyona nodded. “The citizens of Odrein are mostly all Demi-Humans due to the bitterly cold climate that plagues the land year round. It would be hard for humans to survive.” 

“These were humans,” my uncle repeated. “Magic humans.” 

“Did you get any other information out of them?” I asked. 

“That’s more of your thing, Emperor Evan.” Zarek smirked. “My crew and I just beat the tar out of them until they ran away like the cowards they were.” 

“Hmmm…” I pondered aloud. “They fit the bill. A bunch of humans who tried to kill a dragon on sight, and who used magic to do so? And they ran away the second it looked like the fight wasn’t going their way? I’ve dealt with the Green Glass Sect enough times to know that’s exactly what they’d do.” 

“But why would they be out in the middle of nowhere?” Alyona asked. “In Odrein, of all places?” 

“If they’re even still there,” Polina noted. “For all we know, they might have moved on.” 

“How long ago was this?” I asked Zarek. “And do you think you could remember where it happened?” 

“Oh, I remember,” Zarek scoffed. “And it was only about a month or so before I ran into you in Leyte. We were traveling on our way there when it happened.” 

“First the men who tried to kill you in Kieso, and then the people in Odrein?” I chuckled. “There must be something unwelcoming about you, Uncle Zarek.” 

“Don’t look at me.” The gray dragon snorted. “Both times I was just flying through, minding my own business.” 

I somehow didn’t believe that, and the look Zoklan shot his brother told me he was thinking the exact same thing. However, this presented us with an opportunity. Sure, we could keep thumbing through these books and scrolls and tomes, and we might maybe, just maybe, find out information that would help us with our journey into the Breach. If we did that, the information would come in tidbits, and we’d have to piece it together over the course of several more hours or even days. 

Or we could portal out to Odrein, find these alleged members of the Green Glass Sect, and then try to see if they knew anything about the other side of the Breach. Even if Olivier hadn’t told them everything the Demon King had relayed to him, those bastards would surely know more about the Breach and its creatures than any of us would.

Even if they didn’t know anything, or even if they weren’t members of the Green Glass Sect after all, it would still be a good idea to go out there and see them. If these men wanted to kill a dragon on sight, that wasn’t gonna fly in my new world. 

In a way, it was my duty as Emperor to go out there and stop them regardless. 

Of course, if these men weren’t Green Glass Sect, then a long journey and equally long battle would be all for naught. Sure, I wanted to eliminate anybody who thought they could get away with attacking an innocent dragon, but at the same time, we needed to find answers about the Breach. 

We didn’t have time to waste. 

Then I remembered that we had an “Ace in the Hole.” 

“Mara,” I whispered under my breath. 

“Who?” Zoklan asked. 

“Mara,” I said as a smile spread across my face. “Mara is a member of the Green Glass Sect.” 

The blonde woman had been an assassin who made an attempt on my life, but she’d obviously failed and currently resided in the cells of the Blue Tree Guild’s airship.

“The woman you captured long ago?” Alyona asked as she tilted her head to the side. “Do you think she’d know anything about this?” 

“She’s still alive, right?” I chuckled. “Fuck me, I haven’t thought about her in months.” 

Though, to be fair, many more people had tried to kill me since the blonde. I couldn’t possibly remember them all.

“We can find out!” Polina declared. 

The Dryad cleared her throat, and then she reached up and placed two fingers against the gorget on her neck. The symbol of the Blue Tree Guild, which was naturally a stylized blue tree, lit up against Polina’s fingertips as her brow began to furrow. She was talking to the other members of the guild telepathically through the magic of her gorget, and I was sure Laika was answering her promptly. 

Laika, the gorgeous wolf Demi-Human, was both the leader of the Blue Tree Guild as well as head of my royal guard. She was an extremely powerful ally, a fierce warrior, and an equally fierce lover. 

I was a lucky dragon to have her on all three of those counts. 

“What are they saying, Polina?” Alyona asked. 

The green-skinned woman held up a finger as she listened to the voices inside her head, and then she nodded a few times and took a deep breath. Finally, Polina removed her fingers from the gorget, which instantly stopped shining. 

“Laika laughed when I told her Evan wanted to talk to Mara,” Polina explained. 

“Why?” I asked as my heart fell into my stomach. “Is she gone?” 

“No… Laika just really does not like that prisoner, since she’s been difficult to handle ever since she was brought to the airship.” 

“But she’s still on the airship.” I nodded, and then I glanced back at all my companions. “You guys coming?” 

My friends and lovers all looked at each other, dumbfounded, but they smiled and agreed to accompany me. 

I moved out into a space that was more wide-open before I transformed my body into its dragon form, and then I crouched down as everybody hopped on. Zoklan and Zarek both transformed into dragons, as well, and the three of us took off toward the Blue Tree Guild airship. I led the way as we flew over Hatra for a few minutes, until we arrived at the massive, steampunkesque airship that doubled as Hatra’s prison. We landed in the courtyard of the ship, my friends slipped off my back, and then Zoklan, Zarek, and I transformed back into our human forms. 

The elder wolf Demi-Human, Pyotr, was there on the ramp of the airship, and the old man’s gray hair billowed in the wind as he waddled to meet us. Even though Pyotr looked fairly young for his age, the years showed on his body. He walked with a bit of a limp, and his skin was covered in the scars from previous battles as well as wrinkles given to him by his greatest enemy of all. 

Time. 

“Laika couldn’t be here, I’m afraid,” Pyotr announced as we met him halfway up the ramp. “She said something about training students in sword combat?” 

“That’s fine,” I said to the old wolf Demi-Human. “I plan on making this quick. I just need to get some information out of Mara, that’s all.” 

“Ah,” Pyotr chuckled. “Perhaps it is a good thing Laika is not here, then. She and Mara have a… turbulent relationship, to say the least.” 

Pyotr led us into the airship and then to the part that acted as the hold for prisoners. Eventually, we followed the man to a row of cells, many of which were empty, but I heard Mara long before I saw her. 

“The Lord of the City…” Mara’s voice chuckled. “Or is it the Lord of Rahma now?” 

“Lord of Rahma and all allied nations,” I corrected the former assassin as I walked up to her cell. 

Mara was seated cross-legged on the stone floor of her cell, and she didn’t even look up at me when she heard my voice. Instead, the Green Glass Sect assassin simply sat there scratching at the ground with her fingernails. When I got a little bit closer, I saw the condition of the rest of her cell, and I let out an audible gasp. 

All over the walls, ceiling, and floor were crude images scratched into the surface. Upon closer inspection, I noticed Mara’s fingernails were now jagged and broken, and I shuddered to think of what that sensation would feel like against a hard, stony material. 

“What’s the matter?” Mara mused. “Don’t you like my drawings? It’s not like there’s anything better for me to do in here.” 

“Well, maybe if you hadn’t tried to kill me all those months ago,” I said. “You’d still be free.” 

The woman finally looked up at me, and I was met with a pair of piercing green eyes that were bloodshot and full of hatred. Mara’s blonde hair was frayed at the ends, though she wore a hastily-made braided ponytail down the center of her head. The green leaf tattoo all members of the Green Glass Sect had was on full display on the back of her right hand, but I noticed there were a few scars over it where it looked like she’d tried to scratch it out. 

“What do you want?” Mara grumbled. “Surely you’ve not come for more information on my sect? From the rumors I’ve heard, you killed Olivier, and the sect has all but been annihilated.” 

“That’s what I thought, too,” I said as I grabbed onto the bars. “Do you know of any members of your sect that might be out in Odrein?” 

Mara’s body tensed up at the mention of the country, but she shook her head furiously in denial. 

“She’s obviously lying,” Zarek growled. “Do I need to go in there and show her what a dragon is capable of?” 

“I’m surprised they let you out of your cell.” Mara smirked at my uncle. “You are a prisoner of this place, no?” 

Zarek’s eyes narrowed as he sucked his teeth and took a deep breath. Then the gray dragon jerked his head back, flipped a bit of his greasy black hair out of his eyes, crossed his arms, and stared daggers into the cell. 

“I am free because Emperor Evan has a use for me,” Zarek spat. “But I’m guessing that since you’re still in here, you’re about as useless as they come.” 

“Apparently not,” Mara sneered. “Because the ‘Emperor’ is standing before me now… Though I know nothing of this Odrein troop of mages you speak of.” 

“Mages?” I asked with a grin. “I never said anything about mages.” 

“So, they are Green Glass Sect!” Trina said with a triumphant laugh. 

Mara’s emerald eyes turned as wide as saucers as she realized her slip-up, but then she clicked her tongue. 

“I used to be an assassin,” she sighed. “I was never great at talking.” 

“Tell us everything you know about this Odrein troop,” I demanded. “You know I can just pull it out of you anyway, so there’s no point in trying to fight it.” 

“Fine, but I don’t know much about them,” Mara admitted. “Just that they are mages of the Green Glass Sect who decided to isolate themselves from Olivier and the rest of our sect. I don’t know why, and I honestly don’t care. Without our leader, there is no hope for our sect’s survival, anyway. You may as well kill them off and let the Green Glass Sect die a swift death, rather than clinging on weakly for a few more decades and disappearing without a single whimper.” 

“What about the Breach?” Zoklan asked. “What can you tell us about that?” 

“It’s big, ugly, and smells like shit,” Mara chuckled sarcastically. “Oh, and I think there might just be demons on the other side who want to get out…” 

“Do you need to pull it out of her, son?” My father grumbled. 

“Come on, Mara,” I sighed. “Make this easy on yourself.” 

“I don’t know anything you don’t.” Mara shrugged. “Do your worst, but you won’t get anything significant.” 

Even though she was a member of the Green Glass Sect and had tried to kill me in the past, I didn’t really have a reason to think she was lying. 

Still, I asked one more time. 

“You must know something,” I said with a frown. 

“I really don’t. I was a lowly assassin, ‘Emperor Evan.’ That sort of information was reserved for the important people in our Sect, not the men and women who went out and did their dirty work.” 

“But the Sect members in Odrein might know something about the Breach?” 

“There’s some reason they isolated themselves from the rest of us… Who knows?” The blonde shrugged. “It might have something to do with the Breach or the Demon King, or it may just be they made a rude comment about Olivier’s robes one time, and he banished them. I don’t know.” 

“Then this is where our conversation ends,” I said with a frown. “Have fun with your drawings.” 

“Oh, I will,” Mara chuckled darkly. “They’re all based on the news I overhear from the guards, about your quests and the happenings around Hatra… I really hope the next one I draw is a dead black dragon, surrounded by the corpses of his friends in a snow-covered wasteland.” 

“That’s enough,” Pyotr hissed. “If you speak to our Emperor like that again, I will--” 

“She’s trying to bait you, Pyotr,” I warned. “She wants to die, remember? So she can be a martyr for the Sect. Don’t fall for it.” 

The old wolf Demi-Human frowned as his ears laid down flat on his head. His hand was tight around the pommel of his sword, but he loosened it as he took a deep breath and calmed his nerves. Then Pyotr finally placed his hands against his waist and looked away from the blonde assassin. 

“It was worth a shot,” Mara giggled before she looked down and went back to her fingernail carvings. 

I frowned at the former assassin and then turned and left her cell block.

“So, what happens now, Evan?” Trina asked as we walked away. 

“We’re going to Odrein,” I announced. “Alyona? Can you portal us out there?” 

“Well, yes, but… Are you sure that’s a good idea?” my wife asked. 

“It’s my duty as Emperor,” I explained. “I can’t have members of the Green Glass Sect running around free, especially not with the Demon King’s power growing so intensely.” 

“Ohhhhh!” Trina gasped. “Can we come along? I’ve always wanted to see a world devoid of plant life.” 

“I don’t know if that’s the smartest idea,” I chuckled. “For that exact reason. If these guys want to kill us, there’s no way for you to use your magic to fight back.” 

“It’s nature magic, Emperor Evan,” Polina reminded me. “We don’t need plants. There are plenty of other ways for us to fight back…” 

“Also, we’re members of the Blue Tree Guild!” Trina huffed. “We could kill a few measly sect members with nothing but the swords and daggers in our hands!” 

“Fair enough,” I laughed. “You can come along.” 

“Obviously, we’re coming, too.” Zoklan pointed between himself and Zarek. “Surely my brother wants a rematch against those vile men.” 

“This time I won’t be taken off guard,” the gray dragon growled. 

“I’ll come along, as well,” Naomi suggested, but I shook my head. 

“You and Alyona stay here,” I said. “We can split our efforts, and you two are going to know what you’re looking for better than anyone else.” 

“As you wish, Emperor Evan.” The lizard Demi-Human bowed. 

“Are you ready, then?” Alyona asked. “Or shall we find Nokomis? She would be a great guide, since Odrein is her homeland.” 

“I know the way,” Zarek explained. “It’s hard to forget the sight of the world around you when you get hit with a giant icicle and start to plummet toward the freezing ground.” 

“We’ll be okay,” I promised. “Zarek knows where he’s going, and time is of the essence here. We can do without Nokomis this one time. Hopefully, we won’t be gone for that long, anyway.” 

“Then I shall summon the portal.” The Empress nodded. 

Alyona stepped out of the airship first and walked down the ramp to the ground, and then her hands began to glow with white magic. She whispered the incantation she’d used hundreds of times before, and sure enough a glowing circle of pure white energy appeared in the air before us. Zarek, Zoklan, the dryads, and I all walked up to the portal, and I looked back at my other friends one last time. 

“Don’t wait up for us,” I chuckled. “I heard Forsythe is making his famous roast Garmabeast for lunch today.” 

“You’ll be back before then.” Naomi smirked.

“I hope so.” 

“Wait!” Zoklan declared. “What about these women? You and Zarek and I will be fine in the cold thanks to our dragon scales, but won’t the dryads need better clothing if we are traveling to Odrein?” 

“Oh, right,” Polina chuckled. “Hold on…” 

Polina closed her eyes and placed her feet firmly on the ground. Then several dirt-covered vines stretched up and began to wrap themselves around her arms, legs, head, and neck. Soon, the dryad’s green skin was completely covered by an array of leaves, dirt, and stone. Polina’s face was still exposed, as was the blue gorget on her neck and the cloak that draped down her back, but otherwise, she stood there before us in some sort of natural suit of armor. 

“Have-- have you known how to do that all along?” I asked. 

“Yep!” Marina declared as she began to repeat the process. “We’ve just never needed it on our adventures until now.” 

“We tend to stick around Hatra,” Trina noted as vines and dirt slithered up her appendages. “There’s not much need for warm clothes here. Now, are we going to go into the big glowy circle or not?” 

No matter how long I’d been around the dryad triplets, I never once got tired of their mixture of gusto and sass. 

“See you on the flip side.” I winked at my friends, and then I quickly ran through the portal. 

The world turned white for a split second before my vision slowly started to fade back in. 

Unfortunately, the world I saw before me was just about as white as the portal. As the rest of my friends appeared through Alyona’s portal beside me, I looked around to see that we were surrounded by nothing but large swatches of ice and snow, with the occasional mountain, large snow bank, or frozen lake scattered in between. The cold wind whipped at my face, though I mostly brushed it off with a quick spray of my healing mist before I turned to address the rest of my team. 

“Okay…” Trina sighed through a shiver. “Maybe we did need something more warm.” 

“Don’t be silly, sister,” Polina mused. “Soon, we’ll be in the heat of battle, and our blood will be rushing through our veins and keeping us plenty warm.” 

“And if all else fails, we could do a bit of ‘skin on skin contact’ with Emperor Evan,” Marina purred. 

“Can we do that anyway?” Polina asked with a half-smirk, and all the blood in my body rushed down to my nether regions. “Maybe all at the same time.” 

“Evan’s tongue is plenty warm,” Trina giggled. “That’d keep me at the right temperature in allllll the right places.” 

“And his seed would warm us to the very soul,” Marina sighed longingly. 

“Maybe when we’re all done here,” I chuckled awkwardly. “I love the enthusiasm, but I think taking off our clothes would just make us colder in the long run.” 

“It depends on how intense we got.” Trina winked. 

“Can we not?” Zarek grumbled. 

“Oh, brother…” Zoklan laughed. “Do not take it out on your nephew just because you haven’t lain with a woman in years. Evan has earned the right to have a great harem like the rulers of old, and he has fully taken advantage of it.” 

“I’ll say,” my uncle snorted. “I imagine Evan has bedded half the women in his kingdom by this point.” 

“It’s not about numbers,” I tried to explain. “It’s all about connection and love. I love every single member of my harem dearly, and I know they love me just as much.” 

“Right…” Zarek mused. “I’ve ‘loved’ every single woman I’ve bedded in the past, as well. Didn’t change the fact they eventually ran the other way as fast as they could.” 

“I can’t imagine why,” Polina whispered, and the other two dryads giggled in response. 

“Enough with the chit-chat,” I sighed. “Can you take us to the place where you were attacked?” 

“As if it happened yesterday,” my uncle said. “Shall we?” 

Instantly, Zarek and Zoklan both began to transform, and seconds later a massive gray dragon and a massive black dragon stood before us. I followed their lead and shifted myself into my dragon form, and then I looked over at the dryad sisters. 

“Hop on,” I said to the triplets, who all swooned in response. 

“That’s what I like to hear.” Marina smiled. “Come on, sisters… Let’s ride Emperor Evan!” 

The three green-skinned women climbed up onto my back and then used the vines that made up their clothes to strap themselves down to my body. I could feel their massive breasts pressed up against my back, and the dragon in me growled with satisfaction as I thought about what I wanted to do to all three of these beautiful women. 

“Lead the way, Zarek,” I commanded. 

The gray dragon hopped up into the air, beat his wings, and took off toward the west. Zoklan and I took flight right after him, and the ground below us soon became a distant blanket of white, dotted with the occasional icy blue. I could see Nokomis’ home city of Narsglow off in the far horizon, but we were headed in the complete opposite direction. Maybe another time, once Rahma was saved and the Demon King was defeated, I’d pay a royal visit to Tawas and King Tecumseh and Queen Isi. 

But for now, I was only focused on the task at hand. 

Zoklan and I followed Zarek through the icy tundra for several hundred miles, until we eventually reached an area that was nothing but the end of a powerful, rushing river that poured into a massive frozen lake. 

“This is the place I was attacked!” Zarek called back to us. 

“Here?” Zoklan asked. “Brother, there is nothing around us but desolate snow plains. Surely no humans could survive around these parts.” 

“I remember like it was yesterday, Zoklan,” my uncle huffed. “The humans might have moved on since, but--” 

Before Zarek could finish his sentence, there was a loud “whoosh” sound, and then a spray of blood as an icicle the size of the Seattle Space Needle stabbed through my uncle’s left shoulder. Zarek let out a thunderous roar of pain as he began to plummet down to the ground, and Zoklan bellowed with rage. 

“Brother!” 

“Dad, wait!” I called out to Zoklan as he dove down after Zarek, but he was too focused on his sibling to listen. “Fucking hell…” 

“Watch out, Evan!” Trina screamed. 

“Hold on!” I hissed to the dryads, and then I did a barrel roll to the right. 

Thank goodness I did, because half a second later another massive icicle whisked past where I had just been. I came out of my roll and began to scan the ground for signs of enemies, but there was nothing that my naked eye could see. 

Unfortunately, for whoever was down there, I was more than capable of seeing through their facade. 

Categorization: Humans, Thirty-Six. 

Priority: N/A 

Status: No Healing Required 

We were under attack from an invisible enemy, and if we didn’t get a handle on this quick, we were fucked. 

 




 
 Chapter 2 

“We’ve got a problem,” I called out to the dryads on my back. “Thirty-six of them, to be exact.” 

“Thirty-six?” Trina asked. “I don’t see anybody!” 

“They’ve cloaked themselves,” I growled. “So we need to flush them out any way possible.” 

First thing was first, though. I needed to heal Zarek from the giant puncture wound he had in his shoulder. 

Categorization: Dragon

Priority: Urgent, Will Bleed Out if Not Addressed

Status: Potentially Fatal Wound, Immediate Healing Required 

I swooped down toward the falling Zarek, who was being followed by his brother. In one swift motion, I sucked in a deep breath, came to a stop in mid-air, and then unleashed a blast of rainbow glitter down onto my uncle. The glitter shot toward the wounded dragon like it was being sucked through a vacuum cleaner, and then it spread out around the bloody hole in his body. Instantly, the crimson liquid that dotted his scales began to dry up, and the wound itself started to close in on itself. Within seconds, Zarek was completely healed, and he flipped around and caught himself with his wings. 

“Gods…” he spat as he regained some altitude. “I swore that wasn’t going to happen again!” 

Another massive icicle shot past Zarek and Zoklan, but this time the two dragons were able to avoid the deadly attack. 

Meanwhile, I got the slightest glimpse of where these attacks were coming from. For a split second, there was a bit of ice on the frozen lake’s surface that stretched upward into a point and then launched itself through the sky like a bullet. 

“They’re under the ice!” I called out. “That’s why we can’t see them.” 

“The temperature of the water has to be in the negatives!” Zoklan gasped. “How could humans possibly survive in such conditions?” 

“Magic, brother,” Zarek chuckled. “Or have you been away from Rahma so long you’ve forgotten how it functions in our world?” 

It was clear what we needed to do now. We needed to melt this ice and get the fuckers exposed.

“Everybody, blast away!” I called out. “We need to get as much of that protective ice layer gone as we can.” 

Zarek, Zoklan, and I all sucked in our breaths, and I felt a warm tingle at the back of my throat as white-hot fire began to build. Zarek and I both unleashed a blast of red and yellow flames down onto the surface of the lake, which instantly started to steam and melt away. 

Zoklan’s breath, though, came out as green acid, and the liquid death splattered against the thick sheet of ice and promptly began to sizzle as it ate through the ice quickly. 

We dodged a few more shots of deadly icicles as we held our attacks, but soon it became evident this wasn’t a viable solution. 

“There’s way too much lake, Evan,” my father growled. “We can’t possibly melt this whole thing… It’ll take hours.” 

Dad was right. I needed to figure out an alternate solution, and fast. 

Then the lightbulb went on in my brain. 

Even if we couldn’t melt all the ice on the lake, we could still melt away enough to get me down inside. And once that happened, my water cloaking ability would make me an unstoppable killing machine. 

Of course, my scales were just barely keeping me warm in the biting air of Odrein, so I couldn’t even imagine what would happen when I got down in the bone-chilling, icy depths of the lake. Still, it was something I had to try, and I wondered if my instahealing abilities would be enough to keep me from drowning and freezing to death. 

There was only one way to find out. 

“Girls?” I said to the dryads on my back. “You might wanna transfer flights. Zoklan? Ready for boarding?” 

“What does any of that even mean?” Trina asked. 

“It means jump onto the other black dragon’s back!” Polina explained. 

I banked to the right and out of the way of another incoming icicle, and then my father came up right below me. The triplets all released their hold on my body, fell away, and landed on Zoklan with a soft thud. The vines that made up their outfits instantly grabbed onto my father, and the transfer was complete. 

Now, the fun could really begin. 

“Zoklan? Zarek?” I asked the other two dragons. “Aim at the same spot on the ice, okay? I have an idea.” 

The two other dragons exchanged a confirmation glance before they looked down below and sucked in a deep breath. All three of us unleashed our deadly attacks at the same time, and when the three beams hit the ice, it unleashed a geyser of hot steam that erupted into the air and made everything foggy. We continued to hold the attack for a solid minute as we listened to icicles zip past our position, but we knew our enemies were just as blind as we were. Finally, we let up our breaths, and the mist ceased. 

Zoklan and Zarek both turned away and tried to draw the enemy fire off me, but I continued straight down toward the crystal blue hole that was now staring back at me. 

I hit the water with a massive splash, and instantly I felt myself go into shock as the icy depths overtook me. Every muscle in my body went rigid as I began to gulp for breath, and I sucked in the ice-cold water into my lungs with each panicked gasp. Thankfully, my instahealing abilities kicked in immediately, and a few seconds later the water left my lungs as I began to regain control of my bodily functions. 

As I returned to normal, my vision adjusted to the depths, and I could see our enemies as clear as day. 

Sure enough, there were thirty-six men floating just under the surface of the ice, surrounded by giant bubbles I assumed gave them the ability to breathe underwater. Some of them were looking around frantically as they tried to see where I’d gone, though it was no use. Thanks to my underwater cloaking abilities, I was nearly invisible to the human eye down here. 

Now, it was my turn to take them by surprise. 

I beat my tail and flapped my wings against my body to propel myself upward as I took aim at my first target, and I reached him in no time at all. I needed to leave a few of these guys alive if I wanted to get any information out of them, but there were plenty of them to choose from. 

Which meant the rest could be disposed of, however I saw fit. 

I swam up to the first sorcerer’s bubble, and he twisted around and saw me at the very last second. The man opened up his mouth to scream and raised his hand toward me, but he didn’t stand a chance. 

I quickly placed my paw against his bubble, summoned up my poison spray ability, and then blasted a shot of the deadly purple mist straight into his bubble. It spread across the surface like a bloodshot eye at first, but then the violet death began to seep through his magical barrier and fill up the inside. The man gagged and flailed as he tried to fight back against the poison, though all he could do was choke on his own breath as his eyes rolled back in his head, and he went limp. The bubble around him disappeared, and his corpse did a dead man’s float up to the top of the lake, where it bumped repeatedly into the ice above. 

The man in the next closest bubble must have seen what had happened, because I turned around and saw a massive icicle shooting through the water like a torpedo. I summoned up my super-speed ability and quickly zipped down away from the attack, and then I flapped my wings and shot toward my second victim. His eyes went wide as his hands glowed with blue magic, and he began to conjure up another projectile, but I reached him before he could get it off. 

This time, I thought I’d try to take after my father and do some acid magic, which was one of my newest abilities. I punched my hand through the side of the man’s bubble and unloaded a blast of acid straight into his face. 

I heard the man’s muffled scream as the acid sizzled away at his flesh, and he fumbled at his head as his hair was burned away, and the skin on his face began to melt like it was made of wax. A second later, all I could see was the front of his skull, and his bubble collapsed as he went limp and floated to the top. 

There were three more sorcerers a few dozen yards away, all of whom still had their attention up on the dragons in the sky. I swam over to their position, opened my maw wide, and then pushed my snout straight through the first one’s bubble. He let out a scream as I bit down on his head, which exploded into a mess of gore and viscera. Then I slapped his floating corpse to the side as I moved on to the next two men, who finally realized the scaly death that was approaching. 

“He’s down here with us!” the first sorcerer gasped as he turned and summoned a bunch of icicles into his hands. 

He launched a handful of the projectiles at me with a flick of his wrist, and I felt a few small, painless thuds in my neck as they attempted to stab into my body. Thankfully, my scales were impenetrable, and they didn’t do a lick of damage. I shoved my paw into the man’s bubble, sprayed a blast of webbing into his face, and then gave his head a yank forward. The man let out a yelp as he was tugged forward, right into the left hook I swung with my dragon paw, and there was a wet crack as the man’s head jerked to the right at an awkward angle before his body went rigid. 

“Die, dragon scum!” the third man snarled as he launched a giant icicle my way. 

I spun to the left as I tried to dodge the attack. I felt the point of the projectile slice across my shoulder, but it didn’t do any damage. Instead I simply chuckled and went in for my kill shot. 

The man feebly attempted to summon up another attack, but it was too late. 

I shoved my snout into the fucker’s bubble, opened wide, and then blasted him at point-blank range with white-hot fire. He didn’t even have a chance to make a sound as his entire upper body was incinerated by the flames, and when I finally released my attack, all that was left of him was a pair of legs. 

“To the surface!” a distant voice called out, though the words were slightly muffled by the water. “We’re all helpless down here!” 

“But there’s two more dragons up there,” another protested. 

“And there’s one down here!” 

Soon, I saw the icy sheet above the men start to part, and then their bubbles floated up through the water and up into the air, out of sight. 

My plan had worked like a charm. 

I heard the sound of a few more fiery blasts from above, followed by screams of shadows as they collapsed to the ground and gently melted through the ice. 

Zoklan and Zarek were already having a field day up there. 

I pounded my wings and pushed myself back toward the surface, but that’s when my ears picked up something that made my heart drop. 

“What about Maltrom?” one of the men asked in a horrified voice. “Won’t that piss her off?” 

“Who cares about Maltrom?” another spat. “This is our chance to do what Olivier couldn’t! Do it now.” 

Suddenly, I saw the shadows up above begin to drop down and place their hands against the ice. Then the ice sheet on top of the lake began to glow, and all of the holes that dotted the ice started to close up. The ice suddenly started to spread downward, and several jagged spikes sprouted from its underside. 

Fuck. 

I called upon my precognition powers as I slowed myself to a stop, which brought up several golden lines in the water around me. I followed the closest one and just barely avoided the nearest spike, and then I plunged downward as the ice sheet above continued to thicken. 

This wasn’t good. Even if I was able to avoid all the spikes and repeatedly heal my lungs from the damage they were taking, the thicker that ice sheet got, the longer it would take me to get out of the water. I could be stuck down here for hours, which would give my enemies enough time to do whatever the fuck they wanted to my friends up above. 

And without my healing abilities, I wasn’t sure how well my friends would fare against these guys on their own home turf. 

I kept swimming downward and avoiding the incoming icicles until, finally, they came to a stop. 

Right when my feet hit the sediment at the bottom of the lake. 

I instantly got to work with my fire breath, which sizzled and evaporated the water and ice in front of me as I blasted. It melted the sheet of ice away bit by bit, though I could already tell this wasn’t going to be the most efficient way to get out of here. 

Then I heard a roar from deep down in the ground. It was powerful enough to shake the earth around me, which also caused several of the icy tendrils to snap and shatter into a million pieces that floated up toward the surface. 

Off in the distance I heard an inhuman hiss, followed by the sound of shattering ice, and when I twisted around to look, all I saw was the tail of some massive creature as it burrowed up through the thick sheet of ice like it was made of wet cardboard. 

This must have been the “Maltrom” these guys were so worried about. 

Whatever the creature was, though, it was my ticket out of here. 

I swam horizontally over to the area where the beast had emerged, turned upward, and began my ascent up through the icy depths. The hole in the ice was at least double the size of my body, and I wondered what the fuck kind of creature awaited me when I got up to the surface. 

And, more importantly, whether we’d be able to keep it from killing all these sect members or not. 

Soon, the rays of bright sunlight shone down into the tunnel from above, and I got a second wind as I pushed forward and covered the last little bit of distance. I felt the frigid wind against my body as I broke through the surface and out into the fresh air, and I sucked in a long, deep breath as the last bit of water was healed out of my respiratory system. 

As I looked around, though, my breath seemed to get caught in my chest. 

Bodies of our attackers were littered everywhere, and about half of the crew had been taken out already. Zoklan, Zarek, and the three dryads were on the ground engaging some of the surviving members of what I assumed to be the Green Glass Sect, and they were making pretty short work of the bastards. 

I watched as Zarek, in human form, parried an attack from an opponent, and then he grabbed the guy by the wrist. My uncle yanked the dude toward him like he was gonna give him a big bear hug, but as he did so he surrounded his body with his signature deadly bone spines. The spikes stabbed through the man like a hot knife through butter, and Zarek retracted the spines as the poor bastard fell to the ground, dead. 

Zoklan seemed to be locked in a sword fight with two Sect members, both of which wielded a sword made out of ice. My father’s blade was formed from his acid magic, and it sizzled against the ice with each blow, parry, and block he made. 

Meanwhile, the three dryad sisters were all fighting together, back to back in a group. They used their nature magic to control the vines that made up their winter clothes, and I watched as they tossed around enemies like a child haphazardly throwing around their toys. 

What shocked me the most, though, was the creature I assumed was Maltrom. 

Way on the other side of the battlefield, several of our enemies were fleeing across the ice as fast as they could, and right behind them was a massive beast that charged along on all fours, with dark gray flesh that was slick from the water it lived in. The monster’s arms and upper body were significantly larger than the rest of her figure, which helped her propel herself forward with the gait of a charging gorilla. Maltrom had small brown nubs all down her spine, and there were webbed flaps of skin that opened and closed on her shoulders, waist, and feet. The creature didn’t have a neck at all, so she appeared to be a massive ball of flesh with arms and legs, but what she did have were teeth. At the very front of her body were two slitted yellow eyes and a mouth with a jaw that unhinged like a snake. 

Maltrom let out a gurgling sound as her sides bloated outward, and then she sprayed a bunch of yellow goo out onto the ground in front of her. The goo landed on top of a bunch of the fleeing sect members, and they screamed as they were trapped in place by the glue-like substance. 

Yeah. I could see why these guys were afraid to disturb this creature. 

“Make sure we leave some of them alive!” I commanded my friends as I zipped down and landed on the battlefield. “We need to see what they know about the Breach.” 

“Fuck you, dragon,” one of them spat, and then he tossed a giant icicle my way. 

With one swift motion, I jumped into the air, twisted around to dodge the incoming projectile, and then shot a bit of my webbing onto its base. As I landed back on the ice, I jerked the sticky string forward, and the projectile banked around and headed straight back for the bastard. 

He tried to summon up a bit of ice to shield himself from the attack, but it was no use. The tip of the icicle shattered his barrier, and there was a wet shluck as it stabbed through the front of his head. Bits of brain and blood splashed out onto the ice behind the fucker as he stumbled backwards with the icicle protruding through his head, and then he collapsed to the ground. 

I stomped toward a few more sect members, who swiftly threw a flurry of deadly ice spikes in my direction. 

It was like these idiots completely forgot what I was. 

I opened up my mouth, summoned the familiar tickle of white-hot fire into my throat, and then blasted it forward. The flames completely melted the icicles before they got anywhere close to me, and the assholes that threw them screamed as they were incinerated by the fire. I cut off my attack just in time to see their charred bodies plop down into the water below, where they floated like a set of macabre pool floaties. 

“I thought you said to leave them alive?” Zarek chuckled as he ducked under a swing of the sect member’s blade. 

“Only two or three of them,” I chuckled. 

I realized that down here on the ground, I was an easy target thanks to my size, so I shifted back into my human form and drew the Sword of Hatra from my spatial storage. Then I incinerated another set of incoming icicles as I charged toward a nearby sect member, who quickly used his ice magic to form a sword in his hand.

He blocked the first swing I made at him, and then he conjured up an ice dagger and tried to stab me in the side. 

I instantly summoned fire into my left hand and tossed it in front of the blow, and the dagger melted into nothing on the spot. 

“It’s like you don’t even know me,” I taunted the sect member. 

Before he had a chance to retaliate, I blasted him in the chest with a shot of flames, and he screamed as he stumbled backward and tried to pat out the fire on his robes. Then I swung the Sword of Healing at the bastard’s neck, and his head came clean off with little more than a spurt of blood. Crimson liquid sprayed out of the stump atop his shoulders as his decapitated body fell onto its knees, and I kicked away the bastard’s severed head before I moved on to my next target. 

The next sect member I attacked was apparently much smarter than the rest. Instead of trying to hit me with an oversized icicle or come at me with a sword made of ice, he simply drew a dagger from his belt and summoned blue magic into his free hand. As I got closer, he blasted the ice at his feet with his spell, and a pillar of the material sprouted from the ground and raised him up above me. He used the pillar to launch himself up into the air over my body, and as he passed overhead, he tossed a handful of small icicles down onto my position. 

I rolled forward and avoided the projectiles, and then I flipped up to my feet and shot a blast of webbing at the fucker as I turned.

My opponent slammed his hand into the ground and brought up a flat wall of ice right in front of his body, and my web struck the shield with a harmless splat. The sect member tossed a massive icicle at me as he rounded the corner of his wall, and I threw up a fire shield seconds before it would have skewered me like a shish kabob. The icicle evaporated into oblivion without much fanfare, but that seemed to be exactly what this guy had planned. 

The fucker came at me with his dagger this time, and I was forced to use my super-speed to slide to the right and out of the way seconds before the blade would have pierced my heart. I came around behind the sect member, stabbed my sword into the back of his left calf, and then forced him down to the ground with my other hand. 

He seemed to be the most intelligent of the bunch so far, so I wanted to keep him alive. 

I quickly sprayed him in the face with my petrifying mist, and he coughed and sputtered for a few seconds before his body went rigid, and he collapsed face-first onto the ground. 

“Evan?” Trina let out a horrified scream from somewhere behind me. “We’ve got a problem!” 

“A big problem!” Polina added. 

When I turned around, I saw just how “big” of a problem we truly had. 

Maltrom had completely massacred the sect members she’d been chasing, and now she was charging back toward us with pure rage in her eyes. 

“Welp,” I sighed to Zoklan. “There goes any hope we had that she’d be on our side.” 

“I say we just fly away,” Zarek mumbled. “Take the man you just petrified and let this monster take care of the rest of the sect.” 

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” a nearby sect member cackled. “You get to fly in here and pretend to be the hero for a minute, only to fly away and let Maltrom destroy everything in her path.” 

I looked over to see a man on the ground laying in a pool of his own blood as the stab wound in his stomach bled intensely. 

“What do you mean?” I demanded.

“We’ve awoken the slumbering beast,” he snickered through a mouthful of blood. “She wasn’t supposed to wake up for several hundred years… Now, Odrein is doomed, and it’s all your fault, dragon.” 

The fuck it was. 

The man began to make a gurgling noise, but I shook my head. 

“Ohhhhh, no,” I growled. “You’re not getting out of this that easily.” 

I opened my mouth and sprayed a shot of healing glitter onto the dying man, and slowly but surely his wound began to heal up. Within seconds, he was gasping at regular air once more, and he sat straight up as he looked down at the hole in his cloak, which now only showed the bare skin underneath. 

He looked around with panicked eyes for a moment before he summoned an ice dagger into his hands and plunged it straight for his own heart. 

Too bad I was there to halt his suicide attempt. 

I tossed out a shield of flames right in the trajectory of his blade, and it melted away with a loud hiss. Before the man had a chance to try anything else stupid, I sprayed him with the yellowish-green petrifying mist and watched as his eyes rolled back in his head before he fell to the ground. 

“I’m guessing we take that one, as well?” Zoklan asked. 

“Great,” Zarek grumbled. “We have our two people to interrogate. Now let’s get out of here before we get pummeled by that angry blob of slime.” 

“I’m afraid we can’t do that,” I sighed. “You heard that guy… Maltrom is going to terrorize all of Odrein if she’s not stopped.” 

“You really believe him?” my uncle argued. “He was trying to kill us.” 

“He was dying,” I reminded the gray dragon. “The guy had no reason to lie to us… He was just trying to rub some salt in the wound before he went. If we leave, that thing is going to destroy Odrein.” 

“Then let the people of Odrein handle it,” Zarek sighed. “It’s not our fight, Evan.” 

“Sure it is,” I growled. “I am the Emperor of this world, and Odrein falls under my domain. It’s my duty to protect these people and this land, no matter what the cost. Now, are you going to help me, or are you going to just run away like you tried to do before?” 

Zarek’s eyes narrowed as he soaked in my criticism, but then he hung his head and chuckled. 

“I guess there are worse ways to die,” he mused. 

“That’s more like it,” I said. “We need a plan.” 

“That’s kinda hard to do when we’re fighting a battle on two fronts.” 

“Then we close down one of those fronts,” I suggested. “Right now.”

There were still about a dozen sect members left over, and I knew we were gonna have to make short work of them if we wanted to focus our full attention on Maltrom. 

Zoklan scurried around on his crab-like legs as he dodged the attacks of two sect members, while five more of the bastards were attacking the dryads. The remaining five were desperately trying to hold off Maltrom, though I already knew where that was headed. 

Maltrom sprayed a bit more of her yellow ooze out toward the sect members, and a couple of them were able to get ice shields up in time to avoid getting slathered with the sticky substance. The ones that didn’t, though, screamed as they were engulfed with the ooze and fell to the ground. They tried to break out of its grasp, but their attempts were about as vain as a fly trying to escape a vat of honey. 

Maltrom was on them in an instant, and we all watched in horror as the creature scooped up two of the poor bastards and popped them in her mouth like they were pieces of candy. There was a sickening crunch as she chewed up their bodies, and their blood-curdling screams went silent. 

The three remaining sect members of that group unleashed a flurry of icicles at the monster, and a few of them were able to penetrate her gray flesh. Maltrom roared in pain as she took half a step back, but then she reared back and slammed her fists into the ground. As she did so, a massive crack formed in the ice, and the sect members’ eyes went wide as they realized what was happening. They started to run in opposite directions, but it was too late. 

The ice beneath them gave way, and all three of them plunged into the frigid depths. 

That wasn’t the worst of it, though. 

The second they were in the water, flailing their arms and trying to swim back to safety, Maltrom dived in after them. The beast landed in the water with a giant splash, and the sect members yelled and cried out in horror as she began to gobble them up. Crimson stained the water as the beast devoured her enemies, and then she sprang out of the water like nothing had even happened. 

“Super strong, smart, and aggressive,” I gulped. “Yeah, we need a fucking plan.” 

“We fry the thing,” Zarek suggested. “What more of a plan do we need?” 

“I doubt it’ll be so easy,” I said. “But at least it’s a starting point.” 

Zarek and I both transformed ourselves back into our dragon forms, and then we leapt into the sky and took flight toward the charging Maltrom. We flew off in opposite directions before we came back around and unleashed a shot of fire breath down onto the creature’s position. 

There was a sizzle and a hiss as the flames engulfed Maltrom’s body, and the creature let out a blood-curdling screech in response. Then, much to my surprise, the screech seemed to grow closer and closer to me. 

Maltrom burst through the beam of flames and took a swipe at me with her massive fists. My brain rattled around in my skull as she struck me in the side of the head, and my body was knocked backwards several hundred feet before it plummeted down to the ground and slammed into the ice with a powerful crash. I was seeing double as I slowly stood back to my feet, just in time to watch Zarek narrowly avoid the monster’s grasp. 

Zarek responded with a shot of flames straight to Maltrom’s back, though his attack simply sizzled and hissed as it danced against her flesh. 

That’s when I realized Maltrom’s skin wasn’t slick because she’d been in the water. It was slick because she had a thick layer of ice that surrounded her at all times. Which also meant our fire attacks wouldn’t be effective at all. 

We needed a new strategy. 

“Evan?” Marina called out as she held a sect member in the air with one of her vines. “Do we need to keep this one alive?” 

“I’ve already got two of them,” I called back. “I think we’re okay.” 

“Wh-- what?” the man gasped. “Wait--” 

Before he could utter another word, Marina used her vine to pull him straight down onto her sword. The blade stabbed through his chest with a wet thunk, and his tongue flopped out of his mouth as his eyes went dark. 

I took to the sky once more as I flew toward Maltrom, who had now begun to throw massive chunks of ice up at Zarek. My uncle was able to evade the attacks with a mixture of his agility and by melting the ice with his fire breath, though they were coming at him so fast I knew he would quickly lose stamina. 

Maybe I could petrify this beast? 

Once I got close enough, I opened up my mouth and fired a shot of yellowish-green mist into her body. The cloud of petrification hung around her head as she looked around angrily and began to flail, but nothing seemed to happen. 

Fuck me. 

Maltrom snarled as she sucked in a breath and then launched yellow goo up into the air. It somehow smelled both sweet and putrid at the same time, almost like garbage that had been left out in the sun for too long, and I gagged as I tossed up a shield of fire around Zarek and myself. The goo hit the flames and began to steam, though it didn’t melt away like I had hoped. Instead, the sticky substance slowly dripped down the side of the barrier and then down onto the ground below. 

“What the fuck is that stuff?” I growled. 

“I don’t know,” my uncle admitted. “But I don’t wanna get caught in it, that’s for sure.” 

Just then, Maltrom leapt up into the air, and she snatched me and Zarek out of the sky. She held me in her right hand, and my uncle in her left, and the fucking beast started to squeeze us tightly as she landed on the ice and held us up so we were looking right into her eyes. 

Despite my impenetrable scales, I felt my bones cracking from the sheer strength of this thing, and I gasped for air as she started to squeeze the life out of me. 

Thankfully, this was a scenario tailor made for Zarek’s powers. 

My uncle roared as summoned massive spikes out of his body, and they stabbed through Maltrom’s hand like it was made of rotten wood. Maltrom screamed in pain as she released her grip on Zarek, but she held tight on me. 

Still, the distraction gave me enough time to make my move. 

It was a risky endeavor, but it was the only thing I could think of at the moment. I quickly transformed myself back into a human, and the sudden shift in my size caused me to slip through Maltrom’s grasp with ease. Gravity took over as I plummeted out of the sky, so I quickly shot a bit of my web up onto the monster’s arm and stopped my momentum in a flash. 

Before Maltrom had a chance to retaliate, I transformed back into a dragon, flew forward, and held out my hand as I summoned my poison spray. The veins in my arm turned dark black as purple mist came out of my fingertips like from an aerosol, and Maltrom grunted and spat as the deadly cloud entered her mouth. 

Maltrom stumbled backwards as she seemed to hack up a lung, and then she shook her head and stomped her back foot into the ground. 

“So she’s immune to poison, too?” I growled. “How the fuck are we going to kill this thing?” 

“I believe it’s time for trial and error, Evan,” Zarek noted. 

“We’re here to help, Emperor Evan!” Trina declared as the three dryads ran toward the scene. 

All three of the women used their nature magic to extend the tentacles on their outfits, and they wrapped them all the way up around Maltrom’s left arm. The dryads dug their heels into the ground as Maltrom tried to pull away, and somehow, the combined efforts of Polina, Trina, and Marina seemed to work. 

“Now’s our chance!” I hissed to my uncle. “Aim for the eyes!” 

Zarek and I both flew toward Maltrom, and we took different approaches to our assault. Zarek surrounded his entire body with his spiky bone-like appendages as he launched himself forward and then curled up into a ball. 

Meanwhile, I decided to go with something a bit more traditional. I summoned my fire breath and blasted it directly at the monster’s right eye. There was the sound of sizzling flesh as smoke hissed up from her eye socket, and Maltrom began to make a sound like a squealing hog. 

A split second later, Zarek’s body slammed against the creature’s other eye with a wet shluck. 

Maltrom roared in pain as she stumbled backwards, and then she reached up and began to brush at her eyes with an annoyed expression. In one quick motion, Maltrom plucked Zarek out of her eye and hurled him like a baseball off into the distance. Then she used her free hand to reach over, grab onto the dryad’s vines, and give them a hard pull. 

Polina, Trina, and Marina gasped as they were lifted up off the ground, and Maltrom began to spin them around her head like a helicopter. 

“Fuckfuckfuckfuck…” I growled as I prepared for the release. 

Sure enough, Maltrom let go of the girls, and they all screamed as they flew across the icy landscape with the speed of a drag racer. 

I used my super-speed ability to rush over and cut off their trajectory, and then I sprayed a bit of web out of my hands, caught the dryads, and held on for dear life as I tried to slow their momentum. Thankfully, my enhanced strength let me do that fairly easily, but it came at a cost. 

Now that I was focused on saving the dryads, I wasn’t focused on Maltrom. 

A warm, gooey substance splashed over my body, and I gagged as the disgusting ooze clung to me like white on rice. I tried to flap my wings and break free of the liquid prison, but it suddenly felt like I was being weighed down by two-ton weights. I fell down to the ground with a wet plop as I struggled to get out of the ooze, but it was no use. The more I struggled, the more my movements seemed to slow. 

I heard Maltrom approaching from somewhere behind me, and I knew if I didn’t get out of this shit soon, I’d be toast. 

I tried to open my mouth and burn my way out, but the sappy yellow substance was heavy enough to keep my mouth shut. I tried to conjure up both acid and fire magic into my hands, though the spells only just barely burned away the goo that surrounded them. I held the attacks as the yellow ooze slowly dissipated from the inside out, but my heart sank when I heard Maltrom approaching fast. 

There was no way I’d get out of here before I was pummeled into a bloody pulp. 

Maltrom’s fists came down straight on my back, and I grunted as I felt the bones in my spine splinter like shattering glass. My healing abilities fixed me up in a jiffy, but it still hurt like a bitch. 

“Get away from him!” Polina snarled, and I saw the three dryad women feebly trying to attack. 

I wanted to tell the sisters to run away, and that there was no way they could fight this thing on their own, but I couldn’t even open my mouth to talk. 

Thankfully, Zarek and Zoklan were ready for the assist. 

Zarek hit Maltrom with a blast of fire as Zoklan landed next to me. 

“This might hurt, Evan,” he admitted as he opened up his mouth, and there was a deep green glow from deep within his throat. 

Zoklan sprayed his acid breath down onto my body, and it seemed to eat through the yellow ooze much faster than I could do from the inside. I felt the acid warm my scales when it finally got through the last bit of ooze, but I didn’t give a fuck at this point. 

I suddenly jumped up onto all fours. 

I was free. 

And now, all of my friends could give their full attention to the monster before us. 

“She didn’t respond too well to getting attacked in the eyes,” I said. “We can use that to our advantage.” 

“Easy enough,” Zoklan growled, and then he flew up toward the monster. 

Maltrom swung at my father, though he was quick to doge. Zoklan retaliated with a blast of acid straight into the monster’s eye, and Maltrom roared in pain as she swatted him away with a backhand. Zoklan’s crab-like legs extended out of his body and caught on the ice, and the sight gave me an idea. 

If we couldn’t burn our way through Maltrom’s skin, then maybe my father could burrow through it. 

“Dad?” I called out to Zoklan as I rolled away from one of Maltrom’s fists. “New plan. I want you to get over here and start digging.” 

“In the ice?” he scoffed. “There’s nothing under there but water.” 

“Not this ice…” I explained as I pointed up to the monster. “That ice.” 

Maltrom tried to hit me with another splash of her sticky ooze, but I used my super-speed to avoid the grotesque projectile. 

The dryad sisters, on the other hand, weren’t so lucky. They all screamed as they were hit with the goop, and they fell to the ground as they were pinned down by its weight. 

“Normally, I’m all for some gooey stuff on my body,” Trina grumbled. “But not when it smells like this.” 

I let out a breath of flames as I flew upwards along Maltrom’s body, and the monster snarled as she tried to snatch me out of the sky with her razor-sharp jaws. Eventually, I got up above her, where I promptly began to fly around in circles while unleashing my fire breath down at her feet. 

Even though I knew it wasn’t going to do any damage whatsoever, I needed to give Zoklan enough of a distraction so he could get into position. Zarek joined the fray, and we started to fly around Maltrom as she swatted at us like King Kong on the Empire State Building. 

As we attacked the beast, Zoklan scurried over behind her and used his crab-like legs to crouch down before he sprang up into the air and landed square on Maltrom’s broad back. 

Then he got to work. 

My father’s appendages moved at lightning speed as they tore into Maltrom’s back, and I saw several bits of crystalized ice fly up into the air as he dug. Soon, though, the ice was replaced by blood and flesh, and Maltrom began to wail in pain. 

Son of a bitch. It actually worked. 

“Keep going, brother!” Zarek declared. “You’ll have this behemoth on its knees in no time--” 

Before he could finish his sentence, a wave of yellow goo splashed onto Zarek and pulled him down out of the air. Maltrom then reached back, grabbed my father in her grasp, and yanked him off her back. Zoklan let out a growl as he was squeezed by the large creature, and I knew if I didn’t act quickly, he was going to die. 

So, I flew around behind Maltrom, transformed myself back into a human, and let gravity take over. I sucked in a deep breath as I summoned my fiery bow and arrow into my hands, and then I used my precision target ability to take aim at the spot Zoklan had weakened. I held onto my arrow until the very last second, but I released it as I fell past Maltrom’s body. 

The arrow zipped through the air and then landed against Maltrom’s body with a slight sizzle. 

Maltrom, however, suddenly went apeshit. 

The beast roared with pain as she released Zoklan from her grasp, and then she began to flail around desperately as she fumbled at the wound on her back. It didn’t stop there, though, as I watched the fire from my arrow start to spread through Maltrom’s body, all underneath the thin sheet of ice that surrounded her. Within seconds, the beast’s entire figure was engulfed in flames, and she began to slam her fists into the ground in an attempt to get down to the water. 

The only problem was that the water was waaaaay down there, thanks to the Green Glass Sect. 

Maltrom wailed and screamed as she continued to try and dig her way to safety, but it was no use. Soon, smoke began to billow out of the beast’s eyes, ears, and mouth, and she started to twitch violently as she collapsed onto the ground. Then Maltrom’s eyes suddenly went dark, and she stopped moving altogether. 

A moment later, familiar words flashed before my eyes.

Predation: Assimilation activated

Skill: Mucosal Adhesion

Status: Assimilation complete

Well, seemed like I assimilated Maltrom’s yellow-goo. Not the best of my predation abilities, and I’d probably still rely more on my webbing since it was less gross, but power was power.

And at least she was dead. 

Somehow, some way, we’d been able to kill one of the most feared beasts in all of Odrein. 

Not to mention, we had two fresh new prisoners that would hopefully have some information to share with us. 

And if they didn’t, then I would just pull it out of them. 

Unfortunately, this was only the first half of the approaching battle, and we still had quite a ways to go before I was confident enough to march into the Breach and challenge the Demon King. 

That day would come soon enough, and after today there was nobody I’d rather have by my side than my father and my uncle. 

Now, we just needed to get these prisoners to talk. 

 




 
 Chapter 3 

“What was that thing?” Trina asked as she and her sisters cautiously approached the dead body of Maltrom. 

“I’m not one hundred percent sure,” I admitted. “But I know those guys we were fighting were deathly afraid of disturbing her, and one guy said we woke her up from a slumber that has allegedly lasted for hundreds of years.”

“No wonder she was so angry.” Polina whistled. “I get mad just being woken up from a quick nap. Just imagine how I’d be if I got woken up a few hundred years too early.” 

“Worse than that thing,” Trina giggled. “I am sure.” 

“I suppose we can always ask them,” Zarek said as he pointed back at the two petrified bodies behind us. “After they wake up from their little nap, of course.” 

“I’ll keep them petrified until we get back to Hatra,” I explained. “Then we can toss them in the airship and get the information we need out of them.” 

“Did we ever even establish they were Green Glass Sect?” Marina questioned. 

“Not officially,” I said. “Though right before they tried to trap me underwater they mentioned something about ‘doing something Olivier couldn’t,’ which indicates they at least know who Olivier was, and knew we had a history.” 

“Then what were they doing all the way out here?” Zoklan pondered aloud. “Odrein is quite some ways away from Rahma.” 

“That’s what I intend to find out,” I growled. “Let’s load these fuckers onto Zarek’s back and start the journey back to Hatra.” 

“Too bad Empress Alyona didn’t come along,” Marina sighed. “She could just portal us back.” 

“Emperor Evan didn’t want to put her in harm’s way,” Polina reminded her sister. “And that was probably a good idea, since we all just about got skewered and then eaten by a bloodthirsty monster.” 

“I know, I know…” Marina chuckled. “It’s just my laziness kicking in.”

“Couldn’t we just send the Empress a message and ask her to portal us back?” Trina suggested. 

“No,” I said. “I need to fly, get some of this energy out. Besides, I don’t want to wait a moment longer than I have to in this frozen wasteland.”

No one argued with that. 

The dryad sisters used the vines on their clothes to pick up the two petrified sect members and gently set them on Zoklan’s back. They then lifted themselves up onto my father and used their vines to both pin our captives to the ground and hold themselves onto the black dragon as he took to the sky. Zarek and I were right behind Zoklan, and we began the journey back through the snowy tundra. 

As we raised up into the clouds, I looked down and cringed at just how macabre the scene below us really was. There were bodies scattered all over the place, with blood and guts splattered around the ice that turned it a deep crimson. 

I didn’t know if there were the equivalent of vultures in Odrein, but if there were, they would certainly have a feast for the ages. 

Even with our enhanced speed and stamina, it took the other two dragons and I hours to get back to Hatra. The new capital of Rahma was bustling with people as we flew over, and most of them stopped and gawked as they watched their Emperor and his crew return. As we passed over the outskirts of the city, Trina reached up and pressed the Blue Tree gorget around her neck and sent a silent message to Laika that we were on our way to the airship. 

Sure enough, when we finally landed in front of the massive airship that acted as the Blue Tree Guild’s prison, Laika and her grandfather Pyotr were already waiting for us. 

Laika wore her signature half-smirk on her face as she watched the dryads dismount, and her wolf ears twitched happily as she placed her hands on her hips and popped them to the left. The wolf Demi-Human’s gray eyes were full of wonder as Zarek, Zoklan, and I transformed back into our human forms, and her fluffy gray tail flitted back and forth happily when I grabbed the two prisoners and lifted them up off their feet. 

I had repeatedly repetrified our captives as we made our way back to the capital city, but I’d intentionally let the effect wear off over the last hour or so. The prisoners were starting to get groggy, though neither of them was really moving yet. 

“What do we have here, Emperor Evan?” Laika asked as she bared her canines. “More prisoners for our ship?” 

“Green Glass Sect,” I explained. “At least, I’m pretty sure they are.” 

“I thought we killed them all?” the silver-haired wolf Demi-Human growled. “And their leader?” 

“I thought we did, too,” I said. “That’s why we left these two alive. They might just be key in helping us figure out what’s on the other side of the Breach.” 

“If they’ll talk,” Pyotr, the elder wolf Demi-Human, sighed. “These Green Glass Sect fools will take their own lives before they betray their own.” 

“Evan can get them to talk, Grandfather,” Laika promised. “I’ve seen him do it many, many times before.” 

“Let’s get them inside,” I said to my uncle and father. “I have a feeling both of these sleeping beauties here are gonna wake up soon, and I want to be there when they do.” 

The dryads used their vines to carry the captives up the ramp of the airship, while Laika and Pyotr led the way toward the cell block. I could sense Zarek’s nerves as we entered the prison, though I had no intention of throwing him back in a cell anytime soon now that he was fully on our side. We greeted a couple of BTG guards before we headed down to a spot where there were two cells empty, right next to each other. Then Pyotr used the keys on his belt to open them both up, and we tossed the prisoners onto the stone floor with a hard crash. 

“That sounded painful.” Polina whistled.

Categorization: Humans, Two

Status: Mild Concussion 

Priority: Low 

“They’re fine,” I chuckled as I watched the old wolf lock the two bastards up. “But let me speed up the process…” 

I opened my mouth and let a wave of glitter wash over the prisoners.

The eight of us stood there and watched as the Green Glass Sect members started to stir, and then they slowly regained consciousness. The “smart one” seemed to wake up first, and he pulled himself to his feet as he looked around and surveyed his new surroundings. 

He was a shorter, muscular man, though the pale flesh on his face was gaunt against his bones. The prisoner’s face was rounded and filled with black stubble, which perfectly matched the wild, shoulder-length black hair on his head. His blue eyes were beady and pale as he stared back at me, and his thin lips twisted into a scowl. 

“Where the fuck am I?” he demanded. “Where have you taken me?” 

“Welcome to Hatra,” I said as I crossed my arms over my chest. “The new Capital City of the Evanian Empire.” 

“Ohhhhh, I like that name,” Trina giggled. “Very sexy and powerful.” 

“You brought me back to this filthy city?” the man asked, and then he literally spat on the floor. “I wish you would have just killed me like you did my brothers.” 

“So you are Green Glass Sect then, right?” I narrowed my eyes as I questioned the bastard. 

“Tell-- tell him nothing,” the other prisoner protested groggily as he stood to his feet. 

The second man was tall and slender, with unkempt blond hair and a clean-shaven face that was so rigid I wondered if you could use it to cut tomatoes. His brown eyes were sunken in, with bags underneath them so large they’d make a raccoon jealous, and both the prisoners wore the same green robe, which further indicated they were part of the sect. 

“Oh, you’re going to tell me everything.” I smirked. “The only question is whether you’re going to do it the easy way or the hard way.” 

“So, I have to ask…” Zoklan growled. “What were a bunch of Green Glass Sect members doing out in the middle of Odrein? And hidden away?” 

The blond man simply chuckled as he shook his head back and forth. 

“You’re not getting another word out of me, dragon slime,” he said. “You’ll have to kill me first.” 

“We were in hiding,” the dark-haired man sighed. 

“What are you doing?” the blond sect member gasped as he whirled on his comrade. “Do not betray your sect like--” 

“The sect is gone, Tramshul,” the man on the left said as he hung his head. “Asher is dead. Olivier is dead. Literally the rest of our membership is dead… We are probably the only two left now.” 

“And I intend to join our brothers in their glorious death,” Tramshul scoffed. “Like a good sect member should.” 

“Okay.” I shrugged. “If you don’t want to talk, we can always just kill you now and talk to this guy here-- What was your name again?” 

“Bertrum,” the dark-haired man said. “Of the Green Glass Sect.” 

“How the hell did you survive this long?” Laika growled. “We killed your leader ages ago.” 

“The entire sect wasn’t with Olivier when you attacked,” Bertrum explained. “It was decided from the beginning that there would always be a small band of brothers who remained separate from the rest, for this exact reason… To ensure our survival.” 

“How’s that working out for you?” Zarek chuckled sarcastically. 

“It was working fine until you all showed up,” Tramshul grumbled. 

“That’s on you, pal,” Trina said with a click of her tongue. “We were just flying along until you attacked us.” 

“Yeah!” Polina added. “If you hadn’t tried to skewer us with those icicles, we wouldn’t have even known you were there, and we would have left you alone.” 

“It’s in our blood.” Tramshul smirked. “We see a dragon, and we purge the world of its existence. Little did we know we actually had a shot at the Dragon Lord himself.” 

“Dragon Emperor,” I corrected. 

“We would have succeeded, too, if it wasn’t for Maltrom,” Bertrum sighed. 

“Again,” I growled. “You have nobody to blame but yourself for that one. You’re the idiots who disturbed her slumber, and you paid for it dearly.” 

“And I’d do it all over again if it meant I got a chance to rid the world of a filthy dragon,” Tramshul sneered. “You’ll get nothing more from me, ‘Dragon Emperor.’” 

“Then I’ll just talk to him.” I shrugged and pointed at Bertrum. 

“Ask away,” the dark-haired man said with slumped shoulders. “Everything we’ve worked for in the last few centuries is gone now, anyway. I’ve got nothing left to fight for.” 

Man, if this guy wasn’t part of a dragon-murdering group of fanatics, I may have felt a bit sorry for him. The dude was totally defeated down to his very core, and I had no doubt in my mind he just wanted to tell me whatever he was gonna tell me and then die. 

“We want to know about Olivier’s connection to the Demon King,” I asked. “Specifically the Breach.” 

“You think he told me that?” Bertrum scoffed. “That sort of information was only given to the higher-ups in the sect, and I was only an average member. Tramshul, on the other hand--” 

“Do not say another word!” Tramshul hissed. 

“Wait…” I said as a smile spread across my face. “So that’s why you wanted to kill yourself. You’re a high-ranking member, and you knew I’d interrogate you.” 

Tramshul’s eyes narrowed, but he simply shook his head and took a step back from the bars. 

It looked like this motherfucker had chosen the hard way after all. 

Without another word, I conjured up my nature magic, and several bluish-green tendrils of energy started to spread from my fingertips and then crept their way toward the man in the cell. Tramshul’s eyes went wide as he began to walk backwards, and he started to look around in a panic as a few blue-colored sparks shot out of his hand. 

“They’ve enchanted the prison cells to prevent our magic,” Bertrum sighed. 

“Then why can this asshole use it?” Tramshul snapped as he glared at me and pressed himself into the bars of his cell.

“Because I’m standing outside the cell, dumbass.” I smirked.

“Do yourself a favor and just talk, Tramshul,”  Bertrum groaned.

“Never!” the blond sect member spat. “You’ll have to pry whatever out of my cold, dead--” 

Before he could finish the thought, the tendrils of energy wrapped around his body and then began to force themselves into his eyes, nose, and mouth. Tramshul’s scream came out as a garbled mess as blood began to trickle out of every orifice on his face, and he struggled to escape my spell, but it was no use. 

“Let’s try that again,” I said through gritted teeth as I pulled the man closer to the bars. “What do you know about the Demon King and the Breach?” 

Tramshul tried to resist, though all that did was cause even more blood to ooze out of his mouth as he growled in agony. Finally, the man’s body seemed to loosen up, and he took a deep breath. 

“The-- the Breach can only be sealed from the inside,” he gurgled. 

“We know that,” I sighed. “How, and where?” 

“F-From the spot where it was first opened,” Tramshul explained. “Where the Demon King first stood at the dawn of time, when he vowed revenge on the gods who banished him.” 

“And where would that be?” 

“Nobody knows the exact location. It’s somewhere in the Valley of Sorrows… That’s all I know about the Breach, I swear… Please make it stop!” 

“What about the Demon King?” Laika stepped forward. “What do you know about him?” 

“I-I know you’re a fool if you think you can actually defeat him,” Tramshul chuckled, and his teeth were stained with blood as he smiled at me. “Even with all your power ‘Dragon Emperor,’ you’re no match for my master.” 

“I doubt that,” Trina laughed. “Emperor Evan has bonded with all of the Noble Swords and is now the most powerful being in all of this world.” 

“The most powerful ant in the hill is still weaker than the spider who preys on it,” Tramshul laughed. 

“We’ve read all the texts and interrogated our fair share of assholes like you,” I mused. “I know I have the power to close the Breach now.” 

“Close the Breach, yes,” Tramshul continued. “Kill my master? Oh, no… Only the gods themselves have such power. I wish I were around to see the forthcoming events unfold… You will make your foolish mission into the Breach and maybe, maybe you will close it. But as long as my master still lives, all that will do is start the entire process all over again. The Breach will return, and my master will emerge into this world stronger than ever.” 

This was really, really troubling news, but I didn’t dare lose my composure in front of my enemies. Instead, I sent more tendrils into Tramshul’s mouth, which caused him to gasp and gurgle as he writhed around in pain. 

“Don’t fuck with me,” I warned. 

“I’m not!” he gasped. “I couldn’t lie to you if I wanted to.” 

“How can the gods kill him?” I asked. 

“Because they’re gods?” the man retorted half-sarcastically.

“I’m gonna need more than that,” I muttered, and then I intensified my spell and sent even more blood pouring out of the man’s mouth. “Do you know how the gods can kill the Demon King?” 

“T-They’re pure beings, with purified magic,” Tramshul sputtered. “Not corruptible by the sins of man or the primal filth of beasts… Only a pure being can kill our master. And you’re far from ‘pure,’ dragon slime.” 

“That’s more like it.” I smirked as I released the spell, and Tramshul collapsed into a heap on the floor. 

The blond man spat out a mouthful of blood as he laid there on the stone floor, heaving and trembling. 

“It sounds like you may have a problem, dragon,” Bertrum said, and for the first time during this conversation, it seemed like he perked up a bit. “Even now, after all you’ve been through… You can’t defeat our master.” 

“Sure I can,” I growled. “I just haven’t figured out how to do it yet.” 

Then I turned away and began to walk down the hall, and my friends followed me closely. 

“Where are you going, Evan?” Zoklan asked. 

“What about these two prisoners?” Laika added. 

“I’m going to talk to Alyona,” I said. “She might know what to do. As for those two chucklefucks? I don’t really give a shit. Either kill them or let them rot in those cells for the rest of their lives for all I care.” 

I wasn’t sure if it was purely because of the bad news, or because I was just pissed off at the sudden arrogance of the two sect members, but I was on the warpath. Apparently, closing the Breach wasn’t enough. 

If I actually wanted to declare victory, I had to kill the Demon King, too. 

And to do that, I needed to become a lot more powerful than I already was.

I marched down the hallways of the airship, out into the courtyard, and then summoned three silver messenger dragons into my hand. 

“Go to Alyona, Julia, and Ruslan,” I said to the miniature glowing creature. “Meet me in the throne room as soon as possible. We’ve just run into a major roadblock.” 

The little dragons squeaked as they jumped down off the palm of my hand, and then they dashed off in different directions. Meanwhile, I transformed into a dragon and took to the sky. I landed in front of the brilliant Lunar Palace in a matter of minutes, turned back into a human, and then rushed through the doors. I moved through the palace like a man on a mission, which meant I rushed straight past several of my loyal subjects as they waved hello and greeted me happily as they passed. 

Eventually, I came to the room that was dubbed my “throne room,” which Raisa and Azra had immediately started working on the day they found out I was going to be crowned king. Once they found out I was actually going to be an Emperor, the two head architects decided it needed to be made even more spectacular than originally planned. 

The room was a work in progress, though it was already showing the same incredible designs and attention to detail I was used to seeing from Azra and Raisa. At the far end of the room were two chairs made out of pure moonstone, which were intended to be the thrones for Alyona and I. Currently, they were little more than square-shaped blocks with small carved-out seats on the front, but I knew eventually they would become beautiful thrones full of intricate carvings and gemstones. The ceiling of this room was painted with some sort of shiny black paint that glistened against the light of the torches that lined the walls, and several chandeliers made of pure silver hung in a line down the center. The floor was made of a dark black stone that was somehow reflective, which allowed me to watch myself pass over it as I walked toward the edge of the room. 

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it, son?” Ruslan’s voice asked, and I turned around to see my adopted father and mother in the doorway. “Only the best for this world’s first Emperor.” 

“The first,” Julia mused as she clapped her hand fan closed and smiled. “And surely the best.” 

“No pressure or anything,” I chuckled. 

“Azra and Raisa have outdone themselves,” Julia admitted as she looked around the room. “I thought the Lunar Palace itself was the pinnacle of their art, but this? This is something else.” 

“It is a throne room fit for an Emperor and his Empress!” Ruslan smirked. “I can already feel the power this sort of room exudes. Imagine it, Julia… Evan’s many subordinates walk in here and see him and his beautiful wife up on their thrones, surrounded by rare gems that are only found around Hatra…” 

“Maybe with a crown on their heads, as well?” Julia interjected. 

“I’m sure our royal jeweler is already on it. Just think of it, my love! I would be intimidated walking into that sort of a picture, and I know Evan has a favorable disposition toward us.” 

“‘Favorable disposition?’” I laughed. “You two are my adopted parents!” 

“Exactly,” the fox Demi-Human said, and his orange ears wiggled happily. “Just imagine how a complete stranger would feel. They’d get quite the first impression, that’s for sure.” 

“Let’s hope so,” I sighed. “Though I’m also hoping that once the miasma is purged from this land and the Breach is closed, we won’t have to worry too much about rebellion or hostile parties.” 

“Oh, wow…” Alyona’s beautiful voice trailed off from the doorway. “I haven’t been in this room since it was a large stone box. It looks fantastic.” 

“We were just talking about how beautiful you would look on this throne,” I said as I gave my wife a slight bow. “Next to the most powerful man in this entire world.” 

“Evan…” the white-haired beauty giggled. “I know you didn’t call me here just to flatter me.” 

“I’m afraid not,” I sighed. “We’ve hit a bit of a snag.” 

“How so?” Alyona asked. “Did things not go well in Odrein?” 

“They went fine. We killed the last remnants of the Green Glass Sect and pulled information out of the only two survivors… It’s what they told me that’s troubling.” 

“What did they say to you, son?” Ruslan’s tone suddenly changed to that of a concerned father. 

“They told me I wasn’t strong enough to kill the Demon King,” I explained. 

“You don’t need to kill him, though,” Alyona reminded me. “You just need to close the Breach, and you are already strong enough to do that.” 

“That’s what I thought, too.” I shook my head. “The bastard I interrogated, though, told me it wouldn’t be enough. If I just closed up the Breach, the Demon King would just bide his time until he was strong enough again to reopen it. The only way we can stop this forever is by rooting out the source of the problem itself, and the Demon King can apparently only be slain by a ‘pure being’ like the gods.” 

“That is quite the barrier,” Ruslan admitted as he stroked his chin, and his reddish-orange ears twitched curiously. “Would Aeron assist, possibly?” 

“Maybe?” I grumbled. “Though I’d imagine if the gods could have gone into the Breach and killed the Demon King, they would have done it by now.”

“What about Rodion?” Julia suggested. “Or Alyona? They are both members of the White Jade Sect, and two of the most powerful ones at that.” 

“I won’t put Alyona in harm’s way,” I said firmly. “She’s not going anywhere near the Breach. As for Rodion, he needs to stay on this side of the portal to keep the Breach from widening even further. The last thing we need is for all hell to break loose in Rahma while we’re in the Breach, trying to close it.” 

“Then what do you suggest, son?” Ruslan frowned. 

“I don’t know,” I groaned and ran a hand through my hair. “That’s why I called all of you here… I need advice, and you three have been the best support system a dragon could ask for.” 

Suddenly, there was a flash of light, and a glowing figure appeared in the room beside us. As the glow faded, we were all greeted with the sight of a woman with alabaster skin and long, flowing white hair. A thin, see-through white wrap covered her large breasts and delicate flower, and her lips were twisted into a smile as she looked between my friends and me. 

It was Miraya in her physical form. 

“I’m sorry to interrupt,” the Spirit of the Sword of Healing said. “But I hear you have a problem about your spirit not being ‘pure’ enough?” 

“That seems to be the case,” I sighed. “Please tell me you have an idea to fix it?” 

“I have a couple.” Miraya shrugged. “Mostly involving the absolute purification of your spirit.” 

“Didn’t we already do that?” I asked. “Isn’t that why I’m able to form soul bridges with all of my lovers and bonds with the other Nobles?” 

“We purified the Spiritual Sea, yes,” she explained. “Not your spirit itself. That is why the sky of your Spiritual Sea is black… There is still a small hint of darkness in you, Evan.” 

“In any other situation, that would sound badass,” I chuckled. “Right now, though? It’s the last thing I want to hear.” 

“Do you really think Evan’s spirit could be purified?” Alyona questioned. “I thought purifying mortal spirits was forbidden?” 

“It is,” Miraya confirmed. “But has that ever stopped you before?” 

I snickered at the spirit’s snarky comment, even though it was one hundred percent true. I was never one for following the rules, especially when it came to things standing in the way from me protecting my people. If it was “forbidden” for me to purify my spirit completely, then I just needed to find any loophole that might exist. 

But first, I needed to figure out what those loopholes were. 

“Just out of curiosity,” I said. “Who forbids this? The gods?” 

“The Iudices,” Miraya noted. “The path to a pure spirit goes through them.” 

“Lovely. They always seem like such pleasant people to work with.” 

“Evan…” Julia trailed off. “You surely can’t be serious about doing this? You would be breaking all sorts of sacred rules, and angering the Iudices is not the wisest thing to do when you’re about to go on such an important journey.” 

“A journey where your Spiritual Sea and the power that lies within it will be of the utmost importance,” Ruslan added. 

“Look.” I shook my head. “I don’t want to deal with those creepy, wrinkly fuckers any more than you do, but I don’t think we have much of a choice. I have to at least get them in front of me and see if I can plead my case. Or… Maybe I’ll just put them out of their misery once and for all.” 

“That’s probably not a good idea.” Miraya grimaced. “That would completely throw off the balance of the magic in this universe.” 

“Okay, okay,” I conceded. “I won’t kill them. But I need to talk to them immediately. How do I do that?” 

“I must call on them,” the spirit said. “While inside your Spiritual Sea, of course.” 

“In that case, we should go to the River Moonstone House,” Ruslan suggested. “It will amplify Evan’s powers and put him in the right state of mind for meditation.” 

I couldn’t argue with that. The River Moonstone House was one of the most spiritual and mystical places in all of Hatra, a place where pure magic seemed to radiate off the walls and through the serene underground river that flowed through the cavern itself.

“To the River Moonstone House, then,” I announced. 

The five of us headed out of the throne room and then out to the courtyard of the Lunar Palace. We meandered around the perimeter of the palace until we got to the gardens, where an inconspicuous entrance for the sacred space awaited. I led my friends into the underground chamber and instantly felt a wave of serenity wash over my very soul. 

There really was something magical about this place.

I just hoped it was enough to convince the Iudices I was worthy of being purified. 

“Shall we meditate with you, son?” Ruslan asked. 

“No,” Alyona answered for me. “We must allow Evan to do this on his own. Miraya will be there to help and guide him, but the three of us will simply remain here and keep watch.” 

“Keep watch?” Julia questioned. “For what?” 

“Anything,” my wife explained. “We should keep out any distractions, be it friend or foe or even a rogue rabbit that decides to come down those steps. Evan needs full concentration right now.” 

Julia and Ruslan gave Alyona a nod, and then they moved into position. Meanwhile, I simply sat down, crossed my legs over themselves, and took a deep breath. Then I closed my eyes and tried to focus on nothing but the calming sensations around me. 

The sound of the trickling water through the cave was pure bliss, and it cut through the deafening silence and echoed off the brightly-colored walls. I tried to find my inner peace as I sat in this most magical of places, and soon I felt myself drifting off into another state of being. When I finally opened my eyes, I found myself standing before a large body of water, on a sandy white beach with a dark sky overhead. 

My Spiritual Sea. 

Miraya was there, as well, and she had a nervous expression on her face as she twiddled her hands together and looked around. 

“It’ll be alright,” I promised as I took her hand. “I know the Iudices are scary as fuck, but I won’t let them hurt you. If they try, I’ll just have to kick their asses again.”

“It is not me I’m worried about,” Miraya admitted ominously. 

Suddenly, I saw three robed figures floating toward us from the horizon of my Spiritual Sea. Even though they were completely cloaked and floated with their heads down, I knew exactly what they were. 

It was the Iudices, come to pass judgment. 

 




 
 Chapter 4 

I swore I felt my spine itself shudder inside my body as I watched the three creepy old fuckers approaching across the sea, but I wasn’t going to give them the satisfaction of knowing they gave me the heebie-jeebies. They might have all looked like the Crypt Keeper’s pasty brothers, but I didn’t fear them. In fact, the first time I’d ever met the three bastards, I’d bested one of them in one-on-one combat, and I could have killed him if they hadn’t backed down from Miraya. 

Still, they were freaky as fuck. 

Unfortunately, Miraya was still petrified with fear at the sight of these guys. They were ancient ethereal beings that presided over the Spirit World, who set the rules and dealt with any incursions or people who threatened their domain. 

“It has been a while, Evan of Hatra,” Cicerone, the lead Iudice, said in a monotone voice as he and his partners landed on the ground before us. “Miraya says you wish to have an audience with us?” 

“I do.” I nodded. “It’s about the Demon King-” 

“For the last time,” another one of the hooded creepers interjected. “We do not interfere with the affairs of the mortal world. Even if the Noble Spirits have broken that rule time and time again, it is something that is quite sacred to us Iudices.” 

“I don’t need you to do anything,” I growled. “I just need your advice and your--” 

I felt like I couldn’t even say the word. I was the Emperor of an entire world, and I didn’t need “permission” from anybody to do anything. Still, pissing off the Iudices was an extra layer of complication I didn’t really need at the moment, so I figured I should play nice. 

For now. 

“Go on, Evan,” Miraya whispered nervously. “Ask them.” 

“You come to us for advice?” Cicerone asked. 

“‘Permission,’” I said with air quotes. “I’ve already bonded with all of the Noble Spirits, which means I’m powerful enough to close the Breach now. That said, closing the Breach will mean nothing if the Demon King continues to live, since he’ll just grow his power once again and reopen it years down the line.” 

“So, you wish to kill the Demon King?” the Iudice on the left asked. “This is not a spiritual affair, Evan of Hatra. It is no concern of ours whether or not one mortal being kills another mortal being.” 

“That’s not what I’m asking for,” I continued. “Only ‘pure’ beings have the power to kill the Demon King and, as you can see by the color of the sky and the roughness of my sea, I’m a long way from pure.” 

“You wish to be purified?” Cicerone questioned. “We cannot do that for you, Evan of Hatra. You are already a powerful being, and purifying your Spirit itself would make you on par with the gods of your world.” 

“It does not matter to us if you wish to be more powerful,” another Iudice explained. “Nor if you wanted to use that power for nefarious or noble purposes. Though, should we grant your wish, it would be a direct incursion into the balance of power in your world, and such action is forbidden.” 

“You don’t have to do anything,” Miraya argued timidly. “You just have to give Evan permission and tell him how to make it happen.” 

“Do not interrupt, Miraya,” one of the Iudices snapped. “This is not your conversation.” 

The beautiful white-haired woman hung her head and began to rub her hands together nervously, and rage bubbled up in the very pit of my stomach. 

“Don’t talk to her like that,” I snarled. “Unless you want me to kick your ass again.” 

“Such boldness for someone who is at our mercy,” Cicerone warned. 

“I’m not at your mercy,” I chuckled. “I could literally kill all three of you right now if I wanted, and then I could really do whatever the fuck I wanted. I’m only asking you because I don’t want the extra layer of complication right now, and I’m tired as fuck from the last battle I was in. But if you want to do this the hard way, I’d be more than happy to oblige.” 

“Your hubris is second to none, Evan of Hatra,” the Iudice said sarcastically. 

“So, are you going to give me permission, or not?” I growled as I prepared myself for whatever these bald fuckers were about to say. 

“Do you know how one purifies their Spirit, Evan of Hatra?” Cicerone mused. “It is a very daunting task.” 

“Whatever it is, I’m sure I’ll be up for it.” 

“Are you familiar with the concept of the Soul Bridge?” 

“Very much so.” I nodded. “I’ve created plenty of them with my lovers.” 

“You will need to create a Soul Bridge with the Noble Spirits that you’ve bonded with,” one of the Iudices explained. “And they will need to bond with each other. Once that has occurred, you will all be of one spirit, and the power will flow through you like a storm.”

“Emperor Evan has already done that, though,” Miraya argued. 

“He has formed Soul Bridges with some of the Nobles themselves,” Cicerone corrected. “Not with the Spirits.” 

“Wait…” I trailed off as I felt a slight blush creep into my face. “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” 

“That is why I said it is difficult.” 

Holy fuck, things were getting really interesting. If I was understanding this creepy old bastard right, the only way I could grow strong enough to kill the Demon King was by forming a Soul Bridge with all twelve of the Noble Sword Spirits. Which meant I had to sleep with all of them, and they had to all sleep with each other. 

It was a daunting and exhausting task, but I’d be lying if I said it wouldn’t be enjoyable. 

“I don’t think it’s as difficult as you’re saying,” I said with a proud smirk. “I already know the Noble Spirits love me, and I’m sure Miraya can convince them it’s all for the greater good.” 

“Again.” Cicerone smirked. “Your humbleness amuses me.” 

“You truly think you can do this?” another Iudice scoffed. “Noble Spirits are fickle and will not just lay down to be bedded by a mortal man.” 

“I think they would,” Miraya argued. “It’s actually quite fun.” 

The Iudices all scowled at Miraya with disgust on their pale faces, and then the one in the center smirked. 

“You speak profoundly,” he announced as he held out his hands. “Do you wish to put your theory to the test?” 

“Yes!” Miraya and I declared at the same time. 

“Then we shall bring the Noble Spirits to you,” Cicerone said. “Consider this a compromise. We will not grant you the powers you ask for, nor do we give you explicit permission to pursue them. However, we shall place all the necessary components before you and then let you work it out as you see fit.” 

“That’s all I’m asking for.” I nodded. “But, uh… This is kind of an awkward question… You’re not going to be standing there the whole time, are you? Because that might make it a little bit difficult to… You know.” 

“Of course not!” the Iudice on the left gasped. “What kind of perverted souls do you take us for?” 

“You never know.” I shrugged. 

The other two Iudices held out their hands, and they all began to glow with white magic. Soon, eleven other forms appeared on the beach next to Miraya and I, and I recognized them all immediately. 

They were the other Spirits that resided in the Noble Swords. 

Aine, the Spirit of the Sword of Light, was the first to catch my eye. She wore the same flowing, thin robe Alyona wore, which exposed her beautifully plump cleavage. Aine’s flaxen hair was tied back into several braids behind her head, and she wore a warm smile on her face when she saw me and her Sister. 

Next to Aine was Gratia, the Spirit of the Sword of Mercy and a dead ringer for Snow White. Gratia nervously adjusted her dress as the sunlight shone down on her pale skin, and her black hair billowed in the wind that rushed off my Spiritual Sea. 

Then there was Juniper, the slender redhead who resided in Skye’s blade. The Spirit of the Sword of Youth looked around as her mouth fell agape, and her green eyes filled with awe, though she didn’t seem to say anything. Right next to Juniper was Brenna, and the size difference between the two sisters was somewhat comical. 

Brenna was the Spirit of the Sword of Strength, and she definitely looked like it. She was about a head taller than the rest of her Sisters, and the thick biceps on her arms were the size of freaking watermelons. Her strawberry-blonde hair was tied up into a bun atop her head, and her six-pack abs looked like they were about to burst through the fabric of her dress. 

Tira, the Spirit of the Sword of the Land, stood next to Brenna with a smile pursed across her thin red lips. The spirit wore an elvish chestnut pixie cut atop her head, and her green eyes were wide with glee as she looked around and saw where she was. 

Viera, the Spirit of the Sword of Truth, was much more cherubesque than the others. She appeared quite youthful, almost like the college aged nurses-in-training I’d met back in my world while I was training to be an EMT. Viera’s pretty white hair hung down to her exposed shoulders, and her creamy pale skin seemed to glisten in the sunlight. 

Next to Viera was Ayden, who was the Spirit of the Sword of Wisdom. I’d only met Ayden once before, though that was enough to understand she always carried herself with an air of royalty. The slender woman’s robe billowed in the wind, as did her cropped black hair. She held her head high as she looked around at her surroundings, but she didn’t seem to react whatsoever. 

Dara, the Spirit of the Sword of Time, did not hide her reaction. The pink-haired Spirit smiled like a goofball as she looked around at all her Sisters and let out a little squeal of glee. Next to her was Remna, the formerly corrupted Spirit from the Sword of Shadows. The white streak in her dark black hair was a stark contrast to Dara’s pastel-pink locks, and the look on her face was one of annoyed amusement. 

There were two other women there who I’d never met before, which I assumed were the Spirits of Callan and Mael’s blades. 

The first one was a woman who was much shorter than the rest, probably about five-foot-nothing on a good day, who wore a simple tied-up brown robe around her body. Of course, the robe was fairly translucent, which meant I could see every inch of her curvy body underneath, from her massive breasts to the plump womanhood between her legs. Her brown eyes matched her chocolate hair, which was shorter and looked like this world’s equivalent of a “bob” cut.

The last spirit had bright blue eyes that seemed to shimmer from all the way across the beach. They were quite large upon her head, though the edges of her long blonde hair seemed to come down and cover them as she looked around. This spirit had dark, tanned skin, and she was very slender. 

“Sisters!” Miraya smiled as she ran over to the rest of the group. 

All twelve of the women embraced each other and let out shrill, happy noises as they jumped up and down and celebrated, and I just stood there and laughed at the scene. Eventually, they calmed down, and Miraya brought the two unfamiliar faces over to me as she cleared her throat. 

“This is Ester,” Miraya explained as she gestured to the tan blonde spirit. “She is the Sister who works closely with Mael.” 

“The Sword of Abundance?” I raised an eyebrow as I took the woman’s hand in mine and gave it a courteous kiss. “A pleasure to meet you.” 

“The pleasure is all mine, Emperor Evan,” Ester giggled happily, and her blue eyes looked at me with pure joy. 

“I am Calpress,” the short, curvy Spirit stepped forward and held out her hand. “The Spirit of the Sword of Waning.” 

I kissed her hand gently, and Calpress responded with a long sigh. 

“So you’re always with Callan?” I chuckled. “How’s that working out for you so far?” 

“It was difficult at first.” Calpress shrugged. “Though Lord Callan has truly grown as a leader in recent days. His people show him the utmost respect, and he doesn’t even flinch when he is faced with the difficult decisions that most leaders have to make.” 

“I’m glad to hear it.” I smiled. 

“These are all the Spirits you are bonded with, correct?” Cicerone asked. 

“Yes,” Miraya clarified. “This should be all of them.” 

“Then it is our time to depart,” one of the Iudices said with a slight bow of his head. “What happens now is not up to us, nor is it our business.” 

With that, the three Iudices floated up into the air and then headed back across the sea until they vanished from sight. 

“What was that about?” Brenna asked. 

“And why are we all here?” Aine questioned. “I’m happy to see you all again, Sisters, but I’ll admit it’s quite strange we were all pulled to this very spot at the same time.” 

Now came the really difficult part. The part where I basically had to ask a dozen beautiful women to have an orgy with me, right here and now. 

“There’s no easy way to put this,” I sighed. “But… You’re here because I’ve bonded with your Nobles and their bloodline, and now I need to bond with you.” 

“It is the only way to purify Evan’s spirit completely,” Miraya explained. “Which is the only way he will be strong enough to defeat the Demon King that is threatening his world.” 

“Of course we’ll bond with you, Evan,” Dara interjected. “Will we need to manifest ourselves into your world and do the same ceremony that you did with our Nobles?” 

“Not exactly,” I chuckled. “Look… I need to form a soul bridge with each one of you, and you need to create one with each other.” 

“Oh,” Remna said with a sly grin. “How fun.” 

I’d already made love to the formerly corrupted Spirit of the Sword, and surely she remembered it just as fondly as I did. 

“Fun?” Viera mused. “What does that even mean? What do we need to do, Emperor Evan?” 

“We must make love to him,” Miraya spoke up. “And to each other.” 

“Each other?” Juniper gasped as her face turned as red as her hair. 

“That’s how soul bridges are formed,” I said. “And we basically have to create one giant soul bridge to give me the power boost I need. Obviously, I know this is a strange task for all of you… Some of you have known me since I came to Hatra, and some of you literally just met me. But it’s in everybody’s best interests to get me stronger and to rid the world of the Demon King forever.” 

“Don’t be such prudes, Sisters.” Remna rolled her eyes. “We’ve known each other since the inception of time, and we’ve all seen each other naked before.” 

“I know but…” Calpress gulped and timidly looked down at the ground. “This is-- I’ve never been with another woman before.” 

“What?” Brenna giggled. “We can appear as any form we wish, sister. That shouldn’t matter.” 

“She’s just nervous,” Juniper explained as she placed her hand on Calpress’ shoulder. “I think we all are… Miraya has told us much of Emperor Evan’s carnal exploits, and they sound intense.” 

“Oh, they are.” Remna grinned. “And I’m more than happy to create another Soul Bridge.” 

“I don’t know,” Tira mumbled. “Emperor Evan is quite handsome, and any woman would be lucky to lay with him, but surely there is another way?” 

“Not that I’m aware of.” Miraya shook her head. “Trust me, Sisters, I know this is a lot to ask of you, but it is for the good of the human world.” 

“Why don’t Miraya and I show you all how it’s done?” Remna offered as she crossed her arms over her chest and walked up to me casually. “Then you can join in at your leisure?” 

My cock began to throb intensely at the thought of Remna’s beautiful dark hair bobbing up and down as she rode me, all while Miraya enjoyed us both from another angle. 

“You want us to watch?” Dara frowned. 

“No…” Remna giggled. “We want you to join in. But only when you’re comfortable. Now, Miraya? How does that sound?” 

Miraya bit her plump bottom lip and looked between Remna and I, and hunger lingered in her beautiful eyes as she slipped her hands into the flaps of her paper-thin robe and gently slid it from her shoulders. Miraya’s full, perky breasts bounced as they were released from their fabric prison, and her thick pink nipples were erect and just waiting to be fondled. Meanwhile, the tender slit between Miraya’s legs was already glistening wet with arousal, and I couldn’t wait to feel her wrapped around my manhood. 

Remna, though, had other plans. 

“Don’t steal all of Evan’s excitement…” Remna trailed off. “I’m going to need a lot of it, too.” 

Just then, Remna’s soft, pale hands slid into the flap of my robe, and her fingers traced down my abdomen as she playfully moved toward her target. Eventually, her slender fingers wrapped themselves around my erection, and I let out a soft moan to let her know my satisfaction. 

Remna pressed her dark, thin lips up against mine, and we began to make out passionately as I fumbled at her already-open robe. It slid off her body effortlessly, and her adorable pointed nipples pressed up against my chest as our tongues explored each other’s bodies. 

Soon, I felt Miraya’s gentle touch on my back, and the Spirit of the Sword of Hatra gave me a firm slap on the ass before she ran her hands along my sides and nibbled on my neck from behind. I moaned happily as the two women teased me, and then Miraya reached around and unfastened my robe. 

“Ready for this, Sisters?” she giggled. “This is the part that normally shocks people.” 

Miraya slid my robe back, and my cock was exposed to the cool air of the Spiritual Sea. Remna continued to stroke it softly as we kissed, and I heard a wave of gasps and murmurs from the other ten women. 

“Gods…” Gratia gasped. “How does that even fit inside of you?” 

“Come on, Sister,” Brenna laughed heartily. “Afraid of a large cock, are you?” 

“N-No!” the Spirit of the Sword of Mercy sputtered. “It’s just… I’m speechless, that’s all.” 

“I’m more worried about how my guts would feel after getting hammered by that.” Viera whistled. 

“I was nervous the first time,” Remna purred as she looked back at the rest of the Spirits. “But now? Well… Watch and learn, my dears.” 

Remna slowly got down onto her knees, and she dragged her tongue along my naked chest and abdomen until it finally reached the head of my manhood. The dark-haired spirit licked her lips before she traced around my cock with the tip of her tongue, and my knees started to get weak as I threw back my head and moaned. 

Miraya’s naked body was now right up against mine as she kissed my neck, ran her left hand along my abs, and then reached down and started to fondle my balls with her right hand. 

“Fuccccccckkkkk,” I moaned as pleasure took over me. 

Remna’s gorgeous red eyes locked with mine before they narrowed, and her mouth opened as she slid her lips around my erection and proceeded to swallow me whole. 

“Oh, my!” Juniper gasped. 

“Wow…” Dara trailed off with a slight groan in her voice. 

Meanwhile, Remna was going to town on me. Her wet, tight throat encircled my cock whole, and I felt the warm coil in my abdomen start to tense up as I watched her dark locks bouncing forward and back on me. I grabbed a fistful of her hair as she sucked me off, and then Miraya came around to my front and started to kiss me intensely. 

I grabbed Miraya’s right breast with my free hand as we made out, and I gently tweaked her thick nipples between my fingers. The spirit responded with a hearty groan of satisfaction as she gripped my ass tight and plunged her tongue even further into my mouth. 

“Alright…” Remna said through a happy breath as she pulled off me. “As much fun as this is, I need you in me. Now.” 

I pulled away from Miraya and glanced over at the Spirit of the Sword of Shadows, who now had several black tendrils of energy sprouting out of her back. The tendrils seemed to dig themselves into the beach before they lifted Remna off her feet and tilted her to the point where she was horizontal. Her creamy thighs parted as she got into position, and I could see her swollen pussy lips as they beckoned for me to come and split them open. 

So, that’s exactly what I did. 

I moved over, grabbed onto Remna’s waist, and then pressed the tip of my manhood up against her entrance. 

“Ready?” I growled. “Because I am.” 

“Y-Yes!” the dark-haired Spirit begged. “Fill me from head to toe, Emperor Evan.” 

I gripped her flesh tightly as I gently slid my hips forward, and then we both seemed to crumple into each other as we became one. Remna’s pussy was sopping wet, and she threw her head back and moaned as her ridges and valleys slid over my erection. Soon, I felt myself bottom out against Remna’s cervix, and the woman’s hands dug into my back. 

“You’re so fucking tight,” I whispered. 

“That’s right,” Remna growled. “I’m going to squeeze every drop of tasty dragon seed out of you.” 

“Don’t forget about me…” Miraya said in a sing-song voice. 

Before Remna could respond, I began to pound my cock in and out of her with the force of a jackhammer, and she whimpered with joy as I fucked her hard. At the same time, Miraya walked over to her sister, raised her leg, and then straddled Remna’s face. I watched as Remna’s tongue dragged and licked around Miraya’s tender lips, all while Miraya began to moan with pure joy. 

Miraya ran her hands along her massive breasts and through her white locks as she rode Remna’s face, and the sight of my two beautiful lovers enjoying each other pushed me to the brink. 

“Fuck, that’s hot…” I growled as Remna seemed to go into overdrive on Miraya, which caused the Spirit of the Sword of Healing to tense up. 

“You’re so good with your tongue, Sister,” Miraya moaned. 

Suddenly, Remna’s pussy began to tighten around me like a vise, and her moans seemed to grow shorter and more sporadic. 

“Oh, Evan!” she gasped into Miraya’s womanhood. “I think I’m about to cu-cu-- cuuuuuuummmmmmm!” 

Remna screamed and sputtered as her body tensed up, and a dark red flush bloomed on her chest and rested between her perky breasts. Her pussy spasmed like it was having a seizure, and that’s when I felt the warm coil snap. 

“Ohhhhhhhhhh!” I grunted as I reached forward and groped Miraya’s breast.

My balls pulsated for a second before my cock trembled, and I unloaded a massive spray of my dragon seed into Remna. I pumped out three more splashes into her womb before our orgasms subsided, and my eyes rolled back in my head as pure carnal pleasure washed over me. Then my legs started to give out as I leaned forward, but Miraya caught my head in her hands before I completely collapsed. 

Finally, after Remna and I had both come down from our highs, I slid my cock out of her pussy and watched as my cum dribbled out onto Remna’s inner thigh. 

“Don’t waste that…” Miraya purred, and then she instantly leaned forward onto Remna so they were in a “sixty-nine” position. 

Miraya’s tongue came out and began to lap up the white cream that gushed out of Remna, all while the Spirit of the Sword of Shadows whimpered at her touch. 

“Fuck, Miraya,” Remna huffed. “It’s-- it’s still so sensitive.” 

“Is it?” Miraya teased, and then she buried her whole face into Remna. 

“Oh!” the dark-haired beauty gasped as Miraya went down on her. 

As I watched the beautiful Spirits going at it and licking at each other’s delicate flowers, I felt a warm throb in my manhood once more. 

“Is that… Getting big again?” Aine gasped. 

“Okay,” Brenna declared as she took a step forward from the crowd. “I need to join in on this now.” 

“Sister!” Tira gasped, though it was in a playful tone. 

“What?” The Spirit of the Sword of Strength shrugged. “I want to get my fill before he runs out of stamina.” 

“That never happens.” I smirked. “But you’re more than willing to join us right now if you want.” 

As Brenna walked forward, she removed the fabric wrap that was around her chest. Her six-pack abs glistened in the sunlight as her perky little B-cups were put on display, each one tight up against her body. Brenna had small nipples that nearly blended into her tan skin, though I still couldn’t wait to get my mouth around them. 

So, while Miraya and Remna were still enjoying each other’s company, I walked over to Brenna and pressed her body up against mine. 

Her muscles rippled against my own as I looked into her gorgeous eyes, and then we began to kiss softly. Brenna’s tongue must have been just as muscular as the rest of her body, because it seemed like it was trying to pin mine as it jumped around in my mouth. 

As we kissed, I reached down and slid my hand into the Spirit’s waistband. My index and middle fingers found her womanhood in an instant, and then I slowly traced around her entrance with my fingertips. 

“Mmmmmm,” Brenna whispered. “I have not felt a touch like this in quite some time.” 

“And you’re never gonna feel one like this again,” I said with a wink. “Unless it comes from me.” 

With that, I slid my fingers into Brenna’s pussy, and her juices started to ooze out onto my hand. 

“Ohhhhh,” the strawberry-blonde moaned against my face. 

I dragged my fingers in and out of her womanhood a few times before I started to tease her clit with my thumb, and she started to go crazy. I felt her muscular arms pull me into a bearhug, and I wondered if it would have shattered any other man’s spine. 

Apparently, “death by snu snu” was something that really could happen in this world. 

“Come on, Sisters!” Remna beckoned to the rest of the crowd. “Brenna is already having some fun. Now the rest of you need to get over here and join us, as well.” 

Dara and Tira were the next ones to walk over. The beautiful women approached Brenna and I, and the next thing I knew, I had three pairs of hands exploring my naked body. Tira and Dara giggled as they touched my ass, abs, chest, and balls, and then they looked at each other longingly. The two women touched each other’s faces and hesitated for a second, but then they moved in and started to make out with each other. 

My cock somehow got even harder at the sight of the two Spirits kissing, and Brenna let out an excited coo when she felt my erection against her pelvis. 

“No more fingers…” the Spirit of the Sword of Strength begged. “I want you, Emperor Evan.” 

“Your wish is my command.” I winked. 

I pulled my fingers out of Brenna’s wet pussy before I reached behind her back and began to untie her bottoms. Within seconds, the fabric fell away, and before me was Brenna’s delicate flower, complete with a small, tidy tuft of strawberry-blonde hair at its top. Brenna’s body was fit, toned, and muscular in all the right places, and I let out an audible whistle when I saw it in all its glory. 

“Do you like what you see, Emperor Evan?” Dara asked as she gave Brenna’s tight ass a smack. 

“Fuck, yes I do.” 

Without another word, I moved forward, scooped Brenna up in my arms, and lifted her into the air. She let out a gasp when I picked her up, and I figured she probably wasn’t expecting me to be this strong. 

But I was a hungry dragon, and nothing was going to get in my way. 

I leaned in and traced my tongue around Brenna’s left nipple, and then I gave it a gentle suck as she let out a long, guttural groan. I moved on to her right breast as I pressed the head of my penis up against her opening, and Brenna’s mouth fell open as she went speechless. 

“Put it in me, Evan…” Brenna begged. “I want you to split me in two.” 

“I don’t know if--” 

Before I could finish my sentence, Brenna tossed up her legs, wrapped them around my waist, and then pulled me into her as hard as she could. Her thick leg muscles shoved me all the way into her tight tunnel in a single motion, and we both moaned when I felt her sopping wet womanhood around my dick. 

“I didn’t think it was that bigggg!” Brenna whined. 

“Fuck, you’re so tight…” I growled as I leaned forward. 

I nibbled on Brenna’s neck while she began to kiss her two sisters. Dara and Tira rubbed Brenna’s tiny little breasts as they took turns making out with her, all while I was balls-deep inside her pussy. I figured a strongwoman like Brenna would like it rough, so I wasted no time getting into gear. I pulled my cock all the way out of Brenna, took a deep breath, and then pounded it back in until I felt her cervix against my head. 

“Oh!” Brenna gasped. 

“That’s right…” Dara cooed as she rubbed Brenna and looked at my cock. “Give her your powerful seed, Evan.” 

Dara started to rub her fingers across Brenna’s pussy as I fucked her hard, and soon Brenna’s moans grew closer and closer together. Finally, her whole body tensed up, and I thought her perfectly-toned muscles were going to tear through her fucking skin. 

“Evan!” Brenna whimpered. “I’m about to-- I’m-- I’m-- Ohhhhhhhhhh!” 

Brenna’s pussy seemed to get even tighter as she started to cum, and the sounds of her ecstasy rang in my ears like a fucking heavenly bell. The spirit’s moans and groans, accompanied by the sensation of her velvet tunnel, made me lose it once more. 

I pushed my cock into Brenna as far as it would go, held on tight, and then let out a roar of happiness as I erupted into her like Vesuvius. My balls jumped up into my body as they pulsed and pumped out a geyser of sperm deep into Brenna, and the world around me started to spin as I filled her up. My arms became wobbly from holding the muscular woman for so long, but I didn’t dare let up now. 

Soon, Brenna and I both came down from her high, and I gently set her back down onto the ground. 

Brenna tried to take a step, but she quickly wobbled and had to be held up by Tira. 

Meanwhile, Dara wasted no time in getting to work. The pink-haired beauty fell down onto her knees, wrapped her hand around my cock, and then started to stroke it softly. She licked up and down my shaft as she cleaned off the mixture of Brenna and my juices, and it didn’t take long for me to get back to full mast. 

“The stamina of a dragon.” Dara winked. 

“Sister!” Tira purred as she got down beside Dara. “Leave some of him for me, too.” 

Dara let out a happy coo as she held my erection toward Tira’s mouth, and Tira instantly tossed her lips around my cock. As the woman with the pixie cut started to pleasure my shaft, Dara leaned forward and gave my balls a gentle suck. 

I threw my head back and moaned as the two women pleasured me with their mouths, and I got even more excited when I saw Brenna saunter up behind them. 

The Spirit of the Sword of Strength slid Dara’s robe over her shoulders first, and the woman’s thick breasts bounced against her chest as they were exposed. Her pink nipples were just about the same color as her hair, and Dara continued to make intense eye contact as she sucked and licked my testicles. 

Tira was next, and Brenna practically ripped the woman’s clothes off her body. Tira’s toned body was a deep bronze color, and her inverted nipples stood to attention as she bobbled up and down on my cock. 

Brenna purred as she ran her hands along Dara and Tira’s naked bodies, and the warm coil in my stomach tensed up as I watched them pleasure me. 

Finally, I’d had enough of the teasing. 

“Turn around,” I demanded. “Both of you.” 

Tira and Dara looked at each other with gleeful smiles, but then they obeyed. Both of the beautiful naked spirits flipped around, stood up, and then bent over, and as they did so, Brenna gave both their asses a firm squeeze and a slap. They both jiggled in response, and I couldn’t help but stare at the two sopping wet mounds that now laid before me. 

I walked over to Dara first, and I ran my hand along the small of her back. She let out a purr in response before Tira leaned in and caught her moan with a passionate kiss. Brenna continued to run her hands along Dara and Tira’s bodies as I pressed the head of my cock against Dara’s opening, and then I sucked in a deep breath and pushed myself inside. 

“Wow!” Dara gasped as her swollen pussy lips slid around my erection. “I-- That’s fucking amazing, Evan.” 

I held onto the spirit’s waist as I thrust in and out of her delicate flower, all while I watched her tight ass jiggle with each movement. Tira and Dara continued to make out as I fucked her from behind, and Brenna alternated between rubbing her own breasts and fondling her two sisters. 

Once I had given it to Dara for a few minutes straight, I moved over to Tira and pushed my dick deep inside of her. 

“Ohhhhhh, Evan…” she groaned in response. “I want you to rearrange my insides.” 

That was all part of the plan. 

Tira’s pussy spasmed and squeezed me as I bucked my hips forward and pleasured her, but then I got a wild idea. 

A wild, fun idea. 

In one swift motion, I pulled myself out of Tira, moved over to Dara, and then squeezed between her velvet lips. I pumped in and out for a minute, and then I switched back to Tira. All the while, both of the women had grown completely tense, and they kept letting out sounds that were a mixture of pleasure and glee. 

Tira was the first to go over the mountaintop. Her moans grew closer together and more hurried, and then I felt her entire lower half go rigid as her tight tunnel gripped me like a vise. 

“Are you ready to cum?” I growled into Tira’s ear. 

The spirit could barely even whimper out a response. 

“Y-Yes!” she finally sputtered. “Evan, I want you to make me-- Make me-- Ohhhhhhhh!” 

Tira bit her bottom lip as she looked over her shoulder at me and began to unleash her orgasm. Her sweet juices gushed out onto my pelvis as I continued to pump into her with maximum effort, until finally the tension in my own stomach snapped. 

The room began to spin around me as Tira’s pussy squeezed me like a tube of toothpaste, and I unloaded what felt like a gallon of my seed straight into her womb. My heart seemed to seize up in my chest for a second as my whole body seemed to be ravaged by the pleasurable sensation, and then I slid myself out of Tira and took a step back. My sperm dripped out of Tira’s tender slit and down her leg as she fell forward, but apparently, she wasn’t done yet. 

Tira looked over at Dara, smiled, and then gestured for me to come a bit closer. 

“You can’t leave my poor sister hanging, Evan,” Tira purred. 

“Yeah,” Dara added with a frown. “I was just about there, too.” 

“Let us help Emperor Evan,” Brenna offered. 

The Spirit of the Sword of Strength suddenly scooped up Dara in her arms, flipped her around, and then held her just beneath her tight ass. Dara’s legs were now spread open as she stood in the air, and her pussy lips were glistening with her arousal. 

Tira then leaned in, kissed Brenna softly, and moved down to play with Dara’s breasts. Dara moaned as Tira sucked on her nipples and sensually stroked her clit with her free hand, and Tira alternated between kissing Brenna and licking Dara’s nipples as the warmth returned to my loins. 

Within seconds, my cock was back to full mast, and I moved in for the kill. 

I pressed my dick up against Dara’s entrance before I slowly pushed myself in and watched her eyes light up with sheer delight. 

“That’s so good, Evan,” she whimpered as I felt myself bottom out against her cervix. 

“It’s only going to get better,” I promised. 

I started to thrust in and out of the beautiful woman’s pussy while her two sisters pleasured her with their hands and mouths. Dara’s perky little breasts jiggled with each move I made, and soon a deep blush came across her chest. Before long, Dara began to whimper and moan in short, hurried bursts, until finally she threw back her head and let out a long whine. 

“You like that, don’t you?” Tira whispered into her Sister’s ear. “You like it when I rub your clit and Evan pounds you like a blacksmith?” 

“Yes!” Dara cried out, but then her eyes went wide, and her mouth fell agape. “I’m cummmmmminnnnngggg!” 

Dara screamed as every ridge and valley of her pussy clung onto my cock and refused to let go. Her womanhood trembled around me as she began to cum, and the sounds of her carnal ecstasy sent me over the edge once more. 

“Fucccccckkkkkkk!” I growled as my whole lower half went numb. 

My balls tightened up into my body for a moment, and then I saw stars flash across my vision as I painted the walls of her womb with my seed. It took every ounce of my strength to stay upright as I came inside of Dara, but eventually my vision returned, and I felt myself coming down from my high. 

I took a step back and sucked in a deep breath as Brenna lowered Dara down onto the ground, and the pink-haired woman let out a long sigh. 

“Wow,” she gulped. “That was incredible.” 

“Evan’s not done yet, though,” Miraya giggled as she pointed over to the rest of the group. “I think he’s got a line of people just waiting for their turn.” 

Sure enough, the other seven women all stood there, completely naked with smiles on their faces and hunger in their eyes. 

They may have been on the fence at first, but it was clear now that they’d seen the enjoyment their sisters had just experienced and wanted in on it, too. 

The next two hours were nothing but a huge, sweaty orgy that gave a new meaning to the term “sex on the beach.” I fucked Aine and Juniper at the same time by alternating between the two of them while they laid on top of each other and made out, and then I lifted Ayden’s right leg up into the air and fucked her in a somewhat acrobatic position. 

Once that was done, I got Viera, Gratia, and Ester in on the action. By this point, I was extremely worn out from all the effort I was exerting, so the three women had a wonderful idea. 

They made me lay on my back, and then the sexy, curvy spirits took turns riding me like a fucking horse. I filled all three of them up with my seed as their pussies quivered and spasmed around me, and then I moved on to the final spirit. 

The second I was done with her Sisters, Calpress jumped right into action. She gave me a blowjob that was so good I almost lost control of all function in my legs, and then I flipped her over and fucked her from behind, hard. Her curvy ass bounded against my pelvis as I pounded in and out of the brunette, until finally she unleashed an eardrum-shattering scream and began to cum. I filled her up with my dragon seed, which Miraya proceeded to lick out with her tongue. 

Then the Spirit of the Sword of Healing looked over at me with her amethyst eyes and smirked. 

“You know…” Miraya trailed off with a teasing tone. “I think we may all need to go one more round, just to make sure it actually takes.” 

“That sounds like a great idea!” Juniper giggled. 

“I’m going to need a minute,” Calpress said with a huff. 

One by one the Spirits agreed we needed to “play it safe” and go one more time, and as our bodies began to meld together into one beautiful, sensual heap, I couldn’t help but think of how lucky I was. 

Evan the Earth EMT was a down-on-his-luck workaholic without a hope or prayer. But Emperor Evan? 

Well, he was the kinda guy that twelve beautiful naked women would line up to sleep with. Multiple times. 

I had a few more fun hours ahead of me. 

 




 
 Chapter 5 

My legs felt wobbly as I tried to stand up on the shores of my Spiritual Sea, still surrounded by all the naked, beautiful spirits I’d just made love to in a passionate, intense love-making session. Thank fuck for my insta-healing powers, or else I knew every single muscle in my body would have felt exhausted and achy. Of course, I didn’t know how all the women were holding up, though the way they all looked up at me with their googly eyes and warm smiles told me they were still in seventh heaven. 

“Don’t tell me you’re leaving,” Remna pouted. 

“What?” Aine gasped. “Nooooo.” 

“Stay here on this beach with us forever, Evan,” Ester sighed longingly as she shifted, and her beautiful breasts jiggled with the motion. 

“You have no fucking idea how much I’d love that,” I admitted. “But as much fun as we just had, there was a purpose behind it all.” 

“Indeed,” Miraya noted as she stood up and stretched. 

As the Spirit of the Sword of Healing put her arms above her body, her massive breasts stretched out with her and seemed even more full than usual. I felt my cock start to throb with excitement, but I quickly shook it off. 

Like I said, I had a mission to do. 

“So, what happens now?” I asked as I did a couple of quick stretches to iron out all the tension that was left in my body. “I’m pretty sure I created a Soul Bridge with each and every one of you guys.” 

“I’d say it is guaranteed, Emperor Evan,” Ester purred as she twirled a bit of her pale blonde hair in her fingers. “You put your seed into each of us three times, after all.” 

“Only three?” Aine giggled. “It felt like so much more.” 

“Maybe we need a fourth?” Tira suggested with a naughty smirk. “Just to be safe.” 

“I know healing is kinda my whole thing,” I chuckled. “But I’m not sure if there’s enough fluid in my body to go another round, especially with all twelve of you.”

“Another time, then,” Remna mused. “Soon, hopefully.” 

“Soon,” I promised. “Once the Demon King has been slain and the Breach is closed for good, I’ll come back in here, and we can do this all over again.” 

As I spoke, my ears picked up the distinct sound of the Spiritual Sea around us. Or, more specifically, it picked up a lack of noise. 

There were no crashing waves. 

I turned and looked out at the water before me and saw that, for the first time I could remember, it was as calm as a fresh puddle of rain. The water now looked crystal clear, and it only moved in slow, rhythmic waves as it pushed up onto the shoreline. The sky above us had gotten noticeably more clear and blue, while the clouds that normally made up the air in my spiritual sea disappeared and allowed the sun to shine down brighter on the white sands of the beach. 

“Do you hear that, Evan?” Miraya sighed longingly. “No waves, and the sky is starting to clear up, too. Your spirit is cleansed, Evan. Your spirit is cleansed!” 

“Uhhhh, I wouldn’t speak too soon,” Dara gulped as she pointed up to the sky. “What is that?” 

Sure enough, a large beam of blue light seemed to shine down onto the sand, and then a figure slowly started to float down through the clouds. Inside of the beam, I saw a man floating down casually through the sky with a holy grace about him. He was a very tall man with the darkest hair I’d ever seen in my life, and his muscles were almost as large as Brenna’s. The man wore a brilliant suit of golden armor that shimmered in the ethereal light, and I instantly recognized him from the many Redimi Vincio ceremonies we’d had to do recently. 

It was Aeron, the God of Punishment. 

“Impossible…” Miraya gasped as she hurriedly put her robe back over her body. “A god? Inside of a mortal’s Spiritual Sea?” 

“We must have done something right,” I noted as I hastily got dressed. 

The rest of the spirits got up out of the pile and put their clothes back on, all while Aeron floated down and landed on the white sand with a dull thunk. 

“Evan of Hatra,” Aeron said with a proud smile. “You truly are reminiscent of the Rahmian Kings of old. Your harem was already larger than most, and now you have added Noble Spirits? Quite impressive.” 

“Is that why you came here?” I chuckled. “To admire my harem?” 

“Unfortunately not.” The god shook his head. “I came here for--” 

Before Aeron could finish his sentence, there came a long, angry hiss from across the sea. We all turned to see the three robed figures of the Iudices headed toward us with the speed of a fucking cheetah, and I instinctively got into a fighting stance just in case. 

I knew these pale assholes had already given me permission to purify my Spirit, but I also knew just how two-faced they were. It wouldn’t have surprised me one bit if they’d decided to rescind their offer, or if they were pissed off that I didn’t do it “correctly” or some shit like that. 

“For them?” Miraya mused. 

“Partially,” Aeron said. “I shall let them speak their piece first, though I doubt they will say anything of value.” 

The Spirit Sisters all let out a series of snorts and giggles at Aeron’s comment, and I couldn’t help but chuckle at their obvious disdain for the Iudices. 

I didn’t blame them, either. These bald, gatekeeping fucks ran the Spirit world like a bunch of dictators, and they saw the Noble Spirits as lesser beings who didn’t even deserve the time of day. 

The Iudices arrived on the beach, and then they floated down and landed without raising their heads or unfolding their arms out of their drooping sleeves. When they finally did raise their heads, all three of the creepy bastards wore scowls on their faces. 

Aeron cleared his throat a bit, though, and the Iudices’ eyes widened with fear. 

“Aeron?” the one on the right gulped. “The God of Punishment? Here?” 

“H-How?” Cicero asked. “Gods cannot enter a mortal’s--” 

“I am a God!” Aeron boomed with an intense voice. “I can do as I please.” 

“Of-- of course.” The left Iudice bowed. “To what do we owe the pleasure of this visit, God of Punishment?” 

“That depends,” Aeron scoffed. “I came to speak with Emperor Evan of Hatra about urgent news. Why have you come to his Spiritual Sea?” 

“By all means, God of Punishment,” Cicerone said in his most ass-kissing voice. “If it is urgent, then don’t let us interrupt.” 

“It is not very urgent.” The God of Punishment smirked. “Certainly not as urgent as whatever is on your mind. I have never seen the Iudices move so fast in my entire life… What did you wish to speak to Evan about?” 

Cicerone pursed his lips and mulled over his words carefully, and I could tell that whatever he wanted to say, he didn’t want to say it in front of a god. 

“It is not a pressing matter,” the Iudice obviously lied. “We yield the floor to you, God of Punishment.” 

“No, no.” Aeron shook his head. “My news is somewhat complicated and complex. Please, continue.” 

“Yes, great Iudices,” Remna said in a defiant tone. “Please enlighten us.” 

“If I were you, I’d be mindful of my tongue, corrupted one,” the left Iudice spat. 

“Is that any way to talk to a member of Emperor Evan’s harem?” Aeron scolded the Iudice. “She is practically royalty.” 

“Royalty?” The pale bastard laughed. “The Spirit of the Sword of Shadows?” 

“Is that a problem?” I growled. “Because all of these women in front of you have formed Soul Bridges with me, just as you said they would.” 

“Could,” Cicerone whispered. “We said they could.” 

“Is that why you came here?” I mused. “You didn’t think I could actually get all twelve of these women to form a Soul Bridge with me and each other, and now you’re pissed I purified my Spirit?” 

“It was highly improbable.” The middle Iudice frowned. “You must understand this sort of power in a mortal is… Not allowed.” 

“Then why did you allow it?” Aeron asked as he crossed his arms across his chest. 

“What?” one of the Iudices gulped. 

“You brought the Noble Spirits into Evan’s Spiritual Sea, did you not?” 

“Well, yes, but… What he was proposing was impossible.” 

“Apparently not,” Aeron said. “Emperor Evan has bonded with all of these Spirits, which means he now has the power of a living god.” 

Holy shit. I knew forming the Soul Bridges with all these Noble Spirits was going to purify my Spirit and make me strong enough to kill the Demon King, but a living god? It was just now hitting me that I was stronger than any being in Inati, and I was now on par with the gods of this world in terms of strength. 

It was a tad overwhelming, to be honest. 

“We intend to rectify the situation, God of Punishment,” Cicerone noted. “We understand no mortal is allowed to have such power.” 

“Now, wait a fucking minute,” I snarled as I stepped up beside Aeron. “You gave me permission to pursue this power, so I did it.” 

“We never gave you permission,” the right Iudice corrected. “We simply brought the proper ingredients to you and then stepped away. If we thought you actually had a chance at attaining such power--” 

“So you lied,” I said as my eyes narrowed. 

“Technically--” 

“I don’t give a shit about technicalities,” I hissed. “You lied to me and to the Spirits you are supposed to be protecting.” 

“We did no such thing!” Cicerone grumbled as he turned to Aeron. “You must see what we have done, God of Punishment.” 

“I see exactly what you have done…” Aeron frowned. “You misled my most trusted mortal contact, a man who may be this world’s only chance against our most powerful foe, in the hopes he would fail. Then you come back here once he is successful intending to ‘rectify the situation?’ What exactly did you intend to do, Iudices?” 

“It depended on how Evan of Hatra responded,” the main Iudice admitted. “If he’d given up his power willingly, then we would have simply left it at that. If he resisted--” 

“What?” I snarled. “You’d try to kill me? That really didn’t work out so well for you the last time.” 

“We would have imprisoned the Noble Spirits,” Cicerone said. “Which would have weakened his powers back to their mortal levels.” 

“And it would have removed them from the Noble Swords in which they inhabit,” Aeron said with a stoic frown. “Effectively hindering Evan’s mission and affecting his journey into the Breach.” 

“It may sound drastic,” the right Iudice said. “But it would be the only way to solve the problem.” 

“Let me see if I’m hearing you correctly,” Aeron grumbled. “You tried to manipulate Emperor Evan and, when it failed, you decided to imprison members of his royal harem? Members of his harem that allow Emperor Evan’s soldiers to harness great powers of their own? During a time of war, when Rahma and its surrounding kingdoms are under the threat of total annihilation?” 

“The mortal world does not concern us,” Cicerone said matter-of-factly. “It is our sworn duty not to interfere, as you created us to do.” 

“I didn’t create you,” Aeron mused. “And from what you’re telling me, it sounds like you three have interfered with the mortal world directly.” 

“No, God of Punishment.” The main Iudice shook his head. “We have done no such thing. To do so would be punishable by--” 

“By imprisonment,” the gold-armored god finished the sentence. “Or death.” 

“P-Precisely,” Cicerone said, and I heard a slight waver in his voice. “Which is why we refuse to interfere in such manners.” 

“But you already have,” Aeron said as a sly grin twisted up the sides of his face. “By attempting to manipulate Emperor Evan and his allies.” 

“That was never our intention--” 

“Was it not? You said it yourself… You provided him with the proper ‘ingredients’ in the hopes he would fail. And now you come back into his Spiritual Sea, his most personal and holy place, and you wish to imprison members of his harem? Therefore limiting his allies’ power in Rahma and making it more difficult for him to achieve his ultimate goal? A goal approved by the gods, I may remind you.” 

Even though the three Iudices were pale as fuck, they all seemed to grow a shade paler as Aeron’s words sunk in, and their pasty blue eyes flitted back and forth. 

“It was never our intention to--” 

“Silence!” Aeron boomed. “I care not for your intentions, Iudices. You broke the one rule that keeps the order between the mortal world and the spirit world, and now you must suffer the consequences.” 

“Please, God of Punishment…” the left Iudice begged. “If we could hold council with the God of Judgment, we could explain ourselves.” 

“You will see the God of Judgment soon enough,” Aeron bellowed as the golden armor on his body began to glow. “Until then, I cannot allow you to remain free and unchecked. Gods know what other chaos you’d cause in the meantime.” 

“Aeron--” 

“Address me by my title!” Aeron snarled, and the Iudices seemed to take a step back. 

“God of Punishment, we beg of you…” 

“I’m done with this debate,” Aeron scoffed. “You shall be imprisoned until we gods can pass judgment on your actions, starting immediately.” 

“We didn’t do anything--” 

Before the Iudice could finish his sentence, a massive cage made out of solid gold materialized in the air around him. The other two Iudices were captured in golden prisons of their own, and their whole demeanor changed from pleading to rage. 

“The other gods will not have this, Aeron!” Cicerone hissed. “You know this is not your decision to make. You have been blinded by your attachment to his mortal, and you will suffer the consequences.” 

“Man.” I whistled. “These guys flip the switch reaaallll quick when they don’t get their way.” 

“Indeed.” Aeron nodded. 

The God of Punishment lifted his right hand up into the sky and snapped his fingers, and then the three golden cages began to shrink around the Iudices. Once they got down to being just a little bit bigger than their prisoners’ bodies, the cages disappeared into thin air with a flash of golden light. 

“Was that true?” Miraya gulped. “What they said about the other gods?” 

“It is.” Aeron nodded. “Once they have gone before Tarom the God of Judgment, they will surely be freed. Their incursions into the mortal world were not enough to be punishable, and the other gods will surely agree with them.”

“And then you’ll be punished?” I asked. 

“I will.” The god shrugged. “Though hopefully I have bought you enough time to finish your mission before that happens.” 

“Aeron…” I trailed off as happiness swelled in my heart. “You really didn’t have to stick your neck out for me like that.” 

“It was the only way,” Aeron admitted. “If the Iudices imprisoned the other Spirits, you would have been weaker than you were when you woke up this morning. And that is something we cannot have when the Demon King is so close to victory. I will take whatever punishment is decided for me, as I know in my heart it was very much worth it.” 

“What happens when they are freed, though?” Juniper asked in a timid voice. “Will we all be imprisoned?” 

“I will plead my case before the gods and tell them I was the one who manipulated this whole endeavor,” Aeron explained. “I am hoping once you close the Breach and slay the Demon King, the gods will forgive all our transgressions.” 

“You mean ‘if,’” I sighed. “We’ve still got a long way to go before we go into the Breach.” 

“I know what I said.” Aeron nodded. “Now that you are a pure being, Evan of Hatra, there is no doubt in my mind victory will be yours. However, that brings me to the original reason I came to you… It’s about the spider.” 

“The one we killed after one of the Redimi Vincio ceremonies?” I asked. 

“Indeed. I have been studying it for weeks now, Evan, and I have made some truly disturbing discoveries about its origin.” 

“That’s never good to hear,” I sighed. “Is it a creature from the Breach?” 

“No,” Aeron explained. “It is much, much worse. Those are simply spiders that reside in the hills around the Jade Temple.” 

“How is that worse?” Brenna scoffed. “There are giant spiders all over in Rahma.” 

“They were being controlled,” the god continued. 

“By miasma?” I asked. 

“By the Demon King himself.” 

“Okay… But we already knew he could do that. He’s spoken to me directly through some of the demons we’ve fought. And we’ve killed so many infected monsters over the last few years.” 

“Yes,” Aeron noted. “The creatures he controlled were his demons. Creatures bonded to him by the darkness of the Breach. And any of the ‘possessed’ monsters you have fought were directly infected by the miasma. The spiders, though? They are regular creatures of Rahma that have become possessed by the Demon King from beyond, without any sign or indication.” 

“Oh, my God…” I growled as a dark realization took over. “You think he’s going to use this power against me? With my own people?” 

“I’m surprised he hasn’t already,” the god said. 

“Perhaps I am just not as intelligent as the rest of you,” Calpress interjected with a raised finger. “Why is this such a problem?” 

“Because,” I explained. “The Demon King could possess any one of my allies in Rahma without me knowing it. I wouldn’t smell the miasma or see the darkness in their eyes… He would have a million different ways to assassinate me without warning.”

“And even if you saw it coming, you’d have to make a fateful decision,” Aeron continued. “The Demon King does not release his hold on his puppets until they are dead.” 

That could definitely lead to some fucked-up situations. What if the Demon King decided to possess Ruslan or Julia? Or, even worse, one of my children or lovers? I would never be able to harm them in a million years, which meant they would either have to be locked away in a prison cell, or they would keep coming at me until they finally succeeded with my mission. 

“This is bad,” I growled. “This is really, really bad. I need to wake back up and tell everyone what’s going on.” 

“I shall speak with the rest of the gods,” Aeron said. “And I will continue to watch over you and your allies in the meantime.” 

“Do you think it’s finally time?” 

“To enter the Breach?” The god raised a dark eyebrow. “That is not for me to decide, Evan of Hatra. Though I would warn you the Demon King will grow more and more desperate the more he loses, and I would not wait around for him to make such a move.” 

“Understood.” I nodded. “Oh, and do you have the power to send all these spirits back to their homes? The Iudices did it the first time, but they’re kinda locked up right now.” 

Aeron nodded, and then eleven beams of bright blue light came down from the sky and surrounded the spirits like spotlights. The women were lifted up into the air as they “ooh”-ed and “ahhhh”-ed at the display of power, though they all then put their attention on me.

“Until next time, Emperor Evan,” Ester giggled. 

“Please let this happen again soon,” Aine sighed. 

“At least your wielders are close to Evan,” Brenna mumbled. “Tawas never seems to leave Odrein.” 

“I’ll pay you a visit.” I winked at the Spirit of the Sword of Strength. 

Aeron was caught in a twelfth beam of blue light, and then the god started to ascend back to the heavens or wherever it was he had come from. 

“Good luck, Emperor Evan,” Aeron declared in a thunderous tone. 

“Thank you, God of Punishment,” I said with a slight bow. “You have no idea how much I appreciate what you’ve done for us here today.” 

“Kill the Demon King. That would truly be the best thanks that could be given.” 

Miraya and I watched as Aeron and her Sisters all moved up through the clouds and disappeared with a crack of blue lightning. Then it was just the two of us alone. 

“Well, that was a wonderful series of events,” Miraya giggled. “I got to make passionate love to you and all of my Sisters, and then Aeron imprisoned the Iudices?” 

“You gotta appreciate the little things in life,” I chuckled. “Now, I need to wake up.” 

“I’ll be right here if you need me.” The Spirit of the Sword of Healing smiled. 

I closed my eyes, began to take deep breaths, and then slowly started to transition back into my physical body. Soon, the sound of the softly-crashing waves was replaced by the trickle of an underground river, and I heard a few voices whispering around me. 

“Is he alright?” Ruslan asked. “He’s been out for nearly three hours.” 

“He is fine,” Alyona assured my father. “I believe this just means he is making great progress in the Spirit World.” 

My eyes popped open, and I sat straight up as I sucked in a deep breath. 

“Evan!” Ruslan declared as his fox ears stood straight up on his head. “You have returned.” 

“What happened, son?” Julia asked as she knelt down beside me. “Tell us everything.” 

I told my friends and family all about the Soul Bridge, as well as the altercation between Aeron and the Iudices. I also explained how the Demon King’s power was now beyond anything we’d seen before, and that none of them were safe from his grasp. 

“What are you saying, Evan?” Alyona gulped as her face turned white as a ghost. 

“I’m saying we cannot wait any longer,” I sighed. “Right now, I have the power to close the Breach and kill the Demon King, and that power may go away if the Iudices are released.” 

“So, you think it’s finally time?” Alyona breathed as her eyes welled up with tears. 

Dread filled my heart as I nodded, and then I lifted up my hand and summoned a couple of silver messenger dragons. 

“Go to my allies,” I said to the messenger. “The ones who are coming with me to the Breach. Tell them it’s-- tell them it’s finally time to make our journey.” 

The little dragons squeaked before they leapt from my hand and then scurried toward the staircase of the River Moonstone House. As I watched them leave, the severity of the situation seemed to hit me like a ton of bricks. 

It was time to enter the Breach. 

 




 
 Chapter 6 

“I understand this is alarming information, son,” Ruslan said as he followed me up the stairs of the River Moonstone House. “But I worry you are making a rash decision to enter the Breach before you’re fully prepared.” 

“What else is there to prepare for?” I asked. “My spirit has been purified, and I’ve bonded with all the Noble Swords. It’s now or never, especially if the Demon King has the strength to possess those I love on a moment’s notice. Every second I stay in this world is another second I’m putting you all in danger.” 

“Won’t we be in danger when you’re in the Breach?” my adopted father argued. “Surely the Demon King will see an opportunity to attack while you are gone.” 

“Probably,” I admitted. “Which is why it’s a good thing we took out most of his army. At least, the part of his army that resided in this dimension. Plus I’m leaving you under the care of all my finest warriors, and the fortifications I’ve made in Hatra will protect you against anything the Demon King may throw your way.” 

“Also, having Evan inside of the Breach itself will cause a distraction for our enemy,” Alyona added. “The Demon King feared Evan enough to throw everything he had at us during our coronation. If he hears Evan is in his dimension, then he will surely be focused on protecting himself and will not have time to mount an invasion in Rahma.” 

“Let us hope so,” Julia sighed. 

The four of us exited out into the beautiful flowering gardens of the Lunar Palace, and then we headed toward the courtyard at its entrance. As we headed for the gates, I saw Skye, Nike, Emarla, Naomi, Rebecca, and Aaliyah were already there. Rebecca and Aaliyah were off in the corner, and I laughed when I saw Rebecca flexing her muscles as she spoke to the lion Demi-Human. Rebecca’s story must have been humorous, because Aaliyah’s face was stretched into a gleeful smile as she held her hands on her stomach and doubled over laughing. 

The other four members of the party were chit-chatting casually as we approached, though they all got silent when they saw me. 

“Emperor Evan,” Nike said with a stern, expressionless frown. “A little dragon told me the time has come to enter the Breach?” 

“Aye.” I nodded. “I’m afraid so. Our enemy grows more and more powerful by the minute, and I fear if we don’t act now, we’re going to miss out on the element of surprise.” 

“We will journey with you wherever fate takes us, Evan.” Skye smiled through her dark blue lips. 

“There’s no such thing as fate,” Naomi mused with a half-smirk. “That is why you’re taking a powerful sorceress like myself along. To make sure you don’t have to rely on fate.” 

“Please,” Emarla giggled as she brushed a bit of her pink hair from her almond-shaped silver eyes. “We all know Evan is the one who will save us if everything goes south.” 

“Ye have little faith, my friends,” Zoklan’s voice boomed from above. 

Two massive shadows appeared overhead, and then a pair of dragons landed in the courtyard with a hearty thud. The black dragon transformed into Zoklan, while the gray dragon turned into Zarek, and both of my family members approached the group with a sort of swagger reminiscent of a cowboy in a Western film. 

“Don’t think for a minute Evan will get all the heroic moments on this adventure,” Zarek mused. “Not when the legendary dragon brother duo is around.” 

“Get used to this.” Zoklan rolled his eyes. “Zarek gets a tad… Boisterous when we go on adventures together.” 

“That’s because nobody can stop us, brother!” Zarek declared as he slapped my father on the back. “And now that we’ve added a third dragon to the fray? We’ll be invincible!” 

“Remember where we are going, brother,” my father warned as his green eyes narrowed. “I have spent most of my adult life trying to find this place, and the horrific creatures that dwell within its barriers. If any of us come out of this campaign alive, we will be lucky.” 

“All the more reason to be so relaxed, no? If we’re all going to die anyway, then I’d rather go out like a legendary hero of old.” 

“I think that ship has already sailed,” Nike grumbled. “When you decided to go the way of the bandit.” 

“One man’s bandit is another man’s hero.” Zarek shrugged. “What was the man you were always talking about, Zoklan? The one from Earth who stole from the rich? Robin Williams?” 

“Robin Williams was the comedian,” Zoklan chuckled and shook his head. “Robin Hood is the man you are thinking of.” 

“Exactly!” Zarek declared. “I’m not a thief, I’m just Robin Hood.” 

“Tell that to all the buildings you destroyed in my homeland,” Nike sighed. 

“Enough bickering,” Aaliyah interjected, and her golden tail flicked impatiently behind her. “I want to get into the Breach and tear into some new enemies.” 

“I will crush them with my bare hands,” Rebecca chuckled. 

“I think we’re all here…” I trailed off as I looked around at my friends. “Now, before we head off to the White Jade Temple, I have to ask one last time--” 

“We’re not backing out, Evan,” Naomi cut me off. “We agreed to come along, which is exactly what we are going to do.” 

“I will help you close the Breach or die trying, brother,” Nike added. “I made that choice long ago.” 

“We’re not going anywhere, kid,” Zoklan promised. “This is a fine group of warriors you have here, and they are all loyal to you and our cause.” 

“Okay.” I nodded. “I suppose we should get to the temple, then. Is there anything we need to know about the Shaded Scepter, Zoklan? How does it work?” 

“We all must be touching it as we pass through the Breach,” my father explained. “If we are not, then… Well, I wouldn’t want to be that poor soul. Let’s just leave it at that.” 

“How will we all hold it?” Rebecca questioned as she crossed her arms across her ample chest. “There are nine of us going on this journey, and only one scepter.” 

“It’s a large scepter,” Zoklan chuckled. “We’ll be a little crowded on the way down, but it’ll work.” 

“We don’t even need to worry about that,” I said. “Emarla’s energy tendrils should be able to do the trick, right? If she holds onto the Shaded Scepter and then uses her tendrils to hold onto us?” 

“That actually would be a great solution.” My father nodded. “Great thinking, son.”

“I can portal us to the White Jade Temple whenever you are ready,” Alyona said with a heavy frown. 

“Us?” I sighed. “Alyona, for the last time, I can’t let you--” 

“I’m simply coming to see you off,” my wife said. “I know I cannot join you in the Breach, but I wish to be the last face you see before you head off on your journey.” 

“There’s no other face I’d want to see,” I said with a warm smile. 

“So, this is it…” Ruslan murmured, and his voice was thick with emotion. “You’re really going to the Breach.” 

“I am,” I said as I looked into my adopted father’s emerald-green eyes. 

Though Ruslan was trying to hold it together, his eyes were misty with tears, and his ears were down at the sides of his head like a sad puppy. 

Julia wasn’t doing much better. My adopted mother wore a somber smile as she gave me a nod and placed her hand on her husband’s shoulder. She gripped Ruslan tightly as her eyes glistened, and I saw her bottom lip start to tremble. 

“Good luck, Evan,” Ruslan finally said. “We know you won’t need it, but we wish you the best of luck anyway.” 

“Look…” I began as my heart felt a million times heavier. “I know this is a dire mission, and I’ll be lucky to come back in one piece. If-- if I don’t, though, I just want you to know that--” 

“Don’t talk like that, Evan!” Julia shook her head. “You are going to come back. All of you are. And once this nightmare is over, we will get on with our lives the way the gods intended. Do not even think such things, son.” 

“Alright.” I smiled faintly. “Then I won’t.” 

“What about the rest of your subjects?” Zarek asked. “Don’t you wanna say goodbye to all of them, too? Just in case we all…” 

My uncle made a slashing motion across his throat, accompanied by a deathly noise. 

“I wish I could,” I admitted. “But we don’t have time to call a formal meeting and have me wish them all farewell one by one.” 

“Your messenger dragons!” Alyona gasped. “Evan, you could use those to send a message to all of your subjects at once, without taking the time to gather them in person.” 

That wasn’t a bad idea. The only problem was I had no fucking idea what to say. I fully intended to come back through that Breach, safe and sound, and continue to rule over this world as I was supposed to. However, I knew how dangerous this mission was, and I knew there was a slight chance I wouldn’t return. 

Eventually, though, I was able to gather up the courage to summon a single silver dragon into my open palm, and I began to dictate to him my parting words. 

“This is Emperor Evan of Hatra,” I began. “As you know, the Demon King grows stronger by the hour, and he has now shown us he is willing to throw everything he has at our beloved city in a desperate attempt to catch us off guard. However, he never could have counted on the citizens of Hatra being strong and unified, nor could he have predicted the countries of this world would band together against him. It is now time for my friends and I to depart into the Breach… It will be a daunting mission, and one that has often been referred as a ‘suicide mission.’ Know that whatever happens while I’m in there, Rahma is in great hands while I’m gone. Empress Alyona will continue to rule in my absence, and should anything happen to me, I know she and our future child will be the best damn rulers you’ll ever have. Hang in there, my loyal subjects. This is hopefully only a temporary goodbye.” 

With that, the silver messenger dragon tilted his head to the right. Then he let out a squeak, jumped off my hand, and split into hundreds of clones. The air was filled with the sound of tiny footfalls and squeaking dragons as they dashed off in all directions, prepared to deliver my message to the people of Hatra. 

“Damn.” Zoklan whistled. “I think you just gave a speech to rival Aragorn. Or Spartacus.” 

“Who?” Zarek asked. 

“Earth stories,” my father explained. “Characters who gave very inspirational speeches.” 

“That was beautiful, Evan.” Julia smiled. 

“I’ll give part two of the speech when we get back,” I said with a wink, but then I took a deep breath and turned to my wife. “Alyona… I think it’s time.” 

“My father already knows we are coming,” Alyona explained. “We’ve arranged to meet him on the northernmost side of the Breach, along the Widow’s Walk.” 

“The Widow’s Walk?” I raised an eyebrow. “That doesn’t sound very encouraging.” 

“It’s a large cliff that sticks out over the Breach, which makes it a perfect spot for safe entry.” 

Honestly, I wasn’t sure there was any possible way to have a “safe entry” into the Breach. Still, I appreciated the thought. 

Alyona took a step away from the rest of our group, and then she lowered her eyes and began to whisper her teleportation spell under her breath. Sure enough, a large, glowing portal of pure white magic opened up before us, and Alyona raised her head back up before she gestured toward it. 

“I’ll see you in a few days tops,” I said to Ruslan and Julia. “I promise.” 

“We look forward to it, son,” Ruslan said. 

This time, there was no hiding the tears. Soft streams of liquid rolled down my adopted parents’ faces as they watched the first few of my friends step through the portal and disappear into the light, so I walked over to my “parents,” tossed my arms around them, and gave them a long, endearing hug. 

Finally, when I pulled back, Julia and Ruslan smiled happily. 

“You’re going to be left behind,” Julia joked as she pointed to the portal. 

“Farewell, Evan,” Ruslan said. “We will eagerly await your return.” 

“And I’m already eagerly awaiting it, too,” I chuckled. 

I gave my parents one last look before I turned around and walked up to the portal. I stepped through the glowing gateway, and the world instantly turned into a blinding white light. Seconds later, my vision started to return, though the scent in the air told me everything I needed to know about where I was. 

It was miasma. Without even looking around, I knew we were at the edge of the fucking Breach. 

Eventually, my vision did return, and I saw the rest of the party and I were standing on a long, narrow bit of rock. Sure enough this particular rock formation was stretched out so its pointed end was smack dab over the center of the Breach, and as I glanced over the side, I could see the red energy bubbling up from beneath Rodion’s seal. 

Creatures with glowing red eyes and dark black skin moved around under the seal as if they were swimming in water, all while the putrid purple miasma smoke wafted up into the air like the world’s worst clone of Old Faithful. 

“So, this is what it looks like up close,” Emarla noted as she peered over the edge. “I’ve heard so many stories about the Breach, and I’ve seen the horrors that lie on the other side… But this feels different. Suddenly, things feel a lot more real.” 

“It doesn’t get any more real than this,” Aaliyah admitted. “Once we jump off this cliff, there’s no turning back.” 

“My father and Castor will be here shortly,” Alyona said as she appeared through the portal. “They wish to speak with us before you depart.” 

The ten of us sat around on the Widow’s Walk for about twenty minutes before we finally saw a shadow appear overhead. I instantly sprang to my feet and drew my sword as I prepared for whatever was circling us, but then I let out a sigh of relief when I saw two figures I immediately recognized. 

It was Rodion and Castor, both floating downwards on a cloud. The first time I’d met Rodion, he’d arrived in Hatra the exact same way, though he’d been so weak in recent months I never thought I’d see him do it again. The cloud floated down to the very edge of the Widow’s Walk, and then both of the riders stepped off their misty transport and walked toward us. 

Rodion looked a million times better now than he had the last time I’d seen him. His white locks were now combed to be prim and proper upon his head, and the wrinkles in his forehead and bags under his eyes had disappeared completely. The former king was nothing but smiles as he approached us and then gave me a solemn bow. 

“Emperor Evan,” he declared. “Alyona told us of your arrival. Am I to assume it means what I think it means?” 

“It does,” I said. “We’re ready to go into the Breach, Rodion.” 

“If I’m being completely honest,” my father-in-law sighed, “I thought this day would never come. I was fully prepared to keep my magic seal on the Breach for the rest of my life, until I could train somebody else to take over for me. I never thought we would actually have a chance to seal it once and for all.” 

“Not just seal it,” I added. “We have a chance to actually stop this fucking thing. My spirit is now purified, which will give me a shot at taking out the Demon King himself.” 

Rodion’s purple eyes grew wide as his mouth nearly hit the floor. 

“Incredible,” was all he could whisper. 

“It is incredible, Father.” Alyona smiled. “If Evan and our friends are successful, we will never have to worry about the Demon King or miasma or demons ever again. We will finally have peace in Rahma.” 

“Now, that is something I really never thought I’d see,” Rodion chuckled. “Emperor Evan, what do you need from me?” 

“I need you to open up the seal,” I explained. “Just one little part, and only long enough for us to pass through with the Shaded Scepter. The second we’ve gone to the other side, seal it right back up, okay? No matter what happens, we can’t let there be even a single spot that could let demons escape.” 

“Understood.” Rodion nodded. 

I walked over to the edge of the Widow’s Walk and carefully leaned over the edge. The Breach seemed to be giving off some sort of intense heat along with its putrid scent, and I gagged just soaking it all in. Then my heart seemed to fall into my knees as I thought over Emarla’s earlier comment. 

This was real now. 

The Breach was staring me in the face, and I was about to plunge head-first into a dimension I knew little to nothing about. 

A dimension full of nothing but creatures that wanted to kill me, to boot. 

“Okay, everyone,” I said as I turned and addressed my friends. “Here’s how this is gonna work. I’ll turn into my dragon form, and you all climb on my back. Even you, Zarek and Zoklan… Then, once we’re all seated and ready to go, I’ll pull out the Shaded Scepter and hold it in my paws. Emarla will wrap her tendrils around me and all of you guys, and that should allow us to all pass through the Breach safely. Sound like a plan?” 

“As close to a plan as anything,” Zarek admitted. “It’s actually going to be kind of fun to be the passengers for once.” 

I walked over to Rodion, Castor, and Alyona, and then I stuck out my hand for Rodion to take. 

“This is a custom from back in my world,” I explained. “It is what two people do when they wish to say ‘hello’ or ‘goodbye’ to each other formally.” 

“We are family, Evan.” Rodion smiled. “There is no need for formalities.” 

Before I could say anything else, the tall, pale man stepped forward and tossed his arms around me. He let me go a second later, and I turned to Castor. 

“I think I’ll keep it formal,” the man grumbled and stuck out his hand. 

I gave Castor a firm handshake, and then I moved over to Alyona, the love of my life. 

There were a million things I wanted to say to her in this very moment, but my brain seemed to seize up when I saw her gorgeous amethyst eyes staring back at me. All I could do was smile at my wife and soak in her beauty as I reached up and gently grazed her cheek with my left hand. 

“I love you,” was all I could seem to murmur. 

“I love you, too, Evan,” Alyona whispered as she placed her forehead against mine. “Please hurry back.” 

Alyona’s soft lips pressed against mine, and we kissed passionately for a few seconds before I pulled back, laid my head against hers, and rested my hand on her pregnant belly. 

“I will,” I promised. “For both of you.” 

“Good luck, my love.” 

It took every ounce of my willpower to pull myself away from my wife, but eventually I was able to take a step back and gently let go of her hand. It felt like an eternity as her soft hand lowered back down to her side, and I moved over to the rest of my group, all while Alyona smiled at me longingly. 

Finally, it was time to make our move. 

“Alright, guys.” I cleared my throat and pushed back the sentimental feelings I was having at the moment. “Let’s do this.” 

I moved over to a spot with a lot of open ground, and then I transformed myself into my dragon form. Soon after the transformation was complete, I felt the other eight members of my campaign climb up onto my back, and then I felt a strange sensation as Emarla’s magic tendrils wrapped around my upper arms, right where they connected to my body. 

“We are secured, Emperor Evan,” Emarla announced. 

I called upon my spatial storage, reached into the pocket dimension, and then pulled forth the Shaded Scepter. I held the purple and silver bejeweled item in my left paw, and I gripped it firmly as I walked over toward the edge of the Widow’s Walk. 

“Alright, Rodion,” I said as I looked back at my father-in-law. “Prepare to open the seal.” 

Rodion’s hands lit up with white magic, and he gave me a nod. 

I took a deep breath as my heart pounded in my chest, and I looked down at the demons swimming around below. For all I knew, we could come out the other side of the Breach straight into a demon horde, or even into a pit of lava or miasma or whatever other horrific things awaited us inside.

It was quite literally a leap of faith.

But I had to take it.

I took a few steps toward the edge of the cliff, jumped over the edge, and allowed gravity to take over as I tucked my wings down against my sides. The passengers on my back let out a few gasps and yells of terror as we plummeted straight down toward the abyss, and I tightened my grip on the Shaded Scepter as we fell. The Breach was approaching fast, though we soon saw a bunch of glowing white symbols before us as Rodion used his magic on the protective seal that surrounded the deadly portal. Seconds later, there was a flash of light, and the symbols on the seal began to pull apart to reveal an opening. The heat radiating out of the hole was nearly unbearable, and I thanked the gods for the fact I had my healing powers to keep me from passing out. 

“Gods help us…” I heard Skye whisper in terror. 

“Hold on, everyone!” I commanded my friends. “We’re going through!” 

My heart seemed to stop in my chest as we passed through the hole, and then I felt my entire body get consumed by a radiant flash of heat. My snout hit the red portal first, and I was instantly overwhelmed by the smell of death and decay that flooded into my nostrils. I fought to keep myself conscious as the world turned into a bright shade of crimson, and I got a strange tingling sensation all throughout my muscles. For half a second, my brain seemed to shut off, and my mind slipped into nothingness. 

Then, as quickly as it had appeared, the red glow vanished. 

The ground that appeared below me was made up of dark sand, and I tried to pull up before I crashed. Unfortunately, I was going way too fucking fast for that, and all I could do was turn my body horizontally to protect my friends as I slammed into the ground, hard. A jolt of pain shot through the lower half of my figure, and I grunted as I bounced off the sand and skidded to a stop a few feet away. 

“Is everyone okay?” I whispered to my passengers. 

“Physically, yes,” Nike grumbled. “Mentally? I am not sure.” 

“By the Gods…” Skye trailed off. “So, this is what the Breach looks like.” 

My friends began to slide off my back and into the sandy ground, and once they were all off, I transformed back into my human form. Then I began to take in our surroundings. 

The sky above us was a dark crimson and dotted with literal black clouds. There was some sort of equivalent of the sun here in the Breach, though it only shone weakly through the darkness that hung in the air. A thick haze of miasma hung in the air like a fog, which was hell on my nostrils but might just give us a bit of an advantage in terms of stealth. 

The terrain inside of the Breach could only be described as an alien desert. The ground was made up of nothing but black sand with the occasional dried-up plant or jagged rock sticking up every now and then. The haze of miasma limited our visibility, so I could only see about half a mile ahead before the world turned into nothing but a dense cloud of purple smoke. 

There was an eerie silence all around us. I couldn’t hear any breeze or the sound of trilling insects or anything of the sort. All I could hear were inhuman shrieks and snarls far off in the distance, and I prayed to the gods that whatever was making such a noise stayed in the distance. 

Through the clouds and crimson sky, I saw the faintest outline of a valley and a mountainside, though it was blurry beyond belief and blocked off by several intricate, glowing white symbols. That was Rahma, as seen from inside the Breach. 

Then I saw the outlines of the demons. They were obscured by the thick clouds above us, though I’d seen enough demons to know what they looked like.

There really was no turning back now. 

 




 
 Chapter 7 

“Gods, this smells terrible,” Rebecca said as she pinched her nose and looked around. “How can anyone live in a place like this?” 

“When you’re a demon powered by miasma,” Zarek chuckled. “This is like paradise.” 

“Then why do they constantly want to break free and take over our world?” Skye asked. “It seems like they have everything they want right here.” 

“Not exactly,” Zoklan sighed. “Look around you, my friend… The Breach is a barren wasteland. Though they have plenty of miasma, these demons can never experience the fresh breeze that rolls off the ocean or the blustery sleet of an ice storm, nor can they even get the little things like fertile soil or mountains. There’s nothing here but sand and caverns.” 

“Caverns?” I asked. “I thought you said the ground was sand here?” 

“It is,” my father continued. “But I’ve read the Demons live in underground dens all over, allegedly built into a cave system that is millions of years old.” 

“Well, shit,” I grumbled. “That’s going to make it way harder to scope out our enemies’ position.” 

“Then perhaps we should get moving,” Aaliyah suggested. “Where are we, anyway, and where do we need to go?’ 

“Brother?” Zarek asked Zoklan. “You seem to be the expert on this dimension.” 

“It’s… Hard to say,” Zoklan admitted. 

“What do you mean it’s ‘hard to say?’” Aaliyah asked as she placed her hands on her hips and tilted her head to the side. “I thought you knew this dimension?” 

“I know much about it, yes, but I do not know everything. What I do know is the Breach will have to be closed in the same spot it was first opened.” 

The Demon King’s den, Miraya’s voice suddenly interjected. 

“Miraya!” I gasped. “I didn’t think I’d be able to hear you once we crossed over.” 

We are bonded in body and soul, Evan, the Spirit giggled. I’m with you anywhere you go. 

“How do you know it’s the Demon King’s den?” 

Because the rift was first opened when the Demon King was banished to the Breach. It is only natural he would focus his efforts on the spot where he spent the most time, would it not? 

“Miraya’s saying we need to find the Demon King’s den,” I announced to the rest of the crew. “Any thoughts on where the hell we’d find that?” 

“If I had to guess…” Zoklan stroked his chin as he spoke. “I would imagine we could follow the demons back to his lair, either through the air or underground.” 

“Oh, yeah,” Aaliyah scoffed. “Let’s just walk into a bunch of underground caves filled with demons, and with no idea where we’re going. I’m sure that will work out alright.” 

“I’d argue it would work out better than staying aboveground,” Nike said. “There is quite literally nothing to act as cover around here. If a horde of demons were to appear, we’d be completely exposed.” 

“The miasma acts as our cover,” the lion Demi-Human argued. “Even though we can’t see the demons, they won’t be able to see us, either.” 

“It is still risky,” Emarla admitted. “There’s only so much we can do on an open battlefield.” 

“So now you’re the expert at combat?” Rebecca teased. “I seem to remember teaching you how to parry spear attacks for the first time just last week.” 

“Guys!” I growled. “Arguing isn’t going to get us anywhere. I understand the objections to going underground, but Nike has a point. At least if we go underground we’ll get some cover from the demons flying around up here, and we can have somewhat of an inkling of an idea on how to get to the Demon King’s den. If we stay on the surface, we’re just going to wander around aimlessly until we encounter a demon, and that’s not a good idea at all.”

“We have to find an entrance to one of these caverns first,” Zoklan explained as he gestured around. “As you can see, we are not anywhere near a cavern at the moment.” 

“So, what do we do now?” Nike asked. “Shall we simply pick a direction and start walking?” 

“We could try to do a bit of reconnaissance,” Zarek suggested. “I could transform and then fly around to see if I can spot a cave from the air.” 

“That’s too risky.” I shook my head. “Besides, I don’t think you’d be able to see through the miasma, anyway.” 

“What about your foresight ability, Evan?” Emarla asked. “Could that tell us where to go?” 

“That’s only for the immediate future,” I explained. “Like, the next couple of seconds. I wish it worked like that, though.” 

“What about your echolocation?” Nike asked. 

“On what?” I whispered as I gestured around. “There’s nothing for my soundwaves to bounce off up here.” 

“Hold on…” Zoklan pondered as he dropped down to his knees. “I think I have an idea.” 

“One that can help us find a demon den?” 

“I remember reading from a scroll back when I was in the aquamare dimension,” my father continued. “In their world, I found a reference to the fact that demons from ‘the netherworld’ actively avoid water if they can help it. They may have had a different name for it there, but they were referring to the Breach.” 

“Okay…” Zarek trailed off. “I’m not seeing any water around here, though.”

“Wait!” I gasped. “The plants.” 

“Exactly,” my father said with a smile. “If there are plants here, then there must have been a water source somewhere.” 

“But these plants are all dead,” Naomi noted. 

“Now they are,” Zoklan continued. “Something allowed them to grow at some point, though.” 

“We just need to follow the plants until they start disappearing from the landscape,” I said. 

“And then we will be close to a demon den.” My father nodded. 

“I’ll keep an eye on the skies,” Skye offered. “Just to make sure nothing sneaks up on us while we’re wandering.” 

With that, we started off to the east. We walked on in silence for a few minutes as we studied the ground for any signs of diminishing plant life, until finally my curiosity got the best of me. 

“I have to ask,” I said to Zoklan in a soft whisper. “Why are you so sure the scroll you read in the other dimension is talking about the Breach? I thought that was exclusively a Rahma problem.” 

“It is a Rahma problem,” my father noted. “The Demon King opened the Breach in Rahma, and that is the first world he wishes to conquer. However, the Breach is its own separate dimension, Evan, which means its natural state is untethered.” 

“So, the creatures we know as ‘demons’ on Earth?” 

“They are one and the same as the creatures you have fought here in Rahma.” Zoklan confirmed. “Demons that appeared in your mother’s world were just travelers that communicated through space and time, or who perhaps found a small rift and slipped through. There is only one dimension that houses demons, son, and we are currently standing in it.” 

“So that’s why you were dimension hopping and looking for every worlds’ solution to their demon problems… They were all trying to kill the same demons.” 

“And soon, we will put a stop to those demon problems once and for all.” 

“So, does killing the Demon King kill all the demons in this dimension, as well?” Rebecca asked. 

“Unfortunately not.” Zoklan shook his head. “Though without their master, they will not be able to organize themselves for battle or form any sort of hierarchy. The average demon is fairly stupid, if you haven’t noticed.” 

“Yeah,” I chuckled. “They remind me of rabid dogs without much direction.” 

“There might still be the occasional rift between dimensions that allows a lone demon to slip through, but there would be no concentrated effort to overtake an entire dimension like there is now. Without the Demon King, these creatures will be about as dangerous as a rabid dog, as you said. No more, no less.” 

“Incoming!” Skye suddenly called out. “From the southwest!” 

“Shitshitshit,” I spat as I motioned for everybody to gather around. “Everybody, get back to back. We can’t let these assholes surround us, or it’s curtains.” 

My friends all drew their weapons as they clumped into a large group, and then we stood there and waited for the incoming demon attack. Thankfully, it never came. The shadow of a large flying demon passed overhead through the crimson sky, but it apparently hadn’t noticed us. Soon, the creature disappeared into the black clouds, and the world went silent again. 

“See?” Aaliyah joked. “We’re much safer up here.” 

“Okay, I’ll give you this one,” Nike mused. “Though I still think it’s a bad idea to stay above ground for too long.” 

We pressed on for about an hour more before we finally saw the plants in the ground start to disappear. It started with a series of flora that were even more dried up than the ones we’d found at our starting position, and eventually any bit of green or brown vanished from the landscape completely. 

“We’re on the right track,” Zoklan admitted. “Now we just need to keep an eye open for the den entrance.” 

“A giant hole in the ground?” Zarek asked. “Surely we would have seen that by now, brother.” 

“Don’t be so hasty,” my father scolded his brother. “You are assuming, and you know what they say about assuming…” 

“Actually, no I don’t.” The gray dragon shrugged. 

“Never mind.” Zoklan rolled his eyes. “Just don’t assume, okay?” 

“I know what it means,” I promised my father. “Now, what are we looking for?” 

“The entrance to a demon den is going to be covered with rocks, sand, and debris,” the black dragon explained. “They want to blend into the landscape as much as they possibly can to keep themselves hidden from other demons who might want to kill them and take their resources.”

“Wonderful,” Aaliyah sighed. “So that means we’ll have to just start digging around and hoping we stumble onto one?” 

“Actually, I have an idea,” I said as a smile curved up my lips. “I can flush it out with my earthquake magic.” 

“Ohhh.” Naomi grinned. “That’s a wonderful idea.” 

“It’s also going to send a powerful, pissed-off demon straight up into our path,” Zarek noted. “Though I guess that’s what I signed up for.” 

“I’ll flush it out, and then we can kill it as a team,” I explained. “Unless I-- Wait… Zoklan, you said these demons are the same as the ones people on Earth would encounter?” 

“Indeed.” My father nodded. 

“So do you think they understand common?” I asked. “If they’re interacting with beings from many different dimensions, they’d surely need to understand what is being said to them, right?” 

“I think so,” Zoklan admitted. “Though I’m not quite sure where you are going with this, son.” 

“You said the demons probably know where the Demon King’s den is located,” I continued. “What if I tried to pull it out of them with my nature magic?” 

“That-- that just might work!” Zoklan said as his eyes widened with surprise. 

“Unless they don’t actually speak common,” Nike chuckled. “Then we will need somebody to translate demon-speak.” 

It wasn’t much of a plan, but right now it was the only chance we had of getting our bearings. If it didn’t work, we’d simply be out of our time and effort, and the world would have one less demon to worry about. If it did work, though? We’d at least know what direction to head in, which was more than what we knew right now. 

“Alright,” I reminded my friends as I got down on one knee. “Be at the ready.” 

One by one, I watched Emarla, Nike, and Skye draw their Noble Swords, while Rebecca and Aaliyah took a fighting stance and unsheathed the deadly claws on their hands. Meanwhile, Zoklan summoned a bow and arrow made of pure acid magic into his hands, and his body was raised up atop the crab-like legs that had sprouted from his back. Zarek’s entire figure was covered with his deadly bone spikes, though my uncle looked about as nonchalant as one could be. 

Then I got to work. 

I called upon my earthquake magic and sent a large shockwave directly into the sandy ground. The world began to tremble at our feet, and out of the corner of my eyes I saw my friends wobble as they struggled to hold their ground. Bits of dark sand sprayed up into the air as the earth shook, and I held my spell until I finally heard the sound I wanted to hear. 

An inhuman shriek from somewhere below. 

I couldn’t pinpoint the creature’s exact location, but I could tell it was somewhere to the west of our position. I increased the intensity of my earthquake spell, and then I heard the sound of falling rubble, followed immediately by an angry roar. 

“I think you got one, Evan,” Zoklan muttered. 

I ceased my spell and turned around just in time to see a shadow burst forth through the miasma fog. 

The creature looked identical to the demons I’d fought in Rahma before, with its dark flesh speckled with glowing purple spots that billowed miasma. Deadly sickle-shaped claws clung to the end of its lanky, slender appendages, and its two pairs of red eyes were the first thing that showed up when it flew onto the scene. The demon had five horns in total, with two on each side of his head and then a single, straight horn that jutted out from the center of his forehead. His bat-like wings were pressed against his body as he rocketed forward, and I could tell he was pissed. 

Which was exactly what I wanted. 

“I’ve got him!” Emarla declared as she dashed forward and held out the Sword of Shadows. 

Several black energy tendrils shot forth from her blade and wrapped themselves around the demon’s arms and legs, and for a second it looked like she had ensnared him in her trap. However, not even a second later, the demon’s momentum lifted Emarla off her feet, and the half-mermaid gasped as she was taken for a ride. 

Thankfully, Zoklan was already on the case. 

My father scuttled toward the demon under the power of his crab-like legs, and once he was close enough, he leapt up into the air and grabbed onto Emarla. As he came down, Zoklan stabbed his spiny appendages into the ground, and then he began to burrow in the opposite direction. There was a spray of black sand as the dragon dug, and suddenly the demon’s momentum came to a crashing halt. 

The demon roared in pain as his body slammed against the ground, and then he quickly tried to crawl away. 

“I can’t hold him forever!” Zoklan said through gritted teeth. 

Nike and Skye both ran toward the action, and Nike held the Sword of Light out in front of him as he approached his enemy. There was a blinding flash of light from the Noble’s blade, which caused the demon to recoil in agony and snarl as he clawed at his own eyes. 

Skye went on the attack right after Nike, and she thrust the Sword of Youth forward as it glowed with red magic. A bolt of red lighting shot out of the tip of Skye’s sword, rocketed across the landscape, and then struck the demon right between the eyes. 

The demon shrieked in pain as he fell back down onto his stomach, and that was when I made my move. 

Whatever we did, we couldn’t let this fucker get airborne. If that happened, he would surely fly away or draw the attention of other demons, and I really didn’t want to deal with that shit at the moment. 

So, I decided to literally clip his wings. 

I used my super-speed ability to dash over to the fallen demon before he could get back up, and then I hauled back the Sword of Hatra. I took a hearty swing at the base of the bastard’s left wing, and there was a wet schluck as I separated it from his body with a spray of blood and miasma smoke. 

Before I could get to the second wing, the creature jerked his head toward me, and I was just able to get up a shield of fire before I was skewered by his horns. Instead, the impact from the blow sent me tumbling back into the sand, and I rolled to a stop unharmed. 

However, if the creature was pissed before, now he was in full-on rage mode. 

The demon shrieked as it lunged forward, and Nike and Skye just barely dove out of the way before its jaws snapped at the spot where they had just stood. Emarla and Zoklan were yanked out of the ground, and they both fell into the sand and began to drag behind the monster. 

Thankfully, our second line of defense was already in position and ready to keep the demon from escaping. 

Zarek let out a roar as he jumped, transformed into his dragon form, and then quickly flew up into the air. He banked around and dive-bombed the demon, and he transformed back into his human form as he plummeted downward. The gray dragon popped his deadly spines out of his body, which turned his body into a lethal projectile. Seconds later, Zarek slammed into the demon, who let out a roar of agony as he was driven to the ground by the force of the blow. 

The demon quickly stood back to his feet and began to shake his head around violently, but Zarek was stuck to him like a burr. My uncle then proceeded to lift his arms up and stab them into the creature repeatedly, which only made the monster panic even more. 

Meanwhile, Naomi was using her magic to create a whirlwind around the entire battlefield. The dark sand spun around in the sky as it stretched upward, and eventually she created a miniature tornado of sand and stone around us. 

Now, with his wings clipped and a perimeter of debris around him, the demon really wasn’t going anywhere. 

Aaliyah snarled as she dashed forward and then flipped up onto the demon’s back like an acrobat on a trampoline. The lion Demi-Human then began to slash her claws into the demon’s back, and the monster tried to rise once more. 

Rebecca had other ideas, though. 

The bear Demi-Human roared as she threw her entire body weight into the side of the demon’s head, and the monster bellowed as its skull was knocked to the right. Rebecca then sunk her claws into the flesh of the monster’s neck, dug her feet into the ground, and used her raw strength to hold its head in place. 

“I’d hurry up if I were you!” Rebecca grunted. 

Emarla and Zoklan ran back over to the demon, and Emarla proceeded to bind its limbs with her black energy tendrils. Meanwhile, Zoklan shifted into his dragon form and then placed his full body weight on the creature’s hind end. 

The demon wasn’t going anywhere. 

I rushed over to the front of the demon, stored the Sword of Hatra in my spatial storage, and then summoned up my nature magic. 

“Alright,” I demanded. “You’re going to tell me how to find the Demon King. Got it?” 

The demon hissed and snarled as it tried to break free, but it was no use. I held out my right hand and unleashed a bunch of tendrils of blue-green smoke, which traveled straight into his nostrils and mouth. Much like my human victims, the demon began to choke as blood oozed from his orifices, and finally he hung his head in defeat. 

“Is it working?” Nike asked as he and Skye came up to the scene. 

“We’re about to find out,” I growled. “Now… Do you understand common?” 

The demon looked up at me with pure hatred in its eyes, but then it slowly nodded its head “yes.” 

“Do you speak common?” Skye asked. 

The creature responded with a shake of its head “no.” 

“We can work with non-verbals,” I said. “How do we get to the Demon King from here?” 

I asked the demon a series of yes or no questions, starting with which direction we needed to go in. Unfortunately, the damn creature didn’t understand the concept of “directions,” so he gave me nothing. 

“What about your den?” Zoklan stepped in. “If we go down there, will there be anything that helps us find the Demon King?” 

The demon tried to resist my spell, but soon he nodded “yes.” 

“Directions?” I asked. 

The demon shook his head “no.” 

“A map?” Nike questioned. 

Again, “no.” 

“Fucking hell…” I grumbled. “Is it a compass? Or some sort of magical item that will lead us to him?” 

Again, the demon shook his head “no.” 

“What about a beacon?” Nike suggested. “Something that would allow you to contact him directly?” 

“Do you really think I would be foolish enough to do that?” the demon suddenly spoke, and I nearly jumped out of my boots. 

“So you can talk,” I growled. “That’s going to make things much easier.” 

“He cannot talk,” the voice continued. “But I can talk through him.” 

My heart sank into my stomach when I realized what was going on. I wasn’t speaking to the demon any longer. I was speaking to the Demon King. 

“Why don’t you save me the trouble of finding you,” I snarled. “And just come out and face me like a man.” 

“I’m not a fool, Evan of Hatra,” the Demon King chuckled. “You have no idea what you have just walked into. This world is not kind to anyone, especially mortals who do not belong. I don’t need to come out and fight you… The Breach will kill you long before you even come close to reaching me.” 

“Wanna bet?” I asked. “This thing didn’t do so hot.” 

“A mere demon,” the voice chuckled. “Congratulations. If you thought that was difficult, my friend, then you are in for a very bad time.” 

“I’ll take my chances. Now, where the hell are you?” 

“Right where I need to be to claim my victory and conquer your world,” the Demon King cackled. “Soon, the puny sorcerer will not be able to hold the seal, and my armies will finally be free. Everything you’ve built in Rahma will crumble, and I will steal away the ashes as your corpses rot above Hatra’s city walls. Perhaps you stood a chance when you were in your world, Evan of Hatra… But now you are in mine.” 

“Fuck you,” I spat. “We’re going to find you, asshole. And when we do, it’s not going to be pleasant. At all.” 

A smile twisted up the possessed demon’s face, but then he suddenly let out a gasp and gurgle. The monster’s whole body began to spasm as he rocked back and forth, and blood started to spill from his mouth like a waterfall. 

“What’s happening?” Skye gasped. 

“The Demon King is killing him,” I sighed as I released my nature magic. “He’ll be gone in a matter of seconds.” 

Sure enough, the demon’s eyes went dark before my tendrils of smoke even fully retracted. The creature’s snake-like tongue flopped out of its mouth as its body turned rigid, and it collapsed into a heap on the sand. 

Still, we had a lead we didn’t have before. 

“What do we do now, Evan?” Emarla asked as she sheathed her Noble Sword. 

“We go down into that bastard’s den,” I explained. “And we find whatever the hell it is he was referring to when I mentioned finding the Demon King.” 

“And the body?” Rebecca asked. “Surely it’s not a good idea to leave him just lying here for any other demon to see.” 

“Doesn’t the Demon King already know where we are?” Nike gulped. “He was just speaking with us through that creature.” 

“I think he can only see through their eyes,” I explained. “He’s not omnipotent or anything like that. At least, I haven’t seen anything so far to indicate he is… I think if we move on quickly, we’ll be fine.” 

“Don’t worry about the body, then,” Zarek said with a smirk. 

Everybody but my uncle walked away from the dead demon, and the second we were clear, Zarek let out a massive breath of fire. The flames engulfed the dead demon in an instant, and we watched with macabre curiosity as the fire began to melt the demon’s flesh. Before long, all that was left of the bastard was a pile of ash and a few bones. 

Naomi used her magic to quickly bury the demon’s remains in the sand, and then we started in the direction of the creature’s den. 

As we walked up to the entrance, though, I got a sense of just how large this dwelling really was. The mouth of the den was nearly fifty feet wide by itself, and it seemed to stretch down into the ground to the point where all I could see was a long, dark tunnel. 

“I guess this is it,” I said as I began to shift into my dragon form. “Who’s ready to take the plunge?” 

Zarek and Zoklan transformed into their dragon forms, as well, and the rest of the party got up onto our backs. We approached the edge of the demon’s den, paused for a moment, and then jumped off the side of the entrance. 

Into the darkness of the abyss below. 

 




 
 Chapter 8 

There was nothing but darkness and the sound of our beating wings as we plummeted downward, though the stench of miasma continued to grow the deeper we got. My night vision abilities allowed me to see my immediate surroundings without much issue, but this tunnel was so deep even I couldn’t see all the way down to the bottom. Still, Zarek, Zoklan, and I pressed on for a bit longer until there was finally a metaphorical light at the end of the tunnel.

The vertical shaft eventually flattened out, and we all gently landed onto the floor of a second tunnel that stretched deeper into the underground cavern. The entire tunnel was made up of dark gray stone that was jagged and sharp, which made the ground beneath us uneven and hard to walk on. Still, the three of us pushed forward cautiously until the tunnel opened up before us and revealed a large cavern that rivaled the Mammoth Caves back on Earth. 

Unlike those caves, though, this massive room was obviously somebody’s dwelling. 

At the very center of the space was what could only be described as a demonic bird’s nest made up of rocks and dried up, dead plants and vines. It was about twenty feet in diameter, and an obvious indentation in the center indicated it was used for sleep. There wasn’t a single torch or lamp in the whole cavern since the demons had the same night vision abilities as myself, though I did notice a few glowing red symbols from across the way. On the other side of the cavern was a massive pile of bones and rotting flesh I assumed was the demon’s “trash pile” of discarded meals, but most surprising of all were the many items that were on display on a makeshift mantle next to the western wall of the cavern. 

It was hard to see from this distance, but I could make out the distinct colors of silver and gold, as well as a few objects made of a rock-like material I’d never seen before. The glowing symbols were apparently engraved into brown clay tablets, and I swore I saw some translucent glass materials as well. 

“So, this is how demons live,” Zarek mumbled under his breath. “Very quaint.” 

“It’s about what I expected,” Zoklan admitted. “A large space to allow for flying… A place to sleep, and a place to discard its kills. What I don’t understand is that collection over there. What use would a demon have for material objects?” 

“Let’s find out,” I said as my friends slipped off my back. 

As I shifted back into my human form, Emarla timidly cleared her throat. 

“Evan?” the half-dwarf asked. “I don’t mean to bother you, but… I can’t see anything down here.” 

“Neither can I,” Skye added. “We were not all blessed with night sight like you dragons are.” 

“I can fix that,” Nike noted proudly. 

The Noble of the Sword of Light drew his sword, held it into the air before him, and then closed his eyes as he whispered something silently. For a split second, I saw the ethereal figure of Aine appear in the darkness before she giggled and was sucked into Nike’s blade. The second that happened, the Sword of Light began to glow like a brilliant white glow stick, and the room around us was illuminated fully. 

“Attaboy, brother,” I chuckled. “Way to think on your feet.” 

“I do wield the Sword of Light,” Nike said with a sly grin. “Such feats are kind of expected from me.” 

Nike held his sword out in front of him as we approached the collection of trinkets, and when we got close enough for me to see what was on the makeshift shelf, I realized my earlier observations had been correct. I clearly saw a silver platter, as well as a set of golden cups and a couple of gemstones. 

And a wall-hanging clock. 

“What the fuck?” I asked as I picked up the clock and inspected it. “Where the hell did a demon get this?” 

“What is it, Evan?” Aaliyah asked. “Some sort of measurement device?” 

“It’s a clock,” I explained. “It’s how we told time back on Earth. What is it doing here?” 

“Demons are interdimensional travelers, son,” Zoklan said. “You see those glowing tablets over there? Those are Sycha Stones from the world of Barbnon. And this necklace made of precious gemstones? It is the royal jewelry of the High Imishcla of Yur.” 

“I’ve never heard of those places before,” Nike admitted. 

“I wouldn’t expect you to have,” my father chuckled. “None of them are of this dimension.” 

“So, this demon is like a collector or something?” I asked. 

“Or something,” Zoklan admitted. “These are probably just souvenirs this particular demon wanted to bring back from the worlds he’s visited through the years.” 

As my eyes flitted over the gemstones and rare metals, my inner dragon began to scream at me from deep within. The previous owner of this stuff was now dead, so it was just ripe for the taking. The gold and silver and gems would make a valuable addition to my beautiful hoard back in Hatra, and after a half-second of inner turmoil, I gave in to my natural instincts. I picked up the set of golden goblets, opened up the pocket dimension to my hoard, and tossed them inside. 

“Looting, are we?” Zarek snorted. “I thought you locked me away for doing exactly that?” 

“I locked you away for hurting innocent people and trying to burn down one of our allied cities,” I reminded my uncle. “This is a treasure whose original owner is now deceased. The difference is night and day.” 

“Honestly, I don’t really care.” Zarek shrugged. “But didn’t this demon steal these artifacts from somebody else in the first place? Shouldn’t we go on a noble quest to return these possessions to their rightful owners?” 

“Enough, brother.” Zoklan rolled his eyes. “Though I enjoy a bit of sarcasm as much as anyone, now is neither the time nor the place.” 

“We’re dragons, too,” Zarek mused. “Why shouldn’t we get any of the loot?” 

“Because you’re technically my prisoner,” I pointed out. “Any possessions you have belongs to the city of Hatra, anyway.” 

“And I’ve long since given up my hoarding ways,” my father added. “Traveling across dimensions is difficult enough already, without a million possessions to keep track of.” 

“Well, we all can’t be as great as you, brother. Besides, an existence without possessions sounds dreadful. We are dragons… We are meant to take what we want.” 

“Couldn’t you just do what Evan does?” Aaliyah asked. “And put your treasure into your spatial storage?” 

“I do not have anywhere near the magical abilities to manipulate pocket dimensions like Evan,” Zoklan noted. “Needless to say my brother doesn’t have that sort of power, either.” 

“Yeah I-- Wait…” Zarek frowned and narrowed his eyes. “Why would that be ‘needless to say?’” 

“No reason in particular.” My father shrugged and then shot me a sly wink. “We are brothers, so of course our power levels are going to be the same.” 

I held back a snort at my father’s obviously snarky lie, but then I shook off the amusement as I watched Zarek pick up one of the gold pieces. 

“Can I truly not take even a single gold plate?” Zarek asked me. 

“Where the hell are you gonna put it?” I said. “I didn’t bring any bags, and anything that goes into my spatial storage stays there.” 

“Fine, fine…” The gray dragon sighed. “Just make it quick.” 

I spent the next few minutes picking up all the pieces of the demon’s collection and then tossing them into my spatial storage. As I did so, my father explained what each piece was, where it came from, and the value and significance of each item. There were artifacts and treasure from sixteen different dimensions in total, and I whistled with amusement as I realized just how well-traveled this demon really was. 

“How many dimensions are out there, Father?” I asked as I tossed the last bit of loot into my storage. “Surely this demon didn’t go to them all.” 

“Of course not.” Zoklan shook his head. “To be honest, I don’t know how many dimensions exist.” 

“Then how did you know which ones to go to?” Nike asked. “To find the artifacts you were looking for?” 

“I didn’t know.” The black dragon shrugged. “In retrospect, it may have been a tad reckless, but I would always simply jump into another dimension and then start from there. I knew the demons anyone would have encountered in that world would be one in the same as the ones in Rahma, so I simply spent days and sometimes months researching the mythology of that world’s demons, and how its inhabitants fought back against them.” 

“What about the list the Drache gave us?” I asked. “You had a whole list of items you left at the temple.” 

“My dimension-hopping magic isn’t permanent, son. The amount of time I spent in a world was dependent on how much energy I could expend, and I couldn’t always find the artifacts I needed before the magic ran out.” 

“So, you wrote the things you were looking for down in that book.” I nodded. “In hopes you could get back to that dimension later.”

“Precisely. I’ve unfortunately run out of enchanted items to power my travels, but once this whole mess is over, I would gladly show you how it’s done.” 

“I’ve already traveled to other dimensions,” I said proudly. “When I was trying to get back to Earth and bring Aunt Emma to my wedding. At the time, I just didn’t realize there were actually so many other dimensions to jump into.” 

“There are many,” Zoklan sighed. “And unfortunately they are all plagued by the same blight as Rahma.” 

“A blight that Emperor Evan will soon end,” Nike interjected with his chest puffed out proudly. 

“We’re not going to end anything if we just keep standing here,” Rebecca grumbled. “Didn’t you say this was a cave system? Shouldn’t there be some sort of tunnel connecting this to the rest of the caverns?” 

The bear Demi-Human had a point. Even with the light from Nike’s sword and my night vision abilities, I couldn’t see any exit from this den other than the one directly above us. The rest of the walls of the cavern appeared to be solid brown rocks, and other than the occasional large stalagmite or stalactite, there didn’t seem to be anything else in here but the nest. 

“Would the demons have had secret tunnels?” I raised an eyebrow as I placed my hand on the nearest wall. 

Solid as a rock. 

“I see no reason they would,” Zoklan said as he joined me and mirrored my actions. “They may be semi-intelligent creatures, but I doubt they have the mental capacity to create complex, hidden doorways.” 

“You don’t have to be intelligent to realize staying hidden usually means surviving,” Aaliyah explained. “I’ve hunted plenty of creatures in my life, and even the dumbest create simple barriers to their dens. It’s a primal instinct for prey. These demons had rocks and foliage over the main entrance, so why couldn’t they do the same for any other tunnels?” 

“She’s right,” I said. “Search for any signs of cracks or creases or spots in the rock that look unnatural. I’ll use my echolocation. If there’s anything large enough to make an imperfection in the stone, I’ll find it.” 

My team then split up and began our closer inspection of the den. 

I made a high-pitched clicking sound as I tried to bounce soundwaves off the walls, ceiling, and floor in an attempt to find any cracks or holes in the stone. I actually found quite a few, though none of them seemed to be anything more than a simple imperfection in the rock. 

The nine of us went at this for forty minutes before we met back at the center of the room to share our findings. 

“Nothing,” Naomi said with a shake of her head. “I even attempted to cast a few revelation spells, but there doesn’t seem to be anything hidden. At least, there’s nothing hidden by magical means.” 

“I checked the ceiling with Remna’s tendrils,” Emarla said. “I did not find any cracks or loose rubble there, either.” 

“We didn’t find anything, either,” Aaliyah sighed as she pointed to Rebecca. “She even punched a few spots that looked like they might be weak, but the cavern walls are sturdy.” 

“I checked the nest,” Zarek spoke up. “Nothing but the terrible stench of miasma and death that those things give off.” 

“Son of a bitch,” I grumbled. “Maybe this was a random offshoot or something. We’ll have to go back topside and keep on moving from there.” 

“I don’t think that’s a wise decision,” Zoklan argued. “If we stay underground, we can move without being detected.” 

“We don’t really have a choice,” I reminded my father. “This is a dead end.” 

“I’m sure this is a single cavern in a large cave system. I know there is a tunnel around here somewhere.” 

“If you have any ideas,” Skye snarked. “Please let us know. The section Nike and I looked at was solid rock, as well.” 

“Don’t you have rock magic, Evan?” Zoklan asked. 

“It doesn’t work like that,” I explained. “Yes, I can manipulate rock and stone, but I don’t even know where to look for these potential passageways. If I just start moving the walls around in here, the whole cavern’s gonna come caving in on our heads.” 

“Could Zoklan dig us a path?” Zarek suggested. “That is sort of my brother’s whole power set.” 

“Don’t be an ass, brother,” Zoklan chuckled. “I have plenty of other powers as well… But I’m in the same boat as Evan. If I start to dig without rhyme or reason, it could cause a cave-in.” 

“There has to be some power of yours that could help us out,” Zoklan argued. “You are the most powerful being in all of this world, Evan.” 

I tried to rack my brain over anything I could possibly use to help us find the rest of this cave system without going back to the surface. I was never one for spelunking, though Aunt Emma had taken me to some of the more “touristy” caves over the years. Plus, I remember being fascinated by the concepts of a massive, natural underground tunnel system in my seventh grade Earth-Space Science class. I tried to delve into the deepest parts of my memory to remember anything that might be able to help us out in this situation, and I got a few random flashbacks about the formation of stalagmites, as well as concepts such as “freestyling” and cave acoustics. 

Then my memory flashed back to one of the cave tours I did with Aunt Emma when I was eleven years old. I remembered we were standing there listening to the tour guide talking about the history of the cavern or some shit like that, and I kept getting a weird chill down my spine. 

Cave breathing. 

“I can check the wind,” I said with a sudden gasp. “With my nature magic.” 

“Wind?” Aaliyah chuckled. “There’s no wind underground.” 

“Sure there is,” I argued. “Caves want to stay at the same barometric pressure as the aboveground world, so they have to release some of their pressure to even things out. When that happens, it feels like you’re getting hit by a breeze.” 

“Why would there be one here, though?” Nike asked. “There aren’t even any holes in the wall.” 

“No,” I agreed. “But there’s a massive hole up there, at the entrance of this den.” 

“Wouldn’t we have already felt the wind by now?” Rebecca mused. “We’ve been in this den for an hour.” 

“It’s probably weak pressure,” I noted. “Which is where my nature magic comes in…” 

“If Evan increases the strength of the breeze.” Naomi smiled. “Then we’ll be able to feel which direction it’s coming from.” 

“Or hear it,” I added. “Everybody, hang onto your butts, because it’s about to get real loud and blustery in here.” 

I closed my eyes and searched deep into my Spiritual Sea as I cultivated the power of my nature magic, and soon I felt a surge of magic enter my body. Next, I simply tried to focus on the natural world around me, even though there wasn’t much to work with. I heard the sound of distant water drops as they fell from cavern ceilings and splattered against the ground, and I even sensed a few shifting bits of stone in the cavern walls around us. 

Then I heard it. 

The sound of the moving breeze was nothing more than a slight, high-pitched whistle, but that was enough for me to latch onto. I commanded my nature magic to increase the intensity of the breeze, and there was another surge of power through my body as I felt cool wind begin to hit me from my back and left sides. When I finally opened my eyes, I saw my friends were already rushing over to find the source of the breeze. 

“By the Gods…” Nike breathed with his hand held up to the wall. “This hole is smaller than the head of a needle!” 

“And this one is emerging from a small crack that blends into the stone perfectly,” Zoklan noted from behind me. 

“We never would have found those on our own,” Naomi said. “Good thinking, Emperor Evan.” 

“I’m just doing what any good Emperor would do.” I winked at the lizard Demi-Human. 

Zoklan’s six crab-like legs popped out of his body, lifted him into the air, and then began to stab at the wall before him. My father used his abilities to burrow through the stone, and a few seconds later he stood back with his chest puffed out proudly and completely covered in the dust from the crumbled rock. 

“There is a tunnel here,” the black dragon declared. “It is only large enough for us to move single file, but it is a tunnel nonetheless.” 

I held up my hand in the direction of the other tiny hole, and then I reached into my Spiritual Sea and conjured up my rock magic. Now that I knew where I needed to concentrate my efforts, I had no problem pulling the stone away from the wall and gently laying it off to the side. Sure enough, once the stone was gone, we were greeted with a long tunnel that appeared to be about ten feet tall and twenty feet wide. 

“What about this one, brother?” Nike asked as he continued to hold his hand over the pinprick hole in the other side of the wall. 

I walked over to the Noble, and then I placed my hand up against the stone and repeated my earlier actions. Sure enough, the stone before us crumbled away to reveal a small tunnel. This one, though, was only about four feet wide and four feet tall, which meant we’d have to crawl through it single-file. 

“Which one do we follow?” Aaliyah asked. 

“Should we split up?” Zarek suggested. 

“Split up?” I chuckled. “This is already a suicide mission, Zarek. Splitting up would just ensure we all die much easier and much quicker.” 

“Given the alternative of a hard and slow death,” Aaliyah admitted. “That’s actually much more desirable.” 

“I wonder if this is what the demon was talking about,” I pondered aloud. “He said there was something down in his den that would lead us to the Demon King’s den, right? And he got possessed before we could figure out what it was, exactly… I bet one of these tunnels leads straight to the bastard.” 

“But that still doesn’t help us,” Zoklan sighed. “This cave system allegedly spreads across the entire Breach. If we take a wrong turn or choose the wrong path, we could easily get lost and be stuck down here for weeks.” 

“All while the Demon King continues to grow stronger,” Naomi growled. “It is integral we choose the correct tunnel.” 

My friends all looked over at me, and I couldn’t help but laugh about the situation. How the fuck was I supposed to know which one to choose? It was quite literally a fifty-fifty shot at victory or near-certain death, and neither option was really calling to me at the moment. 

Then, by some chance of fate, I got the hint I was looking for. 

Unfortunately, it came in the scent of miasma. A powerful, pungent stench wafted into my nostrils, and I shuddered as I tried to keep myself from gagging on the scent of death and decay. It was fairly concentrated, and coming out of the tunnel to my left. 

“It’s that one,” I said through a disgusted cough. “Don’t you guys smell that?” 

“Good Gods,” Rebecca growled as she covered her nose with her hands. “I think I’m going to be ill.” 

“Wait…” Emarla gulped. “Why would you want to go down that tunnel? If it’s leaking so much miasma, then I can only imagine the horrors it contains.” 

“Well, if this is what is going to lead us to the Demon King,” I explained. “Then it’s going to smell of that nasty shit. Fuck, I’m sure the Demon King himself is surrounded by miasma all the time, so some of it’s wafting off and floating into other parts of the cave system..” 

“I hope you’re right,” the pink-haired beauty sighed. “It just seems like we’re walking head-first into danger.” 

“That’s because we are,” I said as I stepped toward the hole to my left and looked back over my shoulder. “The only question now is ‘who’s coming?’” 

“I shall follow you until the end, Emperor Evan,” Nike declared. 

“You know we’re not going to let you face the Demon King on your own, son,” Zoklan chuckled as he and Zarek started to lumber over behind me. 

“Alright, then,” I said as I looked forward into the dark tunnel. “We move forward.” 

I led the way into the tunnel, though my friends and family were right behind me. The tunnel we were in was fairly straightforward, without any twists or turns or forks in the road. 

However, the further we got into the tunnel, the stronger the miasma smell became. 

I didn’t know what was waiting for us at the end of this tunnel, but one thing was for sure. 

It was evil, and it was surrounded by pure dark energy. 

I just hoped the pure magic in me was enough to extinguish that darkness. 

 




 
 Chapter 9 

“Gods, this smells putrid,” Emarla gagged as we walked through the underground tunnel. 

“It beats being picked off by a horde of demons,” Zarek reminded the Noble of the Sword of Shadows. “Which is exactly what would happen if we were topside.” 

“We could handle them,” Rebecca declared as she cracked her knuckles. “That last demon was much weaker than Evan made them sound.” 

“That’s because we literally outnumbered it nine to one,” I noted. “And four of us actually have weapons that can kill a demon. If Emarla, Nike, Skye, and I hadn’t been there, that fight would have ended a whole lot differently, and not in a good way.” 

“You say that.” The bear Demi-Human shrugged her broad shoulders. “I don’t believe it.” 

“Well, we’re not going to be foolish enough to find out,” Zoklan said. “Are we sure this tunnel leads anywhere, Evan?” 

I made another small, high-pitched clicking noise and listened as it fluttered forward and echoed down the tunnel. My echolocation powers helped me get a sense of the walls, floor, and ceiling of the pathway before us, but any soundwaves I sent straight ahead just disappeared into the abyss. That told me this was a long-ass tunnel, and I wondered just where it was going to lead us. 

Even more concerning at the moment was the stench of miasma that lingered in the air around us. Down here in these underground caverns, we’d already experienced some traumatizing scents due to the lack of ventilation, and the stench of death and decay was somewhat overwhelming. To make matters worse, the miasma smell only got stronger as we moved through the passageway, which both told me we were on the right path and also indicated there might be another demon somewhere in our way. 

“I don’t see an end in sight,” I sighed. “Though I still think this is the right way. Do you smell how terrible the miasma is getting?” 

“Don’t remind me,” Skye said through a sour expression. “It is taking me every ounce of my willpower to keep from vomiting right now.” 

“Hold on…” Naomi suddenly interjected. 

The lizard Demi-Human stopped dead in her tracks and stroked her chin softly. Her slitted pupils grew into nothing more than slivers as she began to nod, and then she held her hands together and bowed her head. 

“Air around us and blood within us,” the mage began her incantation. “Conceal the putrid nature of this tunnel, and any creatures that dwell within it. Purify the rot and decay that lingers in the sky… Do not allow our bodies to take in such corrupting matter, for we are servants of the gods, and no harm shall come to our pure souls. Blood within us, bodies of bone… Keep your oath to be pure and rid us of all that would do us harm.” 

There was a magical hum in the air as Naomi’s hands glowed with a teal aura, and seconds later my nostrils felt like they’d just been cleaned out by a Dyson vacuum cleaner. 

“Holy fuck!” I gasped as I sucked in a deep breath. 

There was still a small hint of miasma in the air, but for the most part I just took in the mildewy clay scent of the cavern. 

“I know it did not completely get rid of the miasma,” Naomi apologized. “But I believe our journey will be much more tolerable now.” 

“I’ll say,” Emarla said with a huff. “I think after this journey I’ll be smelling miasma in my sleep.” 

“Welcome to the last few centuries of Rahma,” Zoklan said in a somber tone. “Eventually, you just start to get used to it.”

With the smell of miasma now minimized, my friends and I pressed on through the tunnel without much incident. Eventually, my echolocation seemed to indicate that the pathway was coming to an end, and there was a large opening about half a mile away. 

Then I heard the sound of something large moving across the stony ground of the caverns, and I held out my hands to stop my party from continuing forward. 

“Kill the light, Nike!” I hissed. 

The Noble of the Sword of Light shot me a nod before he deactivated the powerful light that radiated from his blade, though he still held onto the Sword of Light and took a more cautious stance. 

“What is it, brother?” Nike whispered. 

“There’s another cave up ahead,” I explained. “And there’s something inside of it.” 

“Another demon?” Aaliyah questioned. 

“I’d imagine,” I sighed. “There doesn’t seem to be any other types of creatures in this world.” 

“Shall we prepare for another battle?” Emarla asked as she unsheathed the black sword from her belt. 

“I’ve got a better idea,” I said. “We sneak up on the bastard and take him out without much fanfare or commotion. That way we can conserve our energy and keep from potentially drawing the attention of other demons.” 

Now that we were submerged in total darkness, the party members who had night vision abilities all moved to the front of the group and began to lead the way. Aaliyah, Zarek, Zoklan, Rebecca, and I all approached the massive opening at the end of the tunnel, and immediately we were greeted with the sight of a ledge that dropped down about two hundred feet below. 

Down below was another demon cave. This place looked almost identical to the first one we’d been in, with its large bird-like nest bed and a wall full of seemingly random trinkets and treasures. 

One thing this den had that the other didn’t, though, was a living, breathing demon. 

The horrific creature was nervously pacing around his den as the leathery wings on his back seemed to flick in time with each step. Every now and then, the monster made a strange hissing noise as he stopped in place, turned around, and began to gnaw on his tail like an anxious dog. I had no idea what he was actually focused on at the moment, but it was pretty clear this demon had no idea we were up there watching him. 

Which meant we still had the element of surprise on our side. 

“We’re only going to get one shot to take him out without making a scene,” I announced to my friends. 

“No worries,” Aaliyah scoffed as a sly smirk twisted up her face. “I am a trained warrior, after all.” 

“It has to be with a Noble Sword,” I reminded the lioness. “Emarla? Skye? Nike? Anybody have any suggestions?” 

“I’ll pin him down,” Emarla explained. 

“And I’ll blind him with my blade,” Nike added. 

“That’s fine and all,” I said. “But we still need to make sure we land a killing blow.” 

“My lightning will do some damage,” Skye whispered. “Though I don’t think it will kill the beast. Its skin is too thick.” 

That’s when I got an idea. 

“Then we won’t attack its skin.” I smirked. “How good is your aim?” 

“I’ve been practicing,” the half-Nepin said. “Why?”

“I’ll drop you and Nike on the ground in front of him, so just get ready to blast the fucker. Emarla and I will do the rest.” 

“Got it.” Nike nodded.

“This is gonna require a bit of logistics,” I chuckled as I looked around at the small tunnel around us. “We all have to jump off the ledge, and I’ll transform while we’re falling and catch you. Then we get the drop on the fucker and take him out. Sound good?” 

“As long as you promise to catch us, brother,” Nike chuckled. 

“I’ll do my best.” I winked to the Noble of the Sword of Light. “Ready?” 

Emarla, Nike, and Skye gave me quick nods, and then we got to work. I counted down from three, and the four of us leapt out of the tunnel and let gravity take over. The creature didn’t even look up as we plummeted downward, nor did it even seem to notice when I shifted into my black dragon form and prepared to dive. I felt Emarla’s tendrils wrap around the base of my wings, followed by Nike and Skye’s legs as they landed on my back. 

I took a deep breath as I fell, and then I quickly banked to the right and began to move in a downward spiraling motion. The rocky walls scraped against my stomach as I spiraled, though my scales were too thick for them to do any damage. Instead, a few bits of debris were knocked away and fell into the abyss down below. 

That’s when the demon finally noticed the giant dragon headed his way. 

His four glowing red eyes narrowed as he let out a bellow, but it was too late for the poor bastard. 

Nike and Skye leapt off my back, and a second later there was a blinding flash of light from the Sword of Light. The demon shrieked as he recoiled from the sudden attack, and then I slammed into him from above and knocked him down into his nest. 

Emarla’s glowing black tendrils shot out of her sword, wrapped around the demon’s legs, and yanked them out in four different directions. The demon attempted to fight back against his restraints, but the combined power of the Sword of Shadows and the weight of my body kept him pinned down onto the ground. Skye’s Sword of Youth began to glow with red magic as it prepared to blast the demon at point-blank range, but there was still one thing I needed to do to make sure we finished this bastard off. 

In one swift motion, I jumped forward, tossed one paw on the demon’s jaw, another into the top of his mouth, and then pulled in opposite directions. He screamed as I forced his ugly maw open, and Skye knew exactly what to do. 

The Noble of the Sword of Youth held her blade out in front of her, and then there was an electric crackle as a bolt of red lightning shot out of its tip. The lightning bolt arced across the room before it struck the demon in the back of the throat, and the smell of burning flesh wafted into the air as the creature hissed and snarled in pain. The demon yowled as Skye continued to hold her attack, until smoke started to billow out of the creature’s eyes, ears, and mouth as it writhed around in a desperate attempt to escape. Within seconds, the demon’s struggles grew weaker and weaker, until it finally collapsed into a smoldering heap atop its nest. 

“Clear!” I called up to the rest of the group. 

I heard a few pebbles fall from above as my friends leapt from their perch, and Nike’s blade illuminated the den as we watched Zoklan and Zarek fly down with Rebecca, Aaliyah, and Naomi on their backs. The two dragons landed on the ground, and then Zarek let out a huff. 

“I thought you were going for stealth?” my uncle chuckled. “We heard everything.” 

“We wanted to sneak up on the bastard.” I smirked. “Everything after that is a free-for-all.” 

“Noted,” Zarek mused, and then he looked over at Skye. “That was impressive, by the way. I need to get myself a sword like that.” 

“Unfortunately, the sword picks you,” the half-Nepin explained. “Unless you have a Noble of the Sword somewhere in your bloodline, that’s not an option.” 

“I know, I know,” my uncle sighed. “But I still want a magic sword.” 

“Why do you need a magic sword?” Zoklan chuckled. “Your spikes get the job done quite well.” 

“For duels, sure.” The gray dragon shrugged. “But why couldn’t I have killed a creature that could shoot lightning or turn invisible or something like that? I would have even accepted a creature that could have shot its spikes at this point…” 

“Are you also forgetting you can turn into a giant fire-breathing monster? That is a power very few creatures in this world possess.” 

“Yeah, yeah,” Zarek rolled his eyes. “I should be thankful for what I have and all that. Mother’s old saying.” 

“She wasn’t wrong,” my father reminded his brother. “It wasn’t long ago we thought we were the only dragons in the whole universe.” 

“I still want some better powers.” Zarek shrugged. “That’s all.” 

Nike held his glowing blade up into the air and increased the intensity of its light, and the entire den was illuminated by the mystical glow radiating from the weapon. Thankfully, the exit out of this cavern was fairly straightforward, since there was a small tunnel on the opposite side of the den that wasn’t obscured or hidden by anything whatsoever. 

The only problem? The tunnel was about four feet tall, and only about six feet wide. 

“I guess that’s where we’re going next,” I said as I pointed over to the opening. “Crawling. In pairs.” 

“Hmmmmm,” Aaliyah purred. “I always like it when I’m on all fours… And I know you do as well, Lord Evan.” 

My mind raced with the thoughts of Aaliyah’s perfectly toned ass stuck straight up in the air, and her tight, warm womanhood waiting for me to enter from behind. My cock twitched in my pants, but I quickly tried to push the thought out of my mind before I got too distracted to continue our journey. 

“I’ll go first, obviously,” I announced as I cleared my throat. 

“I will crawl next to you,” Zoklan declared. 

“I’ll go behind the two of you,” Rebecca chuckled. 

“Me, too!” Aaliyah cooed. “I want to get a chance to stare at Evan’s butt the whole way.” 

“I’ll take up the rear,” Nike offered. 

“As will I,” Naomi said. “Which means Emarla and Skye will go between us and those two.” 

“Good with me.” I nodded. “Just be ready for whatever we find at the other end of this tunnel. It’s a lot more cramped this time, so if we stumble across another demon’s den, we won’t have much choice but to enter it head-on.” 

“And if we get ambushed inside the tunnel?” Zarek gulped. 

“Then we’re in deep shit.” I shrugged. “I don’t think that’ll happen, though. That tunnel looks way too small for any of the demons we’ve met to fit through.” 

“What is its purpose, then?” Naomi pondered aloud. “Surely we are not so lucky to have just stumbled across such a tunnel by chance?” 

“I don’t know, but we’ll proceed with caution,” I repeated. “Follow me, and be prepared.” 

I approached the small tunnel, then I plopped down on my hands and knees and began to crawl inside. Zoklan’s shaved head appeared just beside me, and my father’s green eyes were wide open so the slitted pupils inside were as large as his irises themselves. The two of us began to lead the way as the rest of my crew got down on all fours and followed behind us closely, and I used my echolocation to make sure we weren’t going to run into any surprises. 

The tunnel was fairly straightforward, literally. It stretched on for nearly half a mile underground, and aside from a few slight changes in the width of the tunnel and the angle of the ground, it only offered two paths, forward and backward. We kept moving for nearly twenty more minutes, until finally Zoklan and I stopped for a short break. 

“Gods, this is a long tunnel,” Emarla grumbled somewhere behind me. 

“I don’t want to hear you complaining,” Rebecca huffed. “You’re practically a stick compared to me. Every time this tunnel gets more narrow, I’m afraid I’m going to get stuck. Or squish poor Aaliyah.” 

“Don’t threaten me with a good time, Rebecca,” Aaliyah giggled. 

After we all rested for a short while, we continued on through the dark, small tunnel. We kept going for another fifteen minutes, and I was thankful I had my instahealing abilities to keep myself from getting fatigued. Every few minutes, I’d carefully glance back over my shoulder and unleash a puff of my healing glitter onto my friends, mainly so any achy joints or bruises they had on their hands or shins would heal up and go away. 

Eventually, I saw the ending of the tunnel up ahead. 

There was a circle around the perimeter of the tunnel, but beyond that opening I could only see darkness. I was sure that meant we were approaching another demon’s den, though I didn’t know if it was a wise idea to just slip out into the large, potentially demon-occupied room without a plan in place. I gave Zoklan a silent nod, and the two of us inched closer to the opening as quietly as we could. 

Apparently, it wasn’t quiet enough. 

An inhuman shriek suddenly echoed through the tunnel, and a large mouth filled with rows of razor-sharp teeth appeared at the exit. My nostrils flared as I caught a whiff of the demon’s putrid breath, and the fucker gnashed his teeth as he tried to take a bite out of my father and me. 

Thankfully, Zoklan and I were far enough back that we were safe from his reach, but I still just about had a heart attack when the demon appeared. 

“Fucking hell!” I gasped as I stopped in my tracks. 

“What’s going on, brother?” Nike demanded from far back. 

“Our exit’s cut off,” I announced. “Unless we want to become a demon’s nine course meal, that is.” 

“What do we do now?” Skye asked. “Surely we can’t crawl all the way back through this tunnel.” 

“Probably not.” I shook my head. “Logistically, that’d be a fucking nightmare, and it wouldn’t really help with our mission in the first place. We need to be going forward, toward the Demon King’s den, and not backwards.” 

“What do you suggest then, son?” Zoklan asked as his eyes locked in on the demon’s maw. “I don’t think he’s going to let up anytime soon.” 

I pursed my lips as I racked my brain and tried to think up any way to get this bastard out of our pathway. The demon was already aware of our presence, and we didn’t really have the space to try and maneuver around and set up a coordinated group attack. 

Whatever I decided to do, it was gonna have to be done by Zoklan and I alone. 

“First thing’s first,” I said as I formulated my plan in real time. “We need to get him away from the opening so we can get a little more room to work with. Can you hit him with an acid arrow?” 

“A single arrow?” Zoklan repeated. “I’m not sure that will be strong enough to do any real damage to a demon.” 

He had a point. Even if Zoklan fired a dozen acid arrows into the demon’s face at point-blank range, the best thing that could happen would be for the demon to stumble backwards and then come back at the tunnel opening, even more pissed off than before. 

Then I got a macabre idea. 

“You’re not gonna like this,” I said to my father. “But can you burrow through its flesh?” 

Zoklan looked at me like I had four eyes, but then his jaw fell agape, and his eyes widened. 

“I-I don’t know,” my father admitted. “Isn’t demon flesh next to impossible to penetrate?” 

“Not if you go for the weak spot,” I explained. “Like… The giant weak spot that’s staring us in the face right now.” 

“I cannot kill him, son. Only a Noble Sword can do that.” 

“I know,” I agreed. “That’s where I come in. You can cause the bastard enough pain to keep him distracted for a few seconds, though.” 

“I-I suppose…” my father sputtered. “Please just make it quick, Evan. I do not wish to be inside of a demon’s body for any longer than I have to be.” 

“I’ve already got a plan,” I promised. “Are you ready?” 

Zoklan gave me a nod, though his expression looked as grave as ever. My father took a deep breath before he delicately popped his crab-like legs out of his body, and then he began to move toward the snarling demon in front of us. The demon seemed to grow even more rabid as Zoklan approached the very end of the tunnel, and I crawled up behind him so I was in position for our next move. 

Then Zoklan attacked. 

The next time the demon opened up his grotesque mouth, Zoklan shot forward, sprang into the beast’s gullet, and then began to dig at his soft flesh as though it were made of sand. 

The demon shrieked in agony as it recoiled from the tunnel and began to claw at its own mouth. It began to spit dark red blood from its mouth as it stood straight up, hissed, and then shook its head violently. 

That was my chance. 

I scurried out of the tunnel, fell down a few feet onto the stony ground, and then launched myself toward the demon like I’d been shot out of a cannon. I called upon my fire magic as I summoned a handful of flaming daggers into my hand, and then I used my precision targeting ability to launch them into the demon’s chest. Each one stuck into his flesh with a hiss and a wet schluck, and when I was done, they formed a makeshift ladder that led right up to his throat. I drew the Sword of Hatra, flipped over, grabbed onto the hilt of the first dagger with my free hand, and then used it as leverage to launch myself upward. I repeated the action three more times before I was right at the top of the demon’s torso, where dark blood continued to rain down from his mouth as Zoklan tore up his insides. 

I used my enhanced hearing abilities to listen for the pumping of the demon’s heart, and I quickly located the artery that was just at the right side of his neck. Then, in one quick motion, I stabbed the Sword of Healing straight into the artery, and the demon screamed as blood began to spray out like water from a faulty water balloon. 

The demon tried to swat me away, but it was too late. I flipped off his chest, transformed into my dragon form mid-fall, and then blasted the fucker with a shot of fire breath. He collapsed onto the ground as his body began to twitch and tremble, all while his blood continued to gush out onto the floor. Soon, Zoklan appeared back through the creature’s mouth, and my poor father was completely soaked in the demon’s blood from head to toe. Seconds later, the last bit of life drained out of the demon, and he went limp. 

“That was disgusting.” Zoklan shuddered. “I really hope the next demon we encounter can be killed with much more conventional means.” 

“I don’t think there is such a thing as a ‘conventional way’ to kill a demon,” I noted. 

The rest of our team crawled out of the tunnel and entered the room, which we then lit up with the glow of Nike’s sword. 

Much to my surprise, this demon’s den was just as clean and straightforward as the last, but there was one thing that was vastly different. 

At the center of the room, instead of a nest, there was what appeared to be a large stone manhole cover. The cover had a million strange carvings engraved into its faceplate, and as we walked over to it, I was almost choked out by the powerful smell of miasma. The rest of my crew gathered around to take a look, though nobody seemed quite sure of what it said or where it led to. 

“It’s written in some sort of demonic language,” Naomi observed. “I do not understand these symbols, unfortunately.” 

“I do,” Zoklan sighed. “And they are not good news.” 

“How so?” Skye demanded. “What do they say?” 

“Demonic languages are very different from ours,” my father explained. “So there isn’t really any sort of direct translation. However, I can tell it says something along the lines of ‘Enter at own risk. Mias the Harvester of Souls does not like to be disturbed.’” 

“Mias…” Naomi breathed as her eyes filled with absolute horror. 

“Impossible.” Rebecca shook her head. “That’s just a story parents tell their children to keep them in line.” 

“I’m afraid it’s looking like there is much truth to that legend,” Naomi gulped. “It’s all starting to make sense now. The overpowering stench of miasma… The demons with direct access to this specific doorway… The fact that the Demon King is able to create miasma-infected armies by the hundreds…” 

“Does somebody want to explain to me what’s going on here?” I sighed. “What the fuck is a Mias?” 

“Not a ‘what,’ Evan,” the lizard Demi-Human said. “He’s a ‘who.’” 

“Okay… Then who is Mias?” 

“The demon responsible for the creation of the miasma,” Naomi explained. “And the demon who uses it to reanimate the dead, specifically for the Demon King.” 

“And you think that’s what this doorway is leading us to?” 

“It would appear that way.” The sorceress nodded. “If we want to continue forward, then we’re going to have to either go topside or go through Mias.” 

“We’re not going topside,” I reminded Naomi. “Besides, if this Mias creature is responsible for creating and replenishing the Demon King’s armies, then shouldn’t we use this opportunity to kill the fucker? That would solve a lot of problems for us down the line, especially in avoiding the power vacuum that’ll happen when the Demon King finally goes down. Not to mention, if there’s a demon that can reanimate the dead in such massive numbers, I don’t want him to be alive, period. Not in this dimension or any other they might encounter.” 

“So, you’re suggesting we fight Mias head-on?” Zarek asked. 

“That’s exactly what I’m saying.” I nodded. “It’s the only way to make sure the Demon King’s army doesn’t come back, even if he’s dead.” 

I walked over to the stone cover on the floor, and I bent down and slid my fingers into the crease around the edge. I let out a grunt as I started to lift the heavy stone, and then a gag when the miasma assaulted my nostrils. The stone creaked and groaned, and I pulled it off to reveal a deep, dark tunnel that seemed to go straight down. 

“Are you sure about this, Evan?” Naomi gulped as she stared down into the abyss below. “Mias will be nowhere as easy to kill as the demons we’ve been facing so far.” 

“I know that.” I nodded. “But this needs to be done. We can’t risk having the Demon King’s army resurge, even if they don’t have their boss around to lead it.” 

“How far down does the tunnel go?” Nike asked. 

The Noble of the Sword of Light held his blade over the edge and peered down into the chasm, though the glowing white light didn’t even scratch the surface of the tunnel’s length. 

“Would it be so hard for these demons to build ladders?” Zarek sighed. 

“Not when they can just fly down,” Naomi explained. “Or crawl.” 

“I’ll go first,” I announced. “This thing looks like it’s only big enough for one demon to fly down at a time, and I don’t want any of you risking your lives without me there to back you up.” 

“Let me ride down on your back,” Nike suggested. “I can press myself flat against your body so we both fit, and when we get to the bottom, I can signal up with my sword to let the others know the coast is clear.” 

“If it’s not too far away,” I said. “If that tunnel goes down for too long, I doubt they’ll be able to see the light from your blade.” 

“Aine’s blinding light can be seen through any darkness,” he reassured me. “If it is too far, I will simply increase the intensity of my power.” 

“It’s worth a shot,” I agreed. 

I quickly shifted into my dragon form, and Nike hopped up onto my back. The Noble of the Sword of Light laid down flat against me as he held onto the base of my wings tightly, and I felt his heels dig into my scales. 

“What if it’s not safe?” Zarek asked. “What happens then?” 

“Then there won’t be a light at the end of this tunnel,” I explained. “And Nike and I will try to figure out how to get back up here as quickly as humanly possible.” 

With that, I took a few steps, jumped off the edge of the limestone cavern, and plummeted down into the darkness. My night vision abilities allowed me to navigate through the tunnel without any incident, though this particular pathway was unnaturally straight and didn’t require much change in my flight trajectory. However, the smell of the miasma grew more and more intense as we traveled, and eventually I felt myself starting to dry heave out of sheer disgust. 

We continued downward until finally, the tunnel opened up into a large cavern. I carefully floated down into the cavern, which was pitch black and had air so thick with miasma that I could cut it with a knife. 

From what I could see of this cavern, it was completely empty, but two things stood out to me immediately. 

On one side of the cavern was a massive stone double door engraved with all sorts of symbols. On the other side was a large tunnel about ten feet tall and nearly one hundred feet wide, and my mind instantly seemed to put two and two together. 

That was a tunnel designed for large factions of marching soldiers. Undead, miasma-infected soldiers. 

On the north side of the cave was a massive, rectangular shape that had been carved out of the wall and appeared to be another tunnel of some sort. However, whatever used this particular tunnel must have been a living giant, since the damn thing stood at least seventy feet tall and was about thirty feet wide. 

“By the gods…” Nike trailed off in a whisper. “Do you think that tunnel is used by who I think it is?” 

“The Demon King,” I said with a half-smirk. “It has to be made for him… It makes way too much sense. Mias works in the caves behind this door, and whenever he is done, he brings his new soldiers in this room for inspection before they march out through the wide tunnel over there.” 

“Inspection by the Demon King himself…” Nike murmured. 

“Which means that tunnel will probably lead us directly to his den,” I declared. “I think we finally have our breakthrough.” 

“I shall call the others down here at once,” the Noble on my back said. 

I couldn’t see Nike from his position on my back, but I saw the intense glow of the Sword of Light as it lit up the entire cavern like a million-watt light bulb. Soon, I heard the sound of flapping wings, and I moved out of the way seconds before Zoklan and Zarek came down through the opening in the ceiling. I explained the situation to the rest of my team, and they all seemed completely flabbergasted by this new development. 

“You think the Demon King is through that tunnel?” Zoklan asked. 

“It might not lead us to him directly,” I said. “But I’d wager it would sure as fuck take us to a place he frequents, which is way better than just wandering around an underground cave system in the general direction of his den.” 

“Then what are we waiting for?” Rebecca slammed her fist into her hand. “We should march into the tunnel, kill the Demon King, and then close the Breach. We can be back in Hatra before dinner.” 

“We need to take this little detour first,” I said as I pointed at the large stone doors. “If that’s where Mias dwells, we can’t just walk away and let him live.” 

“How do we even get through those doors?” Zarek asked. “Even with the combined strength of three dragons, I fear it will be too heavy to simply push open.” 

“All the strength in the world wouldn’t work on these doors,” Naomi explained. “It’s sealed with an enchantment.” 

“An enchantment you know how to break, I hope?” I asked. 

“I don’t believe so,” the lizard Demi-Human sighed. “It can only be opened by the one who cast the spell, and only from the inside.” 

“Maybe we should go up and knock?” Aaliyah chuckled. 

“Actually…” I smirked. 

“Wait,” the lioness said as she furrowed her brow and tilted her head to the side. “You’re not actually considering my suggestion as an option, are you?” 

“Why not?” 

“Because I was joking!” 

“Also, I doubt Mias is going to open the door and walk right into an ambush,” Zoklan said. 

“Probably not…” I admitted. “But he might open the door and come out if he thinks I’m alone.” 

“So, that’s your grand plan?” Zarek scoffed. “You’re going to goad him into opening the door?” 

“Pretty much.” I shrugged. 

“But the Demon King already knows you’re here,” Rebecca said. “Wouldn’t he have warned Mias by now?” 

“I’ll pretend you guys are all dead,” I explained. “Killed in battle by the mighty demons of this world, since they are all so much more powerful than anything Rahma has to offer.” 

“And you think that will work?” 

“Maybe.” I shrugged. “It’s the best plan I can think of at this point.” 

“I believe you’ve gone mad, Emperor Evan,” Skye chuckled. 

“You all just go back up the tunnel and get into position,” I ordered. “Let me handle the rest.” 

“You’ve lost it, nephew,” Zarek mused. “I like it.”

The gray dragon flew over to my side, and Nike hopped off my back and onto the gray dragon’s. Then my two scaly companions carefully rose up into the tunnel like bees entering a hive, and it was just me and the giant, enchanted double doors. 

I really, really hoped this was going to work. 

I flew over to the double doors, took a deep breath, and then pounded on the stone as hard as I could. Ripples of purple magic echoed across the doors as my fists struck them, but my blows still made a loud knocking sound. 

“Mias!” I bellowed at the top of my lungs. “It is I, Emperor Evan of Hatra. I have come to you with a proposition…” 

There was silence from the other side, but only for a moment. Soon, I heard the sound of thundering footsteps as something large approached the door from the opposite side. 

“You should have joined us, Evan of Hatra,” a deep, croaking voice answered. 

“Yeah, yeah,” I lied. “I’ve seen the error of my ways now and all that. Look, my friends were killed by your demon crew down here in the caves, and I want to know if you’ll bring them back.” 

“Bring them back?” The voice I assumed was Mias cackled. “Your friends are right where they belong… Inside the bellies of my brethren.” 

“If you bring them back, I’ll help you overthrow the Demon King,” I continued the facade. “Do you really think I just want to kill him and then leave it at that? I have claimed domain over all of the surface world, and I want to extend that power down into the Breach. I can’t do it without somebody to make my armies, however.” 

“Fool,” Mias growled. “At least you have chosen to walk straight into your death.” 

There was a loud scraping sound as the giant double doors began to glow purple. Slowly but surely, the doors opened up, and a massive, wretched wave of miasma sprayed out like dust from an old library shelf. I coughed and hacked as my instahealing abilities kept me from getting corrupted by the deadly smoke, but I just about had a heart attack when I saw what was waiting for me on the other side. 

There was a beast that stood nearly fifty feet tall, completely naked save for a straw loincloth that wrapped around his waist and hung down to cover his privates. His skin was as dark as the night sky, though it was covered with all sorts of imperfections, boils, scars, rashes, and the like. He was a fat beast with a gargantuan belly that stuck out and nearly doubled his body’s depth, and his lips were twisted back to reveal a row of pointed teeth. The tips of the monster’s fingers glowed with purple magic, and his eyes were pitch black without any signs of an iris. 

Mias. 

I was now face to face with Mias. 

 




 
 Chapter 10 

“Mias, I presume?” I asked the massive creature before me. 

“It is the last name you will ever encounter, Evan of Hatra,” Mias growled. “My master will be so proud when he hears I was the one to kill you.” 

“So cocky,” I sighed as I planned my first move.

Without another word, I summoned up my rock magic, created a giant pointed tendril out of the ground, and then launched it forward as if it’d been shot out of a rocket. There was a wet schluck as the deadly stalagmite stabbed through Mias’ stomach, and the creature yelped as he stumbled backwards through the doors and then fell down onto his ass with an earth-shaking thud. 

“I still cannot believe that worked,” Rebecca sighed as she rode Zoklan down into the main cavern. 

“We’re not out of the woods yet,” I reminded my friends. 

I flew into the room where Mias was now lying flat on his back and instantly felt a chill run down my spine. 

This room was about the same size as the cavern on the other side of the door, though it was notably nowhere near as empty. The miasma in this chamber hung even more heavily in the air, and it was easy to see why. 

All throughout this room were several large holes in the floor, all of which were piled high with dead bodies. Human and Demi-Human alike made up the heaps of corpses, though I noticed many of these bodies weren’t in very good shape. Some of them were missing arms, while others were littered with holes throughout their torsos and had limbs that were little more than exposed bone with hunks of flesh hanging off them. 

Even more disturbing, though, were the giant, fish hook-like devices that hung above each pit. They were made up of some sort of rusted metal covered in a thick layer of dried-up blood, and each hook had a body dangling off it. One of them was stabbed straight through a penguin Demi-Human’s body, while another held a human who had been skewered through his right eye and hung there lifelessly like a ragdoll. 

“What is this place?” Nike breathed as the rest of my crew entered the room. 

“It is Mias’ workshop,” Zoklan explained. “This is where the corpses of fallen soldiers are repurposed into members of the Demon King’s army.” 

I quickly summoned up another tendril of stone and stabbed it through the spot where Mias’ heart should be, though the fat demon simply grunted and then began to laugh. 

“Heartless,” Naomi growled. “What a shock.” 

Much to my surprise, Mias grabbed onto the shaft of one of the rocky tendrils, growled, and then snapped it off like it was made of nothing. The fat demon made an awkward rocking motion as he rolled back up to his feet, and then he stomped the ground like a sumo wrestler. 

“Surprised to see my friends alive?” I taunted Mias. 

“I’m surprised any of you have made it this far,” Mias admitted. “It’s almost a shame you didn’t join the Demon King when he gave you the chance. You could easily have helped him conquer all of the dimensions with ease.” 

Mias held out his hands to the side, and all the miasma in the room started to get sucked out of the air. The deadly purple clouds were pulled into Mias’ open palms, where they proceeded to swirl around in a clockwise motion like a tornado. Before long, there were two massive, swirling clouds of miasma in Mias’ hands, and he simply laughed heartily as he clapped his hands together and sent the purple mist in all directions. 

The miasma trailed off like an octopus’ tentacles as they slithered down into the pits of corpses, and my heart sank into my knees when I realized what was about to happen. Almost instantly there was the sound of moaning voices accompanied by fingernails against stone, and then miasma-possessed zombies began to crawl out of the pits. 

“Light them up!” I commanded the other two dragons. 

The three of us zipped down toward the emerging zombies and unleashed our deadly breaths onto their positions. Zarek and I annihilated the first small horde of creatures with a blast of white-hot flames, and the poor bastards didn’t even have a chance to scream before their bodies were turned to ash and bone. 

Unfortunately, the zombies that Zoklan attacked didn’t have the luxury of a quick death. 

My father’s acid breath splashed down onto the pit below, and the green liquid melted away their flesh with a sizzle. Many of them collapsed to the ground as they held their wounds, while others had their faces melted down to the skeleton and died instantly. 

More zombies began to emerge from the pits, and my family and I prepared to go back in for a second strafing run. 

Mias, however, had other plans. 

The fat bastard lunged forward and took a swing at Zarek and I with his grubby fists. The two of us just barely were able to bank out of the way of the incoming attack, but Mias wasn’t done. The demon spun around with the grace of a goddamn dancer, and the next thing I knew, I felt a hard smack against my back. 

I let out a roar as I was swatted out of the air like an annoying fly, and I tensed up my wings as I tried to keep myself from spiraling out of control. I caught myself as the air swished past my body, but all I could do was brace for impact as I slammed into the side of the cavern with a hard crash. Bits of the stone wall fell away with my body as I bounced off the surface and then careened down onto the ground. I crashed into the ground, but I immediately hopped back onto all fours and prepared for whatever came next. 

Unfortunately, that appeared to be a small horde of the infected. 

Twenty miasma-infected zombies charged at me, each with a weapon in their hand. A slew of arrows launched from their bows, and a few of them struck me in the side as I turned to face my enemies. The arrows were nowhere near sharp enough to pierce my impenetrable scales, so I simply smirked as I sucked in a deep breath and prepared to incinerate the bastards. 

Then I heard an earth-shaking rumble from across the room, and I looked over to see Mias stomping in my direction. 

I let loose the blast of white-hot fire and incinerated the zombies in an instant, and then I bounded toward Mias like a tiger about to pounce. Once I was about fifty feet away from the bastard, I crouched down, launched myself forward, and unleashed a blast of acid breath straight into his chest. 

I hadn’t had much time to practice with my new power since I’d gotten it from my father, but now was as good of a time as ever. 

The deadly liquid splashed onto Mias’ dark flesh and began to sizzle, but the demon didn’t even stumble as he continued to charge toward me like a linebacker chasing down his target. Suddenly, the fucker sucked in his fat stomach like a deflated, fleshy balloon, and then he unleashed it the second I collided with his body. 

I let out a growl of frustration as the damn thing launched me backwards like a vertical trampoline, and I struggled to catch myself with my wings as I ragdolled through the air. There was a powerful thud as I crashed into the wall, and I felt the stone crater around my body as my head spun. The second I regained my vision, I saw Mias was already headed my way again. 

His fat jiggled from side to side as he ran, though the giant demon was nowhere near as slow as I thought he would be. I only had seconds to pull myself out of the crater and leap out of the way before he slammed into the wall at full force and sent rocky debris spraying in all directions. The fucker growled as he tried to pull himself free of the wall, but the sheer weight of his bulk had caused him to get lodged into the damn thing like a scene out of a cartoon. 

As I flew up around and prepared for a counterattack, I saw the rest of my friends were all engaged with the zombies on the ground below. There were now hundreds of the infected fuckers. Aaliyah, Nike, Rebecca, Skye, and Emarla were all on the ground fighting off the zombies while Zoklan and Zarek led the aerial assault, but even the multiple passes by my father and uncle didn’t seem to be enough to make a dent in their numbers. 

Naomi was the only non-dragon member of the party to be in the air while she rode on the back of Zoklan. The lizard Demi-Human blasted down shots of glowing magic as she passed overhead, which blew body parts off the infected like they were attached by only wet cardboard. Every now and then, Naomi would use her magic to bring down a bit of large debris and smash the fuckers, who exploded into a spray of purple miasma and gore. 

I watched as Skye parried the blow of an ax with the Sword of Youth, and then she flipped the bastard’s weapon out of his hand before she lopped off his head with a single swipe. The half-Nepin woman then ducked down under the thrust of a spear, spun around, and blasted a zombie at point-blank range with her red lighting. 

The zombie shrieked in agony as he began to seize up and tremble, and smoke billowed out of his eyes as he was roasted from the inside out. 

Meanwhile, Nike took out the infected like a pro. The Noble of the Sword of Light stabbed his blade straight through the eye socket of an infected lion Demi-Human, and then he knocked away an incoming arrow with his blade. He quickly unleashed a blast of light from his weapon and blinded his opponent before he lurched forward and skewered it straight through the heart. As the zombie collapsed to the ground, Nike twirled around and decapitated another fucker with ease. 

Then there was Aaliyah, who was in full-on hunter mode. The lioness pounced on top of a zombie, sliced its throat open with her deadly claws, and then backflipped off the poor bastard as he collapsed to the ground, dead. I watched as Aaliyah did the splits and twirled herself around, and she stuck out her leg as she tripped up an incoming zombie. The warrior then sprang to her feet, snatched the zombie’s spear out of its hand as it fell, and struck the bastard with its hilt. The second the zombie’s head hit the ground, Aaliyah flipped the spear in her hand and took aim, and she stabbed the metal tip straight through her opponent’s mouth and out the top of his head. 

Yeah, I was glad she was on our side. 

As I watched Rebecca go to work, I was also really glad she wasn’t an enemy. The bear Demi-Human kicked over an incoming zombie like it was a toddler, and then she lifted up her right foot and brought it down on his chest, hard. The infected human shrieked as Rebecca’s foot caved in his chest, and miasma and blood sprayed into the air as his body went limp. Two more zombies charged at Rebecca, but she nonchalantly turned around and sunk her claws into their chests. The bear Demi-Human then lifted them up off the ground, slammed their heads together, and smiled as blood and bits of bone splashed out onto the ground. 

Emarla kept her opponents at bay as she picked up zombies with her glowing black tendrils and then either tossed them aside or brought them in close for the kill. I watched as the Noble of the Sword of Shadows snagged one of the infected around the throat, pulled it toward her, and held out the tip of her sword directly in its path. Emarla’s dark blade pierced the zombie’s chest as his body was skewered onto it, and then the half-mermaid woman quickly pulled out her sword and finished the fucker off with a clean slice to the throat. She tossed him aside before she repeated the process with another zombie, though the second time she simply pulled it in and cut off its head. 

Meanwhile, Mias was still hastily trying to pry himself free from the cave wall, so I used the opportunity to go on the offensive. 

I swooped down so I was even with the bastard’s torso, and then I used my super-speed ability to launch myself forward. I summoned up my rock magic, brought out two giant tendrils of stone, and stabbed them through Mias from behind. The fat fucker roared as the tendrils pierced his flesh, and I used the makeshift appendages to hold Mias in place as I unloaded a blast of fire straight into his back. Mias snarled and growled as the flames singed his flesh, though it didn’t appear to be doing as much damage as I had originally intended. 

So, I switched things up a bit. 

I flew up to Mias’ back, quickly shifted into my human form, and then drew the Sword of Hatra as I fell down onto his shoulder. The second my feet hit the bastard’s squishy flesh, I jumped forward and plunged the blade right into the side of his neck. The bastard growled in frustration as the weapon pierced his skin, but when I pulled the sword out of his throat, nothing came out except a bit of miasma spray. 

What the fuck? 

Was this demon also undead? Because if that was the case, killing him was going to be a bit trickier than I originally intended. 

Still, where there was a will, there was a way, and I was gonna find it. 

“Your weapons cannot hurt me!” Mias bellowed as he placed his open palms flat against the wall and gave one final, powerful thrust. 

This time, my stone tendrils broke away as he pulled himself free of the wall, and then he spun around and tried to swat me like a fly. 

I used my super-speed ability to jump off his shoulder like a flea on speed, and I transformed back into my dragon form as I plotted my next move. The more I thought about it, though, the clearer the situation became. 

If I couldn’t kill him by piercing, stabbing, or slashing, perhaps a bit of suffocation would do. 

I zipped down under another swing of his fist before I dove toward his legs and shot a bit of my webbing onto his right ankle. Next, I used my super-speed ability to boost my agility, and I continued to unleash webbing as I spun around and wrapped up Mias’ legs like that scene out of The Empire Strikes Back. 

But I wasn’t done there. 

After I had Mias all tangled up, I zipped back up to his head, sprayed a bit of web onto his throat, and then repeated the same action until I’d created a sticky noose for the bastard. Finally, I lurched up toward the ceiling until I felt a massive yank on the string, and every muscle in my body tensed up as I tried to lift the fat fuck up off the ground. 

Mias let out a grunt of surprise as he stumbled forward, wobbled, and then tripped over his own legs. The rope grew even more taut in my hand, and I gritted my teeth and growled as I tried to hold it steady. My muscles were getting fatigued more and more by the second, but thankfully I had my healing ability to replenish my strength just as quickly as it diminished. It felt like my arms were going to be pulled out of their sockets as I flew upward, but I was moving. 

Soon, I felt myself reach the ceiling, and then I stuck the end of the webbing to the rock and then proceeded to reinforce it with about a dozen more sprays of the sticky substance. Once I was finished, I looked down below and saw Mias writhing around as he was strung up by his neck, and his whole body flailed in a panic as he tried to escape his fate. His dark eyes seemed to bulge out of his head as he gasped for breath, until eventually his tongue flopped out of his mouth, and his movements started to slow. 

Had I done it? Had I finally figured out a way to kill Mias once and for all? 

Unfortunately, the answer was “no.” 

The miasma in the room began to trail over to Mias’ body, and then the long, smokey tendrils entered his mouth, eyes, and ears. Suddenly, the fucker’s eyes popped back open, and he let out a bellow as he jerked his body around once more. This time, the webbing didn’t hold. 

Or, more accurately, the ceiling of the cavern didn’t hold. 

The makeshift noose ripped out of the ceiling with a spray of stone debris, and Mias’ fat body plummeted straight down like a lead weight. He slammed into the floor with an impact so intense it shook the entire cave, and then Mias stretched his legs and snapped the web as if it were made of tissue paper. 

Okay, I needed yet another plan. 

I blasted Mias with a shot of fire breath as I did another pass at the bastard, though I knew damn well it wasn’t going to do anything. 

“Miraya?” I asked the Spirit inside my sword. “Any ideas on why this guy won’t die?” 

I believe it’s because he’s not “living” to begin with, Evan, Miraya noted. He doesn’t seem to have any internal organs or blood like most of the living beings we’ve encountered. Perhaps he controls the dead and the miasma because he is undead himself? 

“That doesn’t do me much good,” I sighed. “A fat, undead giant who’s impervious to fire, acid, and suffocation? How the fuck do you even kill something like that?” 

What about crushing? Miraya asked. Perhaps if he were trapped under a large pile of rubble, he wouldn’t survive? 

“Not a bad idea…” I admitted. “Though I don’t know how I’d do that without bringing this cavern down on all of my friends, too.” 

“Evan?” I heard Emarla call out from afar. “The infected keep spawning as fast as we can kill them!” 

“Not to put any pressure on you, son,” Zoklan added. “But we could really use your help over here.” 

Mias’ eyes narrowed as he stared me down, but he didn’t make a move. The fat demon simply stood there with his hands at his sides as he watched me fly around him, and I wondered if he was trying to formulate a plan of his own. 

I found out fairly quickly the answer was “yes.” 

In one swift motion, Mias held up both his hands, opened his palms, and sprayed two massive clouds of miasma into the air. The purple clouds engulfed me in their toxic embrace, though my healing powers were more than capable of handling the deadly gas. 

However, that wasn’t what Mias had intended.

Suddenly, both the demon’s massive hands grabbed me by the wings, and the fucker yanked me down out of the sky. He brought up his right knee and slammed it straight into my head, and the world went white for a second as pain shot through my skull. The next thing I knew, I was being slammed repeatedly into the nearby wall, and I roared in agony as waves of pain shot up my back. 

“T-Two can play this game,” I snarled. 

I raised my right paw toward Mias’ face, and then I unleashed a blast of my deadly poison spray straight into his maw. The demon hissed and spat as he stumbled backwards and began to choke on his own breath, but more importantly, he released his hold on my wings. 

Poison does not appear to harm him, either, Miraya noted. At least, not lethally. 

“If you’re right, and he’s undead…” I trailed off. “Then I don’t think anything we throw at him will actually do the trick. If I want to stop this fucker, I’m gonna have to try to neutralize him, not kill him.” 

Neutralize? 

“Permanently.” 

How are you going to do that? 

“I’m still working on it,” I admitted. 

I zipped over to Mias’ rear, summoned up a few more tendrils of rock, and wrapped them around the demon’s arms. He broke out of the restraints fairly quickly, but I was already replacing them with about half a dozen more tendrils. 

If I couldn’t cause a cave-in on the bastard, then maybe I could at least move the stone of the cave around him and pin him in place permanently. 

Before long, Mias’ entire body was completely covered with stone tendrils, which I then commanded to squeeze around him as tightly as they possibly could.

“When will you learn, Evan of Hatra?” Mias’ voice was muffled but taunting. “I cannot be stopped by your puny rocks!” 

The air was suddenly filled with the sound of cracking stone, and sure enough, several cracks spiderwebbed along the rocky appendages that held Mias in place. Seconds later, there was a spray of debris as the fucker broke loose, and I was back to square one. 

I was quickly running out of options here. 

I’d tried to contain Mias with my web and rock magic, and I’d blasted him with acid, fire, and poison to no avail. The Sword of Hatra had pierced his blubbery flesh with no issue, though it didn’t really do any sort of permanent damage. 

I was exhausting all of my abilities, and fast. 

Even if I couldn’t kill Mias, I needed to figure out a way to take him out of the equation. But even that wouldn’t be enough. I wasn’t exactly sure how Mias was connected to the hordes of undead soldiers he was creating, but as long as he was around to control them, he was a threat. 

Then an epiphany hit me like a ton of bricks. 

“That’s it!” I declared as I dodged a swing from Mias. “I know how to take care of this bastard, Miraya.” 

Do tell, the Spirit of the Sword of Hatra said. Because I am completely out of ideas. 

“I can open pocket dimensions with my magic, right?” 

Yes, but I don’t see how that’s pertinent to the situation. 

“Are there any ‘spatial restrictions’ to what can fit in one of those dimensions?” 

I do not believe so, Miraya admitted. You keep your entire treasure horde in one, do you not? 

“Yes, but could it fit, say… A fat-ass demon?” 

Oh! Miraya gasped. Ohhhhhhh. 

“Well?” 

I think it might be able to, the spirit explained. Though holding something alive and hostile inside of a pocket dimension would be quite straining, Evan. 

“I can handle it,” I promised. “I am the ‘strongest being in this universe’ after all.” 

As I plotted with the Spirit who resided in my sword, Mias started to pull giant hunks of rock from the wall with his bare hands. The demon launched them at me with the velocity of a speeding bullet, and I had to use my super-speed in order to dodge the damn things. 

Then I made my move. 

Even though I’d been using my spatial storage for quite some time now, I wasn’t one hundred percent sure about how it worked. I knew that all I had to do was picture the pocket dimension I wanted to send an item to, and then place that item into the space in front of me. 

However, I had no idea if the same process was going to work with a fucking giant-ass demon. 

I flew down to Mias’ legs, shot my web down on the bastard’s left ankle, and then quickly began to spin around to wrap him up once more. 

“You still haven’t learned?” Mias snarled. 

“I’ve learned plenty,” I said as I finished wrapping the demon’s legs. “Like I’ve learned that your center of gravity is its worst right about--” 

Before I finished my sentence, I summoned a giant tendril of rock down from the ceiling, hauled it back like a makeshift club, and then slammed it right into Mias’ chest, just above where his fat stomach began. He bellowed as the wind was knocked completely out of his body, and he stumbled for half a step before he tripped and started to fall backwards. 

Now was my chance. 

I flew over behind the falling demon and searched deep within my Spiritual Sea for the power to create a pocket dimension large enough to fit this fat-ass. If this plan worked, I would have the bastard imprisoned in an interdimensional prison for the rest of eternity. 

And if it didn’t, my whole body was probably gonna be crushed underneath the weight of a massive demon falling at full speed. 

I felt a surge of power swell up from my very core as the air around me seemed to crackle with energy. I pictured a pocket dimension that was completely empty, like a void somewhere between space and time, and I tried to use all of my willpower to open up the portal wide enough for Mias to fit. 

Then I flew up to meet the falling demon and hit the back of his body at full speed. 

There was an electric hiss in the air as Mias began to scream in agony and, much to my surprise, my body passed right through the fucker. I turned around in time to watch Mias as his figure started to contort in mid-air, starting from his gut. It was like watching the bastard get sucked into a black hole. His entire midsection disappeared first, and his upper and lower halves stretched toward the interdimensional portal as they were slowly swallowed up by my spell. 

“No!” Mias snarled as his dark eyes went wide. “You cannot do this to me!” 

“I can.” I smirked. “And I just did.” 

Mias opened his mouth to say something else, but then his head was promptly sucked into the pocket dimension, and he disappeared completely. 

With Mias gone, I slammed the pocket dimension closed, and something strange happened. 

The horrific stench of miasma was suddenly nowhere to be found. I could smell the mildew that resided on the dank walls of the cave, as well as the dust from the debris that had fallen and the metallic scent of the blood that had been spilled. 

But no decay. No death. 

I heard a few fleshy thumps behind me, and I turned around just in time to see all of the infected bodies go limp and collapse to the floor one by one. 

“What’s happening?” Rebecca demanded as she tossed one of the corpses to the side. 

“The miasma has left them,” Naomi declared and flicked her magenta hair out of her eyes. “They are nothing but empty shells now.” 

“What did you do, Emperor Evan?” Skye asked as her mouth fell to the floor. 

“Pocket dimension,” I said with a sly grin. “Mias isn’t going to be bothering anyone anymore. Not in this dimension, or ours.” 

How do you feel, Evan? Miraya asked with a twinge of worry in her voice. 

“Honestly, I don’t feel anything,” I admitted. “That bastard may not have been able to ‘die,’ but it’s not like he was a powerful magic user or anything like that. At least, not outside of reanimating dead corpses.” 

Suddenly, a series of words flashed before my eyes. 

Predation: Assimilation activated. 

Skill: Stealth haze. 

Status: Assimilation complete. 

“You just unlocked a new predation skill, didn’t you?” Zoklan smirked. 

“Well, that’s not fair,” Zarek sighed. “I just killed a bunch of miasma-infected soldiers, and I didn’t gain a single skill.” 

“I think the literal demon in charge of the undead is a bit more significant than a half-decayed human, brother,” my father chuckled. 

“What skill of his did you mimic?” Naomi asked. 

“Stealth haze,” I noted. “So I’m assuming I’ll be able to spray a cloud of mist that’ll blind my enemies and allow me to sneak past them or confuse them in the midst of battle.” 

“Well?” Aaliyah said. “Why don’t you try it out? We don’t have anywhere we need to be at the moment.” 

I landed down on the ground of the cavern and shifted back into my human form. Then I walked over to my friends, opened up my left hand, and held it up into the sky. 

“Just be careful,” I warned. “I’m not sure exactly what this is gonna do.” 

A moment later, I felt an ultra-slim layer of liquid engulf my hand, almost as if I’d stuck it into a pile of dewy morning grass. Then the liquid began to ripple across my fingertips, and a light gray mist sprayed out into the air above us. The mist floated around for a second before it spread out and gently covered the immediate area around us, and I let out a gasp when I saw what I had done. 

I could see a glowing white outline around all my friends’ bodies, even though they should have been completely obscured from my vision. 

“Are you seeing this, brother?” Nike asked. 

“Can you see the outlines, too?” I gasped. 

“We sure can,” Aaliyah added. “This would have saved me so much effort back in my warrior days…” 

“How is this possible?” I asked Naomi. 

The lizard Demi-Human simply clicked her tongue and shook her head. 

“You are the most powerful being in this universe, Evan,” Naomi explained. “You are practically a living god. I’m sure your abilities are sophisticated enough now to sense who around you is a friend or a foe…” 

“Just like my healing spray.” I nodded. “Fuck, this may actually make things a little bit easier when it comes to our journey.” 

“Maybe,” Zoklan said. “Though we still have quite the journey ahead of us.” 

“Maybe we should set up camp here, then?” Rebecca suggested. “I am not sure how much longer I can go after all the battles we’ve been through today.” 

“Set up camp here?” I asked with a frown. “In the middle of Mias’ corpse factory?” 

“It is the safest place to rest.” My father shrugged. “We have killed any threats that might attack us in this cavern, and we can take turns guarding the entrance to make sure nothing gets in here.” 

“Actually, I have a thought…” I pondered aloud as I turned to the massive stone door. 

I shifted myself back into my dragon form, and then I quickly fluttered into the air and began to head over to the entrance. 

What are you thinking? Miraya asked. 

“Just using some logic,” I said. “Mias is the only one who can open or close these doors, right? Well, I have Mias trapped inside of a pocket dimension created from my powers. In a way, I now have a bit of Mias inside of my Spiritual Sea, and I wonder if enough of his power will shine through to let me close these things.” 

It is worth a try. 

I reached the symbol-covered double doors in no time flat, and then I held out both my hands and aimed them at the corresponding doors. 

“Come on…” I growled as I searched my Spiritual Sea for any little bit of Mias that was willing to come out. 

Still, nothing, so I tried a more risky approach. 

I opened up the pocket dimension that held Mias ever so slightly, and instantly a rageful roar echoed through the cavern. 

“I’ll gut you for this, you fraud!” Mias snarled. “You do not deserve the title of--” 

“You can shut up now, okay?” I hissed. “I just need enough of your power to radiate out to close this thing up, and I don’t need any comments from that blubbery mouth of yours.” 

Sure enough, my plan worked. The symbols on the stone doors began to glow intensely, and then I heard the sound of scraping stone against stone as they closed in toward me. The second they clicked shut, I closed up the pocket dimension, and the symbols lost their shine in a flash. 

However, I’d done it. 

Not only had I taken out the demon responsible for so much pain in Rahma these last few centuries, but I’d also established a safe room for us to rest in for the night, one that no demon could possibly get into. 

Plus, I’d gained a new predation along the way. 

It had been a long journey so far, and from the sounds of it, we were only about halfway done. My friends and I needed the long nap to replenish both our bodies and our spirits, but I didn’t want to get sidetracked for too long. 

Still, we’d earned our rest for the day. 

As soon as we were all recharged, it was straight to the Demon King’s den, where we would kill the bastard and then close the Breach once and for all. 

 




 
 Chapter 11 

“Fucking hell,” my father yawned as he stretched his arms above his head. “I never thought we’d actually get to rest in this place.” 

“You’re welcome,” I teased the black dragon. “If I hadn’t thought of opening up Mias’ prison for a few seconds to close the door, we’d still be completely exposed.” 

“We would have been fine,” Rebecca grumbled from her seated position. “My people tend to be mostly nocturnal, anyway, so I would have been able to sound the alarm if any more demons showed up.” 

“I know you would have,” I said to the bear Demi-Human. “But now you don’t have to. You can get a bit of shut-eye just like the rest of us, then as soon as we’re all healed up and rested, we can move on to the Demon King’s den. If all goes well, I predict we’ll be back in Hatra, safe and sound, by tomorrow night.” 

“How long should we rest for?” Emarla asked. “It’s not as if we can tell whether it’s night or day from inside these caves.” 

“Rest until your body tells you it’s done resting,” I said. “I don’t want anyone going up against the Demon King when they’re even the slightest bit tired or fatigued, so we’ll wait it out here as long as it takes.” 

“I will lay claim to this area over here,” Zoklan noted as he wandered toward the far end of the room. 

I watched as my father made laps in circles like a dog preparing to lay down, and then he casually sprouted his crab-like legs from his back. Zoklan’s six extra appendages stabbed into the ground and lifted the man up off his feet, and he let out a long sigh as his arms shifted around, until he finally seemed comfortable. 

“I think I’m going to sleep the more rugged way,” Zarek teased his brother. “On the ground.” 

Zarek walked over so he was near Zoklan, and then he shifted himself into his dragon form. The gray dragon gently curled up in a ball on the ground before he sucked in a deep breath and let out a huff. Zarek nestled his long head in between his front legs as he closed his eyes, and he laid his wings over his body like a leathery blanket. 

“Very rugged,” Skye giggled. 

Skye, Nike, Naomi, Rebecca, Aaliyah, Emarla, and I all spread out along the main floor of the cavern, but we remained within a few paces of each other. Even though we were safe in this room, it was a force of habit. Out on our campaigns, when we didn’t have the luxury of a roof over our heads, we often just camped out on the ground underneath the stars and completely unprotected. By sleeping close to each other, we ensured that no creature could pick us off one by one without alerting the others. 

Plus, I got to be close to my beautiful harem of women, which was always an added bonus. 

“Is everyone where they need to be for the night?” Nike asked. 

“I think so,” I said as I looked around the room. “Get some rest, my friends… Believe it or not, the hardest part of this journey is still to come.” 

Nike whispered something to the spirit in his sword, and the blade’s glow slowly dimmed until it was nothing more than a regular piece of metal. The room was plunged into darkness, but I could still see perfectly well thanks to my night vision. 

Maybe it was the fact that this whole adventure was already overwhelming, or maybe it was simply that we were now in another dimension where our sense of time and space was completely thrown off. Either way, my eyes felt as heavy as anchors, and within a few moments they fluttered shut, and I passed out. 

“Evan…” I heard Skye’s voice whisper sometime later. 

I opened my eyes and was greeted with the sight of Skye, Emarla, and Naomi all standing over me. 

“W-What’s going on?” I asked the three women. 

“We were just thinking about… everything,” Emarla admitted in a quiet voice. “About the mission we are currently on, and just how likely it will be that some of us don’t make it back alive.” 

“Don’t talk like that.” I shook my head. “I’m not going to let the Demon King hurt any of you, I promise. Here, if you’re not sleeping well, you can just cuddle up with me. That might help.” 

“We are all sleeping fine,” Naomi said with a smile. 

“Okay…” I trailed off. “Then what’s the deal? Why did you wake me up?” 

“Because there was something else that we thought of,” Emarla murmured as she bit her lower lip. 

“If we die here in the Breach,” Naomi explained. “We wanted to be with you one final time, while we still could.” 

“Be with me?” I smiled as my heart began to race intensely. “Right here, with all these people around?” 

“Not here,” Skye giggled. “In one of the pits.” 

“The miasma zombies have all been cleared out of the pits,” Naomi added. “And I can cast a silencing seal over its top to keep any of our ‘excited sounds’ to ourselves.” 

My cock throbbed in my pants at the prospect of sleeping with my three beautiful lovers, and the fabric of my trousers grew tighter by the second. 

“You’re right,” I whispered. “This really could be the end for any or all of us, and I’d hate to go out without getting to experience your gorgeous bodies again.” 

“Then what are we waiting for?” Skye mused as she ran her slender blue fingers up my chest. “Let’s get down to the pits.” 

The half-Nepin woman helped me to my feet, and then I locked arms with Emarla and Naomi as we casually sauntered over to one of the giant openings in the floor. As I peered over the edge of the hole, I saw it was much more shallow than I had originally thought, with a floor that was only about thirty feet or so down from the surface we were standing on. What the pit lacked in depth, however, it more than made up for with its width. The damn thing was at least one hundred feet in diameter, and the thought that it had once been packed to the brink with dead bodies made me shudder. But now the bodies were all gone, as they’d been melted into little more than a pile of gory goo thanks to Zoklan’s acid breath. Naomi had also sealed the deal with a cleansing spell, which removed any and all traces of the Miasma-infected zombies from existence. 

Which meant all of these pits were ripe for the picking. 

“I suppose you all need a lift?” I winked at my lovers. 

“I think we need a ride,” Naomi giggled. “A lift as well.” 

I transformed myself into my dragon form, and then I knelt down as the three beautiful women climbed up onto my back. Once they were all on, I slid over the side of the pit, let gravity take over, and floated down to the ground as softly and silently as I could. I landed with a soft thud, and the second my passengers were off my body, I transformed back into my human form. 

“Alright,” I chuckled. “Now it’s time for you to work your magic, Naomi.” 

“With pleasure.” The lizard Demi-Human smirked. “Whistle of the wind… Clatter of rock and stone… I shall hear you no more. Deafened will be the sound of the hasty footstep and the chatter of mouths, lost to the silent seal that hides us and binds us.” 

As the sorceress spoke, she lifted her hands up above her head, and they promptly turned a bright shade of red. Two small, glowing crimson circles rose up from her open palms and gracefully floated upward as they slowly expanded by the second. Before long, the two ethereal barriers were large enough to cover the entrance to our pit, and they made a soft sizzling noise as they locked into place. 

“Are you sure that worked?” I asked. 

“Only one way to find out,” Naomi mused, and then she looked up at the ceiling and cupped her hands. “Hey, everyone! Come here quickly. Evan and I are about to make love, and we want an audience!” 

I cringed at the thought of Naomi actually making that announcement, though we waited around for a few minutes and saw nobody. 

“I think it worked.” Emarla winked. 

“Excellent…” Naomi purred as she stepped forward and started to rub her hand along my chest. “Now, we can be as loud as we want.” 

I opened my mouth to say something further, but before I could even utter a single word, my three beautiful lovers were all over me. 

Naomi pressed her soft lips up against mine, and our tongues danced around in each other’s mouths as I began to drag my hands across her curvy body. At the same time, I felt Skye and Emarla’s hands begin to explore my figure. They gave my ass a squeeze before they moved around and rubbed up and down my chest and my abs, and they pulled up my shirt a bit to do so. 

Then Skye’s hand reached down into my waistband and wrapped around my cock. I was already at half-mast from the intensity of my makeout session with Naomi, but the soft touch of Skye’s fingers sent me into overdrive. 

“Ohhhhhh,” I moaned into Naomi’s mouth as the half-Nepin jerked me off. 

Meanwhile, Emarla began to nibble on my neck as she slid her hands into my pants and gently started to pull them down. I felt my dick spring free of its fabric prison, and the second it was out, Naomi’s hand trailed down and began to rub my balls. 

I continued to kiss Naomi passionately while she pleasured me, but then I slid my hand up around the straps of her robe and gracefully slid them off to the side. The lizard mage’s dress slid down off her top half, and I let out an audible growl when I saw her large, supple breasts completely exposed. I instantly pulled away from her kiss and leaned down to suck on her erect, rosy-red nipples, all while I rubbed Naomi’s left breast with my free hand. 

“Evan!” Naomi moaned as her hands gripped the back of my head. 

I traced circles around Naomi’s nipple with my tongue, though I occasionally stopped to give it a gentle suck or bite. The lizard mage seemed to melt in my arms as I teased her, but then she really let out a gasp when Emarla appeared at her side. 

“I want to share you, too,” the half-mermaid woman whispered. 

Naomi and Emarla stared deeply into each other’s eyes as Emarla traced her hand softly along the lizard mage’s cheek. A soft blush crept into Naomi’s face as she let out a giggle, but then Emarla pulled her in for a deep, passionate kiss. 

“Time for a taste, my Emperor…” Skye purred from down below. 

Suddenly, her hands cupped my balls as her sapphire-blue lips pressed against the head of my cock. I moaned as her tongue began to tease my penis with a clockwise swirling motion, and then she opened her mouth up wide and slid me inside. Skye’s mouth engulfed my manhood as she rubbed my balls and took me in as far as she possibly could, until I felt myself touch the back of her throat. 

I went back to sucking and fondling Naomi’s tits as Skye sucked me off, and I already felt the warm coil in my stomach starting to tighten. 

Then I decided I was done teasing. 

With a gentle shimmy, I pulled Naomi’s robe the rest of the way off her body and saw her swollen womanhood was already glistening with excitement, so I continued to lick her breasts as my fingers wandered downward and moved around the perimeter of her entrance. 

“E-Evan!” Naomi gasped as I dragged my index finger around her pussy lips. 

After another few minutes of teasing the woman, I finally slid my index and middle fingers inside of her, and she moaned as her tight tunnel spasmed around me. I used my thumb to reach up and rub Naomi’s clit as I fingered her intensely, and soon her juices were gushing out all over my hand. 

Meanwhile, my balls were tightening up as they prepared to deliver the payload into Skye’s mouth, or wherever she wanted it to go. 

I knew I definitely had a preference. 

“I need a taste, too,” Emarla purred as she moved away from Naomi. 

The pink-haired beauty dropped down onto her knees beside Skye, who instantly held my erection toward her. Emarla wasted no time at all in taking the base of my cock in her hands and lifting it skyward. The woman licked up my shaft, swirled her tongue around the head of my penis, and then down the other side. 

“Fuuuuuuuck,” I growled as I felt the coil grow to new levels of intensity. 

“I think he likes that,” Skye giggled. “I bet he’s going to love this, then.” 

Skye leaned forward and began to swirl her tongue around my balls in a clockwise motion. Every now and then, she stopped, gave one of them a gentle suck, and went back to her original motions. 

My vision began to blur as pure ecstasy took over my body. 

Then Emarla opened her mouth and slid me inside of her. The inside of her mouth was wet, and her tight throat wrapped around my cock as she pushed herself all the way down to its base. 

“That’s right,” I growled as I increased the intensity against Naomi’s flower. “I think we’re both gonna be done soon.” 

“I-I think you’re right,” Naomi whimpered. “I’m so close, Evan.” 

I leaned forward and kissed the lizard mage passionately as the other two women continued to suck my dick. Eventually, the sound of their sloppy gulps and licks sent me to cloud nine, and I knew I was done. 

“I-I think you’re gonna make me cu-cuuuuuuuummmmm!” I screamed. 

My eyes rolled back in my head as my whole body went numb, and then there was a hot sensation in my balls as they began to throb. I felt my seed spray out of my dick like a firehose, and Emarla made a surprised gulp as I filled her throat. That gulp suddenly turned into a moan, and both of the women continued to pleasure me as I came for a solid thirty seconds. 

Finally, once I was done, Emarla slid my dick out of her mouth. A bit of my cum dribbled down onto her chin, but Skye was already on the case. 

“Oops,” the half-Nepin purred. “We can’t let that go to waste now, can we?” 

Skye’s tongue lapped up the spilled seed on Emarla’s face, but she wasn’t done yet. The blue-skinned beauty dragged her tongue across Emarla’s lips, picked up a little bit more of my cream, and pulled it back into her mouth. Then, without any other warning, Skye shoved her lips against Emarla and began to make out with her. 

The sight of the two women sharing my seed was hot as fuck, and I instantly felt the blood rush back down to my penis. Soon, my erection returned, and the women let out a gasp when they noticed it was ready to go again. 

“Shall I make him cum this time?” Skye giggled. 

“N-No!” Naomi gasped as I continued to finger her. “I-It’s my turn!” 

“Enough of this…” I growled as I pulled away from Naomi and let my fingers slide out of her. “I need to be inside you. Now.” 

“As you wish, Emperor Evan.” Naomi winked. 

“Let me help with that,” Emarla giggled. 

The pink-haired beauty helped Naomi turn around, and then she bent the lizard mage over so her ass was on full display for me to see. Naomi’s plump, curvy ass was only inches away from my cock, and I could feel the warmth from her womanhood as it beckoned for me to enter it from behind. 

“Well, if I have to wait for Evan,” Skye pouted as she moved over in front of Naomi. “Then the least you can do is help me out, Naomi.” 

“With pleasure,” the lizard-woman purred. 

Skye yanked her clothes off with a single motion, and I somehow got even harder when I saw her beautifully toned naked body standing before me. The half-Nepin had light blue skin covered with white tattoos in very intricate patterns that curved and encircled her entire figure. Every part of her flesh that would have been pink or red on a human was a dark navy blue, from her lips to her erect, round nipples and even the quivering entrance to her womanhood. 

Skye let out a soft coo as she laid down on the ground, spread her legs wide, and then motioned for Naomi to come a little bit closer. 

Naomi dropped down on all fours as she crawled to the half-Nepin, and then I watched with pure delight as the lizard mage buried her face in Skye’s pussy. 

“Ohhhhhhhhhhh,” Skye groaned as she threw her head back and took a fistful of Naomi’s magenta locks. 

Meanwhile, Emarla gave Naomi’s ass a playful smack before she let her fingers tease the lizard mage’s pussy for a second or two. Then Emarla giggled as she looked up at me and gently spread Naomi’s lips apart for me to see. 

I felt a small dribble of cold precum ooze out of my cock as my balls throbbed, and I wanted nothing more than to be inside of Naomi’s warm, velvet tunnel. 

“Hold still,” I rumbled as I moved forward, placed my cock against her entrance, and pushed myself inside slowly. A wave of pure ecstasy washed over me as her pussy lips gripped my erection and dragged over it to create an intense sensation. Naomi was already wetter than a monsoon, so it took little effort for me to enter her fully and bottom out against her cervix. Her curvy ass looked plump and perfect as it pressed against my pelvis, and there was nothing more I wanted in that moment than to fill her full of my dragon seed. 

“Evannnn,” she sighed into Skye’s pussy once I bottomed out. “Please, fuck me.”

I started to pump in and out of Naomi with slow, rhythmic motions as I watched her go down on Skye, and the blue-skinned beauty ran one hand along her naked body as she whipped her head back and unleashed a few small, pleasureful whimpers. Naomi moaned along with the woman she was pleasuring, and I felt the lizard mage’s ridges tighten around me as she went to town. 

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” I growled as I increased the intensity of my thrusts. 

Naomi’s ass jiggled with each power thrust I made with my hips, and Emarla seemed to coo as she gripped the woman’s cheeks and licked her lips. 

“This is incredible,” Emarla giggled. “And I’m not even a part of this yet!” 

“Yes, you are,” I said to the pink-haired babe. 

Then I leaned over to Emarla, grabbed her by the back of the head, and pulled her into me. Her lips seemed to tremble, and I felt the hot breath of her kiss as we started to make out passionately. I continued to pound Naomi from behind as I gave attention to my beloved half-mermaid, half-dwarf, all while Naomi pleasured Skye. 

Soon, Skye let out a surprised gasp, followed by a series of very quick moans. 

“You’re so good with your tongue, Naomi…” Skye whimpered. “I think I’m going to-- to-- Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 

Skye’s perfect blue body trembled and shook as she orgasmed against Naomi’s face, and the sight of the beautiful action made the warm coil in my stomach tense up to levels it had never been before. 

Naomi lifted her head up from Skye’s soft mound, and then she glanced back at me with her gorgeous amber eyes. Her hair cascaded down her back like a magenta waterfall, and her mouth fell agape as the corners twisted up into a sly grin. 

“Did that please you, my Emperor?” the lizard mage purred. 

“That depends,” I said as I pumped into her pussy hard enough to make myself weak in the knees. “Did Skye taste good?” 

“Delicious.” Naomi winked. 

“That’s what I like to hear.” 

“My turn!” Emarla declared. 

The pink-haired woman began to walk over toward Naomi, but Skye stood up and stopped her with a hand against her chest. 

“Naomi’s mouth deserves a rest,” the half-Nepin huffed. “Believe me, it just got a good workout. I’ll take care of you.” 

“You-- you will?” Emarla gasped. 

“Not until she gets naked,” I said. “I want to see that beautiful body of hers.” 

Skye smirked as she slid her fingers into the knot of Emarla’s tie-front top and began to carefully undo it like the bow of a present. Within seconds, the garment was undone, and the blue fabric fell away to reveal Emarla’s perky little breasts and toned tummy. Skye was quick to finish the job, and she leaned in and kissed down Emarla’s chest and stomach before she pulled off the half-mermaid’s bottoms. 

Emarla’s womanhood was completely smooth and bare, and her juices dripped down onto her thigh as she watched me fuck Naomi. In a single motion, Skye wrapped her arm around the woman’s naked body, turned her around, and started to kiss her with the intensity of a supernova. Then, as the two beautiful women made out, Skye slid a couple of fingers into Emarla, which instantly prompted a hearty moan. 

“Oh, Gods, Evan…” Naomi whimpered as she threw her head back, and her ass continued to jiggle with the force of my thrusts. “I don’t know how much more of this I can take. It’s so-- so rough.” 

“Do you want me to slow down?” 

“No,” the lizard mage growled and shoved back against me. “I want you to go harder so you can fill me with your powerful seed.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” I grabbed onto Naomi’s bare hips and then gave in to her wish. I thrusted my hips forward and back as my cock slid in and out of Naomi’s pussy lips, and each time I moved, she let out a loud moan. 

Soon, Naomi’s moans grew silent, and the woman opened her mouth as if to scream. However, nothing came out. Instead, she looked back at me with pure joy in her amber eyes, with an expression that practically begged for me to finish her off. 

“You’re close, aren’t you?” I whispered. “You’re enjoying yourself?” 

“Y-Yes, Emperor Evan!” Naomi gasped out. “This is so good! I think you’re going to make me-- oh! Ohhhhhhhhhhh, Evan!” 

Naomi bit her bottom lip as her velvet tunnel quivered, and I felt every ridge and valley of her womanhood as it tightened around my cock. The lizard mage’s entire body trembled as she let out a long, intense moan, and she pressed her hips back against my pelvis. 

The sound of Naomi’s orgasm sent me over the edge, and the warm coil in my stomach snapped. My balls tightened up and pulsated as they began to pump my warm dragon seed into the woman’s womb, to the point where I couldn’t even feel them anymore. A tingling sensation shot through my entire lower half as my vision turned white, and I pushed myself into Naomi as far as I could go. The world around me began to spin, and I unloaded my cum straight up into Naomi’s fertile womb. 

Our juices combined together as we shared our ecstasy, and I kept myself inside of the beautiful woman until I knew we were both done. Then I pulled out of Naomi, and I saw our juices ooze out from between her lips and dribble down on her leg. 

“I’ll get that!” Skye suddenly declared. 

The tattooed woman pulled away from Emarla, spun around, and dropped down to her knees. In an instant, she had her face buried in Naomi’s pussy, and the lizard mage gasped as she felt the warm tongue against her. 

“Fuck, that’s hot…” I said as the sensation began to return to my loins. 

“I don’t want to waste a single drop,” Skye purred. “Your seed is tasty, Emperor Evan, and I want it all.” 

“You’re going to have to wait your turn!” Emarla giggled. 

The pink-haired woman moved over beside me, and the next thing I knew, I felt her soft fingertips against my balls. Emarla traced around my sack and shaft as she stared longingly into my eyes, which caused the blood to suddenly race back into my dick. 

I returned the favor by reaching over and sliding my fingers into Emarla’s tight tunnel, and the half-mermaid moaned at my touch. The two of us kissed and fondled each other for a few minutes before my cock finally reached full mast again.

“I want you to ride me,” I demanded. 

“Ride you?” Emarla cooed. “With pleasure.” 

I laid back on the ground, and Emarla immediately went down onto her knees and straddled me. 

The pink-haired woman guided my cock up to her entrance, which was tinted with a bit of blush and was completely swollen with arousal. Before I even entered Emarla, her warm juices were dripping down my shaft, and I knew I was in for a fucking treat. 

Finally, Emarla gently lowered herself down onto my cock, though she only got about halfway down before her eyes rolled back in her head. 

“Too much for you?” I joked. 

“N-Never,” she whimpered. “It’s just… It’s so thick I feel like I’m sitting on a log!” 

“And I feel like I’m being surrounded by a fucking rubber hose,” I retorted. “Fuck, you’re tight.” 

Emarla bit her lip as she continued to push herself down onto me, and soon I felt the head of my penis touch her cervix. The pink-haired woman slowly lifted up a few inches before she slammed back down, and I let out a moan as her ass slapped against my balls. Emarla placed her hands flat against my abs, and then she lifted her lower half up a little bit. She began to buck her hips against mine and move halfway up and down my erection, which sent me up to cloud nine. 

The warm coil in my stomach was already retightened and wound, and I knew it was ready to spray a big load into this sexy woman. 

Still, I wanted to have a little bit of fun first. 

The other two women must have thought the same thing, because Skye and Naomi appeared over Emarla’s shoulders. Skye made out with Emarla as she fondled the half-mermaid’s breasts, and Emarla responded with a whimper. At the same time, Naomi reached down and began to make circular motions with her thumb over Emarla’s clitoris, which sent Emarla’s velvet tunnel into a fit of spasms. 

The sight of all these beautiful women pleasuring each other made me harder than a rock, and I knew I wasn’t going to be able to make it much longer. 

Emarla bucked her hips as she rode me ragged, and the combined sensation of my cock and Naomi’s hand seemed to be the perfect combo. The pink-haired woman unleashed a long, guttural moan as her sweet juices gushed out of her lips and down onto my pelvis. 

“You like that, dear?” Naomi asked. 

“Y-Yes!” Emarla sputtered. “I love feeling your finger against me while the Dragon Emperor fills me up…” 

“I haven’t even started to fill you up yet,” I growled. 

I grabbed onto Emarla’s hips and pulled her all the way down onto me, and then I felt her wrap around me like a goddamn vise. 

“Evan!” Emarla gasped. “Evan, I’m-- I’m cummmmmming!” 

Even though Emarla was headed over the mountaintop, she didn’t stop her gyrations against me. Likewise, Naomi seemed to only increase the intensity in which she rubbed Emarla’s clit. The half-mermaid pressed her hands into my stomach, hard, and then increased the speed of her bounces as her warm, tight tunnel began to quiver and shake. Her nipples were hard enough to cut diamonds, and Skye tweaked them between her fingers as Emarla came. 

This was all too much for me. 

The warm coil in my abdomen snapped, and stars danced across my vision as I began to orgasm. I let out a long, eardrum-shattering moan as I dug my fingers into Emarla’s ass and held her in place. My balls went numb as my manhood started to tremble, and I blasted my seed up into Emarla’s womb with the power of a firehose. 

“Fuuuuuck!” I groaned as I filled Emarla up to her eyeballs. 

The half-mermaid continued to bounce on me as the sounds of our pleasure mixed together in a sensual chorus, until finally we were both heaving and gasping for breath. My entire nether regions were sopping wet thanks to Emarla’s juices, and it felt like I wasn’t going to regain feeling in my balls anytime soon. 

“Wow,” Skye sighed as she looked at the mess. “Who knew Emperor Evan had this much seed in his body?” 

“I did,” Naomi giggled. “I’ve taken way more of his seed than that through the months.” 

“And I’m not done yet,” I promised. “You’re next, Skye.” 

As I tried to stand back to my feet, my knees seemed to tremble. I awkwardly stood up like a newborn deer fawn until I eventually found the strength to remain upright, but the second I was up, all three women slid over in front of me. 

“I want to get a taste of you, Emarla,” Naomi purred as she took my cock in her hands. 

“Me, too,” Skye added. “I bet you’re tasty.” 

“Not as tasty as Emperor Evan, though,” Naomi noted. 

The lizard mage’s long tongue slid out of her mouth, and then it slowly began to lick up and down my shaft. Naomi was a fucking goddess with her tongue, and the intense sensation I got from it made me afraid my knees would give out. 

“You don’t get to have all the fun,” Emarla huffed. 

The pink-haired beauty bent down even further before she placed her lips up against my balls and gave them a cute little kiss. Then she started to suck them like a fucking vacuum. 

My dick instantly got back to half-mast, though that apparently wasn’t enough for Skye. 

The half-Nepin woman joined the fray when she placed her mouth up against the side of my shaft and started to lick it up and down. Skye made circles around the head of my cock before her tongue met Naomi’s, and the two women broke away into a passionate kiss while Emarla continued to suck my balls. 

That was definitely enough to get me back to full mast. 

“Skye…” Emarla said in a sing-song voice. “He’s ready for you.” 

The tattooed beauty pulled away from Emarla before she moved back to my cock, gave it a kiss, and then popped back up to her feet. 

“How do you want me, Emperor Evan?” Skye asked. 

“I want to show you something I learned from the Spirits,” I said. “Something really fucking great. Turn around.” 

Skye turned around, and before she had even gotten her feet fully planted, I put my plan in motion. 

I slid my right arm underneath Skye’s right leg, lifted it up, and then grabbed onto her back. 

“Evan!” she gasped. “Is this even safe?” 

“No pain, no gain,” I teased. “Don’t worry, I’ve got you. And in a minute here, I sure as fuck won’t be letting go.” 

I pressed the head of my cock against Skye’s sapphire entrance and then let out a soft moan at the sensation. Skye’s pussy was warm, wet, and it was already swollen with arousal. I traced my head around her vulva in a clockwise motion, which caused her entire body to tense up. 

“Stop teasing me…” Skye whimpered. “I need that inside me now, Evan!” 

I wasn’t going to deny her wish. 

I shoved my cock into Skye’s pussy and felt it fit around me like a glove. She let out a few gasps as I slid deeper into her, so I took it slow for a bit, but the half-Nepin woman got a bit eager and moved her hips down so she could take me all in. 

“Shit!” I gasped as her sapphire tunnel squeezed me tight. 

“Let me help with that,” Emarla giggled, and she got down on her knees in front of Skye. 

Emarla’s tongue flopped out of her mouth as she licked her lips, but then she pressed it up against Skye’s womanhood. I watched with glee as the half-mermaid licked and sucked Skye’s clitoris, which only seemed to intensify Skye’s sensations. 

“Just like that…” Skye moaned as she closed her eyes. “That feels so good.” 

I started to slowly pump in and out of Skye’s pussy, and soon I sensed myself climbing the proverbial mountain once more. 

Naomi walked over to Skye, grabbed the woman’s chin with her right hand, and then held Skye’s head up as they started to make out. Naomi used her free hands to fondle Skye’s dark blue nipples, which were already firm and erect on her perky breasts. 

I jackhammered into Skye a few more times and soaked in the sound of my balls slapping against her thighs, all while she moaned and groaned with each thrust. Eventually, I switched things up and slowed down my thrusts into slow, rhythmic motions. 

That’s when I felt Emarla’s tongue against my manhood. 

Every time I pulled out, Emarla would stick out her tongue and let me glide over it. The sensation was fucking fantastic, and after a few times in and out, I knew I wasn’t going to be able to last much longer. 

Skye’s muffled groans continued as she kissed Naomi, until finally I noticed them getting more hurried and closer together. Eventually, Skye’s body tensed up, and her tight tunnel grabbed me in a freaking death grip. 

Skye was ready for the big finish. 

I increased the speed of my thrusts as hard as I could, but Emarla didn’t falter. I watched the pink-haired beauty’s locks bounce as they moved between Skye’s clit and my shaft, and I couldn’t help but let out a groan of satisfaction from the deepest part of my soul. 

“This is incredible,” I whispered as I looked over the three gorgeous women before me. “You are all so fucking hot.” 

“Make me cum, Emperor Evan,” Skye begged as she looked back at me. “Please. I can feel you all the way up in my guts, and I want you to fill me with your love.” 

“You first,” I teased. 

I kept up the intense thrusts for about another minute before Skye finally caved. 

The half-Nepin’s pussy quivered against me as what seemed like a gallon of her juices began to pour out, and her whole body tensed up. Skye tossed her head back as her eyes rolled back in her head, and she practically screamed as she reached the mountaintop. 

“Yes!” Skye screamed. “Yes, Evan! Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 

Skye’s pussy squeezed me like a tube of toothpaste as she came, and the sound of her ecstasy drove me up the wall. 

My dam finally burst, and I shoved my cock up against Skye’s cervix as I started to unload. 

“Fuckkkkkkkkkkk!” I growled as my balls pumped what felt like a gallon of cum into the tattooed woman. 

My knees turned to rubber as my entire lower half went numb, though I could feel my heart as it threatened to beat out of my chest. I screamed as my eyes rolled back in my head, and I leaned over Skye’s back as I felt myself get a second wind. Another large blast of cum sprayed out and painted the walls of Skye’s fertile womb, and this time I really did feel my legs give out. 

I let go of Skye as my body stumbled backwards, and I watched as my cum dribbled out of her blue womanhood and onto her inner thigh. Then I fell backwards onto my bare ass, and Skye also collapsed into a heap. 

“See?” Naomi cooed. “I told you Evan had enough for all of us.” 

“I’ll say,” Skye panted from her prone position. “I’m not sure if I’m going to be able to walk tomorrow.” 

“I’ll heal you with my magic if you can’t,” I chuckled. “I’m not letting you get out of our mission that easily.” 

Naomi and Emarla came over to my side and started to rub their hands along my bare chest. Both of them had hunger in their eyes as they looked me up and down, and I knew they weren’t done quite yet. 

“Are you ready to go again?” Emarla asked. 

“If you guys are.” I winked. 

The three of us spent the next hour making love to each other in various ways. I filled all of these beautiful women with my seed twice more, until I literally felt like I didn’t have any fluid left in my body. 

As the four of us collapsed into a pile on the ground and cuddled close together, I stared up at the glowing silence seal above us. I knew tomorrow was going to be a big day, and a day that could potentially change the entire course of Rahma’s history. 

More importantly, it would be the day everyone in Rahma had been waiting on for centuries. 

Tomorrow was going to be the day the Breach was closed. For good. 

 




 
 Chapter 12 

Before long, I woke up to the sound of clomping boots from up on the surface above. My eyes slowly fluttered open, and I saw Rebecca and Aaliyah staring down at me from over the edge of the pit. Both women wore large, knowing smiles across their faces, though they remained silent as their eyes fluttered back and forth between Emarla, Skye, and Naomi. 

“It looks like somebody had a great night,” Aaliyah finally giggled down at me. 

“Are you four all done down there?” Rebecca smirked. “We have a war to finish, if you don’t mind.” 

“I don’t.” I wrapped my arms around the naked women at my side. “I think there’s been a change of plans… I’m gonna stay down here, and you all can go and kill the Demon King. Okay?” 

“Get dressed, my lord,” Aaliyah said with a playful roll of her eyes. “Besides, we cannot open the door without Mias, and you are apparently his keeper at the moment.” 

“Oh, yeah. I guess I should get up there and see what the fat-ass is up to, huh? Sorry, ladies, but I think it’s time to finally wake up.” 

“Awwwww,” Skye sighed as she rubbed her eyes. “So soon?” 

“Soon?” Naomi chuckled. “We’ve been asleep for nearly five hours.” 

“That’s not a lot of time,” Emarla pouted. 

“It is when you’re on a campaign,” the lizard mage explained. “When time is of the essence, every single second matters.” 

“Those seconds did matter,” the half-mermaid said. “They mattered very, very much.” 

“Just quit chatting and get up here,” Rebecca grumbled. “I want to go smash some more skulls.” 

Sometimes, that bear Demi-Human scared me. 

“Alright, alright,” I sighed as I stood up, still completely in the buff. 

Rebecca and Aaliyah both let out soft giggles when they saw my manhood, though they’d seen it many times before. Many fun, exciting times before. 

I slid my robe back over my body in a flash, though my eyes couldn’t help but linger on the silky-smooth skin of Skye as she got up and stretched for a second. The blue-skinned beauty held her arms up over her head, which somehow made her perfectly pert breasts even more perky. 

“You heard them, Evan.” Skye winked when she saw me admiring her body. “We don’t have time for another round.” 

“Damn shame,” I said. “I could actually easily go for a couple more rounds.” 

Much to my dismay, Skye, Emarla, and Naomi put their clothes back on, and I motioned for them to step back a few feet. Then I transformed myself into my dragon form, let them climb up onto my back, and shot upward toward the top of the pit. The women on my back cackled with glee as the wind zipped past their bodies, and seconds later, we found ourselves topside. 

Zoklan, Zarek, and Nike were all over by the far side of the cavern, and they seemed to be having a great time. Nike had the Sword of Light brandished, which he moved around his body with grace as he practiced his swordplay. Zoklan and Zarek both stood there with smirks as they watched the Noble do the deadly dance, though their eyes quickly shifted over to our position when they saw us exit the pit. 

“There he is,” Zoklan declared with a booming laugh. “I was beginning to think you’d gone after the Demon King all by yourself.” 

“I may be a little cocky sometimes,” I joked. “But I’m not stupid enough to try something like that.” 

I floated down to the ground, where I let my friends off my body before I shifted back into my human form. I wasted no time walking up to the giant stone double doors, and then I proceeded to search deep within my Spiritual Sea for the pocket dimension that held Mias. Soon, I felt a tiny rift open in space and time, and I heard the bastard’s voice seemingly out of thin air. 

“Finally going to face me like a man?” Mias hissed. “Let me out of here, and I’ll--” 

“What?” I shot back. “Are you gonna eat me?” 

“Maybe.” 

“Well, you’re never getting out of this dimension,” I snorted. “In fact, as soon as I get this door open, you’re never going to get to interact with another living creature ever again.” 

“You bloody coward!” Mias screamed. 

The demon’s disembodied voice continued to shriek obscenities at me for a few more seconds before the engravings on the stone door began to light up, and then there was the sound of stone scraping against stone as they slowly opened. 

“Thanks again,” I said sarcastically, and then I commanded the entrance to the pocket dimension to close. 

“You bast--” Mias’ voice began, but it was cut off as soon as it had appeared. 

Meanwhile, my friends had all joined me in front of the stone doors, and we were all in a fighting stance as we prepared for whatever was on the other side. For all we knew, the Demon King himself might have marched his army down to these doors and was waiting for us to step out of our impenetrable fort. 

However, when the doors finally finished opening, all I saw was the sight of a large empty room. 

“I was sure there would at least be a demon or two,” Nike said as he lowered the Sword of Light to his side. 

“Perhaps the Demon King doesn’t know where we are?” Zarek suggested. 

“Maybe…” Zoklan trailed off. “Though I think that is highly unlikely. We are in his domain, and he was able to find us easily before.” 

“Then why isn’t he throwing everything at us?” I asked. 

“Because…” My father frowned and furrowed his eyebrows. “I think our enemy is making a statement at this point. A statement that he is not afraid of us whatsoever and is perfectly fine with having us march into his den and confront him.” 

“Eh,” Rebecca snorted. “I’ve got a more positive thought. I bet the Demon King hasn’t sent anybody to find us because he’s out of people. We’ve killed pretty much all of his right-hand demons, and we’ve completely decimated his army.” 

“Either way, the Demon King’s den is our next destination,” I reminded everyone. 

“Do you think that cavern will truly lead us to him?” Zoklan asked. 

“It’s just a hunch right now,” I explained. “Though I strongly suspect that’s the case. If this area here really is a gathering spot for the Demon King’s army, then he would want to be here, right? We came from that direction over there, and this one here led us into Mias’ room. That only leaves one option. The large tunnel which is suspiciously the same height as the massive demon who rules over the underworld.”

“Be about your wits, everyone,” Nike warned. “We don’t know what sort of horrors might be lurking in this tunnel. I’ll take point and light the way with Aine’s power.” 

The Noble of the Sword of Light walked to the front of our group, drew his sword, and set it aglow with white light. Then the rest of us cautiously drew our weapons, and we headed forward together. I went to the back of the group, just in case anything decided to follow us into the tunnel if there was a surprise attack from behind. We entered the massive hallway, which I immediately noticed had long, dragging marks on the ceiling. Two of them, about two feet apart. 

Horns. 

The more I found out about this pathway, the more I thought it would lead us to where we needed to go. 

“Let’s go over the closing process one more time,” I whispered to Naomi as we walked through the caverns. “I don’t know how long we’ll have after we kill the Demon King to close the Breach before all the other demons and freaky shit from this world retaliates.” 

“It is alarmingly simple,” Naomi admitted. “So much so I’m surprised nobody has tried it yet.” 

“Well, there is the fact you have to jump into the Breach with a magic scepter,” Zarek snarked. “Which was thought to be lost in a vast, lava-covered wasteland. And then the fact that once you get here, you’re constantly under threat of death from the horrific beasts that reside in this world…” 

“Okay, okay,” the lizard mage chuckled. “I understand your point. Doesn’t change the fact the spell itself is simple.” 

“Just tell me what I need to do,” I said. “I want to run over it a few times in my head before it’s time.” 

“It’s your sword, Evan,” Naomi explained. “The magic of your Spiritual Sea, which has been heightened from your bond with the other Noble Spirits, will be channeled through your most sacred weapon. I simply must say the incantation seven times, and then you will feel a surge of power within your body. Once the incantation is recited the seventh time, you must command your blade to form a spiritual seal.” 

“A spiritual seal?” I asked. “I thought we were closing the Breach for good?” 

“It is a permanent seal,” Zoklan interjected. “Think of it like… How your body heals from a cut. You’re just providing the material to form the scab.” 

“That is a disgusting analogy, Father,” I chuckled. “But I understand.” 

“Once you have created the spiritual seal,” Naomi continued, “the Breach will begin to close.” 

“And I’m guessing this means we’re in a time crunch to get out, then?” I asked, and the lizard-woman nodded. “Fuck. How much time do we have?” 

“That’s… difficult to say,” Naomi sighed. “There was nothing in any of the ancient scrolls or texts that gave an estimate on the timeframe of the Breach’s closing, only that it would start to close ‘immediately after the seal was created.” 

Knowing our luck, I figured it wasn’t going to be very long, so it would probably end up as a race against time to make sure we actually made it through. 

And if we somehow weren’t fast enough? Then we’d be trapped in here forever.

“This all begs the question…” Aaliyah spoke up. “How do we get out of this place? The same way we entered?” 

“The Shaded Scepter should allow us to pass through in both directions,” Zoklan said. “No matter where we are on either side, it will work the same way as before. We all must be holding onto it when we hit the portal, and then it will drop us out on whatever is on the other side of where we breach. No pun intended, of course.” 

“I can use Remna’s tendrils again,” Emarla offered. 

“Fuck,” I chuckled. “This whole thing does sound pretty simple.” 

“We all know it’s not going to actually be that easy in practice,” Zarek mumbled. “We don’t even know what awaits us in the Demon King’s den, if that is truly where we’re going.” 

“What do I need to say?” I ignored my uncle’s naysaying and looked at Naomi. “To actually summon the spiritual seal?” 

“It is an ancient incantation,” she said. “It goes as follows… ‘Spirits within, those who have graciously given their power as if it was my own, come to me now and seal off the world from this ungodly blight. Let your light flow through me as one body, and let the tip of my blade act as the catalyst of the gods. Imprison the monsters around me, and never let them see the light of day again. Spirits guide my blade, for the gods and all that is good in the world.” 

“That’s a mouthful,” I snorted. “But I’ll practice.” 

“Not here!” Rebecca gasped. “You don’t want to close it now, do you?” 

“It will only work after the seven repetitions, Rebecca,” Naomi giggled. “Have you not been paying attention?” 

“I’m a little distracted,” the bear Demi-Human admitted. “Mainly by the thought of how large this Demon King truly is.” 

“He’s massive,” I said. “I’ve only seen his blurry shape through the Breach, but he’s much larger than any demon we’ve fought so far. Even Mias.” 

“And you think we can defeat him?” Emarla gulped. 

“I know we can.” I nodded. “That’s why I brought all of you along, so you could help me put this fucker in the ground.” 

“You will have to make the killing blow, Evan,” Zoklan said. “The rest of us might be able to distract the Demon King or give him superficial wounds, but you’re the only one with the pure spirit.” 

“He’s right,” Naomi added. “You’re the only one powerful enough to end this.” 

“Then that’s exactly what I’ll do,” I growled. “As long as you guys have my back, I know we’ll be victorious.” 

Even as the words left my mouth, my brain jumped to all the possibilities of what could happen in the coming moments. This tunnel could easily turn out to be a red herring, and then we’d be stuck back at square one. Another alternative might be that this tunnel really did lead us to the Demon King, but he would already know we were on our way and would have an entire army waiting for us. Then there was option three, which was that the Demon King wasn’t aware we were coming, but it wouldn’t matter anyway. He would be too strong, and even with all of our combined efforts, it wouldn’t be enough to defeat him. Option four was our total and absolute victory, though that one was the most difficult to imagine. 

I didn’t know the statistical odds of option four being the outcome, but I figured it wasn’t very high. 

The nine of us pressed on through the tunnels for another hour, though it was difficult to tell if we were making any progress. All of the surroundings looked exactly the same, from the damp and rigid walls, to the ceilings with the two horn marks, to the floors that were wet and uneven. 

Hell, at this point I was kind of regretting defeating Mias. At least when there was miasma in the air, it got stronger the closer we got to an enemy. Now, it just felt like we were aimlessly plodding on through a long tunnel. 

“Are we sure this is the right way?” Skye eventually asked with a frown. 

“Do you see any other ways?” Rebecca scoffed as she gestured around. “There is only one path.” 

“That’s not what I meant,” Skye sighed. “I’m just beginning to wonder if there is anything at the end of this tunnel.” 

“What, do you wanna turn around?” Rebecca mused. “We’ve already been walking for an hour.” 

“And we could be walking several more.” 

“There’s no going back now,” I reminded my friends. “Trust me, I’ve thought about it… We have to keep moving forward. We already know what’s back at the other end of this tunnel, and it’s not anything useful.” 

Then I got an idea. 

I had no idea if it was going to work, but if it somehow did, it would confirm or deny our hypothesis in an instant. 

“Stand back,” I told everyone, and once I had enough space, I transformed myself into a dragon and held up my right foreleg. 

“Evan?” Zoklan asked. “What are you doing?” 

“Everybody hop on,” I ordered my friends, and I bowed down so they could reach me. “I’m going to send a message to the Demon King.” 

“A message?” Naomi raised an eyebrow. “What possible good would that-- Ohhhhhh!” 

“What?” Rebecca asked. “What am I missing here?” 

“His messenger dragon!” Aaliyah gasped. “If he sends a message to the Demon King, the dragon will lead us right to him.” 

“As long as I use my super-speed,” I reminded them all. “Those little buggers run fast.” 

“This is why you’re the Emperor.” Zarek smirked. “I never would have thought of that. Good one, kid.” 

“I’m not one hundred percent sure it’ll work,” I admitted. “Our magic is kinda hit and miss down here.” 

“There is only one way to find out, son,” Zoklan said. 

My friends all walked over to my side, and then they hopped up on my back. I felt Emarla’s magical tendrils wrap around my wings tightly as I dug my feet into the ground and prepared to launch myself forward like an Olympic sprinter. Then, once I was sure everybody was in place and secure, I summoned a silver dragon. 

“Deliver this message to the Demon King,” I said to the little guy. “You’re fucked, asshole.” 

The silver dragon tilted its head to the side as if it were trying to process my words or why I had said them. It then let out a high-pitched squeak and took off. 

Straight ahead, through the tunnel. 

“It worked!” Nike cackled. 

“Everybody, hold on,” I warned. “And try not to get whiplash.” 

I called upon my super-speed ability and then propelled myself forward as hard as I could. My feet slammed into the rocky ground with a rhythmic thumping noise as I chased after my messenger dragon, and eventually, I was right on its tail. We came to a fork in the tunnel, but the little guy just banked to the right and kept on going. 

He was a messenger dragon with a mission, after all. 

Every muscle in my body ached from the strain of running at this speed for such a long time, though my healing powers rejuvenated them almost as quickly as they were strained. The silver dragon made three more turns before he finally started to slow down, and I skidded to a stop when I saw what lay before us. 

An opening. Quite literally a light at the end of the tunnel. 

The messenger dragon dashed through the threshold without a moment’s hesitation, but I wanted to approach the situation with a little more caution. 

“Is that… It?” Skye asked. 

“I think so,” I said. “Everybody off, and we’ll figure out what to do from there.” 

My friends slid off my back, and I transformed back into my human form. Then I drew the Sword of Hatra from my spatial storage immediately and clasped it tightly in my hand. 

I had a feeling it would be getting a lot of use, very soon. 

My friends and I slowly approached the threshold, and I peeked past the corner and saw the tunnel expanded out into a cavern bigger than anything I could have even imagined. 

The floors of this cave were completely covered in the same material that made up other demons’ nests, and on the walls were nothing but the carvings of symbols. They must have been written in a demonic language, because even with my translation magic, I couldn’t make out what any of them actually meant. They were all over the damn place, and there wasn’t an inch of the cavern that wasn’t covered with the madman-like scribbles. The cavern had no ceiling, but rather the top of the structure was wide-open and staring directly into the massive portal between the Breach and Rahma. I could see the White Jade Temple on the other side, though it was off in the distance and somewhat obscured by the magic. 

And at the center of the room sat the Demon King. 

The fucker was massive, at least twenty feet tall with four large horns on his head that added another few feet to his height. He sat in a cross-legged position with his arms crossed over his body, and I realized his arms were the length of a giant redwood tree. The Demon King’s skin was so black it was hard to make out any wrinkles or creases or blemishes, and at the end of each appendage sat a massive hand the size of a stove. The Demon King only had four fingers, though each one was topped off with a curved, raptor-like claw that stretched six feet long. The fucker had no nose, only two slitted nostrils that reminded me of a snake, and no lips around his mouth, just a simple horizontal slit in his head with a few jagged teeth poking out from the top. The four horns on his head seemed to intertangle together to form something of a crown, and his eyes were closed as he sat there silently. 

Still, I knew what they looked like. 

It was hard to forget those horrible, glowing orange eyes that stared back at me through the Breach so long ago. 

We all watched as the messenger dragon approached the Demon King without a care in the world, and then it squeaked loudly when it arrived at his feet. 

The Demon King’s right eye opened slightly, and he let out a confused grunt as he looked down at the dragon in front of him. Suddenly, the dragon jumped up into the air, floated until it was eye-level with the bastard, and made another chirping noise. 

“You’re fucked, asshole,” my voice came from the tiny silver dragon. 

The Demon King growled as his orange eyes narrowed, but the dragon evaporated into a flash of silver light as quickly as it had appeared. Meanwhile, the Demon King began to calmly look around the room. 

“You’ve found me, Evan of Hatra?” the Demon King’s booming voice asked. “Do come out and say ‘hello.’” 

“This is it, guys…” I whispered to my friends as I looked at them all. “We still have the element of surprise on our hands, so we’d better take full advantage of it.” 

“What do you propose?” Zoklan asked. 

“Well, the bigger they are, the harder they fall,” I said. “Emarla? Grab onto the Demon King’s legs with your tendrils. Everybody else? Blast that fucker in the chest and knock him off his feet. If we can get him on the ground, we’ll have enough time to actually do some damage before he gets back up.” 

“How do I get over there without him seeing?” Emarla asked. 

“I’ll get you there,” I explained. “Everybody else, just be ready, okay? The second you see the Demon King’s legs bound, you attack. No hesitation.” 

“You don’t have to worry about that, son,” Zoklan growled. “I’ve wanted to kill this son of a bitch for centuries, and I’ve thought about this day for equally as long.” 

I scooped Emarla up in my arms and held her close to my body, and then I peeked past the threshold again and looked over to the Demon King. 

“Come out, Evan of Hatra,” he chuckled. “You’ve come all this way… I simply want to show you a bit of hospitality.” 

“Ready?” I whispered to Emarla, who gave me a nod. 

The rest of my friends held their weapons at the ready, while Zoklan and Zarek were down on all fours prepared to transform. I took a deep breath before I turned back to the cavern, and then I summoned up my super-speed. 

I dashed forward with Emarla still in my arms, and I zipped around the Demon King’s body without being spotted. The second I came to a halt, dark black tendrils of magic sprouted from Emarla’s sword and proceeded to wrap themselves around the fucker’s giant ankles. 

The rest of my friends burst forth from their hiding spot, and the cavern lit up as they released their attacks. Zarek sprayed a blast of fire onto the Demon King, while Zoklan hit him with acid breath. Lightning from Skye’s blade was not far behind, and Nike tried to stun the fucker with a blinding flash of white light. 

The Demon King let out a surprised grunt as all their attacks struck him, and then he stumbled back a few steps before he had a chance to retaliate. Emarla’s tendrils went taut, and I quickly summoned up a few tendrils of stone around us to keep us in place. The Demon King was tripped up by the makeshift wire, and he fell back on his ass. 

Now was my chance. 

I summoned my foresight magic and saw three different paths of glowing gold magic in the air. All three of them led to the Demon King’s throat, so I pulled out the Sword of Healing and took off at full speed. 

Once I got about halfway there, however, I felt a massive impact against my right side, and I was lifted off my feet and tossed across the room like a ragdoll. I transformed into my dragon form and caught myself with my wings before I hit the wall, and as I swooped around, I saw the Demon King was already back on his feet. 

“Trickery,” the Demon King spat. “You cannot defeat me on your own, so you resort to dirty tricks?” 

“That’s rich,” I snorted. “Coming from the guy who uses reanimated corpses to fight for him?” 

The Demon King’s orange eyes narrowed as an evil grin twisted up the corners of his mouth. 

“So, we finally meet, Evan of Hatra,” he mused. 

“It’s a shame we can’t just sit here and shoot the shit,” I taunted. “But I’ve got a mission to get to… One that you’re really getting in the way of.” 

“Closing my precious portal?” 

“No… Killing you,” I growled. 

The Demon King let out a long, hearty bellow at my words. 

“Kill me? You are not that powerful, Evan of Hatra.” 

“I guess we’ll find out.” I shrugged. 

I used my super-speed to fly back toward the Demon King, but he was just as fast as I was. I had to barrel roll to the right to avoid the incoming slash of his claws, and then I swooped around behind his head and sucked in a deep breath. I blasted white-hot fire down onto his neck, and he let out a pained roar in response. 

The Demon King spun around, opened his mouth wide, and unleashed what could only be described as a supersonic screech. My ears rang as the soundwaves literally blasted me out of the sky, and I struggled to catch myself before I spiraled down to the ground and landed with a thud. 

The Demon King reached up and touched the back of his neck, which caused him to wince in pain instantly, and his orange eyes opened wide as realization seemed to kick in. 

I’d hurt him. 

“That’s right,” I warned. “And there’s a lot more where that came from.” 

“I gave you a chance, Evan of Hatra,” the Demon King snarled. “Yet you refused to join me. Now… You will die.” 

Now we were talking. 

 




 
 Chapter 13 

We’d hit the Demon King with a surprise attack, yet he had shrugged it off like it was nothing. Still, my fire had done a bit of damage, which told me that even an all-powerful, god-like entity like the Demon King wasn’t as invulnerable as he thought. 

“Not so invincible now, huh?” I taunted the giant demonic fuck. “There’s plenty more where that came from, just FYI.” 

“Cocky as ever,” the Demon King spat. 

“Do we have a Plan B?” Emarla gasped from atop my back. 

“Yeah,” I sighed without looking over at my friends. “Bring this fucker down by any means necessary.” 

“Good luck, Evan of Hatra,” the Demon King chuckled. “Many beings have tried, and all have failed.” 

“Blah, blah, blah,” I growled. “I don’t give a shit.” 

I launched myself forward and sent a blast of fire straight toward the Demon King’s head. However, the bastard responded with a shot of his supersonic breath, and the sheer force of the soundwaves blew my fire backwards without so much as a hint of effort. 

I snarled as I released my attack, and then I watched as Zarek and Zoklan zipped past the fucker. Aaliyah and Rebecca were riding atop Zoklan’s spine, and both the beautiful warriors sprang from their perch and plummeted down onto the Demon King’s back. 

Rebecca and Aaliyah both sunk their claws into the Demon King’s flesh to catch themselves, and then they started to tear at his body with the intensity of a dog digging out from under a fence. Bits of flesh seemed to fly off the monster’s body as my women attacked him, but he paid no attention to the warriors. 

Instead, the Demon King took aim at the dragons that swooped around his head. He swatted at Zoklan and Zarek as if they were pesky flies, and my father and uncle just barely avoided his blows. 

Then Emarla and Nike charged headfirst into the fray, while Skye and Naomi stayed back and attacked the Demon King from afar.

Nike sent forth a blinding flash of light from the Sword of Light, which seemed to stun the Demon King for a second or two. Then Emarla’s tendrils shot forward and seemed to attach themselves to the fucker’s right leg, and in a single motion, Emarla sprang up into the air, held her sword forward, and used its black tendrils to pull herself forward like she’d been shot out of a cannon. The Sword of Shadows plunged itself into the Demon King’s flesh, and dark red blood splashed out of the wound. 

Meanwhile, Skye hit the Demon King with a couple bolts of red lightning, which caused the bastard to stumble off balance for a second with each impact. At the same time, Naomi used her magical abilities to hurl spells of fire, ice, and energy at our opponent, all of which made an impact against his back. 

However, despite all the damage it looked like we were doing, the Demon King was still standing. In fact, the bastard seemed to just shrug off the attacks as though he was a cow and my friends were pesky, biting flies. 

He was gonna quickly learn that I was more like a fucking sledgehammer. 

The Demon King shot another sonic screech in my direction, but I used my super-speed ability to dodge the shockwaves. I felt a bit of rocky debris spray up from below as his attack hit the ground, though I continued forward and prepared to make my move. 

I swooped down to the Demon King’s right foot, held both of my front legs forward, and then slammed them into the ground just in front of the fucker. The second my feet touched the floor, I summoned my earthquake magic and commanded the ground around us to vibrate intensely. The whole area around us began to tremble violently, and the Demon King lost his footing for a second or two. 

Thankfully, a second or two was all I needed. 

I used my super-speed to fly up to the Demon King’s face, and then I opened my mouth and sent a blast of poisonous purple mist straight into his face. 

“Gah!” the Demon King hissed as he began to gag on the mist. 

“Legs!” I commanded the rest of my crew. 

They seemed to get the message, because Zoklan and Zarek instantly zipped back around and charged straight for the back of the Demon King’s kneecaps. Zoklan’s six crab-like legs popped out of his body, while Zarek surrounded himself with his deadly bone spikes. 

At the same time, Emarla’s tendrils wrapped around the Demon King’s legs, and Skye and Naomi focused their efforts on his chest. 

I zipped around behind the Demon King, where Aaliyah and Rebecca were both still hard at work trying to make their literal mark on the fucker. Then I summoned two tendrils of rock and commanded them to wrap around the Demon King’s throat. 

The bastard snarled as I gave him a yank backwards, though he was so strong that he was able to fight back against my efforts. 

But he wasn’t so lucky when Zoklan and Zarek slammed into his knees. 

There was a wet schluck as their spiky appendages made contact, and the Demon King roared in pain as he lost his footing. 

“Uh-oh,” Rebecca gasped as she and Aaliyah held on for dear life. 

“Jump on!” I commanded the two warriors as I zipped over behind them. 

Aaliyah and Rebecca both sprang from the Demon King’s back as he began to fall over, and I used my precision targeting ability to ensure that I was in the correct position to catch them. The two women landed on my back safely, and then I sped forward and out of the way. 

I gave the stone tendrils another yank, and the Demon King was violently tossed to the ground. The entire cavern shook from the impact the massive creature’s body made, but the deed was done. 

The Demon King was on his back and defenseless. 

“Now’s our chance!” Nike declared as he charged forward. 

“To victory!” Skye added. 

I watched as all of my friends ran over to the Demon King and began to stab, slash, and blast the fucker while he struggled to get back up. Blood and gore splashed onto the ground as they attacked with everything they had, and our enemy seemed to writhe in pain as he was assaulted from all angles. 

“I’m afraid your ride ends here, ladies,” I said to the two women on my back. “Thank you for flying the Evan Express, though.” 

“We’ll ride you any time, Evan,” Aaliyah giggled. 

The lioness and the bear Demi-Human both sprang off my back as I passed over the Demon King’s fallen figure, and then they landed squarely atop his chest. The second they were on him, they began to tear at his flesh, and he roared with frustration as they sliced him open bit by bit. 

Still, I knew none of this was enough. 

I had to be the one to deliver the killing blow, and that was exactly what I intended to do. 

I headed up toward the top of the cavern, spun around, and dive-bombed the Demon King’s forehead. At the last second, I shifted my body back into its human form and held the Sword of Hatra above my head, and I used my target precision ability to take aim at the spot between his eyes. 

The Demon King had other plans. 

He let out a roar as he lurched forward, and the stone tendrils that held him in place crumbled into oblivion. The Demon King craned his neck as he opened his mouth, and then he sent a supersonic blast at me at point-blank range. 

My eardrums seemed to fucking explode when the soundwave surrounded me, and I screamed in pain as I was tossed upwards like a ragdoll. Several jolts of pain echoed through my body as I was shaken to my very core, and I thanked my lucky stars that I had my instahealing abilities. 

If I hadn’t, my insides would have surely been turned to mush from the sheer power of the Demon King’s attack. 

Still, I was caught in a literal whirlwind, and I was getting pushed up toward the tear in the Breach. My body was flipping and spinning around helplessly, and if I didn’t do something soon, I would be stuck in this cycle of pain for lord knows how long. 

So, I shifted my body back into its dragon form, and then I sprayed a bit of webbing out onto the nearby wall of the cavern. The strand of web was annihilated the second it left my hand, and it exploded into a million pieces before it had a chance to attach to anything. 

I had to change up my strategy. 

I called upon my fire magic and created a large shield of flames straight in front of my body. The fire was blown away in a millisecond, but it created enough of a lull in the attack for me to escape. I used my super-speed ability to fly out of the path of the sonic blast, and then I swooped down and unleashed a breath of acid down onto the Demon King’s face. 

The fucker roared as the deadly green liquid sizzled against his flesh, and he began to writhe around like a madman. Suddenly, the Demon King went airborne and flipped his body around, and the sudden shift caused several of my friends to be tossed away like umbrellas in a hurricane. 

As he twisted around, the Demon King unleashed a blast of sonic breath into the ground, and the force from the attack propelled him backwards and into the air. The Demon King snarled as he landed back on his feet, and then he took a backhanded swing at Zoklan. His fist slammed into my father, who let out a pained gasp as he was tossed across the cavern helplessly.

“Brother!” Zarek gasped. 

My uncle flew after Zoklan, who slammed into the ground and then bounced a few feet before he came to a rolling halt.

Categorization: Dragon 

Status: Several broken bones, punctured lungs and spleen. Potentially fatal. 

Priority: Healing required immediately

I sprayed a bit of targeted healing breath in the direction of my father before I moved in for another attack on the Demon King. Now that he was upright, the fucker was taking powerful, long strikes at my friends, who were just barely able to evade the potentially fatal attacks. 

As I went past the Demon King, I sprayed a bit of my petrification magic into his face, and the yellow-green smoke completely surrounded his head. The Demon King spat and coughed as he tried to blow away the smoke with a combination of his own breath and his hands, but the distraction gave me a chance to regroup with my friends. 

“Nothing seems to be working,” Naomi huffed as I landed next to the rest of my crew. “The Demon King is simply taking every attack in stride as if it doesn’t even harm him.” 

“It’s definitely hurting him,” Rebecca growled as she held up her blood-soaked hands. “This isn’t my blood, after all.” 

“This is still not doing enough damage,” I said. “Right now, it’s like we’re a bunch of flies. Sure, our bites hurt, but it’s more of an annoyance than anything serious. If we want to actually do some damage, we’re gonna have to up the ante.” 

“What are you suggesting, brother?” Nike asked. 

“We go for the time-tested method,” I chuckled. “The weak spots of the body… Thankfully, this asshole was gracious enough to give us two giant, glowing orange targets.” 

“His eyes,” Aaliyah purred. “I like the way you think, Emperor Evan.” 

“It’s worth a shot,” I said. 

“How will we keep them open?” Naomi asked. “He will just shut them the second we start attacking.” 

“Not if we Clockwork Orange him.” I smirked, even though I knew nobody would get the reference. “Emarla? I want you to--” 

“Tendrils,” the pink-haired beauty chuckled. “I know my specialty, Emperor Evan.” 

“I’ll fly you up there, and you keep his eyes open,” I explained. “Anyone else brave enough to take the plunge?” 

“With honor,” Nike said as he lifted his chin. 

“Me, too,” Rebecca cackled. 

Nike, Emarla, and Rebecca all hopped up onto my back, and I flew toward the head of the Demon King. The smoke had just begun to dissipate, and the fucker’s orange eyes were glowing with intense rage as we approached. 

“I am quickly moving from annoyance to rage!” the Demon King bellowed as he opened his mouth. 

The fucker shot a supersonic blast our way, but I was quick enough to dodge. He then tried to take a swipe at me with his deadly claws, but I just dropped down and let the attack pass harmlessly over my head. 

Once we got close enough, I saw Emarla’s dark tendrils sprout from her sword and then thrust forward toward the Demon King’s eyes. They grabbed the bastard’s eyelids at all angles before they pulled in opposite directions and held them open by force. 

Then Nike and Rebecca both sprang from my back and plummeted toward the Demon King’s right eye. Nike stabbed the Sword of Light down into the glowing orange orb, while Rebecca clawed at it like she was digging a tunnel. 

Meanwhile, I summoned up my acid magic and sprayed it directly into the Demon King’s left eye. The green liquid sizzled as it struck its target, and the Demon King let out an inhuman wail as we assaulted his most vulnerable spots. 

He tried to hit us with a soundwave, but we were so close the attack couldn’t land. Then the Demon King reached up with his hands and tried to pry us away. 

Too bad I was already prepared for that. 

I summoned up a shield of fire behind my body, and I brought forth a flat bit of stone in front of Nike and Rebecca. The Demon King’s hands struck the barriers and bounced off, though I knew he would come back with an even harder attack. 

Which, of course, was just what I wanted. 

When the Demon King struck at my shields again, I used my super-speed to fly over and snatch up Nike and Rebecca. This time, the Demon King’s fists passed straight through the barriers, but their momentum continued until they slammed into his face. The Demon King let out a pained grunt as he stumbled backwards and shook his head repeatedly. 

“Stop hitting yourself,” I taunted the fucker. 

“Enough!” the Demon King bellowed. “I was going to use this power to finish opening the Breach, but now I think they’d be much better served killing you all… Who cares if it takes another century to build it back up? Once you’re dead, there will be nobody to stop me.” 

Suddenly, there was a blast of flames from behind the bastard, and the Demon King growled as he spun around and saw Zarek heading straight for him. 

Skye and Naomi blasted the Demon King with another shot of their magic, and I saw that Aaliyah was charging forward on all fours like a cheetah in attack mode. 

But then the Demon King waved his hand in front of his face, and two miniature rifts seemed to open in the space-time continuum. 

Right in front of Aaliyah and Zarek. 

Both of my friends tried to stop themselves, but their momentum was too great. They passed through the portals, which instantly snapped closed behind them and sent them off to an unknown location. 

“Nooooo!” I screamed as I flew toward the Demon King. 

White-hot rage boiled up from my very core, and I saw nothing but red as I flew toward the fucker. Nike covered me with a quick flash of blinding light, and then I flew straight into the Demon King’s face. I sunk my teeth into the bastard’s left eye and felt it squelch in my mouth as he roared in pain. 

“Where are our friends?” Rebecca snarled as she sprang off my back and sunk her claws into our opponent’s eyes. 

“The same place you are all going!” the Demon King hissed. 

Suddenly, three more rifts appeared, and they swallowed up Rebecca, Nike, and Emarla in a flash. 

My heart sank as I watched them disappear, but my despair turned to pure rage. I unleashed a blast of flames right into the Demon King’s eyeball at point-blank range, but then I felt his hand wrap around my body. Despite my best efforts, the Demon King was able to pry me off his eyeball, and he held me up to his face as he stared me down. 

Both of his eyes were now bleeding profusely, though he was all smiles as he opened his mouth and prepared to literally obliterate me with his supersonic breath. 

I was more than ready for him, though. The second he started to exhale, I tossed up a fire shield right in front of his open maw and then watched as his own scream ricocheted back into his throat. 

The Demon King roared as he let go of me, grabbed his head in agony, and then stumbled backwards. He began to gurgle as his blood oozed out of his mouth, though he still remained upright. 

I took the lull in the fight to survey the battlefield, and my heart seemed to stop in its tracks. 

Zoklan was still lying unconscious on the ground far in the distance, and I saw that Naomi had surrounded herself with a white magical glow. 

Everybody else was gone. 

“I-I’m sorry, Evan!” Naomi sputtered with tears in her eyes. “I tried to save us both, but my anti-teleportation spell wasn’t strong enough for Skye and me.” 

Now, my vision turned bright red. I already wanted to kill the Demon King, but now I wanted to make him suffer. 

“Where did you send my friends?” I snarled as I flew forward and blasted the fucker with acid breath. 

The Demon King swatted away the acid as he continued to gurgle on his own damaged windpipe, and as I watched the blood trickle from his mouth, I got an idea. 

If he wasn’t going to tell me, then I’d force it out of the bastard. 

I summoned several tendrils of rock from the walls, extended them over to the Demon King’s mouth, and then pulled it open in four different directions. Next, I flew over in front of him and called upon my nature magic, and I sent several tendrils of bluish-green smoke into his mouth. I felt his own power trying to resist my attack, and he soon began to chuckle. 

“It doesn’t matter,” the Demon King sneered. “You’ll be dead soon.” 

You can do this, Evan, Miraya’s voice echoed in my head. His resistance is waning. 

I held strong as I dodged the Demon King’s fists and claws and continued to blast nature magic down his throat. Finally, after a few more seconds of my intense spell, the Demon King spilled the beans. 

“I don’t know,” he gurgled. “They were random rifts into your dimension.” 

“So they’re alive?” 

“For now.” 

That was all I needed to know. 

I released my nature magic and then launched into another assault on the fucker. I breathed fire right into the Demon King’s open mouth, and he wailed in agony as he was burnt up from the inside. 

Still, he didn’t go down. 

Instead, it was like he got a second wind. 

The Demon King blasted at me with his supersonic breath, and I was too close to avoid it this time. 

It felt like every bone in my body was shattered as I got hit with the deadly attack, and I screamed as I was tossed backwards helplessly. The next thing I knew, I slammed into the ground, bounced for a few feet, and then skidded to a stop. My entire body felt like it was on fire, though the pain began to subside as my healing ability kicked in. 

Unfortunately, I didn’t have any time to launch a counteroffensive, because the Demon King was on me in seconds flat. 

His massive foot slammed into my back, and I growled in pain as the rock below me cratered. 

“You are nothing without your allies, Evan of Hatra,” the Demon King snarled. “And now I will squash you like the insignificant pest you are.” 

“Evan!” Naomi yelled as she tossed seemingly every spell she knew at the Demon King, but he was too focused on me to even notice. 

I placed my feet into the ground and pushed back against the Demon King’s foot, but he was too strong. He slammed me back down into the rocks, and I tried to think of another solution to this problem. My healing powers and impenetrable scales were holding up really well in this situation, but I still wanted to break free as soon as I possibly could. The longer the Demon King held me in this position, the more of a chance he had of actually doing some damage. 

And in this case, it was quite literally a matter of life and death. 

“Miraya?” I grunted. “Any bright ideas?” 

You are a being of pure spirit, Evan… Miraya reminded me. You are stronger than the Demon King. 

“Not at the moment,” I huffed as I was pushed back down into the ground. 

I felt the Demon King stab at me with his claws, but thankfully my scales held up against his attack. Instead, it simply felt like a blunt stone getting dragged across my flesh, and I knew any damage he did was going to be superficial. 

“Get off him!” Naomi bellowed as she continued to attack the Demon King. 

Fuck it. It was time for a Hail Mary. 

“Spirits within, those who have graciously given their power as if it was my own, come to me now and seal off the world from this ungodly blight,” I said loudly. “Let your light flow through me as one body, and let the tip of my blade act as the catalyst of the gods. Imprison the monsters that surround me, and never let them see the light of day again. Spirits guide my blade, for the gods and all that is good in the world.” 

“That won’t work, Evan!” Naomi reminded me. “Not until I say the incantation.” 

“Then say it!” I commanded the lizard mage. “We’re running out of time. If I can’t kill this bastard, we can at least set him back a few hundred years.” 

“Good luck,” the Demon King chuckled as he forced me down. “This little journey of yours has only set me back weeks, maybe months. Soon, I will rule over your entire kingdom, and every dimension will fall to my demons. A shame you won’t be alive to see it. Nor will she.” 

The Demon King opened his mouth to attack Naomi, but suddenly there was a blur of black out of the corner of my eye. 

Zoklan’s crab-like legs scraped across the Demon King’s eye, and the fucker grunted in pain as he wobbled, and his grip on me loosened up slightly. 

That was all I needed. 

I dug my feet into the ground and then pushed back with all the strength I had in my body. My efforts were enough to overcome the distracted Demon King, and I quickly used my super-speed abilities to lurch forward and get out from under his foot. 

Zoklan continued to engage the Demon King in battle as I tried to catch my breath, but when I turned around, I saw something that made my heart swell with hope. 

The Spirits. 

All twelve of the Noble Spirits were in the room with us. 

“What’s going on?” Naomi gasped. 

“You summoned us,” Aine said with a sly grin. “Did you not?” 

“The incantation.” I grinned. “Maybe it worked after all.” 

“We are here for you, Evan,” Ayden promised. 

“You asked for us to give you our powers as your own,” Ester added. “And now they are yours.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“Their powers, Evan,” Miraya explained. “You have bonded with all of my sisters, and then you asked for their help. All the powers of the Noble Swords now reside in you and I, Evan.” 

“All of them?” I gulped. 

“You asked,” Remna said as she did a little courtesy. “And now you shall receive.” 

“Use them wisely,” Juniper spoke up. 

“I will,” I promised. “I’m going to use them to save Rahma once and for all.” 

The spirits were all smiles as they slowly faded out from my vision, and then an intense surge of power welled up from deep within my core. Suddenly, I seemed to gain a whole new confidence as I watched the Demon King swiping at Zoklan in vain. 

It was time to end this. 

I transformed myself back into my human form, which elicited a gasp from Naomi. 

“Evan?” she gulped. “Shouldn’t you be using your impenetrable scales right about now?” 

“I won’t need them,” I declared as I pulled the Sword of Hatra out of my spatial storage. “I’m about to knock this fucker down a peg.” 

I held my blade out toward the Demon King, and then I called upon the powers granted to me by the Sword of Waning. A blast of white magic shot out the tip of my sword and struck the Demon King right in his stomach. The fucker was surrounded by the pure magic, and his body slowly began to shrink. 

“Wh-what?” the Demon King demanded. “What are you doing to me?” 

“Bringing you down to my scale,” I taunted. “I want this to be a fair fight when I kick your ass, after all.” 

I stopped when the Demon King was the same size as I was, and then I took a fighting stance with my blade. 

“You think this makes a difference?” the Demon King sneered as he looked at his now human-sized body. “I will revert back to my regular form once I kill you.” 

Zoklan flew over and landed at my side, and then he shifted back into his human form, as well. 

“Do you need any help, son?” my father asked. “Or do you want to handle this on your own?” 

“I’ve got this asshole,” I growled. “Stand back and watch.” 

The Demon King unleashed a shot of supersonic breath, though I simply used my speed power to zip out of the way. 

I charged the fucker, hauled my sword back behind my body, and then took a swing at the bastard’s throat. The Demon King blocked my attack with his razor-sharp claws, but that was just what I wanted him to do. 

I quickly called upon Aine, and there was a blinding white flash of light that gleamed out of my sword. 

The Demon King roared as he stumbled backwards, and that was when I made my move. I felt Brenna’s power from the Sword of Strength surging through me when I punched the Demon King across the face, and he spat out a mouthful of blood as a couple of his teeth fell from his body. 

He took a weak swipe at me, but I simply parried the blow with my sword and then proceeded to slash it across his chest. Blood sprayed out of the wound as the Demon King gasped, and he clutched at his chest. 

“Impossible…” he trailed off. 

For the first time this whole fight, I saw what I needed to see in the Demon King’s eyes. 

Fear. 

My adversary unleashed another blast of supersonic breath, but I quickly tossed up a fire shield and blocked the attack before it could do any damage. Once my shield disappeared, I sprayed poison mist into the Demon King’s face, and then I followed it up with a blast of acid as he choked on his own breath. The fucker screamed as the deadly liquid sizzled against his flesh, and the distinct scent of burning skin filled my nostrils. 

“Not so tough once you can’t rely on your size, huh?” I taunted. 

In a desperate move, the Demon King summoned up an interdimensional portal right above my head, and then he brought it down and tried to send me away. 

“Ohhhhh, no,” I growled as I used my super-speed to avoid the attack. “You wanted me here, alone, and now that’s what you’re going to get.” 

I parried two more swipes from my opponent’s claws before I flipped the Sword of Hatra around in my hands and then slashed it against the Demon King’s left arm. As I attacked, I called upon the strength of Brenna and the white-hot lightning powers of Juniper, and my sword glowed red as it crackled and hissed. 

Then it passed straight through the Demon King’s arm and lopped it off like it was nothing. 

Blood splurted out of the bastard’s wound as he screamed and stumbled backwards. His orange eyes were full of terror and shock as he looked down at his stump, and then he turned and started to run away. 

Fucking coward. 

I used my super-speed ability to zip around in front of him, and I called upon the power of Remna. Black tendrils shot out of my sword, wrapped around the Demon King’s wrist and ankles, and then lifted him off his feet. 

He opened his mouth to scream his deadly scream, but it was too late. 

I retracted the tendrils as I called up on Juniper once more, and my sword glowed red as the tendrils pulled the Demon King straight into it. His body was skewered through the heart with a wet schluck, and the air seemed to leave his lungs as his head rested against my shoulder. 

“N-No…” he sputtered. “Centuries of planning… Gone…” 

“That’s right,” I whispered into the fucker’s ear. “There’s a new king around-- Emperor, actually… Don’t worry about your demons. The Dragon Emperor will take good care of them.” 

I called upon the Sword of Youth and then sent the deadly red lighting out of my sword in all directions. The Demon King sputtered and gurgled on his own blood as his body writhed against my sword for a few moments, but then the light in his eyes completely faded. 

The Demon King went limp, and I used Remna’s tendrils to pull him off my sword and toss him to the ground. 

He was dead. 

“Holy fuck,” Zoklan breathed as he approached. “You did it, Evan…” 

“It’s-- it’s over?” Naomi asked. 

“Not yet.” I shook my head and pointed to the sky above us. “Not until the Breach is closed. Are you ready?” 

“I’ve never been more ready, Evan.” The lizard mage grinned. 

I pulled the Shaded Scepter out of my spatial storage and then handed it to Zoklan. 

“Both of you, hold onto this once we take off for the portal,” I said. “Here… Climb on my back.” 

I returned the Sword of Hatra to its storage place before I knelt down, transformed myself back into a dragon, and allowed Zoklan and Naomi to climb on. 

Then Naomi got to work. 

“Imlarta vesuvum carnam…” she said in an ancient language. “Imlarta vesuvum carnam valmor!” 

That’s when I heard a sound I really didn’t want to hear. An inhuman screech that echoed in the distance of the tunnels. 

Demons, and lots of them. 

I didn’t know if they somehow knew their master was dead, or if he’d sent out an “SOS” before I’d killed him, but I knew I didn’t have the energy for another battle after what’d just happened. 

Naomi continued the incantation three more times before I heard the sound of the demons growing nearer. She repeated it three times further, and that was my cue. 

“Spirits within,” I began. “Those who have graciously given their power as if it was my own, come to me now and seal off the world from this ungodly blight. Let your light flow through me as one body, and let the tip of my blade act as the catalyst of the gods. Imprison the monsters that surround me, and never let them see the light of day again. Spirits guide my blade, for the gods and all that is good in the world.” 

Suddenly, a magical hum filled the cavern, and the Breach above us started to glow with a brilliant white light. 

Then it started to shrink. Very, very fast. 

“Oh, shit…” Zoklan growled. “We need to go now, Evan.” 

The sounds of the snarling demons now sounded like they were right behind me, but I didn’t dare look back as I launched myself into the sky. I heard a “woosh” as I took off, and my heart sank when I realized just how close those demons were to grabbing us. 

“Hold onto the scepter!” I reminded my passengers. 

Even with my super-speed ability, the Breach was closing really fast. It was now only the size of maybe a small house, and soon it would be too small for us to fit through. I beat my wings harder as the muscles on my back screamed in agony, but I wasn’t going to fail. 

I was going to get us out of here if was the last thing I fucking did. 

“We’re not going to make it!” Naomi wailed. 

“Yes, we are!” I snarled. 

The hole was now about the size of a semi-truck, and I knew it was going to be a tight fit. As we approached the final few feet, I tucked my wings up against my body, let my momentum carry me forward, and prayed it would be enough to get us to safety. 

The next thing I knew, the world around me turned pure white. 

 




 
 Chapter 14 

Birds. The first thing I heard was the sound of chirping birds and a gentle breeze, and nothing more. There was no horrific, inhuman shrieking, and the putrid air had been replaced by the sweet scent of lilac and clover. 

I opened my eyes and saw I was on a mountainside, a few hundred feet above the lush green valley below. It was covered with pastel-colored flowers and wheat-looking grasses that swayed in the afternoon breeze, and above me was a bright blue sky dotted with misty white clouds that hung lazily around the mountain. 

“W-Where are we?” Naomi grumbled from atop my back. “Are we dead?” 

“I don’t think so,” Zoklan chuckled, and then my father slid down onto the ground. “I believe we are home.” 

“Home?” the lizard mage gasped. “Rahma?” 

“Yes.” I smiled at the woman over my shoulder. “I’d recognize these beautiful valleys and mountains anywhere… We’re home.” 

“We made it out of the Breach?” Naomi half-asked, half-stated with a slightly hysterical giggle. 

“We made it out of the Breach!” Zoklan declared, and a broad, triumphant grin spread across his face. 

“Wait a minute…” I said as I looked out over the valley. “This place seems familiar, doesn’t it?” 

Then it dawned on me. 

The lush valley full of life was the exact same valley where the Breach had previously been. I was used to standing up in these mountains and seeing a dark red portal with all sorts of hideous demonic creatures just beneath the surface. Now that the interdimensional portal was closed, life had literally been restored to Rahma, and all the decay and rot the Breach caused was wiped away as if it’d never been there. 

It was a beautiful sight to see, and my heart swelled with pride as I reflected on the sights of the world I had helped to heal. 

Then I heard the sound of tiny, rushing footsteps approaching. 

“What is that?” Zoklan growled as he summoned his crab-like legs and raised up into a combat pose. “Don’t tell me something followed us through the portal.” 

I saw a tiny dot of silver approaching from afar, and as it drew closer, I couldn’t help but become overwhelmed with joy. 

It was a tiny, glowing silver fox. 

Ruslan’s messenger. 

The fox rushed over to us, and then it hopped in the air a few times and spun around happily before it delivered its message. 

“Evan?” Ruslan’s voice asked. “I hope this message gets to you, and I hope you are alright… Zarek was able to fly the others back to Hatra, and they’re all here and safe. We are worried dearly about you and Naomi and Zoklan, so please respond the second you get this message to let us know what’s going on.” 

“Thank the gods,” I said with a sigh. “The others are safe.” 

“Where did the Demon King send them, then?” Zoklan pondered aloud. “He said they were sent to random places… How did they all get back?” 

“That’s a question we can ask them,” I said. “When we get back to Hatra. We should probably stop by the White Jade Temple first, though, and let Alyona and Rodion know it’s over.” 

Even as the words left my mouth, I didn’t believe it. It had been a long time since I’d first stepped through that magic mirror and been transported to this strange world of dragons, demons, and Demi-Humans, and the Breach had been a recurring nuisance the entire time. 

And if I thought it was bad, that was nothing compared to the people of Rahma. They’d been dealing with the Breach, the Demon King, and the miasma for centuries.

But now they could finally rest easy. 

It was over. 

“Alyona will be pleased to know we made it.” Zoklan smiled. “I’m sure Rodion will be happy to hear his successor is alive, as well. The poor man just retired, and I doubt he’d want to jump right back into being king after only a few days of relief!” 

I transformed myself back into a human, and then I held up my right hand and summoned a tiny messenger dragon into my palm. 

“Send a message to Ruslan,” I explained to the little guy. “Hey, Pops… We did it. We’re back in Rahma, and the Demon King is dead. The Breach is closed, and our world is finally safe. Tell everyone Zoklan and Naomi are okay, as well, and that we’re really fucking happy to know everyone else made it back in one piece, too.” 

The silver dragon let out a little squeak before he sprang up off my hand and then rushed off to the west, in search of my adopted father. 

“We should send word to the other leaders of your empire,” Zoklan reminded me. “Amin, Redmon, Callan, all of them need to know the danger has finally passed, as well.” 

“Actually…” I said as I pondered aloud. “I might do you one better, Dad. Miraya? How many messenger dragons can I make at one time?” 

You’re the most powerful being in the universe, Evan, the Spirit of the Sword of Hatra giggled. You can make however many you please. 

“Then I’m going to send one to every single person in my empire,” I announced. 

“Everyone?” Naomi gulped. “Even those who aren’t so keen on your rule?” 

“Everyone deserves to know,” I repeated. “No matter how they feel about me or where I’m from or my heritage, they are citizens of my empire, and this is a momentous day.” 

That is going to take a lot of power, Evan, Miraya said. Though I know you can do it. 

I summoned another messenger dragon into my hands, held it up to my face, and sucked in a deep breath. 

“This is gonna be a difficult request,” I explained to the little messenger. “I want you to deliver a message to everyone in this world.” 

The second I said the words, I felt a surge of power inside of my body, and the little silver dragon began to glow even more intensely than normal. 

“Something’s happening, Evan,” Naomi murmured. 

“He’s cultivating lots of energy,” Zoklan explained. 

“This is Emperor Evan of Hatra,” I dictated to the messenger. “ I have a very important message for all of you, and I wanted you to hear it directly from me… The Demon King is dead, and the Breach has been closed permanently. Now, I won’t stand here and pretend that means all of my empire’s problems are gone. There is still lots of work to be done to make this the happy world we want it to be… However, you need not fear the Demon King or his minions ever again. You are free of the blight of the miasma and the cancer that it held over this entire region… The demon-worshiping sects have been eradicated, and any surviving members are safely imprisoned in Hatra under the watchful eyes of my most loyal and competent guards. I know it has been a rough few centuries for you all, but please know it is now time to move forward and restore this world to its former glory. I know we can do it if we all work together, and I will be proud to lead the way.” 

“Wow,” Zoklan said when I finished, and I swore he was a tad misty-eyed. 

“What?” I chuckled. 

“I’m just… I’m proud to say you’re my son, Evan.” My father smiled. “You truly are the leader this world deserves.” 

I pursed my lips and gave my father a nod, though I was pretty sure it was obvious I was fighting back happy tears. 

I watched as the little dragon in my palm sprang down onto the ground, and he started to dash down the side of the mountain. As he ran, the dragon glowed even more intensely, and then he began to multiply. It started off as a simple duplication, but then he did it again and again and again until the entire mountainside was glowing from the sheer number of silver messenger dragons climbing down into the valley. Once they got to the bottom, the cluster of dragons split up in all directions, though they continued to multiply as they ran. 

“I really hope I didn’t just single-handedly create an environmental crisis,” I chuckled. “If there’s one of those for each person in this world, I essentially have just temporarily doubled the population.” 

“It’ll be okay,” Naomi promised. “They will all disappear as soon as the message is delivered.” 

It’s not the first time you’ve used magic without thinking about the repercussions, Miraya giggled. 

“Let’s get to the temple,” I announced to the other two. “Rodion and Alyona will get my message, but I want to reassure them we’re okay.” 

I shifted into my dragon form and bowed down for the others to climb on, but Zoklan just chuckled and shook his head. 

“I’ve always preferred to be the transporter,” my father said. “Not the one being transported.” 

As Naomi climbed onto my back, Zoklan took a running start toward the edge of the mountain and sprang off into the abyss. Seconds later, a massive black dragon swooped up into view, and then he hovered in the air and looked down at me with a sly grin. 

“Show-off,” I teased my dad as I stood up. 

I flapped my wings a few times as I lifted up into the air, and then I proceeded to fly over the edge of the mountainside and out above the valley. Zoklan and I shot up into the sky to get a better vantage point on the area, and we saw the outline of the White Jade Temple off in the distance. We set a course for our destination, and as we flew, I saw the millions of messenger dragons that now scattered around the landscape to deliver my message to the people of this world. The journey to the White Jade Temple seemed to take no time at all, and soon my father and I found ourselves in front of the massive white structure. 

The moment we hit the ground, the giant marble doors screeched open, and we were greeted by the sight of four figures. Alyona was the first one out of the temple, and she dashed over and threw her arms around me as she let out a few short sobs. Rodion, Castor, and the human form of Eskandar rounded out the welcome wagon, though none of them had quite as enthusiastic of a reaction to our return. 

“Praise the gods, you’re safe, my love,” Alyona whispered into my ear as she held me in a bear hug. 

“Welcome back, Emperor Evan,” Rodion said. 

The former King of Rahma was all smiles as he walked toward me, and I had to do a double take to make sure my eyes weren’t fooling me. Gone were all the wrinkles from Rodion’s face, as were the massive bags I was used to seeing under his eyes. During the darkest times of Rodion’s reign, his hair looked like a frayed mess of long white strands that had no rhyme or reason to their style. Now, the former king’s hair was straightened down to his shoulders, and it appeared to be shiny like it had a coat of finish plastered over it. Rodion’s cloak didn’t have a speck of dirt or dust on it, and I could tell my father-in-law had been taking care of himself much better in recent days. 

“So?” I asked as I pulled away from my wife and looked at Rodion. “Can you feel it? That we closed the Breach?” 

“Yes,” Rodion said through a large smile. “I no longer feel its power pressing down on me whatsoever. I waited until I got your messenger dragon before I officially released my seal, but once I did, all was well. I feel like a brand-new man, Emperor Evan, and it’s all thanks to you and your loyal band of warriors.” 

“I patrolled the skies around the temple,” Eskandar interjected. “I did not even find one particle of miasma anywhere in this valley, nor did I find demons or sect members or any of the other crazed groups who wish us dead. It was silent and peaceful, just as I remember it from the pre-Breach days.”

“The pre-Breach days…” Rodion trailed off with a happy sigh. “It has been so long I do not even remember what those were like.” 

“You don’t have to remember,” I said to the former king. “You’ll get to experience it again, starting today.” 

“And for that, Emperor Evan, I will be forever in your debt.” 

“You don’t owe me anything,” I reassured the man, and then I placed a hand on Alyona’s round belly. “I did this so our little guy here can grow up in a world without the Breach or the Demon King or any of those horrors that we had to experience. To them, the stories of the Breach and all its demons will be nothing but a scary bedtime story, and nothing more.” 

“They will also hear many stories of how their father conquered the Demon King,” Zoklan promised. “Grandpa Dragon will make sure of that.” 

“Grandpa Dragon?” I raised an eyebrow at my father. “Is that what you’re going to want to be called?” 

“The child will have multiple grandfathers.” Zoklan shrugged. “We can be ‘Grandpa Dragon’ and ‘Grandpa Fox’ to make things less complicated.” 

“I’m not sure Ruslan’s gonna go for that,” I chuckled. “But okay.” 

“We should go to Ruslan,” Alyona noted. “He and Julia will surely want to hear all about your journey.” 

“As do I,” Rodion added. “Though that can wait for another time.” 

“A ballad, perhaps?” Eskandar smirked. “I’ve always been a fan of a simple song that tells a story.” 

“Okay, calm down there,” I laughed and rolled my eyes. “I don’t think there’s going to be any songs about me.” 

“Not yet,” the older dragon mused. “But once Emma gets word about this idea--” 

“You wouldn’t dare…” I warned the older dragon. 

“Your children’s grandchildren will sing the songs of Evan the Demon Slayer!” Eskandar continued. 

“You mean Evan the Dragon Emperor,” Zoklan said. “That is a much more important defining feature, don’t you think?” 

“Evan of Hatra…” Alyona giggled. “Evan the Demon Slayer… Evan the Dragon Emperor… Why can’t he have a ballad for all of them?” 

“You guys are crazy,” I snorted. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’m heading back to Hatra to see the rest of our friends.” 

“I’ll portal you there,” my wife offered. “I wish to go, as well.” 

Alyona lowered her head and then began to mutter her mystic incantation under her breath. Slowly but surely, a swirl of white energy appeared out of thin air, and soon we were faced with a glowing portal. 

“Give everyone in the capitol my regards.” Rodion bowed. 

“What are you going to do now?” I asked out of pure curiosity. 

“Whatever do you mean?’ 

“Well, you’re not the king anymore,” I explained. “And now you don’t have to focus all your efforts on keeping the Breach sealed shut or dealing with random sects or infected armies and all that stuff you’ve been spending most of your life doing.” 

“In all honesty?” Rodion laughed. “I intend to travel the world. It has been a long time since I have been beyond the borders of Rahma, and I believe I should explore this wonderful new empire you have created.”

“I didn’t create it,” I chuckled. “I just brought it together.” 

“Nonetheless… It is only because of you and your efforts that I feel it is safe enough to travel.” 

“I’m coming along, too, right?” Castor asked as he looked at the former king hopefully. 

“Of course, Castor,” Rodion chuckled. “I would lose my own head if I didn’t have you around to remind me where it was.” 

“Do you wish for me to come along, Rodion?” Eskandar asked cautiously. “I am your bodyguard, after all.” 

“There is no need for that, my old friend,” the white-haired man said through a smile. “The Breach is closed, and my greatest enemies are dead. I believe I can now officially relieve you of your duties.” 

“Really?” Eskandar gulped. “Do-- do I have to stay here at the Temple while you are gone?” 

“I don’t see why you would.” Rodion shrugged. “There is nobody left in Rahma who would wish to destroy or attack the White Jade Temple, so it doesn’t need protecting. I’m sure the human and Demi-Human guards will be capable of that task.” 

“Well, I-- Uh…” Eskandar turned to me and cleared his throat. “Emperor Evan? Do you remember how Emma and I spoke with you about living together?” 

“I do.” I nodded. “If you’re looking for a new place to live, I hear there’s this little village that’s doing quite well for itself. What was it called again? Harta? Hamtra? Hatra, I think.” 

“Precisely what I was thinking.” The white dragon grinned. “Particularly, I would want to make good on that thing Emma and I talked to you about.” 

“Living together?” I raised an eyebrow. “Eskandar, you two are both adults. You don’t have to ask me if you want to move in with Aunt Emma.” 

“Thank you, Emperor Evan,” Eskandar said as tears filled his eyes. “It is wonderful to feel wanted.” 

“Dragons are always welcome in Hatra,” I promised. “As are ‘friends’ of my aunt.” 

We bade Rodion, Castor, and Eskandar farewell, and then we stepped through the portal. The world went white for a moment before the rough outline of Hatra’s skyline appeared before us. We were currently out in the gardens of the Lunar Palace, though I quickly realized it wasn’t as tranquil and isolated as it normally was. 

It seemed like everybody in the whole damn city was here, and they all began to whisper and murmur when they saw us step through the portal. Then, assumedly when they recognized us, the people of Hatra began to cheer. 

“Welcome home, Evan!” Ruslan declared as he stepped out of the crowd. 

Julia was at his side, while Aunt Emma and Valerra were right behind her. 

“It is good to see you, Evan,” Valerra said in her typical subdued tone, but her gold eyes were glinting with happiness. 

“Where are the little ones?” I asked with a frown.

Valerra had been very strict about protecting our little dragonlings. She usually never let them out of her sight, and we hadn’t told many people the eggs had even hatched. 

“The handmaidens are watching them,” the red dragon muttered as she averted her gaze, and I thought I saw a blush bloom on her pale cheeks. “Once I heard the Breach was closed, I thought it safe enough to take a break. Besides, I wanted to be here to welcome you home…” 

“She was very excited about your return,” Aunt Emma teased. 

Valerra’s eyes narrowed as she stared down my aunt, but Emma was not fazed in the slightest. The red dragon was one of the most vicious warriors I’d ever met, and was somebody who would tear your throat out before you even had a chance to explain yourself. 

However, to my Aunt Emma, Valerra was just another sassy lover of mine. 

Emma was probably the only person in the world that could talk to Valerra like that, and it always amused me to watch their interactions. 

“Brother!” Nike suddenly shouted from somewhere behind us. 

I turned to see Nike, Zarek, Skye, Emarla, Aaliyah, and Rebecca all rushing toward us, and I grinned when I saw they were all still okay. 

Zarek ran over to Zoklan and placed his hands on his brother’s shoulders, while the rest of the crew snatched up Naomi and I in a long hug. 

“We thought you were doomed, Evan,” Aaliyah sighed as she rubbed her cheek against mine and began purring. “When the Demon King sent us away…” 

“What?” I joked. “You didn’t think I could handle that chucklefuck on my own?” 

“I didn’t think we could handle him with all eight of us there,” Skye interjected. “Let alone three. How did you do it?” 

“Yes, Emperor Evan!” A young wolf Demi-Human child ran over with his group of friends. “How did you defeat the Demon King?” 

“Well, if everybody really wants to know…” I smirked as I stood back and made a circular gesture with my finger. “Gather around, everyone! I’ll tell you exactly what happened.” 

I transformed myself into a dragon so everybody would have a good view, and then I launched into the story of our adventure. I began with the quest for the Shaded Scepter and continued all the way through where I sent the messenger dragons out at the top of the mountain. 

As I told the tale, I realized that yeah, it would actually make a pretty badass ballad. 

“And now Hatra is safe?” one of the little kids asked when I was finished. 

“All the evil in the world is gone?” another added. 

“Well… Yes and no,” I said as I looked down at the children. “The Demon King is dead, and the Breach is closed. But that doesn’t mean there’s no more evil in the world. There will always be people who get greedy or vengeful or jealous and then commit evil acts to try and get their way or assert their power. You don’t need to worry about them, though. Not while I’m around. I killed the Demon King, and I’ll kill anyone who tries to harm the citizens of my Empire.” 

“Whooooaaaaaa,” the group of children murmured in awe. 

Suddenly, there was a sudden flash of bright blue lightning up in the sky above. The clouds seemed to part as I looked upwards, and then a vibrant beam of blue light descended from the heavens with a male figure inside of it. As the figure lowered down toward the ground, I recognized its golden armor, pristine white hair, and movie star-esque smile in an instant. 

Aeron, the God of Punishment. 

As the god landed, the rest of Hatra fell into a hushed silence. 

“Is that… The God of Punishment?” Valerra gasped. “Here in Hatra?” 

“It is.” I nodded. “I’m not sure why, though.” 

“Do not fear, Evan.” Aeron smiled as he held out his arms in a warm welcome. “I come to you today bearing some… Interesting news.” 

“Define ‘interesting.’” I raised an eyebrow. 

“The Council of the Gods has just held an emergency session,” he explained. “About-- well, about everything that has happened in the last few days.” 

“You’re not in trouble for imprisoning the Iudices, are you?” I chuckled. 

“I am.” The god frowned. “The other gods have already decided that as penance, I must relinquish my golden armor until I can ‘regain their trust.’” 

“Shit, man. I’m sorry.” 

“It was well worth it, Evan.” The God of Punishment smiled. “Especially considering their imprisonment directly assisted you in the defeat of the Demon King. That is not why I am here, though, nor is it what the meeting was about.” 

“Okay…” I trailed off. “What’s the problem, then?” 

“There is no problem,” Aeron said. “Quite the opposite, actually. You see, the emergency meeting of the Council of Gods was to discuss your fate.” 

“My fate?” I asked as a twinge of fear twisted in my stomach. 

“Evan’s fate?” Zoklan growled and stepped forward. “What do you mean ‘Evan’s fate?’ He just saved the fucking world!” 

“Yeah!” Rebecca added. “He’s probably more powerful than any of those so-called ‘gods’ that are judging him, anyway!” 

“He is.” Aeron nodded. “Which is why we had the meeting. Fear not, my friends… The council has decided that Evan will join us.” 

I heard Aeron’s words, but for whatever reason my brain didn’t seem to want to process them. There was no way the Council of Gods wanted me to join them. There had to be a mistake. I was just a mortal man, the same as any of my friends. 

“Come again, now?” I asked. “Because I swore I just heard you say you wanted me to join the gods.” 

“I did,” Aeron confirmed. “Evan, you must understand what you have done. The reason the Iudices didn’t want you to form those Soul Bridges with the Noble Spirits was because it would give you the same power as one of the gods, remember?” 

“I thought that was just hyperbole!” I gasped. “I didn’t think they actually meant it to be literal.” 

“Evan of Hatra…” the God of Punishment trailed off. “I come before you today to offer you your new title.” 

“Another new title?” Alyona giggled. “I’m going to have to start making a list, my love.” 

“We dithered for quite some time about what you should be called,” Aeron admitted. “Some wanted you to be the God of Wrath or Victory, while others felt Vengeance or Adventure were better fits. In the end, though, we chose a title I think is most fitting… You are now Evan, the God of Rebirth.” 

“God of Rebirth?” I echoed as my mind swam. 

“Ohhhhhh.” Trina’s voice whistled from somewhere in the crowd. “Sounds fancy!” 

“Look at what you have done, Evan,” Aeron explained as he gestured to Hatra. “You arrived in a city that was practically dead, and you have now revitalized it to something beyond its former glory. You have reunited the nations of this world under one banner to create a new Empire under your rule. You have conceived the first new dragon children in centuries. Most importantly of all, you brought this world back from the brink of extinction by closing the Breach. You have given new life to many things, Evan, which is why we found it appropriate to bestow this title upon you.” 

“Let’s hear it for Evan!” Ruslan declared. “The God of Rebirth!” 

The crowd broke out into happy cheers at my adopted father’s words, and I felt myself get a tad overwhelmed by the sheer emotion of it all. 

Never once in my life did I think I was going to amount to this much. I always figured I’d live a simple life as an EMT, never making much money but doing the sort of thing that I loved, and helping countless people along the way. 

But now, I was the Dragon Emperor. The God of Rebirth, and one of the most powerful beings in this universe. 

My friends swarmed me as they began to celebrate this momentous occasion, and for the first time in years, I felt like I could relax. There was still much more to do if I wanted to make my empire the greatest it could possibly be, but that could wait until tomorrow. 

For now, I wanted nothing more than to be around my friends, lovers, and family. 

I couldn’t have done this without them, and I knew I was going to need them for what was still yet to come. 

And the best was definitely still yet to come. 

 




 
 Epilogue 

“Are you watching, Dad?” my son asked as he stood on the branch of a large tree in the Lunar Palace garden. “This is going to be incredible!” 

“I’m watching, Evidion,” I promised. 

Alyona and I were both sitting on one of the many benches that we’d installed in the palace gardens, and we cuddled close together as we watched our five-year-old son. 

The tree he was in wasn’t just any old tree, either. It was one Afra the fox farmer had discovered out in her fields. The dryad sisters had identified it as a “Bloutrom Tree” and claimed it was one of the fastest growing species of plant in all of Rahma. However, like many things in this world, everyone thought it extinct for centuries. We took its discovery as a sign of a healthy, repaired Rahma, so we planted it in the gardens of the Lunar Palace, where it had now blossomed into a thirty-foot-tall behemoth full of pastel-pink blooms. 

“Are you watching?” Evidion asked again with a pout. 

The boy’s long, white hair billowed in the breeze behind him, as did the black and gold royal tunic he wore on his body. Evidion’s green eyes were full of determination as his tongue peeked out from between his lips, and he lifted a hand toward a dead branch nearby. Our son whispered something under his breath and, as he did so, his hand began to glow with the pure white magic that his mother and grandfather enjoyed. Sure enough, tiny green blooms began to sprout out the ends of each offshoot, and within seconds, the branch was living once again. 

“Wow…” Alyona said with a warm smile. “Your powers are getting much stronger, Evidion. Are you still cultivating daily?” 

“Twice a day, mama,” Evidion said as he puffed out his chest proudly. “In the River Moonstone House with Grandpa Fox.” 

“You know he doesn’t like to be called that,” I reminded the boy. 

“But you call him that, Papa…” 

“Well, yeah,” I snorted. “Because I’m the Emperor, and I can call people whatever I want.” 

“But I’ll be Emperor one day, right?” 

“Someday,” I promised the boy. “When I’m old and gray like Rodion, you can take the throne.” 

“Rodion?” 

“Grandpa Magic,” Alyona corrected. 

“Why do I have so many Grandpas?” Evidion sighed. “I have three, but Caern only has two.” 

My son had taken a strong liking to Nike and Shaya the she-wolf’s daughter, Caern. Even though my brother-in-arms and his wife now lived far away in the forests of Afur, we made it a point to give the little ones playdates all the time. Plus, it was an excuse to get together with Nike, throw back a few glasses of wine, and reminisce about our adventures together. 

“Caern doesn’t have adopted parents like I do,” I reminded my son. 

“Was I adopted?” Evidion frowned. “Is that why I have three grandpas?” 

“Most certainly not!” Alyona gasped. “I was there when you were born, my child… I remember it quite well.” 

“Do you?” I teased my wife. “Because I thought Naomi and Calltris put a spell on you to make you forget?” 

“They made me forget the pain of the birth, not the actual action,” the Empress said, and then she stuck her tongue out at me. “I would never intentionally forget my own child’s birth.” 

“Why are you talking about birthing in front of a toddler?” Zarek’s voice cackled from behind me, and I turned to see my uncle approaching. 

He wasn’t alone, though. 

Along with Zarek was Zoklan, as well as the other dragons that now resided in Hatra. Theo, Indigo, Mikhail, Angelos, and Vardaan all walked beside my kin, as did our resident Drache, Rahil. It was a striking scene, since Rahil stood even taller than the dragons as he walked, and I couldn’t help but chuckle when I saw the sun glinting off his bald head. 

In the years since the death of the Demon King, Rahil and Zoklan had worked hand in hand to establish a new Dragon Temple in the city of Hatra. They’d also banded together to form the world’s first dragon-centric guild, the Scale and Fire Guild. They’d all made it their mission to travel the world and find other surviving dragons, who they then brought back to Hatra and asked them to join their guild. In these five short years, they had located sixteen more dragons, who all now resided with them in the temple. 

With one exception, of course. 

Valerra. She stayed in the Lunar Palace with me. 

“Dad!” Evidion gasped and pointed. “It’s the dragon guild! And Grandpa Dragon!” 

In one swift motion, the boy sprang from the tree, transformed himself into his dragon form, and zipped downward. Evidion was a black dragon, just like myself and my father, though at his current age he was much, much smaller. It was actually kind of adorable to watch the four-foot-long dragon struggle to stay stable as he glided downward and then landed face-first with a thud on the ground. 

“Are you alright, kiddo?” Zoklan chuckled. 

“I’m a dragon, Grandpa,” the little guy huffed as he stood to his feet. “It didn’t hurt.” 

“Well, that’s all that matters,” my father laughed and patted the boy on the head. 

“To what do we owe the pleasure, Scale and Fire Guild?” Alyona asked the dragons in a sing-songy tone. 

“The pleasure is all ours, Empress,” Zarek said as he gave a playful bow. “We are in the presence of the God of Rebirth, after all.” 

“Damn straight,” I chuckled. “And did you see what my kid just did? He freaking brought a dead branch back to life.” 

“Once he is older,” Alyona added as she looked fondly at our son. “His powers may surpass both of us.” 

“Not to interrupt, my lady, but we come bearing great news,” Rahil interjected. “News that needed to be said in person.” 

“Oh?” I raised an eyebrow at the tall bald Drache. 

“The prisoner Mara has passed away,” Zoklan declared. “Her insanity finally got the best of her, and Pyotr found her dead in her cell this morning.” 

Even though the assassin Mara had been a thorn in my side for years, I felt a twinge of sadness at the knowledge of her death. I was a firm believer that almost anybody can have a redemption story and get a second chance, and I offered both to Mara many times. 

However, she was fully brainwashed and refused to give up her Green Glass Sect ways. Mara had been kept alive as a reminder to my subjects that I was a merciful ruler and didn’t just murder anyone who I disagreed with. I had hoped to rehabilitate the woman and integrate her into Hatrian society, but that chance was now long gone. 

“What do you mean it ‘got the best of her?’” Alyona asked. 

“She sliced her throat open with her jagged fingernails.” Zarek whistled. “What a way to go, huh?” 

“Brother!” Zoklan hissed and covered Evidion’s ears. “Not in front of the child.” 

“Why not?” Zarek mused. “This is a great day for him, as well. For all dragons, actually. The final member of the Green Glass Sect is dead, and their sect is nothing more than a bad memory now.” 

It truly was a momentous occasion. Those fuckers had been responsible for nearly wiping out the entire dragon population of this world, and they’d almost succeeded. Even though their sect had been defunct for years now, it brought me peace to know the final member was gone. 

“That is not the only bit of news we have,” Zoklan continued. “Your elders wish to speak with you about something, as well… Something we’ve been talking about for quite some time now. They want you to meet them in the courtyard of the Lunar Palace.” 

“That sounds boring,” Evidion sighed. “Can you take me to the school instead?” 

“Of course, son,” I chuckled. “It’s probably nothing that concerns you, anyway.” 

“Come along, little one,” Zoklan said as he held out his hand. 

My heart swelled with joy as I watched Evidion turn back into a human and then grab onto his grandfather’s hand. Zoklan led the way back into the main town of Hatra, and the rest of us followed right behind. The rest of the dragons broke off about halfway to the school, but Alyona and I continued on with Zoklan and our son. 

Eventually, we arrived at Hatra’s schoolhouse, which had quadrupled in size since we’d built it. The school now had entire wings dedicated to cultivating, cooking, farming, blacksmithing, textiles, and even mining, but we all knew where Evidion wanted to go. 

He wanted to go see his friends in the combat training wing. 

We passed by several classrooms filled with the next generation of Hatra, though I stopped at the door of one of the blacksmithing classes. Three Asurans stood at the front of the room, a woman and two teenagers. Ilya and his little sister Ilyushina had grown so much since we’d first met, and they were both now in their teens and working to become craftsmen. Naturally, the third Asuran was Natalya, who’d been the resident blacksmith of Hatra for several years now. The woman guided Ilyushina as the girl picked a searing-hot piece of metal out of the furnace, though she looked up and gave me a small wave when she saw me watching. The teenage Asurans gave me warm smiles as I waved back at them, and I couldn’t believe how proud I was at the moment. 

We passed by another classroom where Azra and Raisa were teaching architecture, as well as one where Afra was teaching about crops. Eventually, we made it to the combat wing, and we saw several large, open rooms where Hatrian children sparred with wooden weapons and practiced self-defense techniques. 

When we got to the largest of the rooms, though, I saw all of my lovers were present. 

As were all of the wonderful children they had bore me. 

Mona the Centaur Queen had moved to Hatra so she and Iris could be closer to me, but they still traveled regularly to their old city to check on their people. I watched as the two centaurs stood up on their hind legs and used their front feet to kick at each other, though neither of them seemed to be striking very hard. 

Iris was almost six now, and her centaur legs were getting longer by the minute. Rather than horse hair on the lower half of her body, Iris was covered in dark black dragon scales. Her jet-black hair was almost as dark as her scales, and it now trailed all the way down to where her human half met her horse-dragon half. Iris had two three-foot dragon wings that poked out from between her hair, and they helped raise her front half up into the air so she could fight better. 

Mona looked much more like a traditional centaur, with a lower half that looked like a hair-covered tan horse and a top half that took the form of a sexy woman. The Queen of Lumin’s chestnut braid flipped around behind her head as she dodged and parried Iris’ hooves and then countered with her own feet. Her jade eyes were narrowed and laser-focused on our daughter, and I was sure Mona would end up victorious in the end. 

“Come on!” Laika’s voice drifted from across the room. “Do you all want to be members of the Blue Tree Guild, or not?” 

“Easy, Laika…” Polina sighed. “They’re only children.” 

“A rabid Wormtooth doesn’t care what they are,” the wolf Demi-Human argued. “They need to learn how to use a sword properly.” 

I looked over to see Laika standing there with a wooden sword in her hand, as were Polina, Trina, and Marina. Next to them were five small children who stared up at the Blue Tree Guild leader, and their tiny training swords trembled with fear. 

The oldest of the batch was Laree, the little girl Laika and I had conceived the very night of my victory over the Demon King. Though Laree was half-wolf and half-dragon, she exhibited way more of her dragon side. Her teeth were sharp like a wolf’s, and she had the same eyes as her mother. However, dragon horns sat atop her head, and her scaly gray tail was much more like mine. 

Next to Laree were the four children I had with the dryad sisters. Trina was somehow the only one of the triplets to be blessed with twins, two boys we named Parlin and Ent. Polina and I had a timid girl named Sedem, while Marina and I had another boy, Rootum. All four of the kids were about three at this point, each with their mothers’ green flesh and hair. None of them had shown the ability to turn into a dragon, though they seemed to be able to breathe fire. 

Which was something their mothers’ found out the hard way, during nursing. 

“You’ve got this, guys!” I called across the room to my kids. “Don’t let Laika intimidate you. She’s not even the scariest thing in Rahma.” 

“I’m not scared, Daddy!” Sedem retorted. “I’m not afraid of anybody!” 

“That’s the spirit!” 

“Laika’s going to go extra hard on her now,” Alyona whispered. “You know that, right?” 

“It’ll build character.” I winked. 

At the center of the room, a small group of children and women circled each other like predators circling their prey. The group was made up of Rebecca, Aaliyah, Smarri, and Valera, in addition to all of our kids. 

The young dragons, Julan and Vahrul, seemed fearless as they stared their opponents down. The other three, though, looked like they knew a total ass-beating was about to come their way. 

Bortro, my son through Rebecca, was a head above the rest of the children, despite only being four years old. Much to my surprise, and to his mother’s glee, he’d developed Schwarzenegger-like muscles at the young age of two. The brown-haired kid was already as strong as a fucking ox, and I feared to see how powerful he’d get when he was a little older. 

The two other girls of the group, Navi and Noil, held each other’s hands and bit their bottom lips as they tried to keep their composure. Navi had the same bird-like facial features as her mother, Smarri, as well as the dark feathers underneath her arms. It was shocking when she transformed into her dragon form, mainly because her scales were replaced by a dark, thick layer of feathers. 

Noil, on the other hand, was the spitting image of her mother, and Aaliyah was so proud of the girl’s literal mane of strawberry-blonde hair and long, sinewy appendages. Much like Laree, Noil had a tail that looked like a dragon’s, as well as a few scales that dotted her flesh, but otherwise, she didn’t seem to show much of her dragon side. 

“Aren’t they gonna do anything?” Evidion huffed. “They’re just walking around in circles!” 

“Patience, my dear,” Alyona whispered. “Sometimes it is better to calculate your attacks before you make them.” 

Not far from the circling pack was another group of children, though these ones were all being trained by Nobles of the Sword. Nokomis, Skye, and Emarla stood before the children with their Noble Swords in their hands, and they seemed to be teaching the kids defensive stances with the blades. The Nepin woman Isabella was also amongst the children being trained, which did get a laugh out of me. 

“Remember,” Nokomis said in the most teacherly voice I’d ever heard. “You will all be Nobles of the Sword someday.” 

“Well…” Emarla teased. “Most of you, at least.” 

“Hey!” Isabella huffed. 

“Your blade must become one with your body,” Skye said to her students as she held the Sword of Youth high. “As must the spirit that resides inside of it.” 

There were four children who trained alongside Isabella, three boys and a girl. The little girl was the child of Nokomis and I, and she seemed to get the best features from us both. Tamla was her name, and she was the sweetest, most caring little girl I’d ever met. She had my purple eyes, but her perfect brown locks she got for her mother, and every morning Nokomis tied it back into a single braid that trailed down to her knees. Tamla loved to prance around in the fields of moonflowers in her spare time, and she always seemed to be bringing in a new animal she found down by the river or out in the forest. 

The boys, on the other hand, were all rough-and-tumble sorts of kids. 

Emarla and I named our son Rory, and the kid was about as energetic and rambunctious as one could get. Given the stern, stubborn nature of his mother and my love of adventure, that shouldn’t have been a surprise, though I loved the kid to death. He also seemed to break free of his dwarven genes, since Rory was already four feet tall and only three years old. His eyes always sparkled with orneriness, and he was the first to laugh at my terrible jokes. 

Isabella and I had a boy, Argoin, who shared his mother’s blue pigment in his skin and my dark hair, which created a stark contrast. However, the most striking thing about Argoin was the fact he could turn into a dragon with sapphire-blue scales. Rahil said it was the first time he’d ever seen anything like that, which made me even prouder of the boy. 

The last child to train with the Nobles was Timor, the child of Skye and myself. The young boy looked like the spitting image of myself, down to the eyes, nose, and facial structure. However, Timor most certainly got his mother’s spunk. He was only four years old at the moment, but he was already giving his mother sass and had gotten in trouble at school many times. 

“Papa, look!” Evidion pointed over to the far corner of the room. “They’re doing magic.” 

Sure enough, Ravi the phoenix stood in the corner of the training room, right next to Naomi and Calltris. There were four girls with the magic ladies, all of whom were their children. 

Hoti and Dari were the daughters of Ravi and myself, born about a year apart. Dari was five years old, with her mother’s fiery orange hair and fire magic. Hoti, on the other hand, inherited a much more unique ability, since she could turn herself into a dragon made up of pure fire. She hadn’t gotten anywhere near mastering her powers yet, but I knew the potential was there. 

Calltris’ daughter, Rendul, wore one of her mother’s enchanted jewels around her neck at all times in order to give her powers a bit of a boost. Unlike her mom, though, Rendul had natural magical abilities she could cultivate at will, and she was already showing signs of being a powerful mage. 

Finally, there was Salamon, the daughter of Naomi and myself. She was a lizard Demi-Human, though her appearance was much more dragon than gecko for sure. She had the same slitted eyes and dark scales that I did when I was in my dragon form, only permanently. 

“Is that where you wish to go, Evidion?” Alyona asked. 

“Yes, Mama!” the boy begged. “I want to go learn magic with Aunt Naomi and Aunt Ravi and Aunt Calltris!” 

“Then go,” the Empress chuckled. “We will be back to get you later.” 

“Yaaaaaaay!” the boy screamed as he threw up his arms and dashed toward the other magic users. 

Alyona and I watched him as he ran over and gave his sister Rendul a hug, and then we turned and headed for the exit. We left the school behind and promptly headed to the Lunar Palace, where we found the “Elders” waiting for us. 

Ruslan and Julia were there, as was Julia’s brother, Moskal. The former King Rodion stood next to them with his arms crossed over his chest and a smile on his face as he chatted with Ruslan, and much to my surprise, this group of elders also contained my Aunt Emma and Eskandar the white dragon. 

“I heard you old fogeys wanted to talk to me?” I teased as I greeted the group. 

“Be careful, Evan,” Aunt Emma warned and narrowed her eyes jokingly at me. “You’ll be an Elder of Hatra one of these days, too. Way sooner than you think.” 

“Pfffft.” I waved my hand. “I’m gonna be young forever. You know, being a god and all that.” 

“There are elder gods,” Rodion reminded me. “Just because you do not appear old does not mean you are not. Trust me, I have experienced it myself.” 

“Which is why you’re in the group of old fogeys.” I winked and slapped my father-in-law on the back. 

“The Elders have an opportunity that you might be interested in, Evan.” Zoklan suddenly changed his tone to something much more serious. “Something that I think you’ll really love.” 

“I’m listening…” I trailed off. 

“You have done great things for Hatra, Rahma, and this entire world, son,” Ruslan declared, and he got a bit teary-eyed when he spoke. “Words cannot even describe how much we appreciate what you’ve accomplished.” 

“I know.” I smiled at my adopted father. “And you should all know I couldn’t have done it without your help and guidance.” 

“Damn straight,” Zoklan joked. 

“So, what is this about?” I asked again. “You’re not planning on like, usurping me as Emperor, are you?” 

“We wouldn’t dream of such a thing!” Ruslan’s ears perked up as he gasped. “Who would we replace you with? Moskal?” 

“That is rude,” the old man harumphed. 

“We think you can do what you’ve done here in other worlds, Evan,” Zoklan explained. “In other dimensions.” 

“What are you getting at?” I frowned. 

“This world is safe,” my father continued. “And thanks to both your diplomatic and military skills, there is no threat to your throne. You have a clear heir, and plenty of children who would come after them.” 

“Now you’re starting to scare me. Do you guys think I’m dying or something?” 

“We want you to go on another adventure, son,” Ruslan said. 

“A noble crusade, if you will,” Zoklan added. “To other dimensions.” 

“It’s always been in your nature to help people, Evan,” Aunt Emma spoke up. “And there are lots more people to help out there, in other worlds.” 

“I can teach you,” Zoklan promised. “Now that this world’s magic is stable and the conditions are right, I can show you how to dimension hop at will.” 

“You will be able to take a team of your choosing, of course,” Ruslan noted. 

“And Hatra will still remain your home,” Julia said. “The capital of your empire.” 

“This is a lot to take in,” I admitted. 

On one hand, these last few years had included enough adventure for a lifetime. I was safe and comfortable as the ruler of a vast Empire, with several lovers, good allies, and beautiful children. 

On the other, Aunt Emma was right. All I ever wanted was to help people, and it felt somewhat selfish of me to sit here and play king when there were still so many more people out there to help. Plus, if I knew how to hop dimensions, then I could always come back home at the end of the day and be with my family. 

When I laid it out like that, it was a no-brainer. 

I was a natural adventurer, and adventure was now calling once more. 

“What do you say, Emperor Evan?” Rodion asked. 

I looked around at the Elders for a moment, then to my wife, who gave me a firm nod and gorgeous smile. 

“I say ‘when do we begin?’” I grinned. “Let’s go on another adventure.”

 

The End 

 




 
 End Notes 

We did it, friends. Twenty-two books about Evan kicking ass, wooing beautiful women, and becoming a god. I hope you loved the ride. Give me a review here if you did, and please try some of my other books. Take care. Love you.
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