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One

The Lord & The Catgirl.

— — —
It began with a crying yowl, another kitten left in another cardboard box, in another city. Abandoned out in the streets, left to learn to fend for themselves.

An inauspicious beginning for the red-eyed neko who stood over the world, and made it fall to its knees.

The tale would never have turned the way it did, if she had been left in the cold. The kitten would not have survived the winter if she had not been brought to the temple by a young acolyte.

The priestess refused to name her, referring to her only by a number.

Twenty Four.

Among the many services of the temple, were the companions. Women raised to influence and control politicians of all walks of life. Trained to become the honoured madames of the Empire.

When they were sold from the temple, a slave’s collar was put in place, to remind them that though they walked among the rich and powerful, they did not belong to them. They were not equals.

They were treated with respect, but they were property.

The kitten was raised by the temple to become one of these figures of power.

— — —
“Twenty Four.” The priestess said with clear exasperation.

The golden-eyed catgirl stepped forward, ears twitching and tail coiled around her leg. She was trying not to hiss as some lord or another inspected the temple’s current offerings.

He took her roughly by the chin, twisting her head this way and that. “No obvious blemishes. How old is this one?”

“An orphan, m’lord. We’re not exactly sure. But somewhere in her early twenties.” The priestess bowed to him, “But I’m afraid she has a temper.”

The man raised an eyebrow at her, “Really?”

Twenty Four stuck her tongue out at him.

The lord laughed loudly and released her chin, “My, my. You are aware, lowly kitten, that few of your kind are given the opportunity to see outside these walls?”

“Don’t care.” She snapped.

The priestess backhanded her, “Lowly cat! How dare you in that manner!”

The man’s green eyes seemed, to the neko, to almost glow. He spoke gratingly, “Lady Efina, I would prefer it if you didn’t damage my property.”

The catgirl spat a mouthful of blood on the ground, standing up to glare at the human man. “You choose me. What if Twenty Four doesn’t choose you?”

The priestess barely stopped herself from hitting the cat again. “Twenty Four! Have you forgotten everything?”

“It’s okay.” The man raised a hand, “Cats always choose their masters. It is their way. I am Lord Sai, my little neko. If you do choose me, you will be fitted with a bell. Free to come and go, when you are not serving me.”

She reached up and rubbed her sore cheek, “You smell arrogant. Proud.”

“Is that so? I wonder how you smell?”

She snorted, and then cracked a small smile, “Something more. Beneath the musk of your self-infatuation. There’s blood on your hands. Shame in your eyes.”

“Yes.” He confessed freely, surprising her. “I’m a lord. I have done terrible deeds in the name of my country. Peace is as much a lie as love. Yet, my advisers insist I have a mistress. So I choose one that will not run from me when they see what I am willing to do.”

Her tail perked up.

She liked his calculating gaze. The wrath burning just beneath the surface in those emerald seas. He reminded her of her favourite of children’s tales.

The monster that came to slay all the other monsters.

“You may own her, but in word alone.” She threatened him, “Twenty Four is not some whore to be bought and toyed with. If you expect deference, choose one of the others. Elf will always serve well, pretty and meek. If you expect to try and break her, expect her to cut off something precious in return.”

“M’lord, clearly this neko is damaged goods. I apologise for allowing you to see this. Perhaps one of the others -” The priestess began.

Sai cut her off with a raised hand, “Your terms are acceptable. Twenty Four.”

As he gave her number, she felt her snowy cheeks pinken. There was a warmth in the way he spoke to her, even when she was trying to antagonise him. She doubted he knew the importance of a name, but it still filled her with warmth.

He held out his hand to her, “Will you be mine?”

— — —
Sai walked her through the market on purpose, taking the long route back to his home. Using the opportunity to spy out her likes and dislikes.

Her little button nose never stopped moving, her golden eyes darting. Her fur on her face was so light as to be practically invisible, but her silver ears stuck through her black flowing hair with a stark contrast.

He did have to confess the temple had more beautiful companions than her available. Even more exotics than a neko. He could have had an elven bride, if he wished it, or a salamander, or any other manner of exotic creature.

However, their spirits were broken. Meek. He didn’t desire the work of restoring them to their former glory. He was selfish, cruel, and lazy.

The neko jerked him to a stop by a stall, grabbing his wrist, and pointed, “Twenty Four wants it.”

“So? What’s that to me?” He tested her as she tried to test him.

Twenty Four turned her angry golden eyes on him, making his heart race. She growled quietly, showing her insanely sharp fangs, “Want it.”

“What do I get, if I buy you the fish?” Sai asked her, raising an eyebrow and making it clear this was a negotiation.

The neko laughed darkly, “You don’t want scars where she can put scars. You did buy her to put her in your bed, didn’t you?”

“Not really.” Sai shook his head, “People will assume I bed you, whatever I do. I’m not interested in bedding someone who doesn’t want me. So, spoiled brat, why exactly should I buy anything for you?”

Her ears fell, and her bottom lip stuck out and she nodded quietly. “That’s fair. How does she earn your praise, then?”

“Oh, you can’t do that. But, you could try asking me instead of demanding.” He patted her on the head.

The catgirl glared at him, “Twenty Four hates having her head touched, human.”

“Well, Twenty Four can get used to it.” He laughed and flicked the bell on her collar, and then turned to the stallholder, “Side of the salmon. Gold coin worth.”

He handed the equivalent of most people’s daily wage to the shocked seller, who then wrapped and passed the pink meat to him.

Her golden eyes stared hungrily as he gave it to her. Not bothering to tease her, first. She was practically drooling as she pulled the paper away, before her tiny teeth sliced through it with a tinier bite.

He found himself smiling in amusement at her teensy mouthfuls, savouring the food. He wondered how often she had eaten something like this before.

“Do I get a thankyou?”

She glared at him for interrupting her meal, and then grunted, “Twenty Four thanks the human.”

“Sai.”

She rolled her eyes, “Have you known many nekos, human?”

“Referring to yourself in the third person is the barest of politeness. Naming things is polite.” He stated, “You calling me human, is because you have no respect for me.”

“Twenty Four agrees.”

Sai sighed, “What did I do to earn your displeasure?”

“The human touched Twenty Four’s head.” She snarled, and then went back to smiling as she chewed on her fish.

He couldn’t stay angry at her. She was too beautiful, and too easy to make happy. He also didn’t exactly mind her getting pissed at him. Showing that she had spirit, and lacked a respect for the usual hierarchies. “I need some way to show that I like you. Would you prefer I kiss you, instead?”

Twenty Four looked at him in surprise, “She was trained to kiss, if your public requires that show of affection, human.”

“I patted your head as a sign of genuine affection. I might not be planning to force myself on you, but neither am I planning to ignore you, neko.”

She cocked her head, “Really? Surprising. Twenty Four thought she was supposed to be a table or chair to convince people you sometimes used one, human.”

“I chose someone worthy of my pursuit. I just didn’t make the assumption that owning you gives me the right to take what I might want.”

The neko nodded slowly, “Twenty Four misjudged you. She isn’t going to call you lord, though.”

“Sai, then. After all, you are my companion. My official mistress.” He smiled at her.

She chewed slowly, clearly disliking something in what he had said. Then she walked passed him quickly, dragging at his sleeve, pulling him over to a vantage point.

The neko stood at the edge of one of the various bulwarks, looking down into the large open space in front of the palace. She waved at the square, “What do you see, human?”

“The courtyard of the imperial palace.”

She turned to him, a hunger in her golden eyes, the very same hunger he had seen when she looked at the fish earlier. “Twenty Four wants it.”

“What?”

The cat smiled, her golden eyes glowing, “Want. It.”

“Wow. That’s... Preposterous. And impossible. You are nothing but a slave, and I am barely a minor lord. Even discussing that would be... Treason.”

Her tail drooped, and she turned her head to look back at the palace as she finished slurping up her snack. “She knows. Twenty Four knows. But she will have it, all the same. If the human agrees.”

Sai sighed, “I’d rather not to be charged with sedition and treason. So what exactly would your plan be, neko? Abandon me and work your way through the other lords?”

“Twenty Four considered it. But she likes this human. He treats her well.” The cat spoke seriously, “She will need to know the current politics. Twenty Four was hated at the temple. A cat, among the humans. She still managed to own them.”

He laughed at her unending ambition, “Well. It would be useful if my companion knew the situation. And gave me advice. We could start there. Not saying your ambition is sane, but parts of the overtures may be useful to me.”

“She will own it.” She said, looking off at the distant palace, “She will.”

He stood beside her and playfully flicked her bell, “Well. If it becomes possible, then I will help you. My companion.”

She took his hand, squeezing, “Sai. She accepts you as her master. Twenty Four likes you.”

“Lets go home.”

— — —
He called himself a minor lord, and she had been putting on airs, but she was somewhat surprised when they arrived at his home. Her new home.

A stately building set on a sizeable parcel of land. She could see wildlands and vineyards, and more besides, as they approached the building. It made her wonder why they had walked here through the city, and not taken the carriage sitting by the stable.

Had he been shirking some duty or another? Sneaking out to take a mistress?

As his official mistress, the only one in the building with authority greater than hers was Sai. If he ever took an actual bride, they would also have authority over her. She would have to try and prevent that possibility.

They were greeted by two columns of servants, male and female, all of them human. Two dozen or so, all of them greeting the both of them warmly, welcoming them home.

A male led the servants, a butler or something of that kind. He bowed and scraped, and immediately tried to steal Sai’s attention for some mild political issues. Letters and invitations.

Twenty Four hissed loudly at him, her ears bristling.

Her master squeezed her hand gently, “I am sure that most of this can wait until we have settled in, Isaac. Can I not even consummate with my mistress, first?”

The butler bowed his head, “Of course, m’lord. My apologies.”

“He smells like cowardice.” She glared at the man, and then smiled slowly, “And he also smells of that one.”

Sai followed her gaze, “That is your new handmaiden, Twenty Four. She will take care of your needs, and help you function as a member of the household.”

“He took her. She didn’t enjoy it.”

Sai turned back to his butler, “Taking liberties are we, Isaac? You offend my mistress, by stealing her property? You will be punished for this.”

The butler glowered, still bowing, “Of course, m’lord.”

She was enjoying this. She could not have planned a better excuse to enforce on the staff that she would not be a fragile little toy. She was not broken, and could not be intimidated.

She skipped over to the handmaiden, sniffing and looking the nervous young girl over. She took the woman’s hands in hers, trying to make it feel less like when Sai had examined her. “What is your name?”

The woman tried to half-curtsy with her hands still held, “I am Arina, Madame Sai.”

She squeezed the nervous hands, “How old is the Arina? Has she met a neko before? Twenty Four is not human. Her needs are not always the same.”

“I have only met a few young kittens.” The maid replied without looking her in the eye, “I have just had my nineteenth birthday, mistress.”

She looked over to her master, “Twenty Four wishes to see her room. Prepare herself for you. Can she call for you, later?”

“If that is my madame’s desire.” Sai said, less certain.

She grinned and her tail twitched as she considered what she would do for him. Make him want her and no one else, ever again. She would kill dead the threat of a bride.

“It is not for servant ears, Sai, what Twenty Four desires.” She said coyly, “The temples baths are not... The best. She needs a moment to prepare herself.”

He nodded, “I will return to my work, temporarily, and await news from you, my little neko.”

She turned back to her handmaiden, “Twenty Four’s rooms. Show her the way, Arina.”

The woman pulled her hands free and did a proper curtsy. As Twenty Four followed her, she continued to examine the handmaiden.

Her legs were hidden by the dress, apart from some very thin little ankles. She was a blonde, but her eyes were a dull brown. A small frame, soft and supple.

Arina’s walk was stilted, her steps smaller than they would usually be. A result of the butler’s indiscretions. He believed himself in charge, that he could take what he wanted.

He was Twenty Four’s first threat.

She skipped up beside the handmaiden, slipping an arm through hers, purring and rubbing her face briefly on the woman’s cheek.

She enjoyed the feeling of the woman’s surprised awkwardness and embarrassment.

“Madame.” Arina smiled as her cheeks went a ruby red, “I am but a servant. It is not proper to show me affection.”

“I am well versed in what is proper. Twenty Four is in her home, and she will behave as she desires. She likes Arina. Wants her to be a friend, not just a servant.” She lied.

The woman sidestepped the awkwardness by presenting the bedroom. It was large, with red curtains, and a red veil hanging over the largest piece of a furniture. A bed that was clearly sized for more than one person.

Twenty Four had never actually slept in a bed before. The temple had them, of course, but the neko had always been under threat from the other acolytes that she had subjugated.

She pounced on the bed, cooing at the softness as she rolled over it, shoving her face into the sheets and spreading her scent all over.

She suddenly sat up, one ear twitching in embarassment at her uncouth display in front of the handmaiden. “Now then, she wants to clean up for her Sai. Where does the madame make her ablutions?”

Arina opened a door politely, standing in-waiting.

Twenty Four skipped over and peeked into the bathroom. She did have an intense hatred for water, but it made it easier to seduce most men. She’d lied about the temple baths, they were made by the best artisans in the empire.

She pulled a small vial from the pouch on her hip and held it out to her servant. It was one of the few things the temple gave to those that they sold. A handful of herbs and petals.

Arina looked at it curiously, “Bath salts, madame?”

“Yes. Expensive, and rare. However... She supposes we will have to use them all for this. No leftovers.” Her tail fell, “Twenty Four hates bathing. Hates smelling. Do you think the Sai will appreciate the efforts?”

The handmaiden pulled the cork and took a small sniff, and then smiled at her, “I am quite certain that m’lord will enjoy this. I take it that this is to aid my madame in setting a mood?”

“She intends to fuck ’im.” She said callously, grinning at the uncomfortable shifting of the servant. “Any other suggestions on ensuring she has his complete attention? She doesn’t trust Isaac not to try and interfere.”

Arina winced at the mention of the man, and brushed down her dress, “I believe the madame may be correct. However, it would not be my place to speak.”

“Oh, come on.” Twenty Four pouted, “You’re supposed to be Twenty Four’s, not his. She intends to put him in his place, when she can. He will bend or he will be removed. You serve Twenty Four, not the Isaac.”

“I have not served the household very long. I arrived only yesterday, in anticipation of m’lord’s intent to acquire a mistress.” Arina said quietly, and then almost whispering, “I have heard it that his lordship may be a virgin, too inexperienced to have developed any strange tastes for the bedroom.”

She grabbed the handmaiden, rubbing into her cheek and purring, “Oh goody. Then this will be fun. Run the water. Come get her when things are ready, she’s going to laze on the bed.”

She pounced into the softness again, curling up and purring contentedly.

Her ears twitched as she listened to the footsteps in the hall. She had been right that Isaac had followed her. Looking to learn about this new challenge to his power.

She had time to learn what he considered the heart of his domain. To pluck it, and take it for herself.

— — —
“What is it, Isaac?” Sai asked in irritation, looking up from the expense report he was in the process of detangling to find where the embezzling was happening.

The butler bowed, “The madame has asked for you, sir. Shall I have her brought to you?”

House politics. He hadn’t exactly thought about how getting a mistress would upset the power balance of his own home. An oversight that was going to cost him.

“Did she ask that I come to her?”

The man’s cheek twitched, “I am afraid that the mistress’s exact words are unfit for me to repeat, m’lord.”

“You will do so, however, or I will have you executed.” Sai stated firmly.

Isaac coughed, “As you wish, m’lord. The mistress exact words were... Tell Sai she’s ready to fuck him. She wants to use her bed.”

He couldn’t help but laugh at the way she had phrased it. This cat knew exactly how to make people uncomfortable, unbalanced. Making them easier to intimidate.

She’d even succeeded in making Isaac annoy Sai, in the name of propriety. She didn’t even know the man yet, and was trying to drive a wedge between her master and his most trusted servant.

Establishing her authority.

He stood up from the desk, straightened his tie and cufflinks, and smiled at his servant. “If anyone so much as knocks on the door before we are done, I shall personally see that they are flayed alive.”

Then he moved passed the bowing man and towards his mistress.

He wasn’t sure what to expect when he arrived. He had told her that he wasn’t interested in forcing himself on her. However, she had been trained by the temple to use sex as a tool.

The neko was determined to control it all. She’d made her intentions clear to him, that she saw him as a path towards becoming the most powerful noble in the land.

The ridiculous ambitions of a slave, but he had to admit that her confidence was half the reason he chose her. It was extremely attractive. Her rebellious attitude was also part of why he had considered her, for better or worse.

He knocked on her door.

The door was opened by the new handmaiden, who curtsied, “M’lord. I will be just outside if I am needed.”

She stepped passed him to wait beside the door, and shut it behind him quietly.

Sai looked around the room.

His neko wasn’t lying on the bed, apparently that would have been too much of a cliche for her.

However, he did see that she had discarded the clothes she had been wearing when he bought her. The tailor for her new wardrobe wasn’t due until tomorrow.

Sai smiled and looked down, seeing the tail just behind his leg. “I don’t particularly like being surprised from behind.”

Her hands went around his waist, and she purred as she rubbed her face into his back, “She likes Sai. Wanted him to have a choice in this.”

He chuckled softly, “A choice?”

“Sai said that he didn’t want to sleep with Twenty Four. He wanted to pursue her. Romance her.” She said softly, her arms tightening as she hugged him tighter, pressing her naked breasts into his back, “But... Twenty Four is a neko. We like what we like. She wants to fuck her Sai. Feel him inside her.”

He felt something in his pants twitch.

He was tempted to turn her down, feeling like she might be manipulating him. However, her kind were well known for their forward approach to sex.

He had not bought her because he was without desire, either.

“If I turn around, will I find you disrobed?”

She laughed, “Of course. Well. Almost. Twenty Four thought you liked her bell.”

Sai turned.

The neko leaned back, her hands only gently resting on his hips, so that he could see her. Drink in the sight of her.

Silver furred ears, poking up gently through her silken black hair that stretched down to her waist. The hair frames a small and round face, golden eyes, small button nose. Fur almost invisible to the eye, barely noticeable to the touch.

Her silver collar was locked around her neck, the small round bell hanging just at the beginning of her cleavage.

Her breasts were about average sized, but she was a little smaller than average in every other way, making them seem bigger. Her tits were perky, the aureoles small. He could see a faded scar across the top of one, a claw mark of some kind.

Below that she had an hourglass figure, marred by far more scars than he would have expected for a companion sold by the temple. Some were from punishments, whips. Others appeared to be from rough living.

Her hips were small, but not too small, perfect to be held or gripped. The bush at the front was curled into circles. Interlocking silver and black hairs.

Below that her legs were bare, almost as if she had shaved them or they had been rubbed smooth by the rough clothing of the temple.

He looked back up at her golden eyes, at the hunger there. He wouldn’t have been surprised if she started salivating for him.

Sai frowned, “May I pick you up? Or will that annoy you?”

“Do as you wish, Sai.” She purred, pressing herself into him and staring up at him, “Twenty Four is Sai’s.”

He swept her up.

His hands on her thighs discovered they weren’t shaved. Her hair was just so fine he hadn’t noticed it, except to the touch. It almost gave the impression of her wearing silken stockings.

He carried her to the bed, laying her down and staring at her in appreciation.

She toyed with her bell, chewing on it, waiting for him to decide what he was going to do next. Smiling at him as he felt the lust growing.

“I think I could use a hand getting undressed. Should we embarrass Isaac?”

“No.” She said firmly, easing up slowly and reaching up to pull his tie free. “This is Twenty Four’s.”

He tried to keep relaxed as she began to take his clothes, tossing them to the floor in a crumpled heap. “This... Number thing. I don’t particularly like it. Is there a name you would like?”

“She would like Sai to name Twenty Four.” She said hesitantly, “It would be... Intimate. Precious. But she still likes her number, too. Grew up with it. It is who she is.”

Her hands slipped inside his shirt, making him shiver at the impossibly soft touch. “I uh... A pet name, then. Toofy.”

“Toofy.” She said, leaning forward and kissing gently at his chest as she slipped the shirt from his shoulders, “She likes it. She wants to hear Sai use it. Calling her name.”

“Oh, shit.” He cursed as she began to unbuckle his belt, dropping his pants to the floor.

She looked up at him, bright-eyed, “Shall Toofy play with Sai, a little?”

“Play?” He gasped.

She pulled the cord on his underwear and dragged it out of the way. Looking hungrily at his growing member. He flinched as her small and rough tongue darted out, flicking on the end and catching a drop of his liquid.

The neko grinned at his reaction, “Play. Get her master ready.”

“Oh wow. Uh... Yes. Please.”

She kissed down the length of him, “Say her name.”

“Toofy.”

His eyes closed and he groaned as she took him into the warmth of her mouth. The sensation of her smooth lips, and rough tongue, swirling and dancing around him as she began to bob her head was like nothing he had ever experienced.

Not that he was particularly experienced.

She took him smoothly and deeply into her throat, and he looked down to see the bulge as his dick poked at the collar around her neck. Hear her bell as she expertly slid up and down him, golden eyes filled with determination.

“Fuck, Toofy.” He groaned weakly, “I think... We won’t get passed play... If you keep that up.”

She grinned, releasing him and leaning back, “Does master want more from Toofy?”

The neko balanced on the edge of the bed, looking up at him in anticipation. He spread her legs apart, staring at her lower lips as his heart raced.

She touched his cheek, “Ssh. Not so nervous. Toofy is ready for Sai. Here.”

She laid him down on the bed, swinging a leg over him to sit just above the tip of his cock. The neko rubbed herself on him, her fluids dripping onto him, showing him that she wanted this.

She smiled at him, nose crinkling briefly, “Toofy wants to fuck her Sai.”

“Yes.” He gasped pathetically.

She lowered herself onto him, gasping and cooing as he pressed up into her. Spreading out her folds as her pussy welcomed him into her embrace.

The neko continued, not stopping until he was fully buried inside her dripping warmth.

“Shit.” He swore lightly.

The neko let out a satisfied moan, and then leaned down onto his chest, pressing her breasts into him as she kissed at his neck. “You’re inside her. Filling her. Sai belongs to Toofy, now.”

He grasped her head, hands in her hair, and kissed her. His tongue pushed into her mouth. Tiny trails of fire burned his tongue where it touched her teeth, before her tongue found his.

The saliva from her tongue cooled his, as she danced with him. He could feel her beginning to flex around his cock as she kissed him, joined with him at both ends.

He broke the kiss, stroking her cheek, “You know, I’m supposed to be the one that owns you.”

She leaned up, hands on his chest, and rose up from his cock a little before plunging back down. Making him moan loudly. She grinned, “Master and mistress. Toofy owns you. As you own her. Time to make her yours.”

Her face took on a look of determination as she truly began to fuck him. Finding her pace and angle, her tongue unconsciously blepping as her golden eyes stared at him with desire.

Her bell sounded each thrust as he found himself plunging into her abyss, black hair bouncing.

He reached up to hold her breasts, marvelling at them as she quickly tried to drive them both to the peak of ecstasy.

“Mmm. Master feels good.”

He didn’t know how she was speaking. He was just grunting and groaning at each of her expert movements. He was the beast, she was the beauty.

His inexperienced cock never had a chance.

As Toofy gave her little moans, Sai felt himself already reaching for the stars as his own climax approached. That he was about to reach his point of no return.

He could warn her. Choose to spray his seed down her throat, or across her face. Instead, he chose to make her undeniably his, like she had asked.

He roughly gripped her hips and pushed himself deeper into her twat, before he began to unload with a loud growl.

Toofy mewled loudly, grabbing him in a tight hug and pushing her own hips down into his, as if joining him in trying to catch the sudden flood of cum as deep inside her as she could.

He grunted at each burst, filling her, flooding her.

Toofy kissed at his cheek before giving a playful nip to his ear, “She likes her master. She is his, now. Slave or free, Toofy will always come when her master calls.”

Sai took a deep breath, and ran his hand through her hair, “Even after that pathetic display? I was... Quick.”

“Toofy will train him, soon enough.” She replied and kissed him again, “If the Sai thinks he can get away with filling her just once, the Sai is a fool.”

He laughed softly, “Well, you are my mistress.”

“She likes that.” Toofy’s nose wrinkled, and then her master grunted in surprise as he felt her shift without moving, gently massaging him inside her. “She expects him to come back to bed, soon. Does he agree?”

“I... Uh...”

Her ears twitched and she sighed, “When Sai is feeling recovered, he is going to come back and try again, yes? She wants him. Again and again. Until he can’t stand.”

Sai kissed her, tasting her rough tongue with his, “Well, then what’s the point of going anywhere?”

Toofy smiled at her victory.




Two

The catgirl turns her attention to the household.

— — —
“After the morning meal, m’lord has three appointments.” Isaac droned, “The first concerns the Simeon’s vineyard. I believe there is some withering that is of concern. Perhaps a disease.”

Sai gave a small nod, swallowing.

“The second concern, m’lord, concerns the crown. There are some peasants under your domain who have been... Altering how much tax that they have been paying.” Isaac said it without judgement or concern, despite the fact that most of the time this sort of thing led to minor rebellions.

Sai felt a bead of sweat run down the side of his face as he struggled to keep his composure. To pretend to be listening to his vassal.

Isaac continued, “The third... M’lord? Are you okay? Should I fetch the doctor? I apologise. You must be tired from your mistress, yesterday. I will take care of the petitions.”

“I am fine.” Sai snapped. He hadn’t let a single groan out, thus far. No sign of weakness. “Continue.”

“As you wish, m’lord.” Isaac bowed, “I apologise for my presumption. The third appointment is less serious than the others. A farmer is requesting permission to marry. I am afraid I do not yet have the details of the partner.”

Sai nodded slowly, “Be sure... You receive the heraldry.”

Isaac bowed again, “I will leave you to your breakfast, sir.”

As the butler left, Sai’s eyes closed, and his fists tightened on the edge of his chair. Almost as soon as the door closed he let out a pained grunt.

A moment later the cat emerged from beneath the table. Toofy grinned at her master, opening her small mouth to reveal the liquid in her mouth before she swallowed. “Master tastes good today.”

He took a deep breath, “Are you satisfied now, little cat? Forcing me to stay quiet like that, your master.”

“Was it not fun, master?” She asked with innocent eyes, a hand moving up to toy with her bell, “If master didn’t enjoy it, Toofy will gladly accept her punishment.”

Sai laughed softly and flicked the bell out of her fingers, “I have no desire to damage my property. Even if she is a rascal. I thought for certain you were going to show off for Isaac. Let him know you have authority over him, now.”

“Toofy was trying. Sai didn’t cooperate. He is learning too quickly.” She gave a half-pout.

He raised an eyebrow, “Is that a problem?”

“Toofy will get chafed.” She said as she took her place at the table by his left hand, “Lasting too long is not fun for the girl, master. Toofy would prefer it if master shared his moment with her, not last longer.”

Sai frowned, “I know that the temple gave you training, Toofy... But I also thought I was buying a virgin.”

“Toofy was. Master was her first.” She said fiercely, and then sighed sadly, “Her... Thing... Broke when she was little. Master was still her first. It was not someone sleeping with Toofy that broke it. She got hurt, badly.”

He winced, “I saw some of your scars. They weren’t from just punishment. What happened to my precious little neko? Who hurt you, that I can hurt them?”

“Master cannot hurt the dead.” Toofy laughed with a half smile, “It was some of Toofy’s sisters. Didn’t like having a cat in their pigeon’s nest. They hurt Toofy, tried to teach her that she is less than them. Toofy didn’t like it, so she hurt them worse.”

Sai swallowed as he saw the proud look on her face. The same pride she showed whenever she managed to make him cum, now speaking about what he had to assume was murder.

The neko didn’t see the world the same way others did. She saw opportunity where others would see nothing but trauma and nightmares. Saw what she wanted, and took it.

He considered carefully before he made his next decision.

“At the midday meal, we will be entertaining guests, my little neko.” He began, “They will join me on a hunt, afterwards. We will speak of politics, and we will say words that don’t mean what we say. You will join me, by my side. And you will not embarrass me on the hunt.”

Toofy blinked, “No, master. You are her master. She may play with you, because she likes you, but she has not forgotten her promise or dreams. She will take the palace. First, she will take these lords.”

“I’d rather you only share your bed with me.” Sai said pointedly.

The cat laughed, grinning lopsidedly, “Toofy did not intend to fuck them. Maybe with their minds, a little. She would not betray her master. He will be emperor.”

“You’ll get my head cut off if you keep up with that talk. Especially the lack of decorum.” Sai rubbed his temples.

She let out a giggle with a proud grin towards him, “Toofy loves to tease her master. She was not just taught how to please his senses. She knows how to speak to the humans.”

“You hate lords?” Sai asked in surprise, “They’re just lesser people to you? No wonder you treated me like you did, on first meeting.”

“Toofy did that because you touched her head.” She snapped, and then shrugged, “She doesn’t hate them. She simply knows what they have yet to learn. That she will be their empress, and they will bow to her. They see a slave. Toofy sees her servants.”

Sai sighed, “Toofy is a slave. I may have taken you as my mistress, but that bell around your throat still signifies that you have an owner. You may go where you wish... As long as I allow it.”

“Is Sai upset with her? Toofy calls him master.” She said anxiously.

He shrugged, “I will be upset if you make my neighbours, who already look for excuses to stab me in the back, think I might have rebellious thoughts in my head. You’re dangerous, neko.”

Her face fell, and her ears drooped. Sai felt like he’d been kicked in the gut. He needed to do it, all the same. Remind her of her place.

She ate her breakfast silently, chewing glumly on the grain.

Watching her tail dragging on the ground, her ears drooping, and the light going out from her golden eyes... It was more than enough to break his spirit.

To make him regret having hurt her.

Sai glared, “Twenty Four. Stop pouting.”

“He’s angry with her. Didn’t call her by her real name.” She sniffled, and rubbed at a cheek as a single tear slipped down. “Toofy is behaving. She is going to be quiet and perfect. Just like her master wants. She won’t embarrass him. Won’t hurt him. She knows she’s just a slave.”

He gave a deep sigh, unable to provoke her back into spirit. Time for a different tactic. “Whilst I am engaged with a... Dying vineyard, and... People who don’t want to pay all the taxes... And... A marriage? What will the little neko do?”

“She wants something.” The cat swallowed, “But she thinks it would make the Sai angrier with her.”

He shrugged, “I told you to ask when you want something, didn’t I? Worst thing I can do is forbid it. Ask.”

“Arina.”

He frowned and cocked his head, “You’re handmaiden? She’s yours. I hired her to take care of your every need. Obviously I still need to find an appropriate punishment for Isaac, but I figure you might take care of that.”

“In time.” Toofy replied, a hint of hatred in her voice, and then she reverted back to her timid self. “Toofy... She wants... To share with the Arina. Make her, her own.”

Sai blinked, “Oh. You’re asking to sleep with your handmaiden?”

Her ears drooped even further. “Y... Yes.”

“I’m fine with that.” Sai shrugged, “That’s... Actually pretty normal, Toofy. Most lords are preoccupied with other matters than their mistresses and wives. So... You’re going to spend your morning seducing her?”

“If Sai allows her.” Toofy perked up a tiny bit.

He rolled his eyes, “Already approved it. And maybe she’ll last longer than five minutes for you.”

The cat smiled slowly at him, “Toofy still likes Sai the best. Still likes being filled by him.”

He laughed softly, “After the hunt, and our guests have gone. If you’re still feeling up to it.”

“Toofy is a neko.” She glared at him.

He shrugged, “I thought that was just a stereotype.”

“Did last night show Sai anything different than the stereotype?” Toofy giggled softly, “I might end up having kittens.”

His stomach twisted as he, for the first time, considered whether or not he might have impregnated his mistress. He didn’t know how his standing would be effected if he ended up with a mongrel bastard.

The catgirl caught his expression, “Toofy doesn’t think she is. She isn’t ready to be a mother, master. She isn’t unsafe right now. She will get loud and hungry when she is.”

He laughed softly, “Sorry. I just never thought about you... Actually having kittens.”

“Toofy doesn’t want to be a mother, master.” The catgirl shuddered, “She will give him an heir, if he demands it. But she likes fun. Fish and fucking and hunting.”

“He does not.” Sai replied. “Go... Sleep with your maid.”

The cat bounced to her feet, tail finally lifting excitedly. It was good to see the excitement in her golden eyes. “Toofy loves her master.”

“Just don’t be late for our guests.” He reminded her, and then stared in confusion as she climbed out the window, instead of going out through a door.

— — —
Toofy’s golden eyes sparkled with excitement as she crept around the bottom of the window, looking up and into her own bedroom. Watching curiously with swishing tail at her handmaiden tidying and fluffing the bed.

The neko could feel her snack squirming and trying to escape her cheek where she had stuffed it after finding the the thing under a rock. But it was more interesting to watch, than snack, right now.

Arina was a cute and pretty thing. Not exactly innocent, because nothing in this world stayed that way, but not exactly experienced either. Traumatised by the butler’s actions, looking around nervously in case he was about to try again.

Which... He definitely was.

Toofy had done her best to ensure it, by asking Isaac for some fluffier towels after she’d finished breakfast with her master. She was providing the jerk with the temptation, and motivation.

Hanging out her own handmaiden like a little fish jiggling lively on the end of a line, to attract the dangerous shark in the waters.

She didn’t even have the time to get bored before Isaac entered the room, towels in hand.

Arina curtsied to him, and shifted to smoothing down the other side of the bed to get away from the man.

He tried to hide it, but Toofy saw his proud smirk.

The butler left her sight for a moment, going into the bathroom. She used the opportunity to sneak in through the window and scramble up the side of the wardrobe before either of them noticed her.

She crouched down low, holding her tail in close with one hand, and her bell in the other. Waiting excitedly for her plan to stumble into fruition, catalysed by Isaac’s own arrogance.

Isaac returned from the bathroom, and paused. Openly showing he had no more excuse to be in the room, but not leaving. Simply standing and watching the handmaiden.

Toofy felt her stomach turn as she smelled the stench of the man beginning to get turned on. She struggled not to audibly gag.

But... He hadn’t broken any rules, yet. Standing there like a creep wasn’t something Toofy could really use against him.

The poor girl was utterly terrified.

The two noxious smells comingled, making Toofy’s nose twitch as she tried not to retch.

The handmaiden hesitantly bent over to pick up her mistress’ transparent slip from the floor, where Toofy had planted it. Briefly revealing white cotton to the monster in the room.

He made his decision.

Isaac crossed the room, standing uncomfortably close to Arina. Standing and watching, but not yet touching. He spoke with a threatening edge. “How do you find serving a kitten, girl?”

“I appreciate my mistress, sir.” Arina said timidly.

He scoffed loudly, “Really? A cat? A beastgirl, and a slave. Even someone as dense as you must know that you’re above them. She’s nothing but an expensive whore for his lordship.”

Toofy very nearly leapt from her hiding place. Beastgirl. The racist bastard deserved far more than what she had planned to do to him. Now she wanted to skin him alive.

“Sir, I think you step beyond propriety.” Arina said stiffly.

Isaac grabbed her by the shoulder and charged her into the nearest wall, face planing her away from him and leaning his arm on the handmaiden’s neck. “Really? You defend a stupid little cat?”

“You’re hurting me.” Arina cried.

Isaac’s fist hit her in the side, “No. Now, I’ve hurt you. I could hurt you in so many ways, and there is nothing you can do about it. You are the servant of a whore and a slave. Nothing more.”

Toofy lowered herself silently to the ground.

Isaac sneered into the handmaiden’s ear, “You embarrassed me. In front of everyone. I told you to make sure no one would notice. I ordered you.”

“I wore the scent you gave me.” Arina wailed, “I don’t know how she could smell it.”

Toofy whispered in Isaac’s ear, “I smelled it on you, not her.”

The man whipped around in astonishment, instinctively slapping as he did. His hand contact her soft face, knocking her hard enough that her ears rang.

Toofy shook and blinked, before turning her head slowly and glaring at him, “Did you fucking touch me?”

The butler sneered, “Spying on the household, madame? That doesn’t seem... Proper.”

“You struck Madame Sai.” Toofy gave her official title, bearing her teeth, “I could have you killed for this, Isaac. I bruise... Easily.”

The butler glared at her, “You won’t be doing that. Or I’ll be hurting your handmaiden. You clearly care about her.”

“She’s my property. Of course I care. Toofy owns her.” The catgirl growled, and then lifted a hand and gently ran her claws across his cheek, carving a swirl into it. “Threaten Toofy again. She wants to hurt you. The human hit her. She is being kind.”

“Bitch!” He cursed, shoving her away and holding his face, “Damn, that stings. You stupid whore!”

Toofy had enough.

Her golden eyes flashed, and she seized his wrist. She yanked the man off his feet and tossed him onto the bed. Then, she spat the angry scorpion out of the pocket of her cheek where she’d been keeping it and into his mouth.

Isaac stared at her in terror as she forced his mouth shut.

His muffled screams made her grin.

Toofy waited for a couple more stings, and then released him. The butler left the room at a sprint, spitting the scorpion onto the floor.

The neko pounced onto the tiny creature, cracking the shell and killing it instantly. She slurped the tiny scrap of meat of its bones and into her mouth, before turning.

She cocked her head, looking at the terrified woman, “Toofy had to make a point. That’s why she didn’t save her Arina faster. Toofy is sorry that she got hurt.”

The handmaiden held a hand to her chest, “Th... Thankyou, mistress.”

“Shock.” Toofy said and pointed at the bed, “Sit. Toofy orders.”

Then she sniffed and ran over to one of her drawers, and pulled it open to reveal a single glass, and a green bottle. She picked them both up and skipped over and jumped onto the bed beside the handmaiden, bouncing her with a giggle.

The neko sank her razor sharp teeth into the cork and pulled it out with both skill and practice. She spat it aside and poured a little of the red liquid into the glass, and pressed it into the handmaiden’s hands.

“I couldn’t, mistress.”

“Drink.” Toofy snapped, and then rubbed her face into the woman’s, “Arina is hers. She likes her. Doesn’t like watching her get hurt. No more hurt.”

“Is... Is the master’s servant going to be okay?” The handmaiden said with fright.

Toofy considered, “Scorpion not that poisonous. Just owies. Make his mouth swell. Toofy chose a yummy one. She likes them for snacks.”

Arina gave a polite laugh, covering her mouth, “I was wondering why the mistress had one in her mouth.”

“Arina... Toofy has a confession.”

The handmaiden looked at the liquid in her glass, “The mistress can do no wrong. I am but her servant. If you wish to dismiss me -”

“Don’t be stupid.” Toofy cut her off, “The mistress is called Toofy. Call her Toofy. Or at least Twenty Four. Not mistress. She likes Arina. But... The dumb human and the scorpion weren’t accidents. Toofy... Tempted him. Didn’t think he’d go so far.”

Arina smiled sadly, “I am afraid, mistress, that he will not learn from this incident. He didn’t even regret striking you.”

“He does now.” Toofy said fiercely, and then giggled, “And... Maybe Toofy is planning for him to find a few more scorpions. Like the one she put in his underwear drawer.”

The handmaiden barely got her hand to her mouth in time before she laughed.

The neko rubbed against her cheek, “Toofy likes it when you laugh. It is very pretty.”

“Mistress?” Arina suddenly realised.

The neko shrugged, and nuzzled her some more, and then dropped back onto the bed, “Her master has approved. But Toofy doesn’t want if Arina doesn’t. She likes when things are... Intimate. She won’t be like the dumb human.”

The handmaiden sipped at the wine again, “Mistress... You asked me if I had ever served a neko before. I am afraid I didn’t give you an answer at the time. I was... Embarrassed. I don’t know how to best serve you.”

“Be Toofy’s friend.” She replied, and kicked her way around the bed until she was curled around the handmaiden’s waist. She smiled up at her, “Call her Twenty Four. Please?”

Arina looked sadder, “I am just a servant, mistress. Whilst you may do whatever you please, I cannot. Even with permission from my mistress, and her master, I must do what propriety calls for.”

She laughed softly, “But Sai said that it is normal for mistress and handmaiden to... Fuck.”

Arina jerked nervously at the use of the expletive, “I... Is that why the mistress wanted me to use her name?”

“Partly.” Toofy shrugged, “She also wants to be Arina’s friend. She has no friends. Only an angry stupid butler who wants to hurt her.”

The handmaiden swallowed, “Friend, mistress? I can understand requiring that I meet your needs... All of them... But I cannot understand this... Affection.”

“Isn’t love.” Toofy shook her head, “She cannot love anyone except her master. That is forbidden. Toofy was well trained at her temple. Which is why Arina should give in, and let her mistress demonstrate her training to Arina.”

That wasn’t a lie.

The temple had taught Toofy exactly what to do to please a woman, as well as a man. Taught how to please human, elf, and even orc. She was trained how to use sex as a weapon.

Before she could conquer this entire household, she first needed to surround herself with allies. Having the master behind her was not a guarantee of safety, and was likely to cause problems later unless she already had other servants by her.

The second step on Toofy’s long journey to her crown started here. Ensuring that her servant would do anything for her, and would never remotely consider stabbing her in the back.

She might be required to sacrifice Arina in the future, but for now she needed to make her feel like she would always be there to protect the woman. From shitheads like Isaac.

“That is still not proper, mistress.” The handmaiden said nervously, “But I can meet your needs, if you wish.”

Toofy laughed, springing into her lap and pushing her gently down onto the bed. She kissed at the woman’s neck, letting out a happy purr, “Arina has done enough for her mistress. Now is the time to let her play. Do you want Toofy to play with Arina?”

“M-mistress?”

“Toofy.”

“Twenty Four.” The handmaiden said nervously, “I could be killed if someone catches you... Between my legs.”

“Is that what Arina wants?”

“I can’t have what I want!” The handmaiden finally broke, admitting it. “I am just a servant.”

The neko sat up and flicked her own bell, “Toofy is just a slave. But... She can keep a secret, if that is what Arina wants.”

“Oh, gods.” The woman took a deep breath.

The cat grinned lopsidedly, “What does Arina want?”

“I... I have always wanted to sleep with one of the other races.” The woman said nervously, “But... I did think it would be... A man.”

Toofy scooted backwards onto the floor and her knees, reaching up to pull down the woman’s underwear. “No man can know a woman as intimately as another.”

“M... Mistress... Twenty Four...” Arina struggled, “I... I do want this. Ever since you first rubbed up against me... But... I can’t.”

“Toofy isn’t going to kiss and tell.” The neko giggled, and then ran her hands along the woman’s thighs, feeling the softness of the uniform’s stockings, and the even softer skin beneath them.

She had smelled the desire on her servant early on, and now that same scent was a calming sea all around her. She leaned forward into the swirling storm of smells, and pulled Arina’s lips apart just a little.

A clear bead of precum slowly ran down until it dripped onto the fresh sheets.

Toofy grinned lopsidedly, and then she pushed her rough tongue into the woman. Arina gasped breathlessly, and then whimpered as Toofy turned the invasion into a long lick, savouring the taste of the fluids spilling into her mouth.

“Arina tastes... Sweet.” She commented, and then began to lap away at the woman’s pussy. Arina continued to whimper, desperately trying not to embarrass herself by letting out a moan.

The neko found it amusing, how rigid these people were that they felt the need to hide that they were experiencing pleasure. So desperate to cling to their ideas of propriety.

She would break these habits, and free her handmaiden.

Fingers clenched, tightening into the sheets. Thighs became rigid, by her head. Toofy could hear Arina’s toes curling up inside her shoes as the scent of her sex increased.

The catgirl grinned and slid up the bed, to a disappointed sigh, before putting her pussy-coated tongue into the woman’s surprised mouth.

As Arina kissed her back, hesitantly, a deft finger found itself inside the woman.

It only took the cat a couple movements to determine the most sensitive parts of the woman’s twat. It was clear that Arina was... Inexperienced. Lacking an understanding of just how much pleasure could be had with something so simple.

Toofy purred deep in her throat as she continued to make out with the woman and began to more seriously fingerfuck her. Arina sweated as her composure began to break, as she began more openly moan into her mouth.

Toofy’s ear twitched as she heard someone briskly approaching the door, and she became more frantic.

She curled her finger, running it along the edges of Arina’s moist walls, quickly stimulating her most sensitive parts.

The handmaiden gave a shuddering groan, “M-m’lady... I... Fuckshit! Cocksucking bastard! Eugh!”

Toofy giggled at the sudden expletives as Arina came on her hand, repeatedly squeezing her finger. As the woman crested through her orgasm, the neko kissed at her neck, coaxing her through it.

The knock came at the door, “Madame Sai. Your presence is requested by his lordship. Are you decent?”

“Toofy is not decent!” She yelled back hurriedly, hoping that would keep Isaac out of the room for another few minutes, and then grinned at Arina’s flushed face. “Nothing decent about Toofy.”

“M-mistress.” Arina breathed raggedly, “Oh... Oh what... Have I done?”

“What Toofy wanted.” She purred and gave another gentle probe to the delicious and inexperienced cunt, “What Toofy wants to do more of... But we don’t have the time.”

“I... I shouldn’t have.”

The neko glared and shoved her tongue back into the mouth of the handmaiden, playing across Arina’s teeth until she kissed her back. Hands hesitantly reaching up to hold the cat’s head ever so gently.

Toofy showed her approval by playing with the woman’s oversensitive clitoris.

“Mmm... I...” Arina tried to complain.

Toofy sat up and put a cum-soaked finger to the handmaiden’s lips, “Ssh. Ssh. No ruining it. Arina is Toofy’s, now. Friend and lover. Secret.”

The woman nodded, wide-eyed.

The neko bounced to her feet, giggled and lifted the front of her dress to reveal her own soaking underwear. “Next time, Arina has to take care of this, too.”

With that, she dropped her dress and walked over to the door and thrust it open as hard as she could into the head of the man listening ever so intently against it.

She smirked as she heard Isaac grunt in pain.

Toofy looked at him innocently, “Master has requested her presence? Where is the master, then, servant?”

Isaac grated, but his swollen cheeks suggested he wasn’t about to forget what happened the last time he tried to stand up to her. That he would still be plotting his vengeance.

“Madame.” He bowed to her, “Two of his lordship’s guests have arrived earlier than expected. He has requested that you entertain them whilst he finishes the day’s petitions.”

It stank of a lie.

She smirked happily, “This sounds like fun. Are they in the waiting room, servant?”

It made her irrepressibly happy how much Isaac resented being called a servant. Being reminded that he was, and ever would be, just a servant. He might lord his position over the household, but he was still just a servant.

Whereas Toofy was a slave, the property of the lord, and yet she would always have more power and authority than him. She was taking her first steps into society, and would soon leave him behind.

“This way, Madame Sai.” The man led her towards the waiting room she already knew the location of.

She idly looked around at the paintings as she skipped down the hallway, thinking to herself about the handmaiden she’d left breathless and still dripping on her bed.

The handmaiden whose cum was still on her hand and face.

Toofy sucked at her finger, enjoying the taste. A little secret, all of her own, that wasn’t a secret at all. Even to humans with their dull senses, she must smell of sex.

The neko grinned lopsidedly.

She could not have timed this any better, if she had been trying.

“Presenting the Madame Sai.” Isaac bowed as he opened the pair of sliding doors into the waiting area.

Toofy lifted the edge of dress and curtsied, “Lady Twenty Four.”

The two guests stood to greet her, but she quickly skipped over and took the lady’s hands. “Lady Castelle. This is a great honour, Toofy has heard many things of your gardens.”

Then she turned and curtsied again, “Lord Castelle, your wit and stratagems were compulsory study, when Toofy was a kitten. The Castellian Opening is one of her favoured techniques.”

Isaac coughed, “Ah, if I may -”

“You may leave, servant.” She growled, glaring at him as her golden eyes flashed, “And, servant, stay clear of Toofy’s chambers. She has other... Insects... She could introduce you to.”

He flushed in embarrassment and went to stammer again. She glared further, her eyes glowing briefly.

Isaac bowed his way out and slid the doors closed.

Toofy let out a giggle, holding a hand over her mouth. “Toofy apologises. The staff are not yet used to having a mistress.”

“I am quite experienced with such politics.” The lady said tiredly, “If you ever find yourself at a loss, feel free to send a letter to ask my advice.”

She nodded, and waved to their seats, “Please. Be seated. Toofy will do her best to care for you until the master is available. She trusts you will be joining us on the hunt, this eve?”

The lord nodded politely, “That is our intent, of course. But I must confess that we did come so early so that we might gawk upon the exotic mistress your... Master... Has taken.”

“His tastes were always... Foreign.” The lady said with disdain.

Toofy blinked, playing over the situation in her head. They were attempting to put her in her place. Emphasising that she was neither human, nor free.

Insulting her, to see exactly how she would react. Despite her freely revealing that she had studied them both at the temple.

It wasn’t these two who were testing her.

Sai had invited them because he expected them to treat her poorly. He was giving her an opportunity to step into her role as mistress, with people that greater society would expect her to fail against.

“Tastes similar to your own, Lady Castelle?” Toofy said innocently, as she reached over to the table, and began pulling the chessboard and pieces out from under it. “Though, Toofy supposes that elves might be an exception to all exotics. Their skin is said to be flawless, always. Is that the case?”

The woman blushed furiously, “This is most improper.”

“Do you intend to challenge me, after insulting my wife?” Lord Castelle waved at the chessboard. “I am a grandmaster. What are you?”

“Toofy is a neko, and mistress of this house.” She replied coolly, and turned the board, “Lord Castelle may even have white, if he believes so strongly that he stands a chance.”

The two of them considered her open hostility, and the lord gave in. His honour required that he take the bait. He couldn’t pretend that a woman, let alone an exotic, might have intimidated him.

He gave a simple opening, obviously aiming to use one of his basic series of movements that would obliterate someone unfamiliar with the game, but left him vulnerable to someone who was experienced.

Toofy made her opening feint, “Have you ever taken a neko with you upon a hunt before, m’lord?”

He shrugged as he made his move, “I have never taken any nonhuman with me upon a hunt before.”

“Disappointing, but somewhat obvious.” She replied, making her move and switching her focus to the woman, “You are more familiar with exotics. Have you known a neko before? The men are like all men. Proud and sure of their dominance, but the women... They can bring adventure.”

Lady Castelle struggled to keep her face straight, amused by the jab at her husband’s expense. “I have met one or two kittens. They were... Uninteresting. Weak little things crying for their mothers.”

“Ah.” Toofy sighed as if in nostalgia, beginning her pincer movement that would eliminate a third of the lord’s pieces in a few turns. “Toofy was found because of her howling. Brought to the temple by a young acolyte.”

Both of them were surprised to find her so openly admit that she was a slave, trained for the sexual pleasure of her master.

She lounged back in the chair, toying pointedly with the bell around her collar, “Tears hide such wrath, Toofy finds. If one cannot cry, then one is less likely to stab you in the back, but face you when the betrayal comes. Some prefer that.”

The lord suddenly realised that he was trapped and his defeat on the board was inevitable. The look of rage that crossed his face was extremely satisfying.

Lady Castelle frowned, “How is it that a neko hunts, if I may ask, Madame Sai?”

“Alone.” She emphasised, “We have a habit of... Toying with our food. Some species find the way that we hunt to be extremely... Cruel. Sometimes, we’re not even hungry. We just torture the creature to death because... We enjoy the hunt, itself. The hunt is the thing.”

Lord Castelle glared at her in open hatred, but his wife took on a new look of curiosity. Toofy met her eyes, gold to brown, both of them trying to peer inside the mind of the other.

The human broke the gaze first, flushing and looking away as she was left wondering if Toofy had managed to see what her thoughts truly were.

“You have beaten me.” Lord Castelle said with a grating tone, waving at the board, “What is your ranking, neko?”

“She is Twenty Four, sir.” Toofy replied, “Trained by the temple. She knows your stratagems, you cannot rely solely upon them. She did not study yours alone. That is simple logic.”

He laughed bitterly, “Few people can master the movements of chess and know which strategies can defeat others, at such a pace. Your abilities to memorise, and theorise, must be quite... Adept.”

“They are not.” Toofy replied coldly, “The temple was quite disappointed with her. If the lord truly wishes for a challenge, he will find none greater than with the temple. We breathe strategies and theories, each sister attempting to undercut the rest. When life is a battle, then the games you play must inevitably have a greater skill to them.”

Lady Castelle sighed, “Will you continue to insult my husband for the whole evening? I am quite certain that the point is taken.”

“Toofy would disagree.” She smirked lopsidedly, “I am the mistress of this house, to use your syntax. What other house would the Lord Castelle enter and so brazenly insult? Toofy has no need to summon her master to deal with this. No need to issue a duel of honour. No man need defend her.”

The lord took her meaning, standing stiffly and bowed, “My apologies, Madame Sai. We were but guests, and have treated you poorly.”

“Accepted, m’lord.” She replied, and flicked an ear to listen to one of the doors, “Servant! You may now bring in the drinks.”

Lady Castelle smiled as Isaac appeared, “Is this the one who has offended you, m’lady? You appear to dislike him. What is it that he did to earn his lady’s ire?”

“Nothing a scorpion could not fix.” She replied quietly, as he laid down the tea in front of them.

The two guests jerked, staring at her in surprise.

Toofy chuckled, showing off her fangs, “She is a neko. Her diet is not altogether human. Sometimes it does well to share with a servant. Remind them that they are nothing but a servant.”

She picked up her teacup, sniffing and taking in the calming scents, plucking them apart in her mind. “Yet, of course, there are other ways to reward servants. Those that show grace. Toofy has a little more leeway in this than Lady Castelle, being only a mistress.”

The other woman blushed at the mildest of references to sex. No wonder she sought the bed of an elven woman, instead of her husband’s. His stiffness suggested he preferred if it were fully clothed with the lights off. Nothing but a joyless duty.

Lord Castelle ground his teeth silently, “What is the tea?”

“Jasmine and -” Isaac began.

Toofy rolled her eyes, “The base is a simple white tea, a camellia, picked from the buds. Not dried. The jasmine was plucked from the mountains, early in the day. The flowers have been soaking in the tea for somewhat longer than four hours, and are on their second rehydration. There is also a number of rose petals that were added at the last moment.”

Lady Castelle smiled broadly, “Madame Sai, do your skills also extend to the garden? I have been having so problems with one of my recent cultivars. A flame lily my husband acquired for me at great expense.”

“Quite beautiful.” Toofy replied politely, “She regrets she has not had a chance to see a living one in person. Toofy has created some mild poisons from the seeds of one. They prefer a two season environment, rain and dry, difficult in this place. Your cultivars would be noteworthy.”

“P-poison?” Lord Castelle stared at his tea for a moment.

Toofy laughed at him openly, “Many flowers are quite poisonous, m’lord. An experienced chemist could spend a day in your wife’s garden and emerge with the tools to kill half a town. It is of little concern.”

“You are not the one who has tempted fate by living as an irritation to such a gardener.” The man said with a guilty look towards his wife.

Who smiled excitedly at the neko, “You must come and visit, sometime. I would adore what observations you could make about my garden. Perhaps I could even tempt your exotic stomach with the denizens who feed upon it.”

“It would be an honour.” She replied, and then frowned, “Though, perhaps, it would be better if Toofy were not to eat such things at her ladyship’s house.”

“Oh? It would fascinate, not horrify.”

The cat smiled slowly, “She would prefer something sweeter. Perhaps with a little musk to it. So long as her master allows it.”

Lady Castelle blushed, and went very quiet.

Thankfully, her husband didn’t seem to comprehend at all. He might have, had he paid closer attention to the needs of his wife and less to his own.

“You appear to have confused my wife.” He said, expressing only his own confusion, “Perhaps you should speak plainer?”

“That would not be proper.” Toofy replied, “A guest should not insist upon their host. But, m’lord, m’lady, let us take our tea to the pagoda outside. I can hear them readying the horses for after luncheon. We can see them at work.”

The two stood, made the usual polite overtures, and Isaac appeared to lead them through the house to the outside.

Toofy took the opportunity to take Lady Castelle by the arm, and walk behind her husband. The woman looked at her nervously, and the neko grinned, flicking her bell.

Lady Castelle went bright red, again. She was a fun one to toy with.

Toofy looked down the hallway, “Toofy wonders if Arina will be joining us, any time soon. That is her handmaiden, quite the useful little thing. She was... Exhausted.”

The lady looked away from the neko, and gave a small and polite cough.

The catgirl swished her tail, brushing it gently against the lady who nearly jumped out of her skin at the touch of the soft fur. She glared at Toofy, who smiled and playfully batted her tail at her again.

“That’s enough.”

Her tail went straight up, and Toofy spun around excitedly. She barely caught herself from launching at him, and instead curtsied, “Master.”

“Apologies, Lord Castelle. I was negotiating a peace treaty with the great armies of the minor eastern wineries.” Sai said with sarcasm, and then patted Toofy on the head, before flicking her bell.

She hissed at him quietly.

He shrugged and walked passed the two women with a small bow, and then waved a hand, “You may leave us, Isaac. I hope my mistress’s appetites have not too greatly offended you, Lord Castelle?”

The man hesitated, “She... Is quite the exotic thing, m’lord. You are quite lucky to have located such an accomplished mistress. She plays her politics almost as well as her chess.”

“Chess?” Sai glanced back at her, “I’m afraid I did not look to her for her accomplishments, but her spirit.”

Toofy grinned, slipping her tail all the way up Lady Castelle’s dress as she did, “Spirit, she does not lack.”

The lady glared at her, made a tiny sigh, and then gave an affirmative nod.

The tail was removed from the dress, as the woman had finally agreed to sleep with Toofy at the first opportunity. It was fun to play at these games... But all of them had a goal.

The neko was here to hunt down her path to the throne.

Being able to blackmail Lady Castelle about her desire to poison and kill her husband was one thing. But seducing her into a willing supplicant would be a much better way of doing things.

Toofy wasn’t as interested in sleeping with her husband. He might be fun to break out of his shell, but he seemed like he would be disappointing in every regard.

His arrogance was a mask for a very shallow, and very unimpressive, personage. The power of his status was guaranteed by his wife, not by the man of the household.

The catgirl also considered the elven woman that Lady Castelle was using to work out her frustrations. Having a name and face to put to that one might help guarantee future cooperation. The embarrassment of sleeping with a nonhuman would be enough to bend both Castelle’s to her will.

“Madame Sai has been entertaining us quite effectively.” Lady Castelle said smoothly, trying to step away from Toofy, who held onto her arm. “She suggested we should be able to see the horses for this evening.”

“I only just asked for them to be brought out.” Sai said in surprise, “Get out the jitters before the hunt begins. Do you intend to win, again, m’lord?”

Lord Castelle smiled arrogantly, “My servant is bringing my hawk by after luncheon. With that magnificent animal, I am undefeated.”

“A hawk.” Toofy said derisively, and then smiled slowly, “Are you a gambler, per chance, m’lord?”

The man glanced at her, “I am a gentleman. Of course I undertake a friendly bet, from time to time. Ah... I would not gamble against the mistress of the household. It would not be kind.”

“Toofy is a neko, she lives for the hunt.” Her eyes flashed at him, and she considered the options. She hadn’t yet spoken with Sai about this, and he had got angry at her earlier that morning for overstepping.

She didn’t want him to be angry with her.

Sai looked at her suspiciously, and she used her tail to indicate the woman beside her. Her master hesitated, and then gave a small nod. “What does my mistress have in mind?”

“If Toofy, per chance, wins the hunt, then the Lady Castelle will show the neko her garden.” She stated her intentions to those with ears to hear it, “If, however, the Lord Castelle were to win, then... Madame Sai will entertain him by showing him something exotic he has never witnessed.”

The lord looked at her curiously, “A tempting offer, certainly. What exotic thing is that you speak of?”

“Magic.” Sai said softly, his own green eyes glowing briefly and causing Toofy to grin at him. “Very few humans possess the gift, but... Almost all of the other races have it, to a certain degree.”

Castelle’s eyes lit up, as she knew they would. He adored power. He saw magic as an opportunity to control people who he saw as weaker. Which was everyone. “That... Is extremely generous. There are few spells I have not witnessed. Yet, I am unfamiliar with neko culture, so it is quite possible it is new.”

“It is of Toofy’s own creation. She guarantees it is new to m’lord.” She replied arrogantly, turned her eyes to the horses as they began to be trotted around the back gardens.

“We have an accord, Madame Sai, if you agree, Lord Sai?”

“But, of course.”

She smirked lopsidedly.

It would be fun to conquer that woman who was racist, arrogant, stiff, and a total bitch. Yet, at the same time she was easily fascinated, excited by the sciences, and sexually experienced.

Toofy would enjoy making Lady Castelle eat from her own garden.

“M’lord.” Isaac reappeared, “The other guests have begun to arrive for luncheon, sir.”

Sai nodded, “We will join you shortly. Are the tables prepared?”

“Yes, m’lord.”

Toofy glanced over at him, “Can you reseat the Lady Castelle opposite Toofy? We have much in common, it would make for enjoyable conversation.”

And easier access for deft toes to play under the table.




Three

The catgirl prepares to enter society.

— — —
The other guests were assembled as Sai entered the long hall. Striding passed pictures of his forebears, looking down on him with the disappointment of a fallen house.

Here he was, bringing together a collection of experts to teach and train someone who wasn’t even human. He had no heir, and no one who could inherit the estate.

The House of Sai was dying.

As things currently stood, upon his death, the property and responsibilities would revert to the crown. A new lord would either be titled, or it would be given to one of Sai’s many rivals.

His precious neko would probably be part of the auction to pay down the many outstanding debts against the land and house. Her freedom could not be guaranteed until she was able to be protected by other lords once Sai was gone.

Even if he freed her, and she didn’t simply disappear with her own ambition, it was likely that the crown would ignore it. Freedom wasn’t generally accepted unless one was human.

To save her, and to save his house, he needed to follow through with what Twenty Four had told him on her first day.

The renewal of the House would begin with her ambition.

“My lords. Most gracious ladies.” Sai said as he stood behind his chair at the head of the table, “Thank you, all, for accepting my invitation on this day. I hope you will all have the opportunity to converse with my new mistress, and that we will all have the opportunity to enjoy the fruits of my estate.”

He gestured, and took his seat.

As he did, Twenty Four sat down at his left hand, golden eyes flicking around the room frantically. Not in fear, but analysing the environment. Drinking in the details.

As she sat, the rest began to.

Lord Castelle, who failed to help his wife seat. Demonstrating the cold rift that was growing between the two. A possible sign of the rumours that the lady was preparing for an attempt on her husband’s life.

The lord was an expert hunter, which all people in society were expected to show some skill in. Sai had no doubt that Twenty Four did have considerable hunting skills, but what was necessary here was refinement. Learning to hunt in a civilised manner.

His lady was famed for her tea. It was a skill that most ladies of the court were expected to be well versed in. Sai didn’t expect his neko to appreciate the importance of tea, but so much of politics happened over tea, and shifting the mood was easiest with nonverbal tools.

On Twenty Four’s left was seated the only other nonhuman in the room. There was no one else that Sai knew of to invite for the role of magical expert. In the court, and society, Lord Elatham was renowned. Accepted, despite being an elf.

To Lord Castelle’s right, was seated a monk-like figure in brown robes of poor material. This was a servant of the temple, one of their senior archivists. Lord Yu. A man with a terrible temper, a propensity for wine, and a cavernous mind for knowledge. Sai had hesitated, but there were few other senior archivists who would respect his invitation.

Across from Yu, separated from Twenty Four by Lord Elatham was a woman she already knew, and probably despised. The Priestess Efina, who despite her treatment of the neko, was still the leading authority on all things religious. None could represent the temple better, and one did not operate in society without the temple’s agreement.

To Yu’s right was a dour-looking woman, who was nonetheless striking in her appearance. Whilst she had no official expertise, she wrangled most of the marriages in the city, and private disputes often found themselves in the deft hands of Domina Florence.

To the domina’s right was the expert in wine. Sai’s lands included many wineries. They might not be fit for the emperor’s table, but they were part of his limited influence. Twenty Four would need the help of Lord Vanhern if she was to increase that influence.

Finally, seated beside the priestess, was Lord Westcolm. Without him, all of this was pointless. He had the emperor’s ear, and was the only one who could meaningfully vouch for a nonhuman. His knowledge of all the races, their cultures and traditions, ran deep. His expertise in the clashes between them, even moreso.

However, seating Westcolm so far from Twenty Four had been a deliberate choice. Westcolm might be an expert, but that didn’t mean he had the slightest respect for those that he studied. He saw all but a handful as little more than animals, and convenient tools.

Sai would not be training his neko in a single seating with these people. Rather, he wanted her to know their names and faces. This was her introduction.

He had originally planned for the domina to sit across from his little cat. She was a woman with her own title and lands, a rarity. Her subtle politics would have been an asset for the woman to learn, but they still had time for that.

“Lord Elatham, it has been a long time.” Toofy surprised him by recognising the man, and bowed her head towards the elf. “Toofy does not expect him to remember, but she enjoyed listening to him.”

He, for his part, was also surprised. “Oh, no, little neko. The honour is mine. I was quite surprised to be invited by Lord Sai to meet his new mistress, and more surprised when I heard it was my most gifted pupil. I was exceptionally disappointed when the temple decided not to continue your training.”

“She was trained to be a mistress, not a magician to perform for the court.” The priestess said with an angry derision.

Lord Castelle leaned forward, “Now, this, I would hear. You are acquainted with the lady of the house, my dear elf?”

Elatham smiled smugly, “I was not exaggerating, sir, when I named her as my greatest pupil. She had a talent for magic, of course. All who are not human have it, to some degree or another. But what was truly amazing was her thirst for knowledge, and her ability to apply it so very quickly.”

Sai touched his neko’s foot with his own, giving her a glance that she needed to cut that particular conversation short.

“You embarrass Twenty Four, sir.” She said meekly, “But... We may yet see her magic. She has cast a bet with the Lord Castelle, to show him magic, if he outpaces her at the hunt.”

Elatham lit up excitedly, “Truly? You have continued your studies?”

“The lady is embarrassed, sir.” Domina Florence interjected, “Perhaps, we can instead speak to this hunt. It has been some time since I have been invited to one, and I hesitated. Bloodsport is not something I generally enjoy, but the conversation, may be another.”

As she was still speaking, the servants arrived and began to serve the first portion of the meal. The maids buzzing around and serving a hot soup, whilst Isaac made the rounds, pouring the wine.

“This is what good conversation needs. Good wine.” Lord Yu pronounced firmly, “I don’t think I can recall many moments in time when good came from any meeting, where the wine was sour.”

“The wine may not be my own, but it would hardly be sour.” Lord Vanhern laughed, turning his glass in front of him and inspecting the colour, “Though, perhaps, that may not always be the case in future. I heard the blight might have made its way to your lands, Lord Sai. You have my dearest sympathies.”

Sai’s jaw tightened at the slight, “This is unfortunately true. Though I did only hear of it myself, this very morning. You remain well informed, Lord Vanhern. Perhaps you might also have the knowledge to combat the disease?”

“I do not, sir.” Vanhern said grimly, “The blight grips all the land. A third of my own estate is infected. Grapes withering on the vines. It seems almost... Unnatural. Lord Elatham has graciously agreed to investigate if that is the case.”

The elf shrugged, “When time permits. The emperor has his own concerns and needs of my magical expertise, unfortunately. He quite drains me dry, some days.”

“Drains you, sir? To the point of exhaustion?” Lady Castelle asked in shock.

Twenty Four nodded sadly, “This is often true, for all magus. There is a limit to how much magic you can cast in a day. Little spells are easy. Big spells can kill you, if you attempt to surpass what the gods have allowed of you.”

“So you do still have some respect for the gods, then.” Efina commented, “I am pleased you have not thrown away all my lessons, in your new found freedom, little one.”

“Madame Sai.” Toofy snapped at the priestess, “She may be a slave, with collar and bell, but you are beneath her roof, and will show her respect, priestess.”

“She has you there, Lady Efina.” Westcolm laughed, “Familiarity may be tempting, but you must recall that you are now in the House of Sai, and she is the mistress of the household. She outranks a priestess of the temple.”

The priestess bowed her head, “Apologies, to all. A wave of nostalgia has caused me to embarrass myself. I do so enjoy watching those I that once taught, excel in their new roles.”

In all of this talk, Sai had noticed that Lady Castelle hadn’t said much. She was remaining quiet, but fidgeting. A considerable difference to the gossiping that had passed between her and the neko when they were outside.

It only took a cautious movement to find that he couldn’t touch Toofy’s feet anymore, only her shoes, and confirm what he had suspected. The irritating catgirl was busy trying to seduce the lady, rather than paying attention to the people around her.

“Twenty Four is not ungrateful for her lady’s tutelage.” The catgirl said, with a tiny hint of distracted effort, now that Sai was listening for it. “She has often thought a woman is best taught, by another.”

That last comment was probably directed at Lady Castelle.

“Apologies for asking, if this is offensive, but your dialect, Madame Sai.” Lord Westcolm suddenly interjected, “I have not had the chance to meet many neko, but most didn’t always refer to themselves in the third person. They drifted back and forth.”

Toofy grinned lopsidedly, “Twenty Four is afraid that Lord Westcolm is mistaken. A neko calls herself by her name, to be polite. It is only when speaking to someone who has deeply insulted them, that we revert to a syntax alike your own.”

The table was surprised that she dared to correct the racial expert, but Westcolm simply nodded, “I was afraid you might say that. It is difficult, studying a race with nothing more than the dregs who get caught by the slavers.”

“Twenty Four was not bought from any market.” The neko said angrily.

Efina stepped in, “One of my acolytes brought the orphan to the temple, when she was a child. Another victim of the war. Another babe born to a refugee who did not survive. Slavery was merely the fate she was born to, as the gods elected to elevate humanity above all others.”

“And they call elves superior.” Elatham commented to the neko drily, “Elevated by the gods, indeed. Nothing at all to do with the fact humanity burned down our forests.”

“Our?” Lord Castelle asked in surprise, “I know elves are of the old forests, my lord, but it does not seem to me that a cat would hunt in such a place. There are some, of course, but few large cats inhabit those lands.”

“Some nekos were once forest dwellers.” Toofy said, with a curious sort of tone, “But not her ancestors. The Madame Sai is born of the desert tribes. Her grandfather was a hooktooth.”

Efina turned her head, “It has always been strange to me, how it is you know all this, despite being raised by humans as an orphan, little neko.”

“Madame Sai.” Toofy corrected her again, angrily. As she did, Lady Castelle let out a small whimper.

Elatham raised a hand, “Oh, let us not fight. The answer is quite simple, priestess. In the kindness of the gods, those born to magic, inherit the magic of their ancestors. Every spell that I learn, through great effort, will be passed on to my heirs at their birth, through blood. The knowledge of magic, is not the only knowledge passed in this way.”

“Memories, from Twenty Four’s tribe.” The catgirl nodded sadly, her ears drooping. “She remembers her mother. Her father. Fleeing from the plagues of the north. The war was not kind.”

“Many of us fought in it.” Lord Castelle said grimly, “You have no need to speak of the atrocities at this table. Today, is meant to be a day of celebration, in your honour.”

The cat smiled at him, “Twenty Four’s honour? Perhaps. If she wins her little bet, with his lordship.”

“Yes. What is this bet?” Lord Westcolm asked, “Lord Castelle gets to see magic, and we get entertained. But what if the impossible happens, and our exotic mistress manages to win the hunt?”

The lord shrugged, “She asked to be entertained by my wife. Something about a vague interest in her tea gardens.”

Toofy smiled lopsidedly, “All the gardens, sir.”

Lady Castelle was beginning to look flushed. If the neko continued whatever the hell she was doing to the woman, she might actually break. It was reminding Sai of how she’d ministered to him at the breakfast table when he’d been speaking to Isaac.

Which was making him uncomfortably jealous. He had given the girl permission to bed her handmaiden, but he had been quite explicit when he said she wasn’t allowed to have sex with his guests.

Maybe he’d given her too much leeway.

He would have to remind her that she belonged to him. That though he had affection for her, she was still his property and was supposed to follow his orders, without question.

The domina spoke quietly, “You are interested in herbology, Madame Sai?”

“Twenty Four learned a little.” She nodded slowly, “Afraid not much, and her interests might make the lords, and especially the ladies, uncomfortable. Cultural differences.”

Westcolm burst out laughing, a loud and obnoxious sound, “What she means to say, is that her interest in the garden, is finding all the insects she can stuff into her mouth.”

“M’lord.” Sai cautioned him, as Toofy looked down in embarrassment.

Florence smiled, “Oh? How delightful that you can experience a joy that we cannot. I think, perhaps, we may have questioned and interrogated our exotic mistress enough for one day. Surely you must have some questions, for us?”

Sai thanked the stars he had asked someone so insightful to the table. Of course the domina knew exactly why he had chosen each of them to appear here.

Toofy, however, was distracted. Whilst pretending to be focused on her food, her eyes were flicking to Lady Castelle’s with quite the frequency. Whatever she was doing, was reaching an important turning point.

“Twenty Four must admit, she has heard of many of your names. She feels herself overwhelmed by the breadth of power here.” The neko said quietly, “She has only studied heraldry, not met many lords.”

Westcolm was intrigued by her, “Power? Yes, I suppose you could say we represent some level of authority throughout the empire. Whilst few of us can say we are honoured to know the emperor, most of us do make decisions that are wide reaching... But it is curious that it is power you notice, and not knowledge.”

“My girls are trained to find and exploit the weaknesses in others, as a form of power, sir.” Efina said quietly, “A mistress cannot well serve her master, if his enemies continue to threaten him. She must find, analyse, and destroy them. Without mercy, hesitation, or regret. This is the will of the gods.”

Lord Castelle raised his eyebrows, “Whilst I doubt any of us would not say that your girls are not great hunters, it is surprising to hear you admit it so openly, Lady Efina.”

The priestess shrugged, “I raise them as shields for their masters. There is never any secret to that. I have been proud to have taught girls who have sacrificed their lives for our emperor and his safety. But, in recent times, I have felt that a defensive strategy, alone, does not best serve their masters.”

“Twenty Four has always been a hunter.” Toofy said, eyes fixed on the Lady Castelle. “Her family were a desert tribe. We follow, and wear down our prey, before we pounce. It is not authority that gives power, but the will to act. Your names are all held high, attached not to titles, but to actions. This is how Twenty Four knows you.”

Sai leaned back in his chair and gestured for the neko’s handmaiden to approach. The woman curtsied, “M’lord?”

He whispered, extremely quietly, in her ear, “Either get your mistress to stop playing with Lady Castelle, or I’ll cut out her tongue.”

“M’lord.” The handmaiden curtsied again.

There was another buzz of activity, which is why Sai had timed it as he had. The staff returning to serve the main meal. It wasn’t exactly lavish, considering the state of the estate’s farms, but it wasn’t common fare, either.

Unlikely to impress his guests, but enough to ensure he didn’t fall too far in their eyes.

Isaac finished the serving, and then gave a quick rundown of the midday meal. “For today’s bounty, we have freshly boiled potatoes, part roasted turnip and carrot, served beneath a thick gravy. To the side, we have fillet of venison, cooked in red wine, with a cranberry glazing. Served with a dash of diced pork.”

Sai glanced over to make sure that Toofy had received the earlier message, but he struggled not to laugh as he did. The cat’s eyes were wide and she was practically drooling as she stared at the meat on her plate.

The temple had sent him home with several missives about how to care for his new neko slave. Whilst she could eat vegetables such as potato, they wouldn’t provide her with nutrients.

Toofy was a carnivore, all the way through.

Turning his attention to the victim of his irrepressible mistress, he could see a few tinges of relief, and tiredness, but surprisingly also some disappointment.

He found it... Aggravating.

Sai wasn’t just Toofy’s master, he was also her paramour. The only who should be looking at his neko with that kind of desire, disappointed or otherwise, should be himself.

He allowed her to play with her handmaiden, but that was all that was. A game, entertainment for someone he couldn’t give the appropriate attention to.

The handmaiden was a part of his household, acknowledging him as lord and master of the domain in which she was allowed to exist. She knew the hierarchy.

Toofy belonged to him.

The entire table was waiting for Sai, eyes turned to him, as he gazed around them. It wasn’t unusual for a lord to take a few moments, or give a small speech.

Almost the entire table. His neko was staring at her food, with white knuckles clenching on her chair as she struggled to resist tearing into it violently.

He hadn’t actually shared a meal with her yet. This would be their first. The thought hadn’t occurred to Sai until that moment.

He picked up his wine glass and lifted it, “To Twenty Four, may she find a home among us, and bring honour to the name of Madame Sai.”

“Hear, hear.” The others answered the toast, whilst the neko didn’t even seem to notice it.

He gave a small sip, and then began to cut his food. The others turned their attention back to their meals and conversation. Breaking off into discussions of the local politics among those closest to them.

Sai nudged Toofy’s foot, and whispered, “That means you can eat.”

She looked up at him, ears flattening as she stared at him with eyes full of desire, and a trembling bottom lip.

He frowned, “Is something the matter, my mistress? Something not living up to your expectations?”

“T... Toofy wants it.” She swallowed, “But... She can’t eat it.”

“Excuse me?” Sai said with an insulted tone, “The chef prepared this meal especially for you, Twenty Four. The venison was hunted by my gamekeeper this morning.”

“I... It isn’t for servant ears.” The catgirl said meekly.

Sai rolled his eyes and stood, “Apologies. It appears a personal matter requires my brief attention. Please, continue.”

He held out his arm which Toofy took and stepped out into the hallway with her. He grabbed her immediately by one of her ears and hissed, “What the hell has got into you?”

The cat winced, “Sai is mad about the lady.”

“Yeah. Very.” He stated, “Also the food. Was that just an excuse to talk to me?”

She swallowed nervously, “Toofy didn’t smell it on the other plates. Made her notice... She doesn’t want to get anyone in trouble...”

“Someone added something to your plate?”

She bit her lip, “Sai is hurting her. Ears are delicate. Please, master.”

“Speak.” He growled, tightening his grip.

A tear rolled down her cheek, “S... Seeds. Of the borrochero tree. Ground up and put in Toofy’s food. Can’t be accident.”

Sai released her with another irritated growl, “Now, assume I am not trained in the bloody garden. What does it mean?”

“It would make Toofy do anything she’s told. Even jump off the roof of a building. If it didn’t poison her first.” The neko said meekly and sniffed, rubbing her ear. “She... Thought Sai might have, because he was mad at her for not doing what he wants.”

He blinked, “No. No, I wouldn’t do that to you. This tree... Is it difficult to grow?”

“No. Likes shade and warmth. Yellow trumpet flowers.” She said quietly, “Sai wasn’t punishing her?”

“Someone just tried to drug my neko.” He said slowly, angrily, “Well. That pisses me off even more. You didn’t smell it on anyone else’s plates?”

“No, master.”

“On anyone’s hands?”

Toofy bit her lip, “Arina served her. So she smelled like it, but she carried the plate. Would smell.”

He gave a heavy sigh, “She’s a newcomer to the household, though. She could quite well have been planted here by a rival, to embarrass me. However, you used her recently. Would she betray you, that way?”

“No.” The catgirl said with certainty, “Arina smells almost like vanilla and lavender. She is falling for Toofy. Young love, maybe first love.”

Sai blinked in surprise, “Your handmaiden is falling for you? Not sure I like that.”

“Toofy is willing to sacrifice the pieces she has to get her goals. Arina must fall for her, if she is to be useful that way.” The cat said coldly.

He nodded, “Aha. And Lady Castelle?”

“She... Has a habit of making tea for her husband. It is going to get her in trouble.” Toofy said carefully, “She could be useful, if Toofy was to show her how to do it properly. So that she inherits the estate, and not a noose.”

Sai nodded slowly, “Can you achieve that without sleeping with her? I didn’t give you permission. I specifically forbade it, in fact.”

“They were just Toofy’s toes.” The catgirl’s ears fell and she looked at him pleadingly.

He sighed heavily, “We will talk about that one later. For now... Was the goal to embarrass me, or kill you?”

“Smell not very strong.” Toofy considered it, “She thinks it was supposed to make her see things. Seem a little crazy. It would have made her compliant... Either embarrass, or... Maybe on hunt someone wanted to get Toofy on her own. Experience what is only master’s.”

Sai took a deep breath and then poked his head into the long room and signalled for Isaac to join them.

The moment the butler closed the door, Sai’s elbow slammed into his throat and lifted the man off his feet against the wall. “Was it you, Isaac?”

“I...” The man gasped, struggling.

Toofy shook her head, “He smell confused, master. Not him. Toofy already punished him, he isn’t ready for revenge, yet.”

Sai dropped the servant and clenched his fists, “My mistress vouches for you, so you live. That is the only reason. Someone managed to poison her meal. Under your watch.”

Isaac went white, “Sir?”

“Deliriant.” Toofy explained. “Make her do what she’s told.”

The butler stared in terror, “Sir... I... The only ones who touched the plate of your mistress once it left the kitchen, was myself, and Arina. As much as I hate the woman, the maid would not have done this.”

“The kitchen staff.” Sai ordered, “Assemble them outside. Toofy... Return to the table, to my seat. Sit there, as the head of the house whilst I am not present, and eat from my plate. There may be some questions, but say I am merely dealing with the personal problem.”

The neko bowed her head, “As the Sai commands.”

He grabbed her by the bell as she went to leave and pulled her to him, planting a kiss on her lips. Her softness against him, calming his anger instantly.

Her gentle hands on his chest as she leaned into the kiss.

He broke it off, ringing her bell as he let it go, “You make me quite jealous, my little fiend.”

Toofy smiled, a sad smile that didn’t quite meet her eyes. “She hates that she upset her Sai.”

“Go be Madame Sai.” He instructed, and looked to Isaac, “What the fuck are you still doing here?”

— — —
Toofy re-entered the room and took Sai’s seat. Shivering as she sat down on the warm chair and smelled her master on it. A gentle, but firm scent. Calming her nerves, and helping her resist from touching her throbbing ear.

She had seen Sai truly angry at her for the first time, and she found it utterly terrifying.

She had known that she was overstepping by playing with Lady Castelle, but she had thought it necessary. If they could remove the woman’s husband from the picture, then they would have a powerful political ally, and at no guilt to themselves.

She picked up a shred of Sai’s meat on a fork and bit into it with her tiny mouth, rolling the juicy meat into one of her cheeks to chew it. The explosion of flavour was almost as good as an orgasm.

“Madame Sai?” Lady Castelle asked curiously, “I take it that Lord Sai will not be rejoining us?”

“His errand takes his attention.” She said diplomatically, but forgot to swallow before she spoke. She blushed and coughed, and then spoke with her mouth free. “A matter for the household, little more.”

“Yet, he is dealing with it, and not yourself. Are you not trusted with these matters?” Domina Florence pushed her to defend herself. Examining her response.

Toofy gave her lopsided grin, “But today is about Twenty Four. Chef cooked just for her. Guests invited to meet just her. She doesn’t have to work today. Sai is spoiling her.”

Florence nodded approvingly, “Yes. It does appear that Lord Sai has a genuine affection for his mistress. I confess to being surprised, considering I had advised him to find one for quite some time. He always resisted the idea.”

“Twenty Four can be quite lovable when she desires it.” The neko said playfully, watching her old priestess’ reaction. “Even if others might think she is a spoiled brat.”

“You are quite the enigma to us, but not a brat.” Lady Castelle tried to smooth things over, even though there was no argument to be had. “Was the hunt a treat for you, as well? I am afraid I do not often hunt, myself. My husband is the hunter.”

Efina couldn’t hold back her laughter anymore. Bitterly laughing for a couple of breaths.

Toofy grinned, “You may regale them, Priestess. Twenty Four is not embarrassed by those stories.”

“Which ones?” The woman said darkly, “The ones where you filled the beds of trusted acolytes with scorpions and snakes? Or the ones where you insisted on giving me a dead rat in a box for my birthday, each year?”

Toofy laughed, grinning, “So much fun. But... She was thinking of the more impressive hunts, than the little snacks. The Green Mother’s Harvest.”

“Oh.” The priestess shuddered, “I had hoped to purge that from my memories... Well. Where to begin? Five years ago, the neko was being teased by some of the other acolytes. Elven girls, with a talent for the bow.”

Elatham laughed with a knowing smile, “A cultural tradition of ours. We are always proud of our skill with such a weapon. This story has a common beginning.”

“An uncommon ending, sir, I assure you.” Efina took a deep breath to calm herself. Letting out a lungful of air that allowed Toofy to smell her mix of emotions, that the priestess was... Afraid of something.

“The girls, decided that for the Harvest festival, they would present a boar. It comes from an older story, but is basically a tradition that has lapsed. Presenting a wild boar as a sacrifice to the Green Mother.” The priestess continued.

“Several hundred years lapsed, if I recall correctly.” Yu injected, his tongue beginning to slur. Toofy estimated that the man had finished off six glasses of her master’s wine, so far.

Efina shrugged, as if it were irrelevant. “Well, our dearest Twenty Four, being offended, was not happy in being shown up by the elves. They brought their boar, with ceremony and grace, and made the sacrifice. A... Moment later, she dragged her own hunt through the temple doors. Leaving a bloody trail all the way to the altar.”

“Hilarious.” Lord Castelle commented, “And what did Madame Sai see fit to offer unto the goddess?”

“Bear.” Toofy shrugged, speaking through a mouthful of meat again.

The hunter turned to look at her in surprise, “You hunted a bear? An adult bear? By... Yourself?”

“Mmm.” She gave a small nod.

The priestess chuckled, “There, you see? She still doesn’t understand the enormity of her actions. She never does.”

“Toofy sees it all.” She shot back angrily, “Including the brass doors behind the idol, beneath the trapdoor, and behind the bookcase.”

The priestess went dead white.

The catgirl smiled knowingly, and looked back at the hunter, “Toofy doesn’t know bears very well, she was taught about flowers, not animals. So she cannot brag to the Lord Castelle. It was big, angry, and had brown fur.”

“What weapons did you use?” He asked curiously, “I would prefer not to have to go up against a bear, and if I were alone, I would not risk it.”

She frowned for a moment, and then lifted her hands, briefly showing her claws, and then bared her teeth. She shrugged and went back to the heavenly gift of juicy meat that was on her plate.

“Impossible.”

Westcolm interjected tiredly, “Actually, Lord Castelle, not just possible but quite ordinary. In my studies, I have found that the neko race has an affinity for hunting. Some tribes require their males to undertake an unarmed and lonesome hunt before they can be acknowledged as adults.”

The hunter stared in wonder, “Well. We will see how much of this is an exaggeration this evening, will we not? I would be honoured to be proven wrong... But will you be willing to hunt without a weapon?”

“Weapon?” She asked in surprise, “Toofy was not planning on using any weapons in this hunt, m’lord. She was not taught to use weapons, and would not embarrass her lord by being clumsy with one.”

“Then... You realise we are hunting deer? Fast and skittish. You cannot get close to them.” Lord Castelle said uncertainly.

The catgirl gave her signature grin, “The lord should remember he said that, when the time comes to admit he has lost the bet.”

A loud screaming wail pierced the air, causing the lords and ladies to jump, but for Toofy, only one of her ears briefly moved.

Lady Castelle swallowed, “What... What was that?”

“Lord Sai is dealing with a household manner.” Toofy restated, “Twenty Four apologises for her master, if it has made any of his guests feel uncomfortable.”

“What the hell is he doing, executing the staff?” Lord Castelle said sarcastically.

Toofy gave a small nod.

“W... What?”

Florence interjected quickly, “It is the prerogative of any lord to act as he sees best. If you believe he is being heavy handed, Lord Castelle, you can always complain to the emperor’s court.”

“Execution is a last resort.” Castelle said, pushing away his plate, “I don’t believe any of us have heard even a whisper of a rumour of something that would justify any such action.”

Toofy considered it.

If she told them, she couldn’t imagine it going down well. Some would fear their own plates, others would see Sai as overreacting, and the rest would see him for weak in allowing it.

However, if she did offer a nugget of truth, then she might be able to see or smell a reaction if one of them was the perpetrator. Prepare her against future attacks.

A small nugget, then.

“A staff member took a bribe. To give someone an opportunity to... Hurt Twenty Four.” She said, voice breaking, “The Sai is incensed. She is his, and his alone. None will touch her, especially not on her day.”

A cold quiet descended on the room.

Lady Castelle broke the silence, reaching over and patting Toofy’s hand, “My husband has often protected me from similar stupidities. Do not take it too much to heart, madame.”

Florence sighed heavily, shaking her head, “What a terrible world we live in, that such a thing can still take place. Jealous foolishness can be understood, but not blind and misdirected rage.”

Toofy’s ear twitched.

The domina knew something of the attack, or thought she did. The woman was suggesting not a sexual or personal motive, but rather one Toofy had failed to consider. Racial hatred.

The priestess sighed, “It can be difficult for a soul to accept when someone rises above their station. A titled slave is something many would not grasp, easily.”

Toofy very seriously considered pouncing on the woman right there and then. Or, at the least, chattering her teeth at the horrible bitch.

Instead she pushed her plate away, giving the signal to the servants that this part of the meal was complete.

Isaac gave a bow from the alcove he had been hiding in, “Lord and ladies, shall we adjourn to the tea room? If the ladies have any preparations that need be made before the hunt, we can also accommodate you.”

Toofy pushed back her chair, ending any doubt for the guests as to whether they could complete their lunch. She paused for a moment, shifting her mouth back and forth, and then produced a live scorpion that she lifted out with one hand.

It frantically tried to sting her hand or grab at her with its claws. She eyed it for a moment, and then turned to Isaac and held it out. “Put this somewhere safe. No letting it escape. Toofy is full, she doesn’t want her snack just yet.”

It was fun to torture Isaac.

It was even more fun to force the uppity politicians to acknowledge her inhumanity. She wasn’t human, and she never wanted to be. She needed them to realise that... And that she was dangerous.

She turned quickly to her handmaiden as the butler walked away with the frantic creature, “Arina. Has the Sai sent up the riding skirts for Twenty Four?”

“Yes, ma’am.” The handmaiden curtsied, not bothering to ask how Toofy had known about it. Which was because Sai was in the hallway and asking the same question of another staff member.

She nodded and turned to Lady Castelle, “As your husband is the hunter, perhaps you can assist Twenty Four? She has not ridden a horse in several years.”

Propriety demanded that the lady accept. Toofy’s golden eyes glowed as she smelled the internal struggle, before the woman acquiesced and bowed her head, “Of course. We will join the gentlemen later.”

— — —
Sai arrived as his guests were beginning to exit the long room. He bowed to each as they passed, until he saw his mistress look guiltily at him with Lady Castelle’s hands on her arm.

The neko hesitated, when she hadn’t been going to walk in his direction at all, “Master. Lady Castelle was going to assist Toofy in choosing a riding costume.”

He couldn’t help but smile at her.

She had chosen well, it seemed. Hoping that he would interrupt the plan, and instead step in. But if he didn’t, then he would be giving her permission.

Either way, the neko would be laid down on her bed.

“I am quite sure Lady Castelle has her own preparations to see to. My apologies for Toofy’s... Aggressive nature.” He stated, letting the woman know he knew about their little dalliance.

Lady Castelle blushed, and curtsied, “Thank you, Lord Sai.”

He took his neko by the arm, and then grabbed the handmaiden, “Arina, please see our guests have everything they need. We may need... A few moments privacy.”

“Of course, m’lord.” The woman curtsied.

Toofy wasted no time dragging him in the direction of the bedroom. It wasn’t possible to pretend that they were merely walking there quickly. She was clearly trying to run.

Entering the room, Toofy pounced onto her bed, and then collapsed onto her stomach in exhaustion, tail dropping as she let out a long moan.

Sai carefully locked the door, and then crossed over and sat beside her. Reaching up and patting her on the head deliberately.

The catgirl rolled over, kicking at him to get onto her back, before letting out a long and angry hiss.

He flicked her bell.

Her face fell, “Toofy knows! She knows she’s nothing but a fucking slave, master! Why do you have to keep telling her?”

“I... I wasn’t trying to upset you.” He said in concern as the tears began to stream down her face. “I arranged all of this so you wouldn’t have to be a slave, one day. To take a step towards your dream.”

She sniffled, moving to her knees and wiping at her cheeks, “But... Toofy is just a slave. A stupid inhuman bitch of a slave. That’s what they taught her. How they see her. She hates them. Hates them all!”

He touched her cheek gently, “I didn’t say it was going to be easy. In fact, I remember telling you it was impossible. But... You said wanted it.”

“Toofy wants master all to herself.” She pouted. “Wants to forget the hunt and curl up around him. She hated having to be proper.”

“If only we could.”

The neko stared at him with her tear-filled golden eyes, and then touched the ear he had grabbed earlier, “Is... Is master still angry at Toofy?”

“No.” He ran the back of his hand against her soft cheek, feeling the invisible fur there. “We don’t have much time, I’m afraid. Were you really planning on screwing Lady Castelle?”

She smiled playfully, “No... Toofy knew master was there. She wanted him to... Know that she is hers. Fill her, before she goes hunting.”

Sai cocked his head, “It... Feels sort of... Wrong. Like I should be cherishing our time, not simply giving you five minutes. Is that even enough for me to... Satisfy you?”

“Toofy will be satisfied if master fills her.” The neko purred, tears drying. She leaned her head into his nuzzling against his cheek, “She wants it. Wants it bad. Wants to know master doesn’t hate her.”

“You can call me Sai. Even in front of the others.” He kissed her cheek gently. “You’re my mistress.”

“Lord Sai for them... Master for Toofy. Always her master.” She purred again, and then let out a frustrated sound and dropped backwards onto the bed. “Not enough time. Others getting uncomfortable, loud. Yu is stupid drunk and loud. Wants to hunt. Master needs to fuck her. Now.”

He didn’t know if he could do that, get himself into the right headspace in such a hurry, but he did know he wanted to try.

He ran his hands along her thighs, and grasped at her underwear to drag it down off her. “Speaking of sex... What in the hell did you do to Lady Castelle at the table? I heard her whimper.”

“Toofy has toes.” The cat purred at his touch, “Toes in stockings. She is very good with her toes.”

“Did you... Put your feet inside her?” He said in surprise.

The cat grinned lopsidedly, “Toofy didn’t mean to make master jealous. She is his. She just wanted Lady Castelle to want her, too. Want her enough to listen to what she says, and not think too hard about it.”

“Mmm... Forget the politics.” He said as he felt himself slightly deflate, before pushing his face towards her black and silver bush. He gave her twat a small kiss, “I’d like to focus on having you all to myself.”

She purred loudly, fingers grabbing at the sheets, “Ooh... Master, master. No time. Toofy is already wet from playing. Please. Fuck her.”

He pushed a finger inside her, “Yes, you are.”

“Ugh!” She stiffened at the invasion, “Toofy loves... But we don’t have the time, master. Not if he lasts like at breakfast. She needs him inside her.”

Sai reluctantly pulled his hand out, before seizing her ankles and pulling the catgirl closer to him. It still felt wrong to him, but he could see that she really was getting desperate.

Her voice was ending sentences in higher and higher pitches, almost like she was in pain, and about to yowl.

Her pulled at the double clasp of his belt, freeing his pants and letting them drop to the ground with the crash of the brass clasp against the floor.

Toofy sat up suddenly, and yanked his underwear down, falling to her knees and putting his dick straight into her mouth. He gasped and shivered as her tongue ran up and under his shaft.

She pulled off momentarily, “Master needs to learn the meaning of haste.”

Then she bobbed her head again, and Sai let out a deep groan as she took him completely into her throat. Her bell jingled as she moved quickly, an urgency to her actions.

“T-Toofy.” He groaned.

Her eyes lit up as she released him, her tongue flicking out at the last second to take a dob of precum from the head of his shaft, before she spun around and leaned her elbows onto the bed.

The cat looked back at him, “Quickly.”

Sai awkwardly tried to guide his shaft inside her exposed snatch, finding himself going in at an angle he hadn’t quite expected, in his inexperience.

The woman grunted as he pushed in all the way, head dropping with a clang of her bell. He felt her adjusting to him inside her, as her intense heat and tightness caused him to feel a stir deep in his balls.

“Master. Toofy is beginning to get annoyed.” The cat said quietly, before yelling at him, “We don’t have the time! Fuck her!”

His hands went under her skirt to find her hips, marvelling at the softness of her, before he began to slide in and out of her channel.

Every time he pulled back elicited a small moan from her, whilst every strike forward caused her to grunt. She gasped between the noises, “M-more! Faster! Sai!”

The lord found himself too sensitive to oblige her, as Toofy reached a hand between her own legs to play with her pearl. Miaowing in the throes of her passion.

He moved one his hands to grasp the base of her tail, looking for a way to more solidly thrust into her.

“Don’t touch Toofy’s fucking tail!” She roared, glaring backwards at him.

Sai’s excitement dropped suddenly at her anger, causing the neko to yell in even more frustration. She spun around, slipping off him and shoved him to the ground.

Toofy crawled on top, remounting him and spearing herself on his shaft all the way in a single movement. She glared down at him, “Master... Toofy requires that you fill her.”

With that, she put her skills to work.

“Mmm. Uhm. Mmmm.” She moaned quietly, golden eyes locked onto his. Her hands grabbed at his shirt, pulling tightly at it as she pumped him deeply into her abyss.

Her black hair fell gracefully around his head, and she leaned down to peck at him. Little kissed across his cheeks, his neck, as she continued her pace without slowing down at all.

Sai felt himself finally approaching his limit, and he opened his mouth to warn her. Toofy snagged his tongue, pushing her lips into his as he felt her warm tongue gripping roughly against his as she kissed him.

A bead of sweat slipped down his forehead, his cock swelled, and he felt himself empty into her with a violent blast that felt like a piece of his soul had torn free.

He groaned into her mouth, causing her to purr excitedly, her hips moving even faster for a moment. Working him and his seed deeper into her as she did.

The neko broke the kiss, and took a deep breath of air. Hands still on his chest as she sat up, tail happily swishing a couple times behind her.

“Master... Master’s seed inside her.” She said happily.

A knock almost immediately sounded at the door, and Sai glared at it, still deep inside his mistress. Isaac’s voice came through it, “M’lord? Mistress? Your guests grow... Impatient. Do you need any assistance?”

“No! Servant!” Toofy snarled and bounced to her feet, crossing back to the bed and grabbing one of the leather riding skirts. Sai stared as he saw a white liquid running down her stockings.

She grinned over her shoulder at him knowingly, “We will be there presently. Right, Master?”

“Yes.” He gasped weakly, wondering if he could even walk.

She grinned at him, letting out a satisfied purr, and then scampered over to him and pulled his pants up, belting him back and kissing gently at his crotch.

The catgirl helped him upright, which was when Sai realised she was still underwear-free, and full of his semen. That didn’t seem to phase Toofy as she opened the door.

She looked back at him, eyes innocent, “Master?”

“Toofy, are you sure you have finished your preparations for the hunt?”

She held her bell for a moment, thinking and then nodded, “Mmm. And now, master, she has a bet to win.”




Four

The catgirl goes hunting.

— — —
Trigger warning: References to rape. Only references. You’ll never find this writer describing that explicitly.

— — —
The catgirl put the stress of training her master how to perform in the bedroom out of her mind.

Tried to ignore the pain at the base of her tail. Whilst she truly enjoyed him and the way he made her feel, it was now time to indulge another vice.

She had a bet to win, to ensure that her master’s house was not embarrassed.

She was sure that Sai would tell her that she shouldn’t be ashamed if Lord Castelle won the bet. He was an expert in hunting. A hawker, who drove his prey into the open, blinding them, before suddenly cutting them down.

She needed to embarrass the hunter, here and now, or she would likely not be able to gain the trust of Lady Castelle. His poor and neglected wife.

Toofy very nearly growled at the thought.

Her master risked embarrassing himself in front of his very influential guests for a chance to feel her wrapped around him. Whereas with Lady Castelle... It had been clear that nobody had even touched her in quite some time.

What kind of lord neglected his wife in favour of his hobbies?

“Ah, a lovely riding skirt.” Domina Florence said as the catgirl joined the collection of people outside, waiting to mount their horses.

The woman walked up to her, and brazenly took her arm, walking her to the side for a moment. “Our Lord Sai seems to have at least a passing familiarity with women’s fashions... Though, perhaps, he should allow his dearest mistress to find some matching stockings.”

Toofy giggled at the delicate wording, “Master fucked her. Toofy isn’t ashamed of it, domina. She wants them to see. To see, and not know how to use their tongues.”

Florence’s mouth showed a hint of a smile, but her voice was all disapproving, “I... See.”

“She can smell it on the domina.” The catgirl leaned in, whispering to the woman, “Her jealousy. Her anger. Her... Attraction. Domina has no man, because he would steal from her. Take her title.”

The woman shoved her backwards, ruffling her clothes, “That is quite enough of that, cat.”

“Kitty got claws.” Toofy grinned lopsidedly, “Domina doesn’t want to know what happens if they feel like holding on. Don’t touch my Sai.”

“I... I beg your pardon?”

The catgirl’s golden eyes shone dangerously, “Don’t. Touch. My. Sai. She knows she wants him. She can smell it.”

“Your Sai, has never even entertained marriage. Which, of course, would involve you being forced to bow your head to his bride.” The domina said with more tact than the catgirl.

Toofy rolled her eyes, “Domina is the one who suggest mistress. Because Domina is the one who wanted him. The others, not hearing. Don’t mince words. Toofy will kill you, if you touch him. I will kill you, human.”

“You’re nothing but a slave. How dare you talk down to me. Threaten me. I am a domina of this land.” Florence spoke angrily.

The catgirl smiled, “Have you... Killed before, domina? Have you even killed the prey during the hunt? Felt the blood between your fingers? The flesh between your teeth?”

“Disgusting creature.”

Toofy laughed softly, “Before domina decides to take the Sai, before she decides she will hunt the neko, she should ask the priestess. Ask her what Toofy can do. What she will do, if threatened.”

With that, she stormed away from the infuriating woman, and joined the others.

Basking in the awkwardness as they all knew she was freshly fucked, cum still running down her legs. The cold breeze cooling her friction-burned parts.

Lady Castelle was the one to address her, this time. “The domina seems upset. I trust that there is nothing amiss with your master that we need to care about?”

“Master is just slow. Too tired to walk.” Toofy said casually, “It is good the horse will run for him.”

“Have you ridden much, Madame Sai?” Lord Westcolm interjected.

She shook her head, “Nekos... Don’t trust horses. They smell... Anxious, all the time. Scared of butterflies and spiderwebs.”

“Spiders are awful. Just... Awful.” Lady Efina shivered.

Toofy grinned, “Spiders make good snacks. Do you remember it, priestess? You were so happy when you found Toofy cleaning the storage room.”

“Yes. Right up until I saw you shove... Ugh... One of those ugly things... Inside your mouth.” Efina shivered.

The catgirl shrugged, “Toofy cleaned the room, too.”

“With a spiderweb hanging out of your mouth.” Efina shuddered again, “Horrible. Just... Horrible.”

Lord Westcolm chuckled, “Well, these are well trained horses. They should not baulk at a playful little spiderling snack. However, if you are to win your bet, then I think you will need to trust in your mount. That’s the secret to good riding.”

“Toofy isn’t riding.” She shook her head, and clicked her leather shoes together, “She is a neko, she will hunt as one. The human hunters can stay with the slow horses, if they like. But Lord Castelle will not win if he does.”

Lord Castelle glared at her with derision, “You think you can beat me on foot? We’re hunting deer. A very flighty little animal.”

“Ah! Master, master!” Toofy waved as Sai emerged from the building. His clothing immaculate, walking as if he were perfectly fine. “Toofy needs your help!”

Sai looked at her disapprovingly, “Already causing trouble, my mistress?”

She pouted, “The Lord Castelle doesn’t believe her. Thinks horses are faster than Toofy. It is very insulting.”

“Is that so?” Lord Castelle said airily.

Sai nodded, “Actually, it is, my dear Lord Castelle. I am afraid that the hunter among us has missed something obvious. My mistress is not human. Her ears and tail, are signs that she is a neko.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“Perhaps I can help.” Lord Westcolm tried to come to her defence. Again. Despite the fact that Toofy was beginning to hate him. He liked her exotic nature too much. “Have you ever hunted the cheetah of the savannas, Lord Castelle?”

The man laughed, “Hunted may be too strong a word. I did once join in an expedition, but when it runs faster than the arrow, there is little chance of success. We did, briefly, manage to trap one.”

“Cheetah is slower than Toofy.” She said forcefully, glaring at him.

The hunting lord looked at her with sudden concern, “I... That isn’t...”

“She isn’t human.” She growled angrily, “She doesn’t want to be. She will not be. Even if society accepts or rejects her, it will be as a neko.”

Lord Castelle frowned, “I hope this isn’t insensitive... But if your people are such accomplished hunters... Why are you so rare?”

“Humans.” Toofy said quietly.

“Enough.” Sai ordered, “Castelle, shut your mouth, as you have placed your foot within it. My mistress, you will also forgive the lord, this slight.”

Her cheek twitched, and she gave him a sarcastic curtsy, tugging on the heavy skirt, “As her lord requires.”

Lady Castelle spoke nervously, “Are we to begin the hunt, now? Sirs? Ladies?”

Sai smiled and seemed to calm himself. He then surprised her by leaping into his saddle without assistance or even stepping into the stirrups. He waved to the horses, “I shall assist you, Lord Castelle. My dearest, you are not permitted to join the hunt until we are out of sight. Can you give him this handicap?”

He was punishing her.

She smiled sweetly, and gave another sarcastic curtsy, claws scratching at her new skirt as she did, “As her lord requires.”

“He does.”

Other servants bustled to help the other fools into their saddles. The ladies were clearly intending to hold back, and enjoy pleasant conversation and political intrigues.

Controlling the fates and destinies of the men who were distracted by their bloodsports.

The catgirl found it so very foolish of the men to so willingly turn their backs to the powerful women of the land. It wasn’t like humans had her sense of hearing.

She didn’t trust any of them.

She flinched at an acrid smell, pulling back and biting at her lip as the gamekeeper brought out the howling and whining little pups. Desperate to go running off, herding for the hunters.

She stuck out her tongue instinctively, “Blegh.”

“Not one for dogs, either?” Westcolm said teasingly, wheeling his horse over to get closer to her.

She looked up at him with a blank face. Yet, not even the smell of his steed could cover up the growing stench of lust from the man. She was not flattered by it.

He didn’t even see her as Twenty Four.

The man saw something inhuman and wanted to fuck it. Whether or not... She would need to make efforts to not be left alone with this one.

“Since when does any cat like a dumb mutt?” She said, meaning the lord.

Westcolm chuckled, “Don’t let the handler hear you say that. You may be the head of the household, beneath Lord Sai, but you should try and get along with the servants... Speaking of which, it may not be entirely proper... But perhaps refrain from carving the mark of your tribe into any other servants’ cheeks.”

She blinked in confusion, and then burst out laughing. “Isaac? That is not Toofy’s tribal mark. She doesn’t have something silly like that.”

“You were not marking him as your property?”

She frowned, “No. She was punishing him.”

“He is Lord Sai’s closest assistant. Is he aware you punished his servant?” Westcolm lowered his voice.

Her tail swished angrily. She really wanted the man to go away. The smell of his desire was about as pleasant as a minotaur in heat. “If the Westcolm truly must pry, then he may know that the Isaac struck Toofy.”

The lord stared over at the servant directing the final preparations, “I... See. It will be disappointing to hear of his execution. He has served faithfully for many years.”

“Toofy is not planning to allow that. The servant is like the hounds. He has his use. He is unpleasant, but that simply means he needs to be trained to not act like a mutt.”

Westcolm’s scent changed radically, “You’re quite something, aren’t you, Madame Sai? You see much further than most people would consider. May I ask what plans you have already decided for myself?”

“She has not yet decided. She understands he could tutor her in other races.” Toofy said diplomatically, “However, the Westcolm is a liability. He keeps many slaves, and Twenty Four is a slave. It would be too easy for gossip. None may think that the Sai might be looking to sell her. Her master is not available for another mistress. Not for a bride.”

He nodded, “That seems reasonable... If extremely devious of you. I will watch your progress with great anticipation. I have no doubt you will do great things, Madame Sai.”

With that, he panic-fled her presence.

The hunters lined up, Lord Sai waved to her, his glare reminding her of his annoying orders, and then they took off.

As they did, her handmaiden tugged at her sleeve, “M... Mistress?”

“Toofy doesn’t want new stockings.” She pouted, “She likes the stains. She was filled with master.”

Arina swallowed and put the stockings out of sight, “Is there anything else I could assist with, mistress?”

“She doesn’t want underclothes, either.” She growled, “She needs them to want her, but know she belongs to Lord Sai. Tempted, but unavailable.”

The woman nodded quietly.

Toofy leaned over and purred in her ear, “Unavailable... Except to Arina. Would she like to play, later?”

The handmaiden blushed, “This is improper, m’lady.”

She pecked the woman’s neck quickly, and then stretched her shoulders, “Toofy has given them a head start. Um... Arina? How does Toofy win the hunt? First kill? Biggest kill? Most kills? She... Doesn’t know.”

“The hounds do most of the hunting, mistress.” Arina said quietly, “Usually her ladyship would simply end the creature. The kitchen’s chef is the one who would decide the winner, in the best meat for serving tonight’s meal.”

“Ah.” Toofy’s eyes lit up, “Tender. The kill must be a surprise. Did the Arina know that her lady has magic?”

“I... Had heard, mistress. Neko magic, yes?” The woman said nervously, “I am afraid that despite serving Lord Sai, I know very little of magic.”

Toofy cocked her head, “Sai has magic? She suspected... But he has not shown her. She will interrogate Arina on this. Learn everything.”

“A-as you wish, mistress.”

The cat rolled her shoulders, “But... Mostly, Toofy wanted to warn Arina. Do not be afraid. She is going to use magic.”

Her handmaiden still screamed.

Toofy smirked as she stood in front of the woman, completely unseen. She bent her bell up and slipped it just inside her mouth so that no one would hear her.

Then, unable to leave before she gave just a little tease, she walked behind the handmaiden and flipped her skirt up.

The neko barely buried her laughter as Arina screamed again, hands shoving her skirt down, trying to protect her purity.

A purity the cat had stolen, and was planning to steal again, this evening. She planned to make use of it until two things happened. Firstly, that Arina was completely smitten, and willing to sacrifice herself when it became necessary.

Secondly... Toofy would enjoy introducing the idea of the handmaiden joining them to Sai. That one would take some considerable time. She would have to train him what parts of a woman are delicate, before that.

Her tail still fucking hurt.

It waved happily behind her, as she considered the forest. She had given them enough time, now.

Her muscular legs flexed, and she lowered down onto all fours. Claws briefly touching the dirt, and then she was off. A long loping stride as she shot along the pathway.

She scrambled up one of the trees, kind of wishing she’d left her boots behind with Arina as she did.

Then she sprang from branch from branch, enjoying the wind on her raw privates. The cooling wind. She really had managed to give herself a burn. She’d been angry at her master, at his ineptness.

Sai had been Toofy’s first. She only had the theory that the temple had taught her, but she was a goddess of sex compared to his incompetence.

In her frustration, she had not considered the proper lubrication.

“Is she just a whore?”

Her ears flicked, and she saw that she’d caught up with the hunters. Or at least, the more dangerous creatures. The women, gossiping. She could afford to follow them.

Efina scoffed, “Domina. The cat is not a whore. She is one of my girls. She is trained from birth to use sex as a weapon. If it has upset you, then she has achieved her goal. You should be honoured that she has identified you as a threat. It means you have a chance to capture the attentions of Lord Sai.”

Her teeth clenched tightly against her bell, as she tried not to growl. They were talking about her.

Gossipy little bitches.

Well... Of course, that had been the point. The priestess wasn’t wrong. Toofy was just angry at... All of them.

It had taken her a while to piece it together.

These people that Sai had invited to teach her the ways of politics and the world, guide her through his world and society towards her dreams of owning it all...

They weren’t potential tutors.

Domina Florence had her own barony, but was determined to one day marry Sai. He might take the title if he did, making her lesser, but in doing so their estates would merge. Sai’s fate after that was... Uncertain. The domina might allow him to be her plaything, or she might eliminate him. It wasn’t clear.

Lady Efina was confident that Toofy still belonged to her. That she could use her to gain leverage over the household, control it. No... More than that. She was confident she already had leverage, suggesting she had already infiltrated the household another way. Arina? Isaac? Another member of staff that Toofy had yet to meet?

Lady Castelle plotted the death of her husband, unloved. Yet, she was a racist pig, who was willing to kill to achieve her goals. Inexperienced, but dangerous. The bitch had been planning on trying to frame Sai for it, even though she was leaving evidence behind her like she was a dog pissing on every tree.

The men were even worse.

Lord Vanhern had hinted that he knew the cause of the blight destroying the estate’s vineyards. Attempting to blackmail Sai for a solution. It was probable he had been trying to get something of Sai’s for some time, and that was the unspoken price. Half the estate, if she had to guess.

Yu was hard to read, because he was mostly just a drunk. However, Toofy knew him already. He was a senior member of the temple, and what he wanted most was to drink himself to death. He would be stupid enough to cause the blight, wither the vines, for a chance at owning them. Even if it didn’t make sense.

Elatham acted coldly, pretending to be the emperor’s faithful magical expert, when it was clear his social standing was falling. He had to sink his claws into Sai, or drown on his own. He needed Sai more than the lord needed the elf.

Westcolm was obsessed with anything exotic. His tastes were gross and violent. Sai had blackmailed the man into appearing. Keeping an enemy close at hand, to watch the knife before it was put into his back.

Lord Castelle was the true threat.

He had made it clear as fucking day that he thought of the House of Sai as his own property. That it was nothing but a matter of time before the estate would be his.

They were not tutors for Toofy.

They were prey.

“May I ask an improper question of you, Lady Efina?” Lady Castelle asked nervously.

“Of course, Elizabeth.” The priestess gave the untitled name, expressing a familiarity. “We are all friends, here. The men are gone.”

“Did you train that cat to... Pleasure... Women?”

Efina chuckled, “I thought I saw the spark, there. She’s got her claws in you, doesn’t she? I doubt Lord Sai is one for sharing, I’m afraid. It would have to be a clandestine affair. Perhaps during prayers at the temple?”

“So... You did?”

The priestess smiled, “My girls know more about pleasures for all things, than any other. Male, female, indeterminate or sexless. They know the erogenous zones of a demon’s horns, as well as the clitoris that all women are blessed with. Sex is a weapon. The target is not just the man, but often the woman standing behind them.”

“I cannot disagree that the woman is often the greater threat.” The domina said in amusement. “But what of your whore cat, priestess? Lord Sai seeks to enter her into society. Is it even possible? She had... His seed... Upon her.”

Efina sighed, “I honestly don’t know. I do have this to say, however, on the matter. I have hurt that cat often. Now, she is a woman of influence. Little, but influence. I will have nightmares of my death until one of us is gone. She is not an enemy I should have made.”

Toofy grinned happily at that. She agreed, and it was so very exciting to see that the prey did, as well.

With that happy fact in her head, the neko left the path, following her nose towards another kind of prey.

If the chef wanted the best meat, then he wanted something that didn’t die blind and screaming in pain. It had to be silently ambushed. Die peacefully.

She settled onto a tree branch, tail balancing her, as she crouched on it. Watching and waiting for the creatures to inevitably pass her by, disturbed by the riders and their loud and noisy hunt.

There was, of course, still the question of who had poisoned Toofy’s food.

She knew that Sai had executed half the kitchen staff for it. Losing control in his anger and lashing out, desperate to protect her. Making an example, because he didn’t know who to blame.

Toofy had a suspect now.

Westcolm.

He had bribed the staff, not because he had intended to hurt Toofy, but because he just wanted to see what would happen to the neko. Experimenting on her, because she was exotic, and didn’t know how she’d react.

He had done it just to fulfil his craving to know everything about every exotic.

A natural philosopher, experimenting on something he saw as nothing but an animal.

A pain stabbed into her back, her golden eyes going wide as she suddenly plummeted out of the tree to the ground. Her muscles ignoring her as she tried to catch herself, breaking instead.

“Not so clever now, are you? Little shit.”

— — —
“You will have to increase your efforts, Lord Castelle.” Sai teased the man, “It seems Lord Elatham has found something to hunt, if the magic is anything to go by.”

Castelle looked at him drily, “Magic. Cursed thing. Too bad it is such an exceptional weapon... Does your mistress know you hunted her kind for the empire?”

“She smelled the guilt on me, when we first met.” He replied without hesitation, “Will you tell your wife that you are aware of her... Efforts?”

The lord glared at him, “Do you believe every rumour, Lord Sai?”

“My mistress intends to play with your wife. Distract her by providing her with some idle pleasure. I forbade it... But perhaps, with your permission, it would not be an entirely terrible thing.”

Castelle sneered, “You would let your mistress become the plaything of other houses? She would be called a whore, and rightly so.”

“She is a slave. She is not free.” Sai replied, “A servant among lords. It would hardly be a scandal. You would also be free to drink tea without anxiety.”

The lord glared at him, “It is just the two of us. Let us speak openly. Your house is failed. Your mistress will soon become mine. Your lands, mine. I have already positioned myself to receive the estate. The only reason it is not yet mine, is that I don’t yet have a strong enough reason to remove you.”

“Openly, indeed.” Sai sighed, “I am well aware. That is the reason I was planning that you would have a hunting accident, this evening. Your wife would take the blame.”

“Ah.” Lord Castelle said warily.

Sai shrugged, “You may thank my mistress that it will not be your fate. She believes that you may still be of use, and has dissuaded me from that path.”

“You are so easily swayed by the joys of the carnal?” Castelle laughed at him.

The magus lord adjust his grip on the reins, considering harming the man. It would bring nothing good, and the future must be for the neko. “Lady Efina considered her an intractable threat. Lord Elatham, his best pupil. If you continue to think of her as just a cat, you have missed what I saw in her.”

“She will never suit politics, Lord Sai.” Castelle shook his head, “She may birth you an heir, but the crown would never accept the child. They would forever be a bastard. One that I would not care for, when I take your holdings.”

“The neko is a weapon, against the rule of the current political landscape.” Sai chuckled, “She is unbroken. Unbreakable. I can control her about as well as you could tame a bear.”

“Bear.” The hunter scoffed, “She is also prone to exaggeration.”

Sai grinned, “The skull of the creature lies on the Green Mother’s altar at the temple, if you wish to see it. The tale is one of the reasons I asked the cat be included among those acolytes that I viewed. She was also the only one not looking to be purchased.”

“You chose a mistress... Because she would not obey you?” Castelle asked in disbelief.

The lord laughed, “I chose her, Castelle, because if I cannot control her... What hope do you have? What hope does any lord or lady have? If you cannot control it, or predict it, you cannot kill it. The opposite... Is not, however, true.”

“Killing a cat is simple.” The hunter said, suddenly raising his bow and letting an arrow fly. There was a strangled, bleating, cry. “I would not bet on such a creature, Lord Sai. It would guarantee your death.”

He smiled as the two approached the downed deer, “I have already bet upon the neko. She will defeat you here, and then she will take your wife. Permission, or no. You have forgotten how fickle a woman’s heart is. Neglected it.”

Castelle stepped down from his horse, and ended the deer with a brutal blow, before expertly beginning to tie it. The servants approached from behind them, to collect the prize.

Sai pulled a knife from his pouch and tossed it passed the man with precision. The creature’s child stopped shaking in the grass. His gamekeeper returned the weapon to him.

Castelle sighed as he remounted, “Venison to the lord. You may have beaten me in this moment.”

“The animal was trembling. It will likely go to the staff, and not our evening feast.” Sai retorted and bowed his head, “His lordship’s skills are not yet in question.”

His companion frowned, “Did you truly execute your staff, over a few little seeds?”

“Westcolm will pay the price, shortly.” Sai replied tightly, and glared at the man, “But please, tell me you had a hand in it. Give me an excuse, Lord Castelle.”

“Not Westcolm. Elatham.” Castelle replied, “He purchased the seeds from my wife’s garden, about... A week ago. It is possible he resold them, but I doubt it is the case.”

“Elatham?” Sai said in confusion, feeling a sense of unease lowering itself onto him. He could explain why Westcolm might find it enjoyable to experiment on the neko.

He could only provide one explanation for why Elatham might. The same reason that the elf who serviced the emperor might attend a lowly lord’s invitation.

He remembered the neko, and her magical potential.

Sai wheeled his horse around and kicked it into a gallop. He shot passed the surprised women, clustered and scheming, towards where he had felt the magical surge.

The lord came flying off the horse, rolling for a moment as he landed at the edge of a thicket, before his green eyes glowed briefly. He appeared beyond it in the clearing as a shockwave of sound blasted out behind him.

Sai drew his sword as he approached, hatred in his eyes at the scene before him.

He offered no words, and asked for no explanations, when he found the elf already balls-deep inside his paralysed mistress. The surprised man got no chance to offer his excuses, either.

Sai flicked the blood from his blade and resheathed it, bending slowly to pick up Toofy’s limp body. He held her to his chest, feeling her laboured breathing, and then he vanished again.

He reappeared in her bedroom, scaring the handmaiden who was busy with the cleaning. Arina shrieked, as Sai laid the neko down gently.

He lifted a hand over her face, his eyes glowing vibrantly from within as he analysed what had been done to her. A violent curse, that had only partially taken root.

If Toofy had failed to fight it altogether, she would already be dead. Unable to breathe at all.

Sai’s mouth twisted into an angrier frown, “Fetch Lady Efina. We will need the blessings of the gods for this.”

Arina curtsied and took off running, unquestioning.

Sai took a deep breath, brushing her cheek gently, looking down at his mistress with more pain than he had expected to feel. He had bought her to fulfil a political need.

He hadn’t expected that she would become the only thing that mattered to him in so short a time.

“M’lord?” Isaac appeared by the doorway, “I heard you had returned... Is the Madame Sai, ill?”

“She was raped, Isaac.” Sai growled angrily, “You’ll find Elatham’s head in a clearing by the forest road. Be sure to send it the emperor with the appropriate silver as reparations.”

The butler bowed his head, “As you wish. What of your other guests?”

“I need Efina. Arina is gone to get her. The rest... I don’t give a shit. Twenty Four needs me. That is all I care about. Begone.” He ordered.

Her golden eyes were dull, unseeing.

She was limp from her crown to the bottom of her tail. Even her weak little chest movements seemed to be slowing, as the curse burrowed its way inside her.

Sai fought back his tears, and pushed his will against it. Placing his intent on the form, trying to block the magic of a master of the art. Killing the magus didn’t stop a curse in its tracks. All it did was stop any other attack.

He blamed himself for not having seen it, earlier.

Elatham had always sought out power. The easiest way to gain it, the way they had used in the war with the north, was to steal it from someone who already had it. A depraved art.

Sai wept silently, his hand finding her limp and cold one, squeezing it desperately as he stared down at his precious little neko.

He couldn’t imagine the world without her cheeky smile. Shining so brightly against the preposterous hypocrisies of the world that he was surrounded by.

Lords, ruling by blood spilled. Claiming superiority to the people that they gladly sacrificed, all the whilst pretending to be the more civilised.

Victims of genocidal rampages seen as less than human for the accident of their birth. Seen as vicious monsters by those that had strangled babies with their own chords.

“Twenty Four.” Efina said breathlessly as she arrived, “What happened, m’lord?”

“Elatham.”

The priestess crossed quickly, springing up onto the bed. Propriety forgotten as she positioned herself over the neko, touching her cold forehead, and twisting her head back and forth. “Gods above. He used this? He intended her to die.”

“Can we break it?” Sai demanded.

The priestess frowned, and shook her head, “Not as such. There is chance she may live, m’lord, but a slim one. This will take divine intervention. She must be offered, as a sacrifice, and a god must be willing to take her as their servant.”

“Turn her into a cleric. A slave to a god’s will and reputation.” Sai said with disdain. To save her life, he had to be willing to sacrifice her freedom.

He knew what Toofy would say.

“If that is all, Lady Efina, I would like to be alone with my mistress.”

The priestess looked at him in surprise, “It could still save her life. I care for her, Lord Sai. I would not be suggesting this if -”

“She would rather die.” Sai interrupted, “Now, kindly, fuck off.”

The priestess bowed her head and shuffled away from the bed, pausing before she left. “Do not make the mistake of believing you mourn alone, Lord Sai.”

“Elatham is dead, Lady Efina. That is the only comfort I may offer you.” Sai said stiffly, “Allow me my peace. That is all.”

She curtsied, withdrew, and closed the door.

Sai lay down slowly beside the cold figure. His hand still entwined with hers, as he stared at her. Watching slowly as the life was torn from her, piece by piece.

— — —
The Sai was weeping.

Toofy wanted to hiss and scream. She wanted to tear her claws through anything and everyone, pouncing against the walls and ripping at them. She wanted to lash out, but she couldn’t even breathe.

She could feel her master lying beside her, willing to let her go just to preserve the memory of who she was... But she wasn’t dead yet. She wanted him to keep fighting for her, even if it were hopeless.

She wanted... She wanted... She wanted it all.

She wanted her fucking crown.

She wanted her fucking master by her side, as she took what was hers.

She wanted to tear the name of Elatham from the pages of history, burning up his legacy for all time. Make the world too afraid to speak his name, lest they invite her wrath.

She wanted the entire world to know that this tiny neko slave was not something that could be safely touched. That she would fight back, would always fight back.

What she wanted didn’t seem to matter anymore.

She could feel the crawling and sickening strands of the curse in her chest. Stretching out into all her organs, draining the life from each one as it stole from her.

She couldn’t even scream.

She knew how to break the curse, but she couldn’t even tell the man beside her. Couldn’t tell him how to save her damned life.

Her only chance lay in the experience and wisdom of a man who she despised. She had to hope that he would hear what had happened, and remember something from his obsession.

Had to hope that Sai would not attack the man for interrupting her last moments in this forsaken fucking world.

She was grateful to Sai. That he had come with trumpeting thunder to her rescue. Killed the fucking bastard who had dared to touch her, to take what was not his.

Yet, Sai was too impulsive, too stupid, sometimes.

He saw a curse, and he assumed that spells or gods could save her. He didn’t understand that all magic was rooted in the world. He had learned his magic in war. Not as an art, but a tool.

He didn’t understand, and so she was going to die.

She was going to die.

If her throat could move, if her voice could speak, she would have screamed at the top of her lungs in rejection of that reality. She would not allow herself to be killed by the fucking elf!

Toofy suddenly felt stupid.

She had her Sai fill her - she had his seed, which meant that she had his magic, his soul. She was connected to him, however fragile it might be.

She could use it, if only briefly, weakly.

A single thought, a single word.

She could send her Sai a single word.

“Westcolm.”

Sai jerked upright, staring down at her, “Toofy! Please. Westcolm? Why do you say his name? Was he part of this?”

The magic was gone, burned out in a flash of inspiration. All she was, was now fading. Her chest went quiet and she knew that the blackness was creeping in to take her away.

The clawed hands from behind the veil, grasping for her fragile little soul.

Another kitten lost.

She couldn’t hear her Sai. Couldn’t see him. He... He meant as much to her as the crown had. More. She had wanted a lord to control, to provide her a path out of slavery.

She hadn’t expected it to be him. A man so steeped in blood, a man drowning in his own guilt and shame. Gentle and kind.

The way he smiled at her, when she acted out, always broke her heart. So very tired, and so very proud, that she was always happy to be herself. That she refused to be yoked by his world.

She didn’t want her Sai to cry.

“Feed.”

Toofy’s eyes flew open and she growled loudly. Sitting up despite the violent burning in her chest, snarling as her golden eyes glowed and she took in where she was.

She looked down at the man she pounced on, her lips pulling back as she let out a low and deep growl from her chest, threatening to kill him.

Westcolm looked up at her fearlessly, simply waiting to see what she would do.

Toofy leaned back and ruffled her face on the back of her paws, licking and cleaning the blood off her. She continued to sit on the man as she did, taking her time.

“Twenty Four. He saved your life.” Sai admonished her from a nearby seat.

She rolled her eyes, “Toofy saved Toofy’s life. Master just too stupid to know about hearts. Made her mad.”

The heart of the magus could be consumed to break any curse.

It was a black magic, as black as could be, leaving a deep and horrifying scar in the soul, but she had been willing to pay that price to live. Willing to bet the bastard obsessing over her would know her ancestors used to practice it as a rite.

Toofy tickled Westcolm’s face briefly with her tail, and then glared at her master. She spoke quietly, angrily, “Emperor going to be mad at master. Isn’t he?”

“Yes.”

She rolled her jaw, “The Sai is going to be arrested, soon. Lord Castelle will make his move, try and own Toofy. She is... Very. Very. Angry.”

Westcolm spoke from beneath her, “May I withdraw, Madame Sai?”

“No. Toofy is mad at you, too.” She snarled, “You wanted to do what bastard elf did. You touch her, Toofy going to eat your hands.”

The lord laughed nervously, “But I refrained.”

“I will be arrested shortly, Toofy.” Sai reiterated, “And when that happens, who would you wish to be your guardian? Protect you against Lord Castelle?”

“None. The lady will be her shield.” Toofy said confidently, “Lady Elizabeth will be Toofy’s toy, soon. She will go to their house, and she will play with them, master. Until she can save the Sai.”

Westcolm coughed nervously, “I take it, then, you have a plan for myself in this, little neko?”

“Castelle want to sell Toofy. Make it so she never reached Lady Elizabeth. He has to be convinced.” The neko replied, “Lord Castelle owes the Westcolm. Hates him for it. Toofy can’t make the Westcolm help. But she knows he wants to. Because he wants Toofy to play with him.”

Sai gave a disapproving sound, but said no more than that.

Westcolm laughed, “My, my. Even without the silver tongue of a born politician, the machinations of your mind are endless. I wonder what path they will lead you down, little neko. You might just manipulate us all.”

She blepped her tongue at him.

Her master crossed to her, grabbing her neck by her bell so that he could pull her face to his, and kiss her. Toofy let out a happy little purr as she felt Sai’s tongue meet hers, even if it were only briefly.

He let go of her, and turned, “The guards are arriving on the property. I don’t want you to watch, Toofy. Westcolm... Forget wanting my mistress as your encouragement. You owe me. I will forgive your debt, if you keep her safe until my return.”

Her ears drooped, and she spoke quietly, “As her lord requires.”

“You may not return, Lord Sai.” Westcolm cautioned.

Toofy scratched the man’s chest, cutting right through his silk shirt. “The Westcolm won’t say that, again. She will save him. She will save her master, even if she has to kill the emperor to do it.”

“I don’t doubt you will try.” The man replied, “Now... May I please, stand?”

She rolled her eyes and shuffled off him, and found herself collapsing onto the bed, splayed out and weak as she lost her balance.

She sniffled, watching her master’s back as he left her.

Westcolm hesitated in the doorway, “I will do what I can, neko, but it is not my place to control what Lord Castelle does. And you have earned his endless wrath, by the affection of his wife.”

“She knows.” Toofy whispered.

She, now, had to arrange for the protection of her handmaiden. It would not take long for Isaac to realise the opportunity being presented to him when the house became masterless.

Castelle wouldn’t take immediate control.

With an official mistress, Toofy would be the one in authority, until the crown confirmed the lands and estates were forfeit. That would take several days.

Weak, and barely surviving, remembering the sickening act the bastard elf had forced on her, she would have to protect her household. A household that was yet to learn to respect her.

Twenty Four staggered into the hallway, claws marking the doorway as she struggled to stay upright. She fought off the nausea and weakness, knowing that most of the servants would be watching her Sai be arrested.

Watching with gratefulness, after the executions.

The guests wouldn’t be choosing to stay, and so the kitchens would be in disarray. Not frantic, but confused. That needed to be her first destination, no matter how much she wanted to follow her master.

As her lord required of her.

That was her duty, right now. To Sai and the House of Sai. She would be the mistress of the house, and they would know that they belonged to a little neko slave called Toofy.

She paused, leaning on the wall, and then with a hacking cough dropped a small ball of hair and blood into the hallway. It hit the ground with a loud splat.

Toofy made a face.

She might dislike baths, but they were infinitely better than coughing up hairballs in front of other people.

As she was still glaring at it, deft hands disappeared it inside a metal bucket, and then the handmaiden turned, still on her knees and presented some underwear.

Toofy weakly stepped into it, grateful, as Arina helped dress her. The woman stood quickly, and curtsied, before she went leave noiselessly with the bucket of ick.

“Wait.”

Arina turned around, “M’lady?”

“Hurts to walk.” Toofy’s bottom lip trembled. “Wanna go to the kitchens. Take control.”

The handmaiden put the bucket aside, and placed an arm around her waist. The cat grateful took a hold of their shoulders, and limped towards her destination.

“Arina is good to Toofy. This... This might get her hurt, soon.” The neko said quietly, trying to gauge the reaction of her handmaiden.

The woman nodded grimly, “Our lord is under arrest, for protecting m’lady. Yet... M’lady, is m’lady. I would wish to serve no other. I understand the risks. Do we yet know who will attempt to seize the estate?”

“Castelle.” Toofy nearly spat, a growl forming at the back of her throat, “Racist. Sexist. Monster who smells of blood and arrogance. Toofy will belong to him, soon. She hates him.”

“It may not happen so easily, m’lady.” Arina tried to reassure her.

The catgirl shook her head, tail trailing down behind her, “It must happen. Toofy will go to Castelle, and then she will find the Lady Castelle. She will teach her. Help her see light, laughter, and joy. Like she did for Arina.”

“I do not believe the Lady Castelle could protect m’lady against her husband.” The handmaiden whispered, overstepping propriety.

She grinned and kissed the woman’s cheek, “Not easily, no. But Toofy will make it happen. She has to. She will free her Sai, whatever it takes.”

“Your love for the lord knows no bounds.”

Toofy considered it, “Mmm... Not true. Very not true. She likes her Sai. Hates anyone who wants to touch him. But... She is not obsessed. If he crossed some boundaries, she would run away from him.”

“M’lady?”

The cat growled, “If he did what the bastard elf did, forced himself upon his Toofy, then he would earn her wrath. Endless and fucking eternal. She will kill the elf’s family. She will punish his descendants. She will...”

She coughed up another bloody furball.

Arina rubbed her back gently, “The mistress is not well. She nearly died. Please, let us return to your chambers.”

“Toofy will kill the Arina!” She snarled at the woman, terrifying her. She cringed and looked away. She sniffled, “She didn’t mean it... Arina... She didn’t mean it... Don’t hate her...”

“M’lady has been hurt. In a way...” Arina cut herself off, “You punished Isaac, mistress, for hurting me. I would gladly help you hurt this elf and his family. Until the sun no longer sets.”

The neko brushed a tear from her face, “Toofy has to be strong, Arina. She can’t let Isaac take over. Can’t let Castelle. She must be mistress of the house. Must be stronger, when she is weaker.”

Arina nodded, “I will, always, assist my mistress in whatever she requires.”

Toofy’s ears flickered, and a mirth entered her golden eyes. She smiled slowly, and her tail perked up.

She put a hand to Arina’s lips, and quietened her footsteps as they approached the kitchen doors. She ever so slowly cracked the door open, looking through with amusement.

The handmaiden took a curious peek, and then pulled back, putting a hand over her mouth.

Toofy crouched low, so that Arina could get an unimpeded view. She sniffed deeply, taking in the scent of their passions. It was almost enough to make her drool. “Arina. She knows these ones?”

The handmaiden took another cautious look and pulled back. Whispering, “The man is our chef, m’lady. Chef Toto. The woman is... Saia. She is his assistant, and... Daughter.”

Toofy’s eyes widened even more excitedly, “Mmm. She wants to let them finish... They seem quite into each other. But... She needs the blackmail. Humans don’t fuck their daughters, do they?”

“No, m’lady.” Arina coughed, “Do... Nekos?”

“Sometimes.” Toofy shrugged.

The cat was transfixed by the scene in front of her. The girl, in particular. She was a pretty little thing. A few pockmarked scars on her arms, telltale signs of working in a kitchen, but a freckled beauty.

The girl seemed to be enjoying herself far more than the chef was. Quiet little moans as she tried to suppress her noise, as the two of them stole a moment together, the other staff distracted by Sai’s arrest.

He seemed anxious, clearly this had been the girl’s idea. He was terrified of being caught, as he just had. Toofy didn’t know what the punishment was for family dalliances. She knew it happened often in noble families, but was a scandal if it did.

In servants? It must be punished. Probably with some sort of public shame, or violent retribution. Not something that Toofy would be interested in.

She smiled slowly, “He is good, Arina. Deep, fast. An experienced one. He would make her happy.”

“Mistress.” Arina’s purity was offended.

Her tail drooped and she stood up, “Well, Toofy can’t sleep with him. He isn’t her Sai. Shall we interrupt them?”




Five

The catgirl finds a new ally.

— — —
Author’s Warning: There’s some depictions of reluctance in this chapter. And references (only references) to Toofy’s rape in a previous chapter.

— — —
One benefit of being titled, even as a minor lord, is that when you are dragged to court, there is no actual dragging. No actual chains. Just guards who are too afraid to touch you.

The whole thing was very... Civilised.

Sai found the hypocrisy repugnant. His mistress was rubbing off on him, now. He was seeing things as an outsider, rather than as a loyal member of the court whose only thought had been to preserve his house.

The guards broke off, standing back, as they entered the main chamber of the emperor. The man himself hidden behind a red veil that spanned the width of the room.

Sai bowed before he began to approach.

About halfway down the long stretch of carpet, he went down to his knees, and bowed his head to the ground. Touching his forehead, and waiting to hear.

“Lord Sai.” An announcer said, standing near to the veil from where they could relay the authority’s words. “You sent the head of one of his grace’s most treasured advisers, with the blood money for having slain him. You will explain. You will not approach.”

He kept his head low, “I caught Lord Elatham in the process of abusing my property. He had cast a curse upon it, that very nearly ended in its death, and was in the process of taking a purity that is only mine, by right.”

“You dared to kill the emperor’s adviser for... Touching your precious little house cat?”

“She is my mistress.” Sai replied stiffly.

“She was not even human!” The announcer yelled. “How dare you provide such a poor justification for your actions!”

“She was mine!” Sai shouted, his voice briefly shaking the ground as the magic surged inside him. “Mine, and mine alone. I had the right, and I exercised it. If the emperor is so incensed to have lost his right hand, then I would gladly stand before my peers, for my sins.”

“The death of a pet, Lord Sai? No. You won’t be standing trial. You’re going to the dungeons to rot. For all time.”

He smiled slowly, “Lord Elatham, who you have so elevated, in front of my peers, declared that pet to be the greatest pupil he had ever taught. Unbidden, uncoerced.”

The attendant listened intently for a moment, “Which peers were these?”

“Lords Westcolm, Castelle, Yu and Vanhern were all present. As well as the ineffable Priestess Efina, Domina Florence, and Lady Castelle.” Sai spelled out that the emperor could not afford to treat the neko as nothing.

Two high ranking members of the temple, including the emperor’s own historical expert. The most influential woman in the empire, and his interracial adviser.

Lord Castelle was the odd one out - Sai’s greatest political rival, who would usually be attempting to bury the man right about now. But with the others at witnesses, he couldn’t afford to make his answer differ too greatly from the others.

It would be enough to get Sai a trial.

He wasn’t about to disappear forever into some hole in the ground. The trial would still be a sham, but the emperor would now be forced to put on a show. Use his influence, instead of outright killing Sai.

He had bought his neko some time.

He hadn’t expected to need to depend on Toofy so soon. He also was not comfortable with the idea she had now come to the emperor’s attention. The next little while was going to be... Difficult.

“You accuse the deceased of attempting to steal her magic, through such uncivilised means?”

Sai gave a small nod, “It is not a secret that Lord Elatham’s standing has been waning. He may have felt it necessary to prove his worth to his grace.”

“It is acknowledged that the cat is your property. This is beyond contestation. However, what proof is given that Lord Elatham attempted to cause it harm?”

The lord stood up slowly, green eyes flashing, “It would do, dear sir, to remind the emperor how I earned my title, before relaying such a question. It would avoid the embarrassment of accusing one such as I, of lying.”

“Gods above.” The attendant said in terror, “Who are you, sir?”

“I am Lord Sai, but in another time, and another place, I served the empire, and the emperor, by the title of Thunderstep.”

“Fuck!” The man yelled, signalling to the guards to approach and surround Sai.

He laughed softly, “Dearest sir, if I had meant harm to the one I have loyally served all these years, you would not be stopping me. I would not be where I am.”

“Thunderstep.”

Everyone in the room fell to their knees, heads to the ground, as a voice spoke from behind the veil. Gentle, quiet, and young. A voice very few had the honour of ever hearing.

“I know this name. Did I not send you to cast the neko tribes into oblivion? How is it your mistress is of the same race?”

“My grace.” Sai briefly touched his head to the ground, “Twenty Four is an unbroken soul. Her race did not come into my decision making process.”

“An unbroken soul.” The voice laughed softly, “Yes. I recall, now. I recommended it to you, long ago. That you find an unbroken wife. The assassin before me was much confused, at the time.”

Sai touched his head again, “I still do not have the emperor’s wisdom. I am here, because my unbroken mistress has caused no end of problems since I purchased her.”

“You will be given a trial, Thunderstep.” The emperor’s voice continued, “But she will be brought here, and will be required to prove that she is of use to me.”

— — —
She held her bell in her mouth as she slunk silently across the floor, one hand holding her excited tail. Tiny hands and feet padding across towards the prey.

“Mmm. Yes, yes, Daddy!” Saia moaned appreciatively, making the catgirl imagine bedding the little redhead. Picturing little red curls just above her tongue, as she tasted the woman.

Toofy slid up onto the counter behind her, and her ears fell flat in disappointment as she caught the scent.

The chef stumbled backwards in surprise, “Oh, what the fuck?”

The redhead spun around, and made a face of derision, “I told you, I don’t do group rates!”

“Temple girl.” Toofy pouted and flicked the woman in the head, “Stupid glamour. Are you even a redhead?”

There was a shiver as the woman changed. Her white skin became a peerless dark, and her blue eyes faded to a deep red. Two large curved horns emerged from her forehead and she crossed her arms. “I don’t do group things. He already paid me, you can go back to the temple.”

The neko’s mouth frowned lower, “Toofy isn’t owned by temple. Toofy is Madame fucking Sai. Little Saia.”

“Fuckshit.” The succubus cursed and bowed her head low, “The mistress of the house. Oh gods, I’m so sorry.”

The catgirl looked up at the chef, glaring, “You pay temple girls to look like your daughter? That’s gross. Not so much fun. Toofy is disappointed.”

The man held up his hands, “Mistress, eh... M’lady... Um...”

“Whore, he’s dripping on my floors.” Toofy said with irritation, “Clean him up.”

The succubus started in surprise, “You want me to blow him?”

“Mmm.” She nodded, eyes sparkling in excitement. “If he gives Toofy a good show, maybe Toofy doesn’t throw him out.”

She looked passed the two surprised ones to her servant peeking in from the doorway. The catgirl grinned lopsidedly, at the secret enjoyment she saw written there, beneath the ever-so-proper fear.

She cocked her head, “You two enjoyed each other, mmm?”

The chef nodded his head slowly, “She... She’s my favourite girl. And not just because of the glamour.”

Toofy shrugged, “And he has skills, doesn’t he, little Saia?”

“My name isn’t actually Saia.” The succubus replied, “It’s Elia. Wait... I think I know you. Twenty Four? You’re the cat that Efina always picked on. You were her favourite punching bag.”

The cat glared at her, “Little Saia is a cuter name. Toofy might find an extra slip of silver, if you don’t want to do the show. She wants to watch.”

Elia considered it, “Well... I’m not usually a performer... But... Toto? You’re the client. You decide what happens here.”

“I don’t understand what is happening here.” The chef stated.

Toofy blew at her hair and sighed, “I am not happy. I had a fucking elf try and fucking rape me to death. My master has been fucking arrested for it. I nearly died, and I still feel sick. So, human, I want to blow off some fucking steam.”

The succubus went pale, “Oh gods. I don’t think I’ve ever heard a neko refer to themselves in the first person that much before.”

“Blow off some steam?” Toto swallowed, “You... Just want to watch, mistress? You’re not angry with me?”

“Toofy is angry she can’t share. Wouldn’t be proper to fuck a temple girl whilst her Sai was just arrested. So... She wants to watch.” It was only a half-truth. She did intend to blackmail him into obedience afterwards.

Threatening to tell his daughter about the glamour should keep him under control.

The succubus obediently went down on her knees, and took the chef into her mouth. Toofy’s eyes glowed as she leaned forward excitedly, practically drooling as she did.

The man groaned loudly as an expert tongue slathered at him, and the woman’s head immediately began bobbing. Her technique was enviable. She was getting him excited, taking him towards his edge, but she slowed in time to bring him down again.

Without the man noticing that the succubus was intentionally edging him. Saving him for the main show.

Toofy grinned and hung upside down off the counter to look underneath the woman. A thick black leather tail tickled at her nose, and little Saia spread her feet a little.

The catgirl salivated for real as she saw the dripping cunt, already red from exertions, obscenely gaping open. It took a real effort on her part not to kiss at it.

She dragged herself up, and then had a devious idea.

She waved at her handmaiden to enter, “The Arina, you never met a succubus before, have you? Don’t worry chef servant. Arina is Toofy’s servant. She will do what Toofy says.”

Arina curtsied, and then seemed confused as to why the habit had persisted with such a lewd scene in front of her.

Toofy called the handmaiden closer with a crooked finger, and whispered into her ear, “See tail? Suck on the tip. Just the tip. Toofy promises that she will like it.”

“M-mistress.” Arina admonished her.

The catgirl flicked her tail behind the handmaiden’s ear. “Promise. Toofy wouldn’t make her do anything she would hate. She will like it.”

“I-I...”

Toofy cocked her head, “Oh. The Arina only likes Toofy, doesn’t she?”

The handmaiden’s head and shoulders dropped like a stone. As if she were overcome with shame.

It was beginning to annoy the neko.

She wasn’t annoyed that the woman didn’t want to play. That was fair enough. It was that this pretty little thing was ashamed of every single taste of joy that came her way.

So terrified of doing the right thing, being seen to do the right thing. Who the hell cared what the right thing was? Who set it? Wasn’t the temple. They knew what pleasure was. Wasn’t the gods.

It wasn’t nobles, either. All of them had their own little secret desires. Hiding them away behind closed doors, pretending they were more proper than the average folk.

The cat snagged the tail wagging in front of her, and the tiny heart-shaped fork on the end. She sucked it ever so gently, watching Arina for a reaction.

Little Saia cried out, dropping the man’s cock from her mouth as the orgasm immediately struck her. A burst of fluids falling to the kitchen floor.

Toofy spoke, still suckling on the tail’s end as the succubus panted and moaned, “Gentle. Little Saia likes it. Hear her? Voice. Tell, Toofy, Arina.”

“Her moans...” The handmaiden shivered, “I... I don’t understand.”

“She’s a succubus.” The chef leaned on his hands and knees, hard and angry cock bared to the air. “Her voice will drive you nuts until you... Do what she just did. Sorry, m’lady.”

She released the tail, “Sorry? For telling true? Toofy not care. Mmm... Toofy thinks you should fuck her, now. She’s ready. Isn’t she, Little Saia?”

“God damn. Who taught you how to do that?” The succubus groaned, as the chef positioned himself, pushing her onto the counter. Elia’s head going between Toofy’s legs.

The neko scooted back a little so she could watch those red eyes go wide as he pushed into her. Grinning lopsidedly as the chef grunted.

“Mmm. So tight.” Toto groaned.

Toofy’s eyes flicked briefly to Arina, who was clearly not enjoying herself. She was bearing with it, because her mistress was in control, and wanted to be there. Nothing more.

Little Saia’s eyes rolled back as he moved in and out of her at a practised speed, “Gods, yes! Deeper! Fuck!”

The sound of a succubus’ moans could make anyone lustful, but it couldn’t make them enjoy it. They had to be willing to be in the mood, and Arina simply... Wasn’t.

Her tail drooped, and she smiled sadly at her handmaiden. Toofy couldn’t enjoy it if she couldn’t watch the woman enjoying herself.

She... The neko was afraid of being touched, right now.

She struggled to admit it to herself. She was hot and bothered, but that was almost a guarantee with any catgirl. However, she was still hurting from what the bastard elf had done to her.

She might have eaten his fucking heart, but it wasn’t enough to erase what had been done.

Being paralysed and afraid, whilst he stole what was her master’s.

Only her master’s.

If Toofy kept watching Arina, she was going to end up bursting into tears. The woman was good at making the neko realise how she felt, just by being around. It was something she hated.

“Would have been fun.” The cat sighed, and looked back at the madly fucking couple, “Madame Sai is going to leave. She has two orders for Little Saia.”

The succubus grunted, “Eugh. Orders? Mmm.”

“First, let your daddy spill his seed in that adorable little mouth. Toofy will be tasting it, later.” She smirked, and ran her claws around the tip of the woman’s right horn, making her shudder.

“Oh, gods... Fuck!” Elia groaned.

The neko laughed at the reaction, the knowledge that she’d made a succubus cum for her client. “Second, Little Saia must come see the Madame Sai afterwards, before she leaves. If she doesn’t, then Toofy will have a word with the temple. Not with Efina. With Lord Yu.”

The succubus red eyes flickered in terror, “Oh. Uh. Okay. Fuck, Toto. Let a girl talk.”

The neko slipped off the edge of the counter, and an arm over her handmaiden to steady her. She gave a small directive nod, and they began the long retreat back to her chambers.

She whispered as they went, “Once Arina helps Toofy lie down, she has to fetch the Isaac. He will be misbehaved. He doesn’t fear Toofy enough, yet. The Arina must be careful.”

The sounds of the couple fucking faded from her twitching ears as they made their way down the hallway.

— — —
The prison cell of a lord, even in the emperor’s dungeon, wasn’t exactly what Sai would call a prison cell. He’d been held captive before, in places crawling with bugs you couldn’t see, but this was not that.

It was the judgement by peers.

If he hadn’t succeeded in arranging that, he would have ended up in some dark cell, probably crammed in with the drug addicts and mentally broken. The ones encouraged to attack new meat.

However, instead he had a bed to lie on that had a mattress and sheets. A ship’s bed, but far more comfortable than a stone slab. He also had a bedside table, a selection of a dozen books to read, and a burning lamp to read by.

Even his guard seemed more for show than for actually keeping him in the cell. Armour polished and shining, showing not a single nick or sign of wear. Another prop in the room.

He was, however, still extremely worried.

How would his rascal approach the emperor? Would she even bow when she was expected to, or would she get angry? He honestly didn’t know. He knew that she was taught how to behave... But he was yet to witness her actually obey it.

He couldn’t imagine the wrath if she gave one of her sarcastic curtsies to the man who had all the authority in the entire world. A man who had brutally destroyed every surrounding kingdom, until his empire either ruled, or collected taxes from, every country on the entire continent.

Proving her usefulness, on the other hand, wouldn’t be difficult.

Westcolm had explained it, after Sai had managed to fetch the man. When Twenty Four ate the heart of the elf, it didn’t just undo his curse. It also shared something with the neko.

Not exactly his magic or power, more like... Memories. She would, in time, begin to know things that Elatham had known. Memory was too strong a word. She wouldn’t be able to experience them.

What she would do, was instinctively know things that the elf had. Spells, political knowledge, skills. She would know the town where he grew up, people and places.

As the emperor’s chief magical adviser, Elatham had been privy to secrets. Dangerous knowledge that the cat would be able to exploit, whilst showing she was trustworthy to her emperor.

If she was wise.

He smiled to himself. There was almost zero chance that Toofy would approach the situation with the quiet respect, deference, and diplomatic attitude that would be expected of her.

“I’m sorry, m’lady.” The guard suddenly stepped forward, raising a hand, “The prisoner is not allowed guests.”

“I am not a guest, you cur.” A stiff female voice snapped, “I am the emissary of the temple, the chosen representative of the gods, and your soul will be damned for all eternity if you even consider laying that hand upon my person.”

The guard, to his credit, did not back down immediately. “It is a royal decree, m’lady. I may respect the gods, but I must obey their appointed avatar who rules on their behalf, by their will.”

Sai gave a yawn, and reached out with a tiny little spell, and knocked the man on the back of the head with exhaustion. The guard went down instantly.

He frowned, “Huh. That was too easy. Wonder how many alarms I just set off.”

Lady Efina approached the bars of the cell slowly, looking in on him, “You do not appear to be mistreated, Lord Sai.”

“Of course not, Lady Efina. I retain my title until I am brought before my peers, to answer for my actions.” He replied, and then sat on the edge of the bed. “I apologise for my state, m’lady, but it has been a trying day. I am quite exhausted.”

“You will be, yet.” Efina said, stepping closer to hold the bars, “I cannot be certain of the instigator, and thus will besmirch no name, but one of my girls was hired to kill your mistress. A succubus, intended to bed her until the life leaves her.”

Sai considered it, “You breach the rules of your temple, Lady Efina. That is a dangerous precedent. Why would you risk your life for a neko that you spent some considerable number of years torturing?”

“She is your mistress, Lord Sai. She carries your name with her.” The priestess said with more than a little hint of shame to her voice.

It was a flattering answer.

And an utter fabrication.

So, then this would be the temptation. The attack on his property was real enough, and someone he was supposed to trust had been chosen as the one to deliver the message.

Honey in the trap.

If he attempted to save his dear Toofy, then they would have all they needed to order his immediate execution.

Sai was curious who was pulling the strings on this one. The emperor, annoyed to be caught up in the politics, or Castelle, infuriated that he was not yet dead.

He leaned back onto the stone wall of his cell, “You should not have come, Lady Efina, and I would ask you not to betray your calling, again. Twenty Four will be fine. That little cat... My little rascal... Is entirely capable of dealing with anything thrown her way.”

“I trained her, Lord Sai! She is not prepared to face this.” Efina insisted.

Sai scratched his chin idly, “So you say. Yet, I do not think she is as entirely simple as you believe. Here is one simple question without an answer, Lady Efina. I have no scorpions in my yard. I would tolerate it, and nor would my gardener. Where did my mistress obtain them? Where did she obtain enough to fill the beds of your acolytes? They are not swarming creatures.”

The priestess blinked, “Lord Sai?”

“It has been on my mind.” He frowned, “How she knows things she should not. Obtains creatures like that, when she should be unable. The way the world itself seems to always give her a chance to succeed. A chance, not a guarantee, but a chance nonetheless.”

Lady Efina backed away from the bars, “It is not possible. I would know. I am the speaker for the gods!”

“What is behind the idol, beneath the trapdoor, and behind the bookcase?” Sai asked.

The priestess glared at him angrily, “She did not tell you.”

“You have no way of knowing, one way or another.” He replied, “It does not matter. Toofy learned that, without you being aware of it. The cat is not as simple as she appears.”

The priestess’ knuckles went white as she struggled to suppress her rage. “Did you have to saddle the cat with such a ridiculous name, Lord Sai? What will you do when she enters society? Would you have her introduced to the emperor as Toofy?”

“That will occur momentarily. He has asked to meet her.” Sai said with amusement, “I do wonder what her royal guard escort will make of your little assassin. Do you believe she will survive if they witness her attack?”

“The emperor has sent for the neko?” Efina stared in terror.

He gave a small nod, “I am afraid so. Predicting her future... Well, that is now in the hands of the gods.”

The underhanded insult very nearly broke the priestess’ composure. It was quite amusing to think his words had such power, when he lay behind bars, and she was free to do as she pleased.

“Do you know that our little neko has some desires, best not spoken aloud?” Efina asked quietly.

Sai chuckled, “Mmm. I do, indeed, Lady Efina. She made two demands upon me, before we even arrived home. The first was some fish. The second was... Impossible.”

“Yet, I once believed that her mere survival in the temple was impossible. I regret making her my enemy, Lord Sai. It is one of my greatest regrets. I have no doubt, that if she survives to live in our world, as we do, that she will achieve her dreams.” Efina came a hair’s breadth from treason, begging Sai to trust her.

It was too bad that Sai had no intention of ever doing that. He would have liked to crow that he had not left his mistress undefended, and that he would not have left if he thought there was a possibility she would be killed.

He smiled and shrugged, “We’ll see what the rascal does, soon enough.”

— — —
She very nearly vomited as she entered her bedroom, clamping both hands over her mouth and nose. The catgirl let out a long and pained moan, shaking her head.

Arina stared at her, and sniffed, “Mistress? What’s wrong?”

“Dog.” She gagged, “He smells like freaking dogs. Don’t like. Do not like.”

The handmaiden stepped in front of her quickly, speaking firmly, “Who dares to breach the sanctity of my mistress’ rooms? Reveal yourself.”

Toofy tapped her shoulder, and then pointed at a man leaning casually in the corner of the room. Before she grabbed her mouth and nose again with both hands.

“Gamekeeper?” Arina asked in surprise, “This is an outrage.”

“A necessary one.” He said with a bored attitude, “I do not believe we have been properly introduce, Madame Sai. I am your gamekeeper, and manager of the grounds. I heard you may have found scorpions in my gardens. May I know where I have so blatantly failed?”

Toofy swallowed behind her hands, “He stinks. He should go away.”

“A necessary invasion, I’m afraid.” He replied without a hint of deference. “In a few moments someone is going to attempt to kill you. An assassin of the temple, that was positioned in advance of there being a Madame Sai. Killed for your title, not your person. Just an attempt to seize Lord Sai’s property.”

She rolled her eyes, “Little Saia is handled. He stinks. He should go away.”

“You handled a succubus assassin?” He said with a tiny degree of surprise, “And yet without killing her. You should teach me the technique, m’lady.”

“Make her cum every time you touch her.” Toofy said, still not stepping into the room, “He should go. She needs her room to finish seducing succugirl.”

The man gave a deep chuckle, and swung open the window, “As you wish, m’lady. I am afraid I will have to keep watch, to prevent your death. Propriety be damned.”

She clamped her hands more firmly to her face, tail swishing happily, “Toofy doesn’t mind being watched. Just watch out of stink range, stupid gamekeeper.”

“Ah, I neglected to introduce myself.” The man said as he sat on the windowsill, “I am called Tyre, Madame Sai.”

He slipped outside and closed her window.

Toofy let her hands go, and let out a gagging cough loudly. “Stinky gamekeeper! Eugh. Just... Eugh.”

Arina walked over and pushed both windows open, despite apparently being unable to smell the stench of wet dog the man had left like a poisonous perfume in the room.

The catgirl held her nose as she walked over weakly, before dropping onto the edge of the bed.

Her handmaiden whispered, “You knew that the temple acolyte was an assassin, mistress?”

“Of course.” Toofy said arrogantly, “If she was taught like Toofy, she would not be surprised how easy it is to make a succubus cum. Horns, tails, toes. All the sensitive little places. She would know them. Instead, she smells like blood. So Toofy thinks... She will use her.”

Arina swallowed, “It... Is beyond my place to talk, mistress, but I feel circumstances dictate it.”

“Toofy is the Sai’s.” She rolled her eyes, “Toofy knows. But until the Sai is returned to her, then Toofy will have enemies. She needs a guard who does not smell like... Eugh. Dogs. She would not have her Arina hurt.”

“The mistress nearly died, quite recently.” Arina said fearfully, “Perhaps it would be best not to take so great a risk. I have overstepped, my apologies.”

The catgirl grinned and crooked a finger, “Come.”

The handmaiden walked over to her, and the neko, ran a finger along the woman’s cheek, before fiercely grabbing the back of her head and dragging Arina to her.

She kissed her, tiny tongue playing across the woman’s teeth. Not enough to set a mood, but enough to make her intentions clear.

She broke the kiss, grinning at her, “The Arina is still Toofy’s. She will play later, when Twenty Four is feeling better. Less angry. She wants to kill the fucking elves. Burn their forests. She doesn’t want to play with her Arina in that mood. Might hurt her.”

The handmaiden flushed, “M-mistress.”

“Toofy.” She said suddenly, “She asked you to call her, Toofy! She is her friend. Only friend. Please. Call her, Toofy.”

“I cannot, Madame Sai. Now, more than ever.” The handmaiden protested.

The catgirl pouted, letting out a mewling cry of frustration and sadness, right before she grabbed her side and coughed up another bloody furball.

Arina immediately bent to clear it up, ever the faithful servant. The sacrificial lamb that would go willingly to slaughter. Toofy had managed to steal her heart, but the woman was already too broken to leave her role.

Irritating.

The succugirl, on the other hand... She was quite skilled with glamours. Toofy could convince her to appear as anyone. It would be fun to pretend to bed Efina. The endless possibilities made the neko quite excited.

Elia, her Little Saia, was not quite broken.

She was a killer, but inexperienced. Someone who was never actually meant to succeed, but sent as someone else’s sacrifice. A temptation towards taking action.

That was precisely why the neko planned on making certain that Little Saia would never consider hurting Toofy. That she would do everything in her power to protect her new mistress.

“Arina? Toofy needs to make a purchase.” She frowned, “Can she make the arrangements for her? It must be done immediately. Toofy may not be here, when Arina returns. She must get a receipt.”

The handmaiden looked up from where she was cleaning the carpet, “M’lady?”

“Deal only directly with Lord Yu. Offer up to three casks of our wine. It is expensive, but must be done. He will offer other things, but Toofy wants only one. The slavegirl, Elia. None others. Buy her.” The neko ordered and pointed at the door, snarling “Run!”

“Do I... Fetch Isaac for you, first, mistress?”

“No. Run. Fucking run!” Toofy growled.

Her plans had changed, had to change. She could smell the horses on the wind, now. Only a few minutes away from barrelling in, and she needed them not to interfere with the purchase.

Palace horses. She couldn’t imagine any lord less than an emperor wasting bath salts on such damned stupid creatures. Which meant they were coming for the neko.

Almost as soon as Arina left the room, Toofy was knocked onto her back. Firm hands pinning her shoulders, and warm thighs above her own. A leather tail flicked the air playfully, as red eyes glared down at her.

“You’re going to buy me, are you?” The succubus growled, “And here I thought I was just going to kill you.”

The catgirl smiled at her, eyes glowing, “Is she going to take Toofy, now? Make her die with a flood between her legs?”

Elia growled again, a deeply guttural sound, and reached backwards for a knife at her hip. The cat took advantage of the movement, slipping free of the grasp as she became almost liquid, and pounced against the woman’s back.

The would-be assassin snarled as she found herself pinned, but didn’t fight back when she felt claws at the base of her neck. “I will do my duty, cat.”

“Toofy thinks that would be boring.” She purred quietly, “She is prepared to kill the succugirl, if she has to. She would prefer a playmate.”

“Fuck off.”

Toofy snagged the tail that tried to slap her face in her mouth, baring her tiny and incredibly sharp teeth. Threatening to bite down and causing Elia to whimper in fear.

She spoke around the tail, “Behave. If she wants, Little Saia can feel joy. Or she can feel unloved pain. It is her choice.”

“That’s not a choice. That’s an ultimatum.” Elia said angrily, “Get fucked, or get fucked up.”

The cat sighed, “Little Saia did this. She didn’t have to insist on trying to kill Toofy. Now, if Toofy releases her tail, is she going to be a bitch?”

“Probably.” The woman resisted her powerless position.

Toofy sighed, and shuffled the tail in her mouth until she had the fork on the end. She suckled it gently. She would have preferred to play with the woman willingly, but needs must.

She didn’t want to end up getting stabbed.

“No, you fuck!” Elia gasped loudly, “Noooo! I... I... Augh!”

The girl came, shaking and twitching beneath the cat sitting on her back. The orgasm pushing through her like a freight train as Toofy took her from nowhere to well passed the edge.

She continued suckling gently, knowing that the woman couldn’t fight back, and moved her hands to take the knife and throw it out of reach. Then, she leaned down, rubbing her breasts into their back, before her hands found those sensitive horns.

“Noo! Not more! No! I can’t take it!” Elia begged as Toofy blinded her with a forced joy. All the while, feeling guilty and hating herself for it.

This was not much different than what the bastard elf had tried on her, apart from Elia attacking first.

She released the tail from her mouth, and softened her grip on the woman’s horns. “Is Elia going to attack her, if Toofy stops?”

“N-no.” The woman gasped, still shaking.

She lay down beside the woman, letting out a sad sigh and stroking her cheek. “Don’t like making people do things. But didn’t want to kill the Elia. She will be Toofy’s, soon.”

“You’re buying me.” The succubus growled angrily, “I hate you.”

She flicked the bell around her collar, “Toofy is property, too. She doesn’t like it. Wants to change it. But humans are human. Stupid bitches who think we’re weak and stupid. Don’t see neko. See slave.”

Elia winced, “You got yourself a lord. Don’t even pretend to be like me, to know what I have been forced to do.”

“Toofy nearly threw up when she saw it was a glamour.” She shrugged, “Forbidden love, she doesn’t mind. Stealing someone’s image? Only if you hate them. He wants to hurt his daughter.”

The succubus gave a timid effort to roll onto her side and failed, “You still have no idea who I am, or what I’ve done, cat.”

“Yu is a drunk. A bastard who thinks that Toofy is a fucktoy for her Sai, who loves her.” She insisted, “She may not know what Little Saia has done, but she will help her hurt him.”

The woman’s red eyes took on a different tone, “Excuse me?”

“If succugirl joins her mistress, then her mistress promises her revenge. It may take time, but it will be as bad as Toofy can make it. Help Little Saia fuck him until he wishes he was dead.” The neko growled.

Elia laughed sarcastically, “Really? What the fuck can a couple of slave girls do?”

“Toofy is about to be called to the Emperor. She will become Lord Castelle’s property.” The neko stated, “When it happens, she will begin his death. She will return herself to her Lord Sai. And take what Castelle owns, with her.”

“You’re insane. We’re slaves.” Elia insisted.

She reached up and touched one of the horns, eliciting a gasp. “Slaves. Yes. Weak, no. Never. All the human secrets and lies... Toofy doesn’t care for them. She will conquer, steal, and kill, until the empire is hers. She wants it, and so it will be hers.”

“Fuck. You think you can do it.”

Her mouth went into her lopsided grin, “Bastard elf is already dead. The women are afraid of Twenty Four. The emperor has already heard her name. She has been Lord Sai’s for a single night. Why does Little Saia think that she can’t do it?”

Elia gave a weak sigh, “Holy of holies. You’re a monster.”

“She is.” Toofy agreed, smiling even broader, “She takes what she wants. She is using the Little Saia. She makes no pretence of it. But the Little Saia will enjoy it, and she will get her revenge.”

“What are you going to do? Poison the casks of wine?” The succubus sneered.

Toofy rolled her eyes, “Twenty Four isn’t that stupid. That would lead back to her. She will get Lord Vanhern to hold the knife, probably. He already hates the man, and wonders if Yu is not too dangerous to keep living. If Vanhern thought Yu was causing the blight on his vines, he would tear down the temple to get to Yu. Challenge the gods, even.”

“Devious little shit, aren’t you?”

She shrugged, “People are weapons. Words are weapons. Fucking is a weapon. Dangerous imaginations are weapons. Everything is a weapon, and Toofy will use it against her prey.”

“Fuck.” Elia gave a little groan, and reached a hand down between her own legs, “Such a monster.”

She smiled broadly, “Does the Little Saia want a taste of this power? Does she want to hurt them?”

“Y-yes.” Elia moaned, her red eyes beginning to glow as she began to frantically try and get herself off. Wanting the power and authority that Toofy was offering her.

Toofy leaned forward and kissed the succubus. Tasting the chef in her mouth, just like she’d ordered, earlier.

When it came to succubi, it was all about the power. They were switches. Didn’t matter if they dominated, or were forced to submit, there was nothing more attractive than an imbalance between two people.

A long and forked tongue wrapped around Toofy’s small and rough one. Snaking around it and then down her throat with a zealous lust. Wanting her, wanting more of her.

She felt one of the succugirl’s hands on her breasts, toying excitedly, as the other hand noisily and frantically tried to make the temple assassin cum.

Toofy roughly grabbed the woman by her horns, and jerked, rolling them over and dominating the girl. Shoving her head into the bed as she pushed their mouths together roughly.

Tiny claws scratching and rolling around the delicate and sensitive ends of the black ivory. Elia moaned loudly into her, immediately beginning to cum, again.

To cum for her mistress.

A firm knock sounded at the door, threatening to interrupt the two of them. Isaac’s arrogant voice coming through the wood, “Madame Sai. I am afraid that there are some men here to escort you. You have been summoned, m’lady.”

“Fucking ass.” Toofy broke the kiss, and moved down to gently nip at Elia’s neck, “Want him... To go... Away.”

“Mmm... Eugh...” Elia groaned under the increased attentions, “I... Gods above... Where did... Oh... You learn that?”

“Cum.” Toofy ordered, “Cum for your mistress, your playmate. Little Saia.”

“Eugh!” The succubus’ voice cried out loudly enough that Isaac would have felt it. “I... Am... So... So... Much... Eugh! Fuck’s sake!”

The catgirl licked her neck before suddenly plunging her teeth down. Breaking the skin with her needle-like fangs. Giving the succubi what she wanted.

“M-mmmmistress!” Elia cried out in a mix of pain and ecstasy as her largest orgasm yet hit her like a tidal wave. Forcing her to become Toofy’s.

Hers, and no other’s.

The catgirl leaned up, her tongue playing over her teeth. There was no mark, despite a few small flecks of blood. The punctures too small to be seen.

Elia gasped weakly, “Fuck. You win. I’ll be your thing.”

“Toofy expects Elia to reciprocate, one day.” She said coyly, “Would she like that? Dominating the little neko?”

“F-fuck yes.” The succubi groaned, and breathed heavily, “So... What now? Do I just wait here for the invoice?”

The catgirl shook her head and stood up, before nearly collapsing. She pulled at an ear in frustration, coming away with a tuft of fur. “Too much. That took too much of Toofy. She’s still sick. Nearly dead. She needs a guard. Her handmaiden.”

“Well, you’ve recharged me.” The succubi purred and wrapped their arms around the catgirl’s waist. There was a visual shiver as she changed and became the image of Arina. “Mistress.”

Toofy grinned, “The voice is good. Not perfect. Enough to fool stupid humans. Shall we get arrested, Elia?”




Six

The catgirl meets the emperor.

— — —
Author’s Note: There’s some darker parts to this chapter. Reluctance plays a big role, and there are references to rape. (Not depictions. I will never write something like that.)

This chapter is all about power plays, so expect what comes with that territory.

— — —
Her feet ached as her paper-thin dress shoes slapped against the uneven cobblestones. She drew looks and gasps as she ran, holding her skirts off the ground, trying to keep focused.

Her mistress had given her an urgent task, and so she would perform it.

The bells for the afternoon prayers began to toll as she turned down the right street, heading for the largest and tallest building in the city, apart from the emperor’s palace.

She skidded to a stop on the threshold, putting one hand to her chest as she tried to regain control of her breathing, of her frantic heart. She steeled herself, trying to look like her mistress did before she suddenly sent a forked word into someone’s ear.

Then, the little handmaiden entered the building.

The statues of the gods loomed over her. Even with downcast eyes, she could feel the judgemental stares, see the long shadows cast over her. Feel the guilt of the sinner as she crossed into their threshold.

An acolyte approached her, “Oh, hello there. Have you come for prayers, miss?”

She looked at her dishevelled uniform that had drawn the woman’s eye, and shook her head. “I must speak with Lord Yu, immediately. I come on behalf of Madame Sai.”

“I am afraid Lord Yu is cloistered at this time, miss.” The acolyte said fluidly, “Perhaps Lady Efina can assist your mistress.”

“L-Lord Yu will see me.” Arina forced herself to be brave. Her mistress needed her. Had given her explicit instructions. “He will, when you mention my mistress’ name. If he does not, then remind him that sending succubi to kill a neko is never going to succeed.”

The girl breathed in sharply, “A... N-neko? You serve Twenty Four?”

“She is enraged.” Arina glared at the acolyte, whose entire attitude immediately changed. She was no longer the calm grass blade in the wind. She was utterly, completely, without reservation, terrified.

The woman curtsied to her, and then, to Arina’s astonishment, took off at a sprint.

She moved beside the doors, waiting awkwardly, unsure what she was supposed to do until an answer came back to her. The pews were generally reserved for those in prayer. There was no receiving area.

Arina’s anxious eyes roved over the temple. Taking in the gold and silver pillars, depicting the tenants of the temple. The struggles of the gods to bring order out of chaos, creating the world.

Some of the stained glass windows depicted tales of various saints, but most were dedicated to telling the story of how the current pantheon killed their forefathers, finally destroying the grip of chaos on their world.

The saints were their champions. Chosen warrior magus who used their gifted powers to fight against the corrupting influence of chaos, preventing the return to those dark and early days.

Her gut twisted nauseatingly.

It was pointless to protest that her mistress was not an agent of chaos. Twenty Four would be proud to be acknowledged as such a thing. She’d grin lopsidedly and do something improper, before giggling.

Yet, she was raised here. Her knowledge of the world was the vast ocean of an educated woman, trained in every level of culture. More than a passing familiarity with everything from flowers to religion and war.

How was it possible that Twenty Four embraced chaos so readily?

The taint of the betrayer gods.

A horrible stain that now took root in Arina’s own soul, dooming her eternally. She was now a sinner, and nothing that she could do would change it. She could not deny the sin that pierced her entire being.

She would be cursed upon her death, and yet... She could not turn away from the path that she now found herself walking down.

“Where’s the li’l bitch!?” A slurring voice roared, and Arina went white.

She saw Lord Yu, angry and drunk, stumbling into the main hall. The same acolyte as before, trembling in fear with a red mark across her face. Struggling not to cry as she pointed Arina out.

She smiled sadly.

Arina was terrified, and just desperate not to wet herself when he spoke to her. However, she could imagine her mistress. Back arching, and letting out an angry hiss.

The lord lumbered over to her, grabbing her clothes and lifting her into the air, “You dare to threaten me, wench? Lord of this temple!?”

“M-m’lord. I do not dare.” Arina struggled, feeling her breathing, trying to control it as a frightened tear roll down her cheek. “I have come on behalf of Madame Sai. I... I am her representative. Do... Do you mean to harm me?”

“Bitch.” He cursed and tossed her to the ground, “Speak up.”

“The succubi. Elia.”

He groaned, “Shit. She failed, didn’t she?”

“The mistress knew her, before the attack began. She could not succeed.” Arina said bravely, praying to any god that might hear her heretic soul that it was true. “However, she is willing to overlook it, if she may purchase the woman.”

“Purchase?” Yu’s face screwed up, “What? No. Not happening. She can have one of the other’s. Elia is mine to fuck.”

Way too drunk.

“The offer is three casks of wine, sir. But it is not negotiable for another slave. Elia, or none. That is the desire of Madame Sai.” Arina found herself saying.

“Casks? Plural?” Yu was caught by surprise, “A most generous offer. Since when does the mistress of a household have such leeway? Lord Sai will be angry. Go away, little thing.”

“Lord Sai has been arrested for the death of Lord Elatham. The estate falls to his mistress, sir.” Arina said, voice shaking.

“They arrested him. Shit.” Yu said tiredly, all the life suddenly leaving him. He waved a hand, “Fine. The cat can have the devilchild.”

“A receipt, sir.” Arina insisted, remembering her instructions.

He nodded and waved to the acolyte, “Take care of it. I’m going back to bed. Someone has to sleep if the Thunderstep is about to go to war with the palace.”

“Thunderstep, sir?” Arina asked, remembering how her mistress had ordered her to discover all that could be, of her master.

He looked at her tiredly, “Lord Sai. It is his title, but... Speaking it aloud is a crime. I would try and forget you ever heard it, little girl. People have been killed for less.”

The man left, all his energy gone.

Arina stood up slowly, dusting down her dress. The acolyte assisted her, apologising profusely for the actions of the lord. Begging her not to mention it.

As if she would be brave enough.

— — —
The succubi groaned, grabbing at her throat as she felt a ring of fire burning it. There was nothing there, but she felt it all the same. Enough pain that she nearly dropped the glamour.

Her owner had changed.

Her mistress hissed at her, and she gave a timid little curtsy. Despising the creature she was supposed to be imitating. How could a human of all things be such a pushover? They were born to rule the other races.

The guards escorting them didn’t seem to have noticed the slip.

The two of them were led into a large and intimidating hallway, where the mistress immediately didn’t curtsy, but actually went down on her knees and bowed her head to the ground.

Elia followed suit, but was utterly confused.

She wouldn’t have expected that cat to show anyone this kind of respect. Would have expected that she would have preferred to die than to submit.

The glamour around Elia wavered, and then collapsed.

She jerked her head up, red eyes glaring over towards a guard leaning in a shadow. He put a hand on his sword.

The mistress spoke, “If you intend to slay my property, sir, I would prefer it that you did so after I have finished paying for it.”

“You dare to bring a succubus here?” A man a long way from them said angrily.

The mistress stood, but put a hand on Elia’s shoulder to keep her put. “She is acting as my servant. Nothing more. I am afraid, sir, that I was injured quite recently, and quite badly. I require the attentions of someone who is experienced beyond human needs.”

Elia’s eyes widened as she suddenly realised that the mistress wasn’t speaking in the third person. She was sounding polite, trim and proper, and insulting the fuck out of everyone in the room.

“What could you possibly require that a human could not provide?” The distant man scoffed.

The cat’s tail brushed against Elia’s face comfortingly, “Magic, for one, sir. As you insultingly have observed, I am not human. Thus, I require magic to heal correctly. As the sir is aware, succubi drink in sexual energy and convert it to magic. I am feeding off her, to restore my strength.”

Elia’s jaw tightened.

She hadn’t noticed it, but the cat wasn’t lying. She really was trickle-draining the succubus’ magic. Without even asking her first. Seemed her mistress had a different idea of their relationship.

“The succubi will be expelled.” The man said, “That is the will of the emperor.”

Twenty Four’s tail swished, and she made a pouting face, “That’s not what he said. He said he wants to see her. Isn’t it a crime to lie about the emperor’s words?”

Elia breathed in sharply.

The attendant pointed a finger, “You dare to -”

“Don’t bother, human. She can hear him whisper.” The neko growled, and took a step forward, “Every word. She is a neko. The ears are not just fluffy, you fluff-brained idiot.”

Elia cringed, bowing her head, “Mistress. It would be better that I recede.”

“Fuck that.” Twenty Four swore, “That one is looking for an excuse to kill my property. It has quite annoyed her. He thinks of Toofy as a slave. She is the fucking Madame Sai! Head of the House of Sai! She will be afforded the respect of her station!”

The entire room went silent.

Toofy dragged the succubi to her feet, claws painfully piercing her shoulder as she did. “By order of your mistress, you will not leave Toofy’s side, Elia.”

“T-Toofy?” The attendant stammered.

The neko laughed gleefully, “It is her name, sir. Given to her by her master. The Madame Sai is the Toofy. That is her name, and if you continue to ridicule it inside that festering imagination that you call a mind, I will tear it out.”

Elia’s eyes widened and she stared at her mistress, at the glowing golden eyes. She was casting. She had to be. She was looking inside the mind of the attendant.

“You dare to threaten -”

“Die.”

Elia sprang into a fighting stance, tail flicking anxiously, as the man dropped to the ground. She’d heard his heart stop beating the moment that the mistress spoke. He was long gone.

Toofy paced for a moment, as the royal guards surrounded them, weapons at the ready and drawn. Then she gave her monstrous lopsided smile, “The emperor wished to know if Toofy could be of use. She has inherited Lord Elatham’s magic, as she has just demonstrated on that worthless trash. A man who could not even relay the emperor’s intent. Twisting his words. Toofy believes she has done as requested.”

“Agreed.”

The room all dropped to the ground, heads touching stone. Elia couldn’t believe it. Her mistress had actually forced the emperor to speak to her.

To actively defend her, of his own free will, or lose an asset that he would obviously like to keep. To control. That was why she’d killed the attendant.

Forcing his hand.

She had just made the fucking emperor do what she wanted. Her mistress was utterly terrifying, and the abuse of power was... Elia needed new underwear. This set was soaked through.

— — —
The scent of Elia was both comforting, and nearly overpowering. Her Little Saia had done well to avoid making a peep as she had a full blown orgasm when the emperor spoke. His hand forced.

Toofy wanted to suck her tail. See the woman stay quiet, then!

“I am intrigued by you, Madame Sai.” The quiet voice spoke from behind the distant veil. Her ears twitched nervously as she heard the anger in it, barely hidden. “Thus, I invoke my right to bed any wife, mistress, concubine or slave, of any lord, for a single night.”

It took everything in her not to pull her ears back and hiss loudly in his direction.

She was Sai’s, not this arrogant fucker’s.

Her mind raced, trying to find a way out.

She could suggest that she was still healing from Elatham, which was true enough. Her soul was scarred, and her body hardly knew it was alive. Yet, the emperor would simply delay it. Probably force her to stay, and be examined by his physicians until they deemed she was ready.

Sai was imprisoned. If he wasn’t considered a lord, then the right wouldn’t apply. But if it didn’t, then she wouldn’t have any rights whatsoever. A slave without a master. He could kill her or bed her, and no one would even pretend to give a shit.

If she even dared to pretend she wasn’t in heat, then Westcolm would be summoned, and he would sell her out. He would be excited to hear about the emperor wanting to bed her, not revolted or protective.

If the emperor spread his seed inside her, however... She would be killed. No bastard could be allowed to be born. If he didn’t do it inside her, decorating her, it would be an affront to the gods. A waste of his perfection.

There it was.

He wasn’t threatening to violate her purity. He was trying to demonstrate to her that her life was in his hands, and that even if she manipulated him, he would still control her destiny.

“It may be much for her to ask, but Toofy wishes to know.” She began ever so carefully, “Has the emperor had a temple-trained girl before? Toofy was trained by Lady Efina in the ways to best serve her master. These... Require a certain... Constitution. Lord Sai was a warrior. The great emperor, has been protected from such pains.”

“You’re mewling mouth will not save you, neko.” He replied quietly, so quietly only she could hear him. “Who do you think it was that trained Lord Sai how to pick up a sword? He trained beside me. Under the same swordmaster, Lord Westcolm.”

She rolled her jaw painfully, out of options.

She might one day have the power to defy the emperor, but that day was a long ways off, yet.

Today, she was just a neko.

She couldn’t even make a request to see her master before she had to submit her body to another. She didn’t have the right to make any request of any lord higher than herself.

And Toofy was just a fucking slave.

“She has been coughing up furballs, m’lord. She requires bathing. Her succubi can assist.” The neko spoke firmly, acquiescing to the demand of the emperor.

“Furballs?” The emperor asked in confusion.

She moved her hand a little, opened her mouth. She made a small retching noise. Her jaw stretched painfully, inhumanly wide. Her tongue curled and revealed itself as far longer than anyone would expect.

The bundle of hair fell onto the royal carpet with a hideous splat.

She pointed, “Furball. Toofy is a neko. She had to clean herself, after she was attacked. His excellency would not find her up to his standards, if she does not have a proper bath.”

Her ears twitched and she tried very hard to keep the smile from her face as she heard him dry retching.

If he was going to insist on making her future uncertain, then she was going to reinforce to him that she was not even remotely human. She was going to make it gross.

That and... She wouldn’t mind getting to have bath salts, again.

She didn’t like baths, but she did like smelling pretty.

“Escort Madame Sai to the House of the Falling Leaves. With her servant.” The emperor dismissed them.

— — —
It had been a long time since Sai had even used his magic.

He had reached for it instinctively when Toofy was in danger, grabbing hold of it blindly, ignoring the costs. Surprising himself with how naturally it had come to hand.

He had hoped that life was behind him.

Now, however, he was once again worried about his mistress. Summoned to the palace to convince the emperor that she was both not a threat and of some use to him.

Sai concentrated, sitting cross-legged. He felt the light begin to glow behind his eyes, the steadying hands of the goddess embracing him, as his senses began to twist and shift.

He could still hear and see his cell.

However, he was also somewhere else. Seeing poorly as if through a dimmed light. Muffled noises around him. The voices were indistinct at first, before snapping into clarity.

“- my tail!” A coal-skinned succubus snarled, red eyes glaring with anger. She was naked, sitting beside a bath, clutching the afore-mentioned appendage and moving it out of reach.

A black-haired woman lay in the bath, and splashed the surface, sulking, “No fair! Toofy just wants to play with her! What’s so wrong about that?”

“We’re supposed to be getting you ready to fuck the emperor.” The succubus shot back, “You know, the guy who could have us both killed on a whim? So save your damned spirit for him.”

The dark-skinned woman poured a bucket over the other one, making them splutter and let out a surprised and angry meow. The succubus scoffed, “You’re the one who said smelling nice was important. Not my fault you were running around in a forest.”

Sai felt some not inconsiderable concern. He had exactly no idea who the newcomer was, but he doubted that they were a palace servant. He also recognised the room they were in just as much.

Toofy had to be in the palace, somewhere.

One of the many small buildings the emperor reserved for his concubines, in all likelihood. Which made Sai sweat in fear. He couldn’t tell if she still had her bell. Had the man taken her, seized her as his own? Or was this just another of Toofy’s dalliances?

It might just be a way to earn favour. Gods knew that they both needed some of that right now. One imprisoned, almost guaranteed to face execution.

The other, an inhuman slave.

“Toofy hates baths!” His neko warbled, “Hate, hate! She hates getting wet! Stop picking on her, Little Saia.”

“My name is Elia. Kinda disturbing that you’re still using that one for me, if I’m honest.” The succubus said with irritation, “Just because you think it’s cute. The client called me that because of his daughter.”

The neko splashed the bathwater with irritation, “That’s not why. Her master’s name is the same. Sai. So Toofy likes the name. What name does Elia like?”

“Elia.”

“Not cute enough!” Toofy declared.

So this was Elia, then. Sai had been vaguely aware of the temple girl. Several of his household staff were in the habit of hiring her, because she was both skilled at glamour magic, and roleplay.

It was a taboo. A borderline crime, to use someone else’s image, personality, and voice, during carnal activity. Which was likely why Elia was a trained assassin and not a whore.

One of Yu’s, not Efina’s.

It seemed that Toofy had eliminated that problem for Sai, before he had got around to it. He believed that the infiltration had been instigated by Lord Vanhern.

It was still possible that Castelle was behind it, but unlikely. That one wasn’t patient enough to allow the assassin months to integrate into the flow of the estate.

The succubus blew at her hair, “You’re testing my patience, mistress.”

“Then let Toofy suck your tail!”

Mistress?

It was clear that his neko had once again ignored his orders to engage sexually with someone else. He could let that pass - it was likely a necessity of the circumstances.

Yet, a temple girl wouldn’t use that term lightly. Had the cat hired the would-be assassin? Or had she outright bought the creature?

It didn’t seem like Twenty Four had made this one fall in love with her, like she had with her handmaiden. There was deference, and a playful sort of lust, but not a deep affection.

At least, not yet.

“No! I’m already dehydrated as it is!” The succubus snapped, “I need to recharge, you stupid cat. If you keep draining me, then I’ll bloody starve.”

The neko sniffled weakly, “O-okay. Toofy gets it.”

“Oh, for...” The succubus growled, and the black tail whipped around over the bath, “Here.”

The neko shook her head, “Not hurt the Elia. Toofy is just... She doesn’t want to remember things. Not right now. He... He’s going to hurt her. Just like the bastard elf. No one to save her.”

Sai’s jaw tightened.

Elia ran a hand through the catgirl’s hair, “Sshh. I can’t make things better. No one can. The best you can do is enjoy this whilst you can.”

“Toofy hates baths.”

Sai felt his knuckles crack. His mistress sounded broken. Damaged, maybe beyond repair, by what had been done to her. And now... Now the emperor was forcing the same thing on her again.

If she resisted, or tried to guide him, the man probably would paralyse her. Not to death, like Elatham had tried, but the reminder might be enough to finish shattering her mind.

If he did anything... What would be done in retaliation would be far worse.

“Does the Elia know about nekos?” Toofy asked hopefully. “She didn’t seem to know about her own race.”

The dark-skinned woman sighed heavily, “I’m still a temple girl. I might not be able to make someone cum at the drop of a coin, like you, but I know enough. Do you want me to distract you? You might have to take another bath.”

“Nekos are different.” Toofy half-whispered, “We do... Play, with whoever we want. Whenever we want. Which is most of the time. But... But... We choose our masters. No one can choose for us.”

Elia brushed the hair away from the catgirl’s face, “You chose Lord Sai. So this... Feels like a betrayal?”

“Toofy isn’t choosing to play. Doesn’t want to play.” The cat cried, “She just wants her Sai back. She doesn’t want to fuck the stupid human. He hates her. Wants to hurt her. She could smell it.”

The succubus sighed, “You know that referring to him as stupid is enough reason for him to execute you, right? Someone’s spying on us. Probably one his lackeys.”

Sai breathed in sharply.

He hadn’t expected his scrying to be so easily noticed. All the same, he had no reason to cut it off, yet. Even if the woman was misled about who was doing the spying.

“His magic.” Toofy said quietly, voice shaking, “All green and angry. Smelling of blood and war. That’s my Sai. Worried about his Toofy. Wanna kill anyone who hurts her. She loves her master. Belongs to him.”

She’d... Noticed it?

He wanted to promise her that everything was going to be okay. Wanted to reach out to her, and nobody else. To protect her from everything that was about to come her way.

The succubus laughed, “Your master is spying on you in the bath?”

“Of course!” The cat said loudly, “He misses fucking Toofy as much as she misses him. But emperor would be so mad if she turned up with his seed in her, and Toofy wouldn’t want it anywhere else.”

Elia shook her head, “And they say succubi are horny. Do you ever think about anything other than sex, cat?”

“Always. But nobody is ever willing to talk about sex. Which makes it easy for Toofy to make them say things they don’t want to.” She grinned, before jerking out a hand to snag the black tail out of the air with a splash of water.

“Oh, gods.” Elia muttered, “You’re incorrigible.”

The cat grinned slowly, “Can... Can Elia help Toofy? She wants to give Sai a show.”

“Fine. You can suck my tail.” The red-eyed creature glowered.

“Uh uh.” The cat shook her head. “She was thinking...”

Elia grabbed her tail and pulled back, “No! You can’t just suddenly decide to fuck my bloody tail! I don’t care if you’re my mistress. That’s too much. I am not some vegetable you can shove inside.”

“Little Saia would like it.” The cat mewled, “She really, really would. You think her mouth is fun on the tip of your tail. Little Saia doesn’t know what fun is.”

“I am not tail-fucking you.” The succubus crossed her arms. “That is gross and you could not pay me for it. No groups, no tail-fucking. I am not a total slut.”

Toofy stuck out her tongue at the slave, “Too bad. Elia would have liked it. Sai would have liked to watch. Toofy will just have to put on a show by herself.”

With that, the cat sat up onto the edge of the bath. She gave a small shiver, and then slowly spread her legs. He gave a small gasp as she looked directly at him, with those glowing golden eyes of hers.

Sai didn’t understand how she could see his spell. She was just a lowly temple slave. So little about his little neko made sense. She would never stop intriguing him.

Right at this moment, however, she was showing him something else.

She gave a soft little moan as her fingers rubbed gently on the outside of her mound. Her other hand reaching up to squeeze one of her breasts. Her eyes, however, were locked on his, as if she could see what he was feeling.

“How are you wet?” Elia leaned in curiously, “You were just in the water.”

The cat shoved the succubus to the side, “Shh. Master is watching. Toofy can teach you how to fuck, later. Mmm. Do you see it, master? Her wet little cunt, just for you?”

The hand on her chest moved down to spread out her sex, make it easier for him to see her pink moistness. She rubbed herself gently, the lewd liquid beginning to drip from her and towards the bath.

She moaned gently into the air, a soft and purring sound. Gentle on the ears, and describing the passion that joined her to another.

This was Twenty Four’s love tale, just for him.

Sai didn’t know whether he should be getting excited, and starting to rub himself, or to be so moved as to find himself in tears.

He hadn’t known exactly what his mistress had felt. Their relationship had been one of claims. Both of them, owning the other, in some way or another.

With bright and golden eyes, with crying and breathless moans, she was telling him that though her flesh might become despoiled by the ruthless figures of this land... Her heart belonged to him.

“Fuck.” The succubus swore at the scene in front of her.

Toofy’s hand movements became more intense, more than one finger finding its way inside her twat. The deftness of his cat was undeniable, as she so quickly brought herself to the edge.

Crying out, her head going back.

Her stomach muscles rippling and heaving as the orgasm rushed through her in waves. Her tail stood bolt upright, and her knees shuddered.

Droplets fell from her snatch into the water below.

Sai watched her, mouth dry.

His beautiful neko.

— — —
Toofy felt the light fade from her eyes, and she leaned forward, chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. Shaken by the intensity of her orgasm, the incredible feeling of having her master watching her.

An ear flicked, and she smiled as she looked over to see Little Saia sucking on her own tail. The succubus glared back at her, and muttered, “Shuddup. It was sexy.”

“Toofy thinks that Elia would like it more if she played with one of her horns, too.” The cat said, stepping out of her bath, and picking up a towel.

She rubbed her face into it for a moment, before she began to try and dry her fine fur and skin. Enjoying the background sound of the succugirl making herself cum.

She tossed aside the wet and hair-covered towel, and picked up the robes that the emperor had arranged for her. His design for her clothing, his foreplay.

They were elegant, after a fashion. Long and flowing. Silk that slipped easily around her shoulders, tied neatly at the waist. Simple to don, simpler to remove.

She didn’t like the colours.

They were were grey and bland, making her look like a grimalkin, instead of a young and virile neko. Clashing against her black hair, her white fur and skin. Turning her into some forlorn shadow.

She grinned over where Elia was letting out one more loud moan, “Fu-uck!”

That one would always be fun to have around. She might claim that she had to recharge, but her sex drive was almost as strong as Toofy’s. She couldn’t wait to get the succugirl, Arina, and Sai all into the same bed with her.

That would be... Messy, and loud.

She skipped over happily, nuzzling the neck of the woman, and kissing at it gently. The succugirl pushed her away, “You just had a bath. You can’t go ruining your smell with me.”

“Don’t find a guard to fuck, whilst Toofy is gone.” She pouted, tail working its way out of the bottom of her robe, “You belong to her. Remember it.”

Elia laughed at her, “Aw. You care whether I eat at home?”

“Toofy cares if you give emperor an excuse to kill her, or her master, or the Elia. He hates us. Hates things that aren’t human.” The cat growled angrily, and turned away, “Hates succubi a lot. A lot, a lot. This place isn’t safe, Little Saia. They despise us, here. Toofy... Doesn’t know if she will be coming back.”

The woman’s tail flicked with annoyance, “I was trained by Lord Yu. No one is about to sneak up on me, mistress.”

“You cannot fight them. Is crime.” The catgirl said in irritation, “Have to run. Have to hide. Have to be... Unseen.”

Elia shivered, becoming a mirror image of Toofy. She spoke with her voice, sarcastically. “Always have to hide. To be afraid of the ones who might kill her.”

“Take that look off my face!” Toofy snarled angrily, “Or I will beat you to death, myself!”

The succubus shivered, her red eyes staring at the anger of the cat, “I... Didn’t mean to hurt you that much, mistress. I was just... I’m an assassin. Politics and not getting killed, that’s my job.”

“If the Elia ever wears Toofy’s face again, she will sew her cunt shut.” The catgirl snarled at her, “To begin with. Toofy’s image, is Toofy. You don’t want to steal from Toofy. Don’t want to become her enemy.”

The woman raised her hands, tail dropping to the floor, “I didn’t... I don’t want you as my enemy, mistress. I’m yours. Always.”

The cat growled at her, and then turned to the doors of the bathroom, shoving them open as she walked out into the main section of the house. To the servants there.

A dozen other women, dressed in similar grey robes of silk. Hair adorned with metalwork that looked like silver, delicately shaped into vines. Pink crystals embedded in it like blossoms.

One of them stepped forward, “Are you prepared, little one?”

“Madame Sai.” She snarled, baring her teeth. “Not a whore, like you. Not in a good mood, either.”

The woman laughed and flicked her bell. “A slave.”

Toofy’s golden eyes flashed and her magic surged over her, burning at her skin as it did. She vanished from their sight, just for a moment. In that moment of confusion, she punched the woman in the throat.

The whore dropped to the ground, gasping and clutching at her swelling and closing throat.

Toofy reappeared and shoved her aside, striding forward confidently. “I am Madame Sai, mistress of Lord Sai, and none of you are worthy of my respect or attention. I have been called before the emperor. To see him, as I see you.”

“Enough!” A loud and male voice declared.

The women spun, and then fell to their knees, bowing. The catgirl looked at them derisively, and then up at the man approaching them. He wasn’t going to make her mood any better.

He bowed slightly, “Madame Sai. I have come to escort you to our most beloved emperor. To protect you from the jealousy of his concubines, such as these.”

“Toofy needs no protection. Certainly not by the hand of Lord Westcolm.” She said as respectfully as she could.

The man smiled in amusement at her, “I can see that. A neat trick, disappearing. Is it true you can cast death, like Elatham?”

“Mention the bastard elf to Toofy, again, and she will cast it on you.” She said honestly, “The spell... Requires hatred. One of the two must hate the other, know but the hate. The attendant hated Toofy. She hates the elf above all others. He stole from her, hurt her.”

Westcolm raised his hands, “I meant no offence, Madame Sai. Come, this is the path, and the emperor is waiting for you.”

She followed him, pausing only to look back at the concubines of the house and let out a threatening growl. Mostly because there was still a succubus in there, and she cared what happened to Elia.

“I was surprised to hear a slave accompanied you, Madame Sai.” Westcolm made conversation, “I expected it to be your handmaiden.”

“She had the Arina’s image, when we came.” She replied quietly, “Somebody sent her to kill Toofy. So... Toofy bought her from Lord Yu.”

Westcolm laughed, “Well, well. That is a... Unique approach to dealing with an assassination attempt. I suppose we should expect that of you, Madame Sai. I must confess, I expect great things of you. You have a way of seeing things, that others do not.”

“Toofy is still considering whether the Westcolm hired the succugirl. He would do it, just to try and fuck with her.”

The man smiled at her, “Perhaps. Yet, perhaps it was my doing to bring you before the emperor. To see what would happen when the greatest in the land views the little cat.”

“That was Lord Castelle.” She rolled her eyes, “He assumed the emperor would have her put to death. Might still, once he has had her as his pound of flesh.”

Westcolm sighed, “It is possible. I wish I could say it wasn’t... There was a Lady Westcolm, once. Until she caught the eye of the emperor. He did not allow her the joy of childbirth.”

“Yet, you serve.”

“We all the serve the emperor, cat.” The man said tiredly, resigned to his fate.

There was something there, useful to her, if she survived. Though, playing with Westcolm was not something she desired. He was too enamoured with her exotic nature.

Especially now that she had a succubus as a servant.

It would not surprise Toofy if the man headed back to try and play with her Little Saia the moment that he left her. Though, she wasn’t sure why he was guiding her.

The path they were on led to the largest of the houses within the palace walls. Ostentatiously adorned with gold, silver, and bronze. Statues of the gods standing guard on the entrance.

“Here, I leave you. None but those invited may enter.” Westcolm bowed to her, “May we meet again, Madame Sai.”

She frowned, “A moment, Lord Westcolm. The emperor told Toofy something, that she does not fully understand. He said that you trained him in the ways of war, and that you also trained her Sai. How is this so?”

“Ah. Days, long gone.” The man replied tiredly, “A lifetime ago. One I have left firmly behind me. To speak of it is a crime. The emperor may do as he wishes, but I cannot. Know only that it is of the days of the northern wars. The war with your people, for example.”

Toofy winced, feeling the memories of her ancestors bubbling, out of focus and out of reach, but filled with rage. Her tail fell to the ground, and she nodded quietly, “She thanks you, Lord Westcolm. May she meet you in better days.”

He bowed again to her, and moved away.

The catgirl turned her eyes back on the temple, and the hell that awaited her inside it. She swallowed nervously, and mounted the steps.

— — —
She curtsied, bowing her head, as the woman looked across her new estate. The lady turned her attention to the staff, and spoke firmly, “Which is the handmaiden who served Madame Sai? Step forward.”

Arina took a half step forward, and curtsied again, “M’lady.”

Lady Castelle looked at her haughtily, “You will now serve in my entourage. Transfer your belongings immediately, and report to my handmaiden by sundown.”

She curtsied, and when the woman stopped paying attention to her, she made her way to the servant’s sleeping quarters. She didn’t have much to pack, but she was surprised.

She had expected that her mistress would become the property of Lady Castelle. It seemed that the lady was attempting to protect Arina, as well.

She gave a deep sigh, “Isaac.”

He emerged from behind her, creeping hands going around her waist, and then up to hold her breasts. “I will miss these. You are soft, you little bitch. How did you earn a place with your new lady, so quickly?”

She felt terrified.

There was no one here to protect her, this time. He had done worse, when she’d first met him. Assumed that he could do anything, because he was the right hand of Lord Sai.

“Tell me, Isaac... Why is it that Lord Sai went to the temple, without you, when he purchased my mistress?” Arina’s voice shook as she spoke, amazed she was poking the wasp’s nest.

He pinched one of her nipples, “Bitch. How dare you?”

“Why, Isaac? Didn’t he trust you to choose his bride?” She swallowed, “Until he met her, it was just so that people would leave him alone, wasn’t it?”

The man shoved her onto her knees, drawing his belt. “I will teach you some manners, you whore!”

There was no one to save her.

— — —
The emperor was younger than Toofy expected. Clean-shaven, but as if he could not yet grow a beard. Only eighteen or nineteen years old. Younger than she was.

His hair was even longer than hers, and the smoothness of it made hers look downright scruffy. It smelled faintly of lilacs, roses, and other blossoms she couldn’t identify. Precious oils, and soap as well.

His eyes were a dark blue, and though he wore some kind of powder to try and hide it, his skin beneath his eyes was sunken and darkened from a lack of sleep.

Her keen eyes picked out dozens of scars beneath his silk shirt. His muscles, as well, showed signs of battle fatigue. She had thought an emperor would have a soft life... His hair was certainly that of luxury... But everything else about him screamed warrior.

His soul had the same stench of blood, death, and guilt that she had smelled on Sai when she first met him.

The catgirl let her clothes slip from her shoulders and to the ground. She stood naked before him, “Does it please you, m’lord?”

“To an extent.” He said with amusement, “Do I please your eyes, little exotic?”

She frowned, “You remind her of Sai. He runs from his guilt... Not the emperor. You seem to have grown comfortable with it. Wears the blood like a cloak. Remember the horrors like old friends.”

“Insightful. Are you peeking inside my mind, little cat? Like you did with my mouthpiece?” He said with amusement, still not even bothering to look at her. Not even her breasts.

Toofy sat down in front of him, crossing her legs to give him a view, and spoke quietly. “She doesn’t do that. Doesn’t know how. She could see his thoughts, on his face. Easy emotions to read, hatred. The hate of one who would rape and kill, instead of talk.”

“Is it true that you remained pure? Lord Sai was your first?”

She smiled at the memory. “Yes. He was so kind to her. He filled her, and she loved it. Loved him. She... She wants him back.”

“Did he taint you?” The emperor demanded.

She cocked her head, “Taint? She isn’t about to have kittens, if that is what the emperor means. But... Not for lack of trying. Sai and Toofy enjoy each other. She likes it inside.”

“If I were to spill my seed into you, then you would be killed. I thought I desired that.” The emperor said quietly, “But now... Now, I think I would like to set a cat amongst my pigeons. The lords of this land grow complacent. You are... Exotic. Dangerous.”

Toofy swallowed.

“If I were to spill my seed in your rectum, then you will have fulfilled your duties adequately, and I would have no reason to kill you.” He offered.

Her golden eyes went wide and her hands clamped over her backside. “Inside Toofy’s butt!?”

“Surely the temple taught you of sodomy.” The emperor teased her. “They teach you the finer points of heraldry and how to make a minotaur spill his seed, but not that?”

“They... Taught her.” She said slowly, hands not moving from beneath her tail, “But Toofy did not like. Not like! She will, if she has to. She has no choice. But Toofy not want.”

He laughed at her, “Would Toofy scream if I pulled her tail? Would she howl if I dragged her by the ear? I know how to make this painful, if you would prefer it. I do want that. We could find pleasure and delight in each other.”

“Toofy’s master is Sai. Always. Forever.” She said stubbornly, “But she will show the emperor that the temple teaches pleasure. That she was once a temple girl.”

“Up your butt.” He laughed, and then waved at his clothes, “Undress me.”

Her eyes lit up, and she pounced.

The neko let out a giggle as she surprised him, feeling him try and brace against her as he was knocked backwards from his chair and onto the ground.

She smirked as she ran a claw down his front, slicing through the silk threads smoothly. Amusement sparkled in her eyes at his horror as she ruined the clothing.

She scooted backwards, dividing his pants, and then glaring up at him without amusement. “Seriously? Toofy is naked, and about to get her cute little butt violated, and he can’t even get it up?”

“You’re... Terrifying.”

The neko rolled her eyes and pulled him into her mouth. He tasted as he smelled. Perfumed and clean, which was a relief.

She focused, her tongue brushing and scraping around him quickly, until she was bobbing her head up and down his length. Which had her feeling a tad worried.

The emperor was not average sized.

He was only a little bit longer than her Sai, but as he swelled, he was hurting her mouth, stretching the corners of it. She knew she had a small jaw, but her taint was small, too. Small and virgin.

She opened her throat, taking him in deeper, trying to make sure she was getting him as lubricated as she could. She doubted that he was going to give her backdoor the same kind of appreciation.

He groaned loudly, and then grabbed her fucking ears.

It took everything in her not to howl and bite his dick as he started jerking on them, shoving himself in and out of her mouth with a violent desire.

Toofy could have handled having her face fucked. She could have dealt with the fact he was going to be angry if he came in her mouth and not her ass, and the fast change that might require.

She absolutely, definitely, could not deal with the fact that he was pulling on her ears.

The cat yowled in pain, tears falling from the corners of her eyes, and she cast a paralysing spell on him. Paralysing the emperor. Assaulting the ruler of most of the world.

She pulled her mouth off him, a long strand of liquid joining her mouth to his hard and broad shaft. The cat pretended she wasn’t frightened, looking down at him, too scared to touch her pained and pulsing ears. “Don’t. Touch. Her. Ears.”

His eyes were full of hate.

She repositioned onto her knees, moving up until she could run her wetness up and down his cock. She smiled crookedly, looking down at the one in control of her fate, “Toofy thinks he’s too big for her butt. Nobody has to know... It isn’t an unsafe time for her. She won’t have kittens.”

Those angry eyes changed to ones of lust, if only for a moment. It told her everything she needed to know, all the same.

She doubted that he had been allowed to experience this regularly. Even his concubines would have strict rules about who was allowed to get pregnant, when.

She slid herself down on him.

It still hurt. Her cheek spasmed, feeling like he was tearing her in two, as she worked him into her channel. He filled her up, and more. Making her let out a quiet whimper as she eased herself onto him.

Pretending that the spell was sexplay and not a panic attack that he was hurting her. Trying to convince him that she was a temple girl, just maximising his pleasure.

Fuck, her ears hurt.

The feeling of him filling her was enjoyable. She made sure to let out a soft moan as she pulled herself up with exquisite slowness, despite her mind only being on her swelling and delicate nekomimi.

She opted for making a grunt as she sawed herself back down onto him. It wasn’t entirely faked either. Fuck, he stretched her out. Taking the full length into her wasn’t the easiest thing.

It was a good thing he couldn’t move, if he tried his violent approach, even on her pussy, she would be in tears all over again.

She put her soft hands onto his bare chest, using them to give herself a measured pace. Looking down at his lust-filled eyes with hers as she held the spell in place, fucking him like he was her personal toy.

She moaned and grunted, giving off soft little purrs as she drove his girth into her, the most dangerous dick in the world penetrating her tight little snatch.

She rolled her hips, lengthening the strokes as she sped up, fucking him harder. Beginning to enjoy herself as she felt him flexing and pulsing deep within her.

Still, she wasn’t going to risk having his kittens.

The catgirl drew herself off the top of him with a soppy plop, before quickly grabbing it and shoving her face down him with a ring of her bell.

He didn’t last long, her spell collapsing as her focus shifted to getting him to blow deep inside her throat. “Fuck! You fucking little bitch of cat!”

His cum burst into her throat, as she grinned at his reaction.

Toofy pulled up, “No royal seed wasted. None sprayed on her pretty face. She has done her duty.”

He tried to slap her, but was too tired to make an impact. She licked at his hand playfully, causing him to pull it away in disgust.

The neko grinned and stood up.

Her eyes widened and she reached down, touching herself and squeezing her knees together. “Ow. Emperor is too big for her. She doesn’t want to be his. Ow.”

“I could still have you killed.” He growled at her.

She shrugged, golden eyes tickled with mirth, “Mmm. He could. But then he would have to stop thinking about how he is going to steal her from Lord Sai. Does the kitty die? Or does she mess with the little lords?”

“Fuck you, bitch.” He swore and pointed at the door, “Get the fuck out of here.”

She laughed and pulled on her robe, giving a little curtsy and walking out whilst still doing up her belt.

The laughter was forced.

That was a lot closer call than she wanted to admit.




Seven

The catgirl enters the Castelle Estate.

— — —
The small servant moved hesitantly, trying to avoid pulling at the scabs still forming on her back, as her new mistress directed her on where to deliver the few pieces of luggage that contained her old mistress’ belongings.

If she moved the wrong way, or too fast, she’d end up bleeding. If she did that, and it was noticed, then she’d probably be punished for being dirty. And after that, the one who did it to her would punish her for drawing attention.

“A moment.”

She froze up, and turned to curtsy, “Your ladyship.”

Lady Elizabeth de Castelle looked at her carefully, sizing her up. “You were the handmaiden to Lady Twenty Four, though not for long. Do you feel capable of giving an answer to her disposition?”

“Her disposition, m’lady?” Arina asked carefully, timidly.

Lady Castelle nodded firmly, “Yes. I only met her the once and found her to be... Unpredictable. Does she have a sense of propriety? Or was she feeling more playful than usual? Or was it all an act to... Upset those who had come to view her for the first time? I wish to know of her, so I might predict how she might come to live beneath my lord’s roof.”

“His lordship would do best to run.” Arina said hesitantly, knowing she was well overstepping. But right now... She didn’t care. She was an outcast, a servant, and doomed to death. Her whole life was pain.

Lady Castelle raised an eyebrow, “An... Interesting perspective. Please, elaborate, without fear of retribution.”

“My lady, my Twenty Four, despises him.” Arina said quietly, “She hates his lordship. Partly for his arrogance, partly for his poor attempts at manipulating her, and partly for his racism. She already hates the noble classes for their hypocrisies.”

The handmaiden continued, “If Lord Castelle was to sell her back into slavery, she would return with vengeance on her mind. If he attempted to have her killed, he would find her returning with the assassin by her side. If he took her into this house as a servant or slave, she would find a way for him to die without her taking the blame. If he took her as his own mistress, he would discover that Lord Sai is possessive. There is no good options in his future, m’lady.”

“That... Is quite some confidence.” Lady Castelle was unimpressed, “You truly believe Lady Twenty Four can accomplish such tasks?”

Arina smiled sadly, “The temple slave, Elia, was sent to kill my mistress, shortly before Lord Castelle took control of the estate. The slave is a succubus, capable of changing her look and form, and had been placed in the estate before Lady Twenty Four’s arrival. Lady Twenty Four is now her legal owner, and the assassin is hers to use.”

“Oh, my.” Lady Castelle swallowed nervously, “She now has a succubus at her beck and call? That is... Disturbing to hear. Your mistress... Had no need of such charms, beforehand.”

Arina looked at the woman in confusion and surprise, “M’lady?”

“It is no secret among the servants.” Lady Castelle sighed bitterly, “Your mistress has toyed with my heart, and it was not ineffective. I have officially petitioned my husband to allow her to be my mistress, once he takes ownership.”

“I see.” Arina said hesitantly, “I am afraid, m’lady, is not aware of how badly she has just hurt her chances of enjoying such a thing.”

“My husband is inclined to grant the request. He has little use for me, these days.” Lady Castelle said bitterly.

Arina shook her head, “Such concerns are above me, m’lady. I would not dare to predict his lordship. However... It is of neko culture that they choose their own masters. Slave or not, Lady Twenty Four will never obey you. Her chosen master is Lord Sai.”

“My husband is petitioning the emperor to have Lord Sai executed for his crimes. The trial is a mockery of process.” Lady Castelle shook her head, “Her master will be gone. Would she still reject me, or consider the offer?”

“She will burn the estate to the ground.” Arina said warningly, “If Lord Sai dies... May the gods grant us mercy in Twenty Four dying by his side.”

Lady Castelle frowned, “You fear your mistress to this extent? Were you not infatuated with her? Or have I heard the wrong stories, once more?”

“I am enamoured. For that sin, the gods doom my soul.” Arina said honestly, “Yet, I fear her all the same. She is not human, m’lady. Her physical strength and speed are beyond us, as she has demonstrated. Her mind is as devious as his lordship’s. This combination should make any soul quake in fear.”

“You are a believer. You do not find the temple’s rules on same-sex and same-race relationships to be antiquated?” Lady Castelle seized on the topic.

Arina bowed her head, “It is not for one such as I to question the gods. I am very much lost, in need of spiritual guidance, m’lady. How is it that Lady Twenty Four was raised proudly by the temple, and yet she does not find it difficult to indulge in chaos? Which god does she pledge herself to?”

“A curious question.” Lady Castelle breathed in sharply, “Could... Could our little cat be a heretic? A worshipper of one of the betrayer gods? It would explain much of her worldview.”

Arina shivered, “I pray it is not the case, m’lady.”

“I have questioned you long enough. You may return to your duties.” The lady said, and then hesitated, “When you are done, there is another task I might ask of you. It has long since lain neglected, but there is a small shrine to the Green Goddess in my garden. My faith has not been strong enough for me to care, and I will not if you do or do not look to it, but the shrine may fall to your responsibilities, if you wish for a place to pray.”

“I am honoured.” Arina curtsied, and then returned to dragging the luggage towards the tiny hut that had been set aside for Twenty Four upon her return from the emperor.

Nobody yet seemed to know what Lord Castelle’s plans for the woman were. Not even his wife, apparently. Who Arina noted, with jealousy, had also appeared to have fallen for the neko.

Hook, line, and sinker.

What was it about her mistress that allowed her to so freely toy with the hearts of everyone around her? Stealing what should not be stolen with a gleaming look of mischief.

Arina didn’t even know if her lady would be returned to her intact by the emperor. Lord of all the world.

A violent one, by all accounts. Not simply because his wars had pushed the other nations into capitulation, but at home as well. His concubines numbered five hundred, exactly. Yet, he had an arrival of fifty new women once a month.

The lost numbers were found in accidental deaths, executions for daring to get pregnant, or sold for being too crippled to continue to serve the lord.

He could well do this to her mistress, and it filled Arina’s heart with pain.

She paused upon entering the hut, and then placed the luggage into one corner and glared at the one lazing on the bed. “It appears that you have arrived, slave. Have you let the lady of the house, know?”

The coal-skinned woman rolled over, looking up at her, “Huh. The handmaiden. What was your name, again? Astrid?”

“I am Arina, and a free woman. Though we both serve, some respect is due.” She said, trying to summon up a tiny bit of pride and haughtiness.

The succubus laughed, “Yeah, that doesn’t work if you don’t believe it. Did you know Toofy forced me to look like you, when we went to the palace? Freaking gross. You’re so... Timid.”

“What her ladyship requires, is what must be done.” Arina said firmly.

Elia’s mouth curved into a smile, “Oh. Well, now. I knew you were kinda attracted to her, but I guess I missed that. You’re actually in love with the cat, aren’t you? Should have used your skin to try and kill her.”

“You would still have failed.” Arina shot back angrily.

The succubus nodded, and sat up slowly, revealing that she was completely naked as she did. “True enough. I pity the next one who gets sent her way. She’s not in a good mood, anymore.”

“Will she be returned to us?”

Elia nodded, “Yeah, yeah. She’s on the way. But that means a carriage and escort. She sent me on ahead. Wanted to know if you were okay. Which... I thought was a stupid question. Apparently not. Who hurt you?”

“I am a servant.” Arina said tiredly, “I am quite certain you would know that if I were harmed, I would not be allowed to speak of it.”

“I can smell the blood.” The succubus growled, clenching a fist, “Not just blood. Someone didn’t just beat you. They fucked you. That stench... Male. Human. Tell me his name.”

Arina swallowed nervously, “I do not know of what you speak.”

“Bitch. I am a succubus. If you think I don’t know semen when I smell it, you’re an idiot. He didn’t even bother with safety. Probably figured he could make you miscarry or die if you ended up with a kid. So, you tell me who it is. Or... You tell Toofy when she gets here.” The succubus growled angrily.

“You are uncouth.” Arina glared back at the woman, “Was it only self-preservation that led our lady to purchasing you? I struggle to believe it was out of affection.”

The woman stood up, and her entire image shivered for a moment, until a maid’s outfit appeared across her. The skin faded until it was as white as Arina’s, and her eyes faded to a bright blue from their natural red. The horns had disappeared.

For all intents and purposes, she looked like a human copy of herself. The woman glared at her, “Fine, then. I will find the fucker myself. If only to stop Lord Castelle being pissed that Toofy killed one of his servants. I’ll protect her, because you’re unwilling.”

“Isaac.” Arina said it quickly, “It was Isaac. He’s untouchable, now. If you hurt him... I don’t know what Lord Castelle would do. He’s already favouring the man. Left him in charge of the House of Sai.”

Elia sneered, “We’ll see about that. Killing people without people knowing is what I do, little girl. I won’t let Isaac be a threat to Toofy. I. Fucking. Won’t.”

“Then do not allow her to find out. It is all we can do.” Arina said, nearly in tears.

Elia rolled her eyes, “Really? How the hell are you going to explain to her your back? The smell ain’t small. Someone whipped you. You’re still bleeding down there, too. Going to pretend you have your time of the month? To the cat? She’d know the difference. They don’t smell the same.”

Arina’s shoulders drooped, “I was going to avoid her, altogether. I have not yet been assigned to aide our lady. It is unlikely that Lord Castelle would be conducive to that arrangement, either.”

“Avoiding a hurricane whilst at sea would be easier.” Elia scoffed, “I just saw, with my own two eyes, Toofy manipulate the emperor himself. Force him to come to her defence. You think she won’t get what she wants? She will find out. And she will act. The only way to protect her is for someone else to take the fall. That’s me.”

The handmaiden breathed in deeply, “You would sacrifice yourself for our lady?”

“Without a fucking hesitation.” The succubus snapped, “I might not want to marry her, but I’m hers. I asked, and she bit me, made me bleed. I. Am. Hers. I don’t care if I’m a slave or not. Wouldn’t change a damned thing. Ever.”

The two faced each other, and Arina smiled slowly, “Two lost souls. Then, if you are so determined, then I would ask that you find a way to communicate your mission, with at least some tact, to Lady Castelle. She has asked to take our lady as her official mistress.”

Elia laughed, “Wow. Is there a single woman Toofy can’t get? But... Lady Castelle could maybe arrange for him to be in the right place at the right time. I’ll consider it... But Toofy is on her way. So you need to be gone, or she’ll lash out. I mean it. Cat cares about you.”

“I had planned it so.” Arina acknowledged.

— — —
The succubus crouched on the edge of one of the many roofs found on the Castelle estate. Looking down as a carriage surrounded by royal soldiers on horseback entered the property.

The arrival of Lady Twenty Four de Sai.

Neko, slave, and mistress.

Now... Now she would be the property of Lord Castelle. He would decide her future in a few moments. Before then, she was under the protection of the emperor, himself.

Predicting what would happen next was something that Yu had beaten into Elia, almost every day of her life. She had escape routes marked out in her head for the mistress, if it came to that.

Yet, she had a feeling that Toofy wasn’t going to run. That she had already planned to become a slave to the Castelle estate, and that she had manipulated the wife to care for her, on purpose.

It wouldn’t be enough to protect her.

There was an oddity, however. Always seemed to be something that didn’t make sense when the cat got involved. There was someone else accompanying the carriage.

Lord Westcolm.

There was a man that Elia never wanted to get within eyesight of. Wasn’t a secret that he often went to the temple, and paid to play with one of the exotics.

Not to have sex. To play with their minds and bodies. Sometimes cutting off body parts, just to see how they might react. Sometimes he did worse things. He was a dangerous and sadistic fuck.

Elia had noticed that the man was taken with Toofy, on the hunt. However, the neko had managed to dissuade him fairly easily. Seemed that with her loss of status, he might be interested again.

Might even be here to try and buy her off Lord Castelle.

She needed to get closer, to hear, but this was still the best position from which to make a pre-emptive strike if violence was going to be required to protect her mistress.

“Fuck.” Elia cursed under her breath as a sharp pain stabbed through her hand, causing it to throb. She glared over, and stared in surprise at the scorpion that had just stung her.

She pulled her hand away slowly, holding it lightly by the wrist as she looked at the arachnid that in no way belonged all the way up on the roof of the estate.

The black carapace also identified it as a species that wasn’t even native to this part of the country, it was supposed to live near beaches. Barely venomous, which was good, considering it had already stung her. Without her hearing the approach.

She flicked it cautiously off the roof, and turned her attention back to the scene in front of her, but kept her ears straining for if it wasn’t alone. Maybe some magus had summoned it. Maybe Sai?

As if they’d get that lucky.

The carriage doors were opened by a servant. The butler in charge of the Castelle estate, if she didn’t miss her guess. The neko emerged from it. Stepping delicately, head held high.

Lord Castelle stepped forward to greet her, speaking arrogantly. Whatever he said, irritated the woman. Twenty Four snapped at him, her tail flicking back and forth angrily.

Elia braced to attack.

— — —
“I disagree. I greeted you with more respect than your station deserves, slave.” Lord Castelle said stiffly, “I have accepted you into my household, as a servant for my wife. There is no Lord Sai, anymore. His title has been stripped. Therefore, there is no Madame Sai. You are the mistress of a traitor. Nothing but an inhuman slave. An exotic thing, but of no import.”

Toofy smiled lopsidedly, “She was hoping that he would be stupid enough to say that. The guards are not gone, Lord Castelle. He should have realised the reason.”

Lord Castelle waved, “Clearly they await Lord Westcolm. Though what the emperor’s military teacher intends to do here, on my property, is not something I would find easy to imagine.”

“I am but a simple messenger, on this day.” Westcolm bowed from his saddle, “At the request of Madame Sai, the emperor has refrained from revoking the title of her lord, until after the trial. Our glorious emperor has also issued orders that you, Lord Castelle, serving as her guardian, ensure that not a single hair on her head be harmed.”

Toofy grinned at the incensed man, “She fucked the emperor. Did you really think he would not be nice to her? He would have killed her if she disappointed.”

Lord Castelle winced, “Such callous words should not be spoken in front of the royal guard, your ladyship.”

“Castelle must protect her. Not one hair. It is the emperor’s orders.” The neko shot back, “This is his property. Toofy can do as she pleases. You are not her owner. You are her guardian. She can educate you on the difference, if you are still stupid.”

Westcolm held out the orders, which Castelle snatched. He broke the seal and reviewed the document, before glaring at her. “Apparently the emperor did not reveal the extent of his orders to you, Madame Sai. I am to treat you as one of his future brides.”

“Toofy fucked him. Of course he wants her.” She rolled her eyes, “But she is a neko. She chooses her master, and her master is Lord Sai. Now, Toofy is sore. The emperor was not small. Where is her room?”

Castelle sighed heavily and waved to one of the women, “This is your new handmaiden, Madame Sai. She will escort you.”

“Where is her Arina?”

He shrugged, “I left Isaac in charge of the reassignments. He has ever served your lord, faithfully. Such details were of little interest to me.”

Her ears fell backwards, and she let out a little hiss in his direction, “As a bride of the emperor, human. She wants her Arina. He will find her, himself.”

The neko turned to the new handmaiden and clicked her tongue. The woman curtsied and Toofy walked behind her. She didn’t bother to keep the smirk from her face as she did.

She’d figured she would enter Castelle’s estate as a slave. That the emperor had decided not to be her enemy, for now, was fortuitous, and made it much easier for her to do what she wanted.

She walked up close to the human girl, sniffing the back of her neck openly. “Hmm. You smell like orchids. You helped the Lady Castelle in her garden?”

“Yes, mistress.” The woman answered quietly.

She smiled, “Toofy likes her. Lady Castelle is nice to Toofy. She wants to see her, as soon as she has rested. What is the human’s name?”

“Human, mistress?”

“You.”

The woman breathed in sharply, “Sorry, mistress. I am surprised you would wish to know it, if you are still to have your previous handmaiden. I am called Xivian.”

Toofy rubbed her face on the woman’s neck, “You smell pretty. Toofy likes your perfume, Xivian. Not a pretty name, though. Elf. Means ugly child. Not suiting you.”

“You are educated in ancient elvish, m’lady?” Xivian said in surprise.

She nodded, “Toofy was taught at the temple. She didn’t do very good with the languages. Only speaks human, neko, a bit of demonic and high elf. Never learned the undertongues, like goblin or orc. Got her in lots of trouble... Learned to curse in rattan. That’s fun.”

“A greater education than many who seek to be my lord’s mistresses.” Xivian said, impressed with the barest basics of a temple-trained girl.

The neko shook her head, “These are those Lord Castelle trusts with his house? Toofy would teach hers, so they would know how not to offend her guests. If you cannot greet a guest in their native tongue, how is this a noble house?”

“Sorry, mistress. Lord Castelle frowns on the exotic.”

She laughed, “Oh, she knows that. Is this her room?”

The hut in front of them was barely adequate as a servant’s quarters. There were holes in the walls and the roof. She could see moss and mushrooms sprouting where there should be rope and other bindings.

She doubted she could even burn it down.

Then a smell from inside hit her nose.

Toofy’s golden eyes flashed as she pounced through the doorway, looking around wildly. It was only a lingering scent, but it was unmistakable to her.

She whirled to the handmaiden, “Arina was here. Find her. Now.”

“Lord Castelle was already requested for this duty, was he not, mistress?”

Toofy knocked the woman onto her back, snarling into her face, “Arina will be found, within the hour, or Toofy will start killing people. She will start with the Xivian.”

“I was really hoping you wouldn’t notice that. I tried to disperse the smell.”

“Little Saia.” She relaxed, tail flipping back and forth, looking up at the succugirl. “Her wrist is hurt?”

“Hand.” The woman replied, “Nothing much. Got stung by one of your favourite snacks. Arina is fine, mistress. She just didn’t want to worry you, unnecessarily.”

Toofy idly scratched at her face with her booted foot, “Little Saia wants to annoy her mistress. If the succugirl really wants rough play, she only has to ask. Toofy doesn’t mind it. Doesn’t need an excuse.”

“I’m trying to stop you doing something stupid!” Elia exploded, “Like you always do!”

The cat raised an eyebrow, “Toofy is hearing that Little Saia wants to find out if getting her tail bitten is also fun.”

“Fuck.” The succubus took a step backwards, hands whipping behind her to grab her tail. “Please don’t hurt me.”

The cat licked the back of her hand idly, still sitting atop the terrified servant, “Go get Arina, Little Saia.”

As the succubus retreated, still closely guarding her tail, Toofy rolled off the servant and licked her cheek. “Sorry. Arina is her toy. She likes her a lot.”

The woman swallowed, “Yes, mistress.”

She bounded onto the bed, and frantically kicked her leather boots off. Then saw her outfit, and frowned. “Xivian has served the Lady Castelle, yes?”

“Yes, mistress.” The servant was dusting herself down.

Toofy nodded, “Help her choose clothes. She played with the lady earlier, so she thinks she should wear silk stockings... But she doesn’t know what else the lady likes.”

“M-mistress?”

She shrugged, “Toofy’s little toes have been inside the lady. She wants the lady to put things inside Toofy, this time. Can the Xivian help her?”

“Mistress, I must do whatever you ask of me.” Xivian said cautiously, “But I feel it necessary to say that getting close to the lady of the house would likely isolate you further against his lordship.”

“That’s her plan.” Toofy said happily.

The handmaiden screwed up her face in confusion, “He does not require further reasons to cause you harm, mistress. He does not need to touch you, to make your life into a living hell.”

“Toofy knows. She thinks that the Xivian is very nice for telling her.” She shrugged, her golden eyes sparkling with mirth at the misplaced fear, “But, she also knew that when she came here, only one would survive. The lord has made it quite clear that he would like to hunt her, and not in the fun fucking way. In the neko-coat kind of way.”

Xivian still looked conflicted, “M... My lady prefers to be romanced. She has taken some of us, upon occasion, but it has rarely lasted due to the lord’s temper.”

Toofy’s eyes narrowed, and she looked the handmaiden up and down. A small and lithe figure. Yet, she was more frail than she should be. She also smelled of orchids, roses, and anxiety. “He hurt you.”

“I suffered an accident, a few weeks ago.” Xivian said cautiously, “I fell from a window whilst I was cleaning it. I survived thanks to the lady, and her impressive knowledge of medicinal plants.”

The neko frowned, “Jasbury root and screamer. The orchids are to cover the smell. You have little appetite, because of the tincture. Toofy is guessing, but... Broken back?”

Xivian started, “The mistress knows about plants?”

“Mmm. Almost as much as the lady. She discussed with her about the lord’s teas, and how she needed to stop because she was being too obvious.” Toofy shrugged, “There are better ways for the lady to serve her lord.”

Xivian swallowed, “Do you mean to aide my lady in her desire?”

“Toofy does. She also intends to play with her a lot, which might make the Xivian feel a little left out.” The cat frowned, “She could lend the Xivian her Elia? She might be stubborn, but she was still a temple girl. Knows enough to make any human happy. Sound of a succugirl cumming is...”

The cat shuddered and purred.

“Elia, mistress?” The handmaiden said with trepidation.

The neko waved tiredly at the door, curling up onto the foot of the bed, “Little Saia. That’s Toofy’s name for her. Elia is her proper name. Not cute enough. Like Xivian. Need a cuter name.”

The handmaiden smiled sheepishly, “You are not alike to any mistress I have served. I must profess that I am glad that you have sought out your previous, as I do not believe I can anticipate your needs.”

“Fish?” Toofy asked, blinking innocently, “She’s hungry. The emperor was rough with her.”

— — —
Lady Castelle entered the small hut with not a small amount of trepidation. Meeting the woman who had dared to not only flirt with her in front of her lord, but to actually go beyond all propriety and touch her in ways that she had not ever been touched.

No one had ever dared to touch her underwear in public before, and yet the cat had done far more than that. She had wormed her feet inside, and... Elizabeth shivered at the memory.

She did not realise that toes could be as deft as practised fingers.

It had been all she could do to stop from crying out. She had been incapable of asking the woman to stop, or able to think of the politics. None of that had been possible for her.

She had been a toy, to this slave who was now expected to serve by her side.

Lady Castelle entered the small hut, speak haughtily, “I am unaccustomed to being summoned by a slave.”

She stumbled backwards as the neko fell at her feet, head touching the ground, balling in tears. The cat warbled, “Help... Help her! Please!”

Elizabeth looked up slowly to see a half-naked woman kneeling on the bed, her dress literally torn from her shoulders to reveal three or four dozen gashes through her back.

Most were still bleeding, and those that had began to scab at all showed signs of infection. Spots of blackness. Almost all of them required sewing skills, the tears in the flesh were so deep.

The cat continued to cry, prostrating herself in front of her.

Elizabeth put a hand to her mouth, “Oh my. Why would you have hidden something so dire from me, servant?”

“I cannot say.” The woman stared downwards.

The cat launched to her feet, snarling, “It was Isaac. His stench is all up inside her! Toofy swears by the entire fucking pantheon she will destroy him! She offers her soul to the gods if she fails her vengeance.”

Then the neko fell back onto her hands, and knees, putting her head back to the ground and sniffling, “Please save her. Please save her Arina. Mistress. Please.”

“That... Was a forbidden oath.” Lady Castelle was shaken, “You care so much for this servant you would risk eternal damnation?”

“She does.”

Elizabeth sighed heavily and moved over to the servant by the bed, sniffing carefully near one of the wounds. She frowned, uncertain. “Rotting flesh? How is that possible, in so short a time?”

“Poison.” The cat sniffled, crawling over and peeking over the edge of the bed, “He made her drink something. Called it tea. Doesn’t smell like tea.”

She sighed heavily, “Your nose is more sensitive than mine, Lady Twenty Four. What is that you smell?”

The cat moved in closer and took a small sniff, “Piss. Bad air.”

“Shit.” Elizabeth swore, and turned to her handmaiden, “Fetch my surgery tools, and apron. Immediately. Run.”

She turned back, “Gas gangrene. We must cut out the infected tissues, and then dress the wounds. And it isn’t pee, Lady Twenty Four. The smell is urea. A chemical formed in the liver, but it does give the scent to the excretion.”

“Help the Arina?” The neko’s voice shook weakly, still barely looking over the edge of the bed.

Elizabeth patted her gently on the head, “I assure you, that I will do all that I may. The rest will be in the hands of the gods.”

“Don’t touch Toofy’s fucking head!” The cat snapped, recoiling from her and roughly messing at her hair where she had been touched. Then she frowned, and bit her lip, “Lady Castelle likes the Xivian, doesn’t she?”

She smiled sadly, “My husband has seen fit to assign her as your servant for the duration of your time here. I do not believe it to be accidental.”

“Her back isn’t fixed. Not yet.” The cat said quietly.

Elizabeth nodded, and began pacing, “Why is that girl not back, yet? We shouldn’t breathe near your servant, until I have done my work. Oh, I forgot to get her to grab some coca.”

“Toofy will fetch the leaves.” The cat stood up and stretched, “For the Arina’s pain. She will also require the Lady Castelle’s aid. She can help the Xivian.”

The woman shoved on her boots and dashed out the door with all the propriety of a hunting mutt.

“M’lady?”

She turned back to the victim, and sighed, sitting in front of the frightened woman, “I am afraid that I cannot assure you that I can guarantee a cure. I will do what I can.”

The woman shook her head, “My soul is forfeit. I wish only to beg that you not allow my mistress to cause herself further harm, social or otherwise. Lady Twenty Four is emotional. She does not comprehend that she is a lady, and I am a mere servant.”

Elizabeth sighed heavily and looked towards the doorway, “Your mistress, servant girl, is not capable of seeing anyone as a mere anything, I do not believe. I have seen her speak down to lords, laugh with servants, and toy with everyone who crosses her path.”

“I love her, but I do not believe that is correct.” Arina swallowed, “We are all toys to her, Lady Castelle. She is above us all, looking down.”

“Perhaps.”

It was difficult to assess the neko by any human standard. She sometimes acted like the entire world was beneath her, and she owned it, true. Yet... Yet she had sworn a forbidden oath to the gods because someone had hurt her toy. Had begged on hands and knees, calling Elizabeth her mistress, for the sake of that toy.

Elizabeth had a feeling that understanding Lady Twenty Four was something that was beyond her capabilities.

The catgirl skidded to a stop in front of the hut, a handful of leaves tightly gripped in one hand, and the belt of a terrified handmaiden in her mouth.

She gently put the woman on the ground, and grinned fiercely, “We save the Arina, now.”

Elizabeth rolled up her sleeves, “Brew the tea, please, Lady Twenty Four.”

— — —
“I trust that you have taken the time to settle in?” Lord Castelle addressed the disturbing creature in front of him.

The neko was standing, with an approximation of a meek demeanour to her, but her whiskers were dripping with blood. Her hands were also red-tinged, as if she’d tried to wash it off, but hadn’t completed the process.

She curtsied, “It shall suit her needs, Lord Castelle.”

“Do I dare to ask what it is that you have done?”

The cat smiled sadly, “She assisted the Lady Castelle in surgery. Her handmaiden was brought to great harm by another servant. Toofy had desired to bring that to the consideration of Lord Castelle.”

“Your former handmaiden, I assume you mean. I assigned a new one to you, as I was aware the previous was damaged.” He said without caring.

The neko’s ears flicked back and forth, and he saw a hatred burning in her golden eyes. He suddenly felt very unsafe sitting behind his desk, without a small army of guards to protect him.

Lord Castelle swallowed, “I have, of course, assigned the legal paperwork to a servant. We can’t have them damaging each other. I will tell you if I hear anything.”

“The Isaac is to blame.” The cat said, tail moving back and forth, “Whilst she understands the man is useful to his lordship, Toofy cannot predict her actions if they were to cross paths, m’lord.”

“So noted. Unlikely, as he has stayed at the Sai estate.” He said carefully, “Well, as you appear to have comfortably fallen into the service of my wife, it is time that you met my heir. I am Lord Castelle the Second, technically. This, is Lord Castelle the Third.”

His son walked in through from the adjoining room with an arrogant swagger, “Is this the woman you intended for me to meet, father? Ugh. What is this? She’s an animal.”

The neko’s teeth chattered for a moment, “She is the Lady Twenty Four, mistress to Lord Sai, little arrogant human.”

Castelle sighed heavily, “She is also to be treated as a potential bride of the emperor, my son. By order of the emperor. Whilst it is true that she is exotic, do not hold it against her. She has earned favour, that is rare even among those nobleborn.”

“Her name is a number.”

“Her name is Toofy. But you are not worthy to speak it.” The neko growled angrily, “She smells three different women on you. She appreciates play as much as any, but she would not play whilst awaiting an invitation from her lord to meet someone.”

Castelle groaned and rubbed his temples, “As you can see, Lady Twenty Four, my son and only heir, is my utter shame. He cannot control his sinful desires, and has indebted the estate to the temple on many occasions.”

The cat’s eyes brightened and she cocked her head, “Oh. Oh, she remembers him, now. This is the one that had to hide after he impregnated the heir of Lord Vanhern.”

“I am disturbed that you are in possession of that knowledge.” He admitted, “But... In this case I will allow it. My son, would you like to further insult a titled woman by not even greeting her, when she knows something that would bring such wrath against you?”

Castelle the Third gave a mocking bow to the neko, “Her lady number.”

“May she please bring him to great harm?” The cat asked the elder Castelle.

He sighed, “Would you care to explain to my son why I would even consider introducing the two of you? Your political nous is always on point.”

The cat made a face, and then glared at the younger, “The Lord Castelle wishes to legitimise his ownership of the House of Sai. He intends to try and marry Toofy to the arrogant child.”

The younger looked up and down again, “You? My fucking bride? Father, I would rather slit my own wrists.”

“Toofy would be happy to cut them for you.” She snarled.

He rubbed his temples, “Children, children. Shut. Up! I am the lord of this estate. You are to get acquainted. Go elsewhere and do so.”

“Toofy requires a bath. She will seek out the man-child, afterwards.” The cat stuck her nose in the air and left.

His son turned to him, “Really? That... Thing?”

“That thing, as you describe it, has caused the death of Lord Elatham, has stopped your mother’s attempts to kill me, and forced the emperor to speak in her personal defence, aloud.” Lord Castelle said tiredly, “She has been outside of her temple for less than a week and accomplished more than you have in your entire life. Go and show me that you are not always a disappointment.”

— — —
Elia looked at the small creature being cradled in two hands, and up to her mistress’ face. “What am I doing with that? It can’t kill anyone.”

“Mmm.” Toofy nodded. “Little Saia will go back to the Sai estate. She will blackmail the chef, and he will put this into top of pie for the Isaac. Just a little reminder that Toofy has not forgotten him.”

She picked up the scorpion carefully, “I take it you would be annoyed with me if I also arranged for his death?”

“Toofy has sworn to the gods that she will have her revenge. Little Saia is not to steal that from her.” The neko growled, and then brightened and kissed the succubus’ cheek, “But she is grateful Little Saia considered it. We will get to him in time. He will not die without first suffering. Patience, Little Saia.”

She tucked the scorpion carefully into a small hessian bag, and smiled at her owner. Self-consciously touching where she had been bitten, she gave a small curtsy, “Whatever her ladyship requires.”

“Saia?”

Elia nodded, “Yes, m’lady?”

“Can you... Help Toofy... First?” The cat said nervously, shifting uncomfortably on the bed.

The succubus frowned, “Help? What’s the matter? Did the younger Castelle hurt you?”

“Oh, Toofy’s avoiding him.” She giggled, “No... Um... Emperor hurt Toofy. Her ears and tail hurt... But also... Other place. Little Saia is a succugirl, so...”

She smiled slowly, “Oh. The mistress would like it if I were to kiss her in all the right places? So long as you stop asking to fuck my tail, sure.”

“Toofy is still going to ask. Little Saia would enjoy it.”

“No.” She disagreed, and then walked over and knelt at the edge of the bed, “But, my saliva would be soothing, which is as good an excuse as any. Especially as you can only service Arina, not the other way around. And I expect Lady Castelle is too haughty to go down on you.”

“Toofy does feel like things are a little one-sided at the moment.” The cat admitted.

Elia kissed at her mistress thighs gently, “How do you want me, mistress? I can wear any face you’d like. Even become Lord Sai, if you desire it.”

“But Little Saia’s horns are so cute.” Toofy said innocently.

Elia felt her heart skip a beat. She’d never had a single client more interested in her, than her ability to glamour. Not a single one had ever asked her to wear her own face during sex.

This would be the second time that she lay with her lady, her mistress, with her own face. Knowing that the neko just wanted her to be herself.

It made her feel very... Possessive.

A deep growl issued from the back of the succubus’ throat as she slowly kissed up the silk stockings, and to the bareness just before she got to the cat’s underwear.

Her leather tail flicked the air in excitement, and her red eyes were focused on the growing wet patch in front of her. The smell of the cat’s excitement just making the growl in her chest grow.

She gave a sharp breath as she felt something snag her tail, and glared upwards, “You really like doing that.”

“Toofy does.” The cat grinned, and flicked her rough tongue at the tip of the tail, causing Elia to shudder as the ecstasy rushed through her.

She seized the underwear in front of her and swept it out of her way, over the cat’s leather boots. Elia leaned in and kissed at the black and white curls in front of her, and then let out a loud moan as her mistress sucked gently on the tip of her tail.

“At... Least give me... A chance to... Get you, first.” Elia complained.

The cat responded by intensifying the sensations on her tail. Elia fought off the feelings of her own orgasm so that she could push her mistress onto her back. Giving her room to approach the delicious little sex without her horns poking the woman’s chest.

She let out a small gasp, before she finally managed to get in a first lick at the peach-scented cunny. Elia gave a satisfied groan as the taste of the excited cat spilled into her mouth.

Toofy let out a mewling moan, loud and desperate, as her succubus began to work on her. The neko’s legs shifted wider, and she grasped for Elia’s head, trying to push her deeper.

She grinned at her mistress’ response, and changed up her tactics. Her tongue focusing on the engorged clit, as she introduced her hand to play near, but not within, the woman’s entrance.

“Mmm. That’s... It.” Toofy moaned, “Oh, Little Saia’s a little minx. Fuck.”

The forked tongue of the succubus slithered across and around the neko’s clit, simultaneously embracing it, and suckling at it, as Elia tried to give Toofy all the feelings the cat was giving her.

She briefly pressed down on the outside of the cat’s anal ring, not intending to enter it, but pushing at the sensitive places inside. Making the neko groan and spasm.

Elia’s red eyes glowed as she fed off the sexual energy, off the lust of her mistress, “You wanted your Little Saia to dominate you?”

“Please.” The cat cried.

She moved up onto the bed, and rolled her mistress unceremoniously onto her stomach. Legs going over her hips as she leaned down to kiss and lick at her neck. “You’re Elia’s, now.”

“Saia.” Toofy refused to budge on the name, still clutching and sucking on her tail. “Like master.”

Elia’s teeth brushed her neck warningly, “Tell me that you’re mine.”

“Toofy is Sai’s.” The cat said stubbornly, but with a hint of playfulness that suggested the succubus just needed to try a little harder if she wanted that kind of admission.

Playing hard to get, when they were already fucking. Elia smiled at her mistress’ attitude.

“Do you want Elia to bite you?” She gave a playful threat, as if she was going to punish the neko.

“Mmm.” The cat purred, “Don’t bite her...”

It was entirely unconvincing, and all the encouragement that Elia needed. She gave a gentle hickey to the cat’s neck, teeth just pressing firmly and no further.

Toofy moaned loudly, “She... She’s... Cumming!”

The succubus reached backwards, fingers gracing the outsides of her mistress’ folds, drawing up slowly before she tasted them. She gave a little shudder, “So sweet, my mistress.”

The cat became liquid underneath her, rolling over as if she could not be grasped, before seizing Elia’s horns and flipping her onto her back, just like last time.

Elia groaned as she felt her head pushed into the bed, dainty little claws firmly grasping her sensitive growths. The cat pushed their mouths together, and the forked tongue quickly found the rough one, wrapping around it and trying to go further down Toofy’s throat.

The cat’s tail batted at one of her hands, and Elia finally did what her mistress wanted and pushed a finger inside her dripping snatch... Well, just the one knuckle.

Unable to speak with the two of them so wrapped up together, all Toofy could do was growl at her. The desperation for more growing, as Elia fed off the frustration.

The tip of her finger moved gently within the warm slickness of the neko, as the two of them continued to makeout as if they needed each other more than air.

Toofy’s breasts crushed up against her own, so that with every purr and growl Elia felt it inside her own chest. The two of them separated only by her mistress’ clothes, her own only ever being a glamour.

Elia let out a moan into her mouth as the soft and furry tail wrapped her own strong and leathery one, Toofy’s hands departing her horns to move between the bed and her back, pulling them tighter against each other.

She rewarded the neko with a second knuckle, but no more. Elia had no idea who was in charge anymore, and she didn’t care.

She just wanted this sensation to last.

The two of them, completely interlocked, completely vulnerable, and completely overcome by the desire of the other. Only looking to make the other moan louder and louder.

Her tongue retreated as she gasped, “I’m... Fuck... Going to...”

“Cum.” The one on top demanded, “Cum for Toofy.”

She shook her head, fighting it, and finally pushed her finger all the way in and instantly began a frantic assault. “Not... Until... I make you!”

The cat’s eyes glowed down at her as she groaned, “Oh, shit, shit. Little Saia. That’s it... Oh! Toofy’s...! She’s close!”

“Cum with me.” Elia begged, “Together.”

The cat kissed down her neck, “Faster. Deeper. Yes! That’s... Oh, Saia!”

The succubus groaned, knowing what was coming and that she wouldn’t be able to hold out much longer even if it didn’t happen. “I’m... I’m going to cum for you. Please. Mistress. Please!”

The neko’s orgasm was violent. Her forehead hit Elia’s, as her stomach rolled down in a massive arch. Her tail tried to go taut, yanking on the one it was intertwined with.

Elia felt her finger become completely immobilised as the walls of her neko’s pussy enveloped it, squeezing so tight she was scared something might break.

A dam burst, flooding down her finger, and over her hand. The liquid dripping down to land across her own cunt. Slowly, ever so slowly, running down around her own folds.

Elia felt the cat’s head shift to the side, expecting it to fall into the bed, but instead finding the needle-like teeth puncturing her flesh. She screamed out in ecstasy as her mistress marked her, again.

Her orgasm hit her, and she find herself pressing upwards into the cat who was still pushing down. Their cries mimicking each other in a pure and unrepentant joy.

Elia collapsed onto the bed, muscles weak and body spent. She felt a little overfull, content, with what she had eaten. Gorged herself on. Her glittering red eyes looking at the equally limp body splayed across her with desire.

Her tail wrapped around Toofy’s waist, and she kissed gently at her neck, whispering quietly, “I love you, mistress.”

Toofy kissed her cheek, “She knows, precious one. She knows, and adores her Little Saia.”

Elia took a deep breath and sighed, “I need a few minutes before I go fuck with Isaac’s head.”

“Not going anywhere.” The cat purred contentedly, still lying across her, “We have time, precious.”

She turned her head, surprised, as a single tear rolled down the cheek opposite from Toofy. She didn’t understand why she was crying, only that it made her feel weak.

Why was being called precious so meaningful to her?




Eight

The catgirl has plans.

— — —
He awoke early, before the sunrise.

His ninth day in this luxurious prison cell. Eight days since his little neko was used by the emperor, and demonstrated an aptitude for political wrangling that no one had expected of her.

Four days since the last assassination attempt on his life. That one had probably been Castelle, outraged at how easily the cat was becoming a part of life on the estate. The little furball sowing chaos and discontent everywhere she went.

“Tyre.” Sai greeted the man leaning stiffly against the far wall. “I must confess, I didn’t expect anyone would send you to try and end me.”

The man smiled, “Still haven’t, Thunderstep. From what I hear, the emperor is more than happy to let you rot so long as your cat makes things difficult for everyone else. He likes her.”

“For now.” Sai replied hesitantly, “So what brings you to see your former lord, gamekeeper?”

The man rubbed at his face, “My gamekeeping duties. I am afraid I don’t know quite what has to happen, but something does. Castelle had me trap a beast plaguing a village near the border. Cage it, and drag it back to his estate.”

“A new plaything for the hunter.” Sai nodded, “So, what has you concerned?”

“It’s a neko.”

Sai swallowed nervously, “A neko. They’re ambush predators. You and I know that. It shouldn’t have been attacking entire villages... Oh, shit. Fuck me. It’s a bucktooth, isn’t it?”

“It is. It’s also of the same clan as the woman you wish could be your bride.” Tyre said with concern.

He winced, “Nothing we can do. She’ll just have to deal with it, Shifter.”

“Like she dealt with the succubus? That play won’t work here, Thunderstep.” Tyre shook his head, “You can’t fuck a tomcat into submission. She’s going to be out of her depth. She didn’t grow up with her people. She grew up in the temple.”

Sai shrugged, “I can’t break my confines without making things worse. I can’t even send her a message, without making things worse. You can’t protect her, this time. We have to let this one play out.”

Tyre nodded grimly, “I know. That’s what I’m terrified of.”

“Stop worrying about the bucktooth, and start worrying about Twenty Four. You don’t want to be anywhere near her if she loses it.” Sai said honestly, “I’ve seen some of her creativity. It comes out when she gets angry. Trapping something like that... She won’t lose control. She will get even.”

The assassin cum gamekeeper scoffed, “Do you remember fighting them, Sai? That time we kidnapped one of their buckteeth to interrogate? We didn’t make that mistake twice. Not with what followed.”

“I remember.” He replied, looking grimly down at the ground, “The smell of blood and burning sand. The wailing. Soldiers flailing around in the dark and fire, screaming as they died in fear. Those golden eyes in the shadows. We never stood a chance.”

“I could tell the emperor.”

Sai shrugged, “For what purpose, Shifter? Castelle caged an exotic beast that was a plague on the land. He is well within his rights. Our glorious ruler never came to see the exotics as anything even approaching human. Just dumb mutts to be put down.”

Tyre breathed out heavily, “Did we see them as anything more than that?”

“I chose an exotic mistress on purpose.” Sai replied quietly, “It might have taken me a while to admit it, but I am soaked in the blood of my sins.”

The gamekeeper nodded slowly, “For what it is worth... I am terrified of your mistress. She sees through people like they’re made of glass. Knows just how to manipulate them. I wouldn’t say that Lord Castelle’s life expectancy is very high, just now.”

“Really.”

“She’s been working with his wife, healing both their respective handmaidens.” Tyre reported what he had already scried. “Even got to the point where if the cat calls for the lady, it isn’t the cat who has to go to her. They idle in the gardens, sometimes, as well.”

Sai smiled slowly, “That’s my Twenty Four. Breaking hearts wherever she goes. Has she made a move against Isaac, yet?”

“Not that I can see.” Tyre shook his head, “But I don’t envy that one. The scars he’s left on the handmaiden’s back aren’t going to be forgiven, or forgotten. Especially not when they share a bed most nights.”

“Only when it isn’t Elia’s turn.” Sai mused, “Has Toofy realised that you watch her, yet? That the two of you are involved?”

“Always. She can smell the animals on me from an impressive distance.”

The lord nodded slowly, “We’ve done what we can, Tyre. What happens next... Is on her.”

“As you wish, Thunderstep.” The man disappeared.

Sai leaned back on the bed, pausing as he heard a rattle. He looked over, his green eyes flashing, as he saw a scorpion in the bed. The creature skited away under his glare, but left him questioning where it had come from.

— — —
She skipped happily into the greenhouse, dragging Arina along by her hand as she did. The cat purred happily, and rubbed her face onto the other woman who was already present.

Liz batted her away, “Not right now. Don’t go getting your fur in my work.”

Toofy glanced down at the alchemical substance being mixed, and cocked her head. She sniffed and then planted both her hands over her nose and recoiled. “Vile! Evil!”

“Isn’t it?” Liz said in amusement, “However, I do believe it to be quite the effective poultice. Arina, strip, if you would please. It is time your bandages were changed.”

The handmaiden curtsied, “Yes, Lady Castelle.”

Toofy had to restrain her usual hiss as she saw the marks left on the delicate skin. Had to stop herself reaching out to Arina with tears in her golden eyes.

Liz, of course, noticed the pain and fluffed the top of her head, “Don’t worry. She’s nearly healed.”

“Don’t touch Toofy’s fucking head!” She spat, and then looked back to the handmaiden. “She will make this right. She will.”

Liz ignored her, continuing to pat her, despite the protests. And despite her anger, the neko couldn’t help but admit that she did like it. Made her feel like a loved little kitten, again.

The lady frowned, glancing around, “No slave shadow, today? Did you have another fight with Elia about her tail?”

“Toofy put it in her mouth in her sleep.” Her ears went flat, “She didn’t mean it! But... Little Saia needs to recharge. So she’s run away to hide.”

Liz laughed softly, “To think that I once feared what you would do to me, if I afforded you the opportunity.”

“What is that supposed to mean?” She glowered.

The woman shrugged, “Oh, just that I underestimated you. Fearing that you might sexually satisfy me was foolish. I should have feared that I could not satisfy you.”

She purred and rubbed on her again, “Toofy is as satisfied as she can be, without her master.”

“With how many sharing your bed?”

The cat giggled, “Liz and Arina and Little Saia. She hasn’t taken any others. Didn’t even touch Liz’s Xivian. Only helped to fix her.”

“I despise that pet name.” The lady shook her head, “Yet, you will always insist upon it, won’t you?”

“Mmm.” Toofy nodded, her bell ringing with the motion.

She scooted closer as Arina finished undressing, and removing her bandages. Gentle hands delicately touching the still-healing welts from where the belt buckle had carved through her flesh. She leaned forward, and her rough tongue flicked out.

Arina shivered in pain, but made no other outward signs as Toofy began to kiss across each of the wounds. The handmaiden had got used to this part of the process.

Lady Castelle leaned her chin in a hand, considering her, “You’ve made rapid progress, considering the depth of the attacks, but I’m concerned that some of these are still blackening. Twenty Four? How does it taste?”

She made a face but tasted at one of the black spots, before recoiling and spitting violently. She heaved and coughed a furball up onto the ground, before wiping her mouth. “Gangrene.”

“Damn it. I am almost at my wits end. It may be in the hands of the gods, soon.” Liz said with frustration. “We keep cutting it out, and cleaning it, and it isn’t enough.”

Toofy frowned, staggering upright, “Isn’t spell. Isn’t curse. Checked for those. Has to be natural. Maid job is too dirty.”

“If she didn’t work, then my husband would simply kill her. We can’t hide her away.” Liz shook her head. “I’m already in trouble for favouring Xivian.”

“And when he caught Toofy in the garden.” She reminded the woman how they had recently been caught with a certain cat tongue between certain legs by a certain husband.

She sighed, “I really thought he would be kinder, after his indigestion problems stopped. It seems he is worse than ever.”

“He is irritating. But he did want her to be interested in his son, not his wife.” Toofy agreed, “Not long, though. Not long. We just need to help the Arina until then. Hm. Toofy was reading in the library. Read about elf who used to grow poultices.”

Liz turned her head, “Oh? I do not believe I am acquainted with that particular volume.”

“Written in high elf.” Toofy shrugged, “A present for his lord stinkypants. All pretty pictures. The elf... What was his name? Can’t remember. He was killed in the war. Volume published posthumously.”

The lady sighed, “So, how does this help us? Did it have a list of ingredients or castings required to create these magical poultices?”

“Not magical.” Toofy shook her head, “Natural. Grow and eat the bad things. Easy to grow. Need a cold and dark place to grow. Damp is better.”

“Worth an attempt.” Liz shrugged, “I suppose I could ask for a corner of the dungeon for a small experiment. My husband is likely to extract a price, however.”

The cat smiled cheekily, “She could lend him her succugirl.”

“He doesn’t like exotics. Especially dehydrated ones.” The woman replied flatly. “Do you even consider Elia’s feelings, before you offer her up like bait?”

“Toofy doesn’t consider the worm. She only eats the fish before it can get the worm.” She replied with a twinkle of excitement in her eyes.

Liz sighed, “She loves you, you know. In her own way.”

“Toofy knows. She is considering freeing her.” The neko said quietly, and returned to licking at the less gross parts of Arina’s scars.

The woman chuckled, “If you removed the slave collar, would it change how Elia reacts to you, at all? Would she stop calling you, mistress?”

“No. Toofy bit her.” She said between licks.

Liz sighed, “Do you think Elia might be feeling... A bit overused? Maybe that is why she has retreated from you.”

“It’s the tail.” The neko paused and sighed, “Toofy... It is private. Delicate matter. The Liz isn’t allowed to say it, if she knows it.”

“I am listening, my little cat.”

She rubbed nervously at one of her ears, “Toofy... Wants more than just tongues. She misses her master. So she wants Elia’s tail. But Elia doesn’t do things like that. Thinks it is gross. So if she notices Toofy looking, she gets mad.”

“Have you tried cucumbers?” Liz asked, voice full of humour.

Toofy shot a glare at her, “If the Liz had to choose, would she take vegetable, or dick?”

“You are as uncouth as ever.” The lady shook her head, “Yet, the choice seems rhetorical. The answer is obvious.”

“Yes. And tail is alive and moving. Can reach all the good parts.” The cat shrugged. “Meant to feel good for both. It would touch Little Saia in new ways, make her into a waterfall for Toofy’s tongue. Drown her. Reach deeper into Toofy, than little fingers. More flexible, too.”

Liz laughed softly, “Always an education, speaking with you, Twenty Four. A sexual education, often on other species, but always an education to be had.”

Toofy paused, and then wrapped her hands around the timid handmaiden and purred, “Somebody else likes it.”

“M-mistress.” Arina jerked in surprise.

“I’m fairly certain she’s just reacting to being licked from head to toe.” Liz rolled her eyes.

“Share?” Toofy suggested, gleefully.

The lady sighed heavily, “We are attempting to heal your handmaiden. Not to engage in carnal activity every time you get a slight whiff. Incorrigible cat.”

Toofy laughed and skipped over to the woman, kissing her nose, “Liz loves her, for it.”

“No.” The lady said firmly and flicked her bell.

Just like Sai.

The neko’s throat caught, and she fought back her tears. She spun away, delving deep into her anger instead. At the men and women who had stolen her Sai from her.

The list of people that she would have killed, so that she could save him, bring him back to her.

She hadn’t taken the time to enjoy her last time with her master. They couldn’t have afforded it at the time, but it still hurt. She wanted to feel his hands on her.

Hear his voice, gently chiding her.

“Twenty Four?” Liz said apprehensively.

She shook her head, tail dragging on the ground, “Misses him. Nothing that the lady can do to help Toofy. Not until the lord is no longer irritating.”

“Should I send for you, tonight?” Liz asked cautiously, “Or would you prefer, that I do not?”

The cat shrugged, “It is always a distraction to play with her ladyship. Toofy would be happy to always share her bed, until her Sai is returned to her.”

“Arina might feel a little disappointed if that were to take place.” Liz replied, looking at the servant in question with amusement.

Toofy shrugged, “We could always share.”

“Now, now.” Liz cautioned, “Arina is not so corrupting an influence as you are. She has her heart but for one. She does not partake in dallying with any who might give her attention.”

The cat gave a playful hiss, “Keep it up. Toofy will steal the Xivian from you.”

“You simply assume you can take anyone by the heart and draw the strings to control them?” Liz said with irritation.

She shook her head, and kissed the woman’s cheek, “No. Toofy never tries to steal the heart. She only ever tries to offer desire. Her own heart is her master’s. Not fair to steal without giving.”

“So, you did not set out to seduce me?” Liz said pointedly, as she crossed the room to Arina and began to apply the vile-smelling liquid to the servant’s injuries.

The cat backed away, covering her nose with both hands, “She set out to seduce the lady. But sex is not love. Also, Arina no share bed tonight.”

The handmaiden gagged, “I... Comprehend, m’lady. Can I even serve inside the house, with this perfume of hellspawn?”

“I am assigning you to my altar and gardens for the day.” Liz said with a roll of her eyes, “It truly does not smell as bad as all that. It is but a tincture of sulphur.”

“Blegh.” Toofy blepped her tongue.

“If it is so offensive to the senses, then you may assist me in bathing to wash clean of the smell.” Liz said in irritation.

“Can’t.” Toofy’s ears drooped, “She has a meeting with Lord Yu in the library, soon. He may be offensive to the senses as the smell, but Toofy cannot be late.”

“Lord Yu? I was not aware my husband invited him.”

She shook her head, “He did not. He comes for Toofy. She has not just been reading about cures for the maidens in the library. There is something she is trying to prove. Needs his help.”

Liz’s face fell, “Oh, no. Oh, what political wrangling are you thrusting upon this household? Endangering us, all?”

“Mmm... Toofy is looking to bribe the one who hired Elia, so that they won’t try again.” She shrugged, “Isn’t that bad.”

Lady Castelle was unconvinced, “How is reading a large number of books going to preserve you against one that sends assassins?”

“Not many books. Just one.” Toofy replied, “She has to find it first. Having problems, but she doesn’t read High Human. Lady Efina used to beat her for that.”

“High human?” Liz was confused, “Do you mean... Enteric?”

“Mmm.”

The woman frowned, “What legal documents could our little neko be hunting for in the library? That she doesn’t want us to know about, Arina?”

The handmaiden swallowed, “She did not tell me, m’lady. I merely wrote her invitation to Lord Yu.”

“Isn’t secret, just a secret.” Toofy said, “She looks for records of a secret. People always hide things. Heraldry lists who we wish was family, but Toofy had no family. She knows family has other records, harder to hide. Birthmarks, servants present at birth who shouldn’t be. Other things.”

Liz looked at her very carefully, appraising her innocence, and she saw more than a slight hint of disapproval there. “This is the path you are choosing for our way forward?”

“She is sure she doesn’t know what the lady means.” Toofy replied, blinking her golden eyes.

Arina seemed to try and shrink as the two women faced off against each other. Liz seemed like she had before Toofy had catapulted into her life and upset it. High and haughty, looking down at her with utter derision.

Toofy raised an eyebrow, daring the woman to say or do anything. The stubborn cat that had been unbroken as a slave of the temple, despite being raised for that very purpose, to be a meek and obedient creature.

“It seems you know precisely what it is that I mean.” Liz said with a hint of anger, “However, as you will not take my counsel on this matter, then perhaps you will show some caution with presenting this information to Lord Yu. He may be a drunk, but he is also a senior representative of the temple, and would find such information of... Practical use.”

The neko rolled her jaw in irritation, bristling, “Toofy is quite certain that the lady isn’t making sense. Perhaps the smell has overcome her. She will fetch the Xivian to help her bathe, and recover.”

She spun on her heel and left the greenhouse, and cursed herself under her breath as she walked into a familiar and solid chest.

The man looked down at her as she stepped backwards, “Ah, just the young lady that I was looking for.”

“Toofy is late for an appointment.” She said firmly, stepping passed him.

Castelle the Younger sidestepped to remain in her way, “Is that any way to treat a friend and noble? What appointment is of such import that you would snub me in this way? I do not believe my father has called upon you, as I requested that he would not.”

She smiled tightly, “If the little Castelle insists upon it, he may, of course, accompany Toofy. She goes to the library. Shall he join her?”

“But, of course.” He offered his arm to her.

She couldn’t find an appropriate excuse, and so took it in her own, and the two of them began walking in the direction of the library at a brisk pace.

He smiled in amusement at her, “If I did not know better, I would believe that you hated my very existence, my dear Lady Twenty Four.”

“His attitude has been improving, of late.” Toofy acknowledged his effort to be polite to her, “However, he must remember that she lives under the knowledge that her master is awaiting the gallows, as petitioned by his father.”

Castelle the Younger nodded, “Yes. I am afraid that there is quite a spat of bad blood between those two. The House of Sai was not always a thing, it was created for the one you call master. Carved out of my grandfather’s estate by the emperor, following one of the many wars with the barbarians.”

“There is no need to be circumspect.” She replied, “She is well aware that Lord Sai was granted his title and land for butchering her own kind.”

“Was it the neko tribes?” Castelle the Younger said off-handedly, “I’m afraid I wasn’t aware. I find the matters of war to be extremely boring and distant. I was not attempting politeness, though it does appear to be a sensitive topic to approach.”

Toofy smiled in amusement at how pervasive his laziness was that he didn’t even know who his father had picked a fight with. “The services of Lord Sai during those wars are state secrets, which she is sure does nothing to assuade the jealousy of his lordship.”

“Mmm. My father is quite the stubborn bastard, sometimes.” He said with a breath of fresh air. His lack of decorum might be the only thing that Toofy could stand about him. “So, tell me of this important appointment.”

The two of them entered the library, and she waved a hand ahead of them where a man was already waiting for her. “She greets the Lord Yu.”

The man turned to her and gave a somewhat unstable bow, already wet despite the early hour, “Lady Twenty Four. And of course, her escort is also known to me. It is a pleasure to meet you again, Lord Castelle the Third.”

Castelle the Younger bowed, and released her arm, “So, what is the nature of this ever so important meeting?”

Toofy smiled slowly at him, “She is researching a topic, but cannot read the language. She borrows the eyes of Lord Yu.”

The man picked up one of the manuscripts, “To get right into it, Lady Twenty Four, I believe I have already located the document that you are looking for, based on the scant details of your letter.”

Castelle the Younger considered them both curiously, and took the document, running his eyes over the given page. “Enteric. Eugh. I am afraid that I can only poorly read it. My youth was not put to such use as learning it, despite my tutors efforts.”

“This passage here,” Lord Yu indicated, “Refers to the birth of young human woman. The authour was careful not to name either the child, or the mother. However, the birth was not easy, and resulted in a curious crescent-shaped birthmark on the daughter’s face.”

Castelle’s eyes flicked to Toofy in a bewildered sort of fear, “This document, Lord Yu, are there many copies?”

“Oh, many, sir. It is the official births registrar. Copies are distributed to all noble households, and of course, the emperor’s archives.” Yu said in amusement.

The cat smiled lopsidedly as her victim realised what she was showing to him. She hadn’t planned to let him know so early, but she had no problems with letting him know she had him backed into a corner.

She hadn’t quite decided what to do with him. This was just an information gathering exercise.

She spoke innocently, “Is there anything else, Lord Yu, that can tell us of the child?”

“Much.” He nodded, taking back the passage, “Most of the record is devoted to the troublesome birth, but it also notes several people who were present at the time. Witnesses of the birth, if you will. Those named are all servants of noble families, and known to me.”

“Which families?” Toofy inquired as the man beside her began to sweat, his smell permeating her nose.

Lord Yu shrugged, “The two midwives are of the Vanhern household, implying that the mother was at least connected with that household. There was also a military guard set, which is unusual, of the Castelle household. Finally, there was a handmaiden, also of the Vanhern household, implying that the mother was a noblewoman.”

Toofy frowned, screwing up her face, “This guard. Has Lord Yu located other records on him?”

“No need. I already know his fate.” Lord Yu replied, “The temple was hired to ensure his death some little time ago. Shortly after this record was made, in fact. If you want to locate where he was interred, you will have to speak to your own slave, Elia. She was my preference for quite some time, including for this particular task.”

Castelle the Younger looked at Toofy in nothing short of terror, “May I ask why this particular case interests you, my dear Lady Twenty Four?”

“She finds it curious.” Toofy replied with amusement, eyes sparkling, “She thanks the Lord Yu. He has been most efficient. Perhaps he should make a note of this record, it could come in useful to both himself, and Toofy.”

“Quite.” Lord Yu agreed, putting it aside, and bowing. “Was that all, m’lady? I have other tasks to attend to, since you have taken my favourite from me. Her replacement needs training.”

Toofy was amused by the false implication that he hadn’t already replaced Elia. He was just annoyed that she had bought the woman from him, and he couldn’t use her whenever he felt like it.

“On the subject of our shared favourite, Toofy has found it difficult to encourage her to... Use her tail.” She said slowly.

He chuckled softly, “Yes. That one did have some curious boundaries. I was willing to accept them, as that was not the main reason that the temple trained her. I’m afraid I cannot help you, m’lady.”

Toofy was satisfied with the answer. She mostly wanted to tease him that she had Elia in all the ways he wanted, and he didn’t.

She bowed her head, “Please, take your leave, m’lord. Toofy has much to do, as well. She looks forward to our next meeting.”

“I pray that the day does not come too soon.” Lord Yu said cautiously, bowed, and walked passed them.

Toofy turned and bounced up onto the table, sitting on it and looking at the younger Castelle with a sparkle in her golden eyes. “She has no plans for it, if he is worried. She merely wanted to be able to prove it.”

“Father told me the records were expunged.” He said hoarsely.

She laughed softly, “This is the empire, not a land of barbarians. There are always records. You can find what you want, if you are determined enough. This, the temple teaches. This, the palace fears of the temple.”

Castelle the Younger took a deep breath, “You’ve proven it. Now, what? I am supposed to simply accept that you’re not attempting anything against me?”

“Mmm.” She nodded, “If Toofy wanted to bring harm to him, then the time is not right. He is protected by his father.”

The man finally understood, “Shit. You’re planning a coup, aren’t you? Once father is gone, I would inherit the property. But not if this came to light, because I’d be rolling in some ditch by the hand of a very angry father.”

“Your mother will be granted dispensation to lead the estate.” Toofy said carefully, “Either by your absence, or your directive. She doesn’t care which it is, but he should be prepared to make the choice. He could, of course, try and hurt the cat. Make her threat go away.”

“Not after you informed Lord Yu.” He grated, “Even if the man despised you, he would prefer it if I were the heir, because he could blackmail me if and when the temple found it convenient.”

She grinned.

The young man shook his head, glaring openly at her, “And here I was, trying to be polite. You... Hellspawn.”

“Toofy didn’t like his motivations.” She replied, “She has chosen her master. She has but one, and she will return to him. If he does not want her to hate him, then he must distance himself from his father’s efforts to kill her master.”

Castelle the Younger swallowed nervously, “If I were to assist you in some small way, to bring him to freedom, would you cease these efforts to place my mother over me?”

“Perhaps.” She said teasingly.

He rubbed his chin, “Well. I suppose my father has done his best to set us against each other, then. However, there is one way that I can assist you. Increase your standing, considerably.”

Toofy blinked in surprise. She had mostly assumed that he was as useless as his father thought he was. What favour could he possibly offer to her?

Castelle the Younger spread his hands, “It would require you agreeing to leave things be.”

“She cannot. Wheels lie in motion. Soon the estate will be struck by tragedy.” Toofy said honestly, “Time cannot be slowed or stopped. She can promise not to try and hurt him. Best she can say.”

“Good enough.” He swallowed, “I have been offered a posting for consideration, and if I cannot for some reason take it, then I can make a suggestion. Such a suggestion has never been rejected, it is unprecedented.”

“Posting?” She cocked her head.

He nodded, “A simple task. The empire requires an ambassador to discover what has happened to a missing gold shipment to one of our borders. It was intended as a ransom for some petty lord, but disappeared before it arrived.”

She smiled broadly, “It would also get her out of the estate. Away from the little lord. He would find it easier to sleep.”

“That is true.” He chuckled, “But to be an ambassador, you must be of a certain standing. A titled lady is certainly enough. However, her status of a slave would be unacceptable. You would be freed, and granted your citizenship. Confirmed by a guard escort in your duties.”

Toofy’s eyes glowed in excitement at the prospect.

The plan would make her other machinations more difficult, and would separate her from both Arina and Elia. Yet, it would also give her even more deniability over the looming events.

She nodded slowly, “An accord. If the little lord would put forth her name, then Toofy shall forget she managed to prove what it is that his father told to her. She will even make Lord Yu consider it carefully before he tried to use such a thing.”

The man relaxed, “I will make my recommendation today, then. This has been more exhausting than I expected. May I take my leave, your ladyship?”

“Mmm... If he desires.” She said carefully, “However, she wishes to show him something else, if he has the time. It is well worth it, she promises. Would the lord walk with Toofy?”

He held out his arm to her politely.

She led him out of the library, her mind turning over the possibilities. What she’d agreed to came with considerable risk. It was likely she would be attacked during the duties, and might not return.

She had been taken out by a lone elf, on the hunt. It still haunted her dreams at night, causing her to wake up in tears, crying out for Sai.

Elia had been the one to offer her tail as a kind of calming toy to her, during the worst nights. Yet, the nightmares were getting worse, not better.

“Mother’s garden?” He asked politely as they neared the destination.

She nodded, and took a certain pathway that hid them from the sight of the guards and patrols. “This path is private, but if he takes liberties, the kitty has claws.”

“I would not dare to touch one intended to be my bride.” Castelle the Younger lied through his teeth. He stank of lust.

She took him to a small stone structure, a singular and circular room near the edge of the garden. She opened the door and curtsied to the image as she entered.

He followed her in, “Oh my. I thought mother had abandoned this shrine.”

“Her Arina is a devotee.” Toofy explained as she idly circled the statue to the Green Goddess, “That is not what she wished to show to him. This was not made by his mother or father.”

Castelle the Younger frowned, “It wasn’t? I thought father had it built.”

“He did, from a certain view.” Toofy agreed, “However, before the Green Goddess stood here, another god did. The shrine was broken and desecrated long ago. His father simply had the new goddess built in place.”

“It was a shrine to one of the betrayer gods?” He said curiously, “How odd. I don’t quite get what you wish me to see, however.”

“Those who worshipped the betrayers must often run. Hunted by the ones who hate them.” Toofy said, and touched the pedestal softly, and then idly flicked several shapes back and forth in a pattern.

There was a shuddering creak, and then a popping sound of a latch coming undone.

Toofy crouched and pulled open a small door, revealing a black passageway that was barely large enough to fit one person crawling. She waved a hand, “This is unmarked upon the maps of the estate.”

“Oh my.” Castelle the Younger said in surprise, “That seems... Unsafe.”

She nodded in agreement, “It did take Toofy a few days to reinforce the tunnel, and dig out a few places. Leads to an underground place. A city, beneath the city.”

He stared at her, “A city? I don’t understand. The city wasn’t built over the top of any ancient city. I think I would have remembered at least that much from my lessons as a boy.”

Toofy chuckled, “Truth. The city was not built on top. The city was built underneath. Dug out during the temple’s scourging. She thinks maybe a hundred years ago. The lower city is younger, and uninhabited.”

He swallowed nervously, “This seems like a dangerous escape route, to take. Hardly somewhere I could take a paramour. Why show it to me?”

“Not escape. A place of waiting.” Toofy said and closed the hidden door. She dusted off her hands as she stood up, “Uninhabited today, not forever. One day the little lord will find it full, and on that day, he should flee to undercity. Ask to join them.”

He looked at her in confusion, “I am uncertain what it is exactly that you are telling me, Lady Twenty Four.”

“Simply remember it.” She said innocently, “But, she has taken enough of his time. She should return to her duties, and report to his mother.”

He bowed to her, “Of course. And I have a letter to write, of my own. I will let you know of the response as soon as I hear one. One question before we part, however, if I may?”

She nodded.

He swallowed, “How did you even find this?”

“Toofy followed her favourite snack. She was hunting it, when it disappeared inside the stone. Took her a while to find the key to open it.” She shrugged.

“Favourite snack?” He latched onto something he could use, “What shall I remember to ask the chef for, if I could ever convince the lady to join me for a meal?”

“Scorpion.” She shrugged. “She is not human, m’lord.”

— — —
“Gamekeep.” Elia said, one leg idly hanging from the tree branch she was sitting in. She bit into the apple she’d filched from somewhere, and looked over at the man who had landed in a crouch a branch higher than her.

He sat down and tossed her a peach, taking another from his bag, “Fresh. How is Isaac, today, assassin?”

She shrugged, and sniffed at the peach before giving a nibble of the soft and furry flesh. It was a little tart, but still somewhat sweet. “Following his routine. Seems to have settled in as the lord of the estate, if only in word.”

Tyre sighed, both legs dangling from his branch as he watched the estate, “As much as I enjoy our little conversations, and stalking the targets of your mistress, I am afraid you won’t be seeing me for a while.”

“I really don’t care.” Elia laughed, her tail flicking with amusement.

He shrugged, “I’ve been ordered to accompany some ambassador in a hunt for a missing ransom, which tells me it isn’t a normal hunt. My job to keep them alive. I might not be coming back.”

Elia rolled her red eyes, “Did say that I don’t care.”

“The two of us protecting Twenty Four is better than just yourself. It isn’t like she goes out of her way to not make enemies.” He said carefully. “I expect that whilst I’m gone, Sai will probably be executed.”

Elia flinched, and the peach exploded as one of her hands turned instinctively into a fist. She looked at the crushed stone and dropped the pieces of the seed. “Are you certain?”

“Of the when? Not at all.” He shook his head, “But that it’ll happen? Absolutely. They’ll at least try. He’s a liability to the emperor, for more reasons than I care to name. He’s been facing assassination attempts every few days. Poisoned food. Guests with a knife who turn out to have expunged records. It would be more convenient if he died before execution, but the trial isn’t going to find him innocent.”

Elia looked at the man carefully, “You’ve been doing this longer than I have. What do you think Twenty Four is going to do when Lord Sai is killed?”

“I don’t have a single clue. Every time I think I’ve worked out your mistress, she goes and does something to surprise me.” He said with irritation, “It is as if she enjoys the chaos more than the results. No clear goals. Just trying to cause problems.”

Elia laughed and leaned back into the trunk of the tree, “You know, that wouldn’t surprise me in the least. She’s a little chaos princess, sometimes.”

“What chaos has she got for Isaac, today?” He asked idly.

She smiled in amusement, “A pie. With a live scorpion in it. Kitchen is in the process of delivering it.”

“Where the hell does your mistress find those buggers?” Tyre said in irritation, “I went looking, hunting, for a nest. Couldn’t find a single one.”

She rolled her eyes, “I got stung by one on the roof. You tried looking there?”

“Yes. Actually.”

Elia frowned, “The ones she like are... Unusual. But is it surprising that with her magic she can find them? I’ve assumed she can summon them. Some kind of neko thing. They’re a desert race. Being able to draw out a snack would be helpful.”

“They’re not magic.” Tyre shook his head, “I’ve inspected a half-dozen of the ones she’s eaten. They’re not summoned, either. Perfectly normal, as far as I can tell.”

The succubus shrugged, yawning. “If something around Twenty Four doesn’t make sense, then I’d just give up. She isn’t one for explaining things. She’s also not half the planner she makes you think she is. Just chaotic. Shit happens.”

“I don’t like things I can’t explain.” Tyre said darkly.

She considered him, and sighed, “You managed to explain the caged neko? I could pay you for the information, in our usual way, if you’re interested.”

He chuckled, “Your mistress mind you paying me, with your body? Seems to me that she’s been getting more possessive of you, lately.”

“Who I fuck is my business.” Elia shot back, and smiled at him slowly, “It isn’t like I need an excuse to bed you, gamekeep. You’re not offensive to my senses, only the mistress’.”

Tyre smiled at her, “Was that supposed to be romantic, succubus?”

“If you go and get killed on this new mission of yours, I might feel disappointed. Mildly.” She offered to him.

He rolled his eyes, “Make up your mind. You either care or don’t.”

“I kill people, Tyre. Getting close to them isn’t something I’ve ever learned to do.” Elia shook her head. “You being fuckable is about the best you’ll ever get out of me. If you want more than that, you should look elsewhere.”

Isaac screamed loudly in a high pitch voice, and the two of them smiled at each other in the tree in amusement.

The gamekeep slowly lowered himself onto her branch, resting on the balls of his feet, “I’m afraid I am a little fond of you, succubus.”

“And I, you. I’d rather that Toofy never orders me to kill you.” She offered the best that she could of the strange-smelling man who pretended to be human.

The first time she’d offered her flesh to him had been about information. He’d teased her that he knew some things that she didn’t, which she wanted to tell her mistress.

So she’d reached into his skull and plucked out the image of desire that he had there, using her magic to become it, without even knowing what it was.

He’d tried to kill her on the spot.

Then somehow their wrestling match had become all teeth and biting, and she’d ended up pulling his pants down and mounting him in a frantic moment of passion.

They always danced around it, but she’d been looking forward to his visits ever since.

She didn’t know what he was. He wasn’t human, or at least not entirely. He smelled wrong for that, and tasted different as well. He also had a strength that was unusual.

She knew his past was black and bloody, almost as much as her own, and that neither of them would ever fully admit what it was that they had done.

She looked at him, red eyes glowing and let out a warning growl. Her tail flicked the air, and she watched him for a response.

His eyes flashed green for a moment, sending a shiver down her spine.

She smirked at him, “If you want me to look like her, again, you might need to tell me what her name was.”

“Helen.” He said angrily.

The shiver passed over her. Coal-black skin becoming a couple shades lighter, but only a couple. Her hair shrivelled up and disappeared on one side, leaving her half-shaven. Red eyes faded until they suddenly burst into a brilliant blue.

Tyre let out a quiet yell of anger and tackled her out of the tree.

She laughed madly as she hit the dirt, feeling the tree roots crack painfully in her back as he pinned her. Smiling up at him, teasing him by refusing to be afraid.

He snarled, and gave a playful bite to her cheek. She responded by grabbing his head and forcing him to kiss her. Feeling the roughness of his face, the ever-present dirt on him.

He shoved his tongue into her mouth, and she felt herself getting wet as he took control.

She pushed him backwards, glaring at him with her new blue eyes, “What are you going to do? Fuck me?”

“I don’t want to wreck you skirt, again.” He showed that he still had a little sense, despite their animalistic fun.

Elia truly wondered who Helen was to him, but she didn’t mind. She could play the role, if he didn’t want her, personally.

She made the skirt disappear, teasing him that she didn’t actually wear clothes in the first place. She’d only made him think he was leaving her half naked and unable to get home. That had been fun.

Fucking with his mind was almost as fun as taking him.

He was a dichotomous creature, so violent and angry in sex, and so kind and generous outside of it.

He snarled and bit her shoulder. She groaned as she felt way too many fang-like teeth pressing into her, and slammed her knee up into him, where it stopped as if she’d hit a stone wall. “Only Twenty Four can bite me.”

He winced, “Sorry.”

She nipped at his chin, “Doesn’t mean you should stop trying.”

“You love her.” He said accusingly, ripping open her shirt, or thinking that he was, baring her chest to the air.

She run a clawed finger along his pants until she found the knot in his waistband, and then yanked it open instantly. “And you loved this face. Get over it and fuck me.”

He pinned her wrists above her head, and then gave a long lick to her peach-covered hand. Elia gave a quiet little moan, and smiled, “You just do whatever you want with me, don’t you?”

“You always want me to.” He said to her accusingly, and nipped at one of her ears painfully, causing her to jerk away from the sharp sensation. “Doesn’t have to be that way.”

She paused for a moment, letting her red eyes shine through, “Oh, stop it with the sentimentality. I’m a succubus. Dominate me, or be dominated by me, those are the choices. I hate everything else. Is that clear enough, Shifter?”

“Don’t call me that.” He growled at her, and sighed heavily, leaning back, and doing up his pants again, “Sorry. It isn’t working for me, today.”

She crossed her arms, refusing to cover up, or drop the rest of the glamour, “You fucking bastard. You love her too much, don’t you? This face. You’re supposed to tell me if there’s one you like to be on top of.”

“I like to feel her hate.” He said quietly.

She rolled her eyes, “You think you’re the only one in the world who has ever killed someone they care about, Tyre? Get the fuck over yourself. And don’t ever dare touch me again, unless you mean it.”

She stood up restoring her clothes as she shook off the image of his Helen.

“Have you?”

She laughed at him, “I met Twenty Four by trying to kill her. I failed, and she promised to help me kill Lord Yu. Slowly. Inch by fucking inch. That’s why I agreed to help her. You don’t hate someone like that without a reason.”

Tyre winced, “You know what I am, Elia. Shifter. That’s what they call me. I killed her, because of what I am. What did you do to yours?”

“I don’t know what you are, I just like to pretend. I don’t even know what Helen looks like, I just plucked it from your head.” She said, still pissed off with him, “Lord Yu made me kill the only man I ever loved. He didn’t die all at once, and he was my first blood. That was my graduation. You remember your first? Was it clean? Would you ever forgive anyone for it? Don’t tell me I don’t understand. I wish I could see him scream his hatred at me.”

Tyre winced, “First love. First blood. You don’t forget them.”

“He kept telling me that he forgave me.” She trembled, tears beginning to run down her cheeks, “That he still loved me. As I cut his fingers off, one by one. Because I’m just a fucking slave.”

The gamekeeper sighed, “Maybe we should never have played this game to begin with. No one has a right to punish you.”

“Dominate, or be dominated!” She shouted at him, red eyes glowing, “That is love, to a succubus, you stupid fucking human! Pinning is kind. Caressing me, is not. I don’t want to just be held. Ever. I want to be trapped. I am not... Human.”

She spat the last word.

He looked at her, “Neither am I. But I know enough to recognise when someone is hurting. You should go to your mistress. Tell her about Isaac, maybe she’ll reward you with what you need. You won’t find it here.”

Elia growled slowly, taking a step towards him, “What are you? What did you think I knew you were?”

“An abomination. To both human, and... Everything else.” He replied quietly, “I care about you, Elia. I shouldn’t, but I do. For that... Go get fucked by Twenty Four. I can’t give you what you want.”

“I may be a succubus, but I’m not always about sex.” She chuckled softly and breathed out a sigh, “I haven’t told her, you know. Why I hate Yu. Just you. You and Yu and you. I could phrase that to be less confusing.”

He sighed, “I could end up killing you. Or just kissing you. I don’t think you’ll like either of those things.”

“I could teach you.” She smiled slowly and began walking in a circle around him, her tail trailing over his chest, “What it is that a succubus wants. I could even wear my own face.”

He laughed softly, “Are you offering to teach me how to love you, Elia?”

“Considering it.” She leaned in behind him, and barely stopped herself from biting him. “It wouldn’t be easy. Humans are soft. I am not. Even for a succubus, I am not soft. Do you want the challenge?”

“I’m about to leave on a mission I am unlikely to return from.” He sighed, “Today is about all the time that we have.”

She ran her tail over his face as she walked back into view in front of him. “Sounds like a difficult challenge.”

“You want me to say yes, don’t you?”

She crossed her arms, tail dropping to the ground, “I really, really, don’t like it when people do things to try and please me. You just dried me right up.”

“How about a promise, instead?” Tyre said, “I promise that when I return, I will find you, and I will take you, and I will fuck you, before we even say hello.”

“Damn. Waterfalls.” Elia said, eyes shining at the thought. “Making me wait, as well. Perhaps you do understand me a little, my sexy abomination. I like monsters.”

He smiled at her, “The promise comes with a condition.”

“Don’t stop, I’m close.” She grinned at him.

Tyre glared at her, “Don’t get dead, before I come back. Lot of enemies circling your cat, right now. Most of which don’t sleep when she does.”

“Good thing my kind don’t sleep.” She grinned at him, “Your worries... Are threats of a good time, for me. Come back in one piece, my monster, and make good on your promise. I will be looking forward to it.”

She leaned in close, brushing her teeth against his cheek, and then took off into the trees with a leap, laughing.

— — —
“It is good to see you in health.” Lady Efina said, sitting on the wooden chair across from his cell, whilst his guard took another unexpected sleep. “There are many rumours revolving around you. I apologise that it has taken me so long to see for myself.”

Sai looked at her carefully, “True, I have not been graced with your radiant presence, m’lady. Yet I have heard much. You protected our dear cat against Lord Yu’s retribution for buying his favourite, did you not?”

“I have much influence upon the temple.” She admitted, “But she is your mistress, Lord Sai. She carried your name with her. I could not allow her to come to harm.”

Ah. She was still pretending to be in love with him, then.

It was an older ploy, and a basic one at that. He was beginning to tire of the constant attacks, though. He might be able to turn the tables on her, make use of her to escape his predicament.

The problem with that, of course, is that it would require him betraying the loyalties of his little neko.

Sort of.

Without him around to get jealous, she was bedding just about every woman whose path she crossed, which he found utterly infuriating.

Her idea of cheating in their relationship seemed to be limited to who could put their seed inside her.

His idea involved bedding anyone at all, who was not his mistress.

Well, mistress or bride.

Lady Efina was certainly a candidate for his bride. She had also been attempting to present herself as such. It also came with the added benefit of making the cat jealous, for once.

“What little my name now means.” Sai replied to her, “Though, she has proven herself both to be the rascal we know and love, and to be a political... Threat. Since last, you and I spoke.”

Efina sighed, “Yes, Lady Castelle does seem quite taken with our Twenty Four. I suppose her husband should be grateful, as it means his life is no longer under threat.”

“I am afraid I must disagree with her ladyship.” Sai shook his head, “The threat hanging over Lord Castelle has never been more imminent. I expect to hear my one-time rival has passed away in unfortunate circumstances, any day now.”

The priestess frowned, “Truly? The Castelle estate seems at peace, or so my girls tell me. Lord Yu has also been keeping a close eye, and would agree with the sentiment.”

“I am hardly going to explain the details, m’lady.” He said in amusement.

Efina smiled at him tiredly, “What machinations the gods foist upon us, all. I would not have encouraged you to take the cat from my hands if I knew that this would be your fate.”

“The fates of all are not set in stone. The gods are fickle, and the visions of the future myriad.” Sai replied, “And as I recall, you strongly discouraged me. You were intending me to have an elven mistress.”

The priestess nodded, “Yes. She was extremely... Disappointed... When you chose my personal problem child over the prodigy. She could have taught you more pleasures than a man has any right to know. Yet, you chose the rebellious one.”

“Of course.” He smiled at her, “I have no want of a broken mistress. No desire for someone who only sought to give me what they thought I wanted. Whereas Toofy... She struggled to tell me what she wanted with so much as a please. That alone, makes her worthy of my efforts.”

Efina frowned, moving closer to the bars, and whispered, “Are you safe?”

“Not at all.” Sai shook his head, not approaching her. “These conversations of ours are watched. My guard is intentionally allowing himself to be incapacitated. They wish me to attempt to escape, so that I can be killed in the process.”

She swallowed, and looked around nervously, “There are rumours... That... The emperor wishes for Twenty Four to become his bride.”

“It would not shock me in the least. Nor does it actually put me in any more danger than I already was.” Sai shrugged. “However, I believe that it would... Offend my mistress, if he attempted to begin the process to have her.”

Efina leaned her head against the bars, “Why did you do it, Sai? Elatham was a callous and cruel mongrel, but why? You knew this would happen.”

“I did.” He nodded, “I could say it was the plan. It has certainly been convenient for Twenty Four. However... I was simply angry when I came upon the elf up to his nethers inside the woman I loved.”

The priestess smiled sadly, “From such a position of distraction, no man stands a chance.”

“The temple would know.”

Efina gave a long sigh, and smiled at him, “I regret... That I must tell you that the temple is withdrawing their support of Lord Sai, in the matter of Elatham the Elf.”

“The emperor threatening to place guards within all the temples, again?”

She shook her head, “There was a vote. I may be an influential voice, but I am one of many. Lord Yu... Did not vote in your favour, either, and he is also a voice of influence.”

Sai nodded, “Then my trial will approach, shortly. I am prepared to meet the gods, if it comes to that, my dear Lady Efina. I am still bathed in regret, but not in this matter.”

“The scars of war etch deeply.” She acknowledged, and a single tear ran down her cheek, “I wish that you might have seen me, at least for a time, as I see you now.”

He did not trust that the priestess really was confessing her love to him. It was impossible to do so. She came from an organisation that manufactured manipulations of the heart to tear down and build up entire nations.

From such a place, she had risen in rank until she controlled an entire region. She may only be the teacher, but the best techniques are passed on by those who know them.

Returning her affections might be stepping into the trap, or it might be solidifying a connection that could save him from the gallows.

He simply had no way of knowing.

Sickened by the thought of betraying Toofy, he stood up slowly and walked over, taking the priestess’ hands and resting his forehead against hers. “I cannot dare to tarnish your reputation, my dear Lady Efina.”

“Wha?” The guard rubbed his face tiredly, waking up as Sai’s concentration on the spell wavered.

Efina turned and ran from the room.

— — —
The sound of hooves on wood echoed as the figure slowly approached the bed.

The elf lying on it stretched out lazily, spreading her hands across the cheap linens, and gave a contented sigh. “It may be completely disgusting out here, but at least I have you.”

“I do not see the relevance of the location.” His deep and rumbling voice emerged.

The elf smiled slowly at him. Eyes travelling from his dark hooves, up his fur-covered legs, to his enormous manhood, and then up his bare chest to those dark and furious eyes.

She patted the bed, “Come, come, Kaleid. I know squalor does not phase you, but even you must understand how distasteful that I find it.”

He crawled onto the bed, and over the top of her. Kaleid gave a small and short snort of anger before lower his head and brushing his teeth against her neck.

The elf shivered, reaching down to the onokentaura’s shaft, and her eyes shone brightly in the semi-darkness of the room, “Do you believe it will fit, this time?”

“No.”

She rolled her eyes and touched the silver collar around his neck, “Do you despise me so much for sealing you as my own?”

“I cannot answer that, as you have ordered me not to.” He replied, his member responding to the soft and delicate fingers wrapping around it.

The elf frowned, “Worst decision I made.”

“Worse than failing to assassinate the Empress of the Golden Mountain?” He rumbled, teasing her.

The elf’s ears went pink, “That’s not fair. You’re supposed to be getting me in the mood, not making me curl into a ball in shame. You know that isn’t one of my kinks.”

“Apologies. Her ladyship has so many, her slave often loses track.” He replied without an ounce of honesty.

She glared at him and stopped her hand movements, “If my sexual tastes are so offensive to you, then maybe I’ll take a vow of celibacy.”

Kaleid shuffled backwards and lowered his mouth between her legs instead, kissing at his mistress’ sweet-smelling sex. “I am but a slave, and will follow you, wherever you go.”

“I hate it when you’re like this.” She said in frustration, “What did I do this time? You know I love you. Heart and soul. I’d break the spell if I had a clue how.”

He looked up at her, and growled angrily, “You placed yourself in danger today, for my sake. You broke your oath to me, again, oathbreaker.”

“I saved your life.” She said just as incensed, “I am not going to stand by whilst some pathetic little twerp slits the throat of my lover. You’re not invincible. Anyone can die, at any time.”

His eyes blinked, the lids moving vertically, and then he returned to what he was doing. Kissing gently at her, and generally enjoying teasing her.

“Maybe... I went too far.” The elf muttered, “Are you... Going to actually do anything? Stop punishing me.”

His tongue flicked across her sensitive little pearl, briefly grasping onto it with his pass. He gave a low chuckle as she moaned at the touch, “The slave would not dare to punish the mistress.”

“Bastard.” She shuddered, “You are punishing me, aren’t you? Fine. I’ll try and stay out of things.”

“You swore an oath.” He reminded her, before tracing the letters of her name across her clit. Stopping her from talking for a moment, just groaning and grasping roughly at his mane.

The elf gasped quietly, “Eros dos na ktia! Fuck, I love it when you do that. Fine. An oath, is an oath. You going to screw around all day?”

“You are not yet prepared for your slave.” He replied before pushing his tongue into her depths. Curling and grasping at her as his tongue rolled back and forth.

He did desire her, as much as she desired him. Unfortunately, having a cock that literally had never fully fit inside her meant that they always had to take their time, and make sure she was as wet as could be before they even tried.

She moaned, both hands grabbing onto him, and pushing his nose into her clit as her first shaking orgasm passed through her. Her thighs clenched and her toes cracked, as he continued his ministrations, her juices rolling down his tongue.

The little elf gasped for air, “Fuck, I love you, Kal. Oh, fuck. Please. More.”

“Patience.” He admonished her.

She made a whining noise, and thrashed a little, but with his tongue inside her she wasn’t about to tell him off.

Benefits of a prehensile tongue.

“Eugh. Tashin fuck.” She gasped loudly, “Please, Kal! I need you inside me. I’m already a fucking swamp.”

He withdrew from beneath her legs, repositioning over her. She grabbed quickly for him and rubbed the head frantically at his entrance, looking up at him as she tensed for it.

He raised an eyebrow.

“Fuck me, already, you fucking beast.” She swore at him.

Kaleid’s tip dipped into her, and they both let out a grunt. She stretched out around him at first, letting him slowly begin to slide into her. But at a certain point, her elasticity just ran out.

The elf glared at him in frustration, “Not even halfway, today.”

“No.” He agreed, and slowly pulled backwards before pushing into her the same amount, carefully fucking her along his shaft. Taking the elf and trying to show her joy, without the pain.

Her eyes rolled back in her head, and the next few elven words were an unintelligible slurry. He smiled to himself as he felt her cumming for him, because of him.

She gave another little cry, and then locked her legs behind him, and dragged his head down by his goatee to kiss her. Taking his still cunt-slick tongue into her mouth and tasting herself.

He might have been avoiding thrusting all the way into her, but he was far from gentle. The two of them became lost in their grunting, sweaty mess as he assaulted her vaginal opening.

Pleasuring her not because she had made him her slave, but because it was his desire to do so.

Because, despite the way that he teased her, he did actually love this insane little elf who had tried to kill her own empress. The fragile and exiled princess.

He loved her, his Trician.

“Please.” She begged him, “I need it.”

There was no need to say what, and she’d hardly mentioned it, before he delivered his seed into her. Bursting like a fireball of rage deep within her, filling her so deeply then he was forced out of her.

The elf lay gasping on the bed, sweaty and overflowing with his legacy. She gave another series of quiet elven curses, and then breathed out slowly, “Mother would be so disappointed with me. Fucking an inelf.”

He lay down beside her, a finger tracing around her belly button idly, “Your father would believe I could stud a barracks.”

She laughed and smiled at the ceiling, “You certainly have more to give than I can take. The gods alone know how I am not yet pregnant, my love.”

“It may be that we cannot.”

She rolled her eyes, “Good. Can you imagine how inconvenient it would be if you had to protect both me and an unborn child?”

“If my mistress experienced similar hormonal shifts as my kind do, during pregnancy, I might find myself driven to the service of the madgod.” He chuckled.

She sighed heavily, “Why do you always have to remind me that I enslaved you? I didn’t mean it! I was scared of you, and the spell just... Slipped out. I am trying to find a way to break it. I hate that I did it.”

“I am the first of my kind not to commit suicide upon being enslaved. It bears heavily upon my mind, always.” He said in a rumbling whisper, “It is not meant as an indictment upon the kindness of my mistress.”

She nodded and let out a ragged breath, “I... I wish everything could just be you and I, Kal. Forever.”

“Fortune does not favour us, it is true.” He moved closer to her, pushing his arm under her head to cradle it, “But there is yet to be a force that may separate us.”

The elf frowned, lifting up a hand over her face, and looking at the diamonds embedded there, “Yet still... Our future is uncertain. When I gaze at it, I still see the goddess of mischief.”




Nine

The catgirl has her vengeance.

— — —
Silent toes crept across the floor as Toofy held her muddy boots in her mouth. She padded silently on all fours across the floor, her tail twitching excitedly as she snuck into the room, the dawn just beginning.

She, ever so gently, placed her boots at the foot of the bed before reaching for her skirt and freeing it. Slipping that and her underwear onto the floor.

She nuzzled her head up and beneath the heavy layers of the bed, before slipping up into the covers, wearing only her shirt.

She grinned as she found the warm legs, purring quietly as she nestled her face into them. She rubbed up the length of them until she arrived at her goal, her golden eyes flashing in the dark as she spotted the underwear protecting her prize.

Her tongue blepped to the side as she concentrated, trying not to wake the occupant of the clothing as she began to drag them down and out of her way. Leaving the underwear around the knees of the woman.

The woman gave a tired moan in her sleep, shifting slightly, but didn’t otherwise respond to Toofy’s hot breath as she poised over the delicious little snatch.

She’d been waiting for this since she had first smelled elf on the Lady Castelle, at their first meeting.

Of course, since then she’d learned that Xivian wasn’t entirely an elf, but a halfbreed. Shunned by human and elf alike, she’d probably be killed if she entered elven territory just for existing.

Toofy gave a small kiss to the sex, and shifted over to the other pair of legs, tangled with the first. This one didn’t have any underwear she needed to get out of the way.

The catgirl pulled her hands in close and breathed on them, warming them up quickly. Then, silently, she took the sex of both women in hand and gently began to play with them.

Her eyes glowed excitedly as both emitted quiet moans.

Xivian tried to roll away from the motion, the woman not quite waking up, but beginning to gain some awareness of her surroundings. Feeling the invasion of her privacy, against her chastity.

Liz, however, slept the sleep of the dead, as only a pampered noblewoman could. Even as Toofy’s finger began to make her slit moisten, the woman continued to sleep.

The cat rolled her eyes.

She needed Liz to wake up first. Couldn’t be taking her cute little Xivi without permission. The noblewoman would be completely unforgiving if she woke up with the neko between her handmaiden’s legs.

Which was annoying, because Xivi was entirely fascinating to the catgirl. She could feel it, even at a touch. She didn’t have the same clitoris as human or elf. Something in-between.

Humans were rubbery, but stiffening under excitement. A little playful oyster. Elves were solid, like stone. They tended to prefer suckling directly on it, whereas humans liked it when you played around it.

Xivi felt like she had fragments of rock, embedded into something soft. Toofy really wanted to dive in and discover what the woman’s preferences were.

She had to service the noble, first.

Which would require waking her... Somehow.

She reluctantly stopped playing with the handmaiden, and began to kiss along the legs of the human. Moving her head up gently until she found the deep musky scent.

She didn’t really like the way Liz smelled. It was intense, coming from a diet that was too sedentary, with far too much meat. Salty to the taste, but almost a scent of oil.

Her rough tongue slid along the length of the little slit. Liz stiffened and let out a quiet moan, and then a tired groan. “No...”

Toofy rolled her eyes, and began to actively lap at the woman. Her tongue curling as she drew in the liquid, before allowing it to drool out of the corners of her mouth.

“Hmm? Oh. Oh!” Liz finally woke up.

The blanket whipped back violently, and the neko smirked, tail standing straight and tight.

Liz let out a growl of frustration, “I did not send for you! Oh... Oh, stop it. Let me... Mmm... Complain, first. Mmm. Oh, you’re too... Good at that.”

Toofy reached over and ran a hand down the handmaiden’s leg gently, voicing her intentions.

Liz growled, “Xivian. Please leave us.”

“M’lady.” The tired voice came, and the halfbreed went to leave the bed.

Toofy popped up, ears flattening and letting out a keening noise from deep in the base of her throat. Looking wide-eyed at the noblewoman, begging.

The woman crossed her arms across her naked chest, “You are not stealing her from me, Twenty Four!”

“Not steal.” She whined, “Share. She wouldn’t dare to steal. She shares everything with the Liz. Wanted to share, together. The Liz should have the ones she loves.”

“Manipulative. Devious.” Liz glared at her, “Trying to use my heart against me. Just because you want to play with my handmaiden.”

“Toofy gave the Xivian back to the Liz.” She pointed out, “Her husband had deprived them both of their love. Toofy just wanted the Liz to feel what it is like to be shared, and to share. She would not hate it.”

The woman ground her teeth together and sigh, “Fine. Xivian. You may stop dressing, and rejoin us. The endless sexual education of our neko continues. The depths I sink to... You are always right, when you say I will enjoy it.”

“Toofy would not try, if she did not think the Liz would like it.” Her tail wagged for a moment.

Liz shifted up in the bed, and looked over at her handmaiden, “I know I will regret this... But... You clearly want her. Xivian? You look... Interested. Shall I watch the two of you, for a moment?”

“No. No.” Toofy said crossly, “The Xivian must pleasure the Liz. Toofy will guide... And join in... As things continue. Tell her what you like, Liz.”

The noble sighed, “This is embarrassing... Xivian? I... I suppose... You may kiss me, if you wish. There is no need to hide it in front of the cat. That we adore each other.”

The halfbreed smelled... Lustful.

Toofy smirked, sitting back silently and letting the two forget she was even there, for a moment. The kiss began hesitantly, but became quite passionate.

The cat struggled not to laugh as she saw the handmaiden holding the noble’s face, pushing her tongue into her mouth roughly. When she saw the knee sneak up and press firmly into Lady Castelle’s crotch.

Waking that one up hungry seemed to be a dangerous thing.

She crouched down silently, arching her back so that she could look in and see the fascinating little vulva of the halfbreed. Her eyes widened as she saw it was even more different than she thought.

Along the inner edges of her channel, Toofy could spy a spiral pattern of ribbing. A texture that would drive a man insane, and one that she didn’t want to resist, either.

She made a pout and sat up, crawling in behind the elf and embracing her. The cat’s hands tweaked at the handmaiden’s nipples briefly, causing her to gasp and break the kiss.

As she did, Toofy gently redirected her head to suckle at Liz’s left breast. Xivian was surprisingly pliable, diving straight into it.

“Oooh.” Lady Castelle breathed raggedly, “Sensitive.”

As she did, the cat slithered down beside her to play with the other breast. Her tongue flicked quickly across it. “Not so much, Xivi. Give her something to want. Desire is best served... Desperate.”

“Cruel cat.” The noblewoman moaned, a hand reaching into Toofy’s hair and trying to push her down on the breast.

She responded by pulling back, lifting the woman’s arm and kissing gently at the inside of her wrist. Golden eyes sparkling as she saw Liz respond in surprise, not realising that the spot was sensitive.

“Kiss lower. Her button.” Toofy instructed, and the woman planted a series of kisses down her lady until she reached the bellybutton.

Liz gave an involuntary laugh as it tickled, and Toofy quickly grabbed Xivian’s wrist and pushed her hand inside the noblewoman before the moment ended.

“Gods!” The lady’s eyes rolled back in her head.

Toofy smirked, “Gently. Teasingly. Never quite enough, not slow enough she can complain.”

Before Liz could distract her handmaiden, Toofy planted her own mouth on the noble. Savouring the softness of her lips. The timidity of her tongue.

Her teeth were perfectly flat, ground down from stress and anger. Rounded, rather than sharp. Still fun to play across the tops of, especially as Toofy’s plan to remove most of that stress was about to be answered.

The cat breathed in sharply as she felt delicate fingers enter her own extremely wet pocket. Elizabeth reaching into her depths and returning the favour.

Toofy rewarded her with a groan into her mouth. “Yeeesss.”

“Ei.” Xivian squeaked, as the other hand apparently found her. The unexpected sound almost enough to distract the catgirl from what she was doing.

Her tail ran softly down the handmaiden’s back, before circling around the small of it. Delivering both comfort and desire in equal amounts. Attempting to lead Xivian down a soft and slow road, rather than rough and tumble.

This was about sharing love, not simply making sure everyone was dripping and staining the sheets.

Toofy needed for them to lose track of the time.

She broke off the kiss with Liz, and turned her attention to the handmaiden. Drawing her in gently by her chin and kissing her in front of her lady.

The hand inside her became frantic, and Toofy groaned into Xivian’s mouth. Loud and full of desire. She pushed her hips down, asking for more depth.

Xivi’s tongue was like quicksilver. Despite how rough her own neko one was, she couldn’t find any purchase on it. The woman was also quick and forceful with it, skilful.

She was suddenly determined to see her kiss Little Saia. That much passion might be enough to offend the gods, themselves.

Toofy broke the kiss, being sure to trail her saliva between the two, and gasp for air. “She sees why she wants to keep Xivi all for herself.”

The handmaiden leaned forward, gasping, “L-lady... Castelle... I... Please...”

“You may climax.” The noble gave her servant permission.

The woman shook her head, “Not... Before you. Please. Let me... Service... You.”

Toofy smirked and drew herself backwards, “Keep going, the Liz. The cat has a tongue, too.”

She dove back into the musty home between the nobles legs, whilst the handmaiden half-crouched over her, a hand inside her. She could feel it dripping down her neck.

“Kiss her, Xivi.” She instructed, before losing the use of her tongue for more exciting things.

She traced the letters of her true master’s name across Liz’s clit, flicking at the sensitive spot and making the woman groan loudly. The woman seemed to especially like the curves of the ‘S’.

“Ai! Ei!” Xivian suddenly squeaked loudly, “Mist-ress!”

Toofy tried not to shudder as she was coated by the halfbreed’s fluids. Instead she focused on making certain that Elizabeth reached the same crescendo.

“I... I... I...” Lady Castelle struggled, and then her body arched up, “Me, too! Xivian!”

The cat crawled out from between them as the two women collapsed into an exhausted bundle. Her eyes sparkled in amusement, and one of her ears flicked to the doorway.

She gave an exaggerated stretch and snuggled down beside the other two, kissing Elizabeth’s cheek. “She told her, she would like it.”

“What is this!?” A male voice roared in rage.

Toofy had been trying, but the timing of this couldn’t have been so neatly arranged. It was completely perfect. She must have the luck of the gods, today.

Xivian fell off the side of the bed, hiding.

The catgirl simply rolled over lazily and leaned up onto her elbows. Neatly crossing her legs in a false look of modesty. She blinked slowly, daring Lord Castelle to speak up.

The lady beside her attempted to cover herself, “Castelle. I did not expect you so early, this morn.”

“Apparently.” He growled, “I have told you, time and again, woman. I tolerate your use of these... Exotics. But I do not approve. And I will not have you disgraced by being found with not just an exotic, not just a woman, but multiple! Overindulgent hedonism! I have treated you too lightly.”

Elizabeth cringed, pulling in on herself.

Toofy sat up, abandoning modesty and crossing her legs, the heels of her feet planted against each other. Making his eyes struggle to know where to look. “She doesn’t like his tone. Is this how he treats his bride?”

“The grace of the emperor will not protect you forever, cat.” He snarled at her, “He would not have his bride cavorting like this. And neither will I. You will no longer touch my woman, cat. Or I will have your claws removed.”

Her ears flicked back and forth a moment, before she eased herself forward. She dangled her legs off the edge of the bed, and pretended at sweetness, “If the lord is jealous, he need only ask. Toofy is only a slave, she would have to do what he wants.”

Castelle took a step backwards, a look of disgust bloating his face, “Is this the loyalty you show your doomed lord? Let me assure you, cat. He will die soon, and you will lose the protection of your title. When that happens, not even the emperor will protect you. You truly will be, just a slave.”

“Toofy hasn’t had a male since the emperor. Can you blame her for seeking the companion of the lady?” She said innocently, trying to tempt him to make the mistake.

He grabbed her by the ear, causing her to let out a painful caterwaul, eyes watering as he dragged her out of the room.

The lord shoved her against the hallway, glaring at her, “Touch my wife again, and I won’t just treat you like prey. Come along, bitch, there is something you need to see.”

“She is not decent. May she don her clothes?”

“No.”

— — —
The succubus woke quickly, feeling like something was badly wrong.

Elia smiled slowly as she realised what had made her panic and brought her full into her senses. There was no infuriating catgirl sucking at the tip of her tail.

Hadn’t taken her long to get used to that.

She shook off the anxiety, and sprawled out in the narrow bed, enjoying being alone in it, for once. She knocked something hidden beneath the blankets.

Elia sighed and lifted it, half expecting to see a used vegetable, but instead finding a small wooden box. It was latched, and locked, with two letters sitting beneath it.

The succubus frowned. One of the letters was addressed to her, the other to the House of Sai.

She unfolded her letter and scanned it. Toofy had written it in broken demonic, not one of her strong suits. Yet, Elia doubted that anyone but the two of them on this estate could read any demonic at all.

Apparently, she was expected to deliver the box, and the other letter, to Isaac. As the current overseer for the House of Sai, he would take receipt of it.

Elia would have to find a reason for the box. Presents were generally delivered with fanfare, and to a lord. The only viable excuse would be that someone was sending it to Lord Sai, and were not yet aware of his imprisonment.

A gift, from another lord, who lived suitably far away. At least a week of travel. If Toofy had been spending all her time in the library looking at heraldry, she could have at least found one.

Instead of making Elia try and guess.

The succubus held the box to her ear carefully, trying to guess what was inside, and why Toofy had felt the need to actually lock it.

Elia rolled her eyes as she heard a scorpion.

Of course it was.

She moved off tiredly to the library, intent to get this over with before starting her day. The succubus trailed along the shelves idly, until she found the heraldry section.

She moved through a few books until she found the family tree for the House of Sai, and looked at it in considerable confusion.

“Anything you need help with, miss?”

She smiled to herself, shivering as the glamour hid her horns and changed her eye colour to a light blue, before she turned around. Her tail disappeared as the man was distracted by her dark face. “I was looking for something, for my mistress.”

“You’re the... Succubus.” Castelle the Younger said hesitantly, confused by her appearance. The near-humanity of it, as she played on his doubts of human superiority.

She smiled sweetly, “I don’t bite. Unless you want me to. You may call me Elia, if you wish.”

“Elia.” He swallowed, taking a deep breath, “Is there something in particular your mistress has sent you for?”

She frowned, “Not exactly. I was attempting to look for family for Lord Sai... But... The family tree.”

He looked at the book as she showed him that it marked exactly two people in the document. One was Sai himself, and the other was the recent addition of Twenty Four as his mistress.

The empire had always been fast at updating their documentation, but this was... Where was his parents? There wasn’t even a town name listed for location of birth.

“Ah. I see.” The young man said hesitantly, and frowned, “This doesn’t actually surprise me, I’m afraid. I don’t believe that Sai is his birth name. Rather, it was a new identity granted to him for services rendered. Is her ladyship looking for his family?”

Elia shrugged, “I was hoping to find a cousin, or other distant relation. I suppose that would have been too easy. Do you know of many relations of Lord Sai?”

“None, as far as I’m aware.” Castelle replied to her disappointment. “He barely gets along with the nobles of the capital. I don’t believe he has contact with anyone outside of the city, either. No. Wait, that’s wrong.”

The young man moved through a few other books, before eventually producing one, “This is a record of correspondence, during war time. Father was assigned as Minister of Censorship, at the time. My Enteric is quite poor, but I believe this part of the table refers to those sending, and this one to receiving.”

Elia scanned the entries, and tapped one she saw repeating, “Once a month, Lord Sai received a letter or package. Never sent one in return. Odd.”

“Who was the sender?” Castelle asked curiously.

The succubus frowned, “The name is elven. Beyond that, I do not recognise it. Astadia, daughter of Fillian. The sender comes from the the Golden Mountain.”

“The capital of the elven empire.” Castelle nodded slowly, “Why do I know that name? Not Astadia. Fillian of Golden Mountain... Oh. Oh, my. If I’m not wrong, Fillian was the elven Emperor, at the time.”

Elia nearly choked.

What kind of minor lord receives letters from a head of state, and also doesn’t even so much as send an acknowledgement of receipt?

The more she attempted to dig into Sai’s background, the stranger that it seemed to become.

Unfortunately, it didn’t help her much. A present given to celebrate Sai’s new mistress would make sense, but one coming from the daughter of an emperor would not.

Castelle had been reading another book whilst she was thinking, and gave a heavy sigh. “I’m afraid that she’s dead. Astadia, that is. She was killed when her sister, Tresian, took the throne, a fairly common occurrence.”

Elia sighed, and began putting books back, “I will have to go about this a different way, then. Thankyou for your assistance.”

“I’ve helped you, does that mean you can now do a small favour for me?” He smiled sweetly.

The succubus grinned slowly, smelling the lust on him, “My lady does allow me a dalliance or two. I might be able to spare you a few moments of my time.”

“I... Wasn’t going to suggest that.” He fought his own desire, “Your mistress. What do you know about her past?”

“Most everything.” Elia shrugged, “I was hired to eliminate her, at one time. Learning about her was easy enough, as we were both temple girls. What would you like to know?”

“I... I’m not sure.”

The succubus leaned on one of the tables, being sure to lift her leg just enough that it hinted that there was something to see beneath her skirt. “She was found as a kitten. Starving, and drenched. Crying in the rain, all on her own. One of the temple acolytes found her, and tried to sneak her home. She was caught, and Lady Twenty Four was raised by the temple.”

“An orphan?” He said slowly.

Elia nodded, “Yes. The markings of a neko are hard to see when they’re young. So no one knew what family she belonged to. And no one was looking for a missing neko child, at the time.”

“Her markings... Like her silver ears?” He asked, fascinated.

She could see it in him. The desire to have Toofy all for himself, driving him towards obsession of the enigmatic catgirl. “Nekos are split into tribes, and then into clans. Her markings mean that her tribe are the Silverbacks, and the clan are the Falling Sands. You’ll find both of those in many of these books.”

Castelle nodded slowly, “So, she has family, then. Do you know if she’s ever sought them out?”

“She hasn’t. Never even tried.” Elia shrugged, “Not that it would do much good. They were frontline soldiers, for the most part. The Silverback tribe basically no longer exists. Her ladyship... Doesn’t seem to care about that, though, one way or the other. I suspect I know more about her family than she does.”

The man winced, “Her master... That she chose... Butchered her family. And she doesn’t care? Because... She was raised by humans, at the temple?”

“I don’t really know. She gets bored easily, especially when anyone tries to talk to her about history.” The succubus shrugged, “The future means more to her than the past. The past just teaches her tools and strategies to use against those she sees as enemies. It has no personal relevance.”

Castelle swallowed, “Does she... Hold grudges?”

“Sort of.” Elia chuckled, “It is... Curious. She does have enemies, and those she sees as enemies. But to become her enemy, you don’t try and hurt her. You hurt the people she cares about. She’s actually quite forgiving of personal attacks.”

“Is she?” He seemed confused.

The succubus giggled, “Well... She will toy with her prey, but that is to be expected. But there are only two things she hates, that I know of. One is Isaac, who hurt her handmaiden. The other... Is everything elvish. For obvious reasons. Everything else is simply her having fun.”

“My father?”

Elia shook her head, “Is beyond hope, I’m afraid. He made the mistake of making himself into an obstacle between our crazy little cat, and her master.”

Castelle the Younger shivered, “And her rage will spill out over all of us.”

“You get burned when you stray too close to fire. But, distance yourself appropriately, and you can enjoy the warmth.” Elia said carefully. “I don’t believe she has decided what fate she’d like for him. Simply looking for a way to reduce his influence on the coming trial.”

“She’s going to kill him.” Castelle disagreed, speaking plainly. “It won’t look that way, of course. Aren’t you trained as an assassin? She hasn’t sought your opinion?”

“No love lost between father and son, I see. I wonder, does that mean you’d enjoy it if I called you daddy?” Elia teased him, “I would be willing, if that’s your thing.”

“She hasn’t.” Castelle said certainly, “How strange. I didn’t think she was trained as an assassin.”

“She was trained as a lady of influence.” Elia felt annoyed he refused to be distracted, “She has offered to bed your father, but he... Has problems with people like me. Exotics. Inhuman creatures. Have you ever kissed a succubus?”

He frowned, “She has an odd way of speaking, which she says is the neko way. I don’t hear anything that odd in your cadence, however.”

She’d finally managed to turn the topic to herself. That seemed hopeful, then. The young lord was probably the kind to give her the domination she craved, even if he wasn’t going to last very long inside her.

“Oh, but there is.” Elia chuckled, “A succubus always makes everything about themself. I never say anything without saying me or mine. We’re just selfish creatures. Always looking for the next... Little... Taste... Of pleasure.”

The smell of his lust grew considerably. He was picturing her naked, and trying to work out where her tail was. She liked the little images in his head.

He was only one decent push away from trying to jump her, right here and now. All she had to do was find his pressure point.

She loved toying with men like him, the ones who thought they deserved everything that they could take.

They tended to give her the domination she desired, but when that was done, and she turned the tables on them, they always seemed to crumble into nothingness.

She would let them pleasure her, and then she would utterly destroy them with the tiniest of influences.

Toofy wouldn’t be pleased if she hurt him too badly, but she could probably get away with toying with him at least a little bit. After all, she was a succubus.

She smiled slowly, “Did you realise that I’m not actually wearing anything?”

The skirt vanished, wavering for a moment first. She chuckled at his face as he saw her naked thighs, and his gaze was drawn to the small bundle of hair she was displaying.

She could practically feel his will give way, draining away and letting out the flood of his desire.

In exchange for this bit of fun, she’d have him send the gift. He was generally considered clueless, and politically inept. He might be forgiven for forgetting that Sai was imprisoned.

The man approached her, placing his soft hands onto her legs, and jerked her towards him roughly. He glared at her, “You really shouldn’t try and tempt me.”

“The mistress won’t mind.” She smirked, “I can look like anyone you want. Say whatever you need to hear. Who would you like to fuck, m’lord?”

“Your mistress.” He growled.

Toofy had threatened her about that. Elia should have seen it coming, but she had just offered it to him. It wasn’t like she found it untempting, either.

But... Toofy’s threat had involved a needle, thread, and Elia’s cunt.

“That, she might mind.” Elia said carefully, “Perhaps if you weren’t taking me in the middle of a public room. Another time and place.”

She cocked her head, red eyes flashing and gently prodding at his desire to keep it aflame. “I’m exotic. Do you like this face, m’lord? I have horns that you could grab me by.”

“Not your face.” He growled, like they always did. “Another neko. I just want a cat.”

She shivered. Her face sprouting fine white fur, almost invisible to the eye. Her tail reappeared, but transforming into one more playful and less likely to go in someone’s mouth as it was covered in hair.

Two small brown ears sprang up through her hair, which turned into a river of gold. Her eyes shifted from red to gold, and grew to fit the new face. Pupils becoming vertical slits.

She smiled at him toothily, and blepped the rough and red tongue, as if she was excited and determined.

Castelle let out a soft groan, and grabbed at her girly parts roughly. Almost painfully. He shoved a finger into her without even waiting to see if she was wet.

Elia struggled not to roll her eyes at him, and instead faked a soft little moan, putting a purr on the sound. “Mmm. Master is hungry. Elia is waiting. She wants her master.”

“On your knees, slut.” He barked, and shoved her to the ground.

She liked the shove, not so much the name calling. So many people thought domination and humiliation went hand-in-hand. Forgetting to cherish the one trusting the other.

“M-master.” She keened, “Is master angry with the Elia? She’s sorry. She can make it up to master. Make him forget.”

Elia reached for his belt, she could hold a grudge once she’d eaten her fill of his sexual energy. This one was going to be a feast.

Not quite as filling as her favourite neko, but close.

At least his dick looked appealing. The thing had sprung to life without any encouragement, and was now in front of her golden eyes. She purred excitedly and gave a try of the rough tongue to his tip.

“Fuck. It actually... Feels like that?” He groaned, “I thought... That was just... An illusion.”

“Master feels what master believes.” She smirked like her mistress, and reached out with her softer hands to begin playing with him in earnest.

The magic was more complex than belief, but a blowjob is hardly the right moment to teach someone the complex mechanics.

Elia slipped him into her mouth, giving an experimental swirl of her tongue around the head of his cock to his shuddering delight. Her tongue gripping at him tightly, tugging the skin.

She gave another lick to his entire length as she began to bob her head up and down his length.

He responded with a loud groan and grabbing her ears. If she was a real neko, she would have squealed in pain as he used those delicate body parts to begin driving himself in and out of her face.

Elia easily opened her throat to accompany the invading hammer driving into her. Her nostrils flaring as she gazed up at him with cute little golden eyes, as he fucked the timid little neko.

Castelle’s eyes closed, as he began to groan warning signs.

She considered stopping him.

Elia would quite appreciate it if someone dumped their cum deep into her cunt. Tyre had frustrated her, and now he was unavailable. She wanted it.

On the other hand, Castelle was not a decent lover. He wasn’t going to be interested in her enjoying what was happening.

She opted for enthusiasm.

The succubus shook her head back and forth, before diving deep with her nose into his messy bush. Before his moan ended, she was back to the head, working it around every angle of her mouth before diving down again.

With each entry into her throat, she massaged him. Closing and opening her throat in waves that only a succubus could. Technically it was cheating on the roleplay, but who cared?

His hands tightened even harder, and Elia felt a moment of insult as he climaxed without even bothering to warn her.

Not that she would choke, of course. She slurped up his seed easily, and leaned back to show him her empty mouth.

Castelle the Younger let out a groan.

Elia stood up, shivering as she took back on her real form. Her true form, horns, tail and all. Her red eyes flashed and she smiled at him, “Well, that was fun.”

“You’re not awful.” He said with disdain.

Elia shrugged, “On your knees.”

The young lord’s eyes bugged as he suddenly found himself falling to his knees without hesitation. He glared up at her, “What have you done to me? I’ll have you killed for this!”

She chuckled, “Didn’t your mother ever tell you? Never spill your seed in a succubus.”

He growled, glaring up at her, “Why are you doing this? I’ll have your mistress skinned alive for this insult!”

“Oh, she’s got nothing to do with this.” Elia rolled her eyes, “But, what you can do for me is deliver this box and letter to the House of Sai. You’ll tell no one where you got it, ever. You’ll also tell no one about us in the library, ever.”

His cheek twitched, “The... Hell... I will...”

“Resisting isn’t a good idea.” Elia shook her head, and put the items down in front of him. “You can’t. You’ll die first, which would be a shame. If you could learn a little respect, you might be an interesting lay.”

The lord’s shoulders slumped, “I hate you.”

“Hate, love, whatever.” She stroked his cheek with her tail, “Those aren’t really emotions I care much about. Just weaknesses. Try not to be weak, m’lord.”

“I will have you killed, for this.” He sneered again.

She shivered, becoming a perfectly replica of him. She crouched in front of him, and then with his own voice spoke, “I look forward to the attempt.”

— — —
Toofy followed the elder lord down beneath the house, and into the dungeons. The whistling and screaming began almost immediately. One or two of the prisoners began to frantically jack off, intending to fling their seed at her.

Castelle the Elder led her towards the back of the prison, passed all of them. He gave a small smile with each attempt to embarrass Toofy.

She felt one of those behind the bars find his mark, splattering against her cheek, and she very nearly wretched. It smelled... Off. Like he was violently sick.

She needed a bath, as much as she would hate it.

He stopped at the last cell. This one was separated from the others. It was larger, but it was also reinforced. Instead of just bars, it was a grid of metal, each slat as broad as her palm, and twice as thick as a finger.

He waved a hand, “This is what I wanted to show you. A new arrival. Some exotic beast that was killing our people. I am told you have quite the sensitive nose, what can you tell me of the beast?”

She sniffed cautiously, and then burst into a grin and ran up to the cage, pawing at the door, “Wanna play! Wanna play! Let her in!”

Castelle recoiled in confusion, “What?”

“He’s neko!” She said excitedly, golden eyes flicking to the lord, “Toofy wants to play! Let her in. Please, m’lord.”

The lord tried unsuccessfully to recover, “What are you blathering about? I just told you this was a mass murderer. A pox upon the land. You want to bed it?”

“Uh uh.” She shook her head, “Toofy just wants to play, she wouldn’t betray her Sai by bedding him. He is like her, neko. We hunt, he just chose to hunt the wrong beast. Humans are tricky to hunt.”

The lord sighed and then waved to one of his many guards, “She wants in. Put her in. And let it loose upon her. I can’t be blamed for what happens next.”

Toofy sprang through the gate before it was fully open, landing in a soft crouch, tailing giving little flicks back and forth. Her eyes saw into the darkness of the cell, where the other stood.

The guard crossed to the man against the wall, unlocking him whilst the other guards stood at the door with weapons at the ready.

They feared this neko with downcast eyes.

Yet, he wouldn’t move.

Not whilst she was in his cell.

The guards backed out, and relocked the door, before retaking their positions. The man opposite her rubbed his wrists slowly, and then let out a growl in their native tongue, “Your lord expects me to take you.”

She miaowed in return, “He isn’t her master. She has chosen her master, the Sai. He is her jailer. Her name, male, is Toofy.”

“He is called Daen.” The neko growled back to her, and cautiously lifted his golden eyes to look at her, “Toofy is not... A neko name.”

“Her Sai named her. He will respect the name, or he will insult Toofy.”

The man nodded slowly, and went down on his knees, staring at her curiously. “Daen does not recognise her accent. He does, her markings. Why is she here, so far from the clan? Was she stolen from her home, like Daen?”

Toofy shook her head, smiling prettily at him, “She was raised in the city. Little orphan kitty. She has never known her clan, and they never came for her. She doesn’t care about clan.”

“Your markings.” He insisted, “Do you know their meaning?”

“Toofy is magic. Of course she knows.” She rolled her eyes, “But clan never even looked for Toofy, so why should she care?”

He breathed in sharply, “A bucktooth’s child?”

“Grandfather was bucktooth.” She shrugged, “But Toofy never knew her family. Doesn’t care for family. Why does the Daen insist on boring her? She could play. Never had chance to play hunt. Humans too weak for neko games.”

He chuckled softly, “Raised by humans. How can she even call herself neko?”

She grinned, showing off her fangs to him, “He should play with her. See if temple made her weak.”

“A male cannot approach a female.” He growled, “Not whilst she is in heat, and bound to a master. You know this. That is why Toofy is not afraid of Daen.”

She rolled her eyes, “No. She doesn’t know Daen. He could be a bastard. Her hormones don’t mean she is safe. She must smell sweet to the Daen. Like toffee apples, but even more fun.”

“I am no monster.” He said, utterly incensed.

She whined, “Toofy did not mean to hurt his feelings. She doesn’t know him. All she knows is that her jailer intended for him to rape her.”

“Never.” He said stiffly, “Daen kills humans. Hunts the ones that hunted his clan and family near to extinction. He knows it bores the Toofy, but does she know the Silverback tribe? What became of them?”

She swallowed nervously, knowing he would smell the truth on her, “She does. Her master, her Sai, killed them. Sent by emperor.”

“You... Chose that creature?” Daen choked.

Toofy nodded slowly, “He smelled of blood and shame. He was given the right to choose her, but he did not. He asked her if she would choose him. Respected the right of the cat to choose her own master.”

“He sounds... Odd.” Daen said carefully.

She shrugged, “She loves her master. It is enough for her. It is not enough for the Daen, who has lost his family. Toofy does not expect that they be friends, because of this.”

“Daen is not her friend.” He agreed, “She is his family.”

He finally stepped forward into the light. Bold black hair framed his face, including stripes through his facial fur. Yet, his ears were a perfect silver, like her own.

Toofy saw deeper gold flecks among the others in his eyes, like her own. The mark of magic, of a descendant of a bucktooth.

This one was both a descendant of a rare kind of neko, and of her tribe. He would see her as family, which might mean that he considered her his property, as both her elder, and male.

“Toofy’s family is her master.” She growled at him, ears going flat, “She has no parents. No tribe. No clan. She does not want them! They abandoned her to be kicked and starved! Kitten in a back alley, in human city. She was hated because of her family.”

The man shook his head, “No, Toofy. She must let him speak. He has much to tell, and little time before they grow bored of us speaking and not fighting. She must listen.”

She rolled her jaw and sniffed rudely, “She hears him.”

“She is a Silverback, like Daen is. Less than a hundred of us survived the slaughter. But no woman did. None. Toofy should not be alive.” He said quickly, “They killed the women, the kittens. Hunted them exclusively. To stop us ever surviving. No clan came for Toofy, because she should not exist.”

Toofy blinked in surprise, feeling a surprising amount of emotion, “She is... Alone?”

“Daen has searched for survivors since the war. Twenty two years, Toofy. She is the first he has found.” He stared at her, letting the implications sink in. “Whatever may come, she must survive. Daen will devote his life to it. She is the hope of his tribe.”

She fiddled with her bell, “Toofy does not want to have kittens.”

“What she wants does not matter to Daen. All that matters to him, is that she lives free. He will swear his life to the task.” He insisted, “She is a slave, by the collar. This incenses him. She should be free, and he should be her brother.”

Toofy bit her lip, considering what he had said. She smiled slowly, “He would give his life?”

“He would.”

She nodded, and frowned, “She must admit that she knew that Castelle had a neko in prison. Had hoped to arrange for Castelle to annoy it, and die. Hunter killed by prey, because humans call him strongest hunter.”

“Daen would kill him for her, if the opportunity arises.”

She shook her head, miaowing quickly, “She has prepared a better death for him, soon. His frustration that he has failed will have him killed. Daen must not give them reason to hurt him. She will have need of him, soon. When older Castelle dies. Younger will take over, and Toofy will earn her freedom.”

The cat cocked his head, “What is it that Toofy wants the Daen to do?”

“Wait. Patiently.” She growled, “She knows he is bad at this. But, he must. He must not hurt anyone else. He must do as he is told. So that Toofy can arrange for his freedom. He will serve her, but not yet.”

Daen smiled at her and chuckled, “She is much like his family, even if she was not raised in it. The women ever were... Hungry for the hunt. Men kill beasts. Women kill souls.”

“Toofy is Toofy.” She said disdainfully, “She ever will be. But... She will let the Daen serve her, one day, if it is what he wants. She wants to play with him, one day.”

“But the humans come for her.” He agreed, looking down the cells. Then he let out a roar of defiance, and growled in human, “Any who harms the cat, will die. Any of you fools in your little cells. The bars will not keep me out.”

Toofy’s palm hit her face and she sighed, “She just told him not to hurt anyone!”

“They are not men. They are beasts.” He growled at her in neko, “Daen is as a brother to her, he can only tolerate so much. Family, not slave.”

She rolled her eyes and shook her head, “Her temple sisters used to beat her and stick worms in her food. Toofy does not want family. Friend, he may be. If he doesn’t be stupid and get himself killed.”

“My family lives. For the first time in two decades, my family lives.” He insisted, “Toofy knows her grandfather. May Daen know his name? Know who she is?”

Castelle arrived and began whispering with the guards, who had probably just seen two cats miaowing at each other frantically. Not a good impression, but not a terrible one, either.

Toofy sighed heavily, “She won’t care, either way. Her grandfather was Resic.”

“Resic the Red.” The man said in awe, as the guards opened the cell. The neko willingly moved back to be bound up, as Toofy departed.

She looked back at him with disappointment, and spoke in human, “She wants him to play, next time. He was annoying.”

Castelle frowned, “What did the two of you talk about, Lady Twenty Four?”

“Family.” She said quietly, “He wanted to know about Toofy’s family, but she is an orphan. Raised by human temple. She does not know her family.”

Castelle would know enough about magic that he might know she was lying. It wouldn’t much matter, though. His frustration would lead to him doing what he always did.

She’d seeded the forest before she approached his wife, this morning.

He spun on his heel, “You should become decent, Lady Twenty Four. I expect guests, this afternoon. You will greet them when they arrive.”

Her jaw tightened. She hadn’t known that.

The timing couldn’t be worse.

— — —
Arina was terrified.

She always felt uncomfortable leaving the estate on her own, but if anyone saw her loitering within sight of the office where Isaac was working, arranging affairs of the estate, it might be grounds to torture her.

Considering how badly the vines were withering at the moment, she might be accused of poisoning them and dragged in for punishment, followed by a swift execution.

There was no good reason for a handmaiden to leave her lady’s side, let alone be found at another estate.

Twenty Four had insisted on it. Demanded quite angrily that Arina watch and confirm that Isaac received and opened a particular chest. The key for it was apparently in a letter, that only he would have permission to open.

Arina always had a bad feeling when Toofy insisted on something.

Now, more than ever, she was terrified of the mistress. Though Twenty Four had been acting happy and bouncy, she was showing signs of anxiety that made her seem even more excitable than usual.

Waking up early was not the natural way of things for the neko.

It had not been Arina’s turn to share the mistress’ bed, but she had seen Elia leaving in a huff that morning. The succubus did not hide her emotions, and the guards stayed clear of the exotic monstress.

Yet, by that point Arina had already seen Twenty Four. Her mistress had woken her, climbing in through the window in mud-stained boots with her terrifying look in her eye.

She had kissed the handmaiden before she could even sit up, and then instructed her to be here, at this place and time.

Arina didn’t know what to make of it.

She breathed in sharply as she saw a servant placing a small box on the desk that was once Sai’s, and now served Isaac. The bastard who had hurt her. Scarred her back.

A frightened tear slipped down her cheek.

She might not know how to express the rage of her mistress, but she felt true wrath towards the man. He was a symbol of everything that was wrong in the world, everything the gods hated.

A man who seized everything around him, like Twenty Four, but did it without respect for what he was taking. He gave no choices to those who ended up in his way. He simply stole from them.

Her mistress gave everyone the choice.

So long as you stayed out of her way, and didn’t dare to bring harm to what she cared about, then Twenty Four really couldn’t give a damn if you lived or died.

She even showed kindness to those she was stealing from. Lady Castelle knew that Twenty Four intended to take the estate and influence from her husband.

Yet, the woman willingly let the mistress do as she wished.

Embraced it, even.

Arina could not say that her mistress wasn’t a heretic. She was chaos itself, an offence to the gods in every way. The handmaiden’s own soul was damned for loving her.

Yet... Yet despite this, she was saintly when compared to Isaac.

Arina would always hate the man for what he had done to her. Forcing himself on her the moment she arrived, a new maid in an unfamiliar household.

Punishing her with a belt, and forcing himself on her again, the very moment his master was taken away. Instead of doing his duty and protecting the household, he lashed out like an angry child.

Isaac finished reading the letter, and opened the chest in front of him.

Arina frowned, uncertain if she’d witnessed what it was that her mistress had wanted her to see. He’d received it, and opened it. Was that all that there was to it?

She scratched her cheek, shrugged, and was in the process of turning when she saw Isaac topple from his seat.

Her eyes went wide and she stared in abject horror.

Arina ran, as quickly as she could. Determined to put as much distance between herself and the mortal sin she was now a witness to.

Her stomach was in her mouth, as she struggled not to throw up.

Twenty Four killed him.

She had outright murdered him... And made sure to show it off to Arina as if this had been some sort of gift. A present, bundled up and delivered.

As if the loss of a soul could ever be such a thing.

The handmaiden stopped by the side of the road to throw up, as she realised that her mistress would smile proudly at her, and ask her if she liked the present.

She’d killed someone!

The lords that served the empire might regularly be generals and soldiers, but the ladies were not. How could... Twenty Four... Do such a thing?

She had stopped Lady Castelle from killing her husband. Had that just been because the result would be inconvenient? Arina had thought her lady might find a more peaceful solution to that. A less sinful one.

Yet...

Isaac was dead.

Killed in cold blood, right in front of her.

Arina heaved again.

— — —
Sai stepped out of the carriage, breathing in the crisp and cold air. His manacles clinked as he moved down the single stair to the servants awaiting him, and the royal guard unit assigned to watch him.

He looked at the relatively low-level servants with some concern, having expected that Castelle would be there in person. He had volunteered his property for the trial, so Sai had expected to exchange a few barbs, at least.

One of the servants bowed as the head of the guard unit approached, “What is the meaning of this? Where is Lady Twenty Four? We were told to expect her.”

“A tragedy, sir.” The servant said quickly, “Lord Castelle was out riding. But a few moments ago, he was found, thrown from his horse and badly injured. Lady Twenty Four, and Lady Castelle, are with him. I am called -”

“I really don’t care. Fetch whoever is in charge.” The guard snapped.

The man smiled tightly, “You are speaking to him. I have not been introduced to society of late, but I am Lord Castelle the Third.”

The son.

Sai smiled slowly, impressed. This pathetic wretch would replace his father, and there was no way he would be up for resisting Sai’s little vixen.

Especially not when she had so boldly just killed the father.

“Have the others arrived?” The guard snapped.

The man inclined his head, “Lords Westcolm and Han are currently examining the scene of Lord Castelle’s fall. Lord Han has found... Evidence... That it was not, in fact, an accident.”

“The timing is impossible to ignore.” The royal guard said, and pointed at someone, “You two, assist the lords. The rest of you, reinforce the wards on the prisoner. Lord Castelle, I insist that you take Lady Twenty Four into custody. Her old master arrives, her new is in critical condition.”

“I cannot comply.” The younger lord swallowed, “She is the one attempting to heal him. Lord Westcolm approved it, and none others here have her magic, or alchemy, to deal with the situation. My father hangs by his grave.”

The guard gave a deep sigh, “We should return the prisoner to his cell. What of the other lords?”

“Lord Vanhern, Lord Yu, and Domina Florence await us in the room prepared for the trial.” Lord Castelle the Younger said stiffly, “Lord Vanhern assures me that the four of us are enough for the trial to take place. There is no reason for the accused to cross paths with Lady Twenty Four.”

“Ban her from entering.” The guard nodded stiffly, and then raised a fist, calling the escort closer.

If Lord Han was here, and suspected Toofy, then she was entirely fucked. That was a massive amount of bad luck sent her way.

Han was the Minister of Order. He had cut his teeth on murder investigations, and he would know a political assassination when he saw one.

Westcolm wouldn’t be able to protect Toofy, this time.

Why the hell had Toofy chosen today of all day to get rid of the lord? She... She must not have known about the trial. She wasn’t this stupid.

Castelle might just have managed his vengeance, from his inevitable grave.

— — —
The elf looked at the newcomers to the town carefully, as she sipped at the small saucer of something toxic and altogether alcoholic.

Trician examined the group of about a dozen. They were dressed as a merchant and his guards, but if that man was actually a merchant then she’d eat a roast.

The elf glanced to her companion, and Kaleid gave a small nod of agreement.

These men were of royal training.

The kind of people who would be more than willing to go up in a fight against you because they had trained their entire lives to battle ever stronger enemies.

They sought out violence, confident in their ability to win, because they were the best of the best in the empire.

Kaleid gave a small snort, and frowned, “He doesn’t smell human.”

Trician looked at the merchant, and then waved to the man. “Good sir. Come, have a drink with me.”

He approached her deliberately, throwing his cloak over his shoulder as he entered the tavern. He inclined his head to the both of them, “I take it that strangers are a rarity here.”

“I would guess so, but I also am a stranger to these parts.” Trician admitted, “I am an elf of an unknown and small house, seeking to form some business relationships with the farmers here. You may call me Karlia.”

“Tyre.” He bowed his head, “And I would suggest not lying to me, in future, if you expect to stay hidden. Elves are not good at lying, even with practice. I do not know your name or crime, and I am uninterested, but it doesn’t bode well when we set off on that foot.”

Kaleid gave an angry snort, and put a hand deliberately on the table.

She laughed and picked up a bowl and poured some of the local shine into it and held it out to him, “I said you may call me Karlia, not that it was my name. There was no lie, just an intent to deceive.”

Tyre took it and sat slowly, “An interesting slave, ma’am. It has been a very long time since I saw an ono. Last time... Must have been during the war with the northern tribes.”

Kaleid looked at him with utter hatred, “You fought in the war.”

“Many of us did.” Tyre shrugged, “It doesn’t reflect whether we hated your kind or not. Or any kind. My sponsor has a neko mistress. I, myself, have no strong feelings one way or another on human superiority. But it is the opinion of the empire which we all serve.”

“Kaleid is only incidentally a slave. The collar is a result of an errant spell.” Trician tried to smooth things over, “We are attempting to locate someone who can free him.”

Tyre blinked, “It happens that there is a mage within my troupe who could do so, for a fee. No pay if they fail, of course.”

Trician felt her heart skip a beat.

Admitting that it was even possible was more than anyone she had spoken to had done. Yet this inhuman human was offering it up at some kind of price. “Is that so? What would this fee entail?”

“It would take a few days, first.” The man said slowly, sipping at his drink, “I am but the advance for my sponsor, and it is they who are protected by a mage of the requisite skill.”

“Your sponsor, I assume they would set the price.” Trician said with disappointment.

He nodded, “Indeed. However, that does not mean we could not discuss other business before their arrival. You have already made contacts within the town, it seems.”

“A few.” Trician felt like he was trying to exploit her. That maybe he was just another snakeoil salesman... And yet... Yet, he was not human.

Tyre smiled sweetly at her, “If I may offer some unwanted advice, Karlia who is not Karlia, if I were intending to stay hidden, then I would not display your diamonds so prominently.”

She pulled her hand back and inside her sleeve quickly, “I sell my foresight, on occasion, sir.”

“You are not just some elven shaman.” Tyre said drily, “Those markings are the stars. I confess to have never met a prophet of any kind, but I am surprised that no one has yet recognised it.”

Trician smiled slowly, “Perhaps I should read you, sir. To determine whether or not you would be a fitting partner to our future business endeavours.”

“Reading me is not for the faint-hearted.” He replied, and placed down his bowl, “But I have no direct opposition to this.”

Kaleid tensed up, as she lifted her hand, looking at the diamonds and shivering as she saw the past and future dimly. Like gazing through a foggy mirror at a forgotten dream.

The elf felt immediately drained, and her head nodded as it almost fell. “I see... I see the goddess of mischief in your future, sir. I see sickness, and hatred. I see... Shadows of death. I am afraid... I saw nothing good.”

“Goddess of mischief?” He asked in surprise, “I am unfamiliar with the elven gods. There is no goddess of mischief acknowledged by the temple.”

Trician gave a small smile, “She is not elven, sir. She was one of the betrayer gods, expelled in ancient history. If I recall my mother’s lessons accurately, then her form is that of a fox. A kitsune, to be precise.”

Tyre leaned back, “That is a grim reading, miss. A very grim one.”

“Indeed, but most are, these days.” Trician sighed and shrugged, “You see it more on the fringes of the empire. Belief in the emperor is waning here, as famine and disease run rampant. All the wineries in this area are withered and dead. There are no more homeless, their bodies collected and burned to prevent the spread of illness.”

He nodded, “My sponsor seeks a steady supply of food, stretching their funds to ensure they can continue to feed those who are their responsibility. Much hope is being lost, as the emperor is hidden in his temple.”

“The border with my own people is beginning to fray.” Trician offered a piece of bait to him, “Even the elven empire is uncertain whether they should continue to bow and scrape.”

He didn’t take it, simply looking grim, “War is an unfortunate consequence of civil unrest, in so many times. If only we had plenty, we could avoid such unpleasant things.”

“You smell of death.” Kaleid interrupted rudely.

Tyre smiled and shrugged, “Of course I do. We encountered not one, but several parties of draug upon our way here.”

“Draug?” Trician’s eyes widened, “You came from the west. There are draug upon the road, already?”

“Already?”

She bit her tongue, upset with herself for revealing that small but important piece of information. She looked out at the main road, and tried to calm her frantic heart. “I was aware that there was a plague of them, moving inwards towards the empire’s heart. Something has caused the barrow-dwellers to wake.”

“More portents of ill.” Tyre said non-commitally, “However, the phantoms were of little import. I did not even need to leave my horse before they were dispatched. They are of no true danger, if one keeps their wits about them, miss.”

Trician shook her head, “It seems I cannot leave anytime soon. The soulless have a certain affection for elven blood, sir. My protector is skilled, but lonesome.”

“Perhaps my sponsor can arrange an escort for you, if our future business goes well.” Tyre offered to her.

“Most generous of you, sir.”

He shrugged and refilled both their saucers, “But enough depressing news of the empire. We are strangers upon the road. We should drink and be merry!”

She toasted with him, and sipped at the strong liquid, “From where do you hail, good Tyre?”

“Nothing good about me. I am a businessman, in a time of chaos.” He replied forthrightly, and avoided answering her question. “My mother, may she rest, was a maid at one of Lord Han’s estates.”

Minister Han of Order, owned nearly ten percent of the land in the empire. It was about as ambiguous a description of any that could possibly be had.

The aura around this supposed merchant was strange. It was not fixed, as it should be. Fluctuating wildly, and making it difficult for her to what kind of man he was.

At times it appeared human, full of pain and rage. At others it was that of an eagle, or that of a lion. Beastly creatures that she recognised from the forest, protective spirits.

“Goddess, guide my path.” She prayed quietly, and looked at him, “You are nothing but an enigma, good sir. But I find myself led towards you. The trust of the gods upon you.”

Tyre frowned, “I would not so easily trust, miss.”

“It is our destinies, interwoven.” She said confidently, “My step, now falls to shadow yours. There can be no doubt of this, so I allow you my name. I am Trician.”

He shrugged, “An amount of trust, which I find... Ill-advised. Yet, I do not know your name, Miss Trician.”

“Trician, daughter of Tresian, Empress of the Golden Mountain. Chosen Emissary of the Goddess of Mischief, Betrayer of the Silent Winds.” She said firmly, “Exiled and named Godkiller, for the attempted murder of Astadia of the Golden Mountain. Marked and hunted by the verdilac.”

Kaleid slammed a fist onto the table, “Are you drunk?”

“Our paths are one.” She snapped at him, glaring, “Do you dare to defy me? Be silent. This is the way forward.”

Tyre winced, shaking his head, “I... An elven princess, expelled for trying to kill her own mother. You’re trusting me with too much. You endanger my purpose here. Your death may become necessary.”

Trician cringed at his wording.

Her loyal slave stood up and turned towards the newcomer, hooves shaking the ground as he flexed every muscle in his body that could snap hers in half at a moment’s notice.

Tyre waved a hand tiredly at the man, “I’d rather a drink, than a fight. I have simply given your ladyship advice to move on.”

The onokentaura picked the man up by the shoulders and hauled him into the air. Glaring at him fiercely, “I recognise you now, abomination. That arrogance, is unforgettable. You were with Sai’s regiment. Fighting beside him as he slaughtered mine. I have no need of an excuse for vengeance.”

“His path is ours!” Trician exploded, “By the gods unhand him, Kaleid, or I will abandon you!”

Tyre dropped back into his seat, his facial expression never changing.

Kaleid turned back to her, hatred burning in his eyes, “You position yourself against me, in this?”

“I love you, idiot, but destiny is fucking destiny.” Trician snapped, showing her teeth as she did, “The stars tell us that our paths are the same. You cannot kill him, without causing my death. We are not gods, we are not free to make our own choices.”

His jaw tightened, and he glared at her, “I must serve, I am only a slave.”

She felt a sting in her heart, knowing she had hurt him badly. She struggled to fight back her tears. “Destiny hurts us all, Kal.”




Ten

The catgirl fucks up.

— — —
The eunuch looked at the figure being escorted by the priestess, and approached the small group of women. He gave a two-handed bow, and smiled, “My dearest Lady Efina. I trust that this is the artist, that his imperial majesty is expecting?”

“Indeed, sir.” Efina bowed, and then signalled to the hooded figure.

They lifted rough hands hesitantly, bright red scales showing for a moment before the hood fell backwards to reveal a face surrounded by similar scales.

A salamander. In point of fact, a red salamander.

The woman looked around nervously, before their large jet black eyes fixed onto the eunuch and made him feel like she was considering devouring him. She inclined her head hesitantly.

Efina struck the creature over the back of the head, “Bow, you infernal beast.”

A forked tongue flicked the air, sparks flying from the end of it, and the woman bared her teeth. Then, ever so slowly, she bent at the waist towards the eunuch.

The priestess shook her head in irritation, “Apologies, Eunuch Yan. It is difficult to train one of her exotic nature to show respect to anyone at all. Her artistic temperament has done nothing to ease that path.”

“His imperial majesty is not one to tolerate disrespect.” Yan said cautiously, “You will be executed in a most unpleasant manner, if you displease him, creature. You do understand this?”

The black eyes blinked slowly, and the tongue flicked out to lick at one of them. She considered for a moment, and then spoke with a deep and rumbling voice, “I take. I take. I take.”

The eunuch raised an eyebrow, “I... Don’t understand.”

“She is focused upon her reward.” Efina said drily, “Dragonkind. Selfish beasts, one and all. You will receive an allotment of silver and gold, if your work pleases the emperor. You have already been told this.”

The woman nodded, and the eunuch breathed in sharply as he saw a large red tail, thicker than his forearm, wag from beneath her robe. “I take. I make. I make to take. Respect is bought, respect will be shown.”

Yan frowned in concern, “This unintelligent creature is truly the artist who created the great intricacies of the wood carving that sits in pride of place in the temple?”

“Do not mistake her speech for unintelligence, sir.” Efina said stiffly, “She is indeed the one who created it, and is more than a century old, sir. She simply finds our language difficult to speak, with the voicebox of a salamander. They speak in roars and growls, and have no concept of personal pronouns. She is quite fluent in orcish, however.”

The eunuch let out a sigh, “Tiresome, dealing with exotics. She will be granted direct access to his imperial highness. Is there any other temperamental issues we must be aware of?”

“Several, sir.” Efina said stiffly, “I instructed that a bed of coals always be burning in the place where she is to work. Is this something that has taken place?”

“His imperial majesty said it was an uncomfortable heat, and asked that they be put out.”

The priestess shook her head, “You will not be able to control the salamander unless she has a place to lie. The flames must always be burning. His imperial majesty must be begged for indulgence, or he will be placed at risk of her temper.”

The eunuch smiled tightly, “I will see to it, myself. Please, continue, Lady Efina.”

“Secondly, her name is utterly unpronounceable by the human tongue. To attempt it, and fail, is a grave insult. Thus, you must only refer to her as a slave, salamander, or by the slave name of Mia.” Efina said quickly, “She may give her true name, if asked. Do not allow any to utter it. She will kill them, and you will not stop her before that takes place.”

Yan’s face tightened, “If she were to attempt to harm his imperial majesty...”

“She would happily die, knowing the insult was corrected. Hence, my caution. I did advise his imperial majesty not to invite her.” Efina said firmly. “I cannot take responsibility.”

The eunuch sighed and nodded, “Again, I will see to precautions. Any other horrors that you wish to foist upon me, m’lady?”

“Her diet, as the process of creating such an artwork is several days, consists either of precious metals, or of still-burning coals. Feeding her anything else will appear to sate her hunger, but provide no nutrition, and she will feint if her energies are depleted.” Efina said.

“Coal. Prefer.” The woman rumbled, black eyes roving around with boredom. She rolled one of her hands, stretching it with uncommon flexibility, “Never quicksilver. Poison.”

Eunuch Yan smiled stiffly, “I will have to employ the blacksmith, not a chef, it appears. So may it be. His imperial majesty has granted you a great honour, slave. Will you undertake it?”

“To sculpt, to live.” The woman replied, lifting up a hand to the burning sun and looking at it without blinking, “The art, the gods are as one. Accomplish this. It will be.”

Yan frowned, “There is another request, directly from his imperial majesty. He asked me to determine if this exotic is aware of one you recently sold. A neko, that I believe was named Twenty Four.”

The salamander’s head snapped to his instantly, and she let out a low and fearsome roar. Flames boiling out between her teeth and up her cheeks as she glared at him.

Efina smacked her over the back of the head, again. “Calm yourself, Mia. It is unlikely you will cross paths with Lady Twenty Four, here. I am afraid that they were rivals, sir. Mia left a scar upon Lady Twenty Four. In return, this one...”

The salamander’s heavy tail lifted slightly, and Yan blinked as he realised that the tip was missing.

“Our little neko... Ate it.” Efina said stiffly. “Cooked, and then ate it. These two... I would not have them ever enter the same room. Lady Twenty Four has many similar stories. She was undoubtedly in charge of many of the others, of my temple girls.”

The eunuch struggled to keep his stomach under control.

“Beastly. I will... I cannot see a way to relay this to his imperial majesty, though he has asked it of me. How hideous.” The man shook his head.

Efina gestured to the salamander, and tapped the silver collar on her neck, “You must be on your best, and most forgiving, behaviour, Mia. Do not embarrass me.”

“No.” The salamander growled. “It will not be.”

“Good.” Efina nodded, “You will now follow this man, and do everything he says, when he says it. Is that also understood?”

The woman bowed her head in a grudging deference to the priestess, “It is. So shall it be. Create the art.”

Yan shuddered, and then bowed to the priestess, “Lady Efina.”

He turned away after she bowed and gestured, “Come, slave.”

— — —
The handmaiden reached the beginning of the winding path up to the Castelle Estate’s main house when someone energetic sprang on her from behind, knocking her face-first into the dirt, with a giggle.

“Mistress!” Arina snapped, “Now, is not the time!”

A sharp blade was suddenly poised against her throat, and a voice she didn’t recognise spoke, “Mistress? Well, she is a’likin’ to be callin’ that, but she ain’t that.”

The handmaiden breathed in sharply, “Wha... What do you want?”

“You be goin’ ta the big house. They be havin’ gold and silver. So I be takin’ gold and silver.” The voice growled.

Arina swallowed nervously, “I am just a servant. I have little. A purse, with mostly copper, and a few silver coins. Around my throat.”

The purse was pulled free, and she heard a rattle as the thief weighed the contents. Likely weighing the contents against Arina’s life.

“What’s bein’ the necklace?”

She winced, “A charm, to the Green Goddess.”

“Ah, that ya be keepin’.” The thief said with unexpected generosity, “Ain’t got no reason ta be pissin’ on the gods. Not yet, anyways.”

“Th-thankyou.”

The voice laughed, “Be thankin’ da thief? Ya a weird one. But... You expectin’ me ta be ya mistress. Who she bein’?”

“Lady Twenty Four, a neko.” She said quietly.

The knife pulled away from her throat, and she was rolled over to look up at a woman with red hair pulled back into a tight pony tail. She had ears that were almost like Twenty Four’s, poking through her hair, lined with black fur.

The woman looked down at her with bright orange eyes, “Ya be servin’ a neko? Twenty Four?”

“Yes.” Arina’s throat moved as she swallowed nervously.

The creature chuckled, and their nose wrinkled, “Well now, that sounds like it bein’ fun. She’ll be wantin’ revenge for dis. Dat’s da neko way. Can’t let a fox touch their shit. Tell her dat Tammy be lookin’ forward ta pissin’ on her.”

The woman backflipped away from Arina, who felt her throat catch as she saw a flash of not just one, but multiple, orange tails, before the thief ran off the path and vanished, laughing as she went.

The handmaiden pushed herself up off the ground, brushing herself down. She had just been robbed by a kitsune. She hadn’t realised that there were any left alive in the city.

The emperor had purged the foxes from the capital last year, after one of them had attempted to possess one of his concubines. There was still a standing order to kill the exotics on-sight.

This one probably had no choice about being a thief.

Arina felt an almost instinctual sympathy towards the creature. The woman reminded her too much of her own mistress. A spirit of chaos, distilled and forced into a mortal form.

The handmaiden blushed as she imagined Twenty Four nipping and tussling with the thief, the two of them rolling around on the ground without a care for who would see them, fornicating.

It was all too easy to imagine the caterwauls and moans that would pass between those two.

Too easy to fill her doomed heart with jealousy.

Twenty Four belonged to Lord Sai. Arina was only ever going to be her servant, as was proper and right. She had no cause to hold these desires and dreams above her station.

Besides, after what she had witnessed... Could she still say that she loved Twenty Four?

Arina laughed at herself as she continued down the path. Of course she did. There wasn’t a single doubt in her mind that she still adored the irascible cat, even if she was both a monster and sinner.

Twenty Four could become the world’s greatest villainess, crushing the entire world beneath the heel of her leather boot, and Arina would still find her heart devoted to her.

Her stomach would find itself expelling its entire contents, but, she would still love the cat.

“Thank the fucking stars!” Elia sprang from nowhere, grabbing Arina by the shoulders. “Hand on mouth, we’re teleporting.”

Arina didn’t get a chance to react to the succubus’ sudden appearance. Nor did she get a chance to put her hand to her mouth before she was on her knees and loudly retching.

When the smell hit the handmaiden, she nearly vomited all over again. Her hands clasped over her hands and mouth, and she looked around herself in terror, trying to work out what Elia had done.

The succubus stood up uncertainly beside her, tail flicking the air. She whispered quietly, and pointed, “Toofy is fighting to save Castelle. She knew she shouldn’t but... She touched the wrong magic. That... That thing over there... That’s her. That’s our mistress.”

Arina stared.

Elia’s red eyes looked at her pleadingly, “Please... She won’t listen to me. I can’t pull her back. Save her, Arina. Please!”

They were in some small and dark room, but it wasn’t dark enough for the handmaiden not to notice that the sticky substance covering the entire floor was blood.

The succubus was staring at a figure nearby, standing over a bed. The claim that it was Twenty Four, boggled Arina’s mind.

Her usually invisible fur was standing on end, a tiny flame burning at the end of every individual thread of hair. Her mane was floating above her, fanned out in every direction, and wasn’t an exception to the tiny candle effect.

Her white skin was now a shade of black, darker than even Elia’s coal-coloured flesh. Cracks had spread out throughout it, revealing a soft orange glow from beneath.

Arina bit her lip in terror, and shuffled sideways, trying to catch a glimpse of her mistress’ face. What she saw, was not... Twenty Four.

The golden eyes were gone, replaced with nothing but darkness. It was difficult for the handmaiden to tell if they were just dark, or absent altogether.

The expression on the face was one of rage, but it wasn’t one that Arina had ever seen Twenty Four make.

“M-mistress...?” She said, fighting back tears.

“You dare to address me?!” The figure roared at her, spitting ash into the air, “Castelle’s soul floats between here and the Ether, tied only by my rage and will, and I will never relinquish it! This fight will be mine to triumph!”

“T-Toofy.” Arina begged her, using her name.

The orange cracks in the skin flared for a moment, and the catgirl jerked her head away from the handmaiden. “Leave us! We must save Castelle, or everyone else will die. I won’t let it happen! No one is going to take anyone else from me!”

Arina stared at the man on the bed.

She could already see that he wasn’t breathing anymore. There was a bloody mark on the back of his head, where his skull was caved in by a stone or something alike.

Lord Castelle should have been dead already. That was the forbidden magic that Twenty Four was performing, right now. She was wrestling with death itself for the ownership of a soul.

Fighting the gods for control over life and death.

Arina felt a tear slip down her cheek, knowing that her mistress had damned her soul to the deepest pits to save a man that she utterly despised. Doing it for Arina, and Elia, and Lady Castelle, and anyone else who might take the blame if Castelle died here.

She knew nothing of magic, she was just a servant.

However, Arina had served the gods all her life. She knew of many heroes who had walked down a similar path, and how their souls had been sacrificed by their actions, only a handful succeeding.

To claim victory over death, two things needed to be offered.

Arina turned and swallowed, “Elia, please tell me that you can seduce the son.”

The succubus cocked her head, “The younger? Why?”

“His seed might be close enough to his father’s spirit.” Arina said quickly, “You can use that, can’t you, Twenty Four? Bind the spirit, so it stops slipping from your grasp.”

“It would be adequate.” The horrifying visage spat.

Elia laughed nervously, “Uh... I’ve actually got some in my stomach, right about now.”

Arina flattened herself against the wall as there was a cracking sound. Elia floated, her bones twisting into shapes that they shouldn’t, and the succubus let out an earth-shattering scream of pain.

As she did, blood, puss and mucous emerged from her mouth. Droplets spinning out into a circle, before the woman was discarded. Her broken body thrown backwards across the room and into the wall, where she collapsed, unmoving.

The handmaiden choked, wiping frantically at her tears, “You have stopped him being pulled away. Now to return him, death requires a soul. One soul, for another. A sacrifice must be made. I... I offer mine, for yours.”

The ashen figure turned to her, and sneered, “I claim that which is mine, already. Your soul is taken.”

Pain like none other slammed through Arina.

She didn’t know if she was screaming or not. She couldn’t feel her body. She knew pain, but everything else was gone. She couldn’t see, couldn’t hear.

She tumbled down through it all until she was gone.

“Now, this is interesting.”

Arina found herself suddenly on solid ground, on her hands and knees. She still couldn’t see it, but it felt like the pavement of some path or road. Stones shoved together.

She gasped quietly, “For her, anything.”

She heard a gentle chuckle, followed by a hand patting her on the head. The same voice spoke again, “You truly do love your little mistress, don’t you? Even though she just discarded you. Tossed you aside, whilst claiming to be protecting you.”

“It isn’t her. Whatever that thing is... It isn’t her.” Arina said tightly, her jaw clenching. “Twenty Four is gone... Her last will imprinted on some fucking monster that has stolen her soul.”

“Impressively close to the truth, little one.” The voice said with a light-hearted tone, “Does she remind you of anyone?”

“The tale of Saint Saya.” She said quietly, “The one who lost her soul in the pursuit of saving her love. Death is not an enemy that even the gods dare to tempt. Saint Saya is our warning.”

The voice came close to her, and Arina felt a breath on her face, “Do you know who I am, little one? Can you guess my name? If you do, I’ll send you back.”

“No one knows your name, but all will meet you.” Arina’s voice trembled in terror, “My soul was offered to death.”

The voice chuckled, “Oh, I do love the religious ones. They know to fear me. That any deal I can offer may be worse than becoming my food. Yet, I am less interested in you, than I am in the one who sent you. She is... Different.”

“Keep me.” Arina said quickly, in terror.

“No. I want her soul. Not yours.” The voice rejected the offer, “I want the soul of that neko, and I will claim it. So... Go back, little one. Go and tell her, that I am coming for her.”

— — —
“Lord Sai, it is beyond contestation that you slew one of the emperor’s advisers.” Domina Florence said stiffly, “What is your defence for depriving the kingdom of such expertise?”

He considered his answer carefully, struggling to stay focused as he felt the swell of magic nearby. “It may appear, at first glance, that I acted solely out of selfish desire. Protecting my property, within the borders of my own property. However, the ritual that Lord Elatham was attempting to perform was one that has been banned, as black magic.”

“Ritual?” Lord Vanhern said dubiously, “What proof do you offer that any ritual was being performed, at all? Was this not simply a case of one exotic assaulting another?”

Sai frowned, “I would offer the witness of Lord Westcolm, were he not otherwise engaged. It was he, who assisted me in alleviating the curse that Lord Elatham employed against my mistress.”

“He is, however, otherwise engaged, and cannot defend you.” Lord Vanhern stated firmly, “Present your evidence, Lord Sai, unless you wish for this jury to recommend the maximum of punishments against your person.”

Vanhern was looking to burn him.

Whilst Sai had never really been considered a peer by the man, he hadn’t found himself so directly targeted, before. This was a strange and unexpected development.

Was it possible that Vanhern believed that Sai was the one behind the poisoning of his vines? If that were the case, then... Vanhern may have been the one to hire the succubus assassin. To kill both Sai and his mistress.

With that particular plan failed, and failed badly, it was very possible that this trial was now the new plan. Arranging for an execution was generally more difficult, but more effective, than an assassination.

Sai had been curious why Toofy had been so certain that proving Castelle the Third’s indiscretions with Vanhern’s daughter would be vengeance against the one who hired Elia.

Setting Castelle and Vanhern against each other would be quite the effective way of destroying the household. If Castelle the Elder was out of the picture, then... Lady Castelle would be the one to defend the house against Vanhern, and she was far more insidious than most realised.

“Allow me to frame the context, then.” Sai said confidently, “Lord Yu, if I may beg your indulgence, would you be able to explain to us what Lord Elatham’s standing with the palace was like, before this unfortunate incident?”

The man smiled slowly, “Oh, that’s an interesting question, Lord Sai. His imperial majesty had requested the temple to investigate the possibility of removing Lord Elatham from this world. It was not a foregone conclusion, but it seemed likely that it might take place.”

Domina Florence sighed heavily, “Yes, we are all aware that Lord Elatham’s standing had recently fallen. He was exotic, and had been acting with superiority even above his human peers. It put him at odds with the temple, the palace, and with the people. This, I would agree, is motivation for such an act. But it is hardly evidence of the act.”

Lord Yu held up a hand, “Ah, but it is clear that without direct evidence, that our Lord Sai will treat this as an investigator would. Establishing motivation is the first step. Then, he must show that Lord Elatham both had the knowledge to do this, and had the opportunity.”

“Lord Westcolm bore witness. It would be simpler to rely upon it, but that is not an option.” Sai replied tiredly.

Vanhern sighed heavily, “You expect us to offer leniency, Lord Sai? Then prove that you deserve it.”

“I don’t expect it, in point of fact.” Sai replied with amusement, “I expect instead that an alternative execution would await me. Shall we skip the protocols? I am a soldier, a general. I will be sent to the border, to the edges of the empire, and there, I will die protecting it.”

Vanhern rubbed his chin, “It appears your mistress is a bad influence upon you, Lord Sai. We have protocols for a reason. To maintain the order and hierarchy of the empire. Protecting it.”

“Nothing that he has said is untrue.” Domina Florence raised a hand, “It is true that Lord Sai is renowned. It is also possible that his mistress may be a bad influence upon him.”

Yu looked to her, “You have a solution for us, Domina?”

She nodded, “Lord Sai is correct. I would recommend that he be exiled to deal with the orcish tribes that are becoming unsettled, on the western front. Exiled, and banned from ever returning to the capital. Equally, his mistress should be exiled, and delivered to a slave market far from the capital, and to the east. Separate the two.”

“Impossible, I am afraid.” Lord Yu shook his head, “Lady Twenty Four may be a slave, but that will not last. She has been recommended to become an ambassador by Lord Castelle, here.”

The young lord bowed his head, “One cannot deny that she has a talent for politics that would serve the empire well. Especially on the outskirts.”

“Agreed.” Vanhern nodded, “For an exotic, she possesses a talent for reading people. The temple taught her well. It would be a waste to allow her to be sold to some figure even more minor than Lord Sai. I would suggest that her ambassadorship be her trial. If she succeeds, she may return from exile. If not... She may be free, but remain exiled from the capital.”

“A death sentence, for an exotic, in all likelihood.” Lord Yu mused, “Yet, it is acceptable to me.”

The lords and lady were all in agreement.

Sai would be sent to win an impossible battle, whilst his mistress would be sent to the other side of the empire. The two of them, separated by a distance that they shouldn’t be able to overcome.

Both of them, expected to die.

It was a struggle for him not to burst into a grin. If they expected that a little hardship would be able to kill his neko, then they had not a clue what it was that she was capable of.

Nor did they have a single clue if they thought that Sai would bow down in the face of a battle he could not win.

He would either die, or he would return to Toofy.

Neither of them would be allowed to return to the capital. He would lose his lands, his servants, and his funds. Everything Toofy would have used to strengthen her position on her path to taking the empire for herself.

They would be starting over from scratch... Sai thought about her response to it, and knew that Toofy would just have giggled, looked at the horizon and replied that she wanted it.

This sentence was a hardship, but they would survive it.

— — —
“W-wake up.” Toofy cried, cradling the little handmaiden in her arms. Tears falling down and onto the woman’s cheeks. The catgirl bit her lip, and through it, bleeding. “Pleease A-arina. Please. Wake up. Please, just wake up.”

She squeezed her eyes shut and pressed their foreheads together, “Please. She doesn’t care if you smell like fox. She doesn’t care if you hate her. She needs you to wake up, Arina. Toofy needs you.”

Her ears flicked towards the doorway a moment before it swung inwards. The human on the other side cautious, as they felt the traces of her forbidden magic.

Her fucking mistake.

“Is the succubus dead?”

Toofy gave a small shake of her head, “Not yet. Dying. S... Save her? Save Arina? Please?”

Lord Westcolm ignored her request, crossing to the bed and looking down at the man. “Well, you at least managed one thing, cat. If Lord Castelle had died, then you would probably follow. Lord Han is convinced you were the one who planted the caltrops that had him thrown from the horse.”

“Arina. Please.”

The human waved a hand, casting a simple spell, “You’ve saved his soul, and at risk to yourself. It’s enough to protect you, for now. Though, it raises questions. Where did you learn a spell as heinous as this one?”

“Secret books in temple. Hidden.” She whispered, “Please. Stop it. They’re dying and it’s all Toofy’s fault! Help her!”

He turned to her, “Sai asked me to protect you, and that much I have done. You’re not facing execution, and neither is Lady Castelle. But I am not your friend. If I help with these others, then you will owe me.”

“Toofy would give her life for her Arina.” She snarled, glaring at him with her golden eyes, tear-streaked cheeks, “She would cut her own throat, if it would save her.”

Westcolm smiled, “Then we have an accord. Let me see... Your handmaiden offered herself, as the soul to bind the spell that saved Lord Castelle... But... Hmm. Odd.”

Toofy let out a whine, “She should be waking up.”

“She’s in shock.” He said carefully, crouching and twisting the woman’s head back and forth roughly, “Her soul did leave, but it was shoved back inside, unwillingly. Her offer to the gods was rejected. Which should have meant that the spell failed, but it didn’t. I haven’t seen this before.”

Toofy let out a keening howl, and buried her face in Arina’s limp neck. Begging her silently to wake up.

The man stood up and crossed behind her to the bleeding mess on the ground that was Toofy’s Little Saia. A horrifying distortion of limbs that she couldn’t bring herself to look at.

He frowned, “The succubus lives, for now. She’s had her life practically ripped out of her. Needs to recharge, so I suppose... Toss her in a whorehouse, and she’ll feed off them enough to come back. I’ll get a servant to transport her. Wait a moment.”

He departed the room, and the catgirl’s claws sank into her handmaiden’s sides as she pulled the ragdoll tightly into her chest, threatening to crush her ribs in the process.

Westcolm returned, and two servants dragged Elia away.

Good.

No one was safe near Toofy. She had screwed up, fucked up, and killed two out of the three people here that she cared about. She was so fucking stupid, thinking she could do what nobody else could.

Westcolm sat down beside her, taking Arina’s wrist and measuring her pulse, “She could come out of this, by herself, given the time. It is always hard to tell with shock patients.”

“Toofy deserves to die.”

He flicked her bell, “You don’t get to decide when that happens, slave. You serve at the will of the empire, and right now, that empire requires your life, not your death.”

“Don’t touch her bell.” She whispered weakly, “Only he gets to do that. Oh, he would hate her... Hate what she did. Get so angry at her, pull her ears, and call her stupid cat... She misses her Sai. Needs him.”

Westcolm took a deep breath, “That’s the thing about forbidden spells. Most of them are easy, if you know them. It doesn’t mean that you should actually try them out.”

“Castelle dead when son found him. Hit his head on rock, brain gone. Rest of body still dying, but just time.” She whispered pathetically, “Didn’t have choice. Lord Han is hunter, he knew what to find. Would have killed Toofy, Liz, Arina and her Little Saia.”

“Agreed.” Westcolm released Arina’s wrist, “So far as I can tell, cat, your handmaiden was given her soul back. She is fine, physically. But she didn’t want to come back. She is still trying to sacrifice herself, for your sake.”

“Fix.” She caterwauled, tightening her grip on the body.

The human smelled of pity as he shook his head, “I can’t. The only one who can help Arina, now, is Arina. She’ll either wake, or she’ll starve to death. Put her to bed, force some water down her throat. There’s nothing else you can do.”

“Fix!” Toofy begged as tears streamed down her face again.

— — —
Trician stared in confusion at the back of her hand, and grabbed Kaleid by the wrist. She sprinted towards the bedroom, dragging him with her.

The future had disappeared.

The onokentaura stumbled alone behind her, surprised by her aggressiveness. His hooves struggling to find purchase as she pulled him up the stairs and towards the room that they had rented.

She pushed him in and onto the bed, barely pausing to kick the door shut behind her before pushing him down onto the rough straw mattress.

The elf yanked his pants down, glaring at his flaccid-ness before she began to quickly kiss at him.

“Not that the attention is not appreciated, but would you care to explain the urgency?” He spoke in a rumbling voice, “You and I must take our time, or I will not fit.”

Trician glared up at him, “The stars have gone out. There is no future, this world has expired. We are cut off from the gods.”

He leaned up onto his elbows, looking at her in concern, “You’ve lost your connection?”

“No! I... I still have my gift. But there is no tomorrow. Not for me, not for you. Not for this village, or even the country. Tomorrow simply doesn’t exist, anymore.” Trician said frantically, “I have to commune, and that means I need you to fuck me.”

Kaleid took a deep and settling breath, “I apologise for asking. It will be quite distracting to your purpose, mistress.”

“Shut up, and get it up.” She growled, before slipping the head into her mouth.

She knew that she was being unfair, but she knew of no other safe way to directly commune with the gods. It was sex magic, or she’d have to find some innocent soul to kill, which she was unwilling to do.

Sex wasn’t even that safe, either.

Trician tried to focus on what she was doing, keeping her teeth at bay as she suckled at the flesh filling out her cheeks. Slobbering as her tongue played at his sensitive places - too quickly.

She forced herself to slow down. To respond to him as he was responding to her. She couldn’t rush this. Lust and a frantic attitude didn’t go together. There was a difference between frantic anxiety, and lustful desperation.

He picked her up, throwing her onto the bed.

She glared at him, “Hey!”

“Shut up, mistress.” Kaleid said, before grabbing her by her ankles and drawing him closer to her.

He was right, that was a better way.

Trician pulled her underclothes down her legs and tossed them onto the floor, before feeling his strong hands grabbing at her legs and his bearded face descending on her.

She gave a shuddering sigh, and felt the fight leaving her as his tongue slid across her slit. He briefly sucked at her hard elven clit before again sampling her taste.

She was still dry, but she was feeling things beginning to stir. Enjoying the feeling of him man-handling her. Playing with her like she was a toy meant for his pleasure.

Trician let out a tired sigh, “Tashin. I’m yours, lover.”

Kaleid’s tongue folded and pushed itself inside her, causing her to curse in elven. Feeling him explore her depths momentarily, before curling and leaving her empty.

Thrusting into her too briefly, again and again.

“Fuck. Oh, Kal. Na ktia.” She moaned, relaxing into his gentle ministrations, “Oh, you always... Know what to... Do with me.”

The tongue pierced her again, before unfolding and bending both up and down. Touching both sides of her, before receding again. She whined as she lost the feeling of having something fill her.

His mouth latched onto her pearl, and her eyes went wide as the shockwave moved through her. The elf thrashed helplessly on the bed as he forced the orgasm on her, blasting it through her entire being.

Kaleid knew every inch of her, everything she liked, and everything that she loved.

“Kal.” She gasped quietly. “I... I need you. Try and make it fit.”

“Patience.” He disagreed with her.

Her face screwed up in effort, and she grabbed the hands holding her thighs apart. Crushing his hands in her grip as she came again, feeling herself pushed closer to the gods as she flooded over his tongue.

His nose gently bumped her clit as his tongue somehow pushed even deeper inside her. She let out a long keening moan, “Yashu. Kal! Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck!”

The beast continued to lap away at her, not finding satisfaction at so quickly pushing her over the edge and into bliss, towards the tantalising edges of divinity that mortality was allowed.

“Eros!” She cried out to the goddess for mercy, “Oh, Kal, stop it. Don’t... Punish me. Please. It isn’t... My fault.”

He laughed at her with his deep rumbling voice, making her all the wetter, “The slave does not dare to punish the mistress.”

“Bastard.” She cursed.

He always so enjoyed this part, the power that he had over her. The power to make her desperate enough to do anything, just to feel him inside her.

“I... Fuck... Kept my oath!” She said desperately. “I... Shtia... Didn’t endanger... Fuck... Myself.”

Her hands moved from his, to grasping desperately at his thick mane. Fingers lost in his black hair as his tongue dipped so very deeply into her chasm.

No elf could hope to do to her, what Kaleid did.

A flash of white light crossed her vision as she arched up from the bed, her pelvis pushing towards him. She cried out loudly as she threatened to cross the threshold, “Kal!”

She lay on the bed, breathing hard and breasts heaving, when he finally leaned up, and made a move to give her what she really desired.

What she needed.

She grabbed him by the mane and dragged him onto the bed, rolling to put him on his back. She wasn’t going to be used, this time. She would be in control.

She felt it, his hard cock resting tantalisingly near to her entrance. She swallowed nervously, and issued the first part of the prayer. “Betrayer of the Silent Winds, hear me, now.”

Trician thrust down, wincing as she went too far and was stretched painfully wide. One day, she would fit him all the way inside her. Not today, though. She gasped, flexing herself around him, “Hear your servant’s cry.”

She took a moment to breathe, palms leaning down onto his obsidian-like chest, smiling at her lover. At the lust in his eyes, the desperate desire to drive himself into her barely being held at bay.

The elf leaned down and kissed him briefly, whispering to him, “More than halfway.”

With the new angle, she began to slowly lift her hips. Feeling his fullness pulling at her as she moved upwards, before she delicately took him back into her.

Trician let out a small moan, “Oh, fuck. Oh goddess, hear my voice. Straining against... Oh shit! Mortality.”

Kaleid grunted beneath her, hands gently encircling her waist as she fucked him. Finding his rhythm to join her, thrusting his way into her slick depths, as she moaned for him.

She loved him, her beast.

Trician leaned her head into his, speaking breathlessly, “Growl for me.”

He let out a small nicker, moving his hands to grasp her head and kiss her. Pushing his cum-flavoured tongue into her willing and accepting mouth.

The elf struggled to remember the next part of the ritual. Every thrust from Kaleid blew her thoughts away, making her moan as he moved in, and whine when he withdrew.

She did want to just focus on riding him, but there was something more important than her pleasure.

Trician broke the kiss reluctantly, and screwed her eyes shut so she wouldn’t be distracted by his facial expressions. “Open the gate. Faster, Kal. Grant your servant your guidance, oh, fuck fuck, as she offers you this act of... Ugh... Worship.”

Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she knew her body was falling limp. It had taken her a whilst to teach Kal to keep fucking her, once her spirit was freed from it. He found it... Disturbing.

She needed it, though.

The spell would only last as long as he fucked her, up until he came and filled her tight little twat.

Trician could still feel him, driving into her. Despite the fact she was uncurling from a ball position. Naked, and alone, in a large palace.

Her face and ears were flushed red, as she tried to walk with the sensation of being pounded like she was a mortar. This was part of one of the goddess’ jokes. Her sick humour.

However... The elf was confused.

Usually by now the goddess had turned up, tickling her, or surprising her and making her squeal, or appearing on a seat with a dejected and bored look on her face.

She was touching the divine, her mind hijacked into another realm by a deity, but there was no actual deity to be seen. No servants, either. The entire place was just... Empty.

Her throat caught, and Trician began to panic, even with the feeling of Kaleid distracting her. If tomorrow was gone, and the gods were gone, then what in the fuck was happening?

She felt Kal swell inside her, and let out a frustrated sound as she was whisked back into her own body.




Eleven

The catgirl’s enemies begin to close in.

— — —
Sai raised an eyebrow as the bottom of the moving carriage suddenly opened and a woman flipped up and into it.

She instantly dispatched the two guards riding with him, slamming their heads together before landing on the seat between the now slack figures.

Her orange eyes flicked around, and to his chains, before she spoke with a pout, “Ya a’got’in be kiddin’ me. Ya a prisoner? Fuck’in sake. Where be da gold?”

He considered the kitsune in front of him, and smiled slowly, “You remind me of someone else I know. She has a poor grasp of rules, as well. Might I ask how you managed to survive the purge?”

“Purge’in bein’ for da lords and da ladies.” The woman rolled her eyes, which was when Sai noticed that she didn’t have just one fluffy tail. She had... Several.

He wasn’t entirely well versed on the exotic species, but from what he knew, each additional tail appeared after something close to a hundred years.

Whatever was in front of him might appear to be a young woman, barely in her twenties, but she was older than he was. Older, fiercer, and likely with substantial magical abilities.

“You’re interested in gold?” He asked her cautiously.

She smirked, showing her teeth, “Ya be a prisoner. What ya be doin’ aboot gold?”

“A lord, and a prisoner. Hence the carriage.” He replied simply, “I am, in point of fact, about to be released. Sent to fight a war, to repay me for killing someone. You strike me as a... Survivor. Useful, in the right contexts.”

She snorted, “I ain’t be workin’ for ya. I be takin’ ya gold or life. Dat’s how dis works.”

“No.” His eyes glowed a bright green, “It really isn’t.”

Her eyes became frightened, and she tried to scoot further back in her seat, “Da fuckin’ fuck! How be a human wid da magic? Fuck! Ya one of dem murderin’ bastards! Army monsters.”

“Yes. I am quite the abomination.” He agreed.

His head hit the wall of the carriage as she leapt towards him, placing a knife to his throat and snarling, “Speak, and ya be dead.”

He rolled his eyes.

He had no need to speak to cast magic. That was something that was needed for other species, but not for a human. The rare ones that gained magic were all capable of shadow casting.

The kitsune sniffed him uncertainly, and then broke into a wide smile. “I be recognizin’ ya scent. Ya were on the maid, sorta faded. Master of the cat?”

“Toofy.” His face split into a huge grin, “You know my mistress?”

“Nah. But she be knowin’ of me.” The kitsune replied with a smirk, and then licked his cheek. Her tongue was long, smooth but rougher than human, and dripping wet. “Try be explainin’ dat to her.”

With that, the woman vanished back through the floor.

He was tempted to go after her. A kitsune, especially one as flexible and stealthy as that one, would be a definite boon to him with the task he was expected to undertake.

However... It concerned him that she seemed to intentionally trying to piss Toofy off.

What was between them?

How was it that Toofy was aware of the kitsune, but the two didn’t actually know each other?

Sai was almost certain that the magical surge he had felt during the trial had been created by his little neko. He was quite worried about her, and what she may have had to do to keep Lord Castelle alive.

She didn’t have the instinct to stop and pull back when approaching something dangerous or forbidden. She did whatever she needed to, if it would accomplish her goals.

Without Sai there to caution her, he wasn’t certain that she was even capable of stopping herself.

He needed to follow the letter of his instructions, or life would get more difficult for Toofy. Things were already going to be hard enough for his mistress, without him further inconveniencing her.

He wiped the slobber from his cheek onto his sleeve, and tried to put the oddity out of his mind.

He was soon to be heading to a losing battle, and must succeed.

The kitsune may have been helpful, but that was merely a passing coincidence. He had others he could make use of to turn this around.

He would make the orcs remember the name of Thunderstep.

— — —
“Lady Twenty Four?” Xivian asked cautiously, entering the room with a small bowl of liquid.

Toofy snarled angrily from where she had curled up in Arina’s lap. The prone handmaiden lying in the bed, propped up on pillows but as silent and still as ever.

The half-elf swallowed nervously, “Lady Castelle sent me with medicine. It is supposed to help ease one from nightmares. She thought that it might -”

“Get the fuck out before Toofy eats you!” She yelled, claws extending and scratching the wood as she grabbed the edge of the bed.

The handmaiden dropped the bowl, and ran crying from the room. It shattered as it hit the floor, porcelain flying in every direction. The clear liquid soaking into the carpet.

Toofy winced, trying to force it back down, before hacking and coughing up a mangled furball onto the ground. A sign of the anxiety that had taken control of the catgirl.

She ripped a tuft of fur out of one her ears, before sobbing and curling to a tighter ball in Arina’s lap. Keening and warbling wordlessly, her high pitched yowls echoing around the room.

Her Arina. Her Elia. Her Sai.

Those three were the only people in the entire world that Toofy gave two shits about.

Lady Liz and Xivi had been fun, but they were only a means to an ends. She had tried to make them enjoy the journey, but she had no interest in being comforted by them.

She would kill them without a second thought.

She needed her Arina back. She wanted the quiet woman, the breathless joyful sighs, the self-conflict on enjoying the company of another woman. She wanted Arina’s little stumbling denials before she gave in and let Toofy lick her places.

Toofy sobbed, and turned her golden eyes to those that lay shut. She unwrapped her body just enough to lean up and kiss the cold cheek. Sniffling as she whispered, “Please. Just wake up.”

The rest of her body shuffled, until it was curled up atop the woman’s soft chest, letting Toofy wrap her arms around her head as she kicked her boots off and onto the floor. Rubbing her face into Arina’s hair, breathing in her scent.

It smelled like her.

There was no scent of horror or pain. A brief and irritating smell of fox, but no reason that Arina should not be awake.

Arina couldn’t hear her.

Couldn’t hear Toofy desperately telling her to give up, and let the gods send her back. Whatever the consequence was, Toofy would take it. All she wanted was her Arina.

She threw back her head and let out an ear-piercing howl.

— — —
Elia cracked open one painful eyelid, glaring around the shadows that she found herself in.

She didn’t really remember how she got here, and she felt like she’d been run over by a carriage. Her hands felt frail, and she was quite confident she couldn’t even walk.

The dark room was some kind of storeroom, boxes all around her. Some showed wine bottles, others were sealed, and a few more showed copper and rubber contraptions that were obviously marital aids.

She tried to smile, but found her cheeks hurt too much for it.

The succubus could smell it in the air. She was in a place that worshipped sex. The fluids of male and female spilling, over and over. A place where lustful appetites were sated.

For her, a place where she could gorge herself.

She felt her tail try and flick excitedly, and pain shoot all the way up her spine. The damned thing was broken, bones shattered. It fucking hurt.

She let out a pained grunt, and moved her eye around some more, trying to work out exactly where she was.

The wine was cheap. From Lord Sai’s estate. Which meant that this wasn’t a high class establishment. Probably just another whorehouse, not a place for escorts or concubines.

The taste of the lust as she ate it from the air was thick, filled with angry desires. It came from people looking to fuck, and never speak again. Not from ones that loved each other.

It was also quite popular.

She could taste mostly humans, but a few scraps of other races. Maybe some elf, and maybe some dragon, but not much of it. Certainly nothing to suggest a pure born, and there was no other succubi competing to eat at their desire.

It was all hers.

Still, with how broken up she was, she doubted that this was going to be a fast recovery time. She’d even probably have to sleep at least once a day, for the next few days.

Someone must have brought her here, for her to recover. Yet, the only sign she could find of them was the sheet she was lying on. It smelled of human hands, but her nose wasn’t sensitive enough to get more than that.

Seemed safe to assume the sheet came from the Castelle estate.

Nothing seemed to smell or remind her of Toofy, however. Which was extremely concerning to her.

Had the catgirl finally given up and tried to kill her?

Was this Lord Yu, saving her life and making her indebted to him, so that he could force her back into his service?

Or had she been caught up in some other political machination? The emperor or palace could be taking their revenge for her trying to glamour her way into his presence.

Elia had asked Lord Yu once if he had a contingency plan to kill the emperor. The drunk had laughed and said that it’d be easier to plan the death of a god than the bastard who ruled them.

Apparently his codename during the war had been Immortal. Sai was the Thunderstep, Tyre was Shifter, and the emperor had been the Immortal.

Yu hadn’t explained further, and had been punishing any time that he found Elia trying to pry.

Whatever the case, she felt like shit.

Her body was happy to bathe in the lust, slowly healing itself, but her mind was absolutely not. The idea of being stuck in a single place was anathema to the succubus.

She was an assassin, bred, raised, and trained.

The list of enemies that she had made in her short time on this world was longer than she’d be willing to admit. Her association with the temple was likely the only thing that had protected her.

Now... Now she was the plaything of a titled lady, but one that probably wouldn’t be keeping her title much longer.

Anyone with a decent view into the politics of the capital might see her as easy pickings and send someone to end her.

Elia strained, trying to crawl her way off the sheet. Her tail wasn’t the only broken thing. Her legs were still shattered, and her spine barely felt intact.

She seethed, little plumes of dark smoke popping from between her fangs as she scrabbled on the ground.

— — —
Meerakeilian’s jet black eyes flickered between the man standing confidently in front of her in his naked majesty, and the wood that she was carving ever so carefully.

The collar on her neck was uncomfortable, scraping at her scales, as her sweat ran beneath it from the effort she was putting in. She tugged at it continually, but it never seemed to sit quite right.

She growled out a series of angry cursewords at both the collar, and the inferior wood she was being forced to work with. If the tree had been something decent like ironwood she wouldn’t have to be this damned delicate.

The man modelling for her spoke in the cursed human tongue towards her, “Anything amiss, my little exotic artist?”

Meerakeilian struggled to find the words for it, “Grows weak, grows like snapping bones. Take and make, not bought with the gold.”

He chuckled softly, “It is delicate, unlike the forests of your homeland, isn’t it? But birch is seen as holy, and so I have little choice but to use it. There are things even the emperor must do, lest the people think of replacing him.”

She looked at him, trying to put the words into terms that she understood, but utterly failed to do so. “You take. Respect is bought. Respect is taken. Fear the king.”

“Oh, if only.” He chuckled, “Humans are more complicated than that, I’m afraid. Even if they can’t kill me, they don’t always fear me. They don’t respect those with gold, they crave to steal it, instead.”

She blinked several times, and then went back to the wood carving. Gently blowing flames to scorch away the places she had scratched at. She understood wood, not humans.

The emperor laughed at her obvious lack of comprehension.

“For example, though I rule this place, they tell me things I shouldn’t say to you. Like your name.”

She shrugged, trying to ignore his inane chatter. She didn’t give a single damn for his words. She wanted the silver and gold to add to her trove.

She was a dragon, among lesser creatures.

That was all there was to her.

“I heard the rascal hurt you.”

She paused, mid-breath, and raised her eyes back to him. Saw the mirth in the infuriating creature as he tried to prompt a response out of her. Trying to get under her scales.

She growled quietly, “She took Mia’s honour. She will be repaid in full.”

“No she won’t. You’re just a slave.” He said plainly, “She’s not. Not anymore. In point of fact, she is now my ambassador, carrying my authority. You, are a slave.”

Meerakeilian let out a rabid growl of anger, engulfing her jaws in angry green flames before she got it under control. She twitched, her tail flicking angrily and cracking the fragile tiles beneath her.

The emperor looked at her in amusement, “Does this make you want to attack me? You could try it, if you liked. My guards won’t come until they’re needed.”

“Stink of death.” She replied, snorting smoke, “Not take what cannot be taken. Path of the Madgod.”

He frowned, “The neko smelled something similar on me. I haven’t personally killed anyone for near enough to a decade. How is it that you exotics can smell death on me?”

Being compared to the cat was nearly enough to snap Meerakeilian’s patience. Being compared to the thing that had stolen part of her tail, and then cooked and eaten it whilst she lay bleeding on the ground.

She had taken months to relearn how to walk, her balance destroyed.

The salamander would give her right heart to be allowed to take the life of that particular cat. The fight would be hard won, but it was enough she would give away her entire trove to see it happen.

“Human.” She addressed him carefully, trying to show some semblance of respect, “Human in appearance. In spirit, like the winged ancestors. Felbeasts of the stormlands.”

He laughed at her comparison, “I remind you of an elder dragon? Well, well. I think I’m flattered. I might be something... Different... But I wouldn’t have gone that far. Except... You can’t lie, can you? You view me that way.”

She nodded firmly, and tried to turn her attention back to the art.

He dropped his pose, to her utter rage, and touched one of the scars on his leg that she had already carved into place. “See this one? I received it from a black salamander. If my pronunciation is correct, Irrleichdan.”

Her hands dropped from the sculpture, and she looked at him with horror as tears began welling up in her eyes. She uttered a series of growls and grunts, demanding an explanation.

The emperor looked at her in quiet amusement, and shrugged, “I am the ruler of this world, little exotic. There are few races that have not lost great and respected heroes to my exploits. You should know who you serve.”

The salamander grabbed a hot coal and shoved it into her mouth, chewing on the hot stone as she fought back her tears and tried to return to her work.

He walked over to examine her progress, forcing her to continue from memory, and admired it. “Your artistry is fascinating to me. Wood cut by clawed hands, and then detailed by wood burning. I have admired the Eternity Tree in the Temple, your design, for some time.”

She let out a low and mild growl, trying to insist that she was being deferent to him.

He fearlessly picked up a hot coal from her fireplace, his skin failing to burn or melt like she expected it should.

The human held it out to her, gesturing.

Meerakeilian took it gently from his fingers, crushing it brutally between her fangs as she shared this oddly sympathetic gesture with him.

The emperor smiled at her, and picked up another. “It is not for your art that I arranged us to meet. That was merely an excuse to ensure our privacy. No one can walk in on us, whilst I am disrobed, unless they fear for my life.”

The salamander licked the coal out of his hand with a flash of her forked tongue. “Listen.”

“I have come to hold two beliefs, quite recently. Firstly, that lacking exotics among my most prized concubines is an unforgivable oversight. I should make some into my ladies of the court.” He offered her a tempting touch of power and influence.

She nodded slowly, as he passed her yet another coal.

“Secondly... That though she is utterly fascinating, the neko that is called Twenty Four is a threat to my empire. Not a personal threat, but a threat to order.”

Meerakeillian struggled for a moment, “Freed slave.”

He nodded, “That was intentional, and part of the plan. As my ambassador, she goes to dangerous places, with my authority. If she returns from them, alive, I will be... Angry.”

The salamander nodded slowly, not fully understanding, but close enough.

“Kill her for me.” The emperor ordered her. “I will make you my concubine, and give you a title.”

She hated, despised, the idea of becoming his property. She was a salamander, a dragon, and he was nothing but a human. No matter what he smelled like.

However, he was offering her payment for the unmaking of the cat that had stolen from her.

She let out a gentle white smoke from within her throat, rumbling her agreement deep in her gut. “It will be. I take. I take.”

“Oh good.” He said and returned to where he had been standing, “When you have completed your piece, I will appoint you as an ambassador, freeing you, and you will be sent to deliver the sculpture to the same place I have sent the neko. Don’t take too long to finish.”

“Two suns.” She flicked her tail excitedly, grinding her teeth as she salivated over the thought of crushing the bones of the cat between them.

— — —
Screaming filled the halls of the Castelle state home, as Elizabeth found herself dragged into a sideroom by several of the footmen. They barricaded the door, and one of them set up his pike towards the windows.

She looked around in surprise and anxiety.

A few moments ago she had heard the heart-wrenching scream of her precious little catgirl, and then all hell seemed to have broken free.

Sai’s peers had stayed behind after the trial, mostly to discuss the near-death of her husband. She had been serving them tea, when she heard the cry and decided to check on Lady Twenty Four.

Then the screaming had started.

Screams that were drilled into her head, unlike any she had ever heard before. She knew instinctively what they were. These were the voices of the condemned, the dying.

There was nothing like it, in all of her experience.

Panicked footmen ran in every direction, trying to either evacuate the guests, or barricade them down like they had for her.

Beneath all the screaming, and inching closer with each passing moment, Elizabeth could hear a deep growling. The sound of some kind of beast, but though it was familiar to her, she could not place it.

She could hear the clatter of weaponry in the hall outside the door, of armoured men moving into position.

She fell to her knees, planting her hands over her ears as she heard them fall to the ground.

The growl was all she could hear now, propelling her heart to frantic heights. A heartbeat that she knew the beast out there could hear.

The padding of its feet was silent, if it were not snarling then she would not know where it was, at all.

A frightened tear crept down her cheek, and she heard a snarl coincide with it. Her bladder tried to free itself from her control, and then the growls were gone.

A distant snarl the only evidence of the creature’s passing.

Elizabeth slowly lowered her hands from her ears, pressing one to her gasping chest.

Then a spark of memory lit up.

She knew why it was that she knew that growl, though never having heard anything so hideous before. Nor anything near as to be frightening.

She had heard it lower, quieter, and playful. She had heard it emerging from the throat of her darling Twenty Four.

It couldn’t be.

It was not possible that the little neko was hunting down herself and her guests, was it?

It frightened Elizabeth how believable it was that the catgirl had snapped and decided to kill everyone who had a hand in threatening her precious lord and master, her Sai.

Though Elizabeth was taken with the cat, she knew that the reverse was not true. Toofy was more than happy to offer joy and fun, but she had her own goals, and would see them done.

She was as conniving and underhanded as any of the other titled ladies of the land. Moreso, for she offered you clear benefits for staying out of her way, and clearer dangers if you did not.

Elizabeth swallowed nervously, “Sir, do you know what that was?”

“Neko.” One of the footmen said in terror, “It broke free, the moment that damned howl happened. Ate its gods-damned way out of the prison. Begging my language, m’lady, but we’re fucked if we can’t put it down soon.”

“Twenty Four is under the protection of the emperor.” Elizabeth said firmly.

“Eh?” The man replied, and then laughed and shook his head, “Sorry m’lady. I misled you. The other neko. The one his lordship had captured by Lord Sai’s old gamekeeper.”

“There was another neko, here?” Elizabeth said in surprise.

“A male.” The footman said grimly, “One that seems to be fookin’ pissed with us.”

Elizabeth swallowed nervously, remembering Sai’s tales from the war. He had always been reluctant to speak, but she had heard one or two stories from that time.

“Gods save us all, if they are merciful.”

— — —
Lord Han inspected the dead creature pinned to the office table by a letter opener.

It was a brilliant and bright white. The carapace was thick, and had bent the makeshift weapon during the delivery of the final blow. Impressive for a creature the size of his fist.

Strangely enough, he did not know the creature’s true origin.

That it had arrived in a box, sent supposedly by Lord Castelle III, was obvious enough. The key was still in the front of the box, from where the unfortunate sod had opened the trap.

Han turned his attention to the prone form of the servant and crouched. Finding the killing blow would be impossible, but at least the cause was simple enough.

A dozen stabbing blows to Isaac’s face had ended the servant. Killed by a white scorpion, sent in the mail.

It was no secret among the lords of the land that somebody had been sending scorpions to Isaac, and terrifying him, every day.

It was also no secret that they were the favoured food of the neko, who he suspected had also attempted to kill Lord Castelle II.

However, she favoured a strange black scorpion of her homeland. No one seemed to know where she got them from, but she always managed to find one when she wanted to.

This white scorpion might simply be an attempt to frame the catgirl.

Her rage was probably levelled at the dead man, but she had only ever teased him. Nothing that Han could directly link to her had ever actually even put the man’s life at risk.

Only his sanity.

The white scorpion was an oddity, an esoteric creature with unclear origins. Han had sent a description to the temple, demanding them to find a reference of such a kind.

Their initial findings, which he hoped they would better in the coming days, was the description of a pet of one of the betrayer gods. A mythical creature, not a living one.

Just a symbolic gesture.

No such creature was turning up in their records as actually being discovered within the borders of the empire. They had to turn to the scant records they had of distant lands.

Yet, he could not ignore the fact he had a specimen here and now. It might not be living, but it was not a magical construction, nor did it appear to be a fraudulent reconstruction.

Isaac hadn’t stood a chance against it.

Every single one of the blows to his face would have been instantly fatal. The venom of the creature was intensely toxic.

Han was also aware of the timing.

Isaac, a man known to have put himself in the crosshairs of the new neko lady, was killed on Sai’s estate, when the lady herself was in the company of Lord Castelle II.

Shortly afterwards, that said lord was thrown from his horse. Riding a track he was known to ride when he became frustrated, when the horse tread upon a buried line of caltrops.

In the area around the caltrops, Lord Westcolm had detected traces of magic. Likely to be some kind of camouflage or invisibility, used by whoever had sewn the devices.

The lord had also detected traces of magic on Lord Castelle III, some kind of binding, that may have been used to force the young lord to send this parcel. Perhaps unwittingly.

The neko had magic, and had in point of fact, skill with invisibility that she had flaunted in the past.

She was also accompanied to many locations by a succubus, a trained assassin of the temple. Her kind were generally at least a little magical in nature.

If Han was attempting to frame the neko, he might have done something similar. Ensured that it coincided with the day that Sai was to be tried, removing one of the lord’s key opponents in the trial.

However, the neko herself was unlikely to do it, if she was aware that this day was to be the day of Sai’s trial.

She was not an unintelligent creature, as demonstrated by her ability to seize control of the Castelle Estate in all but word, within the space of little more than a week.

The question, of course, was how she might have become aware of the day of the trial.

It wasn’t announced, and had been a closely guarded secret of the ministers.

Han did not believe that the cat had managed to make any friends among the ministers of the palace, as of yet. She was associated mainly with minor lords.

He believed that he was the first of the twenty four ministers that had crossed her path, and he had avoided any direct confrontation with the catgirl.

Preferring to send Lord Westcolm, the weasel of a man, on his behalf.

Han did not like the direction that this case was taking him. It was not merely a couple of attempted murders, but clearly political in nature.

Such a thing did not bode well for those who must investigate it.

The emperor’s decision to appoint Lady Toofy as his ambassador, and to send her away from the city, post-haste, seemed quite prescient. It was possible he had orchestrated this.

As the Minister of Order, he could quite easily brush the cases aside. Pretend that enough had been done already. Few would care for a servant’s death, and as Lord Castelle II yet lived, it would be easier to leave the following investigation in his hands.

Once Lady Castelle had nursed her husband back to health, he would no doubt be able to resolve the case to his own satisfaction.

The only problem with this solution... Was the white scorpion.

A creature that should not exist had been used as a murder weapon. Suggesting an enemy with resources that should cause the entire empire to draw its breath in fear.

If this same individual turned their wrath against the ministers, or tried to seize power from one of them, then the stability of the empire might be threatened.

That was something that Han could not ignore.

He sighed heavily, “Shit.”

— — —
The elf struck the drink from the human’s hand. Violently.

Tyre looked up at her tiredly, “Ah, the mysterious one. Do we have business to discuss?”

“What have you done?” She hissed angrily, ears going pink and flattening along her skull.

He blinked at her in confusion, “I don’t quite comprehend you, m’lady. I have done little business since I have arrived. My sponsor is yet to arrive.”

“The stars told me that my fate was bound to the goddess of mischief.” Trician said urgently, “Until you arrive. Now I have no fate, and nor does anyone else. The goddess refuses to speak to me. What have you done?”

“I... Have done nothing.” He said cautiously, brows furrowing, “What do you mean that no one has any fate?”

“The stars have gone out!” She growled, and sat down across from him. Fingernails digging into the tabletop as she barely stopped herself from launching herself at his throat and tearing it out.

Kaleid took up a cross-armed position, standing directly behind the man and issuing no threat greater than his presence. Which would be enough to make most humans piss themselves.

Tyre scratched at his chin, “Curious. As I have said, I have done nothing. My men have sighted no approaching draug to the town, and have not even had a skirmish with bandits, to my knowledge. I did ask to speak to the mayor, but haven’t heard anything back, yet.”

“No. Not that.” Trician agreed, looking around fearfully, “It... Could be a coincidence. The world is a big place... But the timing of your arrival cannot be ignored.”

“Have I inspired you to take any action?” He offered diplomatically.

Trician considered it, “Apart from a promise to accompany you? No. However, my promise was made because the stars said it was my fate. I am not the reason, in this.”

Tyre looked thoughtful, and rubbed at his chin, “I am little versed in prophecy, being an abomination in the sight of all gods, but have you known of any other time in history when the stars... Stopped speaking?”

“No. Never.” Trician said urgently, “The sun will not rise tomorrow, human. There has never been a time like this, in the three thousand years of the Golden Mountain.”

He leaned back, and pursed his lips, “The sun will not rise...”

“It’s just a phrase. Focus!” She snapped.

Tyre shook his head gently, “No... No. If the sun does not rise, then those undead aren’t going to be sticking to the shadows. They’ll spill over the land. Everyone will die.”

Trician felt her stomach sink at the distinct possibility. “Gods save us.”

“They won’t, that’s the point, isn’t it?” He replied carefully, “Something has happened, such that they have... Abandoned us. I’ve never been much of a believer, my nature as it is, but if the gods do keep the world in balance...”

Kaleid put his hands on either of Tyre’s shoulders, glaring down at him angrily. “Do not speak of the gods so lightly.”

“He’s an abomination. An offensive existence.” Trician said tiredly, “Can hardly blame him for treating them without due deference. Kal, ease up.”

“Yes, mistress.” He growled, acquiescing only because of the cursed slaving collar.

The human drummed his fingers on the tabletop, “Then, I suggest that if inaction does not appear to be the cause, that we must take some sort of action. Barricade the town against a likely attack.”

“The draug walk, sir.” Trician hesitated, “Because I attempted to kill Astadia. I failed, but my aunt did not, and she took the throne. I was banished for failing where she succeeded.”

“Godkiller.” Tyre mused, “I take it that the royalty of the Elves claims some sort of descent of divine blood?”

“Not quite. Sort of.” Trician bit her lip nervously, knowing that telling him about it was breaking a number of laws. She might be an exile, but she still respected her homeland. “At birth, we are... Anointed. Promised into the service of a god.”

Tyre blinked, “You didn’t betray yours, did you?”

“I failed her.”

He shook his head, “You serve this betrayer god. The goddess of mischief. Correct? And she sent you to end Astadia, a name that I know better than you might expect.”

“Yes.” Trician said tightly, “She said that if Tresian became empress, as she has, that all the fun would disappear from the elven kingdom. That there would be nothing but blood and war.”

Tyre thought it over carefully, “Among some of the things I learned from my former lord and master, was that Astadia was a cleric. A cleansing priestess. It seems possible she might have prevented this.”

“Astadia served the sun god.” Trician shrugged, “It is public knowledge, and no great secret. If he has turned his face from us, it might explain it, but Astadia died some time ago.”

He shrugged, “We cannot know what has happened, for certain. Simply passing thoughts. We should prepare the town for battle.”

“Agreed.” Trician said grimly, “But if you turn on us, beast... I have a beast of my own. And he is... Unforgiving.”

Kal growled with excitement.

Tyre yawned, “Quite.”

— — —
Elia, crawling and in pain, latched onto the first male that she encountered. He was human, nervous and confused. A first time visitor to a den of this nature.

Stripping off his pants didn’t take a moment. He hesitated, unsure if he wanted to try exotic pussy. Her forked tongue, slathering around his inexperienced member, quickly changed his mind.

He helped drag her to a bed, unwilling to fuck her on the spot.

She ignored his offers of silver, trying to haggle with her, as she took him back into her mouth. Focused entirely on getting his seed down her throat.

Mothers always told their children not to cum for a succubus. Never to fuck a succubus.

Mother knows best.

When coal black fingers close gently around your shaft, when they expertly begin to stroke you, know that you’re fucked. Utterly, and completely, fucked.

When the succubus rubs the precum from the end of your shaft around, lubricating what you have to offer, know that it isn’t an offer anymore. You’re being robbed, and no longer have a choice in the matter.

When it came to Tyre, Elia had let him use her as he saw fit. She had let him take her, without her doing what came natural and stealing from him.

That was her dumb and stupid emotions.

Whereas this... This was her taking what rightfully belonged to her. This was her giving in to her nature. Doing what came natural.

Her red eyes glowed briefly as she began to more aggressively bob her head, fucking her face with his dick, as the inexperienced man lay there, groaning and moaning.

Feeling her give him what no human bride could hope to match.

She reached into his mind, discovering what had brought him here. Images of a pretty little blonde thing that he wanted, but could never have.

Still sucking on him furiously, she shivered, becoming the spitting image of the woman. He groaned louder, unable to find the words as she became his living wet dream.

It wasn’t enough.

His lust was only barely touching at her hunger, letting her know how ravenous she really was.

Elia barely buried a snarl, instead finding the voice of the image she was stealing. Cooing in some sickeningly sweet tone, as she released his cock from her mouth and slid up him.

“Oh, I love you.” She said with enough sugar to melt teeth, before she slid him inside her. Letting out a little yip in the voice of the woman as he pierced her fully.

As their hips touched, she felt him beginning to play ball. Holding her and thrusting up into her wet slickness. A vulva that would never go dry, unless she wanted it to.

She rode him quickly, but with different goals than a whore would have had.

Elia moaned and emitted cute little noises for him, her hands on his chest as she ever so slowly rocked him up towards his climax.

She didn’t want him to cum, not right away. She wanted this. Loved the taste of his lust as he fucked his object of adoration. The sharp tang of his bitter and youthful desire.

She gorged herself on his thoughts and hunger, savouring every moment of him driving in and out of her experienced depths. Moaning as he began to growl and grunt like an animal.

Crying out as he tried to take over, fucking her harder. Plunging into her with rabid abandon as his mind began to fall apart in the face of the cunt massaging him on each thrust.

Her face flushing excitedly as the bed began to groan and creak beneath them, the headboard beginning to strike the wall as he gave it his all.

Elia leaned forward into him, pressing her chest into his face. Barely resisting from biting his neck, before she moaned prettily into his ear, “Oh, oh fuck me. Fuck me, lover.”

He was lost in his perfect fantasy as he frantically hammered into her from below. Desperate to finish inside the woman that he utterly adored, but was too scared to approach.

He force-fed her his lusting hunger, filling her up with all the divine feelings that she could dare to take.

She rolled her eyes back in her head, and cooed loudly. Clamping down her hungry cunt around him, as he suddenly sprayed inside her. Filling her up with his seed.

Elia breathed unsteadily, before leaning back, hands on his chest.

Her eyes glowed a deep red for a moment, and she felt pity for the poor fool who dared to fuck a succubus.

Then she ripped his soul from his body, and swallowed it whole.

— — —
“Bad kitty!” Toofy screamed, throwing a vase from the bedside at his head, making him shield himself with his bloodied arms.

She hissed loudly, ears drawing back and back arching, whilst he stared at her in a sort of meek confusion.

She looked around wildly for something else to throw at the stupid bastard.

“Daen heard Toofy’s cry.” He said urgently, holding his arms up, and looking at her desperately, “He thought she was in danger.”

“I told him to fucking stay in fucking prison and fucking do what he was fucking told!” Toofy caterwauled right back at him, incensed. “When did he fucking decide he knew better than me?!”

“He heard her cry.” Daen said pathetically.

She snarled, and then curled up on Arina’s stomach. “She has lots to cry about. Now she has more, because the humans will kill the Daen for this. Might kill Toofy, too, if they think she helped.”

He crouched, and let out a small miaow, looking intently at her handmaiden. “What’s wrong with her?”

“She offered her soul for Toofy’s.” She whispered, sniffling and fighting back tears. “They rejected it, and she rejected their rejection.”

He raised his eyes to hers in disbelief, “Wha...? That is not possible, Toofy. No one can say no to a god. Daen has fought a long time, with much magic. He has spoken with gods, walked with them. He shat himself nearly every time. He could not reject them.”

“She did.” Toofy said firmly, “She is stronger than the Daen. She is Toofy’s Arina. No one like her. Not in whole world.”

His ears flicked towards the door, eyes glowing briefly as he tossed up a ward to seal it. He turned his attention back, “She is something new. As important as the Toofy. He must do something horrible.”

“The Daen will pretend to attack the Toofy.” She said with understanding, “The humans will kill him.”

“They will not. He will escape.” The male neko said confidently, “He will stay nearby. He will do whatever he must, for the Toofy. Her kittens must be protected.”

“She doesn’t want kittens!” She snapped.

He shrugged and smiled, “Yet.”

She rolled her golden eyes, and eased off her handmaiden. Standing and sighing, “Hit her.”

Daen released his ward and launched himself at her.

Toofy let out a howl as he knocked her to the ground, at the same time as the door flew open. She scratched at him wildly, and then screamed as she felt him briefly bite her neck.

Bastard.

Then he was gone, out and through the window with an explosion of glass.

She sat up, pinning a hand to her bleeding neck and glaring at where he had been. The fucker had just tried to claim her as his. Issued her a challenge to let him be her mate.

He knew about her Sai, and still... Bastard!

“Lady Twenty Four!” One of the guards that had broken in said urgently, kneeling beside her and ripping his shirt to wrap her still-bleeding neck.

She shook her head, “Not deep. Toofy isn’t hurt. Kill him for her. Kill that fucking kitty!”

— — —
Meerakeilian snuggled down into the hot coals, letting her scales lift up gently, as the lazy heat penetrated into her skin. Relaxing her as she ran her eyes over the progress of her sculpture.

She had several interruptions so far, unable to monopolise the man for the sake of artistic endeavour, but she didn’t mind. She was used to working under such conditions.

She could, probably, be continuing to work on it.

However, she had made considerable progress. She could afford to let it lie for a short while, as she daydreamed about crushing the cat’s skull between her claws.

Sucking the brain out of the ruins, slurping the marrow from the bones of her fallen enemy. Pop the eye balls in her mouth, and shred the fucking fur of that bitch of a neko.

Her cooked tail would be repaid upon that creature as if the gods themselves had moved beyond the gate, rejoined mortal kind, and unleashed the wrath of the entire pantheon upon a singular individual.

Black smoke lazily emerged from her drooling mouth as she daydreamed about the taste of roasting cat flesh.

She was so lost in her fantasy that she was surprised when she felt a soft hand run along her side. Scales gently closing and re-raising at the passing of his fingers.

She lazily rolled onto her side, looking at the naked human somehow joining her on her hot bed of coals. His green eyes ran along her, and quickly fixated between her legs.

She rolled her eyes, and shifted, lifting up one of her knees and showing him that she did have something vaguely reminiscent of what he might be expecting to find.

Meerakeilian smiled at the way he lustfully lit up. Appreciating her beauty, desiring her.

“If I chose to take you now, as if you were already my concubine, what could I expect?” He asked hesitantly, “Pulling the cat’s ears was a mistake.”

The salamander snorted, showing her teeth, “Cats are... Fragile. Fighting is the way. Teeth, claws, scars.”

“You have no scars.” He said, examining her, “None that I can see.”

“You would give the first. Give yourself. Give everything.” She snarled, trying to spell it out to him. That if he tried to put anything inside her, she would own him.

He put a hand to her soft belly, where she had no scales, and smiled softly, “I’m quite certain someone would demand your death if you were to scar me. Yet, taking something like you without the teeth and claws feels... Wrong.”

“Not burn. Not burn.” She growled, confused as to whether she could even scar his flesh. He felt soft like a human, he looked and smelled like one, but she didn’t believe that he was.

He shrugged, refusing to detail what he could or could not do.

Being appreciated by someone as powerful as him was intensely desirable to her. Especially as she would soon be taking some of his power and using it to kill the cat.

She reached down to her incredibly tight and tiny snatch, spreading it so he could see the moistness. Making her desire clear, without having to resort to his infuriating language.

She growled deeply.

He rolled her flat onto her back, a hand caressing her cheek. She had been trained to accept this position, by the temple.

It was one, not of deference, but of control. From here, she could control his lust, his appetites. Ensure that all of his attention was on her, and satisfying her hunger.

She did not know if she could stop herself from biting him, clawing at him. This would be her first time, and passions would be intense.

However, she would try.

If she could allow him to appreciate her body in this way, then he would more than repay her. In power and gold and silver.

The dragonkind woman moaned excitedly as she felt something pushing against her entrance.

She wanted this.

She could feel her internals, behind the entrance, drawing up and out of the way so that he could pierce into her. Smell it as she began to emit the gas that would soften her eggs for his attention.

Not that she had any intention of letting him fertilise her.

She scales chattered, glowing with an intense internal heat as the fire in her gut began to burn brighter. Heating her up to an intensity that would cause her to char wood.

She had learned from experience, a salamander cannot masturbate whilst lying on human bedding. That was just a pile of ash, waiting to happen.

His eyes had changed, again.

Sometimes they were a bright green, sometimes a dark blue. Right now, they were a soft hazel, and gazing at her with adoration, as he forced himself to fit inside her.

Meerakeilian made no sign of the pain as she felt herself stretch out around him. Just watched his beautiful smooth-shaven face, as he struggled with the sensations of her.

The dragongirl waited until the head was inside her, before she flipped them both over with a lazy flick of her muscular tail. She grinned as she saw a hint of irritation in his eyes.

She focused, and then shoved her hips downwards. Grunting as he filled her, completely. She had expected it to be tight, but he was generously proportioned.

Meerakeilian let out a soft little moan as she lifted, and then dropped, her cloaca along his shaft. Her mucous clinging to him and helping her get some movement.

White smoke poured from her mouth as her hands found his solid chest, and she began to really ride his firmness. Hissing and flicking her tongue at the air with each stroke.

He strained every part of her, on every movement. Whilst her kind were known for wanton destruction, the males were the laughing stock of all women.

She could feel every twitch and flex. Feel every vein as it swelled, from inside her tiny cloaca.

It had her salivating to bite him.

To turn this into the fight that she was craving. She wanted to pin him down, as she rode him. Hard and fast.

Meerakeilian groaned as she felt him approaching completion. She flexed herself, drawing her eggs away from his precious seed, as it began to burst inside her.

She let a low and content trilling noise, leaning down onto him. Tracing her teeth against his cheek.

The man pushed her aside, standing up and walked over to her art. “Mmm. It is a good likeness. Shall we get back to work, before my eunuchs come to embarrass us?”

“Not understanding the word. The word.” She yawned, and then slivered from her bed, tossing a coal into her mouth as she did.

Her claws, again, began to peel away at the wood.

“If you get pregnant, I’ll have to kill you.” He mused, as he retook his stance.

She snorted in amusement, “Dragonkind choose. Choose alone. Always, choose alone.”

“You would not wish to see a salamander hybrid upon the throne, one day?” He asked her curiously.

She snarled, “Have to kill. Own more. Not want.”

“Hmm. I suppose an emperor salamander would be a threat to the rest of your race. Our hard-won peace would end.”

There was another reason that Meerakeilian was snarling and growling at this emperor. He may have finished, even depositing his precious seed inside her... But he hadn’t allowed her the same.

Though, it had been her first time.

Her parts were burning, soothed only by what he had given her. Perhaps, if she convinced him to try again, she would be able to have the same.

That made her smile.

Imagining what he would do if she burst into flames, with a loud cry, whilst still astride him.

Her heavy tail scraped the ground excitedly.




Twelve

The catgirl sets off as the emperor’s ambassador.

— — —
Xivian tightened the bright blue, silk, scarf around Toofy’s neck gently, and stepped back with a timid smile. “I would say that it suits you well, m’lady.”

“Toofy is in a bad mood, Xivi. Scarf isn’t going to make her feel better about leaving her Arina behind.” The catgirl pouted, looking over at the woman still lying still in the bed.

“Lady Castelle will not allow any harm to come to her, and I have been tasked with creating regular correspondence to be sent to you, on her condition, m’lady.” Xivian tried to smooth things over.

The catgirl bit her lip, fighting back against her instinct to snarl. It was hardly the handmaiden’s fault that she was now an ambassador, and had to serve at the whim of the emperor.

It wasn’t her fault that Daen had bitten and scarred Toofy’s neck, right below where her collar rested.

Collar with a golden bell now, not a silver one.

She was identified to the public as a free woman, finally removing the title of slave from her name. She was the Lady Twenty Four de Sai, in truth.

The ambassador of his grace, the emperor. Sent to sort out some trifling deal with disappearing gold near the edges of the empire... As far from her Sai as they could send her.

Once her task was complete, she was free to come and go as she pleased. Which probably meant that they expected that she would die before then, and if she survived, that she’d die before she restored Sai’s lands to him.

A neko lady, without property, wasn’t going to find any respect in the empire. She was going to endure hardship, and be beaten and insulted. Treated as little more than a slave, because no guard would lift a hand to protect her once her ambassadorship was done.

Hell, she didn’t even know if her own guards would protect her during her mission. They might well be intending to kill her and toss her in a ditch.

“She will miss waking up the Liz.” Toofy managed, “Xivi, too. She only got to play with the Xivi, once. Had to share her too much with her mistress. Wanna play with her all by herself.”

The handmaiden flushed in embarrassment, “Thankyou, for ensuring that I did not grow apart from the Lady Castelle, m’lady. The efforts were quite appreciated.”

“Lord Castelle was dickhole that Toofy will not miss. She hopes that he doesn’t wake up.” The neko growled, ignoring just how dangerous it was for her to express that sentiment right now.

The woman smoothed down Toofy’s dress, considered her for a bit more, and then nodded to herself. “May your journey be smiled on by the gods, with the sun ever at your back.”

“Gods don’t care about Toofy, and she doesn’t care about them.” The cat replied and ruffled the edges of her dress with a smirk.

Then she turned and made a pained look.

The catgirl bent over and kissed at Arina’s forehead, a tear falling from her face onto the handmaiden’s. “Please... Wake up, for me. Just for me, Arina.”

There was no response.

No changes.

She sniffled, wiped her cheeks, and spun on her heel. Marching out of the room and into the hallway. Striding passed the various servants, head held high.

She was a lady of the court. She was an ambassador for the emperor. She was above each and every one of these, and she must act like it if they were to remotely believe it.

A neko, elevated above them all.

She had barely dared to imagine that even this much progress towards her dream would be possible in years. She had accomplished it in months.

The world, it seemed, was entirely underprepared to face off against the determination of one cat who didn’t want to be treated like a mewling kitten.

The world she wanted was beginning to bow towards her, and she would trample it beneath her feet.

These were the lies that Toofy tried to tell herself, so that she wouldn’t weep for the handmaiden she had to leave behind. Wouldn’t fear for the succubus she had to leave behind. Wouldn’t break for the man that she had to leave behind.

She would find the gold, for Arina’s sake.

She would return it, for Little Saia’s sake.

And she would kill the fucker’s who stole it, for Sai’s sake.

Toofy’s golden eyes dimmed to a darker colour.

— — —
The sun had not risen that morning.

The rough growls and calls emerging from outside the town walls plagued at her sensitive elven ears. Telling her what was out there, in the dark.

“What do you see, mistress?” Kaleid asked.

Trician looked out grimly, seeing what others couldn’t. She didn’t need light to see. Right now, that left her feeling like her elven blood was more of a curse, than a blessing.

The creatures were unorganised, thrashing about against each other, biting and clawing anything that came too close. That would change, when they smelled it.

When the hunger set in, and those things realised that all that they were craving was just behind a hastily erected wall. Defended by frightened farmers, and a mysterious group led by Tyre.

“You can see them, too.” She glanced at the strange man with the green eyes.

He nodded grimly, flecks of gold flashing and swimming in his eyes for a moment. Another oddity she didn’t know how to explain or describe.

The elf shrugged, “Well, you seem to understand what is happening, better than I. Why it is happening.”

“Not quite why.” Tyre said quietly, “I’ve seen it once before. Once. This kind of mass rising... Sun going out... Something powerful has called out to them. Might not even know it did. No idea if that has to do with you and the gods.”

Trician sighed heavily, “Somebody used some kind of forbidden magic. And everything, dead or alive, felt it.”

“Pretty much.” He shrugged, “At a guess. And I’m guessing that what caused it, is west of us. That’s where they’re shuffling, looking for a new lich to lead them.”

Kaleid, who couldn’t see, crouched and spoke in his rumbling voice, “Will they pass us by?”

“Extremely unlikely.” Tyre chuckled, “We would have to have the luck of hell itself, for that. Souls smell like food to these fuckers. And what’s worse, they aren’t mindless. They’re instinctual, bestial... But like wolves in that regard.”

“Wolf.” Kaleid mused, “There it is. That is one of the scents I smell on you, human. You smell like a fucking wolf.”

Trician’s ears went back as she suddenly realised. She hissed as she crouched, the diamonds embedded not just in her hand, but all the way up her arms, beginning to glow white.

Her slave landed in front of her with a growl, fists at the ready.

She put a hand on the onokentaura’s shoulder, “Calm yourself. You cannot fight him. Not a chance. He’s one of them, Kal. He’s an abomination, crafted by magic that should have stayed buried.”

“They call me Shifter.” Tyre whispered, looking calmly out at the dark. “You can hate me all you like, princess. I certainly deserve it. But right now... I would say you could use an abomination.”

Kaleid growled, “What are you talking about?”

“There was a unit. A small group of warriors.” Trician whispered, “Astadia helped them do something... Horrifying. She turned them into weapons, so that the human empire could win a war that could not be won. Genocide to the neko. Massacring other exotics, like the kitsune, your kind. The subjugation of the orcs.”

He grunted, “Why would she help them prove human superiority?”

“The Golden Mountain is allowed to rule itself.” Trician replied, “That... That was the price. That is what pissed off my goddess. Humanity tries to bring absolute order, so she will bring absolute chaos.”

Not that the goddess could help her much, right now.

The gods were silent.

The Shifter smiled, and looked at the soulless monsters in front of them, “Have you ever been in a war, princess? Or is attempted, and failed, assassination your only skill?”

“I am the Godkiller.” She replied grimly.

— — —
Elizabeth looked down at the silent woman lying in the bed. Looking ever so peaceful, and innocent. The silver chain around her neck signifying her devotion to the Green Goddess.

This was the catalyst that she needed.

It would take a little time before the news would reach the neko, and there would be a little regret in it for the lady. She had intensely enjoyed the cat’s affections.

She had enjoyed being toyed with, and she would regret that Toofy would not make it out of this alive.

Elizabeth’s goal had never just been to remove herself of a husband who moved erratically between abusive and neglectful. Castelle’s death was but the first step towards her true desire.

She wished, above all else, to demonstrate the folly of believing that humanity was superior.

She wanted to make all peoples equal. To be free to take Xivian as her official mistress. To be able to display her proudly to the world, rather than relying on people to hold their tongues.

For that to happen, first the old guard must be removed. Weakened, so that they would not be ready for what was coming.

Secondly, war had to return. A war that would tear this horrific and heretical empire that worshipped a man as a god, apart.

Elizabeth plunged the knife downwards.

She flinched as her wrist was caught, and looked up at the figure crouching in the window, confused.

The woman smiled at her, “I cannae let ya be doin’ dat.”

“Unhand me!” Elizabeth snapped angrily, “Do you not know who I am, fox?”

The woman shrugged, “Not be a carin’ much, ta be honest. This one, she’s the cat’s. I like dat. So I won’t be lettin’ ya be killin’ ’er. She’s... Too int’restin’.”

The fox shoved her hand back, and bounced onto the bed. Kneeling over the prone figure and sniffing her deeply. “Dat’s just fuckin’ weird. ’er soul is stuck. Fuckin’ weird.”

“Who the hell do you think you are?” Elizabeth snapped, “I am the Lady Castelle. You will name yourself, and your business here.”

“Tammy.” The foxgirl yawned, and then smirked, “Or dat’s what I be tellin’ peeps. When I ain’t takin’ from ’em.”

Elizabeth stared in confusion, and grasped at her chest. The foxgirl tossing the purse that had been around her neck lightly, before tucking it somewhere into her rags. “Give that back.”

“Nah.” The foxgirl replied casually, and then licked Arina’s face. “So, where’s the cat? I keep tryin’ ta piss ’er off. She ain’t come lookin’ for me, yet.”

“The Ambassador Twenty Four has left the city.” Elizabeth said stiffly.

The fox leaned in close to the handmaiden, sniffing at her deeply, “Ah. She goin’ ta take care of the dead tings. Dat makin’ da sense. Her fault, anyways.”

“Dead things?” Elizabeth said in confusion, “... Stolen gold. What dead things?”

“Da ones she pissed on.” The kitsune said, and then her tails spread out across the bed behind her, and Elizabeth felt her bladder empty itself in utter terror.

She fell to the ground, swallowing and staring, as she made a mess of herself.

It couldn’t be.

Tammy.

Tamamo de Mae.

The fox held her nose, “Ew! Gross! Ya coulda warned me, ya was a bitchin’ coward. Fuckin’ sakes. Go be pissin’ else.”

“What are you going to do to Arina?” She asked quietly.

The orange eyes rolled, “Ya was of thinkin’ dat killin’ her be pissin’ on da neko. Makin’ her so da mad dat she be attackin’ da emperor. Ya fuckin’ stupid, ya know? She already be dat mad. Dey took her man.”

Elizabeth swallowed, “I know who you are.”

“Ain’t be hidin’ it.” The fox scoffed, and then licked the handmaiden’s face again. “Be seein’ why da kitty keeps this one fer ’erself. I’d claim ’er, if I didnae have places ta be. Ah. Cannae be ’elped. Keep her safe, human. Or I’ll eat ya giny-bits wit ma teeth.”

The kitsune stood up and stretched.

Her tails spread out in a fan, and she seemed to glow golden for a moment. The air itself seemed to fill with floating flakes of the precious metal, and Elizabeth swore she could hear a distant and ethereal screaming.

“Ya li’l bitch!” The fox snarled, “Do as ya be told! I ain’t be pissin’ around!”

There was a snapping sound, and then the fox was gone.

Elizabeth blinked and rubbed her eyes. No light, no fox. Just completely vanished. Had... Had the magic failed? Had that been magic? It wasn’t like any other magic that she had witnessed before.

Arina emitted a tiny little groan.

— — —
Elia stumbled out of another room, dizzy and unsteady on her feet, but feeling like she was finally intact. Which probably meant that it was a good time to leave before someone realised why so many of the guests had suddenly expired.

She’d eaten five souls.

Five dead, by her cursed hands.

She might be an assassin, but the people she had been putting down this time hadn’t had enemies. No prices on their heads. Just people who had fumbled their way into her path.

There was a twinge of regret and guilt, there.

She caught the sound of a bell in her ears, and spun, expecting an attack from Toofy. Instead she spotted an elf dragging someone into a room, a silver bell hanging from the woman’s belt.

Just a trusted slave, here to have some fun.

Elia breathed a sigh of relief, and then hardened herself. She needed to know for certain if her mistress was her enemy, or her friend.

The succubus groaned and shivered, using a small amount of her magic to turn herself into a human-ish equivalent to herself. Horns vanishing, and tail concealed. Red eyes becoming the seductive baby blues she so enjoyed.

She moved towards the entrance of this cheap little whorehouse. Trying to ignore the swirling scents of cheap ale and stale vomit that she kicked up with each step.

Elia got about halfway there when she noticed the man following her.

The shadow wasn’t terrible. He played with the background girls, looking genuinely interested in them, but he maintained a distance of exactly twenty steps to her. No less, no more.

The succubus rolled her eyes, and turned to him, “Well? What do you want?”

“Just to observe.” He said smoothly, abandoning his position and walking up to her. “Lord Westcolm assigned me to report on your recovery, Miss Elia.”

Westcolm.

The succubus could return to the Castelle Estate. That would be the obvious first place if she wanted to determine what had happened to her, and the consequences.

However, going there now in her condition would get her killed, if there was a trap waiting.

On the other hand, if Westcolm was feeling free to indulge his exotic fetish by getting reports on her, then there was someone else who would know a considerable amount about what had happened.

She shrugged and turned, walking out of the building and into the bright sunshine. The succubus stretched, inhaling the filthy air of the city. A good sight cleaner than indoors.

“What’s your name, boy?” She smiled at him.

“John, miss.” He replied, “Prefer if you didn’t eat my soul.”

She chuckled and smirked, “Don’t give me an excuse, then. We’re headed to the temple. See an old friend. You a religious one, John?”

The young man produced an amulet from around his neck, “Depends on what you mean by religious. The Madgod is uninterested in prayers or rituals. Just wants people to live an interesting life.”

“I was raised by the temple, moron.” Elia chuckled, “I know about the Madgod and his tenets.”

John nodded, “Mmm. Suppose that should be expected, though I wouldn’t have thought an assassin would get much religious training.”

“We get a shitload. We’re not supposed to seem different to the other temple girls.” She yawned, “I mostly didn’t pay attention, though. Hard to bother when seduction is instinctual.”

He chuckled, “I saw you fulfil the lustful dreams of many, today. Last dreams, but their dreams. How do you know what they desire?”

“I pull it out of their heads. It’s instinctual. I don’t know how I know, I just do. For example, there’s a certain dark-skinned guard you’d love to take up your ass.”

He coughed uncomfortably. “I would... Be indebted, if you didn’t spread that around.”

“Temple girls don’t care about gender or even species. We’re taught to fuck everything under the sun.” Elia said casually, “Don’t become my enemy, and I’ll have no use for that particular piece of information.”

John frowned, “Technically, you’re still a slave. Where’s your bell?”

“Not approved for freedom of movement.” Elia replied and shrugged, “Not really an issue when you can look like anyone you want to. Why? You going to report me, human?”

He shrugged, “Don’t become my enemy, and I’ll have no use for that particular piece of information.”

She smirked at him, enjoying the way he casually threatened her.

Almost reminded her of Tyre, or Toofy.

Elia led him to the temple, where they were greeted by one of the girls. A pretty thing that, though familiar, she didn’t remember the name of.

The succubus requested a meeting with Efina, and the two of them stood around to wait.

John wandered over to the shrine to his god, offering up some token prayer in an almost bored manner.

Elia didn’t know if she really believed in the gods at all. In a world like this one... Who would?

Even the story of the war of the gods didn’t make sense to her. The empire banned a bunch of gods, and so the other gods triumphed over them and locked them away.

It stank of propaganda.

Her thoughts were interrupted by a flirtatious elf. An arrogant woman cocking her hip to show off her silver bell as she walked up. “Succubus. I thought I heard you got bought, bitch. Didn’t expect to see you back here. Yu will be delighted.”

“The old cocksucker can suck a cock.” Elia rolled her eyes, “I ain’t here for him, and you should watch your tongue Esme. Or didn’t you hear? My mistress has got a title, just like yours.”

“Your mistress just exiled to the far east, to die. Or didn’t you hear?” Esmerelda sneered.

Elia smiled arrogantly at the elf as she rifled through the woman’s memories. So... Toofy had been made an ambassador, then. A free woman. A neko, titled and free.

Fuck’s sake.

Her mistress always ended up surprising her, no matter how crazy and insane things got. It didn’t matter how many times she thought she understood that Toofy could do what she wanted... Cat always surprised her.

“Esme, I know you think you’re hot... But do you really want to fuck with the slave of the emperor’s chosen ambassador?” Elia raised an eyebrow.

The elf glared at her, “What are you doing here? I’m Yu’s favourite, now. I won’t let you get in the way.”

“Oh, nothing much.” Elia smiled, “Just got a meeting with the priestess. You can rest easy, I don’t intend to take the drunk bastard from you. Not until my mistress tells me I can eat his heart.”

“Girls.”

The two turned, and instinctively curtsied to the priestess as she approached.

Efina looked between them, and sighed, “Esme. Go find something more interesting to do. Like thinking about whether I should have a conversation with your title-less master, and his boyfriend.”

The elf nearly ran.

The priestess shook her head, “That one is going to get herself killed. Unlike you, Elia. You seem to be immortal. I am surprised to see you up and about, considering what Lord Westcolm told me of your condition. Shall we walk in my garden?”

“So long as Lord Yu has been told he cannot enter the garden.” Elia replied with a shrug.

She thought for a moment and then waved, “This is John. One of Lord Westcolm’s.”

“He can wait for you, here.” Efina said firmly, and the man bowed his acceptance to her.

With that, the two women walked through the familiar hallways. Passed paintings that told epic tales of gods, men, and war. Few women featured in them, though Elia knew they’d been involved.

That was one of the things about history that irked her.

Efina spoke quietly, as they travelled. “I assume you came to me, because you have questions about what happened. Lord Westcolm was not certain that you would survive.”

“Five souls lie dead in a shitty little whorehouse, because of me.” Elia stated darkly, “Westcolm is probably going to use that against my mistress. Any chance you can change his mind?”

“He won’t.” Efina shook her head, “He has... Interests, in our little neko. I believe he has come around to my point of view, having seen her touch on politics.”

Elia yawned, “I kill people, priestess. I am not my mistress. I’ve got no idea what you’re trying to say.”

“Do you know why she was named Twenty Four?”

She shrugged, “She’s a cat. You didn’t bother to name her, because you didn’t expect her to survive.”

“That’s the official tale. But, as with all things even vaguely political, it is a convenient lie.” Efina said lightly. “Our current ruler, may he live forever, might be named Kaden VI, God-King of Mankind, and the Immortal of the Menes. However, he is the twenty third ruler of the empire.”

Elia took a deep breath, and smiled slowly, “How long has my mistress craved it? The empire?”

“Always.” Efina chuckled, “That little kitten, when she couldn’t sit on my knee without help, used to tell me that she was going to be the twenty fourth. So, that’s what I called her. That’s what I trained her to be.”

The succubus frowned, “And now she’s exiled. The ambassadorship stinks of a trap.”

“It does, but it wasn’t meant for her. Lord Castelle’s son has made a narrow escape. Those hired to do the job... Well, I might not always have high hopes for your mistress, but... Ever seen a cat backed into a corner?” Efina said jovially.

Elia chuckled softly, “Well. We’ll see... Last thing I remember, Lady Efina, is something I sincerely hope is just a poorly remembered hallucination.”

The woman paused, looked both ways, and then dragged her into an alcove, “So that’s why you came to me.”

“Toofy used your fucking magic.” Elia snarled, “Witch.”

Efina nodded grimly, “Yes. She did. And she fucked us all, whilst she was at it, demonspawn. She cracked the fucking gate.”

“I’m an assassin. Speak plainly. Or I’ll do what I do.” Her blue eyes turned red.

The priestess smiled sadly, “When our favourite cat brought Lord Castelle back from beyond death, she... She made it so other things could follow. Not everything. Only things that are strong enough. So, only the nightmares.”

“Did one of them crawl inside her?” Elia snarled.

The witch shrugged, “I honestly don’t know. Lady Castelle won’t let me near the site, so I can’t tell. Lord Han suspects something, but he is distracted by Isaac’s death. The scorpion was white. Did you have a hand in that?”

“White scorpion? They’re not supposed to exist, are they?” Elia pretended confusion whilst burying her amused laughter.

She assumed the mythic creature came from the same place that Toofy always managed to get her black-shelled ones. Might as well be out of her ass, for what anyone could tell.

Efina didn’t seem to believe her, but that was fine. It wasn’t like Toofy had hidden that she was responsible for the assassination. She had kept only enough distance she couldn’t be arrested for it.

“What will you do, now?”

Elia considered, and then shrugged, “I’m a slave. I’m not supposed to leave my mistress’ side.”

The witch nodded, and then took a deep breath. “Fine. Then you’ll need a horse. Take one from the temple stables. Let me know if the neko survives the ambush.”

“No. I won’t.” Elia shrugged and turned around, “But you might want to bury or burn all records of your fucked up magic, now that Lord Han has confirmed it exists.”

— — —
Toofy drummed her feet anxiously on the bottom of the carriage, muttering to herself. Her Sai was late, casting his scry on her. She really wanted to be able to show off for him before the attack happened.

He might be distracted, travelling towards his own battlefield, but she knew he would eventually look her way.

He would look, and she would play.

Just for him.

She had been trying to get the hang of messaging magic, but she didn’t feel safe casting. Not after what she had become, to save Castelle.

Not after what she had done to her Arina, her Little Saia.

All she could do was let Sai watch her. Couldn’t hear his voice, or tell him just how much she missed him. The way her heart broke every time she thought of him.

He would finally be free to cast, but they still wouldn’t be able to be what they were supposed to be until they had both done their impossible duties.

Toofy grinned excitedly.

Someone was stupid if they thought that sending her Sai to kill the orcs was going to end up with him dead.

And someone was stupider if they thought a lone human, stalking her carriage, wasn’t going to stink up her nostrils.

He was a mongrel. Smelled of anticipation, not fear. But below that, he stank of elf. Not prettily, like the Xivian, but like a big brute with a war axe.

He was going to ruin her moment with her Sai.

The neko looked at her hand, slowly extending her claws as her ears bent backwards. She gave a quiet little whistle, as if she was making a merry and happy tune.

She heard Daen take care of it.

Toofy might hate the big tomcat for biting her, but his obsession with having her kittens made him somewhat useful to her.

So long as he didn’t bite at her again.

Her face brightened excitedly as she saw the little green ball flit inside her carriage. She miaowed happily, grinning at it, “Master, master! She knew he would. Knew her Sai would come. Toofy loves her master!”

— — —
“Toofy loves her master!” The bright-eyed cat declared excitedly, as he struggled to hold his wavering vision within the moving carriage.

He had no idea how she knew he would scry on her, how she was able to anticipate the moment, but that was his neko.

Impossible, and beautiful.

She grinned at him, flashing her fangs, and then reached to the side and released her skirt. Tossing it onto the bottom of the carriage without hesitation.

Sai almost lost his concentration on the spell.

There was no build up or warning. She knew he had come to see her, and so she was going to show him what he wanted. No pretence involved.

He missed this rascal.

Her underwear quickly joined the skirt on the floor, and she spread her legs, showing him her small slit. The cat’s face fell, “It hasn’t had anything but farmed goods inside it, master. She missed the feeling of her Sai, inside her.”

He knew that wasn’t technically true.

That Lady Castelle’s fingers had been inside. And the handmaiden, Arina’s hand as well. Also, the succubus slave, Elia, had put a finger or two inside it.

Apparently none of those counted, to Toofy.

Sai was planning to write her an extremely long letter, detailing what he believed was cheating, and the actions his cat should refrain from, at some point.

She let a low keening noise, blinking her golden eyes, “She wants her Sai back. She wants him back so much that it hurts her, inside her chest. Does... Does he miss her? Master?”

He couldn’t answer her, just watch as she nearly burst into tears, with her privates on full display.

“When she has him... He better be prepared.” Toofy snarled, “She is going to pin him, and take his pants off, and she does not care where she is when that happens.”

Sai swallowed nervously, knowing that she was being absolutely honest. His little neko was going to pounce, the moment that she saw him.

She let out a happy little purr as she began to rub along the outside of her slit. The neko used two fingers to prop it slightly ajar, so he could see the moistness.

“She wants him to kiss her. Caress her, hold her.” Toofy moaned, “She wants her Sai’s attention all to herself. Wants to teach him how to lick at her. Before she rides him, until he fills her up.”

He adored the way that she moaned, the gentle purr at the back of her throat as she emitted the quiet cry. Soft, but lustful. Quiet, but passionate.

The way her tail stuck up in excitement behind her, as she grinned towards someone she couldn’t possibly see.

Sometimes, he didn’t know whether to be turned on by her, or just smiling like an idiot.

She made the choice for him, slipping a finger all the way inside her slit with a loud and indecent moan. “Oh, shit, master. Oh, she wishes it was her Sai. Ooh. Too long. Too long since her Sai’s seed was running down her leg.”

He groaned at the sight, and her filthy tongue.

Her eyes sparked excitedly, as if she’d heard him, and the cat let out a long and deep moan from the back of her throat. “Maaaster. She wants to feel him inside her, pushing down on top. Taking her as his, until she can’t walk anymore. Until the sun turns away from both of us in shame.”

He could see clear liquid beginning to trickle down between her fingers, threatening to drip onto the seat.

She reached up, groping at her own chest through her shirt, biting at her lip. Her golden eyes took on a look of quiet desperation as she began to pick up her pace.

The tip of her tail was swaying as her finger frantically curled around her insides, and her breathing was beginning to become laboured.

The neko wasn’t talking anymore.

Sai was fully enraptured as he heard her frantic little breaths as she moved towards her climax. Hearing the little purrs trying to escape from her chest, but not quite managing it.

The hand that had been on her breast suddenly snapped downwards to clutch at the seat, claws extending and scratching at the wood. She grunted, and he could see her muscles tightening up.

The cat whimpered, but her eyes never strayed from Sai. Never closed. Just staring at him as she reached her limits.

He saw a heavier trickle, slightly less clear, running down and out of her as she breathed heavily.

Toofy put a hand to her chest, and smiled blissfully, “Toofy misses her master. He has to hurry to her, okay? She will spring her trap and make them regret trying to cage a neko. Master has to make them realise he won’t die easy.”

Sai wished he could reach out to her. Take her softly furred cheek in his hand, and kiss her gently.

“Promise her, master!” Toofy suddenly shouted, ears flying backwards, “Promise that he will come for her!”

He blinked his green eyes in confusion, “I promise.”

Toofy nodded firmly, “Good. She promises him, too. She will always come for him.”

How in the name of all that is holy or cursed had she possibly heard him?

Just scrying at this distance was a difficult matter. He wasn’t detecting any magic but his own, close at hand. How in the utter fuck had Toofy heard him?

Her head twisted suddenly, and she made an annoyed growl. A moment later, the door of her carriage disappeared.

Toofy shot through the sudden exit, and Sai felt his spell shatter.

He grabbed at his head, groaning as he felt the magic recoiling. His concentration hadn’t wavered, something had broken the spell and caused it to rebound.

The lord winced and grabbed his handkerchief to wipe the blood running down and out of his nostrils.

He paused, and looked up slowly.

The fox sitting across from him, lying in the laps of two unconscious soldiers assigned to guard Sai, smiled at him, “Didja have da fun, misser? Ya dick cer’ainly be perky nuf.”

He stared at her in confusion, “I was watching my mistress. Apparently whilst the one interested in catching her attention was seeking me out. Now, why is that?”

“I do want the cat’s eye.” The fox grinned at him, excitement in her orange eyes, “Problem bein’, she ain’t der anymores. Gone and sent outta da city. So, I be thinkin’, her master was bein’ offerin’. I be takin’ it.”

Sai leaned back in the seat, “You’ve already seen how shit the people they’re sending with me are. I can’t arm, and train, an army whilst they are dying at the hands of a greater one.”

“Don’t be worryin’ ’bout me.” The foxgirl chuckled, “I be survivin’ all o’ ya. Be pissin’ on ya grave, one day.”

He frowned, “Would you fight beside me? For me? Just for a chance to make Toofy angry?”

“Mmm.” The fox nodded her head, “Dat one... She annoys me. Everytin I try and be touchin’, she already clawed at. I wanna be pissin’ on her. So, I wanna be takin’ ya.”

He blinked in surprise, “Taking me? Do you intend to try and seduce me, little fox?”

“Ya dick be perky nuf.” The woman grinned at him, “Give a week until ya be interes’ed in me, maybe ta before ya give ta me.”

Sai got the uncomfortable feeling he was about to fight two wars.

Yet, with things as they were, she would be an invaluable resource. He couldn’t trust her, but he still needed her.

— — —
Trician chattered her teeth, ears pulled back along her head, as her deft hand danced the sword in her grip. Smoothly removing head from shoulders with a spray of blood that flew over her shoulder.

The blood was not red, it was not clean. It was ugly and clotted, blackened at the source.

These things that she fought, so desperately, were the long dead. Soulless monsters that were forced to return to the mortal realm to exhibit a will, a hatred.

She danced among the dead, freeing them of this existence.

Trician may no longer have her goddess’ eyes upon her. She might no longer see the bright lights of the goddess’ blessings. Yet, she was still the elf who had attracted the attention of a god.

She would not fall easily, even to this seemingly endless hoarde. Even in this infernal dark that had fallen like a curse across the land.

She would fight, even with the stench of forbidden magic filling her face.

Kaleid’s roar was close at hand, as the man revelled in the slaughter. Embracing his more animal side as he tore them apart, wielding no weapon. That was his way.

He took the threat to her as a personal affront, and unleashed his rage.

“Breach! Eastern Wall!” Tyre’s voice screamed into the dark, dropping an octave even as he spoke. Revealing the transformation he was going through.

A clawed hand grabbed at Trician’s head and jerked it roughly to the side. She saw orange eyes flash before her, angry and insulted.

She cringed, “Goddess. Why didn’t you answer me?”

The woman laughed and disappeared like smoke. Trician gasped and danced backwards as one of the stumbling dead’s hands encircled her throat.

Her sword split it in half and she spun, realising she was somehow surrounded.

Laughter echoed throughout the dark.

Little flashes of red fur somehow appearing clearly, but never anything but close at hand. Teasing her as she fought for her life.

“What have I done wrong!?” Trician shouted.

The laughter only increased in mirth and frequency.

She spun, cutting through a draug attempting to take her from behind. It continued to attack, even as she removed the legs from the beast. Forcing her to shatter the skull beneath one of her feet.

As she was finding her balance again, dainty toes bending lightly, a rough and clawed hand grabbed her ponytail and jerked her backwards. She bent over, staring up into the amused face of the goddess.

The woman giggled again, and then vanished.

With no hand pulling at her, Trician fell to the ground. As she did, dead hands grasped at empty air, and gave her the opportunity to sheathe her blade beneath the creature’s jaw.

She went to flip onto her feet when the goddess pounced onto her chest. Knocking the air out of her, and brushing her face with a tail. Tickling at her and laughing in amusement.

Trician hissed angrily, “People are dying!”

“Pet.” The goddess finally spoke, voice filled with derision, “You are not my only toy. So when I make you lie down, lie down. Don’t die and become boring to me. No one here is going to live. Share your madness with me, your grief. That is the price of your survival.”

“Kal.”

The goddess chuckled softly, and ran a clawed hand along her cheek, “Hush, little toy. The lout will do what he does best, but... Since when can the living ever fight the dead?”

“Kal!” She screamed out for him in terror.

The goddess rolled her eyes and grabbed the elf’s mouth roughly, tearing her tongue out. The fox held up the still squirming soft meat, and kissed it gently.

It hadn’t hurt, but Trician could now only wheeze for her love.

The goddess sucked at the tongue for a moment and sighed, “It isn’t as good, when it doesn’t kiss me back. All of this could have been avoided, if you’d killed the bitch when I told you to.”

So, the draug were linked to Astadia’s initial survival. To Tresian’s ascension onto the throne.

“I will give you back your tongue, little pet, when you prove useful to me, again.” The goddess said slowly, and then swallowed the fleshy object in a single slurp.

Trician stared in horror, as the goddess let out a contented belch.

“I gave you eyes to see things that no one else can. Now I take your mouth, so you can tell no one of them.” The goddess laughed, “Oh, sometimes I surprise myself. This is fun. Don’t let yourself become... Boring.”

The woman vanished, and Trician’s hands dug at the soil. Tears running down her cheeks in pain as she did as she was told and stayed still.

Disappearing into the dark, as the dead swarmed over this small village that had just been blessed by the visit of a deity. Just been abandoned by a deity.

All she could do for Kaleid, was weep.

The goddess proclaimed his death.

She could hear him growling, but his destiny was set in stone. Trician could not defy her goddess to save him, a second time.

She had saved him once before, and failed to kill Astadia, and this was the consequence.

The elf wept silently.

— — —
The salamander lazily opened one eye from where she lay in the fires. Listening to the hearts of the human women as they entered the room.

She had seen hatred like this, more than a few times.

If these frail creatures thought to intimidate her for spending time with their precious emperor, then they failed to comprehend that the temple was a harsher environment than they had ever known.

She snorted black smoke, before sitting up with a stretch. Showing off her naked chest as she did. The salamander tossed a hot coal into her mouth, and crushed it noisily.

One of the women sneered, “So this... Is what his grace finds so alluring? That he neglects us. A beast.”

The salamander stood up, walking forward. Her heavy tail fell to the ground behind her with a crash that cracked the tiles. Her footfalls shook the weak timbers, as she moved up to the one that had spoken.

She looked down on the woman, and flicked out a tongue, tasting her cheek.

The woman recoiled, “Disgusting animal! How dare you touch me! I belong to -”

Her prattling voice cut off as Meerakeilian lifted her off the ground with a single finger. She blew black smoke in the woman’s face, and chuckled softly.

The salamander’s black eyes looked into the weak and strange eyes of the human, observing the dilating pupils, and she smiled. Revealing that all of her teeth were pointed and sharp.

A whip flashed out across her shoulder, bouncing uselessly off her scales. She barely felt the impact at all. It was amusing that these frail things thought they could take anything from her.

She may have had her egg stolen, raised as a slave, but she was still hatched of dragonkind.

The world belonged to her.

She dropped the whore she had lifted up, looking lazily around at the others, and spread her arms. She rattled her scales as she invited them to try their best to harm her.

The whore in front thrust a knife through the soft flesh of her belly, between her ribs, where it lodged as it failed to pierce the shielded and interlocking bones it found behind them.

Meerakeilian made no noise at the pain of the injury. A small snort of white smoke, and blood from the wound, were the only signs that she had even been struck.

The woman stumbled backwards in terror.

“Burn them.” The salamander twisted her head, demanding permission from the man waiting with amusement in the shadows.

“Only the one.” He acquiesced.

The salamander turned back, smiling.

— — —
Elia landed softly beside the carriage, noting the broken wheel and missing door. There were claw marks, from several races, damaging it.

Spread out around the vehicle were dead men. They wore the armour of royal guards, but they lacked the muscle tone for it. Just hired help, mercenaries meant to play the role of protector, but not meant to survive an ambush.

The acrid smell of destruction magic was still clinging tightly to the air.

The succubus rolled over one of the dead with her tail, and shivered as she saw the teeth marks that had ripped out his throat. Teeth marks that she knew well.

So, this is what happened when someone managed to piss Toofy off.

She limped forward, further, trying to follow the trail of destruction and guess how far behind the neko she was.

There were two sets of prints. One were her lady’s boots, the others were barefoot. A soft foot that spread out under weight as it touched down, but the toes were close together.

A neko, if she didn’t guess wrong.

A male, and in heat, if her nose wasn’t lying to her. She couldn’t see her lady cheating on Sai with such a creature, and her temple training told her the male would eventually try and take Toofy, willing or not, if he remained in heat.

Male nekos were supposed to find it nigh impossible to keep their desires in check. In their tribes, they also had little need. The women tended to be insatiable, and they didn’t have small family units. No brothers and sisters, only members of the clan.

Toofy wasn’t like most nekos, she hadn’t been raised in her clan. She had been raised by humans, in a temple, and taught how to play political games. To see sex as a weapon, not as past time.

Elia stiffened and let out a whimper, as she felt something rough and warm on the tip of her tail.

She looked over her shoulder at her golden-eyed mistress, hungrily sucking on her tail, and went weak at the knees. “How... The fuck... Did you... Sneak up on me?”

“Toofy was sitting. Little Saia just couldn’t see her.” The neko giggled, and then went right back to sucking her tail.

The succubus groaned, “Gentle, mistress.”

“Toofy is happy to see her.” The neko said cautiously, “Is... Little Saia?”

Elia pulled her tail away, and crossed her arms. “You damn nearly killed me, and then you threw me into a whorehouse. Left me in the hands of Westcolm, the fucker of all exotics. I’m actually surprised that you’re happy to see me, and didn’t just break my neck.”

The cat looked down at the ground, and her tail drooped. She sniffled, nodding as tears began running down her cheeks. “She... She was scared to see her Little Saia. Coward. Ran away from her.”

The succubus sighed heavily, flicking her hair over her shoulder and leaning her head to expose her neck. “Oh, get over it and bite me.”

“Saia?”

“Bite me, mistress.” Elia insisted, “Make it clear. Welcome me back as yours, or send me away. I’ll do as you desire. Or am I just another tool, broken and discarded?”

Sharp teeth descended into her neck in an instant.

The succubus let out a moan, and felt the cat’s legs grab around her waist, as her mistress clung to her excitedly. Taking her with the fullness of a love that Elia had barely dared to hope still existed between them.

Elia let the illusion of her clothing vanish, showing the fullness of her black skin, every scar she had received in her service to the temple. Every inch of her, that belonged to her lady.

She could feel the eyes of the other neko on them, as Toofy hungrily gave Elia the domination that she craved.

Toofy moved a foot, putting it behind Elia’s knee and jerking so that the two of them fell to the ground. The cat leaned up, gasping for air and tightly grabbing her horns.

Claws ran along the sensitive tips, and the succubus felt herself flooding. She cried out as she climaxed at the hands of her fierce mistress.

The cat paused, and glared at her, “You left Arina. After this, Toofy is sending you back. To keep her safe.”

“I... Needed to tell you.” Elia gasped weakly, “You... Cracked something... When you used...”

“Toofy knows.” The neko rolled her eyes, and leaned down, thrusting her rough tongue into Elia’s mouth.

She could feel her head being pushed into the ground by her horns, as the neko roughly kissed her. Elia’s tongue wrapped around the cat’s, twisting and seeking more.

After the toying and feeding of the whorehouse, this tasted like an elixir of the gods.

She could feel the love that her mistress had for her.

Even though she was nothing more than an assassin that had once tried and failed to take her life, her mistress adored her.

Elia shuddered beneath her.

She could not hold a grudge for the way that Toofy had broken her. She had been infected by an evil, a magic that she could not control. Forced to use a spell to save the life of an enemy.

If anything... The succubus felt guilty for doubting the affection of her mistress.

The neko broke the kiss and flicked her in the head, “Stop it. Toofy is ashamed of what she did. Stop thinking about it. Let her make it up to her Little Saia.”

Elia smiled softly, “There is a ritual. The naming ceremony.”

Golden eyes looked at her curiously.

“You call me Saia.” She shrugged, “I will become your Saia, for my mistress. For... The one... I love.”

The furred tail went bolt upright, “Little Saia keeps talking like that and Toofy is going to ruin her underwear.”

“Good.” Elia said excitedly, “You bite me, to make me yours. To own me. To name me, is to free me. For that... I bite you. It has to be witnessed. Your tomcat will do.”

Toofy glared sideways, “She is angry at him. Hates him. He wants to have her kittens.”

“He’s in heat.” Elia mused, “Do you think I can borrow him from you, afterwards? I’ve never had a neko male.”

The cat giggled, putting a hand to her mouth, “Oh, no. Little Saia wouldn’t like that. Boys have barbs. It hurts when they pull it out.”

“Fuck that.” The succubus agreed, “Tell your boy to come closer. He’s our witness.”

Toofy muttered, but waved.

A green-eyed neko, with shoulders broad and strong, crept out of the shadows. His every movement screaming that he was a murdering bastard.

Elia smiled at her mistress, “Name me.”

“Saia.” Toofy growled, and turned her head to the side.

The succubus felt herself climax even before her teeth pressed into her mistress. She didn’t break the skin, she didn’t need to. She just gave her mistress a taste of passion, a bruise to remember her by.

The cat let out a wail.

Saia flicked her agile tail for a moment before the heart-shaped end dipped beneath the skirt, and pressed up against her mistress. Sneaking it into her underwear quickly.

Toofy’s eyes flew open, and she made a soundless scream as it plunged into her depths.

The succubus groaned and arched her back as she flooded herself like never before. Her fingers clawed at the ground, tearing up clumps of dirt and grass, as she pushed her tail inside Toofy’s little slit.

Despite the crushing tightness around her most sensitive of parts, Saia contorted it, stroking against Toofy’s innards. Feeling her excitement as she felt her lover’s dam walls break.

“Cum, Toofy. Cum for your Saia.” She whispered. “Claim her as your equal, as she claims you.”

The neko moaned even louder, “Oh, Saia. Oh, Toofy’s Saia. Oh... Oh fuck her with your tail.”

“I love you.” Saia confessed as she began to both stroke in and out, as well as curl around inside, her mistress.

The cat began to thrust her hips against her, as her claws shoved downwards on her horns. Moaning and groaning as the two of them gave all of themselves to each other.

They frantically shared this moment of symbiotic adoration, outdoors and on display, among the fallen victims of Saia’s mistress.

She could not ask for anything deeper or more meaningful.

Red eyes stared upwards, gold eyes shined downwards, as the two of them crossed the threshold.

Together.

Saia cried out, as Toofy caterwauled.




Thirteen

The past begins to collide with the present.

— — —
Toofy wanted to simply snuggle against her succugirl in the sunshine, listening to the birds overhead, but she knew that wasn’t a luxury that she could indulge in.

The tail had been a surprise, and after having nothing animate down there for so long, it had completely addled her mind. She still preferred her master’s dick, but she could appreciate both.

Saia had confessed her love to her.

That made the catgirl feel all kinds of guilty. She had originally planned to use and discard the woman. That wasn’t exactly an option anymore. She had to protect her.

Judging by the fact her own guard escort had attacked her, she had a feeling that the emperor was going to be quite incensed when he discovered that Toofy had survived.

He would take it out on Saia and Arina.

“Little Saia needs to smuggle Arina out of the city.” She said glumly, still not wanting to end their embrace. “She isn’t safe, there. Not anymore.”

The assassin nodded, “Mmm. What about you? You clearly aren’t coming back with me.”

“She needs to pursue another angle.” Toofy said with a frown, “She thinks she should play the part of ignorance, for a while longer. See if a trail to something useful can’t be found.”

“You know who attacked you.” Saia rolled her red eyes.

Toofy shrugged, “Does Saia know any weaknesses? Any way to get to him, and prove he’s done wrong?”

“No.”

The catgirl nodded firmly, “Exactly. These idiots who come for Toofy, someone has to pay them. So she needs to find out who, and follow that. Need evidence or witnesses before she can turn the ministers against their emperor.”

“If he paid them either off the books, or from the treasury, both would be handy information to his little council of ministers.” Saia agreed, “Best would be if it was gold he wasn’t supposed to have, though. Embezzling would go down badly.”

She shook her head, “Best would be counterfeit. If emperor is found to be damaging the economy, then his ministers will act. Otherwise... Well, Toofy is just a neko. Not human. Hurting her doesn’t count for anything.”

“You make powerful enemies, mistress.” Saia said resentfully.

She giggled, “Toofy is going to be empress, one day. Does the Saia want to run away, now? She could. No one would stop her.”

The succugirl sighed heavily, “I wish I could. But I can’t. Especially not with the slave collar.”

“Oh.” Toofy sat up and turned. She licked a finger and held it up to get the direction of the wind, and then she let out a little growl and slashed a symbol in the air.

A moment later, there was a crack and Saia screamed in terror as the light flashed, before her voice was covered up by a cacophony of sound.

Toofy blinked and pawed at the ash on the ground for a moment, before rubbing at one of her delicate ears. She pouted, “Thunder is loud.”

“Did... Did you just hit me with a fucking lightning bolt!?” Saia glared at her, shaking with rage.

The catgirl tapped at her ear again, “Mmm. Loud.”

Saia stood up and grabbed her by both ears, glaring at her, “You fucking hit me with lightning!”

“No. Toofy hit the collar. Which is now broken. Saia is free.” She said, flicking the crack in the silver object.

The succubus glared, “I don’t think that’s how you’re supposed to break a slaving collar’s spell.”

“Probably not. Still works.” Toofy smiled in amusement, “Proper spell is secret of secrets. Nobody allowed to know. Too many slaves know magic. Because we’re all fucking slaves.”

Saia smiled slowly, “Do you want to become empress, because you hate that our kinds are looked down on?”

“Mmm.”

The succubus sighed, “Won’t humans hate you for the same reason?”

“It will be hard.” She agreed, “But Toofy won’t let anyone be slave anymore. Not stupid human, not ugly orc. If anyone is slave, then bad things must happen. Hatred must happen. Free has to happen.”

Saia made a face, “I don’t like that idea, much, I have to say.”

“Toofy knows how to make it up to her.”

The assassin raised an eyebrow, “Really?”

“Yu is a lord. He is not minister, but he has influence. Pushes the emperor towards being sneaky, and not being a bastard.” Toofy said slowly, “Emperor needs to be shown to be cruel. No more assassins. People see him as he is, rather than fearing him for what he might do.”

Saia’s eyes brightened, “Please tell me.”

“It is time to kill the fucker.” Toofy smiled lopsidedly, “And she has already set the stage for it. The way he dies has to be secret. Not to us, but an open secret. It has to be... Embarrassing.”

The succugirl cocked her head, “Not following, mistress. How are we supposed to do this?”

“Lady Efina, and her dark little secret.” Toofy half-whispered, “She is a worshipper of -”

“Dark magic. Forbidden magic.” Saia shrugged, “Already know that much.”

She snarled, “Then shut up and know more.”

The succubus held up her hands, “I’m listening.”

“Behind the idol, beneath the trapdoor, and behind the bookcase, Saia will find a room full of evil magic. One of the books will smell different to the others. Make Saia wanna throw up.” Toofy instructed.

The woman nodded.

The catgirl took a deep breath, “Inside fucking evil book, is bad spell. Make teasing death look like a child trying say a curseword. Saia... Will steal it. Spell page has this symbol on the top right corner.”

She scratched the symbol quickly in the dirt, and looked up to make sure her assassin was following, “Once Saia has fucking fuckshit bad spell, she will put it in the papers on Yu’s desk. Then she will sit back and wait.”

The succugirl frowned, “That’s it?”

“Make sure not to memorise any part of spell. It’ll eat at Saia’s soul.” She said as an afterthought.

Saia laughed nervously, “Noted. What happens next? What will I be waiting for?”

“The Efina to lose her shit.” Toofy smirked, “She will find spell missing. She will then find spell. She will think that he took it because he stupid drunk. She will take him in front of the emperor, and label him as traitor. Demand he be executed. Because spells eats at soul. Takes over. No one who reads it is safe.”

The succubus swallowed, “Okay... That all sounds bad. How does this turn into an open secret for why Yu dies?”

“Emperor can’t execute head of temple for bad magic. Then people think temple only do bad magic, worship wrong gods.” Toofy shrugged, “He will make up a reason for Yu’s execution. He will also have someone try and purify Yu’s soul before he dies.”

Saia perked up, “They’re going to torture him to death?”

“Mmm. Just like Toofy promised.”

The succubus frowned, “You could have pulled this off at any time. Why did you make me wait for it?”

“Had to wait for Efina to become paranoid.” Toofy replied tiredly, “Had to wait for Yu’s drinking to make the two hate each other. Buying Little Saia from Yu made it happen, but it takes time.”

The woman laughed and shook her head, “Without me around to abuse, he got worse. Started acting out. You had to steal his favourite thing to finally tip the balance of his drinking too far to one side.”

“Toofy also paid him in wine. Very publicly. Made people think even less of him, which made him drink more.” She smiled happily.

The succugirl shivered, “You pluck one or two threads, and an entire tapestry falls apart. It is disturbing to me, mistress, how easily you find those particular threads that are needed.”

“Toofy studied beneath Efina for years. Finding out how to hurt her, and the Yu, took her a very long time.” She replied, “But the beatings made her very determined.”

Saia winced, “Does that mean you plan to kill Lady Efina, one day?”

“Ally first. Sacrifice later.” Toofy shook her head, “Efina hates the humans. Even more than Toofy does. That’s why she studies bad magic, lets it creep into her soul. She hates that humans think they’re better than us. Toofy will use it. And then Toofy will kill her.”

The succubus smiled sadly, “The path to empress will be one of bloodshed, won’t it?”

“Prefer it when she can just have sex.” Toofy shrugged, “She didn’t need to kill her Saia, did she? Lady Castelle didn’t have to die, either. Many ways to do things.”

Saia gave a small laugh, and then her face fell, “You know that... Lord Sai... Will see you and I as you cheating on him, don’t you? Your true love.”

“Toofy isn’t giving up Little Saia.” She said firmly, “She admits, she did not expect to get a tail in her snatch. She was keeping that for her master, so she is a little guilty.”

“Oh.”

She quickly kissed the woman, purring deeply, “She doesn’t regret. Just guilt.”

The succubus’ forked tongue briefly flickered through the air, “Is that why you’re sending me away?”

“Arina is more important than Toofy, or her dreams. Saia has to keep her safe, no matter what.” The catgirl said fiercely, “Toofy loves her Little Saia, wants her safe... If she has to kill herself to protect the Arina, then she mustn’t hesitate.”

Saia frowned, “What do you mean by that? She’s a human servant. Do you love her more than me?”

Golden eyes rolled. “Jealousy looks like ugly cape on the Saia. Arina is... Something Toofy didn’t plan for. Couldn’t plan for. If anyone else learns what Toofy knows, entire empire would hunt her down and kill her.”

“Love me enough to tell me?”

She growled crossly, her golden eyes dimming and beginning to fill with black flakes, “I love you enough to never tell you.”

“Sorry.” Saia swallowed nervously in the face of her quiet anger.

Toofy brightened, and kissed her cheek. “Little Saia has a lord to kill. Who hurt her. Focus on the good things, and Toofy will take care of the nightmares.”

The succubus took her in her arms for a final and lingering kiss. Her playful tail wrapping around the neko’s thigh as they embraced for the last time.

As Toofy watched her leave, she sniffled. Whispering to Daen, “She’s never going to see her again.”

“What makes her so certain?” He asked respectfully.

She turned around, and rubbed at the tears on her cheeks, “Because Toofy hasn’t changed anything. Everything is happening the way that she knew it would.”

He gave her a sympathetic purr, and then waved at the bodies, “He found the tracks of a survivor. Do we hunt?”

She gave a single firm nod.

— — —
The survivors had burned the buildings as they fled, trying to slow down the draug as they hunted them down. It left the dead lying beneath a handspan deep pile of ash.

Trician crawled through it, checking body after body as she searched for the cold corpse of her love. She wept openly as she moved through the open air graveyard.

The sun had returned soon after the last of the draug had shambled on from this dead place. Soon after that... Her sight of the stars returned to her.

Her destiny was fixed, as ever.

She was fated to cross paths with the goddess of mischief, her goddess, and the two of them would be inseparable. The fate of one would be the fate of them all.

Yet, as confusing as it was, this was the future, not the past. She had crossed paths with her goddess many times, but it was never the time that she saw coming.

Destiny was still waiting for her, unchanged.

She was even still bound up with the human abomination, who she hadn’t seen since before the goddess had taken her tongue and ordered her into hiding.

Trician’s thoughts were interrupted as she found the onokentaura. Kaleid was lying in three different places, torn apart violently by those he had fought.

He had died, still fighting. Bloodied claw marks on the ground showing him dragging himself, and his spilled intestines, so that he could attack his enemies.

The elf tried to howl, but could only emit a pathetic rasping noise into the air.

Her ears and head were thrown backwards, her teeth trying to chatter, as she raised her hands to the heavens in her grief. Crying out from the deepest depths of her soul.

Begging the stars to align, to show her that this was but a horrible dream. A nightmare vision thrust down on her to teach her the errors of her ways, to force her to change the future.

The gods were silent.

Trician fell forward, burying her head into his cold and silent chest. Weeping tears that matted his chest hair, as she cursed her own broken destiny.

She would have given up the stars, the future of the entire world, if it meant that she could have him back.

She should never have had him in the first place.

When she had attempted to kill Astadia, Trician had been attacked by the man. He was a royal guard, at the time. His blade true and swift, but she was faster.

Kaleid had managed to corner her, about to kill her, when she tried to cast a spell of silence. He reflected it back on her, and she reflected it in turn on him.

When the spell rebounded, shattering both their defences, her addled mind reached out to cast a desperate spell to bind the man. Force him to submit to her.

Trician had enslaved him in that moment, and regretted it ever since.

Yet, she had a choice, in that very same moment.

She could have abandoned him, left him to die in the building that was about to explode into flames and chaos.

If she had done that, and sought out Astadia, then she would not have failed to kill her. Trician would have become the next empress of the Golden Mountain, serving the whims of her goddess.

Instead, she was kneeling in the ash, weeping for a dead slave.

Her goddess demanded her madness, her grief.

Trician stood up, shaking and stretched out both her hands. There was a rumbling hesitation, before the earth opened up and embraced Kaleid’s body. Small stones rising out of the muck to mark where he had fallen in a swirling symbol of a saint.

If madness was what was required of her, then madness was what she would give.

The soulless had stolen from her, taken a life and destiny that was forbidden to her, and Trician hated them for it.

She could no longer care if she lived or died.

No longer care to use only the spells that would not burn this world down around her ears. She saw nothing through her eyes that was worthy of being preserved.

The elf began to dance, a strange and erratic sight.

This was not the graceful movements of her kind, but something foreign. Jerking and hesitating as if multiple souls were competing for the control of her body.

If her fate was enslaved to one abomination, then the company she would choose to keep would be another.

The sound of objects sliding through the dirt and ash began to sound as the elf continued to dance. Grinding and creeping, little noises far in the background.

A gentle voice began to be heard on the wind, as if the elf was somehow managing to sing without her tongue.

The words of the song were impossible to grasp. Sitting right at the edge of the listener’s conscious, but refusing to be interpreted. They were sweet and mild, but with chilling undertones.

A song of loss, a song of grief.

A song of despair.

The dead horrors left by the flames began to crawl into sight of the elf. Broken and mangled corpses surrounding her in a circle as she continued to spin and twirl in the ash.

The voice of the song was joined by those now surrounding her. Mingling and crying out in the self-same grief that clung to her desperate heart.

Soulless imitations of her shattered centre.

The ash around her began to stir and shift, gathering into a pile in front of where the elf danced. Lifting up slowly as it took the shape and forms of something with a familiar geometry.

Limbs of a creature standing on two feet. Legs and arms, and even a head, though the rest of it was still too ill-defined to be called anything at all.

The dead surrounding the two of them sang louder, until their voices were not a song, but a screeching and unbalanced cacophony of horrors.

Trician ended her dance, sweat running down her back, and she sneered. The woman lifted up her hand to her own mouth, and bit it until she bled.

She held out her hand, cupping the red liquid in it.

The strange ashen figure leaned down, slurping from the pool hungrily. As it did, it began to collapse and fall apart. What little solidity it had vanishing in the act.

Trician tore a strip from her shirt and bandaged her injury roughly.

She kicked at the dust pile on the ground, glaring.

The sounds around her stopped, and every single corpse she had dragged into the area with her magic became like the pile. Just ash, disappearing on the winds.

Her chest still heaved from her exertions, sweat pooling uncomfortably beneath her breasts. She lifted at them, scratching, as she waited for the evil she had wrought to take shape.

A voice whispered behind her, “Now, this is fascinating.”

She shivered, and dared not turn to face the voice that spoke.

A firm hand grasped her shoulder, “You’re aware, I suppose, that you need my permission to do this? That I don’t generally let people fuck with my shit.”

She winced and gave a hesitant nod.

“Too bad the fox took your tongue. I’d steal a kiss, if I could. Take you back with me, soul and all. Consume you when I feel like it. Swallow up your worthless little spirit.” The voice dripped with hatred.

Trician squeezed her eyes shut, terrified.

“Yet, your fate is set by the fox.” The voice said regretfully, “She guides you, and you obey. Your future... I will allow you to flaunt my dominion, on a singular condition, you bitch of an elf.”

She cringed.

“You are bound to one. A creature that is as fascinating as it is rebellious. When you meet her, you will know her. When that happens... Remind her... That her soul belongs to me.” The voice said angrily, “Remind her... I collect on all debts.”

The hand trailed down, leaving her shoulder, and the presence faded away.

— — —
Meerakeilian grunted as she felt him enter her from behind, distracting her from the art she was working on. She puffed white smoke happily as he began to pay tribute to her beauty.

She felt the adoration as his balls struck against her, thrusting hungrily into her depths. She moaned for him, repaying him for showing her the proper respect.

She was now favoured over all the other concubines. Even favoured above the woman called empress, who served as his wife.

The salamander enjoyed these brief moments of power that she was being granted. Enjoyed his attentions, even knowing that he was intending to use her.

He showed her every ounce of respect as he plumbed her depths, being guided by her hand as to what was allowable, and what was forgivable.

If a child was not a threat to her, she would have enjoyed the feeling of carrying his egg to term.

Yet, for now, she wasn’t going to let his seed fertilise her.

She growled for him, wanting to feel him give it to her. Grant her that act of personal worship, as she became the embodiment of ecstasy for him.

Her mucous spilled over the edges of her entrance as he continued to give her all the pleasure that could be had. Fucking her, as the only man who had ever fucked her.

She could feel the trembling in her tail, as she tried to keep it out of his way. The muscles beginning to tighten as she ever so slowly approached a climax he was racing far ahead to.

She firmed her stance, clamping herself down around him. Claws pushing through her soft leather boots and biting into the ground.

This time, she would not allow him to leave her unsatisfied.

His hands on her hips tightened, as his thrusting began to slow, pushing deeper inside her. She could feel him trying to resist it, give her the time she needed.

The emperor obeying her silent command.

She gasped loudly, twisting black and white smoke emerging from her mouth and nostrils. Her deep black eyes shuddered and rolled as she lost her focus on the world.

She could feel him swelling up deep inside her tight channel, as she spasmed around him. Massaging him in rippling waves as she cried out from the first orgasm gifted to her by another.

Royal seed spilled into her, dribbling out of him and into her. She let out a deep and happy growl.

He withdrew, and slapped her ass as he lay back onto her bed of coals. “You leave tomorrow. Kill the cat, or do not return.”

Meerakeilian tossed back her head and let out a triumphant roar of blue flame, her tail drumming the ground excitedly.

— — —
“It is entirely insufferable!” The eunuch complained to her, “He let her eat one of the concubines! In front of the rest. She... Please. You must help me convince him to send her away.”

Efina looked at the terrified man and adjusted herself on her chair. Making certain that the slit down the side of her dress revealed what the man could only dream to play with.

Not having the equipment was not the same as having no desire.

“I told you this was a possibility long before I gave in to the emperor’s request.”

Yan nodded fretfully, “You did, you did. But it is so much worse than that, Lady Efina. He has made an ambassador. I am to mark her as a free woman, tomorrow.”

The priestess felt a cold chill run down her spine, “I had heard of the possibility. I had hoped my sources were wrong. Does he intend to send the salamander after Lady Twenty Four?”

“I believe that is the intent, but not the word.” The man swallowed, “He would never label it as an assassination, but that is what will take place. And then he will reward her.”

She put her chin in her hands, “It is... A wise choice. One I might have made in his place. The salamander is uniquely motivated to kill my precious neko.”

“Yours?”

Efina smiled sadly, “Yes, I mistreated her. I tried so very hard to sculpt her into the perfect... Lady of influence. She abandoned me, making her own path towards the same desire.”

“Why is this whore so motivated to kill your cat? And why does it concern the emperor?” Yan demanded.

The priestess sighed, “Those two questions, have very different answers. Ones that you must be certain that you wish to hear, before I speak them aloud.”

“The first?”

Efina laughed softly, “Until our kitten arrived, the lone hatchling of Irrleichdan was the uncontested mistress in charge of all of my girls. The dragonkind princess was ruthless and brutal.”

“She doesn’t know who her father was, only that he was a great hero to her kind. I have guarded her from that knowledge, as best I can. The emperor recognised her as his hatchling, from what I hear.”

“The daughter, exhibited the same control as her father. She is dragonkind. The world belongs to her, as a precious treasure to be guarded. Only three of my girls vanished before the hatchling had control.”

Efina paused in her explanation, smiling to herself as she remembered the moment it had all changed. “I had no problem with it. Hierarchy promotes peace. So long as I lead, and others follow, the girls can sort it out.”

Yan nodded slowly, “She is a violent creature.”

“The kitten was only a handful of years old. Maybe six to eight years.” Efina said, “She had her bright gold eyes, but... She tripped over her own tail. Couldn’t speak in any human tongue yet. Only little purrs.”

The priestess took a deep breath, “One day, this little playful kitten, stole a precious snack from the kitchen. I don’t know why exactly, she could not eat firestones. They are only for dragonkind.”

“Firestones? The enchanted rocks?” The man said in surprise, “I assume they belonged to the salamander.”

“Indeed, sir.” Efina nodded, “And in vengeance, she attacked the kitten. Slashed open her chest, and left her to bleed out. I found the kitten in my bed, where she had sewn her own wound shut. She wrecked one of my dresses to do it, taking the silk thread.”

The eunuch stared at her in horror, “A child?”

“More childish than most children. She is neko. They live to play.” Efina said cautiously, “I nursed her back to health, and then returned her to the girls, expecting her to be deferent to the one who had nearly killed her.”

The man winced, “She... Wasn’t?”

“I don’t know she did it. Only the aftermath. She... Took Mia by surprise. Somehow. Cut off her tail’s tip, and left her bleeding on the kitchen floor, whilst she cooked, and then ate, the tail’s tip.” The priestess paused to shudder.

Efina continued, “There is no greater shame than to be consumed by your enemy, among dragonkind. It is instinctual. Lady Twenty Four, permanently shamed and dominated Mia, in that singular moment. As a child.”

Yan swallowed nervously, “So... Your salamander desires vengeance. With a hatred that will never be cooled. That... That makes sense. What of the other question? Is the neko a threat to our emperor?”

“Yes. And she has told him as such. And yet somehow convinced him to let her live.” Efina said in bewilderment, “At least... She did, for a time. A decision, it appears, he has come to regret.”

The eunuch shook his head, “This is a horror story... Neither of these women should be allowed to influence the court. Help me protect this empire.”

“No.” The priestess chuckled softly, “Mia is going to regret attacking my neko. The emperor is going to regret sending her after the neko. Because, my dear idiot, the cat... Never. Forgives.”

“She must die, then.”

Efina laughed loudly, “She has outlived everyone who has ever tried to kill her, you strange little man. She has lived as a hated creature. And she has triumphed. I cautioned the emperor, never to offend her. He ignored me. He will live with the consequences. I wash my hands of it.”

The man glared at her, “You refuse to defend your empire?”

“I did what could be done. I advised your lord to take her as his bride. That would have been a better solution.” Efina said idly, “If he expects her to die... This temple will not aid him. Ask Lord Yu for his assassins, if you must. He will give you a similar answer.”

The eunuch swallowed, “Lord Yu screamed me from his office, throwing a wine bottle at my head. Why are you all so protective of this damned cat?”

“We’re not. We’re frightened of her.” Efina replied stiffly, “Myself, more than most. You see her as a creature, and not a scheming lady of the court. You’re an idiot. She’s both, and that makes her far more dangerous.”

The man took a deep breath and looked at her in confusion. “You raised this creature. This thing that is less than human. You, a woman of power, who even can bend even the ear of the emperor. Why do you fear her?”

“Because, one day, she is going to kill me.” Efina whispered, and gave a tiny sad smile, “And I cannot change that fate.”

He shook his head, “If she plots such a crime then -”

“You misunderstand, eunuch. I would deserve my death, for my mistreatment of her. Lady Twenty Four is a brilliant woman, but I tried my best to ensure total control over her and succeeded only in earning my name on the list of those she will kill. Men like Isaac, who have already learned that lesson, and men like you, who are yet to learn it, do not know fear enough. She does not forgive. Ever.”

The priestess finished wallowing in her own self pity and looked up at him, “You may go. I have given you far more than I intended.”

The man shuffled out, and Efina reconsidered the request of the succubus. The demand that she give up her magic, and burn it all.

She would have, in an instant, were it not for one thing.

At the Sai estate, on the day of the hunt, Twenty Four had revealed to her that she knew exactly where Efina’s forbidden trove was hidden, and how to get to it.

If the neko knew of her black magic, of her efforts to condemn the corrupted human race to death, then the neko had likely visited it in person.

Somehow walked into a shrine to the old gods of destruction, and walked out, again.

Without Efina noticing a single thing out of place.

Had... Had the gods spoken to the cat, as they had to Efina?

Had they claimed the unpredictable, playful, and vengeful creature as an avatar for their justice in this world?

Not a single one of the wards or traps that Efina had put in place had triggered at the presence of the neko. It was utterly impossible, suggesting that somehow, some when, Twenty Four had mastered a magic that Efina could barely touch.

Either the divines had protected her, or that cat’s soul was blacker than the gates of hell.

Elia had asked Efina if something had crawled through the crack to the divines when Twenty Four had held back death. Asked her if she believed something had tried to possess the neko.

The priestess pitied any demon that had tried to climb inside that woman.

— — —
“I assume you recognise a Gate when you see one.” Sai waved at the circle of stones in front of them.

The foxgirl standing aloof, but nearby, rolled her orange eyes, “Ya be pissin’ on her.”

“I wasn’t intending to be sarcastic or patronising.” Sai replied calmly, “I am making the assumption you recognise the Gate. I am quite accustomed to Gate-travel, but those who are not, may experience some discomfort. So, I offer you a choice. Shall we eat before we travel, in relative luxury, or once we arrive in a war zone on the other side?”

Tammy wiggled her nose, sniffing at the air, “Aye. Gotsa vomit if ya go tru one dem. How far it be takin’ ya?”

“To the orcish front. We’re skipping two or three days hard travel.” Sai informed her.

The fox’s tail drooped, only one tail at the moment, and she sighed, “Not worth tossin’ da cookies. So I guess it be rancid stew from da odder side.”

She chose not to throw up a lunch, to eat in the middle of a war. He couldn’t say he was that surprised, not since he had finally worked out who she was.

He stepped into the middle of the circle and held out his hand politely to her, “If you wish to still accompany me...”

“I gotsa be pissin’ on da neko.” The woman said angrily, “So I be followin’.”

Her warm and soft hand found his, clinging tightly to it with an experienced expectation.

Sai focused, his green eyes burning with light for a moment before he reached down and plucked a blue sphere out of the ground. They were instantly surrounded by a howling wind, and peppered with flying stones.

He ignored all that, traced the route, and then released the ball of light.

The nausea hit him like a brick wall, but he had done this sort of trip almost every day of the northern war. It was simply a bitter taste of nostalgia.

The foxgirl, holding his hand, vomited violently and only failed to fall to her knees because she managed to stay grasping him.

Sai tossed up a hand and blocked an arrow before it pierced his chest, glaring towards the two mud-soaked soldiers who had fired it. “I am Lord Sai, of the House of Sai, and your new fucking commander!”

The one holding the bow knocked another arrow.

The other pushed the bow down so it wasn’t aiming at them, “We heard you were coming, sir. Apologies. Things are not quite -”

Sai turned and looked across the blackened fields, at the flags and bodies lying out in the sun. He looked, particularly, at the black hand on the red cloth, of some of the orcish flags.

“Hammerhand is here. How long?”

“The orcish warlock?” The wiser of the two guards asked in surprise, “Three days. We’re barely holding out, sir.”

“No shit.” Sai swore. “This woman is one of my weapons I’ve brought. She’s gatesick. Take her to the camp, and make sure no one lays a hand on her.”

“Sir.” The man nodded, “She will be treated with the respect due -”

Sai looked over at him, “Didn’t you just hear me say, weapon? Not touching her is because she’ll kill you. Forget the protocols and rituals. Tell the others I have arrived, and gone to see Hammerhand.”

He let go of Tammy, “Don’t follow me, fox. Know when to play the game.”

“The orcs kill anyone who approach. The warlock can suck the soul -”

“Shut it.” Sai interrupted, crouching and grabbing some of the mud. He drew a complicated pattern onto his face. One he thought that he had abandoned as a child.

Tammy laughed softly, “Oh. Dat be a fun ting. When ya be learnin’ o’ dat?”

“As a boy.” Sai said grimly and walked off on his own.

His boots squelched and tried to stick in the mud. He counted more bodies left to the ravens than he had seen since his time in the north.

This was not just some skirmish.

Whatever human forces were left, trying to hold this border, were the last line of defence before the orcs took a stranglehold in this region.

The dead humans also carried no weapons. Their compatriots had retrieved them, because there weren’t enough. The last defenders were being starved of resources, expected to fail.

Sai didn’t know what game the emperor was playing here, but it looked to him like a large scale war wasn’t just inevitable - it was the intent.

An excuse to bring the full might of the empire down, and kill off every last orc.

Just like Kaden had done when he forced Sai to kill the nekos.

He caused an act of aggression, and used it to justify the large scale slaughtering of entire people groups. Stealing what the dead left behind to fund his ever expanding empire.

You either bow to the emperor, and rule as a puppet, or you watched all your people die.

No orc would bow.

Sai didn’t take long to find the stronghold. A building made of stone and iron, rising up out of the ground like the interlocking plates of a turtle. Points from spear and bow visible through the gaps, ready to kill.

Always ready to kill.

A stronghold was a bustling city, despite the crude and warlike appearance. Within it, orcs of all walks of life could be found, but only orcs.

They were not accepting of outsiders, and they were not willing to even listen to another way of life. An emperor demanding obedience was an emperor insulting every orc that had ever lived.

Whilst the stronghold might have tailors and chefs, both were equally well trained to pick up a hammer to defend the honour of the clan.

“Horld!” A deep voice roared towards him, in an approximation of the human tongue. “Staart your b... B...”

“Brak’na’toa!” Sai cried out, and thumped his chest, “Frak’no nak nora, lak, tan Slag!”

There was a silent moment of confusion at his identification, and he saw several sets of eyes peering out at him. Examining the markings on his face.

He wouldn’t be inclined to believe it either, in their condition.

And where there was doubt, it was the job of the chieftain to decide what would happen. He could decide to kill Sai, or could decide to be curious and meet him.

The wooden gates of the stronghold rumbled open, revealing a large group of warriors surrounding one that was big, even for an orc.

That black-skinned warrior walked towards him with heavy and shaking footfalls, looking down at him with derision, “Hu-man. A hu-man claiming to be Slarg.”

“Slag.” He corrected, “I was raised by the Frak’no, as Slag.”

In a stronghold, everyone has a duty. Born into a career, it didn’t matter if you were royal or homeless. Everyone served for the good of the clan.

They took names, not of family like a human might, but of the jobs that they worked.

Among the lowest of the low, were the slagboys. The ones who carted ruined metal for the blacksmith, and tossed it onto the slag heap. Risking life and limb every time.

It had been a brutal existence for a young human child.

The chieftain frowned, considering him, “I know the markings boy, but you ain’t Slag. Can’t be. Too fragile, as a human.”

“I am also a Son of Menes.”

The man stumbled backwards, snorting angrily at the sudden danger that he perceived. “Abomination.”

Sai shrugged casually, “Then let the abomination speak to the one who summons abominations. I demand to see Hammerhand, that red fucker.”

The orc laughed, a loud sound that rippled through his belly, “A Slag? Demanding the attention of our Hammerhand? He’ll gut you like a pig and eat your intestines.”

“I doubt it. He’s the one who taught me how to kill those that try.” Sai shrugged. “So, chief, go tell my father the son is back to spit in his face.”

It was an orcish ritual of banishment.

The father would spit on the child who had embarrassed them, and toss them out of the stronghold. Then they’d send word to all other strongholds never to accept them in.

If the son survived in the wilds of a world that hated them, for more than ten years, then they could return and challenge their father to a duel.

If they were successful, then they would take up whatever career the father had. The father’s skull would be proudly mounted on a spear outside the son’s dwelling.

Sai didn’t expect to succeed. He couldn’t, not against one of the most brilliant and ruthless warlocks to have ever lived. However, it was a convenient excuse to let him speak to the authority leading his enemy.

The orc gestured for him to follow and turned, rolling his shoulders, “Welcome back, Slag.”

— — —
Arina’s throat burned her as she weakly drank the water from the proffered bowl. She smiled at Xivian gratefully, “Thank you.”

“Don’t.” The woman shook her head, clearly full of regret. “I helped Lady Castelle conceal her intention to kill you from your mistress. I would have assisted her, if she asked me.”

The weaker handmaiden smiled all the same. “Of course. It is our duty to act and protect our mistresses. As I attempted to protect Lady Twenty Four. I harbour no resentment to you.”

“I may yet, kill you, to protect Lady Castelle.” Xivian stated firmly.

Arina would have found the words terrifying, a few days ago. Might even have burst into tears at the threat. Today, however, she did not. Today, she remembered what Death looked like.

She remembered that she had endured, as Death tried to beat her into returning to life, so that Toofy’s soul could be damned.

She breathed calmly in the air, and took a glance out the window towards Lady Castelle’s gardens. Seeing Toofy’s muddy bootprints staining the outside of the window ledge.

“Where is my lady?”

Xivian sighed heavily, “She is likely among the dead. She was sent, as the emperor’s ambassador, in Lord Castelle’s stead. An opportunity that was extended to him after the emperor determined Lady Vanhern’s parentage.”

“She is not. Not yet.” Arina smiled sadly, “If she was, then I would not have been forced to return in the manner that I did.”

The other handmaiden frowned, “That... Creature... What was it?”

“I have not a clue.” She confessed freely, “I have never felt anything quite like it, Xivian. I saw a golden light. I felt the presence of a god, like I was in deep prayer at the temple. Yet the voice was callous and poorly educated.”

“You saw a light?”

Arina felt her cheeks redden in embarrassment, “She... She grasped me. She grabbed me the way that... My lady does. And pulled me by it.”

“Pulled you by...” Xivian took a moment to realise that Arina had been violated. Her privates invaded as nothing more than a handhold, to drag her back to the world of the living.

The weaker one sipped at her water again, and struggled not to cough. “So, am I abandoned? Am I now to serve at the whim or your lady?”

“Lady Twenty Four left rather explicit instructions that you were to come to no harm.” Xivian tried to remain impassive, whilst informing her that it was likely that someone would still try and kill her.

Again, Arina couldn’t find it in her to be afraid.

She had spent her entire life in service to the gods. Bowing and scraping. Feeling nothing but guilt for the life of a sinner.

Hating herself when she fell in love with someone who might be the most remarkable woman that Arina had ever met. Despising herself for letting her heart be so frail in front of what she knew to be wrong.

A woman that Arina had defied a god for.

She had faced Death itself, terrified, weeping. Yet, her resolve had never once wavered. Her will had stood strong, and Arina had seen one of the most powerful deities become powerless before nothing but a mortal soul.

She had been scared, the entire time. Trapped beyond the comforts of sky and sun, beyond the reach of anyone who could give her so much as a gentle word.

Yet, just for a moment, she had tasted the same power that her mistress had so often demonstrated. The true magic, a gift greater than divinity.

An unbreakable will.

The Arina who had come back, was not the timid girl who had left. She might return to it, once the shock wore off. She might not.

For now... Arina didn’t know how to be afraid.

She closed her eyes and listened to the birds singing in the trees outside, “It’s beautiful... It is all, beautiful.”

— — —
Saia barely got to throw up from her chained teleports back to the city before she saw a familiar face crouching in front of her. Westcolm’s man.

“Aren’t you bored of following me?”

“Would be. If I could keep up.” He replied casually, “You teleported from the temple so I couldn’t follow. Now, where does a succubus go when -”

“I went to my mistress.” Saia said quickly, “Happy? You’ve already cast a fucking truth spell. You know I’m not lying.”

“And now I know that you can detect truth spells. Handy, in an assassin. Infuriating, in someone I’m supposed to be following.” John replied lightly.

The succubus flicked her tail in the air, “Worse for me. I’ve got something I need to do. Alone.”

“For your mistress.”

She ran her tail over his cheek, “I can’t tempt you to forget, can I? Leave me be, for a little bit longer?”

“I saw you kill during sex, several times.” He looked at her, unmoved.

Saia had to acknowledge that. She also hadn’t really been expecting him to be tempted, so she hadn’t put any effort into the temptation. He had exactly zero interest in women.

“Maybe this will help your memory get a little worse. What I want to do, will cause utter chaos. Serve your Madgod.”

John chuckled softly, “I doubt very much that the Madgod cares one way or the other about any of us. Not even the emperor, as close to treason as it is to say that.”

Saia tried to sift through his surface memories, find something useful, but found the way blocked. That was irritating. Not a lot of people could stop her doing that.

He hadn’t been able to earlier, either. Or he’d chosen to let her pry out an embarrassing thought so he could gain her trust.

The succubus suddenly realised he wasn’t there to watch her. He was every bit a trained assassin, like she was.

Lord Westcolm just hadn’t decided whether or not she should die.

“How useful is Lord Yu to Lord Westcolm, at this moment?” Saia asked honestly, dropping all pretences. She knew this man would follow her, and know exactly what she had done.

John frowned, “Currently? Eh... I’d say it is a crapshoot. Sometimes the man is extremely useful. Esme isn’t a bad toy to have at your beck and call, though her success rate is considerably lower than your own. Other times... He’s a drunk. He has a temper.”

Her tail flicked the air with irritation, and Saia glared openly at him.

The man smiled in amusement, “Yes, my lord is likely to use it against your mistress. I’m afraid that I don’t have any excuse that would allow me to be elsewhere, for a time.”

She blinked, and then chuckled deeply, “Are you sure about that? He hasn’t really looked at you, has he? Your favourite guard.”

“Eh...” John said nervously.

Saia grinned and leaned up to him. She put her arms behind his neck and leaned in to whisper in his ear, “This succubus... Could get you... Fucked.”

“I have my duty, miss.” He tried to sound bored, but if there is one thing a succubus can smell, it is temptation.

She considered turning into his guard and teasing him, but that would probably backfire. It would have been fun, however.

Since when had serving Toofy gone from playing around however she liked, to this serious shit?

John looked at her pointedly, “I’m not going anywhere.”

“Mmm.” Saia agreed, “I was afraid you would be stubborn. Hold onto your stomach.”

Technically, the process was called a flash dance.

Named after the acrobatic tap-dancing that the nobles had enjoyed being entertained by, it involved several rapidly fired teleportation spells in quick succession.

Most people who attempted it ended up dying either from exhaustion at their destination, or because they’d left parts of themselves behind at each of the previous locations.

The result was an extremely confusing array of magical traces, making it impossible to follow where the flash dancer had gone.

Yu had taught Saia to use it for more than just obfuscation. You didn’t need to disarm an opponent if they had no idea where the fuck they were, and you were their only way home.

The two of them vomited loudly onto the ground.

Saia’s had a touch of red to it.

More than a touch.

She stood up, wiping her jaw, and stretching her cramping muscles. She flinched as the end of her tail tightened even more, grabbing it and sucking on it just below the arrow-tip that her mistress loved.

John staggered upright and lifted up a hand, a wavering ball of fire appearing, “Take us back.”

“What are you going to do, kill me?” Saia yawned and sat down on one of the boulders. She breathed in the crisp mountain air, “Don’t worry. I fully intend to come back for you. Afterwards.”

He looked around in bewilderment, “A valley. I don’t recognise this mountain. Even someone has skilled as you can only flit a day’s travel. I’m on the far side of Mount Golian.”

Saia laughed, grinning, “Yeah, yeah. So what? You know where you are. Killing me doesn’t mean you’ll be getting back in one piece. Put it together, assassin.”

He lowered his hand, extinguishing the fireball, “Oh. Crap. You’ve dropped us on the other side of the wall. This is the Taurian Reserve, isn’t it?”

“Lady Efina always bragged that she taught her girls how to seduce a minotaur. I found that be... Exaggerated.” Saia said with a knowing smirk, “Those bulls are too angry for anything but a hate fuck.”

The man glared at her, “Where did you learn to flash dance?”

“At the end of a rod.” She said, and turned her back to him, pulling aside her hair. Revealing the scars that Yu had used when etching his lessons into his flesh.

She twisted her head, looking over her shoulder and making her eyes slightly larger and brighter. A trick she knew her mistress used all the time.

The assassin glared at her, “I was feeling sympathetic. Until you tried to play it.”

Saia laughed and then stood up. She shivered, taking on her human form and stretched. “Well, I have somewhere to be. Stay here, stay quiet, and maybe I’ll still help you bed your guard when I’m done.”

“If I don’t?”

“Then I’ll be very disappointed to find a red mist where a minotaur found you.” She shrugged.

She concentrated, and stepped into the violent and disorienting series of spells. Preventing him from working out his exact location, and the taurians from working out exactly where she’d dumped him.

Saia collapsed in an alley behind the temple, throwing up.

The bitterness was worth the sweetness of her vengeance.




Fourteen

The catgirl meets her nemesis.

— — —
Toofy let out a soft growl in the back of her throat as she woke up. Her eyes flicking open to glare at the man poised above her, staring down at her with deepest desire.

Daen growled back at her, deeper and firmer.

Toofy raised an eyebrow and gently placed her knee against his crotch. The other neko chuckled and moved aside. “She makes a good point.”

She sat up and dusted the grass and leaves out of her hair and fur, “The Daen is getting infuriating. She will never let him give her kittens. She will cut off his dick the next time he takes liberties to approach her.”

“He did not enter her.”

“She will cut off his dick and feed it to his ass.” She escalated her threat.

The tomcat chuckled at her, and then sighed and looked around the forest, “He misses the heat of his homeland. This wet and cold place is disgusting.”

“Stop complaining.” She replied, turning her nearby boots upside down before pulling them on. She pulled her hair back roughly, and crossed to where the human was sitting.

She flicked their captive in the forehead to wake him up, smiling and showing off her fangs, “Morning. Why did you try and hurt Toofy? Who paid you?”

The man jerked, wincing, “Monsters.”

“I am... Running out of patience.” Toofy snapped, “You were sent to kill the Castelle, but found me. Give me something. Or I will give you everlasting regret.”

He spat in her face.

Toofy bristled and she shook her head.

They hadn’t gone right to torture when she had caught him. She had sat in the man’s lap, teasing him and offering him fun if he played along, but he hadn’t been interested.

She stood up, pulling out a handkerchief and wiping at her face before dropping the cloth in disgust. “The Daen may hurt him, now. Toofy no longer cares to listen. Not one word.”

She walked away, and sat down cross-legged beside the embers of a flame. Her tail twitching with every background scream as Daen enjoyed himself.

Toofy hated all of this.

She understood the necessity of it, but this was not play. She was deprived of her master, and her succugirl was on her way to die. Her handmaiden was lost beyond the edges of reality.

If this kept up for much longer than she would become a bitter cat.

Toofy began to cry, rubbing her cheeks on the backs of her hands. She felt so lost without Sai by her side. Completely alone without friend or kind hand.

Even Daen, who followed her out of misguided familial dedication, was only looking for a chance to make her have his kittens.

She was as alone, as she had been when she had been abandoned.

An unloved kitten, crying in the rain.

She howled at the realisation of her nightmares. Knowing death was poised at the throats of all she loved, all she cared for. Knowing it, and knowing that changing it was beyond her.

Her golden eyes squeezed themselves shut, and her palms pushed into her orbs, as she wept. Lost in the pain of it all.

She heard a rattle, and felt the gentle footsteps as a scorpion climbed across her knee. Trying to tempt her to chase it, hunt it.

Her stomach was as empty as her heart, and gave a half-hearted growl.

Toofy didn’t stop crying to even look in the creature’s direction. She was too far lost into her own self-pity to even want to try and eat. Her heart hurt too much, weighing on her.

The sky cracked with thunder, as the skies began to open up.

— — —
Saia entered the secret chamber of the priestess with trepidation in her heart. The stink of cursed magic was almost enough to stop her breathing, but Toofy had said one book would be worse than all the others.

She tried not to choke as she deftly stepped around and through the various traps until she found the object.

Even among bookshelves stacked with documents that seemed to scream of possessed and darkened souls, Saia had no issues at all locating the one that Toofy had referred to.

All she needed to do, now, was find the one spell the catgirl had referred to.

As she reached for the book, a chain snapped out of the floor and around her wrist. Saia cried out in pain as it burned her with silver, as other chains rose up and grabbed at her other limbs, including her tail.

She fell, writhing and smoking, to the ground.

“Hmm. She sent you.” Efina’s voice came from the darkness, “Do you even know what it is that you were fetching? What it is that Twenty Four wanted you to steal?”

Saia turned her head weakly, glaring, “Fuck you.”

Efina knelt down beside her, patting her gently on the head, and tracing her horns. “Were you stealing it for her? That doesn’t seem her way, Elia.”

“Saia.” She spat, “She named me. She named me, Saia.”

“Oh dear.” Efina said sympathetically, “You truly believed that she loved you, didn’t you? You weren’t supposed to succeed, dear Saia. If you were, you would know about the traps. She knows the way passed them all.”

The succubus growled and spat at her former priestess.

Efina sighed and patted her head sympathetically. “What was the plan, Saia? Blackmail me by threatening to take these materials before the emperor? He would kill you for being aware.”

“Frame Yu for the theft.” She growled, “Toofy, for reasons beyond my comprehension, doesn’t want you dead.”

“Oh.” Efina breathed in, before smiling slyly, “Now, there’s a clever cat. My own cautious nature would be terrified the drunk got himself infected. And my ambition would proudly condemn the bastard. I assume this would have simply been vengeance for you.”

Saia sneered from where she lay, trapped.

Efina nodded slowly, “I will assist you. If, you keep those pretty claws away from my throat.”

“What?” She said scornfully, disbelieving.

The woman shrugged, “Your mistress has correctly presumed that I would do just about anything to have Lord Yu dead, but cannot play a direct role in it. You provide me the excuse, I will arrange for his corpse.”

“She promised me the emperor would have him purified.” Saia growled angrily.

Efina nodded curtly, “That is the likely case. Will you attack, if I release you?”

“Toofy has your back, Lady Efina. An ally, first.” Saia replied distrustfully.

The priestess nodded and clapped her hands, dismissing the chains. “I am unsurprised to hear that she plans for my eventual demise, but I am grateful she trusts me not to get in her way. For now.”

Saia sat up, and rubbed at the burns on her neck, “Fuckin’ silver. Know this, priestess. I am not holding myself back because of Toofy. You’re safe, because you’ll help me gut the fucker I hate most in the universe. That is all this is.”

“I have heard tales that Lord Yu beats his girls.” Efina said darkly, “Especially those he is... Fond of.”

“Beats. Rapes. Intimidates. If there is a form of abuse, then he employs it.” Saia growled, her red eyes flashing in the dark, “By any power that I am able, I will cause him harm.”

The priestess nodded gently, “I have promised my assistance. Now then, shall you frame him for being in possession of terrifying and soul shattering magic?”

The succubus stood up weakly, and pointed at the book, “Toofy told me a certain page to take from that book. Will you stop me?”

“I will not.”

She smiled slowly, “The cat makes you terrified, doesn’t she?”

“She knew of this room, in her time under my... Unloving care. I do not know what she knows of it, beyond threatening me with its existence.” Efina replied quietly.

Saia turned to the book, trying to look nowhere but at the corner, for the symbol. “Toofy tells me that you hate humanity, human.”

“I do.”

“Strange confession, for someone who helps maintain the balance of the human empire.” Saia replied.

Efina chuckled softly, “I have been trying, unsuccessfully, for many years, to get one of my girls to be selected as one of the emperor’s concubines. Cut off the head, and the snake will die.”

“Toofy would disagree with that. Killing the emperor isn’t enough to take control of the empire. Only enough to cause civil war, and for that... You need an army.” Saia said, before tearing the spell from the book and rolling it up quickly.

Efina shrugged, “I have the magic of several armies at my beck and call.”

“And yet, you are defeated by a simple cat.” Saia’s tail flicked the air playfully, smiling at the priestess. “Maybe you should leave all this behind. You don’t seem suited to playing on the level of my mistress.”

“You still love her.” Efina said, accusingly.

Saia shrugged, “She told me she’d probably sacrifice me, one day. Love ain’t a sensible emotion. Makes you do all the dumbest shit in the ’verse.”

“I do teach that to my girls. There is nothing more dangerous to your position of power, than to fall in love.” Efina said quietly.

— — —
Arina looked over with the same impossible calm she’d been feeling since she first woke up. She did not recognise the man who was pushing his way passed servants to enter the room.

He looked upset, and as if some kind of creature had attacked him. Clothes torn, and bleeding from more than one location.

She smiled at him sadly, “Can I help you, sir?”

“My name is John.” He stated, “I work for Lord Westcolm. It has come to his attention that there are those who would have preferred it, had you not woken up, miss.”

Arina nodded slowly, “I see.”

“As such, I am to escort you to a safe house outside the city limits.” John continued, “Little Saia will join you there, shortly.”

The handmaiden smiled slowly, “Did you she do this to you?”

“In a manner of speaking.” John nodded.

Arina sighed heavily, “Lady Castelle has done right by me, thus far. I am loathe to leave her property. Lord Westcolm is not one that I count among those who would implicitly guard the interests of my mistress.”

The man nodded, and she saw his demeanour begin to change. He had no intention of giving her a choice in the matter.

That wasn’t something particularly odd.

Arina was a servant, and when a noble commanded a servant, they either got what they wanted immediately, or delayed but at the end of a blade.

Isaac may have offended her mistress, but nothing about the way he ran things was outside of the norm.

She smiled sadly, “How goes the investigation into Isaac’s death, sir?”

“Lord Han has not been forthcoming about his suspicions.” John stated, “However, it is quite possible that he suspects your mistress. I know that Lord Westcolm is convinced of her guilt.”

Arina smiled sweetly, “Do you know why Isaac no longer breathes, sir?”

John cocked his head in confusion, “He annoyed your mistress.”

“He harmed me, sir.” She stated plainly.

The man nodded slowly, “I assure you, that you will be protected at the location that we have set aside for you.”

“Yet, if this is against the will, or without the knowledge, of the Lady Twenty Four, sir, then you will have signed a death warrant. Your own.” Arina threatened him plainly.

John considered it, and then nodded slowly, “I have no reason to believe it would cause the slightest angst for your ladyship. Now, may we depart, before others come to hurt you?”

She nodded, and slowly began to try and stand up. Each muscle in her body shaking and screaming as she slid out of the bed.

The man stepped closer, placing an arm around hers to help her upright. Steadying her and leading her towards the doorway.

One guard standing there raised an eyebrow, “Miss Arina?”

“I am going willingly.” She stated quietly, calmly. It still felt ridiculously strange to her. Being unafraid of the world, and the consequences that may come her way.

He led her outside the large building, carefully helping her across every stairway. Showing consideration for her, which was another thing that felt entirely foreign to the young woman.

Strangest yet, when they got outside, there was transport waiting for her. Four burly men standing around a palanquin, ready to carry her as if she was somebody... Important.

John lifted the door, and helped her climb in, before crouching in front of her. “Remember, Saia will meet you at your destination. Wait until you are contacted by either Lord Westcolm, or Lady Twenty Four. The world is not a safe place, right now.”

He lowered the door, and she was left inside a small wooden box.

She felt it jerk and sway as it was lifted off the ground, and she finally had to steady her nerves for the first time at the disorienting experience.

So, this was how some lesser nobles chose to travel. Cheaper than a carriage, without the expense of maintaining horses. It made Arina feel nauseous.

She ducked her head between her knees, trying to ignore the sensation as the strange vehicle took her away from those who had reluctantly been helping her to recover, and towards an unknown destination.

She wished that there was a way for her to reach out to Twenty Four. Her lady always seemed to know what to do, even if she had nearly killed them all by going too far.

Twenty Four had stood up to Death itself, and won.

Arina smiled sadly, wishing that she could reassure her lady that she had survived, intact. That though Death might now seek her lady’s soul, no deal had been done.

She had refused to go back, until she was dragged back, and so Death might now be lacking a soul, but it was the fault of whoever had seized Arina by her... Parts... It was not done willingly.

What Arina wished for, more than anything, was to be wrapped in the warm and loving embrace of her neko mistress. A hand stroking her hair, as Twenty Four hummed reassuring nonsense to her.

She wished that she was with her ever-possessive mistress, and far from the politics that dogged the steps of the woman who would be empress.

— — —
The elf’s sword swung around and barely stopped as it began to cut into the throat of the bear. She cocked her head, recognising the abomination.

The green eyes blinked slowly, unflinching, and then the fur began to fall away from the large creature. Bones cracked and creaked as he took on his human appearance with horrifying volume.

Tyre dusted himself down, standing in the ruins, and unashamed nudity. He smiled tightly, “You managed to survive then, prophetess. I suppose I should not be surprised... Though I am by your company.”

Her ears pulled back and she hissed at him. Trician’s eyes fell to the ground, and tears began to roll down her cheeks. Unable to speak.

“I witnessed it.” Tyre said without emotion, “If this is your response to grief... Then I would say that Godkiller is an apt title for one such as yourself.”

She attempted to growl angrily, but only rasped and coughed. She turned her attention to the shambling collection of corpses, and signalled for it to come closer.

Tyre nodded slowly, “You constructed life. A magic as forbidden as they come. Is that why you can’t speak, anymore?”

She glared at him.

The man smiled at her, “Perhaps, perhaps not. Ah, well. The draug left, once everyone was dead. But when they left, they still had a semblance of organisation to their ranks. They were headed inwards to the empire.”

They were awoken by Astadia’s death, but that isn’t what gave them a direction or purpose, Trician knew. They were supposed to seal the elven borders. That was their purpose. When the empress dies, seal the borders, protect the empire. But... Something got into them.

Tyre nodded slowly, as if he could hear her thoughts, “I see. Well, then we have a rogue lich on our hands. Is that anything you can give us a direction on?”

Trician lifted a finger and pointed. She knew the direction, but not the distance.

He gave another small nod, “Well, then that is the way I must go. It is my duty to end the threat. You have done more than enough. You could return to hiding.”

She sneered. She was going to find whatever had killed her Kal, and make them regret the day the gods breathed life into their accursed soul. Abomination or not, she would let no one get in her way.

He shrugged, “Fair enough. Then we are allies, for now. I have a succubus waiting for my return, I will try and not upset your course. Though I would be interested in interrogating the lich before you damn them.”

She offered him no promises.

— — —
Entering the tent of the orc, Sai’s eyes glowed a bright green. Allowing him to instantly see into the deep dark. To see the lazing female bodies lying around on half the surfaces, and a larger red-skinned orc busy at a table, ignoring the allure of his concubines.

Hammerhand waved a palm larger than Sai’s chest lazily towards one of the roiling piles of female shapes, “Do you still partake in orcflesh, Slag?”

It would be offensive to dismiss them out of hand. He remembered that an offer of a concubine was, in fact, the catalyst that had finally driven the wedge between him and his father.

“My preferred flesh is somewhat less muscled, these days, father.” Sai tried to be diplomatic, “I have taken a neko. I am afraid her kind tend to be exceptionally... Jealous.”

The warlock chuckled, a rolling sound that Sai could feel through his feet. “A neko. Am I to expect to hear of the kittens, of the great House of Sai?”

“The emperor insisted on giving me the house. I never intended to become a lord.” He replied, “You know that of me, father. That my interests in power lie... Elsewhere.”

“He de-tusked you.” Hammerhand spat, and turned around slowly to face Sai, towering over him. “Come, son, let me look upon you, before I am required to gut you like a pig.”

Sai approached the elderly warlock, looking up at him. “It has been quite some time. Do you still think of me, as a son?”

“Yes. Human, abomination, or lord from a petty and vindictive empire, that cares more for gold than honour... You remain my son.” Hammerhand said proudly, “I have heard of your butchery from the survivors. I even sent one in your direction.”

He frowned, “The neko warrior was captured by one of my men. I am afraid I never met it... Though I suspect it was used to threaten my mistress. I have been in prison, until recently. I killed an elf who touched my woman.”

“Bah.” Hammerhand sneered around his long and brutal tusks, “Any man who touches another’s woman, without invitation, deserves whatever comes next. From what I hear, Elatham tried to do more than touch her.”

Sai smiled sadly, “Yes. I fed her, his heart. Incidentally. To break some curse he put on her.”

“Fitting.” The warlock chuckled, and clapped a large hand on Sai’s shoulder and nearly knocked him from his feet, “You did not come all this way to spit in my face, and die. Tell me what you are designing, boy.”

Sai grinned, “Oh, the freedom to say what you mean. I have missed that. My mistress, Toofy, intends to become the first nekan empress of the empire.”

Hammerhand stared at him in surprise, “I had heard inklings that she might be... A political force. Your little neko, intends to take the head of your emperor?”

“Kaden intends to take it first. Sent me here to die.” Sai shrugged, and pretended to be examining the concubines, “You’ve seen the battlefield. Not even I can turn that around, can I? And then... The army will be sent to kill your people. All of them.”

“He has tried before.” Hammerhand grunted, and tapped the shoulder of one of his women. She extracted herself from the pile and began to clean Sai’s father, using her body as a cloth.

Sai frowned, “Never as a Son of Menes, before. I hate the title, but you’ve seen my eyes. You know I am one of them, now.”

“Menes.” Hammerhand mused, “I took far too long to bury that traitor’s skull. An orcish warlock, giving all our secrets to the empire of humanity. A motherless son who deserves no memory.”

He nodded grimly, “Thank you, for that. I am annoyed you deprived me of torturing the fucker to death, myself, but thank you. I am certain he suffered by your hand.”

“He did.” Hammerhand closed his eyes as the concubine began to play a hand beneath his loincloth.

This, too, was the orcish way. All politics was discussed under the distractions of the flesh. A tradition that said it was harder to lie and scheme when you were busy trying to make a partner moan.

Sai couldn’t avoid his choice for much longer.

“The emperor is one of Menes’ experiments. The Immortal.” Sai said stiffly, “Which means that even if Toofy gets her way, deposing the fucker is going to take an army, and a powerful orcish warlock.”

Hammerhand laughed, “You came here to hire my army.”

“And you, father.” Sai said, bending down to catch the attention of one of the more lithe concubines. Her skin was a motley of brown and white, and her tusks barely protruded from her mouth.

She glanced to her master, who gave her an affirmative nod. The woman undid Sai’s belt quickly, and kissed at his crotch.

The orc considered him for a moment, “This is treason. You must be bewitched by your neko, if you truly believe you can take on the empire.”

“I don’t have a choice. Mmm. I was sent to die for protecting her.” Sai growled, as the concubine pulled aside his underwear, and her hand found his member.

“You love a beastwoman.” Hammerhand stated crassly, as his own concubine began to move her head back and forth, having found what she was looking for. “Do you... Intend to take her as a bride?”

Sai’s mouth went dry as he felt the tongue of the woman flick across the tip of his cock. “I... Do. I love Toofy.”

“A neko daughter.” Hammerhand considered the proposition, as if he wasn’t currently having his own dick slathered by a very aggressive-seeming orcish woman.

Sai nodded firmly, “One way, or another. She... She has... Asked to... Take the empire.”

“A war she cannot win.” Hammerhand pointed out reasonably. “What claim to fame, does she have? So far as I have heard, your neko is nothing but a temple whore. Humans won’t accept her, for that. Let alone as beastkind.”

It was difficult to focus with the skilful tongue swirling around his hardened manhood. Harder to talk. The woman was also quite determined to make it even harder for him.

“Toofy... Has already... Outlived one lord.” Sai swallowed, “She has targets on... Others. Seduced the wife... Of one. She has been... Bedded... By the... Emperor.”

Hammerhand laughed, “Kaden touched your woman? After you murdered the last motherless to do that? Well. I do believe that was a mistake. I would not swear fealty to her, even if she takes your empire.”

“I don’t... Think she’d... Care.” Sai managed. “Just... Don’t touch... What’s hers.”

“Like you.” Hammerhand said pointedly, and then chuckled, “Take the concubine, Slag. You can finish in her later. Call it an agreement to consider the situation. But... If you attack me...”

The woman reluctantly let Sai pull her off his dick, giving a pouting face.

Sai shrugged, “This is still an orcish stronghold. Attacking it isn’t in my health’s best interests.”

His father chuckled and waved for him to leave.

The woman hooked her arm around Sai’s and they ducked out of the tent. There were a few orcs who had been expecting a duel, who looked at the two of them with disappointment.

Sai finished rebuckling his belt, turning to his new mistress, and asked her, “Do you have a name?”

“Khild, Lord Sai.” She stated, using the orcish word for child. She was named for her role, which was to ensure that her master had an heir. He should have seen that coming.

He nodded grimly, as they headed for the exit, “My men, the humans, will be... Unhappy to see you. They’ll probably try and hurt you. Take you as theirs.”

She spat on the ground, “Humans. Always touching the women.”

“Feel free to disembowel any of the fuckers who try.” Sai instructed her, “You’re mine.”

She smiled happily, “I like dis, Lord Sai. You are... True orcson?”

“Slag, to Hammerhand.” He nodded, “Father exiled me for refusing to bed a woman I did not love. The first woman I had, was my neko, Lady Twenty Four.”

Khild glanced at him in surprise, “You are strange. You would not bed, me?”

“I will. I have to, or I will not be your master. That is the law.” Sai stated, and gave a small sigh, “But... Toofy will be very jealous of you. Especially as we’re currently so distantly separated I can’t even scry on her.”

She gave a firm nod, “I accept this role, as lesser mistress.”

“Your language skills are excellent.” Sai commented, “Was I right in guessing that you’re a... Pardon the expression, halfbreed?”

Khild smiled in amusement, “Humans. Never want to offend. I am a beastwoman, and a mongrel bitch. My mother was orc. She took a human slave, but the toy did not survive.”

He chuckled, “Yes. But... You can pretend to be my translator. I don’t need my men assuming I can speak orc. Prejudiced fucks, probably.”

“Lies and deceit.” She turned up her top lip in disgust, “If I must.”

Sai nodded, “I already have a fox serving me. They’re not going to be particularly happy to see us.”

“A kitsune?” The woman said in surprise, “They never serve anyone. Ever. Even a slaving collar cannot break their will.”

He chuckled, “She... Has some kind of jealousy towards my neko. She’s attempting to seduce me. But... She is also the kitsune who invaded the palace and caused the emperor to slaughter her kind.”

“Dangerous company.” Khild said excitedly, “I think I will enjoy more than just carrying your children, Lord Sai.”

The two exited the stronghold, but the air outside was just as foul as the air inside. There was no fresh air, not near the slaughter of such a battlefield.

“I don’t intend to impregnate you. Especially not before my neko.” He said firmly, “Toofy would probably make me a eunuch if I did, that. She, I love. You, are politics.”

The orc woman chuckled, “I was born to be impregnated. Your father seeks an orcish heir for his line. I doubt you have choice upon it.”

Sai glared at her, “I am Thunderstep, woman. If you think I am above using magic to preserve my bond to Toofy, think again. I have no intention of letting you get fat.”

“I won’t fight you on it, master.” She acknowledged him with her head bowed.

He gave a firm nod, and then wiped the mud from his face as they continued walking towards the camp, “Now, we can only hope that Tammy hasn’t gone and eaten anyone whilst we were negotiating.”

He took off his cloak and draped it around her proudly naked form. Trying to maintain at least a level of propriety.

— — —
Her ears pulled back, and Toofy turned around, golden eyes lifting to the sky in confusion. “The Daen, does he hear that?”

“He does. He... Dragonkind!” The neko shouted and shoved her aside and to the ground a moment before the ground where he was standing was scorched.

Toofy stared at the speck of red circling in the sky, turning around to come back at them. She turned her head completely sideways, and spoke slowly, “It... Can’t be...”

Her tomcat patted at his smouldering fur and glared over to her, “Does Toofy count the dragonkind among her many enemies?”

“One.” She acknowledged and shook her head, “But... But she’s a slave. And she’s not allowed to attack Toofy. She... It is the bitch!”

Both of them dove to the side, but the woman hit the ground in a puff of dirt and splash of mud. The red salamander spun around, whipping at Daen’s face with her tail before snarling towards Toofy.

The female neko cocked her head again, “Uh... Mia. Bad dragon. Toofy names herself as Devourer. Behave!”

Meerakeilian puffed black smoke rebelliously, and then dive-tackled her. Toofy hit the ground roughly, before she slammed a knee up into the salamander’s soft gut.

She grabbed a scaled ear in her claws, and growled, “Is she fucking deaf!? I am your Devourer! Do you want me to invoke the fucking rite?”

The dragongirl bit her, sinking her teeth into Toofy’s forearm. The mighty jaw cracking the bones as it closed, and causing the neko to shriek in pain.

Toofy’s eyes watered as shattered bones broke through her skin. She struggled to focus, breathing through her nose, as Mia began to grind her jaw left to right.

Daen put a hand onto the dragongirl’s head, and growled quietly, “Release her, or I will send your soul into the void.”

Meerakeilian puffed black smoke out her nostrils, daring him to follow through.

Toofy jerked her head at the flash of bright light as the idiot tried to blast a fireball directly into the forehead of red salamander. A fireproof dragonkind.

She blinked away the stars, took a deep breath, and then muttered and scratched a symbol on the woman’s cheek.

Mia recoiled, screaming as she felt onto her back. The woman twitched and thrashed noisily, as Toofy sniffled and held her now limp and overly bendy arm.

She licked at it pathetically, and burst into tears. “Mia is a bitch! Toofy did not deserve this.”

Daen stared at the still-writhing woman, “What did the Toofy do to her?”

“The rite. Toofy is her Devourer.” She said, wincing as she shifted her arm a little. “Dragons have strong hierarchy, strong magic. If one eats another, they become Devourer. Toofy stole her firestones, and then ate her tail. So, now, Mia belongs to Toofy. Arm hurt. Daen have magic?”

He shook his head grimly, eyes flashing for a brief moment. “Daen eases her pain, but that is all he can do. Let him make her a sling.”

Toofy angrily kicked the dragongirl who was now desperately puffing white smoke. Trying to surrender to her. She glared at the woman who had turned her arm into little more than grist, wishing she could hurt her even more.

Daen tore his shirt into strips, and gently bound her arm as her eyes watered and she screamed. Then he tied it around her neck, stepping back and cowering in case she took it out on him.

“Cease.” Toofy stopped the spell, letting Mia collapse into a sweaty and exhausted mess on the ground. The catgirl glared, and rolled her jaw, “He sent her, didn’t he? Emperor.”

Mia nodded, letting out a small whimper.

The catgirl kicked her in the side, despite knowing that the salamander wouldn’t even feel the impact. Having multiple layers of reinforced bones in the ribcage. “Mia is such a bitch. Toofy never hurt you! Not after she became Devourer. She let the Mia live free. Toofy hates you, now.”

The black eyes of the salamander locked on her, “Own me! You owned... I despise you! Hate! Have to kill!”

“Kill to take away Devourer.” Toofy acknowledged with a snarl, and crouched beside the woman. Her golden eyes darkened, beginning to fill with red and black flakes. “Maybe I should end it. Take everything from the dumb bitch.”

Meerakeilian’s eyes widened in fright, “What... What be you?”

“Toofy is Toofy. And Toofy is fucking angry.” She snarled, displaying her teeth.

“Not neko eyes!” The dragongirl squealed.

Toofy put a hand to the woman’s throat, barely resisting from squeezing the life out of her. This dumb beast had dared to attack her, to splinter her arm until it was useless.

She twitched, growling at herself, and then let go. “She stinks of emperor. His seed, into her belly. Is the Mia carrying?”

“No.” The salamander swallowed nervously, “She didn’t let her egg be claimed.”

Outright killing the woman would be a wasted opportunity. Toofy could think of dozens of ways that Mia could prove useful to her, even if the woman tried to betray her, again.

“He freed her?”

The woman nodded, “But the kitten must die.”

Toofy considered faking her own death. It might be one of the wisest courses of action if the emperor was willing to turn a dragonkind into his concubine just to get at her.

However, she was also enraged.

She hadn’t been this angry since the same woman had cut open her chest when she was just a kitten. A blistering anger that had stayed with her, then, when she’d sewed her wound shut.

Toofy wanted to hurt Meerakeilian in a way that would destroy the woman’s psyche for all time. Wanted to hurt the emperor so bad that he would hesitate before thinking of ever hurting Toofy, again.

She could feel the darkness, screaming to be set free.

Begging her to give up her control.

“Is she cute?”

Daen started, “She... Is not neko. He is not interested in dragonkind.”

“Bah.” Toofy derided his traditional sensibilities. “You heard her. Toofy doesn’t look neko. The Daen still wants to give her kittens.”

“Toofy is neko.” He replied confidently.

The dragon looked at her in fear, “Don’t force. The shame. Don’t force.”

“Toofy isn’t a bitch.” She turned up her nose, “She doesn’t do things like that. Cute is good for handmaiden. Toofy doesn’t have one, and the fucking dragongirl broke her fucking arm.”

Daen growled, “She hurt you.”

“She’s not stupid.” Toofy growled back, and then patted the woman on the head, “She knows who is her Devourer, now, doesn’t she?”

Meerakeilian whimpered.

“Let Daen kill her. Too dangerous to have her with us, whilst we hunt.”

Toofy rolled her eyes, “The Daen is so stupid, even for tomcat. No need to chase gold trail. We have the emperor’s assassin. Mia living makes emperor cautious. So we just disappear with her for a while, and he shits bricks.”

“She is exotic. No human would let her bear witness.” He disagreed.

She smiled slowly, “The Daen doesn’t know her parentage. They will listen when she speaks.”

“Parent?” Meerakeilian crawled onto hands and knees, “Orphan. How does cat know parents?”

Toofy giggled, “Of course the Efina never told the poor little dragongirl. Because you would get so very mad. You are last egg, only egg, of Irrlichdan.”

The red salamander stared up at her in shock, “How? How know this?”

“Efina has papers.” Toofy shrugged, “This neko has read everything that Efina has in private places. Always sneaking around, always in trouble. Had its perks, despite the beatings when she got caught.”

Claws scratched desperately at the ground, “That why Irrlichdan’s death hurts so much. I am Spawn.”

Toofy nodded and patted her on the head again, “She never found out how he died, sorry. Just know you are heir.”

“Emperor bragged. He killed our greatest.” Mia’s chest heaved, her black eyes beginning to take on a different sheen as she scratched angrily at the ground, “He bragged... And he fucked... And... And...”

Toofy cocked her head in surprise, “Oh. Does the Mia want revenge, now? Toofy will want emperor dead, one day. Not easy to remove or kill. Will the Mia swear loyalty? On dragon’s honour. Toofy will help her hurt him.”

Meerakeilian glared up at her, “No. I kill.”

The woman staggered upright, snapping out her wings to take off. Toofy grabbed the edge of one wing and shook her head calmly. “No. No, you don’t leave. Not allowed.”

“Kill!” Meerakeilian screamed, flames boiling out of her mouth.

Toofy refused to release the wing, and simply shook her head, “You broke Toofy’s arm. Fuck you. You aren’t ruining Toofy’s plans to hurt him. Do as you are told, or she will use the rite again.”

The wings snapped closed with an angry snarl, and the woman crossed her arms, “How will you hurt emperor?”

“The Immortal gained power by sick magic. Fucked magic.” Toofy shivered, “The Menes did it, that is what Toofy knows. He was... Orc warlock. So, Toofy needs to learn more, first.”

Daen’s ears flattened backwards, “The Menes? Toofy studies the Menes?”

“Not much anymore. Too busy arranging for the Isaac to die, and for the Castelle to die. Had to make Lady Liz her friend, first.” Toofy shook her head, “Master was sent to fight orcs. So, Toofy was going to ask her master, when they are reunited. Master... Smells like emperor. Might be connected.”

Meerakeilian glared at her, “How long have planned emperor death?”

“Since before she stole your firestones.” Toofy shrugged casually, “She is going to be empress, one day.”

The dragongirl smiled slowly, “Always claimed it, kitten. I never believed. Not until... Now. Emperor attacked you. Sees you as threat.”

“Of course he does.” Toofy chuckled, “He’s had sex with her. He knows that Toofy has the skills to get what she wants. She made him play nice, and let her go, because he was too absorbed in happy feelings to notice she was a threat. He regretted letting her go.”

The woman growled angrily, “Toofy. You must release me, by vow, if I help kill emperor.”

“You hate her so much for eating tail, don’t you?” Toofy said pityingly, “You really should not have hit Toofy. You made her mad.”

“Promise to forgive! To not own!” The woman growled, but it came off more as a begging.

Toofy reached up and cupped her cheek, smiled sweetly, and then slapped her. The salamander didn’t even turn her head, but it left the catgirl’s hand stinging. “Fuck you! You broke my fucking arm!”

Daen chuckled, “She might, one day, creature. But you may want to wait until she has healed. Now is not the time to ask for favours.”

The catgirl glared over at him, “He can shut the fuck up, too! Red salamander is fire dragon, you fuckwit! Use ice on red. Fire on blue. See black salamander, and pray to the fucking gods. Child knows this!”

The tomcat blinked and made a small and apologetic miaow.

She tsk’d loudly and spun on her heel, resuming her walking down the road in the direction of the village the tortured human had named.

It felt, to her, like she was surrounded by absolute idiots.

— — —
Saia sat by in the shadows, seen as a servant brought along by Lady Efina as she had the guards haul Lord Yu before the emperor himself. Her red eyes feasting upon the man’s fear and confusion.

Efina shoved Yu onto his knees, holding up the page, “This is the proof, m’lord! A spell of heinous proportions that should never have existed. All these with me are witnesses.”

The ministers turned and bowed towards the emperor, speaking as one, “Execute him, our lord! For the good of the empire!”

Saia smiled excitedly.

Watching all these politicians, falling over each other to condemn Yu to death... It was better than she’d ever dreamed it. It was making her wet, and horny.

One of the men stepped forward, “Lady Efina, m’lord, may have a vested interest in deposing Lord Yu, but she was not involved. It was I, Lord Han, who discovered the offending spell within the papers of Lord Yu. Hidden, poorly, among other wine-stained documents. As your minister, I demand you purify this soul, and send it into the void.”

The eunuch listened to the man behind the curtain for a moment, “Name this spell, Lord Han. Or name its crime.”

“The spell belongs to the Book of Menes.” Han said stiffly, “I will not name it, but the emperor is intimately familiar with it. As is Lord Westcolm, Lord Sai, the one named Tyre -”

The eunuch lifted a hand, “That is enough. His royal majesty is considering the horror of this.”

“Hold fast!” A deep voice cried out, and Saia’s eyes jerked to see someone striding into the meeting, and she felt her tail twitch involuntarily.

She ground her fangs together as Lord Westcolm strode forward, placing a firm hand on Yu’s shoulder. A hand of support.

Oh, fuck.

The man bowed low, “Apologies, your grace. I came as soon as I had heard. I mean no offence, but I must be allowed to speak.”

The eunuch waved a hand, “Lord Westcolm, your voice is always welcome. What say you?”

“As his grace is aware, but his subjects are not, I have been tracking a particular individual, who has been amassing artefacts of dark power.” Westcolm began grimly, “It is not Lord Yu, who has managed to get his hands on the Book of Menes. It is Lady Efina. This is not the only artefact of evil that rots her soul. My guards have seized her private antechamber, and I dare not even begin to calculate the evil inside.”

Efina’s head jerked sideways, “What nonsense is this?”

“I am his grace’s, secret, Grand Inquisitor.” Lord Westcolm stated confidently, as Saia felt her dreams being ripped away from her.

The eunuch nodded grimly, “Arrest Lady Efina. Rise, Lord Yu.”

Saia stared in fright as the priestess was suddenly bleeding shadows from every direction. The woman shouted in frustration, throwing up a hand and knocking back the royal guards that ran forward to secure her.

The succubus cringed as there was a cracking sound and Efina toppled to the ground, her magic stripped away from her by the overwhelming force of dozens of expert mages.

Westcolm drew a sword from his waist slowly, “You will be purified, Lady Efina. Your soul, made ready.”

Saia winced and looked away as the man cut off the priestess’ hands. Preventing her from using any kind of directed magic. Forcing her to try and use spoken magic if she was going to try and escape.

Not that there would be a point to it.

Westcolm turned to the other guards, “Seize all who spoke against Lord Yu. They will be interrogated, to determine their innocence... And kill the succubus.”

— — —
Tyre held up a hand as they approached a village, together. He indicated her abomination, and gently suggested that Trician order it not to accompany them within sight of the living.

Trician pressed her will to her toy, and it lumbered out of sight. Sitting down at the edge of the road, where moss seemed to sprout out of the ground and swallow every surface of the twisted mass of bodies.

The elf glared at him, and then froze up as she realised she might have done that too late.

There was a human standing on the road, one that had somehow escaped her elven ears, who was smiling broadly at the two of them.

The woman had white hair, falling down in a messy bundle to her waist, but that was the most normal thing about her. One of her pupils was shaped like a cross, and the other like a heart.

Tyre breathed out slowly, “The White Witch. Shit.”

“Hey, Tyresome.” The woman giggled and screwed up her nose, “Tai said you might be coming by. Isn’t he the best boyfriend? And you even brought the cutest elf with you! Kinda wish I could meet your girl, though. How is Li’l Saia?”

“She... Was okay. Last I knew.” The man said slowly and swallowed, “You know me.”

Trician tapped the man’s shoulder and nodded towards the woman.

“Oh, so rude of me!” She announced, and bounded closer, grabbing one of Trician’s hands and grinning into her face from way too close. “My name’s Eratigan. I’ve been waiting for the both of you. Tai said you’d visit. Must be... Oh, two decades ago. When he told me off for saving the kitten. I made her cry, so someone noticed her.”

Trician tried to jerk her hand away. Not knowing who Tai was, not knowing who the kitten was, and not particularly wanting to know who Eratigan was, either.

“Don’t... Annoy her.” Tyre said cautiously, “She’s the White Witch. She’s... Not normal. Human, technically. But... Not a mortal, like you or I. She can’t die.”

Eratigan bit her lip, “Technically, I’ve been trying to die, for a while. I’m not allowed to see Tai again until I do. I just... Don’t get it? I don’t know how to die.”

Trician punched the witch.

Who then took that as a sign that she should hug the elf, giggling as she did. “Aw! You’re so touchy-feely! That’s so sweet. Death hates it when I hug her.”

Trician stared at Tyre in terror.

He shrugged, “Tai is a local name, for one of the gods. In an ancient tongue, no longer spoken, it means... Ticking noise.”

“Mmm. My boyfriend is the god of time. Mr. Tik Tok, himself.” Eratigan said, still hugging Trician. “He’s a sweetheart. But, then, you know all about stuff like that, don’t you, Tricksy? You’ve kissed our favourite fox.”

Trician shoved her way free of the grasp, rasping as she tried to snarl at the witch. She was absolutely terrified of whoever, or whatever, this was.

Eratigan looked at her, and cocked her head, “Fear. Terror. You’ve got lots of weird words in your head, that I don’t get. But... Oh well. That’s none of my business. I was only supposed to tell you something, and give you a bed for the night.”

Tyre spoke quietly, “Your ladyship, what is the message?”

“The pretty one, the one you’re both tied to by fate, she’s on her way here. Right now.” Eratigan said proudly, “The girl that the goddess of mischief fell head-over-heels for. She’s not a fox, that was just a symbol. Silly elf. She is... Well, Tai said she was trouble. I don’t really get what he was meaning.”

Trician stared at the witch, and then lifted her hand hesitantly to look at the diamonds, and to the stars. She saw her fate lighting up in a way it never had.

More clear than ever.

She was bound to the goddess of mischief, and she was close.

Eratigan giggled, “Silly Tyre. I don’t mean me, I’m spoken for. I’ve got a boyfriend. And once the two of you meet the avatar of mischief, I’m going to get a chance to fuck Tai. So... I ain’t sticking around.”

Trician coughed politely.

The witch frowned and then suddenly snatched something out of the air, a fleshy and writhing object. She smiled at the elf, “Open wide!”

She didn’t get a chance to protest, as the human shoved the object down her throat, and made her cough violently.

Eratigan grinned and put her hands on her hips. “There you go. Now you can kiss the kitten when she turns up! She’d really like that. So would you. I mean, you’re going to fuck her brains out, pretty soon.”

Trician ran her tongue over her teeth cautiously, and coughed again. She spoke, hoarsely, “The avatar of my goddess? She’s coming here?”

“Mmm.” Eratigan nodded excitedly, “She’s the kitten I saved. When I wasn’t supposed to. That’s why I’m not allowed to see Tai, usually. Your goddess arranged visitation rights for me. Conjugal visitation. As a way of saying thanks for making sure you meet her.”

The elf winced slowly, “Kitten. The avatar is a neko? I thought... They were pretty much... Extinct.”

“I don’t know that word. It doesn’t sound happy.” Eratigan shook her head, “I made the kitten cry. So someone took it to the temple. Death got so mad at me for that. Cursed me. I don’t understand what curses are, but that’s the reason Tai can’t see me whenever he wants, anymore.”

Tyre swallowed nervously, “A kitten. Raised by the temple. Who is the avatar chosen by the betrayer god of mischief. Oh, for fuck’s sake! It’s fucking Twenty Four, isn’t it?”

“You know her?” Eratigan said in surprise, “Well. That saves on the introductions then. You can make sure Trician meets her, yeah? So I can... Go... Have some extra time with my boyfriend?”

With that, the enigmatic figure vanished.

No magic twinkle, no popping sound. Simply disappearing like she might have been some kind of hallucination.

Trician glared over at Tyre, “Two questions. First... The fuck was that? Second. Who the fuck is Twenty Four?”

“The first is easy. That was the White Witch, Eratigan.” He swallowed, “She... Doesn’t have a concept of evil. Or pain. Which means that she can’t die. There’s stories that she’s actually kissed Death itself, and survived. As you can tell, she’s a breeding factory for stories. No limit to her power, and fucking insane.”

The elf laughed weakly and resumed walking towards town, “My tongue was stolen by a god, and a mere witch returned it. I... I believe the rumours that she has great power. What of my second question?”

“Lady Twenty Four is the mistress of my master, Lord Sai.” Tyre said cautiously, “She is a neko, raised by the temple. She is also... Erratic. She dislikes the rule of the land, and is willing to flaunt law and regulation. She is skilled at politics, and has set her eyes on rising from a slave, to a lady of influence. Quite successfully, thus far.”

Trician rubbed at her throat, “A neko. My fate, and yours, is bound to a fucking neko. No wonder the goddess didn’t tell me. Disgusting little creatures. I use sex for magic, because I have no choice. They... Revel in it.”

“If Lady Twenty Four is on her way here, than I expect that my master, Lord Sai, is not far behind.” Tyre said cautiously, “He... Is like me. An abomination. He was granted a title because he killed more than the rest of us combined. It weighs on him, the guilt.”

“I won’t attack him on sight.” Trician rolled her eyes, “Tell me more of this... Cat. That I am supposed to serve and protect.”

— — —
“So, to be gettin’ dis on da straight.” Tammy began, looking at Sai dubiously, “Ya Da be an orc. And Da wanna be wantin’ ya on side. So he gives ya a fuckin’ orc whore, who ya have ta fuck or it be war?”

Sai sighed heavily, “I take her as my mistress, confirming it by sleeping with her, and it will cement a tenuous peace. Tomorrow she will act as my translator, and negotiations can begin. No more people need die.”

The fox’s tails splayed out behind her for a moment, letting Sai count five before they disappeared, and the woman frowned, “Well, ya be pissin’ on da neko. So... I guess I be into it.”

He frowned, “So... As I requested before, may we have some privacy?”

“Nah. I be into it.” The woman replied, smirking as her orange eyes showed some excitement.

Khild slipped her arms around Sai’s waist, leaning into his back and growling quietly. “I have no issues with the watching. I’ve often been watched. Your father has had me bear him two runts, in the presence of others.”

“That I am about to sleep with a woman that my father has, is not a turn on.” Sai stated firmly, and glared at the kitsune, “Tamamo. Please. I would like some privacy.”

“Prefer Tammy, or I be pissin’ in ya mouth.” The foxgirl was unmoved, “Can ya be gettin’ on da move be? I ain’t never seen an orc rut. ’Specially not when da be a neko who get all pissin’ when it be happenin’.”

Khild growled some more, and began attempting to undo his belt.

Sai was already feeling guilty about this, but he didn’t have a choice. If he didn’t confirm the transfer of ownership, then Khild would return to Hammerhand, who would be insulted enough to cut off the negotiations.

Rejecting the gift of a woman was nigh unforgivable to an orc.

The last time Sai had done that, he had been thrown out of the stronghold and marked as someone who shouldn’t be allowed to return.

He couldn’t allow his personal feelings to get in the way of a negotiated peace. The chance to turn around this bleak battlefield without a slaughter was nothing shy of divine intervention, already.

The chances that both Hammerhand and he were sent to this same fight were impossible. Either the gods were fucking with him, or the emperor was.

If only he could do this without a jealous and hungry foxwoman staring at his privates.

He gave in.

Khild’s hands were nimble, especially for an orc, as she undid his belt. She had the broad knuckles of her mother, but the rest of her hands were dainty, like a human woman.

She circled around in front of him, and smiled at him in anticipation as she dropped his pants. Her eyes were a bright green, like all orc-kind. It was the magic that did that.

Once upon a time, the eyes of orcs were a motley of colours. Blacks and browns. The very rare blue, and then the rarest was the green.

At birth, you could tell if an orc had magic, because of their green eyes.

A vicious campaign of breeding was enacted by the first warlord to unite all the clans. Frak’noa in orc, Butchertusk in human. He ensured that within two generations, the only surviving children were the magical kind.

That was hundreds of years ago, and now no orc was born without magic. And if there was... If there were ever children born without green eyes... It was the role of the Khild to murder her own child.

If Sai succeeded in impregnating her, despite what he had said, he would not allow the child to die. Not by his hand, and not by her hand. Whatever might be the result.

Her small tusks were barely wide enough apart that they didn’t brush him as the woman took him excitedly into her mouth. Her tongue wasn’t like Toofy’s, it wasn’t rough. It was a kind of warm softness, almost silky.

Khild was enthusiastic, preferring to massage the underside of his cock with her skilful embrace. Teaching Sai about sensitivities he hadn’t been aware he even had.

She drew him firmly into her mouth, pulling him down into her throat with a flare of her flat nostrils. There was no gagging or anything of the like as he felt the tightness surrounding more than just the head of his dick.

Sai’s heard jerked as he was deafened by an ear-piercing shriek of agony.

He stared at the kitsune as she blushed and stared at the ground. She shrugged in embarrassment, “I be into it. Shuttin’ o’ ya dumb mouth.”

Khild tried to coax his attention back to her, apparently unperturbed by the mating call that sounded exactly like someone dying in pain on the field of battle.

A half dozen guards burst through the entrance of the commander’s tent, freezing up as they saw him with his privates fully engaged in the orc woman’s throat.

Sai raised an eyebrow, and they retreated.

He certainly couldn’t blame them, but saying anything at all right now wasn’t really an option. It was all he could do not to groan until they were gone.

As the tent flap fell shut, he gasped quietly, “Oh, fuck, Khild.”

“Mmm. He be gettin’ o’ da close.” Tammy grinned lopsidedly, “Don’t wanna be ’avin’ him cummin’ in ya mout’. Gotta fuck ’im, preddy t’ing.”

Khild reluctantly pulled her mouth back, with a massive string of cum and drool linking the two of them. She grunted quietly and wiped at her jaw.

Sai felt himself flex involuntarily, and the woman stood up. She raised an eyebrow, before turning around and lifting her ass out towards him. The woman spread her legs, and then looked over her shoulder at him with hungry green eyes.

He looked at the way her rough hair framed her face, the softness of her form despite the muscle, and tried to convince himself that Toofy wasn’t going to kill him for this.

He was the master, the neko the mistress.

He had every right to take a second. The politics of the situation required it, and Toofy understood politics better than most.

Besides, she had fucked Elia and Lady Castelle against his very explicit instructions. He had told her, even pulling her ears, that she wasn’t to do it.

Sai gave up trying to argue with himself, to think at all, and pushed himself towards her hungry slit.

Khild let out a deep and reverberating growl as he began to enter into her. Her motley skin pushed aside revealing a pinkness as he slowly entered into her tightness.

He grunted, “Fuck. No way you’ve given birth.”

“Three, actually.” Khild chuckled, and he felt her flex around him, becoming like a blacksmith’s vise. “Take me, master. Take me and fill me. I am all of yours.”

Tammy shrieked again, and this time Sai could smell something like a damp fur coming from her direction.

“Fucking me. Be fucking me.” Khild directed his attention back to her, as she drove herself back onto him. Her warmth enveloping him with an aggression that reminded him she’d already nearly got him off with her mouth.

He took her hips hesitantly in his hands, and then drove his sensitive length deep into the woman’s pink snatch. She squealed in joy, snorting as he began to take over.

Sai never had a chance of lasting that long.

With the smell of two excited women filling his nostrils, one of them staring hungrily at him with orange eyes, whilst the other one begged for him to spill his seed into her, he found his limit.

“Fuck!” Khild roared with a deep voice, as he slammed into her a half dozen times more, before he gave one final violent thrust and felt himself spilling into her. “Yes, master!”

Tammy grinned lopsidedly, “Do be it. Do be it. Make da neko pissin’.”

The guilt washed over Sai, as he filled his orc woman.




Fifteen

The catgirl meets the witch.

— — —
Saia slammed into a wall of nothing the moment she tried to teleport, her magic recoiling and burning a hole into her soul as she tried to escape.

She hit the ground, blood pouring from her nose, ears, and mouth. Her tail cracked painfully, the bones shattering. Arms and legs twisting haphazardly.

It felt exactly like when Toofy had attacked her.

One of the royal guards stepped over to her. Lazily drawing a sword from his side. He barely even looked at her as he did it. She wasn’t worthy of his consideration.

Saia snarled up at him.

She wasn’t just an ordinary magic user. She wasn’t just a succubus. She was temple trained, and among the assassins of the temple, she had been the best of the fucking best.

He slashed his sword down towards her.

The best, and worst, thing about forbidden magic is that so few people know the spells. It takes knowing a spell to be able to stop it, at least when it came to the advanced ones.

Saia screamed in pain as her throat was ripped open, and sealed behind the blade moving through it. She still felt the pain of it. Still gurgled momentarily. Her blood still fell.

Yet, the wound was duplicated in the one who attacked her, and for him... It didn’t heal.

The woman grabbed his sword, staggering to her feet as he mindlessly collapsed to the ground. Clutching at his throat as blood spilled out everywhere.

Her red eyes darted around frantically, spotting two more approaching her.

She couldn’t teleport out of this place. Couldn’t disappear with any kind of mirage of illusion. If she tried to fight her way out, then she’d be entirely fucked.

Saia did the only thing that she could do.

She scratched the symbol that had been on the edge of the spell into the ground, and growled at Westcolm who was watching with a bored expression. “This the fucking spell, you so concerned about?”

“Hold!” He ordered, his face changing in concern, “You haven’t seen the spell. Only the identifier. Your soul is intact. How do you know it?”

“Someone taught it to me.” She said stubbornly, “You know what that means, don’t you, little lord? It means that somebody else knows your spell. Someone beyond your control.”

He stepped between the two guards, glaring at her, “Who? This is your one chance. Who taught this to you?”

“Fuck if I’m telling you. I like being alive.”

Westcolm laughed, “I’ll torture you, until you tell me.”

“Don’t promise me such a good time, sweetie. I’m a succubus.” She shot back at him, grinning.

The eunuch spoke, “Lord Westcolm, is it possible? Is there someone you are unaware of, who may have known what this spell is, and what it can do? Can it be possible?”

“No.” He said uncertainly, “There is only one copy of the book. No one could have seen it... No one. She must be working with Lady Efina. She taught it to her.”

“I do not serve the fucking temple!” She yelled proudly, “I have no collar, and no bell. I’m not a slave, little lord. I was freed by the woman who bought me.”

Westcolm’s face changed, “No... No! It isn’t possible! She doesn’t know how to free a slave. You didn’t go before the ministers to be freed. What happened to your collar? How were you freed, beast!?”

Her red eyes twinkled at his confusion, at the way he’d been knocked off balance so easily.

The eunuch spoke frantically, “Speak, Lord Westcolm! Your emperor commands you to explain!”

The lord turned his head towards the veiled curtain, distracted.

Saia dashed forward, and plunged one clawed hand into the man’s chest. As the guards brought their weapons towards her, she seized the lord’s magic, and teleported the both of them in a frantic flash dance.

She fell to the side, coughing blood and bile, as her hand tore free.

Westcolm groaned loudly, holding his chest.

Saia winced, and spat some more horrifying liquid onto the ground, “My apologies, Lord Westcolm. I really didn’t feel like dying, today.”

“Where the fuck are we, beast?” He moaned, rolling onto his side and staring at the forest in confusion. “What did you do to me?”

She rolled her eyes, “I’m a succubus, idiot. They blocked my magic, so I just hijacked your soul for a bit. That’s the thing about only blocking the magic of one person, and not everyone. If you block the wrong person, you get shit on.”

“Bitch.” He cursed at her.

She shrugged, “You ordered them to kill me. Which was stupid. Toofy’s going to come for you, for that.”

“Your mistress is already dead.” He laughed at her.

She stood up and stretched, wincing as she felt the grinding of her bones. Most of them still realigning. She didn’t much feel like screwing the lord to try and take his soul, just to fix them.

She wanted him to suffer the wrath of her neko lover.

“Really. That’s cute that you think that.” Saia said tightly, “I’ll answer your question, from before. Toofy taught me the mark. Told me which spell to steal from the book. You still reckon on her being dead?”

Westcolm managed to stagger to his feet, looking at her breathlessly, “Lady Twenty Four, showed you the spell? This is important. Beyond you and I. She knows the spell?”

Saia nodded, “Yeah. She also broke the slaving spell on me. Apparently the collars don’t hold up well against a fuckin’ lightning bolt. Break the physical shell, and it doesn’t matter how strong the enchantment was. It’ll break, too.”

The lord shivered, “Shit. Oh, fucking shit. Lady Twenty Four knows one of the spells, at least one, of Menes. Fuck. Oh, fuck. For how long? Fuck.”

“Huh?”

“Menes was a bastard of the highest of orders, succubus.” Westcolm growled fearfully, “He was an orc. One who we thought would be our saviour. He... Swapped sides. Apparently he’d made an enemy of a powerful figure among his own people, Hammerhand.”

Saia shrugged, “Okay. So there was a traitor orc. Big deal.”

“He created a lot of magic. That was why he became the enemy. His magic was beyond evil. He swapped sides, because we would let him continue his work.” Westcolm swallowed nervously, “Lord Sai is one of the results. His magic. His butchery that ended the northern war, with the deaths of nearly half of all nekos. By his hand, alone.”

She winced, “Oh. That must mean you, and the emperor, are some of his other experiments. That must have been fun.”

“I watched many souls die, to give me the power I can’t surrender.” Westcolm said bitterly, “But if Twenty Four knows this spell, and you care about her, kill her.”

The succubus blinked in confusion, “Come again?”

“Menes magic... It isn’t just evil. It... It was a gateway drug. Linking the user, to a patron.” Westcolm said nervously, “A demon or devil or some shit like it. Something that isn’t supposed to be able to get in to this world. Blocked, by the divine gateway. Could even be a betrayer god, for all we know.”

She shrugged, “Doesn’t really sound like I should be killing someone I care about, over it. Try and make your point, human.”

“The person infected with Menes magic becomes a gateway. The entity will enter our world by ripping through them. Eating their soul and then turning their flesh into a paste on the ground.”

Saia’s cheek spasmed for a moment, “This infection. It take a while, to take root?”

Westcolm nodded, “The stronger the will, the more you can hold out. I’m infected. Sai is infected. Even the emperor. But... I hear voices. Hear the thing begging me to use that magic. Just a little bit. Offering me power.”

She felt extremely uncomfortable. Remembered Toofy saying that she was protecting Saia by not telling her some things. This felt like it probably qualified.

She considered him, “You’re not trying to kill me, anymore, are you?”

“I want you to help me get to Twenty Four. To figure out how sick she is.” He said firmly, “For the good of the empire, I have to know. No one gives a damn about some succubus. We can forget about you. We can’t forget about Menes magic maybe escaping into the wild.”

“I need to heal.”

Westcolm frowned, “I dropped you by a whorehouse, last time. You ate a number of their customers. That what you mean?”

“Could just eat you.” She threatened, and then laughed at his face, “I don’t need to, though. I’m not that badly messed up.”

“I’m not letting you near my seed.”

She shrugged, “That’s fine. I just need someone else to fuck. We’re on the main road. There’s a village about a day’s walk, in that direction. Willing to protect me until we get there?”

He sighed heavily, “You know where she is. But... You won’t tell me. So I don’t have a choice, do I?”

“Not really.” She smirked.

— — —
The three of them walking into the town should have stuck out like a sore thumb. Two nekos, an almost extinct species, accompanied by a dragonkind woman, a species that was even closer to demise.

Yet, Toofy didn’t see anything but boredom in the eyes of the locals. She wasn’t remotely close to the strangest thing that they had seen, today.

Where in the hell were they?

She sniffed the air, and then nodded towards the scent. Daen nodded soundlessly. The dragonbitch was less happy to simply follow her directions. “You want to eat? What is the point? Why you come here?”

“Hunting.” Toofy replied quietly, purring happily. “So, we will eat. You will sit. You will help Toofy, as her handmaiden, and you will shut the fuck up before she cuts the rest of your fucking tail off and cooks it!”

The woman cringed, recoiling and touching the mark on her cheek. She puffed white smoke, apologising.

Toofy snarled at her, and then went back to sniffing the meat in the air. She happily pranced up the wooden stairs and into the little restaurant. Skipping over to the flat grill.

The chef behind it looked up at her tiredly, “Three coppers, each.”

“She’s not eating.” Toofy nodded towards her dragon, “But, Toofy will turn six copper into a silver, if the man knows where a particular human is. Toofy is looking for a tall one.”

The cook considered her tiredly, “Tall, blonde, angry with several swords? Yes. He stayed here. May the gods spit on his grave. He annoyed our guardian. Keep the extra, the information is freely given.”

Toofy plucked out a silver and five copper from the purse around her neck, wincing as she caught her hand momentarily on her sling. She put it down, and sat excitedly.

“She is hungry. Meat, meat! Toofy likes it raw. Lightly fried?” She suggested.

The man tossed a few strips onto the grill, turning them and only searing before putting them onto a plate and presenting it to her. “I have cooked nekan style before. The same for you, mister?”

Daen nodded, cautiously sitting beside Toofy. One of his hands not so cautiously attempting to sneak into her lap. Feeling free to do it, because he was on the side of her injured arm.

Toofy hissed at him, and glared over, “Mia. Hit the Daen. He took liberties. Again.”

The neko’s head jerked, and he whimpered, as the violence of a salamander’s fist struck the back of his head. Meerakeilian might have barely used any strength, but she was still dragonkind. May as well have been a boulder.

The cook sighed, “I would prefer you not do that. Our guardian has done her best to ensure there is no violence in this village. She brings peace, always.”

“Guardian.” She considered and sniffed at the air, “Strong smell of magic, but Toofy doesn’t recognise the kind. What is your guardian? Is she a dragonkind? Ancestor spirit?”

“Human.”

Toofy sniffed again, and made a face, “She doesn’t smell human. Not even a little. The Daen?”

“He does not know.” He said sullenly, still irritated that Toofy had him struck for doing what came naturally to a tomcat. Insulted that she wouldn’t let him make her pregnant.

“You can smell, our witch?” The cook said in surprise, “Your nose must be very sensitive, miss.”

“Lady.” She replied with a small smile, “The Lady Twenty Four, or Madame Sai, if it is preferred. She is a free neko, golden bell and all.”

“Apologies, my lady.” He bowed his head, and gave her another serving. “I have heard of the House of Sai. I am... Somewhat surprised that Lord Sai has taken a neko as his mistress, however.”

She giggled, teeth tearing excitedly into the flesh of the meat before she slurped away at the fibrous strands. She spoke with her mouthful, “Why? ’Cause Lord Sai is nekan butcher? She doesn’t care. Toofy was raised by temple. Never knew her clan.”

Daen let out an annoyed growl, making her roll her golden eyes.

She ignored him and looked at her fragile arm, “If guardian has made so much peace, Toofy can’t hope for decent doctor, can she? Her arm is bad. Not set properly.”

“We do have a doctor.” The cook nodded and waved over the only other worker in the small restaurant. He passed the girl a copper piece, “Can you fetch the physician, please, Orli?”

The woman ran off with a quick curtsy.

Toofy sniffed, and looked curiously at the woman’s back as she disappeared, “That one is just grown. Recently became an adult, didn’t she?”

“Eh... Yes.” The cook said uncomfortably. “Orli became eighteen only a week ago. I would ask that you not touch my daughter, however, my lady.”

She shrugged, “Mmm. Not what Toofy was meaning. But if you are father, than Toofy probably shouldn’t mention it. Nevermind.”

The man’s face became dark, “My daughter... Is sleeping... With someone?”

She blinked her golden eyes innocently, “Is she?”

“You smelled something.”

“Did Toofy?” She shrugged, and then whimpered and bit her lip as her arm moved. “Owies. Bad dragon! Toofy still mad at you, Mia.”

The woman bowed her head, billowing white smoke. Terrified that Toofy would enact the rite again. Now that the catgirl had marked her, she could do it at anytime, from anywhere, with a single word.

The neko woman sighed and yawned, “She is very tired. If you wish to speak, than speak. But stop staring.”

Daen’s head whipped around. Apparently he had failed to notice that an elf was glaring at them from one of the other tables.

They were a pretty enough thing.

Little diamonds embedded in their skin, all the way down from the tip of one ear, to the knuckles of their hand. Each crystal marking off the position of a star, showing the constellation of the goddess of mischief.

Some zealot, to a betrayer god.

The woman approached slowly, and sighed, “So you... Are Twenty Four.”

“She is. She likes Toofy, more, though.” She smiled at them, “But morons who swear to follow gods, they can call her Madame Sai. They don’t get to call her equal.”

The elf sat down cautiously, “You know I serve the goddess, then? Has she appeared to you? Of course she has. She selected you. Sorry. I... You are not what I expected.”

“Toofy has no idea what she is meaning. She is also very sore and tired, so the elf should spit it out.”

The woman nodded, “Of course. The goddess set my path, towards you. I have seen draug, spilling across the land. A sky of darkness. The end will come, without you, m’lady. You are the chosen avatar of the goddess, the one who binds my fate, and my future.”

“Toofy wants insane bitch to go away, now.” She recoiled.

The elf started, “I... What? I was sent here. The White Witch was waiting for me, told me you were coming. Your friend, the abomination, protected me. This is our fate.”

“Abomi...” She trailed off, “Oh. The stink. The Tyre is here, isn’t he? Toofy isn’t friend. Her master is his master. She hates him. He smells bad. Always smell bad.”

“This is fated.” The elf insisted.

Toofy popped her cheeks, shrugged, and went back to eating.

The woman leaned forward, “Please! Kal died, because of me. Because I was supposed to be -”

“Toofy gives more shit when she takes a shit. Go away.” She said through a mouthful of meat.

The woman clenched her hands, “Astadia is dead. The stars are -”

“I don’t fucking care!” She exploded, “I don’t even care if you actually can speak to the gods, elf. Fuck off.”

Daen growled quietly, “She could be of use. In tracking down those that -”

“Toofy will remind the Daen, that he promised not to touch her, and then touched her. He should not be speaking to Toofy, right now.” She glared over at him, narrowing her eyes.

He quietened and bowed his head.

“I am Trician.” The elf stated her name, “Please. People are dying. The undead are returning. You are central to this, neko. Do you think I would honestly be happy to talk to a freaking cat?”

She rolled her eyes, “Ooh. A racist elf. So surprising. Do I need to say it, again? Go fuck yourself, elf. At least then someone will be enjoying your company.”

“The White Witch said you and I were destined to have sex.” The elf stated with disgust, “I can’t imagine how that would ever happen. You are a selfish, pig-headed, little bitch!”

“Mmm.” Toofy nodded, and smiled sweetly.

Daen growled angrily, “Don’t speak to her, that way. She is my mistress, elf. I will defend her.”

“The Daen will be silent, or the Daen will give no one kittens, ever.” Toofy warned him. The longer she spent with the warrior neko, the longer she wanted to simply get rid of him.

Unfortunately, Mia had shredded her arm. She wasn’t in a position to do anything by herself.

Orli arrived back, the young human girl smiling. “Our local physician, Master Conrad.”

An elderly man approached, and gestured towards her, “Are you the patient, then?”

Toofy nodded, and glared at the elf, “She said you could fuck off. Go away.”

The elf stomped a foot and stormed back to her table. Smelling of confusion, and hurt.

“Mia tried to eat Toofy, even though she is Devourer.” She said sullenly, and winced, “Dragon teeth. Arm hurts bad.”

The man looked at her arm cautiously, without touching it. Looking at the fragments of bone that had torn through her skin, and the blood that had stained her bandages. “I apologise for phrasing it this way, but how are you even sitting upright, miss?”

“Madame Sai.” She proclaimed, and smiled tightly at him, “She doesn’t want to be upright. Can he fix? Or fix pain? Toofy just wants it to stop hurting, and get some sleep.”

He bowed his head, “My lady. Apologies. Ah... I am afraid that this will take some considerable time to heal. Several days of treatments just to align the bones. Weeks to grow and heal them together, again.”

“Ew.” Toofy made a face, “He only has lesser alchemy? She guesses she is near the border. No access to proper healer.”

“I’m a healer.” The elf called out.

She shuddered and made a face of utter disgust.

The physician sighed, “I am afraid, that I would recommend the assistance of Lady Trician, Madame Sai. I have seen some of her care, first hand. She may be a necromancer, but she is also extremely skilled.”

“She’s also fucking crazy.” Toofy turned up her nose.

An arm casually went around her, and the catgirl stared at the white-haired woman now sitting beside her. “She’s not fucking crazy, just yet. I mean, you’re over here, and she’s over there. But, I could arrange for a bed, if you’d like.”

“Oh, fuck.” Toofy cursed, looking at her with a cringe, “Eratigan is your guardian. Ew. Ugh. Didn’t Toofy tell you never to come near her again? Hurts too much.”

“Oh. You remember me, kitten?” The woman with the weird eyes said excitedly, “You’re all grown up. Grown up and fucking a lord and all. I am proud of you.”

Toofy shifted uncomfortably, “She told you never to come near her, witch. Remember? You were supposed to leave her alone.”

“Who is this one?” Daen asked cautiously.

The neko cringed, “This, moron, is Eratigan the Undying. She’s too stupid to understand what evil is, and too stupid to know I hate her because she doesn’t know what hate is. But... She is fucking Time, himself. Got to expect some crazy.”

“How does Toofy know her?”

She smiled sadly, “Oh. That. Uh... Well, she saved Toofy when she was a kitten. Then she also saved Toofy when she accidentally read a very naughty book, and Toofy ended up kissing her boyfriend.”

“You told me you didn’t mean to kiss, Tai!” Eratigan exclaimed.

Toofy rolled her golden eyes in amusement, “No... She meant to fuck him, but Eratigan noticed too quickly. She was trying to steal his magic, witch. Not his heart. You can keep that. She just wanted his power.”

“You saw all of Time.” Eratigan pouted, “Is that why you agreed to be owned by a human lord?”

“He would love her.” She whispered and smiled sadly, “Toofy knew that the Sai would treat her right. She doesn’t remember everything she saw. Time is ever changing. But she knew that the Sai would always love her. So she loved him.”

The witch nodded slowly, “Mmm. You two do make a cute couple, even if you’re going to be so mad at him. I mean, he did fuck the shit out of Khild. And Tammy... Yeah, you really hate Tammy.”

Toofy’s head jerked, and she glared, “What did you just say, witch?”

“Khild and Tammy. Sai’s fucking them. Don’t you remember? Oh, right. Hasn’t happened yet.” The witch cringed, “Eh... Do you remember seeing that it might happen?”

“No. No, Toofy does not. She only remembers becoming empress and breaking the curse.” She growled angrily, as hot tears threatened to burst free. “The Sai is cheating on her? Now? With an orcgirl and... Whatever Tammy is.”

“She’s a kitsune.” Eratigan looked down and whispered.

“A godsdamned motherfucking fox!?” Toofy screamed at the top of her voice.

Eratigan swallowed, “Tammy saved Arina, for you. Brought her back from the brink. You owe her. And... I screwed up. I wasn’t supposed to tell you any of this. They’re going to be so pissed at me. What is it about you that makes me break the rules?”

“You love me, you stupid bitch.” Toofy muttered angrily.

“Mmm.”

The cat pulled a tuft of fur out of one of her ears and kicked the bench in front of her, sniffling. “Sai is cheating on her. The Sai is... Sai... Why would... Her Sai...”

“He loves you.” Eratigan tried to make up for it.

Toofy shook her head, ripping at her fur, “It isn’t fair! She tried. Toofy really tried not to do anything, and she was feeling so guilty about Saia’s tail and... A godsdamned fucking fox?”

The witch kissed at her ear gently, “Hey. Hey, now. You’re still my precious little kitten. I didn’t raise you, and protect you, to let you sit there and hurt yourself. If Sai is stupid enough to hurt you, he isn’t worth you.”

“Sorry, mother.” Toofy sniffled.

Daen fell off his chair in shock.

She smiled in amusement at him, and wiped at her tears, “What? Did you think that Toofy just sprouted from a cabbage? No kitten could keep herself safe, by herself. Too little, too weak.”

Mia puffed a little white smoke, “This one... She came to temple?”

“Sometimes.” Toofy nodded, “Her favourite food is firestones. That is why Toofy stole them. To give to her mummy as a present.”

“She isn’t neko. You not neko, bad eyes.” Mia said slowly, “Half neko?”

“Adopted.” Eratigan explained and shook her head. She smiled and pissed off Toofy by patting her head gently. “This is my sweet little daughter. Purebred neko. Her parents... Um... Death did something to them. Something I don’t understand. But it made her sad, so I made her happy.”

Toofy rolled her eyes, “They died, mother. How long is it going to be? You’ve been trying to understand idea of death for a thousand years!”

Eratigan shrugged, confused, “Sorry?”

“No.” She sighed heavily, and the light left her golden eyes, “Toofy is sorry. She’s... Tired. So tired. Her arm got broken. Hurts. She just wants to sleep. And she doesn’t want to fuck stupid racist elf.”

The witch glanced over, “Oh, don’t be too angry at her. She was expecting a kitsune. And her boyfriend just... What was the word again? He did that thing. The... Not being... Thing. Died.”

“She smells like a god.”

Eratigan nodded, “Mmm. Goddess of mischief. She’s a kitsune, did you know? Also crazy in love with you. I tried to tell her that you don’t like foxgirls, but gods never listen.”

“Why did you tell her that Toofy was going to sleep with her? She doesn’t like the elf.” She said poutingly, “She likes her Sai, even if he is a cheating bastard. Who deserves to have his dick cut off. With teeth. Slowly.”

The witch shrugged, “Tai told me. Said that Trician was going to fuck your brains out. I know you have a tough time of things, Toofy. My precious little Twenty Four. So, when I heard she might make you feel happy... I got excited. Did I do... What’s the word?”

“Bad. The word is bad.” She tightened her jaw, “Yes. Yes, you did. Toofy only wants her Sai. And her Arina. And her Little Saia... And... Arina is lost in void. And Saia is sentenced to death. And Sai is fucking cheater. So now Toofy just wants to cry.”

Eratigan hugged her tighter, letting the catgirl’s head fall into her chest. “Hey, hey. Sshhh. It’s going to be okay, kitten. It will always be okay. You’re going to become the empress, and the entire world will bow down to you. That’s your fate.”

“Fuck fate. Fuck it with honeycomb and angry swarms of bees.” Toofy sniffled. “She just wants her Sai.”

“Arina is awake. She’s safe.” Eratigan assured her, and patting her head between her ears. “Tammy pulled her right out of the void. She was mean about it, but she did it.”

“Little Saia gonna die.” Toofy cried.

Her adoptive and air-headed mother kissed her head gently, “No, she’s not. Your little succugirl hasn’t listened to Fate in a very long time. You did that to her. All the Fates are scared to touch what belongs to my daughter.”

Toofy sniffled, “Just ’cause her stepfather is Time?”

“Mmm. Exactly.” Eratigan said, “I mean, Tai wouldn’t dare to actually help you. And he is probably going to be punished because I’m even talking to you, but you are the one person in all of the world who has no destiny, kitten. You make your own path.”

She smiled sadly, “Sometimes, Toofy wishes that she was a normal girl. Normal neko things.”

“You are.” Eratigan disagreed, “Every kitten wants to own the world. It is the neko way. Own it, or break it.”

“Toofy only wants to curl up in a little box.”

The witch sighed, “Sai’s broken your heart. I would take you to him, but I am already in so much trouble. So very much. And last time they wouldn’t let me fuck Tai for two decades. Not until you were all grown up. And your mother has needs.”

“Toofy may be temple girl, but she doesn’t want to hear about mummy’s needs.” She said hastily, knowing that her mother didn’t have any kind of mental filter at all.

“You have needs, as well. And isn’t Trician beautiful? She also communes with her goddess through sex. She needs you, or she can’t see Missy.” Eratigan whispered.

“No.” Toofy said petulantly.

The witch sighed, “At least let her borrow your dragongirl. Also, I can’t believe you’re finally made up with Mia! The two of you are gorgeous together.”

“Toofy tortured her, mother. Not slept with her. She still hates her. Both hate each other.”

“Oh.” Eratigan said lightly, without the slightest bit of comprehension what anything the neko had just said, meant. All she understood was that her daughter wasn’t sleeping with the dragon.

“Is the Toofy the daughter of a goddess?” Daen asked carefully.

Toofy giggled, “No. Stepdad is god, yes, but he didn’t give her any magic. Also doesn’t think of her as daughter. Eratigan isn’t a goddess, either. She’s just a witch who twists reality because she can’t comprehend it. She’s an anomaly. Not even a demigod.”

Eratigan cuddled her, “I need to go, soon. I was only supposed to introduce you to the elf. I was a bit late because Tai was... You told me not to tell you. But I couldn’t resist hugging you.”

“She misses you, sometimes.” The neko whispered, “Hates that Toofy can’t remember you, when you’re gone. That the curse makes Toofy forget you ever existed, when you don’t show yourself.”

“I don’t know what that means.” Eratigan said sadly, “But... I will always do what I can, for you. I show myself to you, more often than I’m even allowed. I love it when I get to hold you.”

Toofy cried some more, nuzzling into her chest, “Want you to stay. Always want you to stay. Want it.”

“I know. Me too. But... I can’t.” Eratigan whispered, and kissed the top of the neko’s head. “I love you, little kitten.”

There was a brief moment, and then Toofy frowned, rubbing at her cheeks. She blinked and looked around, frowning. She wasn’t sure why she was crying.

Then she remembered that she knew that Sai had cheated on her. With a kitsune, of all things.

Sometimes, she hated the way she had flashes of truth. Knowing things that were happening. She was never wrong, when she knew them, even if she didn’t know how she knew them.

Like knowing she was going to sleep with the gross elf, soon.

She turned back to her meal, and then paused, and looked down at her arm. She shifted it a little, and then removed her sling, dragging off the bandages.

The arm still looked frail, but all the bones had healed and were in the right places. She rewrapped it, as much as she could, and then turned and growled at her new handmaiden.

Mia assisted, grudgingly.

She looked up at the doctor, “Toofy takes it back. He knows more than lesser alchemy. Arm is set properly.”

“That... Was not me, your ladyship.” He shook his head, “That was our guardian. You were just speaking to her. She must have healed you, during.”

Toofy raised an eyebrow, “She doesn’t remember guardian. Is everyone in this stupid town as insane as the elf?”

Daen coughed, “He remembers guardian. A witch. Toofy said that she was cursed, not allowed to remember. Eratigan the Undying.”

“Eerie the who?” Toofy cocked her head.

— — —
Trician screamed and punched at the wall. Tyre’s hand caught hers, preventing her from damaging the thin and cheap structure. He didn’t look at her, but she could feel the judgement.

“She called me insane, abomination!” She snapped, “That bitch... She can’t be the fucking bitch that the goddess wants me to serve! Can’t be! She’s a fucking neko!”

He rolled his green eyes, and sat down on the end of the bed, “Is this why you asked me to join you? You need to vent? Or do you want to use me?”

“Use you.” She growled and kicked at the ground, “It isn’t going to work, though. I’m too fucking angry. That stupid cunt, that Kal died for, wants nothing to do with me.”

“Keep cussing her out. It’ll make you feel so much better.” The human said sarcastically.

Her ears pulled back and hissed, “It does.”

He shrugged and dropped back onto the bed with a yawn. “Madame Sai is as enigmatic as ever. She turned up with a neko that I hunted down, personally. A bastard serial killer. And a red salamander. She called you racist, and then raged about a kitsune.”

“You hunted down?” Trician said in shock, and then felt a trickling of fear. “He has to have smelled you. Will he attack?”

Tyre shrugged, “No idea. From what I overheard, Madame Sai is attempting to keep him on a short leash... But he is still a murdering fucker. He was tracking and killing humans with magic. Stealing it, by black magic.”

“The rite involving eating a heart.” Trician said quietly, “The one who consumed the hearts, but has none, themselves. Oh, shit. He’s part of the prophecy. He’s going to try and kill her. She’s injured.”

The human leaned up on his elbows, “How do we protect her, without triggering your prophecy? You might hate her, but Lord Sai will never forgive me if I don’t try.”

“The prophecy was long and rambling. Mostly a rant at how I’d fucked everything up, so I don’t remember it all.” Trician admitted, “What I do remember... The one who protects the spirit of mischief, is the one for whom the crown is heavy.”

“You’re technically a princess. Or were.”

Trician laughed, “Exactly. So it won’t be me. It’s a prophecy from a goddess who loves fucking with people. Has to be someone else.”

“She’d also know that you’d think that. So, she might fuck with you by telling the truth.” Tyre pointed out.

The elf sighed and sat down beside him, glumly putting her chin in her hands. “This isn’t what I expected. I saw my destiny, so clearly. A shining light... I never expected to be... Rejected.”

“I don’t think I’ve actually heard of Madame Sai rejecting anyone before. She used her toes to play with Lady Castelle at the table, during her first meeting with the woman.” He chuckled.

Trician frowned, “Her salamander. The woman had a symbol carved in her cheek. It was fresh.”

“A rune. I didn’t recognise it.” Tyre yawned again.

She smiled tightly, “I did. It is draconic. It is given by one dragon to another, when they’ve dominated them. A way of forcing loyalty, whether the other is willing or not. I would say your Madame Sai... Hates that woman.”

“Did you see what happened to her arm? You would also hate them.” Tyre shrugged it off. “But, fair enough. Twenty Four does appear to have her limits. I was just pointing out that I was surprised as you, that she rejected you.”

“I need to speak to the goddess.” Trician muttered, and then cringed. “But last time I tried to force that... She didn’t turn up... And then she stole my tongue. Kal was killed. I... I can’t do it.”

He made a thoughtful and tired sound, “I thought fighting the undead was exhausting. Having that cat even tangentially back in my life is infinitely moreso. I owe Sai, so I must protect her... How is she connected to all of this? She isn’t highborn. She’s the descendent of a warrior mage. Resic, a Bucktooth.”

“Draug. The sky going dark. The stars going out...” The elf rolled her jaw, “The fate of us all lies with someone who thinks listening to the gods is a fools errand. May the gods save us, if it is right that they do so.”

“If the gods did what was right, they would kill me.” Tyre said bitterly, “The gods don’t care. Even when the play games with a prophetess. They don’t care about any of us.”

Trician fell beside him, “I suppose it wouldn’t work, anyway. Using an abomination, to try and reach ecstasy and the doorway to the divine. You’d just piss her off.”

“You know I am an abomination. Hate me for it.” Tyre said quietly, “But this... This was done to me. I was not willing. Even now, I wish the magic could simply be taken from me.”

The elf rolled onto her side, “Truly?”

“I despise my existence.”

She put a gentle hand on his chest so that she could feel his heartbeat, “I am not an ordinary magic user, abomination. I could cleanse you, if that is your desire. You would lose all your magic, not just the evil, but you would be free. Your soul could soar.”

“I must protect Madame Sai. You’ve already told me that she is in danger.” He shook his head, “I owe her master, my master. It is not a debt that can ever be repaid. My soul is forfeit.”

“Is that all you think about? Your obligation to the House of Sai?” She prodded.

He shook his head, “I also dream of a certain succubus. Waiting for me. We toyed with each other... She made me swear to return to her, and to bed her before speaking with her. She is... Violent... Beautiful... I believe she would be upset if I were to perform a sex ritual with a prophetess.”

“You have not spoke of her, before.” Trician said curiously.

Tyre smiled sadly, “No. I protect what I care about. I care deeply for Elia, even if I cannot say why. At first it was professional curiosity. And then a competition of sorts. I don’t know when it became more.”

“Elia... That’s not a succuban name.” The elf said sadly, “Another orphan of the temple, I take it?”

“An assassin of the temple. She revelled in her work. A master of mirage, of charms. She could take a peek inside your head and see the deepest desire of your heart, even if she didn’t full understand it.”

Trician snuggled in closer to him, “She sounds interesting. A woman who might well have been designed for you.”

“I am little more than a hobby, for her.” He disagreed, “I told you that I had not seen Madame Sai reject anyone. Elia and Lady Twenty Four were regularly in each other’s arms. Elia... Loves her mistress. Fully, and completely. I am simply entertainment.”

“A neko... Bedding a succubus... And a human...” Trician struggled not to puke at the thoughts filling her head.

He looked at her in confusion, “Didn’t you bed an onokentaura? You’re an elf. What right do you have to judge her?”

“It isn’t the cross-species I have a problem with. It’s that she’s a fucking slut. That’s what nekos do. They fuck everyone, anything, without regard for loyalty. She betrays your master brazenly.”

Tyre let out a long sigh, “Perhaps. I believe Lord Sai approved of certain dalliances. His mistress is just a mistress, not a bride. They are both expected to share each other.”

“Kill the fucking Daen!” An angry voice ripped through the air, breaking their reverie.

— — —
“Sssh. Be doin’ on da quiet.” A voice hissed in the shadows of the tent.

A rumbling thunder that was as gentle as a cavalry charge came back, “I am You’re the noisy beast. No screaming.”

Sai wondered curiously if his stalker and new mistress were attempting to play with each other in the dark. He didn’t mind the thought, anything he could potentially use to control the fox would be worth it.

Tamamo de Mae.

Why she had done what she had done, was a mystery to Sai. He didn’t know that part of the story, and judging by the emperor’s response, nobody but that green-eyed bastard ever would.

What she had done, was body jump into one of the emperor’s ministers. Lord Vanhern. Then, she had waited until a debate about new taxes was in full boring swing before she leaped back out of the man, as if he was just a box.

She had destroyed half the palace in her attempts to kill the emperor, the two of them fighting with magic, claw and blade.

In the end, nobody really knew what happened.

The emperor had claimed that he had killed her, and then ordered the genocide of the entire species so that kitsune magic could never again be the tool of an assassin.

It was overblown, overreactive, but it wasn’t out of line with the way the man generally acted.

Sai had been surprised to learn that Tammy had somehow survived the encounter.

Now, he was determined to have her as his weapon against the emperor. Even if Toofy ended up hating him for it, Tammy was the best shot his neko had at becoming empress.

He had sworn to give her the world, and this was the best he could do.

Sai’s opinion of what they were doing took a radical turn, as he felt something slink beneath the bottom edge of his bedsheet. Too lithe to be the orc.

Was the vixen really about to try something with him?

He knew that she was determined to absolutely piss off Toofy, if he didn’t really understand why exactly. Was it really just the usual racist garbage between kitsune and neko?

Her light fingers were so delicate he only realised his pants were shifting when they were far enough down that he could feel her hot breath against his privates.

Just how far was she willing to go, if he didn’t wake up?

Sai opened his eyes, seeing into the dark, with his green glowing eyes. Looking directly into eyes just like his. He saw Khild smirking, and she put a finger to her lips.

He bit his cheek as he felt Tammy suddenly lick the underside of his dick. It was rough, but it wasn’t remotely pleasant, like Toofy’s.

The tongue was covered in spines that pricked at him, plucking painfully at his skin as it dragged along the full length.

Sai grabbed his sheet and tossed it back to reveal twin orange eyes. He stared back at her, watching her tense and about to flee. “Ow. Don’t do that. Something else, sure, but not that.”

The foxwoman made a small keening noise, and Sai nodded to Khild, who immediately grabbed the woman’s tail. The orc chuckled, “He’s not sending away. No run.”

Sai leaned up on his elbows, “If you wanted to toy with me, that wasn’t the way... But you do want to toy with me, don’t you? I suppose if your tongue hurts me... Mine might be acceptable for you.”

“But... Da neko...” The fox hesitated for the first time.

He chuckled softly, lying, “I am the master, she the mistress. I assume, of course, that you’ll tell her the first chance you get. That seems to be what excites you the most. Attempting to anger my cat.”

“She gonna be pissin’. Be pissin’ on ya.” Tammy’s voice was confused, excited, and hopeful.

He nodded, “Probably. She’ll want to reinforce that she was my first mistress. My chosen one. Might try and force you to watch us, together. But a fox is always free, isn’t it?”

Her orange eyes widened in surprise, “Ya ain’t be meanin’ ta be o’ da ownin’ ma?”

“Owning you sounds hazardous to my health.”

The fox growled, “Nah be quippin’. Ya ain’t be meanin’?”

“No. I doubt I could call you mistress. I won’t be expecting your help in the future, but I might ask for it. I won’t be expecting you to stay, but I would be grateful if you did.” Sai did his best to reassure the kitsune.

“Fuck dat bitchin’ cat.” Tammy growled breathlessly, “She gone ’n stole da best human’y got ta offer. I be wantin’ ya, Sai. Not ’bout da neko. I just be wantin’ ya, righ’ now.”

He smiled at her, “Lean back for me?”

“Forgettin’ be ya tongue. I ain’t be needin’ it.” The foxwoman said as she lay onto her back. “Sai... Be takin’ o’ me.”

He moved to his knees, gazing down at the woman who had been nothing but a waiting knife to his back... Now prostrate, and offering herself to him.

This could still be a trap, but he didn’t believe it.

Khild watched the two of them, as Tammy had before. Watched as he leaned down to the quietened fox, and kissed her softly.

He was immediately terrified and deafened as she shrieked into his mouth.

Sai burst out laughing, and cupped her cheek, “You are so lucky this is no longer an active battlefield. I couldn’t dare to keep close to you, if an attack was likely.”

“Shuddup ’n fuck ma.” She growled at him with a petulant glare.

He smiled teasingly and counted, “Three tails, now. I’ve heard a kitsune grows one for every hundred years they live... How old are you, Tammy?”

“Fuck me alrea’y!” She shouted in frustration.

He placed his member at her opening, hesitating as he tried to ignore the vastness of the betrayal he was committing. He pushed himself ever slowly into her.

Tammy grunted painfully for a moment, and then it was Sai’s turn as he felt her not just tighten around him, but physically lock around the head of his dick.

She smirked up at him, “Nah be runnin’ noaw. Jus’ be fuckin’.”

Her warmth was amazing, and she was slick, but he hadn’t really expected to actually be trapped inside a woman. Any woman, ever. It was a confusing set of emotions.

“You scream. And your privates are apparently a padlock.” Sai said hesitantly, “What else should I have considered before going near a kitsune? Will you eat my soul like a succubus, as well? Honest question. No insult intended.”

Tammy laughed at him, fangs flashing in the dark, “Dat be ’bout da sum da it... For kitsune... For ma? I... I be a virgin. Not be knowin’ quite wha’ ta ’spect.”

He had not been expecting that.

He was barely more experienced than she was, and she was looking to him to know what to do. He had never touched a woman like her, before. His neko might know everything about everyone, their most sensitive places.

He... Hadn’t a clue.

“Tell me what you like. What you hate.” He said hesitantly, and then pushed ever so slowly into her. Feeling her incredible tightness wrapping around him as he slid up to his balls inside her.

The orange eyes went as wide as possible, and she let out a tiny muffled squeal, putting her hand over her mouth to try and dull the noise.

Sai looked at her, “Are you okay? I can’t tell if that was good or bad.”

“Gods be fuckin’ ma.” Tammy said breathlessly.

Khild laughed, shaking the ground, “Master be needing safeword. She says, he stops. She don’t he assume she likes. Mine’s apricot. Unlikely coming up during sex.”

Sai smiled gratefully at his mistress.

The fox frowned, “A word? Barely be t’inkin’ here. Fuckin’ o’ fucks... I ne’er wanna le’ ’im go. All up ’nside ma. Fuck.”

“How about... Quest. Nice and easy to scream.” Khild said with a grin, “Now... Master... I do thinking she’s not far off from giving you a better scream.”

Tammy nodded frantically, “Do be it. Do be it.”

It wasn’t like he really had a choice, with their genitals locked together as they were. And despite the conversation, he hadn’t even come close to softening inside her.

He gave a small and gentle thrust into her. Struggling not to laugh as the woman squealed again, her orange eyes bugging out. She was the most responsive thing that existed.

“Shuddin’ it.” She growled at him, but he saw a playful smile at the end.

Sai leaned his arms down beside her head, and began to move rhythmically. Smiling at the way she shrieked and squealed, despite doing her best not to make a single noise.

Her insides flexed and rolled around him, despite also being firmly fixed around him. The sensations drove him wild. Everything about Tammy was overstimulating.

Khild let out a low growl, and he looked up to see the orc with her hand down her pants. She was aggressively rubbing at herself, green eyes staring at the two of them in excitement.

Tammy’s hands flew up to his head, jerking him back to looking at her, “Dis mine. Mine. Ignorin’ da piggy.”

He kissed her, enjoying it as she squealed into his mouth.

It had taken a moment to get used to not being able to pull back the same way, but Sai found his pace. Thrusting deeply into the kitsune, ramming into her, fast and hard.

Tammy got louder with each movement. Slicker and hotter around him with each push inwards. She graduated from shrieks to squeals and snarls. Hands grabbing frantically at his shoulders, clawing at his back.

Her tails flicked around like a red cloud of soft and silky fluff, as she thrashed beneath him. Her eyes flaring every time he thrust into her, looking disappointed every time he pulled away.

The kitsune suddenly arched up to him and bellowed out a scream that sounded like someone dying. Sai grunted as he felt her insides squeezing the life out of him, and warmth flooding out of her and down his balls.

“Fuck.” Sai gasped, nearing his own climax.

“Dun s’op.” Tammy said, her mouth practically slack, “Fin... Finish in ma...”

He didn’t have a choice about that one, she was still locked tight around him, even with her thighs weakly spasming.

With nowhere to go, he did what came naturally, and buried himself inside her before letting out a grunt and spilling his seed into the exhausted kitsune.

She let out one final shriek. Except, she was too tired and weak, so it came out more as a series of coughs and half-hearted sounds.

He collapsed onto her, breathing raggedly, feeling her slowly detaching from around him. “Fuck, Tammy...”

“Oh, shit.” She cursed and spasmed again, “Oh, I do be likin’ ya sayin’ ma name. Fuck.”

He rolled weakly to the side, wiping at the sweat on his forehead, “You’re amazing, fox. Your first time... And you... Wow.”

The vixen pecked his cheek, and brushed him playfully with one of her tails, “S’pose ya actually needin’ sleep. Gots ta be pissin’ on da orcs, in morn’.”

“I... Have something I wanted to ask your help with, for that.” Sai said hesitantly, “Tomorrow... Hammerhand is going to try and kill me. I could do what he wants, show him what I’m capable of... But I’d prefer it if he didn’t know what it is, that I can do. Don’t suppose you’ll help, will you?”

She laughed softly, “I wants ta be sayin’ nah.”

“Figured.”

She brushed his cheek with her teeth, “I’ll be helpin’ ya, this time. Ya did be fuckin’ ma. But you’ll owe ma ’nother fuck, as well. After ya survive.”

“Agreed.” He made the deal with her, as his stomach tried to empty itself into his mouth as he realised just what he had done. Just how much Toofy would hate him, and how justified that hate would be.

— — —
Efina sobbed pathetically, feeling the pain as the whips tore against her flesh. Purifying a soul with pain was just a lie. A lie designed to make people feel good about torturing someone to death.

Which was what she wanted.

She wanted to die.

A voice whispered into her ear, “Oh, I have been waiting for this. Waiting for so very long to kiss you, and drag you back down with me. Are you finally ready to pay for stealing from me, you bitch?”

“Oi. Death.” Another voice spoke from the other side of her, “Fuck off. Her soul is mine. You can have her when I’m done with her, not a moment before.”

The first voice growled angrily, “You? You! You’re meant to be trapped beyond the gate. You’re nothing, and I am everything. You really going to go to war with me, over this shitbag’s soul?”

“I really am, if you don’t fuck off.”

The first voice growled in irritation, and Efina felt a strange relief flooding over her. Despite the whip still striking at her back and peeling her like a persimmon.

The second voice laughed softly, “You know what? Why don’t we get rid of those idiots?”

The whip stopped, and Efina stared at the ground in front of her, unable to life her head as someone walk around. Their legs were bare, neither light skinned, nor dark.

Little toes flexed playfully, and an orange tail flicked back and forth, “I think you remember me, Efina. You only opened the book I gave you once, but it did make you wet yourself. Still makes me giggle.”

“That book is about to get me killed. Probably got Twenty Four killed.” Efina whispered, “Have you no mercy?”

“No. I have no mercy. None whatsoever. You are still entertaining to me, so I’m not going to let you die.” The goddess replied, “As for Toofy... I’ll get my claws in her, soon enough. Very soon. You tried to get in my way, bringing Sai and her together. That was very naughty of you. Don’t worry, I’ve taken care of your little lord. Sent him one of my favourite girls. He took the bait.”

Efina winced, “Of course he did. He’s barely fucked anything. Shit... How am I to be punished, this time?”

“Immortality sounds like fun.” The goddess replied, but her tail went still, “Unfortunately, you’re too clever a bitch for that. Made Death want your soul. I’ll never be allowed to make you immortal, and you’re not worth a war.”

“Then let me die. Then I’ll stop upsetting you.” She begged.

The kitsune crouched in front of her, lifting her chin and giggling as she saw those orange eyes eat into her soul. “You think I’ll forgive you for hurting my Toofy? Never going to happen, Efina. You fucked up. You earned my rage. But first... Some fun.”

The priestess’ face screwed up in terror as she felt something very wrong and very confusing happen.

The goddess giggled at her expression, “Now, how does one teach a bunch of whores, when she doesn’t even have a cunt anymore? Don’t worry, I made it so you could still piss. But there’s no warmth or depth to you.”

“Why do you hate me so much?”

The woman laughed and grinned, “Because I love Twenty Four, you dumb bitch. You beat her, every day of her life. I will repay you for that, with interest.”

“That’s enough.” Another voice said tiredly, “Tai sent me by. Apparently, the others are kinda pissed with you right now, Missy. Also, stop acting like you have a monopoly on my daughter. She doesn’t like you. She hates foxes. Never going to happen.”

“Fuck off, Eratigan.” The fox shot back, and then let out an annoyed growl, “Fine. I don’t want to fight with everyone else at once. I’ll leave her be... For now.”

Efina swallowed nervously, as the woman vanished... But the whips didn’t come back.

She’d be blamed for killing them.

Worse... She knew that she really had closed up, down below. The goddess had stolen her womanhood, just to mess with her. If Efina had that kind of power... She couldn’t think of a worse way to punish her.

— — —
Toofy lay against the wall, holding her fragile arm weakly, and trying to get her breath back. Tears rolled out of her golden eyes, as she stared in horror at the scene in front of her.

Meerakeilian made a final slurping noise and sat up, idly chewing on a bone. She turned to the neko and gave half a smile, “Okay, now?”

“No. No Toofy is not. The Daen... He tried to... Hurt her.” She said weakly, “Just because her arm was broken, and she couldn’t stop him. He hurt her. Took... What wasn’t...”

The salamander’s black eyes blinked slowly, “He is gone.”

“She can see that. She sees Mia has a little puff belly, now. All full up of bastard.” She chuckled softly, and then she made a little purr, “Toofy is sorry. Sorry she treats Mia so nastily.”

The woman shrugged, “You are Devourer, I don’t treat you. Deserve anger. Deserve anger.”

“Toofy doesn’t want Devourer.” She smiled sheepishly, “Never did. Toofy just wants to not get eaten. She was always so frightened of Mia, after she attacked Toofy. She was just a kitten.”

The salamander approached her slowly, placing one hand against her chest, overlapping the scars that lay beneath her dress. “Wasn’t trying to kill.”

“Toofy stole your snack.”

Meerakeilian laughed softly, “Yes. The cat didn’t know. Didn’t know. Steal food from dragon... Mating ritual.”

Golden eyes blinked in confusion, “Eh? Temple didn’t teach that.”

“Dragonkind is rare. Keep secrets.” Mia said, and her fork tongue flicked at Toofy’s cheek. “Hate. Love. Devour. Be consumed. These are same.”

Toofy frowned, “You ate my arm. Tried. That love?”

“No.” Mia chuckled, “She must either kill, or mate, with Toofy. She decided to kill, but was cursed. Made mistake. Made mistake.”

The cat’s eyes bugged out of her head at a dragonkind admitting to wrongdoing. She was also feeling uncomfortable as Mia continued to flick her tongue at her cheek.

The woman had just eaten a whole arrogant fuckwad of a neko.

She wasn’t in the mood to eat another, was she?

The black eyes staring into hers flickered again. The double-eyelids batting, as the salamander moved even closer. Practically pinning her up against the wall.

“Nobody touch neko.” Mia growled, “Never again. Not hurt Devourer, or be devoured.”

The cat swallowed nervously, “Toofy has master. Even if he is cheating bastard, he is hers. If Mia eats him...”

“No. No. No.” The woman laughed and grinned, which was not nearly as calming when they were this close together. “Only those who hurt. I know my Devourer has other women, men. I am only one of her possessions.”

Toofy cringed, but she had nowhere left to go. The woman had backed her effectively up against the wall. “Mia smells like meat and death. She just ate. Please.”

The salamander grabbed one of her hands and put it against her bloated belly. “Prey, today. Egg, tomorrow.”

“Toofy can’t make egg hatch.” She said in confusion.

Meerakeilian laughed at her again, kissing her cheek with a flick of her tongue. “If Devourer eats her... If Devourer kisses her... Then I will fertilise my own egg. Only egg. Only egg.”

She did vaguely remember that some salamanders could do that. That once they met the one that they believed they would swear loyalty to, they would end up impregnating themselves out of sheer lust.

The door beside them burst open, elf and human charging in. They looked around, and spotted the gigantic pile of clean white bones lying on the floor.

Mia twirled the one in her mouth, and raised an eyebrow.

Tyre coughed and bowed, “Eh... Sorry. We heard... Thought you were in danger, Lady Twenty Four... Are you? Have we interrupted something intimate, or a feast?”

Toofy’s ears flattened, “Out.”

Tyre bowed, and then left, silently. The elf’s ears pulled back, she hissed at the both of them, and turned on her heel and stormed away, slamming the door shut.

The cat whined and glared, “You embarrassed Toofy.”

“I wait for Devourer to devour.” The salamander said cheekily, and moved back, freeing her.

The red-scaled woman made a lazy stretch, and then curled up beside her pile of bones. Laying her head down on them and closing her eyes to go to sleep.

Toofy put a hand to her chest, feeling the beating of her heart.

First, she had learned that her Sai had cheated on her. Then, she learned it was with a fucking kitsune. Next, her neko guardian tried to force his kittens on her... Before a salamander swept in and noisily ate him all up.

Then... Then with her breath still stinking of the living being she had just eaten, the salamander had flirted with her. Declared what was the equivalent of dragonkind love.

Toofy was not ready for all these emotions at once.

She looked frantically around the room, and then scampered up and onto the top of the wardrobe. She curled up into a tiny and tight ball, and gnawed on her golden bell as she began to cry silently.

She just wanted her Sai back.

— — —
Saia yawned as she rapped on the door of the tavern. The stars were out and overhead, but the moon was behind the clouds. The village was dark at this time of night.

A flap in the door yanked back, and the man behind it let out a surprised scream as he saw her red glowing eyes in the dark. She could hear his frantic heart.

“Just looking for a bed. I’m a succubus. This one is human.” She nodded towards Westcolm. “I’m no danger to you.”

“Ah.” The man said, calming down quickly, “You must be Little Saia. Our guardian said that you were coming, apologies.”

He fiddled with the door and opened it, gesturing. “I have prepared a bed and a hammock, for the two of you. If you would follow me.”

Saia rolled her jaw, “Where did you hear that name?”

“Our guardian spirit.” The man repeated, “She knows you well, but it is not my place to say. Let it just be known that your mistress, Madame Sai, is already sleeping in the room beside your own. You can see her at breakfast.”

Westcolm tensed up, “Lady Twenty Four is here? We must speak with her. Immediately.”

“She went to bed, Lord Westcolm.” The man replied firmly, “Interrupting her would likely put you at odds with the salamander now guarding her. I would not recommend it.”

“Meerakeilian.” Saia’s jaw dropped open as she recognised the bare traces of the scent in the air. The lustful desire came from that bitch, she was certain.

The man shrugged, “Perhaps. The guardian, and Madame Sai, refer to her as Mia. But, please. You have had a long journey. The morning will make all things clear.”

Saia shrugged and yawned, “Suits me. Lord Abomination?”

“I will take the hammock.”




Sixteen

The catgirl shares.

— — —
Toofy’s eyes sprang open as the smells hit her nostrils. The cat scrambled from her perch, and was through the door before it was open wide enough to fit the width of her shoulders.

She was into the main eating area where the grill was fired up and frying meat before anyone even heard her coming. Crash tackled excitedly into the succubus sitting at one of the tables.

“Saia!” She squealed excitedly, rubbing her face into the woman’s chest and mewling happily.

The succubus laughed, and hugged her, “Mistress. You really are here... With... Isn’t that the salamander that attacked you when you were a kitten?”

“Mmm.” Toofy continued rubbing and trying to climb inside Saia. A deep and happy purr emerged from her, as she pulled her legs up to sit in the woman’s lap. “You really here with that bastard lord?”

Westcolm smiled tightly at her, “Lady Twenty Four. It appears you have yet to lose your mind. That’s a good sign.”

“You smell bad.” She growled at him, and then went back to rubbing her scent all over the succugirl. She playfully grabbed for Saia’s tail that quickly yanked itself out of her reach.

Saia sighed heavily, “I’m still sore, Toofy. Because first Efina, and then the palace guard, fucked me over. You let me get caught. Efina’s scheduled for execution, by the way.”

“What?” Toofy said and then turned slowly and glowered, “Oh, you fucker! Toofy smells your guilt! The Westcolm had to protect Lord Yu. Had to take advantage to get rid of the Efina, didn’t he? Couldn’t just wait for Toofy to burn the priestess.”

The man glared back at her, “I am the Grand Inquisitor. I did my job.”

“No, you were fucking stupid. I’m disappointed in you.” Toofy snapped, “You, stupid bastard. Where did Lady Efina get Menes’ book? She didn’t find it on her own. Emperor said he destroyed it. You fucking idiot.”

Westcolm frowned, “You know, then, that it was the magic of Menes. That his magic is the magic now rotting your soul.”

“Toofy’s soul has nothing to do with Menes. She never looked at his spells.” She shook her head, giggling, “She’s not that stupid. She doesn’t know why she knows what is in book, but she never touched it. Toofy just knows things, sometimes.”

The lord frowned, “But... There is something wrong with your soul, isn’t there, Madame Sai?”

“Wrong? Mmm... No.” She shook her head and cuddled into her succubus. Kissing frantically across her face, and briefly scratching her horns with her teeth.

“Gods. I forgot how determined you are.” Saia muttered, “This is serious, Toofy. Menes’ magic is...”

“Evil incarnate.” A tired voice said, as Tyre and the elf stumbled in. The groundskeeper waved to Lord Westcolm, and gave a yawn. “What are you doing here, asshole?”

“He chases the stars as well.” The elf said esoterically, “All of us are bound to this moment, and the fucking bitch cat. Feeling a bit less rude, this morning, cunt?”

Toofy stuck out her tongue at her, and then went back to kissing Saia. She enjoyed playing with her succugirl, especially when she was about to have to tell her about the horror to come.

She sniffled as she remembered it, bursting into tears.

“Don’t.” Saia misread it, growling at the elf. “I’m not in the mood, and I will do worse than scratch your eyes out, elf.”

“Princess Trician.” Tyre said with a yawn, and bowed to Saia, “I would be tempted to fulfil our deal, Elia, but it looks like someone else is in the way.”

“The Godkiller.” Westcolm said in surprise, “You tried to kill Astadia, didn’t you? But failed. Too bad. Your sister is not as stable an empress as you would have been.”

The last member of their party arrived. The salamander drifted in, gnawing on a nekan thighbone. She looked around, made an annoyed growl, and then curled up at Saia’s feet.

Toofy sighed heavily, “The pieces in place. Stupid elf can start.”

“Stupid is a step down from insane, I suppose.” Trician said, sitting down but making a face as the chef offered her some fried bacon. “The world is ending. The goddess of mischief chose Lady Twenty Four as her avatar, and bound me to her. All of us, to her. I have no idea why.”

Westcolm frowned, “The world. Ending.”

“I saw an army of draug, leaving the border, and heading inland into our empire.” Tyre said quietly, “Trust me, m’lord, our world is in danger. A lich, would be my suspicion. Though I don’t see all the pieces, yet.”

Toofy took a deep breath, “Emperor recently sent Meerakeilian to kill Toofy. To eat her up. Thankfully, Mia wasn’t entirely stupid. Surrendered when Toofy used the Devourer’s Rite.”

“He... Saw you as a threat. Curious.” Westcolm stated.

She shook her head, “Not curious. Fucking obvious. The Westcolm is still too slow. Toofy was sent off to die. Her master, though, was sent to die at orc hands.”

Tyre suddenly sucked in his breath, “Oh, shit. We’re all connected. Each of us...”

“Mmm.” She nodded, and looked back to the lord, “The Westcolm is slow. Does he remember how Menes fucked him up?”

“Hundreds died.” He snarled, “Of course, I remember. I remember everything that bastard did to me.”

“Nekos. Hundreds of nekos.” Toofy whispered and let out a ragged sigh, “But Menes’ magic is orc magic. Sacrificing orcs in massacre, after Sai losing battle as excuse, makes much more evil magic than just nekos.”

Westcolm’s face fell, “He’s planning to make more of us?”

“Uh uh.” She shook her head, “Saia’s turn. When she was looking for present for Isaac, she found penpal of master. Say.”

“Astadia. The princess you tried to kill, elf.” The succubus said in confusion. “Why is it important that Astadia wrote to Sai, regularly? There were no responses. Probably some kind of report.”

Westcolm slammed a fist on the table, “Fuck! Astadia was the apprentice. She has to be the one that Menes was training, before he was killed.”

“Menes was purified before dying.” Toofy said quietly, “Orcs hated him bad. Astadia... Got fucking royal burial. Because the insane elf wasn’t the one who killed her. Astadia knew Menes’ magic. Astadia had rotted soul.”

Westcolm twitched, “You said a lich, Tyre? I think we know who. The draug are supposed to protect the elves. She could do it. She would do it, if our emperor asked... Why does he need both an undead army, and an army of dead orcs?”

“Orcs are sacrifices. Menes’ made emperor a demigod.” Toofy said quietly, “Not enough. He wants more. Emperor wants to ascend. Which is why all the gods are currently fucking with Toofy!”

Trician sighed heavily, “Why you, cat? Why does everything hinge on a bitch of a kitten who was raised to be a whore?”

The salamander stirred dangerously, but Toofy thrust her back onto the ground with a booted foot to her shoulder. “Because, insane elf, Toofy has no fate. Go ahead. Try and read her.”

The elf looked at her in consternation, “What the... Fuck? Everyone has a fate. How in the hell were you born without one?”

“Toofy was. It just... Didn’t happen.” She said quietly, “That’s why gods fuck with her. Always fuck with her. She hates it. Hates all of the gods. She will become empress, and they will leave her be.”

Saia wrapped her arms around her waist, “None of this is a surprise to you, is it, mistress?”

“Bits.” She mewled, “She... She knows that the Sai cheated on her. With kitsune.”

The succubus started, “Lord Sai cheated on you?”

“With orcgirl and motherfucking fox.” Toofy wailed, and shoved her face into the woman’s chest. Curling into a tighter ball.

Westcolm twitched, “How the hell do you know that? How do you know any of this, neko? You’re not a prophetess, like the elf. What the fucking hell are you?”

“Angry. Toofy is... Angry.” She breathed out slowly, “She hates being manipulated. ’Specially by gods. She wanted to deal with emperor, her way, in her time. But now she has to stop a lich, and stop a war.”

Saia kissed at her head gently, “You have all of us, apparently. I guess those divine assholes arranged it because they have a plan.”

“Bad one.” Toofy sneered.

Westcolm laughed, “Really? You just enjoy the role of heretic so much, don’t you, cat?”

“Gods plan to stop emperor. But that is all. He stays emperor. He waits, and then one day he tries again.” Toofy growled. “Bad plan. Stupid plan. He not try again, when Toofy is done with him.”

“So, it will be treason, then?”

Toofy smiled at him sweetly, “She was planning to let the Westcolm live. He is useful to her. Protecting her Arina. Blackmailing Lord Castelle, over little Lady Vanhern. Protecting Toofy, from assassins.”

He sneered, “You can’t kill me, cat.”

“Not Toofy.” She shook her head, “She thought it odd, when Mia told her that emperor bragged that he killed Irrlichdan. Emperor didn’t fight on frontline. He may be the Immortal, but he only fought when nekos overrun defences. He was emperor and acted as emperor. Was defended by a bodyguard.”

Westcolm frowned, “Yes, I had that dubious honour, after the black salamander attacked the emperor.”

The cat looked down and smiled, “Do whatever you feel like, Mia. Only spawn of Irrlichdan.”

Saia swept the both of them out of the way as there was an eruption of blue flames. The neko snuggled into her, shielding her face from the sudden and very violent destruction that had the tavern owner ducking for cover.

It was unfortunate.

Westcolm was a powerful ally, but he was also one of the Sons of Menes. Their green eyes weren’t just a reflection that they had been tainted by evil magic.

Toofy wasn’t sure how she was going to free her Sai, but she knew that so long as any of the abominations continued to live, then so too would the emperor.

When the opportunity presented itself, she would have to follow through. Westcolm had been the idiot to try and make himself a thorn in her paw, right when she was at her strongest.

Toofy gave a brief glance towards the fight, unsure of who would win it.

Westcolm would not make the same childish mistakes that Daen had.

However, Mia was utterly enraged to be facing the one who had killed her ancestor. The salamander was a flying ball of flame and claws, protected from most attacks by her scales and bones.

Lord Westcolm was an expert in almost everything exotic. He had memorised more about more species, than any other warrior in the human empire... And he was a skilled warrior.

Toofy frowned, thinking for a moment, and then gave a small wink.

Westcolm’s sword unexpectedly snapped in the air, mid-strike. The end of the blade melting to bluntness. Mia had been ignoring the swing anyway, but the one she was attacking was knocked off-balance.

The catgirl hugged Saia tighter, and whispered, “She didn’t mean for her to get hurt. She really thought Yu would end up dead. Toofy is sorry. She has to try harder.”

“The bastard on his back is quite good at the game.” The succubus acknowledged, “Are you punishing the salamander for breaking your arm? You’re not really helping her.”

“Mia wouldn’t forgive Toofy if she realised she interfered. Dragon pride is annoying.” She whispered, “Toofy means it. Yu is her priority, now. Saia has to get what she was promised.”

“An army of undead, a lich, a possible genocide.” The succubus said tiredly, “I don’t exactly figure into things.”

“Yu dies first. Dies in pain.” Toofy growled angrily, “Until that happens, Toofy refuses to help the gods with their own fucking problems. Toofy is just a cat. Why should she care about big things?”

Saia laughed, red eyes twinkling, “Oh, this is why I love you, mistress. The world comes ranting and raving to your feet. Telling you to fix it all. You look sweetly at it... And tell it to fuck off.”

“Toofy isn’t heroine. Toofy is just Toofy.” She said happily and kissed her chin, “Speaking of... Mia is getting aggressive with Toofy. Wants to mate with her. Can Toofy maybe... Steal Saia?”

The succubus laughed, “You get me back, and instantly want to sleep with me?”

“Mmm.” She nodded.

The woman frowned, “I want to say yes... But I also want to say that I want to have some rough and angry sex with Tyre. Who you hate.”

“Blegh.” Toofy stuck out her tongue, “Saia wants a threeway with man who smells like wet dog? Blegh.”

“I wasn’t expecting you to share. More like... Can he use me first, and then you have me after?” Saia asked, her heart frantic in her chest.

“No.” Toofy pouted.

The succubus sighed, “I understand.”

“If Saia has to be stupid and love the monster, then Toofy has to share. She gets to do anything she wants with Saia’s tail, when he’s inside her.” The catgirl stated firmly.

Red eyes looked at her in excitement and surprise, “You’ll share me?”

“Saia is Saia. Toofy is Toofy. We don’t change just because we love someone. Toofy is angry at Sai for cheating on her, but she still plans to go to him. Slap him, too... But also love him.” The catgirl shrugged.

“You’re my mistress. You named me.” The succubus said slowly, “You don’t have to tolerate anything. You can order me around... And well... You know I like it when you do.”

The catgirl grinned, “Oh, she knows. And she really wants to suck Saia’s tail in front of everyone, just to watch her squirm... But Toofy also loves her Little Saia. So she will share, not because she has to, but because Saia will be happier if she does.”

The succubus shivered, “I am so fucking wet, right now.”

“Then go to Toofy’s room and tie herself to the bed.” The catgirl ordered, “She and the Tyre have to talk about rules. Toofy will come to her, when she’s good and ready.”

“Oh, fuck.” Saia whispered excitedly, before turning and walking away.

Toofy sidled up to the servant, putting a hand over her face to cover her nose. “He was listening.”

“I was.” Tyre frowned, looking at the battle still taking place in the room, “Frankly, I’m surprised you’re not more concerned that Westcolm might survive.”

“If he does, he does. Toofy doesn’t care.” She shrugged, and gagged into her hand, “Can’t he do anything about his smell? She doesn’t want to throw up when we play.”

The man rolled his eyes, “I assure you, I have already bathed this morning. I am not certain what more I could do to not trigger your sensitivities, Madame Sai.”

“He is not to touch Toofy, during.” She stated firmly into her hand, “We share the girl, not each other. Unless Toofy changes her mind.”

He frowned, “You haven’t asked me, if I am okay with sharing her.”

“You either are, or aren’t.” She shrugged, “So either Toofy gets to play with her Saia, alone, or with smelly company. But he stinks of lust.”

Tyre nodded slowly, “I heard her say that you named her. Is that why she no longer wears a collar? You freed her, and made her your equal?”

“Mmm.” She nodded, still clasping her hands to her face tightly. “Saia is pretty. Named like Toofy’s master.”

He rubbed at his chin, “She and I... They were not kind dalliances. She wanted me to lie with her, before speaking to her. She likes... Bruises.”

“She is a succugirl.” Toofy rolled her eyes, “Also, she all tied up, now. Succubus like it rough. Toofy has very sharp teeth. She won’t like it if the smelly one hurts her Saia, or degrades her, but Toofy has no problem with roughness. Saia can cum if you shove her by her horns. It’s adorable.”

Tyre chuckled, “I must confess, I have never had a conversation of the likes of this one. A lover, tied to a bed, whilst I discuss methodology with her mistress.”

“Toofy has an idea. She thinks Tyre might enjoy it, too.” She said cheekily as her golden eyes lit up, “Would he like to hear it?”

— — —
The elf smiled at him, one hand sliding down his arm, “I’ve been instructed to assist you, m’lord, in whatever capacity you see fit.”

“The belongings of the catgirl.” He restated firmly, ignoring Esmerelda’s poor attempts to seduce him. He was well aware that she was owned by Domina Florence, but was still on Lord Yu’s payroll.

Since Elia had been purchased by Lady Twenty Four, this elf had stepped into the gap. She had been quite active, tangentially connected to the poisonings of four ministers.

Han just hadn’t had the time yet to find the proof necessary to nail her to the wall. He would, but other concerns were currently more pressing.

Esmerelda gave a cute and disappointed sigh, walking away with a hip sway to make the bell on her hip jingle. “This way, m’lord. We’re not sure we found everything. She didn’t keep things in a travelling case like the rest of us. Liked to hide things in the walls.”

She showed him into a room where several piles of objects had been laid out carefully onto tables. The elf smiled tightly, “They’re categorised by location where we found them. I can tell you more, if you only ask. M’lord.”

He drifted over the items.

Several ragged robes. Acolyte outfits, in the main. One of them was child-sized, but bloodied and torn. So, she kept the one from when the salamander scarred her. Curious.

“She took none of this with her, when she went to the House of Sai?” He asked in surprise. She’d kept some of these objects for two decades, and then suddenly abandoned them.

The elf nodded, “Yes, sir. As far as I’m aware, she took a single outfit of clothing with her, and her bell of course, when she became Madame Sai. She didn’t attempt to take anything, and she didn’t send for anything.”

The neko had started a new life, and abandoned her previous one. Not an altogether surprising approach, but her motivations for doing so might assist his investigations.

“This. A scorpion skeleton.” He tapped it lightly, “Has Lady Twenty Four always been associated with scorpions, at the temple?”

The elf frowned, “I’m not sure that associated is the right term, m’lord. She always enjoyed them for a snack. And if you annoyed her, she tended to have one tucked away in her cheek she’d use on you... My memory is not flawless, but the first time I saw her eating a scorpion would have been the day after she dominated Meerakeilian. Ate the tip of her tail, sir.”

“I’m aware of the event.” He said absent-mindedly, tucking away the factoid for later. He wasn’t sure exactly what it meant, but elven memories were long and tended to be accurate.

He paused as he found something surprising.

Paper was expensive, the domain of lords and ladies. Yet, here was a pile of the stuff, loosely bound together with two rusting hairclips. The contents of the papers was boring, and not the neko’s work. Reports and letters.

However, someone had used dyed beeswax to draw haphazard and strange images all over the papers. Possibly stealing them from some archive to make the artwork.

“What can you tell me of this?”

Esmerelda frowned, “I’m afraid, not much, m’lord. That particular set of items was found in the chambers of Lady Efina. They were in a trunk at the back of her wardrobe, with the number twenty four scratched into the lid. Things we believe she confiscated. There were other, similar trunks, for other girls.”

The hair clips came back to his attention. They had rusted badly, but they were of slightly higher detail than he would expect an acolyte to wear. Efina had clipped the papers together.

He picked it up, detaching the clips carefully and began laying out the papers on the marble flaw. His hunch had been correct, the images weren’t random. They were part of a greater whole.

The entire stack was one singular artwork.

He spread them out, carefully matching every side to every other side, until it covered most of the floor in the room, but he could look at it and see it, complete.

Esmerelda frowned, looking disturbed by the imagery, and he couldn’t blame her.

At the bottom of the artwork, was depicted an underground city. Within it, two groups of people were fighting. An army of orcs, with two banners, was attacking from one side.

One of the banners was known to Han. It was the banner of Hammerhand. The terrifying warlock who had managed to destroy Menes, and stop the emperor’s slaughter of the orcs.

The other banner was strange. Han felt that it was familiar to him somehow, but he couldn’t place it. It showed a cross within a loveheart, stamped beneath a neko’s paw.

On the other side of that battlefield, were the humans. They were pouring into the underground city, and into the fight, led by a certain blonde-haired youth who looked to be Lord Castelle the Younger. He fought beneath the Castelle banner, at least.

The humans, breaking into the underground city, were fleeing from another army who was above the ground level. This other army was shambling, monstrous, and very clearly undead of some kind.

Draug, if Han had to make a guess of it. Bestial, but still retaining enough of their former selves to wield weapons and muster some small level of coordination.

The undead were controlled by an elf, and a man. The elf wore a crown of gold, and was sitting on a hilltop. Possibly a reference to the Golden Mountain, the subjugated empire of the elves.

The man was green-eyed, and his chest was torn open. He was in the process of pulling out his own heart, whilst shadows gathered behind him. Han didn’t want to guess what that symbol represented.

The entire scene, however, was just the detailing at the bottom. Above it, at almost life-sized scale, was the scene of a coronation.

A neko woman with red eyes was on one knee, receiving the crown of the emperor. She had multiple overlapping shadows, but not all of them were cat shaped.

She was flanked by several strange individuals.

One, Han would have said was Lord Sai. The face was certainly the man’s, right down to the scars. Except the eyes were a bright and vibrant blue, almost grey, and not the green he actually had.

Beside the man was a salamander, but the species wasn’t one that Han recognised. Some of the scales were red, and some of them were black, instead of being one or the other. The tip of her tail was missing, however.

Two more humans stood close by. He recognised one of them immediately. It was impossible not to, having recently seen her nearly die. It was the neko’s handmaiden... Arina. The woman held a scythe, the blade broader than her shoulders.

The other human, he didn’t recognise at all. This one was far younger. Barely an adult, at a guess. She held a mage’s staff, which was in itself an oddity. Few mages could afford to purchase or create something of such enormous difficulty, even if it came with a promise of power.

One of the neko’s other companions was a figure that he recognised, which chilled him to the bone. Eratigan the Undying. That’s why the banner was familiar, in the underground city. Her eyes.

The final companion was an elf, wearing a silver crown. She, he didn’t recognise. The depiction was large and detailed enough he vaguely recognised her as being possibly a member of the royal family of the Golden Mountain.

The last figure was the one placing the crown onto the neko’s head, and made him just feel confused. They were a kitsune. A fox. This particular one had nine tails, representing perfection. Yet, Han had never heard of any neko and kitsune meeting without the fur flying.

Behind the coronation scene, perhaps sourced from the neko, was a large and imposing shadow. Four horns protruding from the head, and two tails rising up. A demon of some kind.

He shivered as he considered it, and then the age of the picture. It is difficult to date a wax image, but it was cracked and faded. Several years, at the least. “Did you ever see her draw any of these?”

Esmerelda swallowed nervously, “Yes, m’lord... But... Never the whole. Only ever a single page. I thought it was artistic nonsense. But, the picture actually... Made sense. I never realised. Didn’t see that it was part of a whole.”

“That may have been intentional. She hid this. And Lady Efina found out about it, and hid it as well.” He said slowly, “Try and be specific. When was the earliest you saw one of these items being drawn?”

She crouched and pointed at part of the underground city, “This one. I recall that she was drawing it at a dinner party. The red, it came from one of the candlesticks. Efina was incensed. Bloodied Twenty Four’s lip, and stomped on her tail to break it.”

“When.” He said, unmoved by yet another story of the priestess’ cruelty towards the cat.

Esmerelda swallowed, “Twelve years ago. The party was on the Feast of the Silver Eggshells. A celebration the temple held a year after the death of Irrlichdan was confirmed.”

Han tried to keep his face still and emotionless.

If the elf’s timing was correct, and he had not a single reason to doubt it, then Lady Twenty Four had created this artwork, years before half of the people in it were of the age depicted.

This was a prophecy, a vision.

He rubbed his chin and crouched, considering it. “Elf... You and she had a rivalry of sorts, did you not?”

“Everyone did, at one time or another.” She replied stiffly, “Meerakeilian was the uncontested ruler of us girls, until the cat made her retreat into herself and her art. I tried to take over at one point, but Elia made me regret trying. M’lord.”

He ignored the politics, “Did Lady Twenty Four ever brag about something that... Just sounded... Unlike something she should say, as a temple acolyte?”

“All the time, sir.” Esmerelda chuckled nervously, “It was... Perhaps treasonous. But she’d been saying it since she was a kitten, so none of us really paid it any attention. Turned a blind eye. But it was less bragging, and more... She didn’t bring it up, often. Just said it as fact, and treated it as fact.”

“I am not here to punish you, elf.” He stated, “Lady Efina is already dying in a prison cell. Let the sin be hers. Speak.”

“Twenty Four always claimed she would one day become the empress. And not just of the empire, but the entire world.” Esmerelda said quickly, nervously.

Han nodded slowly.

It wasn’t something he hadn’t heard, and it was right there in the artwork in front of him. The neko, that he suspected of political assassination, was looking towards a takeover.

However, this changed things.

“Did she... Ever know things, that she shouldn’t?” He asked slowly, “I’m not asking did she find out secrets. I am sure you have managed to find secrets from the other acolytes. I’m talking about things that nobody should know. Secrets shared with no one at all.”

Esmerelda swallowed nervously, “Maybe. Sometimes she’d... Talk about things that hadn’t happened yet. Not by long, a day or two. And she was vague enough that I was never certain if it was just coincidence. M’lord.”

“Shit.” He swore and pushed himself up slowly, “She’s a prophetess. The phantom... That has to be her patron.”

“That’s a demon, isn’t it?” She said, fearfully. “They were... Banished, along with the betrayer gods. They were practically demigods, too. But they were sent beyond the divine gate, trapped in the everlasting void.”

Han nodded grimly, “That’s the mythos.”

He had met a demon, once. The mythic race of creatures that had sided with the wrong divines in the war of the gods, and been completely wiped out for that sin.

Menes had managed to briefly drag a demon beyond the gate, proving their existence. Stolen the blood of the creature, as one of the ingredients he had used in creating his supersoldiers for the emperor.

Twisting Sai and Tyre, Westcolm, the emperor himself... All of that magic had only been possible because of the blood of a demon.

Han had never been so terrified, as when he had met that beast.

He began to gather up the artwork, “Speak of what you have seen here, wench, and I will have you tortured. Not to death. You will be forgotten in a cell, for the rest of your life. The rats eating your toes as fungus grows in your privates.”

“Yes, m’lord.” She said with appropriate deference.

— — —
Khild walked alongside Sai, chuckling to herself as the soldiers muttered to each other about him and her. Some of them clearly gossiping that she was a screamer, and not knowing about his fox.

Was she his fox?

Sai saw the delegation from the orcs just outside the camp, and called over one of his subcommanders. “Move the horses back. They’ll panic from the smell if this turns into an attack.”

“Yessir.”

Khild frowned, “You seem certain, master, that my old master is going to try and kill.”

“He’d be an idiot not to test me.” Sai replied, “I am a Son of Menes. A twisting of orc magic. However, more than that, I am an exiled Slag. Attacking me is the law. Hammerhand may use either excuse. But he would be stupid not to test us. The orcs have all the advantages.”

She nodded sadly, “If battle is rejoined, it would only be time before all here fell.”

“Exactly.” He agreed, and then reached over and squeezed her hand, “But, I think my father mostly wants to see the Thunderstep I am so famous for. I have no intention of showing it to him... But that will depend on Tammy actually stepping in.”

Khild chuckled, “That one wants your cubs. She will do what it takes to defend you.”

“The fox is erratic, and mostly seems to like me because she hates my mistress. I wouldn’t count on it.”

The orc stopped him, turning him to face her, “Master... You seem not to know, so punish me if I have overstepped... A fox may leave her mate for a time, travel freely... But they mate for life. Always returning to the same. You are mated.”

He felt his stomach twist into knots, “They mate for life?”

“One partner.” Khild nodded slowly, “One alone. They do not form family. Travel freely... But mating season, they always return to the same.”

“Oh, fuck. Fuck me with a pike.” He cursed, regretting it all.

He might have succeeded in getting the upper hand he needed on the kitsune, to bring her to bear when he needed to. But in doing so he had definitely sinned against Toofy.

Khild smiled at him, “You did not know, master.”

“Thanks.” He said tiredly, “Anyways... Let’s go meet my father. Try not to get in his way when he tries to kill me. I very much doubt Tammy will even try and protect you.”

The orc chuckled, “That is truth.”

Sai was joined by the previous commander of the camp. A rundown subcommander who looked like he hadn’t slept in a decade. A distant cousin of a titled noble, he wasn’t technically either a peasant or a noble.

“Subcommander Erich.” Sai nodded to the man, “You gave the men my warning?”

“Yessir. They will refrain from reacting.” The man nodded, and looked out nervously, “The chieftain, and the warlock. Are you certain about this, sir? If they attack us... We could win this, just by -”

“The emperor himself failed to kill Hammerhand. Don’t go believing this rabid mob ever could.” Sai warned him.

“You ever fight him, sir?”

He shook his head, “Not to date. Lord Westcolm was the last warrior I know of to survive engaging him in battle. The man finds it too unpleasant to speak of.”

“Is it true you fought a neko bucktooth, sir? That would go a long way to improving morale.”

Sai nodded grimly, “Several, in fact. I can point out the scars, if it would make you more comfortable. But, if I must answer your unspoken question, I have killed three of those formidable warlocks, alone. Many more with Tyre by my side.”

Khild grunted in surprise, “I did not know my master was so accomplished. His children will be worthy of orcflesh.”

“You better not be pregnant. Got enough problems on my plate.” He muttered.

A small group of ten warriors flanked the three of them, as they headed out through the gates.

The chieftain raised a hand in peaceful greeting, “Frak’no nak nora, lak, tan Reich.”

“He greets you. Calls himself chieftain.” Khild translated, falling into her role with only a slight hint of disgust with the deceit.

He bowed his head, “I am Lord Sai, of the House of Sai, chosen representative and ambassador of Emperor Kaden VI, God-King of Mankind, and the Immortal of the Menes.”

“Sai, dak na Sai. Mektoa, Immortalis.” Khild roughly translated. Only Kaden would have earned the creation of a new curse word in orcish, the bastard.

Hammerhand chuckled, and spoke with a voice like gravel in a mortar, “We speak human, Lord Sai. The translator is unnecessary. Unless you are returning her, I suggest she returns to the camp.”

It was a double implication.

First, to check that Sai had actually bedded her, and taken ownership of Khild. Which his adoptive father probably found infinitely amusing, considering what had opened the rift between them.

Second, that Khild should be protected. She was being offered a kindness, because Hammerhand was about to attack and it was going to big, loud, and violent. Bystanders would die.

Sai gave her a nod.

Khild’s top lip lifted, and she went to growl at the insult of him shielding her from the thrill of a fight. However, before she made the noise, she saw his eyes momentarily light up.

He saw her throat bob nervously, and the orc grudgingly went on her way.

The chieftain glanced at the warlock in annoyance. Apparently not having known that Sai would receive any advance warning of an attack.

He winced, knowing what was coming next.

Sai casually shoved Erich out of the way as the chieftain attacked. Hammerhand was getting sick of sharing authority, and wanted to use his son as a weapon to remove the thorn in his side.

The orcish chieftain spun, rippling muscle and mass aiming a fist towards Sai.

There was an awe-inspiring flash as Tammy appeared. Golden light glowing as it surrounded her. Tiny yellow flakes of metal drifting through the air as the impulse to fight back was quelled by a forcibly imposed feeling of peace.

The chieftain was frozen, midswing, staring at her in wonder.

Then, Tammy spoke and ruined the illusion. “If anybo’y be pissin’ on Sai, it done gonna be ma.”

The dark-skinned orc shook off the effect of her arrival and let loose a ground-shaking bellow of rage as he pushed himself into a berserk state.

The fox’s tails splayed out, revealing all nine, and she patted the orc on the head.

He squealed as he died.

She turned to Sai with a playful grin, “Noaw, you done be owing ma a fuck. Don’ get dead ’fore.”

She disappeared as rapidly as she had appeared.

The red-skinned orc leaned on his staff, shaken to the core. “That, boy, was... Unexpected.”

“That is certainly one way to describe her.” Sai replied more calmly than he felt, “Now, can I assume that this incident brings to a close whatever petty overtures you wished to make? We have a peace treaty to arrange, which will be quite draining.”

“It... Wasn’t an overture, boy. I intended that you die.” He growled, “With that one at your beck and call, however, the odds are stacked against me. Khild, you, and that thing. I could actually lose.”

Sai frowned, “You weren’t looking for a demonstration.”

“You are tainted, boy.” The orc growled, “A piece of Menes’ accursed soul is inside yours. Burrowing away. Keeping the motherless traitor alive. Giving him a chance to return. That’s what you are. A vessel, for his return.”

Sai nodded slowly, “Huh. I suppose that... Might be possible. Well, that’s quite disturbing.”

— — —
Every precaution was taken, after her torturers had turned up... Apparently the goddess hadn’t killed them. Instead, they still breathed, but there was no mind to be found. No way to wake them.

Empty shells.

So, Efina found herself bound hand and foot, blindfolded and sitting within a magical seal. Four guards surrounding her, changed out at regular intervals.

She counted the time off to the next changing of the guard with their steady and practised breaths. Their footsteps told her that they were trained as true royal guards.

Men trained to deal with magic, and to act with extreme prejudice and little hesitancy. However, only men. There were no women among those that currently guarded her.

That oversight was about to be her opportunity for escape.

The goddess may have stolen her womanhood from her, but she still possessed her magic, her hatred, and her looks, and that was more than enough for her to twist reality to her purpose.

The count was right. The new guards were just beyond the doorway. The old were in tired anticipation of being able to leave their hyper-vigilant task behind. They were distracted, expecting something from one direction, and not another.

She breathed out slowly, knowing that a black fog was emerging from her lips and falling to the ground.

She gave a small smile as she felt the tiniest of cracks open in the seal around her. She heard the breathing of one guard change, captured by her charm before he could notice the seal.

She whispered into his ear, claiming his soul without moving an inch, or speaking aloud, “Kill the others, and I will be yours.”

The royal guards are brutal, and efficient. Acting without hesitancy, even when the orders they feel compelled to follow made little sense.

Efina blinked as the man removed her blindfold, “My love.”

She reached up to the man touching his cheek ever so gently, before she took his head in both her hands and shoved her thumbs through his eyes. She bit his tongue as he went to scream, tearing it free.

The priestess stood up, and her shackles fell away as the runes on them crackled and sparked.

She limped weakly over to one of the walls, grasping the stonework briefly before wrapping it around her and disappearing.

The door opened, and the new guards entered.

“What the fuck!?” One yelled, “Sound the... The...”

The smoke filled their lungs, and they forgot what they were worried about. Forgot everything, except the desire to bed Efina, who they no longer thought was in the room.

The guard turned to one of the others, throwing them against the wall, “What have you done with her? Where have you taken her!?”

Choosing only men, and only men who desired women, was a foolish mistake when attempting to guard the head priestess of a temple where women trained in all the desires of the flesh.

— — —
Toofy had ended up borrowing a bright blue balaclava from the frightened little Orli, before she and Tyre had returned to her room to find her Saia. The succubus already writhing from being ignored for so long, in such a vulnerable position.

She had the knitted hood turned down so that it only covered the lower half of her mouth, blocking some of Tyre’s scent, with Orli’s newly-made womanly smell, but it meant she wouldn’t get to suck on Saia’s tail.

Saia had tied herself to the bed, both wrists bound together and to the headboard by a red silk. One of her ankles was tied to the side of the bed, but the other leg was free.

The succubus struggled to lean up as the two of them entered, red eyes flashing in excitement as she saw them. “Oh, this looks dangerous. The two of you, talking and in agreement.”

Toofy pounced, snagging Saia’s tail from where it was flicking. She purred and nuzzled at the sensitive end, before grabbing the moving tip firmly between thumb and forefinger. Squeezing it as she rubbed a little circle.

Tyre followed through with Toofy’s plan, saying nothing as he dropped his pants and approached the succubus. His face diving into her coal-black snatch without a single word.

Her red eyes widened at the dual assault to her senses, and the succubus pulled weakly at her restraints as her muscles tensed up.

Toofy let out a tiny growl, telling the human to stop with the foreplay, and move on to the next step.

Saia would appreciate the lack of gentleness.

He sat up, and then lined himself up onto her opening. The succubus’ eyes glittering as she practically drooled in anticipation of being taken like this.

He thrust roughly into her.

In a human, not taking the time to warm up would do nothing but hurt. In a succugirl, it was practically a guarantee that she would meet her orgasm before the invasion was complete.

Saia let out a tiny wail, and the limb in Toofy’s hands flickered frantically, trying to escape from her clutches.

The catgirl struggled not to giggle at her mistress’ excitement.

She moved closer, releasing the tail to use her only good arm to roughly grab one of Saia’s horns, and shoved the woman’s head firmly down and into the bed.

Expertly using one of her claws to just barely nick the tip of the horn as she did so. Saia’s face immediately became defiant, and even more lustful.

“You’re just going to fuck me, then? The two of you. Fucking me, like you own me?” Saia growled playfully.

Tyre began to sluice in and out of her, and Toofy could hear just how excited the succugirl’s little pussy was. Overflowing in delight as he held her hips and showed Toofy he actually did know a little about how to fuck.

Toofy leaned her head down, pressing the two women’s foreheads together, and let out a playful snarl in answer to Saia’s statement.

“Oh gods.” The woman sucked in her breath, “Oh gods... Oh, Toofy. Mistress. Oh, I want you. Please.”

Toofy didn’t want to retch and gag, which she would if she breathed in Tyre at this close distance. Especially now that he was aroused.

However, she also desperately wanted to kiss her woman. Saia was not the only one whose privates were running as freely as a river.

Toofy’s hesitation became a moot point as she felt the agile little tail slip right through her undergarments, pausing only to slide along her length twice... Before pushing into her.

She let out a loud miaow into Saia’s face as the succubus pushed her tail deeply into the catgirl’s snatch. The wings of the tip batted briefly around, as Saia wormed her way in to where she could curl against Toofy’s sensitive spot.

Toofy’s golden eyes stared in amazement at the succubus who was fucking her, whilst Tyre pounded into her with abandon. Her red-eyed beauty’s ability to multitask was either divine, or demonic.

The sounds coming from Saia’s wet snatch, the smells, were almost enough to block out the distant sounds of battle.

More than enough to awaken a deep hunger inside Toofy.

She regretfully reached down and ever slowly extracted Saia’s tail, whilst the succubus fought against it. Trying to worm her way deeper inside her.

Toofy scampered out of reach, and undid the scarf around the succubus’ ankle, smirking beneath her mask and nodding to Tyre.

He pulled himself out, to a scream of frustration from Saia. “What are you two playing at!? I was close!”

Tyre grabbed her ankles, and flipped her over. Her wrists twisting even tighter together, before Toofy lightly retied one leg to the bed. Not that any tie would last if Saia wanted out.

The catgirl leaned in, extraordinarily gently taking the base of Saia’s tail in her hand. Firmly guiding it upwards and out of the way, and causing the succubus to shudder.

“Oh, no. Oh, no, no, no.” The woman shook her head, “That was your game. No. I haven’t done that before. You can’t.”

Toofy smiled to herself, “Tyre will be gentle. The Saia will like it, or Toofy will stop it.”

“Mmm...” Saia made a sound of irritated frustration, “Okay, yes... I want to try it. But you two have been so fucking rough with me. I can’t. Not like that.”

The catgirl hesitated, and then pulled down her mask. She held her nose with one hand as she slurped Tyre’s cock into her mouth, making him grown and shudder.

She briefly sucked at him, before pulling back and drooling the triune fluids of human, succubus and neko spit down and onto Saia’s virgin asshole.

Toofy gently rubbed it around and in, part numbing the area. Wincing as she let Tyre invade her senses. “No being rough with her. Show her that you love her, human.”

He pushed ever so gently at the succugirl’s backdoor. Saia winced and bit into her pillow... But also lifted her hips towards him.

Toofy slipped a finger underneath and into the writhing and widened mess that was Saia’s well-fucked channel. Curling it to brush Saia’s most sensitive of places.

“Oh, oh sh-shit.” The succubus moaned, “More. More, Tyre! Put that dick inside my ass. Please.”

The man grunted, “Gods above, you’re tight.”

Toofy felt an explosion of rabid jealousy. Not that her succugirl was having sex with someone else. That Saia could screw her love, whilst Toofy’s was a cheating bastard.

As Tyre grunted, and began to thrust gently against the succubus, the catgirl took the tip of the woman’s tail and placed it into his mouth. He sucked on it gently, green eyes focused entirely on Saia’s pleasure.

Then with grunts and moans ringing in her ears, Toofy crept out of the room. Tears beginning to slip from her eyes.

— — —
“Stupid freaking slut of a cat.” Trician growled, kicking at the dust outside the tavern.

An abomination and a salamander were having a grudge match and threatening to level the entire peaceful town. Ruining the slice of paradise that these people had found beneath the White Witch.

Another abomination, a succubus, and the goddess’ chosen one, were busy ignoring that, and ignoring the horrors yet to come, by fucking each other’s brains out. Loudly.

None of them cared that the future was slipping away.

Every sacrifice that Trician had made up until this point was being wasted by people who were simply too selfish to give a shit about the future.

Maybe the world deserved to die.

The elf looked up in confusion as she saw the mangled corpse golem she had cursed herself to create. She’d ordered it into hiding outside the town, but here it was, wandering into the town.

Trician nearly destroyed it on the spot, unleashing all the rage that had building up in her since the cat had rejected her.

A soft hand caught her wrist, and she started as she saw invisibility magic dropping away from the still-sniffling neko. Their gold eyes were fixed on the golem.

No, beyond the golem.

Trician’s ears pulled back in fright, “Draug.”

“Hunting. Followed you.” Twenty Four said accusingly, and turned to her and sneered, “Clean up your mess. Then maybe Toofy will think about helping the insane elf.”

“That’s an army, you fucking cat!” She exploded, “They killed Kal, they nearly killed Tyre and me! How am I supposed to -”

Toofy rolled her eyes, putting a hand over Trician’s mouth, “Stop complaining. You depend on gods. Of course you never think things through. You don’t need to kill them all. Even Toofy wouldn’t try. Just need to stop them being controlled, dumb elf. Break the connection, they go back and do their job. Protect elf empire.”

Trician cocked her head, “You say that like it’s easy and not fucking impossible. You can’t break a lich from their slaves!”

“Pff.” The neko blew out her cheeks and turned, “Fine. Toofy helps you this once. But next time, elf is on her own. She’s too stupid to live.”

Her ears pulled back as she went to hiss, when she suddenly found herself scrambling backwards on the ground and threatening to piss herself in terror.

The neko was surrounded in shadow, and it was growing.

Her golden eyes had been swallowed up into darkness, but there was a sparkling of red in them. Like it was trying to break free, but was being actively suppressed.

Toofy smiled lopsidedly, as her hair began to float up around her. Fur lifting on end and every single follicle suddenly sporting a tiny blue flame, engulfing the woman.

“You claim that destiny rules us.” The catgirl’s voice reverberated, twisting Trician’s stomach into frightened knots. “You dare to claim that we must follow some fated path. That the gods themselves declare what it is, that we must do!”

Her hands curled into angry fists, knuckles cracking audibly, “You think of this lich, as something so strong and terrifying. All things have a soul. Not all things deserve it.”

The catgirl lifted a hand and casually snapped her fingers.

The sun went out.

Trician stared, horrified.

The neko’s black eyes turned to her, and she gave a small snarl, “So precious. So little. So weak. You are -”

A hand smacked over the back of the cat’s head. The sun immediately reappeared, and Twenty Four dropped to her knees, crying and rubbing at her head, “Why!?”

Eratigan stood there, crossing her arms, “Bad kitty. That’s what I’m supposed to say, isn’t it? Bad girl. You know you’re not supposed to play like that. You’re supposed to be a good girl. Remember what happened to Saia last time.”

The catgirl whined, but nodded.

Trician stared at the two of them, “The fuck is going on!?”

“Oh, Tai just told me that Death was throwing a temper tantrum. Said I had to keep my daughter in line and to call her a bad girl.” Eratigan shrugged, and looked up at the undead swarming into the edges of the village, “Well. This looks like fun. I’m not supposed to stay around... But...”

“It isn’t a party.” Toofy said with irritation, and stood up slowly, “Stupid gods. Telling Toofy what she can and can’t do. Bastards. Just ’cause Toofy knows magic that they don’t like. Wasn’t Toofy’s choice. Elatham knew it, and he hurt Toofy, so she had to steal it to live.”

Eratigan tapped her chin, “Elatham... Elatham... Oh! That was the elf, wasn’t it? The one that your friend lord made... Disappear? Something.”

“He was the one who raped Toofy.” She snarled angrily, “And she will gut anyone who reminds her!”

Trician stared in surprise.

She wasn’t the only one who had been forced to make sacrifices on the journey to this place, then. Such a traumatic thing, and yet the neko could still stand proud.

Trician had damned her own soul, when she lost Kaleid. What had the cat done in her grief?

Eratigan burst into tears, “I wish I could understand. I want to understand! Toofy.”

“Just shut up, mother. Shut up and leave Toofy alone. Forever.” The cat said tiredly, one hand rubbing her face in exhaustion.

The witch sniffed, “I love you.”

“I hate you. I have always hated you. You should have just let me die in the rain.” Toofy said emotionlessly.

Trician saw the dullness in her golden eyes, saw all the years of pain and abuse. She hadn’t expected it. That the wild cat who laughed and bounced around was such a tortured soul.

A scream jerked the elf’s attention, and her eyes widened as she saw one of the draug on top of a human woman. Pinning her and trying to bite at her face.

“Witch! Protect your town!”

“No.” Eratigan whispered, and then she was gone.

“Fuck! Eratigan!” Trician swore loudly, and then punched Toofy in the shoulder, “This is your fault, now. You drove the guardian away. Help me protect these people.”

“Astadia.” Toofy said glumly, “Summon Astadia. She’s the lich. You knew her, you can find her spirit.”

With that, the neko turned away, and walked back inside the tavern with her tail dragging behind her.

Trician launched herself across the space, ordering her creature to attack. She skidded into the creature attacking the human, grabbing it by the neck and tossing it flying.

She clapped her hands together, calling out urgently to the goddess, before spinning to face the next attacking draug. “You alive, human?”

“Y-yes.” The woman stammered from behind her, standing up slowly.

Trician knocked back a half dozen of the beasts, “Get the fuck inside, then. You’re going to die, out here.”

“Give me your hand.”

“Trying not to die, here!” Trician hissed.

The human seized her hand, glaring at her for a moment, and then lifted her other hand into the sky. “Don’t fight. For the love of the holy ones, don’t fight it.”

Trician’s eyes rolled back into her head as she suddenly became a conduit for more magic than she had ever felt before. She heard a hoarse and weak gasp emerge from her own throat.

Even when she touched the goddess, she didn’t feel something like this.

The divine was of a greater magnitude, but this... This was entirely under her own control. It was burning through her, begging to her.

Trician’s eyes lit up excitedly and she clenched her hand tightly to the human’s. She struggled to breathe as the power ripped away at her, and then she spoke, “Astadia.”

For the second time, the sun disappeared.

— — —
Half the scales tore from Meerakeilian’s face as Westcolm froze it with a gust of wind. The pain did nothing but fan the flames of her anger, her utter rage at the thing that had killed the one that spawned her.

The best of all salamanders.

She felt the raw skin crinkling up as her flames returned to where he had attacked her. Scarred her as he dared to attack his better.

She slashed at the man, claws raking at his hastily deployed shield of magic. First scratching, and then shattering, the frail attempt to stop her from taking his flesh from him.

The lord screamed in pain as her hand removed his own face from him. Before he could recover, her tail swung around and drummed him into the ground.

The bastard managed to get off another spell from the dirt, tossing her backwards and right through a house. Shattering wood and stone with her spine.

She flicked herself onto her feet with a solid thud and cracking of the ground. She screamed her defiance in a ball of green balefire that turned the building she had just been sent through into nothing but ash.

Westcolm barely shielded himself in time from the inextinguishable flames, tossing up several feet of ice that she completely melted away. He was saved only by her running out of breath.

As she faltered, he attacked again. A spear of ice lancing through the air and into her shoulder, rocking her on her feet. She rolled her shoulder, shattering the weapon inside her with a flex of muscle.

Meerakeilian bared her fangs to him, her tail repeatedly striking the ground behind her. She spread her hands and growled.

“How in the godsdamned fuck did the cat ever get the drop on you?” He swore in frustration.

She sneered, “How you kill Irrlichdan? How you kill most precious dragon!?”

He swirled both his hands, and a dozen more ice spears shot across the space between them. Every single hit its mark, burning as they shattered her red scales and ripped right through her.

She tensed and rolled the muscles of her body, breaking the weapons embedded in her, before letting out a deep and angry snarl. Feeling a deeper wrath somehow still rising up into her from somewhere down below.

Her skin crinkled and puckered, her flames continued to grow, and she felt something rising up in her throat. A tickling as the glands of her throat swelled up, nearly closing up altogether.

“Die already! Realise you’re dead!” Westcolm screamed, hurling an ice spear that shattered on her forehead. Blasting away her soft skin, and burning all around it.

Meerakeilian felt whatever was coming up final bubble free. It tore out of her with a scream of rage that cracked and shook the ground itself.

Black flames came free from her mouth, spewing outwards in a column that the murderer in front of her never had a single chance of escaping. It ripped through his magical shield, through his ice shield, through his enchanted clothing, and boiled the skin and flesh from his bones.

She stood there, staring in confusion, shaking with the effort of what she had just done.

She lifted her trembling hands, and looked at her scales on the backs of them in wonder and confusion. Her red scales, most of them, had darkened. Some had even become black apart from the red in their glossy reflection.

In taking her vengeance... She had become something more.

The salamander walked over and crushed the skull of her enemy with a single firm stomp. Feeling a thrill running through her entire body as she accepted his sacrifice to her, making her into a black salamander.

She truly was... Irrlichdan’s heir.

Meerakeilian screamed out her voice of triumph into the sky, letting the roar carry the news on the wind to the four corners of the world.

The Queen of all Dragonkind had awoken.

— — —
“M’lady.” Xivian knelt beside the woman currently up to her elbows in dirt, tending to her garden and still looking shaken from whatever had transpired when Arina had awoken.

Lady Castelle brushed her hair back with the crook of her arm, leaving a smear of dirt on her forehead. “What is it, Xivian?”

“A letter has arrived for you, m’lady. It appears to have been mailed the day Lady Twenty Four left us, to take up role as ambassador.” The handmaiden said quietly, holding it out.

Elizabeth shrugged, “Please. What does it say?”

She cracked open the seal, and withdrew the letter inside. Showing that it had been written by a flowering hand, with a tendency towards an elaborate design.

Along with the letter was a small pouch, pressed flat.

“My Liz,” Xivian began, “By the time this reaches you, the world will have caved in on Toofy’s head. She will not return to you as the little kitten you know, but as a cat with a heavy heart. She would never pray to those useless gods, but if she were to, she would pray that you forgive her for this.”

Elizabeth looked at Xivian in concern, “She writes as if the world is ending. What has our rascal done, this time?”

“So, to fight the fears that Lady Liz is no doubt feeling, Toofy found a local tea. Very special, very rare. If the Liz were to feel as Toofy does, then she would find it soothing. A final delicacy.”

Xivian held out the pouch to her lady, who took it curiously, opening it to reveal a handful of small and purple leaves that had been carefully dried and pressed.

“Ever misbehaving, Toofy.” She finished reading.

Lady Castelle closed the bag again slowly, and took a deep breath. “Well. It seems that our neko always does fulfil her promises, Xivian. Even if you found the letter, and knew what was implied, you would assume Lady Twenty Four was offering to assist my suicide, not... Her true purpose.”

Her eyes widened in surprise and she stared at the bag, “Is she...?”

“Yes. This is for my husband.” Lady Castelle whispered, “He has not yet awakened, but it would be easier for the both of us if he were to pass. My son would take control of the estate. His reluctance to do anything seemingly like work, would allow me the freedom to act.”

Xivian smiled sadly, “Yet, that path is fraught with danger. Lord Han is still investigating Lady Twenty Four. He returns here, often. M’lady.”

“Indeed.” The woman nodded her head, “It may well be that Lady Twenty Four wishes to simply tempt me to take an action. Her letter is too carefully written for her to take any blame. She may wish to bring us harm, rather than freedom. She only promised to help me to remove my husband, not that it would be safe to do so.”

The half-elf swallowed nervously, “I feel I must also caution, out of my own inconsiderate feelings, that we betrayed the trust that Lady Twenty Four showed towards us, m’lady.”

Liz patted her knee gently and kissed her cheek, “That one is on me, Xivian. I love you, my sweet thing. It is why I hesitate, now. If I did not have you, I would feel the risks were worth it.”

“She was so different than what I expected.” Xivian confessed, “I expected a haughty woman of culture, m’lady. But Lady Twenty Four... She is... Her mind is so very devious.”

“And deviant.” Liz shivered, “Daring to climb into our bed, just as an excuse to irritate my husband... I think I will make the tea. Prepare a route for us, if we find ourselves needing to flee from Lord Han, Xivian.”

— — —
“Toofy’s long gone.” Saia hissed, “Tell me what you need, to fill me up, Tyre. Fuck. Tell me what you want me to look like.”

He groaned weakly, as his balls slapped against her pussy. Burying himself repeatedly into her taint. “Tell me you want this.”

“Me?” She smirked back at him, her red eyes lighting up with excitement, “He finally wants the... Shit... Real me. Mmm. And... Fuck... Has me... All to himself. Ooh. All tied up, as he fucks my... Ass.”

He grabbed her horns, jerking her head towards him. The man leaning down to bite her neck. Roughly sinking his teeth into her, as he continued to thrust into her forbidden abyss.

She squirmed, her restraints burning at her wrists as she refused to relinquish them. He might not suck her tail as well as Toofy, but he filled her out, and the anticipation of him spilling his seed was too much for her.

“Fuck, yes. Ooh, fuck my ass. Fuck my virgin ass.” She cooed.

He finally reached his limit.

She did her best to clench down on him, as he swelled up inside her. Trying to hold onto him as he grunted and unleashed himself into her.

Saia let out a happy and breathless sound as she felt him spilling from her star, and running down and across her other hot and stretched entrance.

She sighed as he pulled away, and rolled over tiredly, “Ow. If you were trying to make sure I couldn’t walk, that wasn’t a bad shot. I mean, virgin ass. And you took that friggin’ long?”

“I confess I was afraid that Lady Twenty Four would kill me if she witnessed me climax within you.” Tyre said, sweating as he shifted back on the bed so he could lean against the wall.

Saia glared at him, “Dude, don’t get comfortable. Hear that? Shit is going down. Not like I can help, my ass is burning. You’re a slick shit -”

Her teasing was cut off by a dragon’s roar that rattled the building to its foundations. Cracking the walls and shaking dust out of the ceiling.

Tyre raised an eyebrow.

The succubus laughed, “Fair enough. I guess the bitch won.”

He frowned, and scratched at his chin, “You’re acting differently. Something between you and Lady Twenty Four, at a guess.”

“Pff... Well, I am hers, now. Properly. Named me, Saia.” She replied to him, not particularly wanting to tell him what was on her mind. “Westcolm tried to kill me. Efina’s probably dead... What else have you missed? Were you there when Toofy went batshit and managed to tell Death itself to fuck off, and basically ripped my entire body to fucking shreds to do it?”

Tyre gave a small smile, “I missed a lot. I’m sorry... But I hope you don’t expect me to say I wish I could have protected you. We don’t have that kind of a relationship.”

“No. We don’t.” She agreed, “Did you realise that Toofy is now hunting down all you green-eyed bastards?”

He nodded slowly, “I noticed. Lady Trician told me she could free me from that. But I’d lose my magic.”

“Bitch ass clown.” Saia rolled her eyes, “Your soul has some kind of graft. Another soul that has been growing into yours. You can rip it out without taking your magic. Well, a succubus full of cum can.”

Tyre looked at her fearfully, “Oh. Shit. That’s what you were thinking about.”

“I was thinking that it’s going to hurt, and you still might die... But you also hurt my butt. Also that Toofy is definitely going to kill you if I don’t do it. Maybe not today... But the moment you’re no longer useful.” She shrugged.

He sighed, “Seems worth the risk. And your butt is awesome. I appreciate the great sacrifice.”

“Might let you play with it again, another day.” She said excitedly. “For now... Let’s fuck with your soul.”




Seventeen

The catgirl receives unexpected news.

— — —
Author’s Note: Trigger warning. This chapter is bitter-sweet, and will deal with the consequences of the shit that happened in Chapter Four.

— — —
Toofy paused, foot midair, as her nose flicked back and forth. It wasn’t hard to catch the smell permeating her nostrils, she expected that even a human could smell it when Meerakeilian entered the room.

She emitted a tiny little frightened miaow, before she found herself lying on a table, looking up into deep black eyes. Seeing only her reflection in them.

“B-bad dragon.” Toofy whispered.

Meerakeilian growled as she leaned further down, slowly opening her jaw to reveal bright white, sharp, and triple-rows of teeth. Her forked tongue flicked outwards to tap Toofy’s cheek.

The catgirl’s expression suddenly changed to one of confusion, and she coughed, “Eh... Mia... Do you... Have balls?”

The salamander’s chuckle was deep and rolling, sending shivers through Toofy as she realised she was trapped beneath a very horny dragon that had just undergone a sexchange.

The black scales beginning to sprout where Meerakeilian had been scarred by her battle, and the darkening of her other scales, showed off that the red salamander was somehow turning into a black, as well.

“Mia... Do you have... Other male bits?” Toofy cringed.

In answer, she felt something large and solid smack against her underwear, pushing against her private parts as the woman... Man... Lizard, leaned down even closer to her, growling in her ear.

“Toofy doesn’t want.” She said breathlessly. “Toofy doesn’t want.”

“Want.” Meerakeilian growled again, kissing both her cheeks quickly, “Want her. Make egg. Make egg. Make egg.”

She let out a frightened whine, her own tail curling in around her leg. She didn’t stand a chance if the unbalanced hormones of the salamander got the better of them.

She was also feeling a bit like everyone kept using her. First Elatham, then Daen, and now even her dragongirl was going to ignore her telling them to stop.

A tear slipped down her cheek.

Meerakeilian vanished from sight, letting out a pained howl as she did.

Toofy took a few deep breaths before sitting up slowly from the table, shifting her recovering arm in its sling and looking around in confusion for whatever had managed to attack the salamander.

The only other living thing she could see in the room was the tavern owner, hiding behind his broken kitchen, practically gnawing on his own arm in terror of everything he had witnessed since breakfast.

The catgirl took a whiff of the air, frowned, and her bell jangled as she dropped her head upside down to look beneath the table where her dragon was curled into a very tight ball.

You could attack her with a battle axe right now, and all you’d hit were layers of scales. The salamander may as well be a larger pillbug, all frightened and armoured.

Toofy blinked her golden eyes, “Mia?”

A puff of white smoke emerged from inside the ball, and it curled in even tighter.

She crawled in beside the ball shape, lifting a hand hesitantly before she poked at it. She shot back, but all that happened was another little puff of white smoke.

Toofy padded in closer again and let out a small whine. She prodded at the ball with her face, “Mia not want to hurt Toofy?”

A big puff of white smoke.

“But Mia wants Toofy... Because Toofy is Devourer?”

The ball cracked and black eyes peeked out from inside, which seemed to be glowing orange. The eyes moved back and forth, the lizard shaking its head, before the ball snapped shut again.

Toofy breathed a sigh of relief, and lay down next to the ball. “Toofy isn’t mad at her. But Mia is stronger than Toofy. Does Mia remember the temple? You’re bigger and stronger than Toofy. She can’t run away. Can either hurt Mia with the rite, or get hurt.”

The salamander let out a strange and warbling keening sound that Toofy recognised from one of their lessons. She’d never heard it before, but she knew it was a sound of deference, from one salamander to another.

The sound of defeat.

“If Toofy gives Mia a little kiss, will she stop being all frightened and wary? Toofy already has her Arina, and her Saia, and her master. Doesn’t think she needs more. But she will give dragon kiss, and forgive her for her arm.” She said sympathetically.

The ball cracked open again, steam emerging where the orange light hit the air. Meerakeilian gave a growl that shook the ground, “She belongs. She owned. Toofy owns. Toofy owns. Want. Want egg.”

“Toofy won’t let anyone give her kittens. She does not want to hatch a little dragongirl.” She shook her head.

The ball uncurled a little more, A scale-frame faced becoming visible, and the lizard growled quietly, “But Toofy has kittens.”

“What?” Her golden eyes shot open in terror.

The salamander uncurled, slithering up to her smoothly in the same motion and put a hand to her stomach, “Three heartbeats. Three little kittens.”

“What?” Toofy’s own heart hammered in her ears as she failed to process the information.

Meerakeilian’s black eyes looked at her sympathetically, “Didn’t know? I could hear them. Younglings.”

“C-can you tell when? When Toofy got pregnant?” She asked in terror.

The dragongirl frowned, and leaned in, placing her hot and scaled ear against Toofy’s stomach. Tapping a claw on the ground and considering. The creature scratched at their chin, “Mmm... Twelve, thirteen weeks?”

“Three months.” Toofy breathed out and fell backwards, almost spraining her tail as she landed on it. She blinked her golden eyes in fright, “Sai... Or... Or... Bastard elf.”

Meerakeilian looked at her sympathetically, “As ancestor?”

She nodded noiselessly, biting at her lip.

If her master was the father of her children, then Toofy would be ecstatic. She didn’t exactly want to be pregnant, but she would love her kittens and do everything in the world to keep them safe.

On the other hand, if she gave birth to half-elven children, even though it wasn’t their fault, Toofy didn’t know if she could take that reminder of what had happened to her.

She might end up ending her own life, turning them into more frightened orphans for the temple to care for. Children who the emperor would undoubtedly target, if he knew their lineage.

That was why Toofy hadn’t wanted kittens.

She knew that their entire lives would be spent hiding from the enemies that Toofy was bound to make on her path to seize the empire, seize the throne.

“What can Mia tell?”

“Frightened little hearts.” The salamander whispered, “Feel what mother feels. Not understand. Too young.”

Toofy gave a half-hearted laugh, “Mother always frightened. Worse now. Oh, shit! Toofy has been using black magic with fucking kittens inside her! Fuck! Motherfucking fuckshit!”

“Souls untainted.” The salamander said quickly, smiling weakly at her, “Neko constitution. Remember temple, they teach us. Neko children shielded from parent magic.”

She shook her head frantically, “No! Not from fucked magic. Bad magic. Shit! Toofy can’t use death magic anymore. Neko kittens only protected from mother’s normal magic. Humans can’t risk using any magic when pregnant. Neko can use theirs, but Toofy was using fucking bad magic. Cursed magic.”

“Souls untainted.” The salamander insisted, “Glowing. Quiet. They have aura, all glittering like treasure. Make want, make jealous. Want egg.”

Toofy sniffled in terror, smiling at the woman, “Toofy really has kittens? Oh gods. Oh those poor fucked souls. Toofy is going to be such a bad mother.”

“I be wetnurse?” Meerakeilian offered to her, “Protect kittens with my life, like I protect you.”

She laughed weakly, “Don’t think neko milk is like dragon milk. Oh, shit! Three months. Toofy’s going to get breasts, soon. Start getting heavier. Tender. Toofy doesn’t wanna! Toofy wants to be able to hunt!”

“What are you two bastards yelling about?” The elf appeared, crouching by the end of the table, “Hiding because you walked away from a fight, slutcat?”

Toofy’s eyes flicked to her, and she snarled, barely resisting the darker magic she had been trying to teach to herself. Forcing herself to reach for the light instead, her golden eyes glowing vibrantly. “Elf. Play nice. Toofy is very, very, upset right now.”

“You left me to deal with a fucking army, on my own!” The elf hissed, ears pulling back, “And you know what? I summoned Astadia. And she fucking kicked my ass! If Orli hadn’t been there I would have -”

“Toofy has kittens!” She shouted, interrupting the woman.

The elf blinked in surprise, “W-what?”

“Toofy... Just found out... She’s pregnant.” She said, chest heaving with each pause. She swallowed nervously, “Insane elf can yell at her another time. ’Kay? Also, Toofy knew Orli. Knows about the Orli. So she knew she would make Astadia run away.”

The elf fell into a sitting position, leaning her forehead against the end of the table, “That’s why your aura is so twisted up. Shit, you’ve got to be like... Only a few months in. How long is a neko pregnancy, anyways? And how stupid do you have to be to get pregnant when you’re fighting gods and emperors?”

“Toofy didn’t mean it.” She burst into tears, sobbing.

A protective tail wrapped around her like a brick wall curling up around her, and Meerakeilian issued a warning growl from the back of her throat. Puffing out black smoke from her mouth.

The elf gave a weak laugh, “Well... Shit. Guess I shouldn’t have expected anything different from a damned neko. Of course you done got fucked.”

“Toofy... Doesn’t know... If master’s kittens... Or fucking bastard elf who hurt her.” She snarled.

Trician blinked, and smiled sympathetically, “I could tell you, if you wanted. I’m a prophetess. I can read you, and your children. If you wanted me to... It was an elf? The one who hurt you?”

“Elatham.” She sniffled, naming the man she hated more than anyone else in existence. Even long dead, his shadow was a scar that clung more tightly to her than any other.

“Lord Elatham? The emperor’s magic adviser?” Trician asked cautiously, causing the salamander to growl another warning.

Toofy nodded, feeling snot beginning to mingle with her tears, dribbling down the front of her face. “Master... Her Sai... He killed the elf... When he was still inside Toofy. Still hurting her. He... He paralysed Toofy. Wanted to steal her magic. She hates him. That’s why she hates elves. Toofy hates you all.”

The woman lifted her hand, her embedded gemstones twinkling for a moment, and when she looked at Toofy again, her face was a picture of grimness.

“No!” Toofy said in front, warbling and ducking her head, “No... No it can’t... I can’t... Not... Not cope...”

“Two of the children are human. Human and neko.” The elf whispered, “One of the two is... Sick. His soul is fighting with itself. He might not survive. His sister, she’s okay. Stable.”

“Sai’s magic. Menes magic.” Toofy whispered, “She’s going to lose her kittens, to it?”

“No. It isn’t clear. Your son fights, and he fights with the outrageous and unbending will of his mother.” The elf said firmly.

Toofy sniffled, “Third. He’s Elatham’s heir. Isn’t he?”

“She. You have a half-elven daughter.” Trician whispered regretfully, “She’s innocent. So very innocent. She isn’t the monster... That her father was.”

The catgirl wailed in pain.

Her daughter would have the face of her father. Whatever happened, no matter how much Toofy would love her, it wouldn’t change it. She would see her abuser, every single day.

“Toofy wants to die.” She whispered.

Meerakeilian let out a bellow that blew the table from above them, “Succubus! Saia!”

Toofy grabbed a spider from the floor that tried to scramble away and shoved it into her mouth. Sniffling as she crushed the squirming snack in her mouth.

Saia stumbled in, off-balance and moving painfully. She hesitated, obviously not wanting to crouch or bend over, before giving up and sitting in front of Toofy with a wince. “Ow. What’s going on, here?”

“Your mistress is pregnant. Two of the children are her master’s, but the third...” The elf trailed off and glared, “You knew. You would have known, you’re a succubus.”

“Fuck.” Saia cursed, “I didn’t want to have this conversation. I really did not want to have this conversation.”

Toofy looked up at her, and shook her head, “Saia is fine. Toofy understands... Toofy understands.”

“Says want dead.” Meerakeilian growled quietly, “Needs one she loves. Needs.”

Saia reached out and squeezed one of the catgirl’s hands, “No... No she doesn’t. Toofy doesn’t need any of us. She’s going to be the empress of the fuckin’ world. She’s stronger than any of us.”

“Not strong.” Toofy disagreed. “Not now. Not ever again.”

Trician whispered quietly, “She’s right. Right now, Toofy isn’t strong. What she is, and what her enemies are actually afraid of, is that this neko... Is a survivor.”

The catgirl gave a half smile, “Insane elf not a total bitch.”

“I lost Ancestor.” The dragon said quietly, “Saia was misused. Elf lost love. So many hurt us. Toofy, you unite us. Make us... Better than we were. Your hurt now. We save you, now.”

Toofy rolled her eyes and brushed the lizard’s cheek with the back of her hand, “You can’t protect Toofy from Toofy, little Mia. It doesn’t work that way.”

“I will kidnap Sai.” The dragon said and stood up, causing Toofy’s eyes to widen as the new genitals flopped right at her face level. “These ones, protect you. Prepare for the arrival of my servants.”

The catgirl looked up, “What does Mia mean... Kidnap? And what does she mean, servants?”

“My voice has been heard. All will come. To challenge, be devoured, or bow.” Meerakeilian growled, “I own dragonkind. They will come to me. They will serve me. As I serve my Devourer.”

Toofy’s eyes widened in astonishment, “Did... Did... Did Mia just... Become... Dragonking?”

“I am the Heir of Irrlichdan.” Meerakeilian growled with a challenge in her voice, “And I will serve you, and your children. Lord Sai, by your side. The emperor is a threat. We will remove it.”

Trician gave a small gasp, “Holy shit. Holy shit... It’s a civil war. It starts here. This is the moment, this is the truth, this is where it all changes. Where it begins. Goddess save us.”

Toofy finally noticed that one of Saia’s eyes was no longer red, but green. So the girl really had tried to save Tyre, after Toofy left them to their buttplay.

The succubus really did like the stinking human.

Saia smiled slowly, “We will protect this town. Send the dead. Send the living. We’ll fuck ’em all, to keep you safe. Fuck the emperor. He ain’t touching a hair on the head of my nieces and nephew.”

“Aunty Saia?” Toofy raised an eyebrow.

The woman shrugged, “I’ve been called worse. What do you say, mistress? Become our empress? Take up the call, and make this world yours, starting here... And now?”

She hesitated.

“If I can summon Astadia again, with Orli’s help, and bind her, with your help... I can take control of the draug.” Trician said quietly, “I am a Princess, of the empire of the Golden Mountain. Royal blood runs through these veins. I can’t do it alone... But draug and dragon, united by the neko.”

Toofy gave a small giggle, and rubbed at her cheeks, “She loves you. She loves all of you. Protecting her and... It’s time we hurt them. Hurt everyone who hurt us. Toofy won’t take her time, anymore. Saia goes with Mia. She goes to capital, and kills the Yu.”

The succubus raised an eyebrow, “Just like that? I don’t want to get caught, again. Barely made it out last time.”

“Saia stole Menes’ magic from Tyre.” Toofy pointed out, “He was shifter. She was glamour. It won’t take her long to master it. Take glamour, and make it real. Saia... Can become any living thing. Does she think a drunk can stop her?”

The woman kissed her cheek, “You know just how to make me horny, mistress.”

“Go fuck ’im up.” She growled and then hesitated, rolling her mouth for a moment, and produced a white scorpion from inside her mouth. She held it out, “Don’t get stung. Angry fucker. Death in three steps.”

The assassin took it and stood, kissing her cheek again, “I love you, mistress.”

Toofy rubbed her chin, “Toofy shouldn’t use magic, anymore, elf. She has kittens. If she touches her bad magic, kittens get sick. But Orli will help. She just needs to be taught.”

“Yeah... What the hell is she?” Trician asked.

The catgirl shrugged, “Demigod. Daughter of that scared one, and the guardian spirit. Toofy forgot, what was guardian’s name? Whatever. That one.”

Saia started, “Orli’s your stepsister, mistress?”

“Huh? Toofy is orphan.” The catgirl said in confusion.

Trician laughed like it was the biggest joke in the world. “Oh, of course she is. And that’s why we’re here. To do all of this. My goddess always fucks you over sideways. Never see her coming. I see the divine, Orli touches it. Together, we can channel the goddess.”

“Orli also has boyfriend to help.” Toofy shrugged, “Slept with him a week ago, on her eighteenth.”

Trician frowned, “Boyfriend? The human managed to find another worthy to join our little rabble? Who is he?”

“Your god is Missy, Tricksy.” Toofy said slowly, “Orli’s god is Ouruk. Betrayer god who made orcind. He very jealous that Orli finds Tricksy fun and games.”

“The god of destruction and rage.” The elf shivered, “Well. That’s handy. If he doesn’t kill me first.”

“Mmm... That would make Orli cry. He not want Orli cry.” Toofy shrugged, and then clapped her hands and glared, “What are you all waiting for? Toofy has given her orders!”

She giggled as everyone snapped into motion, but her heart still felt like a knife had been driven through it.

She cupped her stomach with her hands, wishing she could feel the children growing there. She whispered to them quietly, “Toofy loves you. Toofy never let anyone hurt you.”

— — —
“Ouruk.”

The human girl who was just trying to clean up some of the mess left when Westcolm and Meerakeilian had torn through the tavern literally jumped in terror.

Trician laughed and shook her head, “That’s why you’re so powerful, mage. You’ve got a touch of the divine to you. That, and your mother is Eratigan.”

“Ssh.” Orli said urgently, her bright blue eyes darting around, “Are you trying to get me exiled? If people knew that dad and... Her... Were together, bad things will happen.”

The elf shrugged and walked over, “You helped me run, when I couldn’t stop the lich, last time.”

“No, no!” The girl said in fright, “We barely made it! If that soul you summoned hadn’t thought you were amusing, we would have died. I just want to clean up, and forget you freaks ever came here. I’m not helping you.”

“Sure, you are.” Trician yawned, and waved a hand, “Oh, this is Tyre. He’ll be helping us out. He used to fight alongside the emperor himself. And if you don’t help me, what makes you think I’ll keep your secrets?”

Orli clenched her jaw, glaring, “You’re such a bitch.”

“Mmm. I am.” She nodded, “You see, I actually hate humans. A lot. You and yours forced my people to serve you. We’ve still got our crowns, but we have to pay for the privilege. I hate it. So, I don’t care if you think I’m bitch. I care if you do what I say.”

Tyre rubbed at his face tiredly, “Don’t mind her, girl. The draug that attacked us? They killed her boyfriend. The lich that is controlling them? Her dead sister. Who she was supposed to kill, before she could become a lich, but failed. It’s all personal.”

“Shut up, abomination.”

He shrugged, “Calling me that doesn’t work so well, anymore. Still feels odd, to have my own soul back. Saia is... Something else.”

Trician rolled her eyes, and crossed her arms, “You two are helping me strip my sister’s undead soul down to turn it into a weapon. Are we going to fuck around all day, or do this?”

Orli cringed, “I... I hate doing it. I don’t like being a channel. It feels like I’m steal from them.”

“Your boyfriend complained, yet?” Trician raised an eyebrow.

The girl shrugged, “No... But he’s a betrayer. He wouldn’t complain if any of the official gods went and got murdered.”

“Girl. You’re still acting like you have a choice.” The elf said with irritation, “I’ve got a very angry, very scary, cat who just discovered she’s pregnant. Your tiny little village is about to be swarmed by dragons who might be dumb enough shits to pick a fight with her. I’m not in the mood for this.”

“Scary? The neko?” Orli said, glancing towards the building, “What... What is she?”

Tyre yawned tiredly, “She’s the last thing you’ll know before you die. She’ll fuck you. And then she’ll fuck your chances of surviving. You can do whatever you like to try and survive. Even go and summon someone like Ouruk to protect you... And all you’ll be doing is delaying the inevitable. No one who fucks with her survives. She’s terrifying.”

“The gods love her?”

He shook his head, “Lady Twenty Four regularly says she hates all the gods. So I highly doubt it.”

“T... Twenty Four.” The girl breathed out slowly, “I didn’t know her name. I didn’t know her name. Shit. Oh, gods, shit.”

Trician chuckled softly, “Yeah. Eratigan’s daughter. Just like you. Isn’t that a fun little piece of bullshit?”

“Oh, you don’t get it.” Orli shook her head, “Not even a little. Twenty Four was fated to die, before mother stepped in. Which means that Death, the god, has been trying to claim her ever since. And failing. Ouruk has mentioned her... She’s... Like the sack man, but for gods. I didn’t actually think she was real.”

The elf laughed loudly, “The sackman of the gods. I like that. Describes the bitch perfectly. You want to piss her off, little human? Then don’t help me.”

“I hate you.” Orli said lightly, giving in. “Let’s die, then. Better to die by the hand of an immortal lich, than piss off that neko.”

Tyre stretched for a moment, and then drew a sword from his hip. He flicked a couple runic symbols in the air, and his eyes briefly glowed a light blue. “Sorry to say it, girl, but if you let the lich kill you, the cat will probably find a way to come and scream at you.”

“Shit.”

Trician held out her hand, and the human hesitantly took it. Orli closed her eyes for a moment, taking a deep breath. Then she thrust her hand into the sky.

The elf’s eyes rolled back in her head and she nearly collapsed. The magic surged through her, overwhelming her senses all over again. There was no getting used to it.

She struggled for a moment, and then breathed out slowly. “Last time, Tyre, Astadia came immediately. She... Has crazy power. But, thanks to this one, now so do I. I just...”

“Need a skilled spellsmith to help you choose the right ones.” He replied tiredly and took Orli’s other hand, “Sorry, girl, this is easy. Be my channel to her. You’ll feel the tug, Trician. Don’t resist. Don’t try and control it. Or it’ll rebound.”

“Not an idiot.” She said through gritted teeth and snapped her fingers, “Astadia! You whore! Come out and play!”

Last time, her sister had come out of curiosity. That wouldn’t work twice. The dead elf would also expect this to be a trap, so any slight edge like being pissed off, should help.

Trician grunted in surprise.

It wasn’t just a tug she felt. Relinquishing control was difficult when it felt like you were being hauled around by a damned salamander.

Like getting your feet stomped by an inept lord at a ball.

“You call me, whore!?” An ethereal voice screamed from behind the three of them, blasting them rolling, and out of each other’s grip.

Trician cried out for Orli as the human went tumbling out of reach. She spun onto her back and tossed up a shield that shattered with a burst of blood from her own mouth.

“Fucking an onokentaura, and you call me, whore!?” The voice screamed again, flattening and pinning all three of them.

The elf reeled, feeling the blood pouring from her nostrils, mouth, and ears. Yet, despite the agony and the overwhelming magic blasting directly at her, she knew what she had to do.

She reached out for the same desperate spell she had cast against Kaleid. The spell that had saved her life and enslaved Astadia’s bodyguard to her side.

A spell that had slipped right passed his defences.

There was a brief spark of blue. Just a tiny moment where a single speck of light left her finger tips, before dying in the air.

A scream of utter rage shook the ground, as shadows from all around them were dragged into the same location. Flecks of darkness swept up and forced together until it formed some kind of physical shell.

Orli’s hand closed around hers warmly. Little fingers interlacing with her own, and Trician felt the magic rip right through her. She gave a breathless gasp, and all resistance to her spell vanished.

The shadow flickered and shook, before bursting outwards and leaving a terrifyingly pale-skinned elf kneeling in front of them.

Trician felt a tear slip down one cheek as she looked at the semi-familiar figure.

Her sister was too pale. Not even a sickly pale, but corpse pale. The hair was unkempt, looking like it had been dragged through oil, and then mildly charred.

Trician had mourned her when Tresian had killed her. Even though she’d attempted it, herself. She had still mourned for Astadia, and now... Now she was looking at her and reopening that wound.

She had loved her sister.

The goddess had been the one to demand her death. Anything to prevent Astadia from ascending to the very position of power she had, in death.

Trician had served the gods unquestioningly, all of her life. The moment that the goddess had demanded the death of her sister, was the first time that she had known doubt.

“Astadia.” She whispered, feeling Orli squeezing her hand reassuringly.

The human was definitely her mother’s daughter. She was just a waitress in a hick town, and she was showing sympathy to someone looking at an undead lich that had tried to murder them all.

Not a single hint of freaking out, like a reasonable person would.

Tyre sat up, stretching out his arms, “Ow. Well, I was useless. Apologies.”

Trician staggered upright, and Orli came with. Refusing to let go of the elf’s hand. She looked at the human, but saw nothing but earnest determination in her blue eyes.

So this is what someone who moved beyond prophet to date a god looked like. Stubborn and stupid.

“Astadia.” Trician said more firmly.

The dead elf reached up and touched the silver collar around her throat, and winced, “You bitch. You fucking whore. You steal my boyfriend, get him killed, and then fucking seal my soul?”

“You killed, Kal!” Trician roared.

Astadia sneered, looking up at her with sunken eyes, “No, you fucking idiot, I did not. That’d be the bitch who calls you her little fucking toy. Might as well be a fucktoy, from what I’ve seen. Whore.”

“Your army.”

The elf sneered, “I didn’t hate you. Even after you burned down my palace to try and kill me. But fucking Kal before my corpse was even cold? You’re a piece of shit.”

“I needed the magic.” Trician muttered, feeling on the defensive.

Orli spoke timidly, voice shaking, “Why would Trician’s goddess kill... Kal?”

“Kaleid. My bodyguard, and an onokentaura. We could never be together.” Astadia explained quietly, before glaring with her white eyes at Trician. “Goddess killed him, because she’s a jealous bitch. Wanted to punish you for falling in love, with anyone who wasn’t her.”

“The draug woke up when I crossed the border. That just a coincidence, too, lich?” Trician sneered.

Astadia laughed, a hoarse and cackling noise, “Of course not, you dumb cow. I woke them up. Sent them to shadow you.”

“You really working with the human emperor? Bringing back Menes’ magic?”

The dead elf stared, “Gods above, you’re fucking stupid. How the fuck is my own sister so stupid? Even with most of the puzzle in front of you, you can’t see shit. Fuck.”

“Stop treating her like she’s worthless.” Orli said angrily.

Astadia sneered, “I am dead, witch. I don’t have much of a soul. All I am is fucking rage! So, shut up the fuck up, before I get sick of both of you and break this fucking collar and rip out your throats!”

Trician frowned, considering everything, “The emperor is bringing back Menes’ magic. We didn’t get that part wrong. But the method was. You... You were Menes’ apprentice. You... You stayed alive to stop him. To fight him.”

“Congrats, moron.” Astadia said sarcastically, “The emperor needs you. Your blood, and the blood of ten thousand orcs. With that... He might actually be able to ascend.”

“Why, her?” Orli asked in confusion.

Trician stared at her sister sadly, “Royal blood. The royal blood of the elven line is bound to the Golden Mountain. Enchanted. Old magic, lost magic. There’s nothing else like it... Menes sacrificed father, didn’t he?”

Astadia punched the ground, cracking and shaking it, “Of course he fucking did. That’s how he made the abominations, like that fucker next to you!”

“This fucker doesn’t have that magic anymore.” Tyre offered weakly.

The lich spat on the ground. Or at least made the sound and motion, but nothing seemed to come out of her mouth.

Trician looked at her sister with pain, “The goddess wanted you dead... Because she wants me dead. And Tresian. The three of us are the last of our bloodline... She assumed Twenty Four would use me, and then kill me.”

“The gods keep trying to mess with that cat.” Tyre muttered and shook his head, “Someone has to teach them the meaning of self-preservation. It doesn’t involve pissing off that neko.”

Astadia touched her collar, “I could break this any time I want. I’m already dead. Blowing myself to hell wouldn’t be a big deal. I blew myself out of it, to protect my fucking stupid sister, after the other one killed me. I hate this fucking family.”

“I think what she’s trying to say... Is that she loves you.” Orli said quietly, squeezing Trician’s hand.

The undead elf frowned, “This... Thing... That helped you bind me, sister. What the fuck is it? Even if I was a god, it would make me shit my pants. Her aura isn’t human.”

“What about Toofy’s aura, dead-elf? Is it cute enough?” A familiar voice cut the air like a knife, despite the soft tones.

Trician looked at the approaching neko, and her golden eyes. The neko seemed as cute as ever. She wasn’t showing yet, either. If the elf hadn’t known who she was, she would have been confused that the cat was acting like a threat.

Apparently Astadia knew who she was.

Her sister scrambled backwards on the ground, twisting and breaking her arms in a mad dash to get away from her. “Fuck! Please. Please. Fuck, no!”

Toofy crossed her arms, glaring, “Astadia is a little bitch. Toofy also doesn’t like that Astadia wanted to sleep with her Sai. Did she touch him, when she was alive?”

The pale-skinned woman flattened onto the ground in a bow, dropping her forehead to the dirt. “Lord Sai rejected me. Said he never wanted to pass on his curse.”

“Toofy still wants to hurt.” The cat said angrily, and took a deep sigh, “But she can’t touch her death magic. Not with kittens. Won’t ruin their souls to bind the Astadia. Assboy. You know Relanti’s Rite?”

Tyre nodded, “Relanti? Sure. It’s simple enough. Just blood magic. Binding two people to a promise.”

“Swear to follow and obey the insane elf, and Toofy won’t send your soul to oblivion.” She instructed.

Trician watched in confusion as Tyre sketched out an intricate circle of symbols on the ground. Her lich sister, who had summoned and controlled a nation-sized army, still panicking before a simple neko.

The elf had seen the neko’s magic first-hand.

It wasn’t Toofy’s magic that was impressive. It wasn’t the reason she survived, or thrived, when surrounded by so many enemies. She was average for an exotic.

What was impressive was that Toofy was either a genius, or luckier than the god of luck.

That little neko had the gods themselves trying to control and manipulate her, and at every turn they failed. All they managed to do was piss off the cat, and give her more powerful weapons to use.

Which she was more than happy to make use of.

The bagman of the gods.

“Blood magic. Needs blood.” Tyre said to her, “Won’t get any from the lich. Sister should work, with my modifications to the rite.”

Trician looked at the circle, and then over at her sister. “Astadia... Despite everything that has happened... I don’t hate you. Choose. Return to death, or be bound to me.”

“I came back from hell to protect you, bitch!” Astadia yelled, glaring at her with her dead eyes. “Bind me.”

— — —
Saia held her head as she stumbled out of the gateway’s circle. The salamander had dropped her off at one on her way to ruin Lord Sai’s day. Wasn’t as bad as a flash dance, but still made her feel sick.

“Hold. Documents.”

She looked blearily at the guards surrounding the gateway just outside the walls of the capital, and rubbed her temples, “I left the city just yesterday. What the hell are you talking about?”

“The city has been sealed.” One of the guards barked, “A permit is required, for passage in and out.”

She tried out her new magic, lifting her wrist to show off a golden bell. She rattled the small item, “I serve the will of the emperor. That good enough for you?”

“An ambassador is of course welcome.” The guard said and bowed his head, “My apologies, m’lady.”

Saia struggled not to laugh. She’d felt the spell scan her bell, but apparently she really could make one as good as the real thing on a whim, now.

That was cursed magic for you. Might steal your soul, but it let you do whatever you felt like. With terrible consequences.

“What happened to seal the city in the one night that I was gone?” She demanded.

The man bowed his head, “There was a prison break, m’lady. The former priestess of the temple escaped.”

“Efina.” She growled, “Well. They should have seen that coming. Bitch never did play fair... The temple is my destination. I assume security around it has increased?”

“Yes, m’lady.”

She pretended to be pleased with that, “Good.”

Saia headed towards the city, but before she reached the front gate, she had transformed herself with a shiver and cracking of bones. A thrill of short and sharp pain.

She took on the form of an elven woman, who was a right twat, but would find it easy to get close to Lord Yu. Getting her walk correct was harder than getting the form.

Esme walked with an arrogant sway of her hips, to emphasise the sound of the bell she wore there. Showing off that she was a favourite play thing of Lord Yu, and the property of Domina Florence.

It made Saia feel like an idiot.

Didn’t help that without her tail, she felt completely unbalanced and out of sorts. She’d only ever glamoured it away, never actually physically changed herself so it was gone.

She’d worn so many faces over the years, becoming more comfortable under a glamour than her own skin. But now that she literally was in someone else’s skin, she felt like a beginner, all over again.

Shifting felt so different than just faking it.

She had plenty of time to get used to the new movement, and to experiment a little with the limits of shifting, as she made her way through the city to the temple.

She couldn’t create anything that was actually separate to her.

So she could have a bell, but it was part of her. You would have to cut it free, and Saia wasn’t quite willing to find out if afterwards the bell would remain or not.

Heck, she didn’t know if she had nerves connecting her to something like that.

She did notice that the longer she spent in a form that wasn’t her own, the more she had to concentrate to stay in it. She had used an alley to drop back, before re-becoming Esme, and it became easy again.

There seemed like there were plenty of limits and rules.

She would have to have a very long talk with Tyre, if either of them survived the coming days. Which probably mean that she’d have to actually ask him what happened to Helen.

She could already guess parts of the story, but Saia had turned herself into an elf, and she didn’t seem to have the instincts of an elf.

So why was the man who turned into a bear, mourning because he killed someone he had loved?

“Esme?” A voice said in surprise, and Saia felt the familiar danger.

She turned towards them, looking over with absolute arrogance at the woman approaching her. They were some kind of mongrel, with short nekomimi showing up through their blonde hair, but also the ears of a human.

She only knew of three half-nekos in the city.

All three, funnily enough, were sisters.

They were officially daughters of Domina Florence. However, it was an open secret that they had been born as illegitimate children of Lord Westcolm on one of his whorehouse crawls.

“What do you want?” Saia sneered, popping her hip.

The woman frowned, “Well, I did want a drink. But you turned me down. Said you were too busy hunting -”

“No shit.” She interrupted the woman, “What do you think I was doing? Going on a bear hunt? Bloody hell, idiot.”

The woman moved closer, looking around fearfully, “She’s still in the city? I thought... She’d run away.”

“She’s got some grudges to settle, first.” Saia said, pulling back her elven ears, and glaring, “And number one on that list, is Lord Yu. So I think you should be running the other direction, hey? And leaving me the hell alone.”

“Sorry.” The woman mumbled nervously, briefly touching Saia’s hand, before she turned and walked away.

So... Esme had a girlfriend. That was intriguing.

If she didn’t have somewhere else to be, she would be using it to undercut the arrogant bitch and make her life hell. But, Saia had somewhere to be and someone to kill.

The rest of her trip to the temple went without incident. Not a second glance from any of the guards. She didn’t even know if her new magic was detectable once she’d changed form.

A glamour wasn’t the easiest thing to detect in the first place. And this was a step up from that.

The succubus made her way to Lord Yu’s private office, retracing steps that she knew so well. Remembering all the times she had made the trip with trepidation, knowing that a failure meant he was going to hurt her.

Not this time.

She pushed open the door, and stepped inside with a ring of the bell on her hip.

Yu looked up from a half-flagon of wine, and glared at her, “You found her, yet?”

“Pretty sure. But I’ll need your help to get to her, m’lord.” Saia replied, not even trying to sound like Esme.

He glared at her, “Pretty sure? What crap is this? Gods, I miss Elia. At least she knew how to bend over and take it.”

She smoothly pulled out a cage and put it onto the desk, “I found this, whilst tracking Lady Efina. I think I know what it is, but I also think I’m out of my depth. Sir.”

He practically fell off his stool.

The man made his way around, half-stumbling, and stared at the hissing white creature inside the cage. He looked up at her and back down at it again, “How in the fuck did you catch it without getting stung?”

“With difficulty.” She replied, “I believe that one of these was also found when Lord Sai’s assistant was killed. They’re supposed to be a special thing, right?”

“Special ain’t the half of it.” Yu breathed out with a belch of fumes, “This... They aren’t meant to exist. They’re the symbol of the goddess of mischief. A betrayer god. One of those deities that is supposed to be trapped where they can’t mess with mortals anymore.”

Saia nodded slowly, “Curious. I suppose these must be the truth in the legend. They can’t be native. Maybe Efina is using whoever she got them from to escape across the sea.”

Yu made his way across to a bookshelf, and began tossing books onto the floor, checking the covers frantically. “No, you’re not getting it. I know you don’t really believe in the gods, Esme, but they don’t care if you do. They exist.”

She scoffed, covering the sound of her opening the latch on the box.

He paused and dusted off the cover of one of the books, “Here it is. Mythic creatures... The Seven Step Scorpion. Bone white. A native creature of the nekan desert that went extinct before the creation of the neko race. So-called because you’ve got about seven paces before you’re dead.”

Saia blinked, “Quite poisonous. Nekan desert? So, we’ve found shells and crap that show they weren’t always so mythic?”

“Ancient times. Old enough that even the dragons weren’t sure where the stories came from.” Yu said quickly, “Highly associated with another mythic figure... Do you remember anything from your history lessons about the pre-empire?”

“Before the empire? The continent was mostly rabble. Tribes and clans. All species separated into their own loose little nations.” She shrugged.

Yu shook his head, “Not what I meant. I meant the Pre-Empire. An empire that existed long before the current one. This city is built on the ruins of one of their cities. It’s buried beneath us.”

“An underground city.” Saia raised an eyebrow, “Anyone ever find it?”

He smiled at her, “Of course. And every time someone does, the emperor makes certain to seal the entrance and kill those who knew about it. Can’t have an easy passage for the assassins to get near him.”

She shrugged, “Okay... So what’s so interesting about this Pre-Empire?”

“It was ruled over by someone anointed by the gods. Like our emperor is a demi-god.” Yu informed her, “Unlike our own, this emperor was actually anointed, and crowned, by a deity. In person.”

She shrugged, “That supposed to be... Interesting?”

“The Seven Step Scorpion is supposed to be the symbol of their emperor. As in, the emperor can summon them. Speak to them.” Yu said slowly, and looked at the cage curiously, “These things... Are extinct by several thousand years.”

She shrugged and stepped back from the cage, “Strange. But... Efina was using dark magic. Who knows what she could pull back from the dead? You think you can help me trace it?”

Yu took a deep breath and walked over, leaning down to look at the cage.

Saia winked one eye with a flash of magic, and the lid flew open.

She shivered, retaking her usual form as Yu fell back screaming and flailing. The scorpion gripping his face as the tail stabbed into him a dozen times over.

Her tail flicked excitedly, and she sprang onto the table, glaring down at him with red eyes, “The new empress sends her regards, asshole. Her name, if you care to tell the afterlife, is Toofy.”

She smiled at the pain and fear on his face.

After everything that he had done to her, after everything he had continued to do, this was nothing less than his deserved fate.

Yu’s eyes rolled up into his head and he went still with a gasp and quiet rattle.

The scorpion that had been attacking the crap out of him let out a strange sound, almost like a squeal, before falling onto its back and curling up.

Saia nodded to herself, and picked up the flagon off the desk, crossing to the dead man and keeping an eye on the scorpion’s corpse, in case it wasn’t.

The mug shattered on the first punch into his face.

There wasn’t much face left when she was done.

Saia stood up and let out a low and slow breath of relief. Feeling a weight lifting from her. Her mistress had given her a promise, and now it was done.

The succubus rolled her neck, and shifted again.

She looked at her old and male hands in disgust. However, it seemed appropriate, all things said and done. Sowing a little bit more discord and confusion would help.

Adopting Yu’s drunken swagger easily, she made her way back into the main section of the temple. Pausing in confusion as she saw the real Esmerelda actually poking around one of the walls.

Saia made her way over, “The hell are you doing here?”

The elf jumped, “I, uh... Sorry, m’lord. I believe that... Lady Efina, is here. I cannot be certain, so I haven’t come to you, yet. M’lord.”

“Looking for her hidden chambers?” Saia said with amusement, “Follow me, little elf.”

She led the woman to the same place that Toofy had led her, and the two of them entered the forbidden room. Almost all the books and scrolls were gone.

As if the ministers were going to leave those behind after the discovery.

Esme looked crushed, “Shit. Sorry, m’lord. I have wasted your precious -”

“Not a lord.” Saia dropped back to herself with a cracking and popping of bones. “Not a bad thought, little elf. But stupid if you think Yu would be polite enough to help with anything.”

“Shit!” The elf swore, throwing up a hand.

Saia caught her wrist easily, sinking her claws in, “Uh ah. I was being nice. No attacking me, now. Besides, if you make me hurt you, how would the Madame Florence feel?”

The elf’s eyes widened in terror, “Please don’t hurt her.”

“Then don’t hurt me.” Saia rolled her red eyes and let go. “It isn’t like either of us much likes Yu, is it? I’ve got no reason to tell him about any of this. Just wanted to talk to you.”

Esmerelda winced, “You want something.”

“Mm... Not particularly.” Saia shrugged, “Actually... Maybe. I got hurt a little while back. Still healing. You could always help with that, but only if you’re interested. I never realised you might have a thing for girls.”

“I’m not supposed to.” Esme said quietly, “Yu forbid it. Domina Florence forbid it. She also explicitly forbid me going anywhere near any of her adopted daughters. I’m her slave. Please. Don’t hurt me.”

“Girl. I’m offering to play with you, not hurt you.” Saia rolled her eyes. “Interested? If not, I’ll be on my way.”

Esme blinked slowly, “Oh. Oh! Wait... Are you seriously propositioning me in a room that used to be full of dark magic?”

“It isn’t anymore. All the traps are gone, too.” Saia shrugged, “Can you think of a more secret place to fool around? I would have killed to have a private space like this when Yu was still my owner.”

The elf smiled slowly, “That is... True. And I doubt anyone is likely to find us here... But you also just hurt my wrist.”

“Want me to kiss it better?” Saia teased, her tail flicking in the air excitedly.

Esme frowned, “What would your current owner think, if she found out about this?”

“Toofy?” Saia scratched her chin, “She might be jealous. But she did get rid of my slave collar. I ain’t owned by anyone, Esme. I’m free. She even named me.”

The elf stared at her, “What the shit? The cat actually freed you?”

“Apparently the collar doesn’t hold up so well when you hit it with a friggin’ lightning bolt.” Saia chuckled, “If you were thinking about running away from Florence.”

Esme bit her lip, “I want to. I want to run away, with... The daughter.”

“Oh.” Saia grinned with a flash of her eyes, “Are we making a deal, now, are we? You’ll sleep with me, if I help the two of you run away?”

“Mmm.” The elf nodded, looking terrified.

Saia shrugged, “Sure. Why not? Toofy is about to declare herself the godsdamned empress. Take on everyone. If you feel comfortable coming back to a city swarming with friggin’ dragons, I’ll help you.”

“D-dragons?”

She chuckled softly, “Yeah. You remember Meerakeilian? She tried to kill Toofy. And lost. But... Now she’s turning into a he. And she’s fuckin’ Irrlichdan’s heir.”

“Holy fucking shit.” The elf stared at her, “You were serious. The freaking cat is going to try and take on the empire. With an army of dragons. Oh, wow. She might actually stand a chance. Maybe.”

Saia smiled at her, “You in or out, elf?”

“In. If you help me save Taudry, I will do literally anything.” Esme said firmly, “Besides... I’ve wanted to wipe that smirk off your face since forever. Yu always preferred you to me. I’m better.”

“We’ll see about that.” Saia grinned and pushed the elf backwards onto the empty desk. “Wanna cast a bit of a silence sphere? Don’t want your bell bringing an audience.”

The elf’s eyes glowed a brief blue as she snapped her fingers, “I was always better at you, at that.”

“And I’m better at this.” Saia said aggressively, yanking off the clothing she found beneath the elf’s skirt.

She smirked as she descended down onto her knees, smelling the lust of the elf. Esme was just as much into this, as she was. It would be interesting to see which of them really was the better fuck.

She kissed briefly at her legs, and smiled up at the elf and shivered. There was a small, but painful, pop, and tiny neko ears popping up as her hair turned blonde.

“Oh gods, no.” Esme shook her head, “Shit. That’s just creepy. I can’t tell those ears are just an illusion.”

Saia laughed and grabbed a hand, and put them to the sensitive ears. Which immediately twitched away from the touch, and Saia felt a deep urge to miaow and scream.

She really fucking hated having the ears touched. Is that what Toofy felt?

The elf recoiled, “What in the fuck!? How did you just... Grow nekomimi!?”

Saia laughed, “Long story. But let’s just say I can turn into anything that you desire. If you don’t want me to be your girlfriend, name a fantasy. Like I said... I’m better than you, at this.”

“Name a fantasy.” Esme rolled her jaw, “Fine. I can do that.”

“Name one you’ll actually enjoy fucking.” Saia said tiredly.

The elf frowned, and took a deep breath, “Always wanted to hate fuck the Domina. That count?”

“Hate fucking doesn’t sound that fun. I’d have to let you dominate me, and I’ve always wanted to be on top of you.” Saia replied with a small smile.

Esme rolled her eyes, “Green Mother preserve me. Fine. I’ve always wondered what a domania might be like. You going to complain about that one too, before I dry up?”

Domania were rare as all hell. Hard to have household guardian spirits when the temple had tried to track them all down and kill them for siding with the betrayer gods.

Saia had only really seen drawings in books.

She barely managed to avoid crying out as her neck broke during the transformation. Along with her ribs cracking and imploding, and every bone in her feet shattering.

A cute little white-haired woman looked up from her knees with eyes of glowing blue flame. Before Saia knew what was happening, she was making a small keening noise, with a puff of white smoke floating out of her mouth.

Not like a salamander. Her smoke didn’t stream, it came popping out in little balls, embodying cuteness.

“Oh, shit.” Esme shivered.

Saia nuzzled her head into the side of the elf’s leg, “Y-you l... Like this form... Mistress?”

“Oh, shit, yeah.” The elf smirked despite herself. “Oh, now that’s how you make me wet, succubus.”

“D-domania.” She said with a little bob of her head, smiling sweetly, “I... C-can I taste it?”

The elf leaned back on the table, “Please.”

The tongue that snaked out of her mouth wasn’t even close to human, surprising Saia. It managed to not just flicking at the elf’s entrance, but actually snake a good fingers’ length inside her as well.

Esme cried out at the surprise intrusion, as Saia wiggled it around. The tongue wasn’t quite prehensile, but it was damned agile. The little forks were sensitive, as well.

She rolled the tongue around, curling and uncurling. Darting it in and out of the elf’s tight little slit until she was white-knuckle holding onto the edge of the desk.

“Oh... Oh, fu-uck, Elia!” The elf cried out.

Her tongue slurped at the dripping snatch, and she whispered, “Saia. Little Saia.”

“Green... Mother.” The elf tried to say sarcastically, failing as the tongue darted back inside her. “T-Twenty Four... Has shit taste... In names.”

“Do you want me to keep going?” Saia said angrily.

Esme’s face changed and she gave a small meek look, “I’ll behave. Fuck, I’ll behave for you.”

“For my tongue.” Saia smirked, and then dove back into the light-tasting little snatch. She enjoyed the hell out of the way the elf was moaning, left completely at her mercy.

The succubus might not fully understand this form she was in, but it was damn well getting a reaction. She could feel a heat in her mouth, like it held a furnace.

Seeing with eyes of flame was also taking some getting used to.

Being covered in an incredibly fine white fur, head to toe, was also a new experience. It wasn’t something that you could see, not at first glance.

But there was no doubt that the elf could feel her silky fur as she shoved her face against the woman’s dripping cunt. Slathering all inside her with gleeful abandon.

Saia was almost as wet, herself.

“Oh, fu-fuck...” Esme moaned, “D-don’t tell... Taudry... But... Fuck. You’re better... Than she is.”

The succubus felt a deep stirring as her pussy purred excitedly at the praise. Lapping faster and deeper. Feeling the heat in her mouth growing as the salty liquid slipped down her throat.

“Mmm. Mmm.” The elf moaned urgently, “Mmm. I... Mmm... I... I...”

Saia smirking as her tongue continued doing exactly what it had been doing. Not daring to change it up, knowing that her longtime rival was right on the edge of flooding her mouth.

She counted down the seconds in her head, feeling the squirming of the elf before the floodgates opened.

The succubus leaned back with a smirk and shiver as she returned to her own form. Licking her lips to swallow in the elf, before she stood up and looked at the flushed and exhausted looking woman.

Saia frowned, “I hope you’re up to reciprocating. That was part of my deal for helping you.”

“Just... Need a minute.” Esme gasped quietly, and looked at her curiously, “Why... Is one... Of your eyes... Green?”

She shrugged and sat down beside the elf, “Consequence of magic. Not something that’s particularly sexy to talk about. So how long have you and the Madame Florence been an item? Since she bought you?”

“Pretty much.” Esme smiled sadly, “It didn’t start off very fun. Domina forbade the kittens from leaving the property during their coming of age. Three horny part-neko girls, all awakening at the same time, and forbidden from touching anyone.”

Saia snorted with laughter, “Three eighteen year old kitties? Told that they can’t fuck? That would have gone down badly. How long until they were up each other’s skirts?”

“It didn’t happen that way. Well, not really. They had servants to corner and pounce on.” Esme said tiredly, “Just so happened that Taudry was the most reluctant to do just that. And she chose me, because I was a temple girl. Not knowing I was trained as an assassin, not a companion.”

The succubus frowned, “Did you hurt her?”

“Nearly killed her.” Esme flinched, “I fractured her throat. Cared for her in secret, nursing her back to health. Both of us too frightened of the consequences to tell anyone.”

Saia rolled her eyes, “So you fell in love. You did always go weak for the tropes.”

“Like you can talk. Twenty Four? You actually let a neko give you a name?” Esme scoffed.

The succubus frowned, thinking, “You’re going to be hearing her name a lot, soon. I know she just seems like a horny little cat... But Toofy will fuck you up, Esme. She’s... Not everything about her makes sense. She has the luck of... Something divine.”

“She’s going to go up against our deathless, demigod, emperor. She better be fucking divine.” The elf said quietly.

Saia smiled, “I met her mother. Adoptive mother.”

“Really?” The elf laughed, “Someone willing to play parent to Twenty Four?”

She nodded, “Yes. And apparently she already was, back in the cat’s temple days. Taking care of her, and then disappearing. There’s... Some kind of curse. Toofy forgets the woman when she’s gone, but remembers it all when she comes back.”

“That’s... A hell of a spell. I suppose you’re being coy because I’ll recognise the mother’s name?” Esme raised an eyebrow.

Saia shrugged, “Do you remember Yu teaching us about anomalies? The weird fucks that you’re supposed to run away from?”

“Handful of ’em. Yeah.”

“Eratigan. The White Witch.”

Esme coughed and spluttered for a moment, “Green Mother! The cat was adopted by that unkillable fucker?”

“Yeah.” Saia nodded, “I feel kind of... Boring. Like I don’t have a lot to contribute. I’m just an assassin. Now, Toofy has Eratigan... Meerakeilian is the Heir of Irrlichdan. Tyre fought beside the emperor and was a cursed abomination. Trician is a fucking royal. Toofy... She’s got half the heavens behind her.”

“Trician.” Esme whispered in terror, “The Godkiller is serving Twenty Four?”

The succubus shrugged, “Not sure if serving is the right word, but... Yeah. The princess bitch is there. Hates most of us, but her goddess said she has to serve Toofy, so she is.”

“The gods.” The elf shuddered, “I... I’m not sure who I’m more afraid of, now. The emperor’s wrath, or the wrath of the kitten I used to pick on.”

“Make sure she meets Taudry, first.” Saia laughed.

— — —
She stirred the small petals into the hot liquid slowly, sitting and smiling down at the immobile man. “In some ways, dearest, this is a mercy. A freedom from this quiet existence that you have been banished to.”

Lady Castelle smiled sadly at the man, “Oh, you were so beautiful, once. Do you remember it, I wonder? When we met?”

She placed the tea down to seep, far enough away that the rising steam from the drink was unlikely to cause her any problems.

The lady brushed her hand across his forehead, straightening his hair out of his face. She leaned down and kissed at his forehead, and fondly remembering the time when she did love him.

A time before he began to ignore her.

A time before he felt the need to strike her, when they were alone.

A time before he felt the desire to rapidly switch between either ignoring her altogether, and forcing himself upon her.

She kissed his forehead, “Goodnight, m’lord.”




Eighteen

The catgirl gets a delivery.

— — —
Toofy wasn’t sure why she’d expected that Mia’s invite would only go out to salamanders and not all of the dragonkinds, but she was sure that she didn’t even know all the kinds that had turned up.

The creatures, naturally, had split up and brawled until there were a half-dozen challengers for her dragongirl when she returned.

Toofy frowned. She wasn’t sure if Meerakeilian was still a dragongirl. Was she in the middle of transitioning into a dragonboy? Were the tits a temporary thing, now?

Dragonboys were just as capable of laying an egg as the girls. The sex organs were sort of... Incidental, to the point of fertility. Dragonkind used sex to either dominate, or be dominated. That was their only purpose.

Toofy was still quite frightened of Mia.

The lizard might be in love with her, or as close as dragonkind got to love, but even if the cat was willing, the new organ of Mia’s was... It would hurt, just to fit it.

She knew that she would need to be on her guard around the salamander. That Mia would find it difficult to know when Toofy was coming on to her, or not.

The obsession to make an egg together wouldn’t be an easy one to ignore.

Especially as Toofy was currently caught up in a confrontation with one of the would-be challengers. The thing was all annoyed that Mia hadn’t been waiting, and more annoyed when the cat had said it was because she had sent them off.

The male in front of her was a guivrik. His face was framed by little blue scales that glittered in the sun, but unlike Mia his wings and arms were the same thing.

He snarled at her, mouth dripping a foaming acid everywhere, saying something boring about how she was an insult to his existence, and he was going to kill Mia, and then Toofy would be his appetiser.

The cat blinked her golden eyes slowly, got bored, and pounced.

The guivrik threw her onto her back with a roar of burning spittle. He lifted a hand to strike her, and Toofy growled around the ear she currently held in her teeth.

He hesitated, and she slipped free from his grasp, ducking backwards and onto her feet. She spoke around the thing she had stolen, “Attack Toofy, she swallows.”

He sneered at her, “Cat want dead. I grant.”

“Toofy not eat your ear, idiot.” She snarled, eyes sparkling, “Toofy devour it. Just like Toofy is Mia’s Devourer. Is snakeboy stupid enough?”

The creature hesitated, staring at her, “Summoner. You devoured summoner?”

“Mmm. Her tail. Cooked with peppercorns.” Toofy smiled happily and frowned, “Mmm... Ten years ago? Something like that. Toofy didn’t much like. Very chewy, all muscles, no fat. Much prefer fish.”

He stared at her.

She tilted her head a little, threatening to swallow the pointed ear.

He took a step backwards from her, with a small puff of white smoke.

Toofy spat the ear onto the ground, and rolled her shoulders, looking around at the crowd. The catgirl smiled, “Toofy really doesn’t mind if you fight each other. But threaten Toofy, or her toys, again, and she will hurt all of you. She is not in a good mood.”

“Just a neko.” Spat one of the others, a blue salamander, and stepped towards her.

She rolled her eyes and flicked a fireball from her hand and into his face. “He should really think before he attacks the granddaughter of a nekan bucktooth. Little blues are easy to hurt.”

The man screamed, clutching the burns on his face. Not nearly as brave as the guivrik that hadn’t even reacted to the pain of having an ear torn off his head.

She sat down cross-legged, instinctively holding her stomach as she did. Toofy looked around at them all with her glittering eyes, and then over to the other army, and the two elves screaming at each other.

She giggled.

Astadia was cuter than she thought she’d be. So desperate to protect her family, and willing to do anything at all to keep them safe.

Orli was also adorable. Still holding onto Trician’s hand tightly, even though the human was practically shitting themselves, being so close to a highly skilled necromancer.

The cat briefly wondered if the princess knew just how much of a shine the human had taken to her. Probably not.

Toofy looked back to the dragons, some of which had taken her hint and had also sat down. Showing patience, one of a soldier’s best skills. Those who didn’t, had just failed her first test of them.

She played with her golden bell idly, noting which dragons caught the motion. The ones that saw any treasure and just wanted to own it. Not necessarily a bad trait, but one that was easy to manipulate.

It was true that Toofy would need the most powerful army ever assembled if she was to take on the emperor.

However, if she was going to attack the palace, then what she needed was so much more than just someone who could fight. She needed those who could play politics whilst the world around them burned.

Know when to save the frightened minister waving around a sword, or when to end their pathetic existence.

Mistakes would be made. That was inevitable.

Toofy was determined to do whatever it took to make the palace hers. She didn’t know if she was remotely ready for it, but soon she would have her cheating Sai back by her side.

She swallowed nervously as she realised she needed to tell him about the kittens. Even though he had cheated on her with a fucking fox, he deserved to know.

After she had slapped him.

A lot.

— — —
Efina stepped out of a shadow, returning to the world of solidity with a quiet sucking sound as the darkness tried to cling onto her.

The priestess viewed her empty private room, noting that the nearby desk had been disturbed differently than the rest. The floor by the legs was scraped, repeatedly.

Someone had used it for sex.

The smell was also another clue, but Efina wasn’t sure what to make of it. One of the participants was probably an elf, but she she had no idea what the other was. Too subtle a smell for her.

That was one of the things she had always been jealous of Twenty Four for. The catgirl could walk in anywhere, take a single whiff, and tell you a full day’s history of the place.

She was fairly certain both were female. Men didn’t smell as musty.

Efina reached behind the desk, wondering how close to discovery the latch had come whilst a couple of her temple girls had made use of her absence to enjoy themselves.

The floor beneath the desk creaked, and then sprang open.

Efina preferred to use magic to hide the ordinary, so that when people hunted for enchantments, they would find that.

The truly precious, she hid with mechanics. Most would think little of an alcove beneath the floor, dismissing it as a place to hide things because no enchantments were in use.

The box inside the hole was extremely small, no larger than a jewellery box.

Efina lifted it onto the desk, tapping a series of draconic runes on it in the right order. The lockbox was older than she was. As old as the gateways, utilising the same difficult-to-detect magic.

She removed the lid cautiously, and looked at the green pearl inside.

At the end of the war, when Sai had first brought it to her, she had promised to find a way to destroy it.

The surviving fragments of Menes’ soul were held by those the warlock had twisted, but this was more than just a fragment. Sai had found it, when he dug up the orc’s body.

The orcs had done their best to ensure Menes couldn’t return, and had been successful, as far as Sai could tell. However, they had also failed to notice something critical.

A core of a soul.

It wasn’t Menes’, but it wasn’t not Menes’ either.

Two souls existed in this small pearl, joined to the point where nobody and nothing could separate them. For all of her attempts, Efina had never been able to destroy it.

She was grateful for that, now.

Efina picked up the pearl, intending to swallow it, and bind her own soul to it. It might be foul magic, but she had need of evil.

A hand caught her wrist, and deft fingers plucked the pearl away.

She glared over at the calm-looking Lord Han. Minister of Justice. He was eyeing the artefact with a dispassionate eye. He made it disappear to somewhere, and then released her wrist.

She seethed, glaring at him, “Today is not a good day to attempt to prove your manly strength, Lord Han.”

“Perhaps not. You are quite pursued.” He agreed, “However, I am the one who sent so many to dog your path. The warrant is not for your arrest, dear Efina, it is for your execution.”

She sneered, “The emperor sends his loyal dog, to end the life of one who has done more for the empire than he ever has. He’s a fucking bastard! In both the meanings of the word.”

“His lack of a pure bloodline means nothing to me. As for the other meaning,” Han smiled at her, “The ministers are considering whether or not to depose him over the recent unrest. The plague spreading through the farmlands is of worrying concern, but the emperor has not addressed it.”

Efina glared at him, “You should be afraid of me. I have had a very bad time. The goddess cursed me, stole my womanhood. So... Unless wish to die an agonising -”

“The goddess of mischief.” Han stated to her surprise, “Seems she has quite the number of plans for Ambassador Twenty Four. Plans that you knew of, for quite some time. I found her drawing. Assembled it.”

The priestess sighed heavily, “True. It took a number of years, before that drawing was completed. It wasn’t even drawn in any sensible order.”

“Twenty Four was chosen by the goddess of mischief, a betrayer god, to resurrect the old empire, wasn’t she?” Han raised an eyebrow.

Efina smiled, “Yes. Yes, she was.”

“Why do you hate humanity so much, dearest Efina?” He asked her curiously, “Is it so hard to support your own?”

She smiled at him, “My entire life has been spent in the temple, Lord Han. An entire life of watching, and hiding, corruption. It stretches from the highest peak of the empire, to its lowliest denizens. I have covered up sins for too long.”

“Are the beastkinds so much more moralistic? Less prone to corruption?” He scoffed.

Efina smiled broadly, “They eat the ones who betray their pride, their honour. They don’t pretend and hide behind propriety. They are proud that they killed to get where they are. They are honest. Something you would know little of. How many have you killed? How many have you bribed? How many times have you looked the other way? How many innocents have been destroyed by your word?”

“One hundred and twenty seven.” Han answered without hesitation, and shook his head, “Soon to be one hundred and twenty eight. I must fulfil the warrant, dearest Efina. You have created an enemy of an emperor, who we are not yet ready to depose. Time was against you.”

The priestess smiled and nodded, “I do understand. I hope that you understand that I won’t be coming quietly.”

“Of course not.” He shrugged, “However, though you have not asked it of me, I will give you this promise. As I have thus far, I will continue to do my best to protect Ambassador Twenty Four, to the very best of my abilities.”

Efina frowned, rolling the thought around in her head, “Lord Han... Did you manage to confirm if she killed Isaac? Intended to kill Lord Castelle until that became... Bad timing?”

“I have not. If I were to, I would be required to report it.” He replied diplomatically.

She nodded sadly, “Indeed. I must confess that I was surprised by her actions. I was not aware that she had quite so... Ruthless a streak, in her character. Let us pray that whoever survives here, does nothing to have that wrath turned against them.”

“Your confusion is unsurprising. There is ample evidence that though consuming Elatham’s spirit saved the neko’s life, it has also corrupted her soul.” He said grimly, “Our precious ambassador’s soul is as dark and lost as your own.”

Efina frowned, considering it.

She did know that the death magic of the deceased elf was as dark as the most bitter places of the void. It was an evil that had eluded Efina’s attempts to discover even an origin.

Elatham’s death magic was unique, in all the world.

Almost as unique as Menes’ magic, though not quite as soul-rotting. The priestess had failed to learn even a single spell of this less dark magic, and yet the neko had stolen it - even whilst she lay dying.

Efina smiled sadly, “Do you know from whence it sprang, Minister Han? I know a little of the elf’s misdoings. His... Experiments. He dared to steal a few of my girls. Yet I could not find where his inspiration came from. Is that not a danger to the empire, as well?”

“I do know it.” He replied flatly, “It is draconic in origin. Well, the dragons are all that have a memory of it. The magic is likely older yet. From a time when all races were not born with magic, but gifted it by the gods.”

Efina chuckled, “Ah, everything always goes back to the war of the gods. Our gods we call betrayers, who were exiled away, who dared to give power to mortal kind. Who dared to dream that we could walk alongside them.”

“It is so.” Han nodded, and then spoke quietly, “Your neko, who dreams of the future, and has luck untold... Also holds in her palm, the magic of the gods. Our precious little Twenty Four... Born as a slave, unable to rise by mortal custom, and yet... I would be committing treason to name what I believe she was born to do.”

The priestess nodded, “It is so. She was born as the granddaughter of Resic. Do you recall that name?”

“The hooktooth. A nekan warlock who caused no end of problems in the war.” Han said hesitantly.

Efina smiled slowly, “If I must die, then I will grant you one last little secret, Minister Han. Our Lady Twenty Four, is not the last of her bloodline to have survived the emperor’s genocide.”

The priestess gasped quietly as she felt the blade of ice slide smoothly between her ribs and into her heart. She looked at Han with a flash of green in her eyes, but her magic didn’t come.

A familiar voice whispered in her ear, “Did you think I let you go, so that you’d stay alive? You think we’re predictable. That I, of all the fucking things, am predictable. I do what I like, my little bitch.”

“Goddess.” Efina breathed her last, closing her eyes.

She heard Han distantly, as if speaking through a pillow, “I am sorry, dearest Efina. I cannot know what it is that you were implying, or I would have to take action.”

As she slipped into the void, she felt the chains wrapping around her, as the goddess claimed her soul.

Chose it, so that she could punish it, for the rest of all days.

— — —
“Lord Castelle.” The half-elf said nervously, speaking to the man who was supposed to carry her fate. She wasn’t supposed to raise her voice to him, unless he first spoke to her.

The man looked up from one of the books in the library, looking at her in surprise. He turned his head sideways, “Does my mother call for me, wench?”

“No, sir. But she has sent me.” Xivian bowed her head towards him, “May I approach, sir?”

“I’m bored. You’re being... Intriguing.” He replied and waved at her to approach. “Though I doubt my mother would indulge my less couth desires. So, tell me. What is this about?”

Xivian walked up beside him, “It would be better to show you, sir.”

The knife slipped from her sleeve and she clumsily thrust it into his side, grazing a rib and seizing with a notch.

He tossed her backwards to the ground staggering for a moment before he sprinted bleeding from the room.

“Shit.” Xivian cursed and ran after him.

The younger Castelle led her on a winding and staggering trail out and into Elizabeth’s gardens. Down and passed several different and extremely poisonous flower beds, and to the altar of the goddess where Arina had worshipped.

When Xivian caught up to him... He’d vanished.

The woman seethed, looking around the space desperately. The blood told her that he had taken shelter here. The room was tiny. Barely encircling the statue in the centre, and yet... He was gone.

Xivian’s hands tightened into fists.

She rolled her jaw, looking around desperately for any sign of where the man had gone. There were no convenient scraps of torn cloth, nor bloody fingerprints.

The elf kicked the altar angrily.

A dull thud echoed backwards.

She breathed in sharply and crouched in front of the space, and examined the symbols on the surface. She ran her hands over the square of stone until she felt a click and the door swung inwards.

Inside, she found a small tunnel, barely the wider than her shoulders. She could see dirt shifted by a desperate and fleeing man. Blood from the wound she had inflicted.

Xivian dove in head-first. Skittering down the tunnel and noting fresh wood, reinforcing the channel. She could see tiny claw marks on it, claws that she recognised.

This was Toofy’s work.

Where in the hell did it lead, and how was it that Castelle knew about it?

The half-elf slipped from the end of the tunnel, landing on stone as her eyes adjusted to the total darkness in a way that human eyes couldn’t.

She smiled as she saw Castelle leaning up against a wall, trying to hold his breath. Frightened and alone.

He would bleed out here, if she simply guarded against his return... But Xivian was filled with a ridiculous number of questions. How was there a freaking city beneath her mistress’ estate?

“Will you run, m’lord? Try and hide in this vast place? Or do you have allies waiting to end me, for my great offence?” She spoke more confidently than she was feeling.

Castelle coughed, “I’ve never been here. Apparently I can’t hide from you, here, either. Say what you want to say. I’m doomed all the same.”

“There’s a city. Beneath the city.” Xivian said tightly.

The lord laughed weakly, “Lady Twenty Four... Told me... That it was built during... The purge. Dug in... Under the city. Hundred years ago. Didn’t... Believe her.”

“She does lie, as often as she tells the truth.” Xivian agreed, looking around, “I don’t recognise any of the symbols in the architecture. They look almost... Elven. But not. I don’t recognise any of it.”

He nodded tiredly, “I... Was intrigued... Researched. I... I think it... Is ancient. Very ancient.”

The elf looked at the symbols embedded into the archways of the buildings. Looking like shop signs, maybe. The symbols had the familiar curves, similar to the written language of the Golden Mountain, but it was... Nonsense to her.

“Not elven.” He coughed weakly, “Draconic.”

She raised an eyebrow, “Not salamander. Another of the dragonkinds? Dragons built a city, here?”

“Older.” He coughed weakly, “One or two symbols... I’ve seen. On the gateways. Are you going to... Put me out of my... Misery? This freaking hurts.”

Xivian sighed heavily, “I’ve never killed anyone before, sir. I... Am not in a hurry to commit that sin. I love Lady Elizabeth, and so I will do as she asks, but... It is not something I wish to do. The city is as old as the gateways?”

He closed his eyes tiredly, “A journal... On the desk. I was writing... In it. You’ll find... Answers... There. Another empire. Old as the sky... Please. End the pain.”

“You don’t want to know... Why?” She asked hesitantly.

He laughed with a spray of red mist, revealing a punctured lung. “I already... Know... Why. I am a pain. My mother... Wants her... Freedom. To have you. To have the estate. She can’t... Whilst she has... Me. In her... Way.”

Xivian pulled a second knife slowly, “The Castelle name will not be forgotten. I will carry the banner of that name proudly.”

He just nodded tiredly.

— — —
Domina Florence began with what looked like a deep curtsy, before her knees found the ground, and she transitioned into a bow, her head briefly touching the ground.

She stayed bent over, waiting for the voice hidden behind the curtain to speak.

At length, the eunuch made a show of exasperation before speaking. “His grace acknowledges you, Domina. For what reason do you beg of his indulgent mercy?”

“I know it is late in the day, however it is my belief that the matter has been neglected by the ministers of this court for too long, already.” She spoke with a humble tone, still not raising her head.

The eunuch tsk’d, “Explain, before patience is forgotten. Stand not on ceremony.”

“Whilst the betrayal of the temple’s priestess is a painful blow against us all, it has left the temple in an untenable state, your most revered highness.” Florence said quickly. “Lord Yu tends to be... Too preoccupied to ensure the smooth functioning of one of our city’s most powerful institutions.”

The man scoffed, “And you believe yourself suited for this task? The responsibility cannot fall to one so willing to offend the gods. Your arrogance is insufferable.”

“I agree I would not be suited, your grace.” She touched her head to the ground, “Nor am I suited to naming an adequate replacement. I come merely with a suggestion to tide the empire through uncertainty. One who was raised by the temple, and would thus be suited in a temporary capacity. However, as a slave, they would willingly step aside when the correct heir has been appointed by the ministerial council.”

The eunuch listened intently to the curtain for some time, and then spoke, “It is understood that you intend the Madame Florence, Esmerelda, for such a role. It is beyond her abilities, and station. However, as this is a time of crisis, then perhaps she can be of use. She will share the role, with the younger Lady Vanhern. Both will answer to Lord Yu.”

“A most considered and gracious answer, your majesty.” She touched her head to the ground.

However, before she could go through the necessary ceremony for dismissal, a guard burst through the doors, “M’lord!”

“What is this!?” The eunuch yelled, “Speak, before you lose your head.”

“A dragon!” The guard yelled in terror, “A salamander has been sighted, flying over the city, m’lord.”

The eunuch scoffed, “That is hardly a -”

“We could not identify it. All saw it clearly. The markings of it are not known among the scholars.” The guard cut him off, “Captain ordered us to shoot it down. A ballista bolt struck, it was not a glancing blow, but the creature ignored it. It flew onwards, towards the west.”

Florence flinched as she heard the curtain tossed aside, and the emperor’s own voice. “Describe this creature. Every detail.”

“Scales of black and red. Wings with a span six times of a man’s shoulders.” The guard said confidently, “We could not determine the sex. There was disagreement.”

“Transitioning. Fuck.” The emperor cursed, “That thing was the one responsible for the roar. A challenge made. Organise a posse, at once. That thing is trying to unite the clans. Bring me its head. Go!”

The guard sprinted from the room, and the emperor punched a wall, shaking it. “Meerakeilian. Why do you betray me? Ungrateful bitch. Ah... Lady Florence, you are dismissed. Get your elf searching. Efina kept records on a dragon egg. We need them.”

She touched her head to the ground again, “Immediately, your grace.”

— — —
Sai grabbed Khild’s hair and drew the reluctant orc off his member with a popping noise. Her green eyes glared at him, but he put a finger to his lips and reached for his sword belt.

The woman immediately understood, hauling him to his feet as her eyes took on a deeper glow. Beneath her motley skin, her muscles flexed and hardened.

The nearby kitsune, on the other hand, yawned and curled into a ball.

Sai yanked on some pants, and drew his sword, but that was as far as he could get before the ground rolled with a cacophonic thump that sprayed rock and dirt through the walls of the tent.

He’d heard a crack of distant thunder that wasn’t thunder. That was what had alerted him to what was approaching. Something that was moving like he could, fast enough to break through the resistance of the air into a godlike speed.

His tent was ruptured by a thunder of his own, as he flashed out and into the open, already swinging his sword towards the place he had heard the enemy touch down.

Black and red scales deflected and warped the metal of the blade. The woman in front of him shrugging off the attack with a scream of rage that nearly knocked him off his feet.

“Hold!” Sai cried out to his soldiers, raising a hand. If they attacked, all they would do is get in his way. None of them stood a chance against something like this.

He didn’t know what they were, exactly. Not a red salamander, nor a black. Maybe a hybrid... But he had never heard of such a thing ever being born.

He sneered, “I am the commander. What property do you come for?”

“It belongs to Devourer.” The creature named something that it had bowed down to. Making him notice the swirl on its cheek from the Rite.

Something had actually forced this thing to submit?

“What belongs to your Devourer?” He asked, spying the stump at the end of the tail incredulously. What in the fuck could fight something as strong as this and survive?

Weapons were pointless against a beast like this.

Blacks could shrug off most magical attacks as well. Even if you managed to break through the scales and into the skin below, all you would do is piss the dragon off even more.

It puffed black smoke at him, “Sai. Bring forth the Sai. Or every morsel will be devoured!”

He blinked his green eyes uncertainly, “I am Lord Sai. Who the hell is your Devourer?”

The... Well, he wasn’t so certain it was a woman anymore. He had finally noticed that the thing was rather publicly displaying an impressive swinging dick.

The lizard, smiled lopsidedly, “Toofy. Toofy is its Devourer. You are the Sai. You will return with me.”

“What the godsdamned fuck?” He said in confusion.

The thing grabbed him by the throat, and he found himself suddenly among the clouds. A moment later he heard the crack of thunder, as he tried to adjust to the fact he was now at a height he could not survive a fall from.

It was difficult to even breathe up here, and he could feel his brain recoiling, not coping with the sudden acceleration. If he wasn’t the Thunderstep, he probably would have been vomiting and darkness would be threatening to take him.

This monstrous thing was somehow beaten down by his neko?

His stomach lurched and he rethought just how well the thunderstep had prepared him to survive a flight like this. The damned thing had suddenly started accelerating even more, somehow.

How could a couple beats of their wings propel him so rapidly across the landscape of the world that he couldn’t look to it without feeling ill?

How could a physical and living creature move at such a pace without the aid of magic? He couldn’t feel it. There was no spell at work here. The thing was just fucking strong.

Strong, and agile.

Most things that could fly did so by being lightweight. Hollow and weak little bones. This... Was not that.

The thing might not be holding Sai to its chest, but he could see the usual overlapping skeleton there. An impenetrable natural armour that could protect against most weaponry.

Sai was only conscious because of magic. If he relaxed his grip on it for even a moment, the forces straining against his body would win out.

The thing suddenly pulled Sai tight against its chest, revealing a surprising softness, before wrapping its wings around the both of them. He felt their speed increase ridiculously, and felt his grip on the world slipping.

They spiralled as they plunged downwards, rattling his teeth together in the turbulence as the darkness dragged at the edges of his vision and he struggled to keep his eyes open at all.

His heart and lungs felt like they’d been immobilised, crushed flat by the sheer pressure of it all.

Sai barely felt it when they struck the ground. He was so far gone that it took him minutes to realise that the two of them had stopped moving, and he was now being carried limply by the salamander.

He reached a hand up to his dull head, rubbing at it weakly, before trying to fall onto his feet.

The thing caught him, righting him gently. It said something, but he had no idea what. Felt like his eardrums might have burst.

He blinked and looked around weakly.

The salamander was not the only dragonkind in this area. He was surrounded by the usually-rare species. Hundreds of them gathered into the one place.

Sai blinked again, rubbing at his temples, and spoke hoarsely, “I... Don’t feel well.”

He stiffened as his entire body felt like it was suddenly filled with cold water. He was thrust back into full attention like he’d shoved his face into a bucket of ice water.

He looked down to see a nervous girl with intensely blue eyes. She smiled briefly, and then stepped back and curtsied, “Lord Sai. It is... Temporary. But should help you feel a little better.”

“Where... Where am I? Why am I here?”

The dragons fell backwards, stepping aside as someone walked through the crowd. All of them bowing their heads as the newcomer passed by them. Showing deference to something stronger than they were.

He tensed up, ready to reach for his magic and run.

Not that it would do much good.

The newcomer paused as they reached him, looking up with bright and golden eyes, “A fucking fox, Sai? A motherfucking kitsune!?”

— — —
Arina blinked in surprise at the knife that pierced her hand.

It did hurt. It really, really, fucking hurt. Yet, she couldn’t find it in her to let out so much as a groan. It was almost as if it were happening to somebody else.

She looked up at the frazzled man trying to threaten her with a tired boredom, “What is it you wanted, again? Sir?”

“Where is Twenty Four!?” He roared at her, “Where is Elia!? Tell me where the traitors are! What are they doing? What is Twenty Four planning!?”

Arina snorted, “Fuck if I know. Sorry, sir. That was rude of me, but I am afraid that I have never once known what my mistress is thinking. I have no idea what she would possibly be planning.”

He grabbed her by the throat, like that was more of a threat than the blade already pinning her to the table. Growling at her angrily, “I have had a shit few days, handmaiden. Your succubus dropped me in Tauren territory. Give me an excuse not to hurt you. Please. Or you’ll end up... Dead.”

“I am but a servant, as you have already acknowledged.” Arina shrugged, looking idly at the blood leaking from her wound with a distant fascination. “My mistress may convince me to ignore my beliefs, may turn me into a sinner, because I love her... But that does not mean I have the slightest idea what she is up to, sir. I am just a servant.”

He slapped her.

Arina laughed at him, despite the pain and feeling a loosening of several of her teeth. It was just... Comical to her. If he was going to kill her, he may as well get it over with.

He was being nothing but a brat. Taking out his anger and frustration at being bested by Elia, on Arina. It wasn’t like the two of them were even particularly close.

They were both shared by Twenty Four. That was as far as the similarities went.

Arina had been sickened when her mistress had killed the one who had hurt her. She expected Elia would have revelled in the moment, and quite possibly having experienced an orgasm.

They were worlds apart.

Though... Since trying to sacrifice herself for her mistress, Arina seemed to have lost that. She no longer felt sick when she remembered the loss of Isaac.

Instead she felt... Bored.

Like she did, right at this moment.

“Fascinating.” A voice that was familiar spoke, and the man in front of her froze, midswing for another slap.

A cloaked figure rose up behind him, leaning tiredly on a piece of farming equipment like it was a walking stick. They pushed aside the immobilised man, and plucked the knife from the back of her hand.

Arina blinked tiredly.

The hood fell backwards and the man who had tortured her licked at the blood on the knife, “I’ve missed your taste, my little Arina.”

“Toofy will never be yours.” She replied, looking at the deity with apprehension, wondering what they were going to do to her, this time.

The figure shrugged, smiling at her with hollow eyes, “I’m not here about the neko. I am here... For you. I expected that I had broken you. Expected that being dragged back by your vulva would break you. Instead... You have been remade. Into something... More.”

“Toofy is still, never going to be yours.” She insisted.

The man laughed, “Oh, that’s between the cat and I. And apparently also the foxgod who is utterly besotted with your cat. I’m not here for them. You have become... Interesting.”

“That sounds bad.” Arina said with a small flicker of fear.

He shrugged, “Not as such. Not altogether. You could die here and now, tortured to death by someone... Inelegant. Or, you could remain interesting to me, and send his soul to me.”

She turned her head slowly sideways, “You tortured me. Burning my soul, for eternity... And now... You want me to... Become a priestess? For you?”

“Less a priestess and more... An avatar.” He shrugged, “I will grant you a portion of my power. And you will ferry souls of those you believe deserve it, to me. I won’t interfere with your choices. You’ll never see me again, in all likelihood.”

Arina nodded slowly, “You know I would use that power, to protect her, don’t you? It would stop her from entering your realm.”

“I don’t mind.” They replied, “I am the god of Death. Whilst I do crave the neko’s soul... The woman is about to start a civil war. Keeping her alive, for the moment, serves me.”

She stiffened, “She’s making her move against the emperor?”

“The fox forced her hand. She’s quite resentful.” He chuckled, and then leaned down.

His lips kissed the back of her hand gently, taking away the pain. She watched as she felt the skin almost shrivel, as the injury disappeared in its entirety.

Arina took a deep breath, “I will do anything to assist Twenty Four. Anything.”

“Well, then. Take me as your patron, and you will find yourself... Less helpless.” He replied to her.

She nodded.

“It isn’t so simple as all that, I’m afraid. I’m a god, you’re a mortal.” He chuckled at her naivety, “To transfer from one to the other requires that we... Connect. On a spiritual level. At least briefly.”

Arina cringed, “I’ve been raped, and you’re telling me I have to have sex with you?”

“I am not Isaac.” The god growled angrily, and sighed heavily, “A simple kiss. We need go no further.”

She nodded slowly, “That is why you’ve chosen to appear male, this time. Despite being a woman, in the past. To fulfil my preference.”

“Yes.”

Even though it would give her the power to protect her mistress, to be able to stand at Toofy’s side proudly, instead of cowering in her shadow... It felt like she was cheating on her mistress.

Would Toofy forgive her for this?

“I want what you have offered. I don’t much care for the way it is being offered.” Arina tried to say politely. She might not like the figure, but they were still a deity, and some habits were harder than others to shake.

“If I was allowed to offer it another way, I would.” He replied, and brushed her cheek, “I will leave. If, you decide in the future, that this is acceptable, then simply call on me, and I will come.”

She smiled at the way he put it, imagining how Toofy would giggle madly at it. She turned her attention to the frazzled man who was frozen, still in mid-swing.

Death cocked his head, “Would you like me to kill him, for you? Then you won’t need to carry the guilt. Blame the deity for acting out. For treating life as so little.”

“Every soul holds value.” Arina said quietly, “Whether they are my greatest enemy, or closest friend, or a total stranger. You know this more than most. It is the values you deal in.”

“Admirable that you can see it.”

She shook her head, “The value of all life is easy to see. It is only our wrath, our hate, that blinds us to this. Forces us to divide the world into classes... A slave is worth as much to the gods, as the emperor. And that is why my faith has always been so strong. You see us... As we should be seen.”

“I see things that I want. I wouldn’t ascribe anything more to it. That is a little altruistic.” Death sounded amused.

Arina frowned, surprised, “You sound just like her.”

“Why do you think I desire her soul?”

The handmaiden burst into laughter, grinning, “Oh my. Gods and deities, all. You have all fallen for my mistress, haven’t you? And she despises the lot of you.”

“She is... Stunningly different to Eratigan.” Death said hesitantly, “Her mother, I would happily destroy. But as she can’t comprehend me, and has the magic of a demigod, I can’t touch her. It is... Frustrating.”

Arina shrugged, “I am afraid I was not aware that the mistress had a mother.”

“The comparison makes it easy to desire the daughter.” He shrugged, “But, you’ve distracted me. Does this petty fool live or die?”

Arina bit her lip, “It isn’t your choice to make. I’ve decided. I would do anything to help m’lady. Anything. Is your kiss going to kill me? Steal my soul?”

“It will.” He nodded as if he expected it to be obvious. “But you are my chosen avatar. I grant you leave, not to die.”

She nodded, “Then I will use you. Grant me the power to protect her.”

— — —
She burst through the doors of the stronghold, throwing aside one of the guards who rushed to try and stop her. Glaring and growling at anyone who went to stand in her way.

Khild stepped through and into her old master’s abode, and found him in the middle of his morning routine. Occupied with a half dozen women all over him.

The red-skinned man looked at her in surprise, “Didn’t you sleep with the Slag? You belong to him. Why are you here?”

“Slag was taken.” She growled, glaring at him, “By a dragonkind I have never known. It threatens all of us. Sent by a stronger master.”

Hammerhand chuckled, “My, my. Seems that Sai has been playing the game of human politics for too long. Too many enemies.”

“We have to help him!” She roared, “The salamander is a threat to you, as well. A threat cannot be tolerated.”

He growled at her, “You’re not even part of the clan, halfling. Don’t try and be telling me, my business, mongrel. I’m the one who decides what the threats are.”

Khild stared back at him, both sets of green eyes unflinching and filled with utter rage.

She wouldn’t be here, if she thought that there was another way. She had known how this was going to end even before she returned to this place.

“I challenge.”

The warlock launched to his feet, tossing his surprised concubines with sounds of complaint at the brutal movement. He clenched a fist, intending to strike her, “You dare to -”

“A challenge has been issued.” Khild stated, “You know the law. The law is the law. We are all bound to it, and to the covenant. Strike me down and become nothing.”

He rolled his jaw, “Then the challenge must be answered.”

The two of them walked out of the hut, and into the circle that served both as a town centre, and as the arena for these sorts of things.

It was the orc way.

Any moment that one orc had a problem with another, they were allowed to issue a challenge. The town would gather and observe, and the two would fight until death.

If either surrendered, they would be allowed to live, but they would be exiled. Banned from entering any other stronghold without returning to complete their challenge.

A dull gong sounded as one of Hammerhand’s concubines alerted the others that a challenge had been issued. The townsfolk emerging with complaints about one being made so early.

All of them fell silent when they saw that someone had been daft enough to issue it against their warlock.

There was no law against using magic in a challenge, even if it was discouraged. Orcs preferred to get their hands dirty, but the only real rules were that you had to stay in the circle, and someone had to die.

Stepping outside the circle was surrendering.

That the one now facing the heroic warlock who had fought against human armies, whose name was known throughout every stronghold, was themselves only a halfbreed... She could already hear the muttering of complaints.

The insult taken by those watching.

To them, she was never supposed to be anything more than a slave. She was born to be mistreated. Yet, she had given herself to Sai because he rejected that idea.

So when the skybeast had stolen him, she knew that she would risk everything, give everything, for a chance to save him.

To do that, she needed her people. She needed to control the army. She had hoped that Hammerhand might see a danger in the return of a dragon of influence.

The man was cocky in his confidence that nought could kill him.

The red-skinned warlock spread his hands, “A challenge has been issued!”

“It must be answered.” The crowd growled back, and began to stomp their feet in time.

Khild’s hackles stood up, and she spread her hands, glaring at the warlock and growling. She had no need to explain herself. Nobody cared why anyone issued a challenge.

It was only the outcome that mattered.

One that everyone in this room thought was already a given. There was no possible way that this halfbreed could stand up against the blood red hand that broke waves of attacks on the human empire.

Khild felt the surge as Hammerhand didn’t even both to try and do things honourably. He reached into the magic, and he reached for her soul. Aiming to strip her from her body.

She touched the field, feeling it wrapping around her, remembering the movements of her master.

The air collapsed and then expanded behind her with an deafening boom, as Khild was flung across the space between them, delivering her elbow into Hammerhand’s jaw with enough force to dislocate it.

The man hit the ground in a daze, but managed to catch her stomping foot towards his head. He twisted, shattering her ankle and tossing her face-first into the ground.

Her tusks dug into the dirt as he turned her fall into a toss, flinging her across the arena with a bellow.

As she coasted in the air she saw the victory on his proud face. Even with his jaw askew, the orc was confident he was about to end her. Lifting a hand towards her, with small and violent sparks.

Khild screamed out her defiance, and the thunderstep turned her graceful flight into an explosion that sent her slamming right back into him.

As the orc hit the ground with her knees on his shoulders, she unleashed a roar into his face, spit flying. Then she grabbed him by the tusks and wrenched.

The warlock went still.

Khild broke off one tusk, staggering upright and held it into the air. She glared around at the crowd with her green eyes, daring anyone to speak up.

Her top lip lifted and she snarled, “The challenge has been answered.”

She was exhausted. She didn’t know how her master managed to use that particular spell more than once or twice. It was hell on her body, and left her feeling broken.

She probably couldn’t survive if someone else called her bluff, and tried to take the role from her.

The chieftain lumbered over, looking down at the fallen warlock, and then back up at her. “All property of the dead belongs to the living. What now, warlock of the tribe?”

“Prepare to march.” Khild snarled, “We have a dragon to hunt. Make sure to consecrate the skull, before you bury this shit. He knew of Menes’ magic.”

— — —
Toofy slapped him hard enough that it didn’t just hurt her hand, but jarred her shoulder. She let out a whine of pain as her master hit the ground. “A. Kitsune! You cheated on me!”

Sai shook his head, looking up at her with those sweet green eyes, and she pounced on him. She let out another whine as she rubbed her face into the side of his neck, her voice barely above a whisper, “Cheated.”

He put his arms around her back, holding her limply, “I missed you, too, Toofy.”

“My Sai!” She wailed, tears instantly streaming down her face, “Why did he fuck a fox? Why wasn’t Toofy good enough for him? He hates her... He hates her...”

He took a deep breath, “Is that an honest question, from my favourite mistress whom I love deeply? Or has she yet to move beyond the pain?”

Toofy snarled and scraped her teeth against the side of his neck, “Sai hurt her. Sai deserves to hurt. He’s a bastard!”

Whilst the two of them were speaking, the dragonkind crowd was gathering around them. Some watching the two of them with a kind of mirth, others looking at Mia who had calmly sat down beside to wait.

Toofy glared at the salamander, “Doesn’t she have somewhere to be? Mia is dragonking. Needs to make them know it.”

“They know who I am.” The salamander replied confidently, “None would attack me. None. None. Mmm... Want egg?”

Toofy stuck out her tongue at her, and snuggled tighter into Sai. “Go away. Leave her with her master. Toofy has lots to say.”

“We could... Go inside.” Sai offered.

She sniffled, “Don’t wanna move. Has her Sai back. Her bastard, cheating , master. She loves him. She hates him.”

Sai squeezed his arms around her waist. “Can I ask what happened to your arm?”

“Mia tried to eat it. So Toofy had to use the rite.” She whispered to him, and smiled weakly, “Mia friend, now. Sai not hate her for it. She ate someone who tried to hurt Toofy.”

He stiffened, “Hurt you?”

“Neko boy. All hormones.” She said quietly, “He hurt Toofy. So Mia ate him. Sai is not to hurt Mia for hurting Toofy. She saved her... Even if Mia really friggin’ wants to have an egg with Toofy. Which she doesn’t.”

He chuckled, “You don’t even want kittens. I think inspiring a salamander to drop an egg is a bit much.”

“Needs to talk...” She whispered even quieter.

Sai lifted up her chin, looking into her eyes, “Toofy? Are you... Pregnant?”

She cringed.

He sat up, with her still leaning into him, and stared at her. “Twenty Four. Answer me.”

“Y-yes.”

“Holy shit. I’m going to be a father.” He breathed out slowly, and then kissed her cheek. “We’re going to be parents. I... I have no idea how to raise a bunch of kittens. What are neko children like? Do you have any idea?”

“Toofy was a little shit.” She giggled, and then winced, “Toofy... Has three kittens inside her. One is -”

“Sick.” Sai said, and she noticed his eyes glowing. He was seeing through her, and into her womb. “My son is ill, because of me... I don’t... I don’t think he’ll survive. Shit.”

She sniffed weakly, “Two daughters. Must protect. The Sai has to help Toofy protect them!”

“I will move the heavens, and kill the fucking gods, to protect my children, Toofy.” Sai said earnestly, “I will do everything I can for you, and our children. I love you.”

She bit her lip, “One not... Yours.”

“She will still be my daughter.” He said, making it clear that he had noticed her elven heritage. His tone showing that he knew that it would hurt her forever, that Elatham had a legacy.

Also showing that he had no intention of treating one of their children differently to the others.

“Save son?” Mia asked cautiously from beside them.

Sai gave a heavy sigh, “He inherited a part of Menes’ soul. A brutal fucking warlock, and an orc. I don’t know... I just don’t know.”

Toofy glared at him, “Sai also fucked an orc.”

“Eh... I have no clue how you know that.” He said hesitantly, “But I took another mistress. It was the war effort. You are still the one I love. And I do let you have Arina and Elia...”

“Not forgiving for fox.” She said, her jaw cracking tightly.

Sai smiled, “But the orc, you forgive?”

“Mmm... Not yet. But soon.” Toofy shook her head, “She needed Sai to bed the orc. They will come for him, and he will use the army they will bring. Toofy... Toofy will be empress.”

“Oh, shit.”

She shrugged sheepishly and waved, “Toofy has two armies. Sai’s new bitch will bring another. We will meet, when Toofy takes her palace.”

“By the gods, Toofy!” Sai exclaimed, “We’re pregnant. Isn’t enough for us just to survive, rather than launching down the path to civil war?”

“Too late.” She muttered. “She didn’t mean to have kittens.”

He cupped a hand to her cheek, “If the game is already afoot, my sweet, then I suppose we no longer need to stand on ceremony. Become my wife, Empress Toofy.”

She launched to her feet, dragging him upwards by his wrist and headed towards the tavern.

“Toofy?”

She smiled nervously back at him, “Toofy is taking him to bed.”

“So... I’m forgiven?”

She shook her head, “No. But master has made her realise just how much she has missed him, and how much she loves him. Toofy can get angry about the kitsune later. For now, she wants to show him that she appreciates him.”

There was a thud as Meerakeilian launched to her feet, the salamander racing over excitedly. Black eyes peering at Toofy, as she came way too close.

The dragon whispered into Toofy’s ear, “Have after? Egg?”

“Toofy has already told you to stop that.” She said as firmly as she dared, still utterly terrified of the lizard and their overwhelming strength.

Sai frowned for a moment, “My dear neko, have you ended up with a salamander who is completely besotted with you?”

“Mmm.” Meerakeilian answered for her.

Toofy’s tail drooped, “No. No, Mia! You may not follow Toofy! She is going to play with her master, and no one is interrupting. Not Mia, not Saia, nobody! Is she clear enough?”

The dragon cocked their head, made a somewhat sad face, and then nodded. “Much to do. Much to do. I will fight the others. Find ones that are strong enough. Much to do.”

“One without an ear is an arrogant bitch.” Toofy said then turned around and kept going, “Mmm... Master, don’t get surprised when we go inside. Or distracted. You will know some of the people that are helping Toofy.”

“I can already sense Tyre.” He replied stiffly, “Who else have you dragged into your little coup, my little neko?”

Toofy pulled him into the main area of the tavern. It was being repaired slowly by some clumsy draug, as Astadia supervised. The undead elf was seething, as usual.

She felt Sai’s hand nearly break her hand as he saw Astadia, and tried not to react.

The neko smiled weakly, “Trician is here, as well. She mostly hates Toofy, so is in her room. Also very angry at her sister.”

“So, Sai’s back.” Astadia spat, without turning to face them, “Get whatever loving you have left out of your systems. We have a war to fight.”

“Toofy intends to just that.” She grinned proudly, and pulled him down the hallway, “Saia... Um... Used to be Elia. She had Toofy name her, when Toofy freed her... And maybe um... Got a tail... Where only master belongs.”

Sai chuckled softly, “That sounds intimate. I allowed you the succubus... Eventually. It wasn’t my preference, but I know that you care for her.”

“Toofy was planning to let her die.” She whispered with even more guilt, “Means to an end. To get rid of the Yu and the Efina. But... Things happen. Saia has gone to put down Yu, for good. The Westcolm saved him, framed Efina. Bastard.”

Sai took a deep sigh, “Yes. Lord Westcolm has a habit of... Getting in the way.”

“Mia melted him.”

Her master coughed nervously, “Your dragon did what?”

“When she embraced her role as Irrlichdan’s heir. She turned the Westcolm into gooey pile for helping to kill her parent... And then she grew a dick.” Toofy giggled at the end, “Not sure she is a she, anymore. Mia is Mia, though. And she has bad habit of cornering Toofy.”

He shook his head, “You have accomplished far more than I did. More than I could imagine you could. Unifying the princesses of the elven realm, under your control. Finding the dragonking. Destabilising the temple. And here I was, afraid that you might not even survive.”

“Toofy... Was scared.” She admitted as she pulled him into her room, pouncing onto her bed and curling into a little ball. She looked up at him, her golden eyes dull. “Alone. Might have friends, lovers, but not her master. Toofy only wanted you. Only her Sai.”

She burst into tears as he sat down beside her, and ran a hand through her long and flowing hair. Not touching her head, just running it down her back.

Sai leaned down and kissed her forehead, “Every moment that we were apart, my thoughts were on you. On what Lord Castelle might do. On what the emperor might. I... I have been so scared that I would lose you... Arina was your salve. Is she here, as well?”

“Uh uh.” She shook her head, “A... Arina... She was sick. Saved Toofy. She was... She couldn’t wake up. So Toofy had to leave her with Lady Liz. Toofy’s fault she got sick. She... She used death magic to save the Lord Castelle. Lost herself in it.”

He hugged her tightly, lying down behind her, and curling around her. “Then our first priority, will be rescuing your dear little handmaiden. I can’t have you worrying about her, when we burn the city.”

“Don’t you burn my city.” She snapped at him, and then giggled, “Toofy has a secret way into the city. Sai will teach it to his orc mistress. Astadia will bring the undead to distract the emperor. And Mia will take the palace.”

He held her tightly, “I don’t wish to speak of war. Nor of the throne. We... We really have children? I... I am ecstatic. And terrified.”

“That’s also why Toofy wanted this.” She said quietly, rolling over and unravelling herself. She winced as she leaned onto her weak arm, and kissed his nose quickly. “Kittens will kick the Sai, soon. Won’t be able to have him where he belongs. Toofy will have to be sad, as the Sai has his other mistresses.”

“You’re my bride. The one I want to be my wife.” He whispered to her.

She smiled and kissed him briefly, “She loves him, so much. Toofy... Toofy wants her Sai, inside her. Her master, her husband, her love.”

He kissed her back, “I know I betrayed your trust. I knew it at the time. I am... Sorry.”

“She loves him too much.” Toofy shook her head, and pulled herself in closer. She hooked a leg up and around his waist, kissing each of his cheeks, “Just... Please say kitsune was not last thing on Sai’s... Manhood. Or Toofy is going to insist on washing him.”

He chuckled, “Actually... The orc was in the process of... Cleaning me. When your dragon arrived.”

“Cleaning?” She narrowed her eyes.

“With her mouth.”

Toofy shook her head, struggling not to look completely pissed off. Her ears betrayed her, flattening out. Her tail curled in tightly against her leg.

Sai winced, “Better than Tammy?”

“Tam... Mmy.” Toofy said slowly, and then hissed, “Tamamo de Mae! The fucking bitch who tried to kill the emperor? By... She better not be hiding her soul inside my Sai!”

He shook his head, “I doubt she even got out of bed after you took me. She wasn’t interested in fighting the salamander. Might have been different if she knew you were the one to send them... Tammy... Is obsessed with trying to piss you off. I don’t know why.”

“She’s kitsune. Toofy is neko.”

Sai shrugged, “Seriously? Is that all it takes? All nekos despise all kitsune, and vice versa?”

Toofy blinked at him, “Oh. The Sai really doesn’t know. Yes, that’s all it takes. Toofy has never met Tammy, but she hates her. Especially as master was stupid enough to become her mate.”

“Yes. It wasn’t that wise.” He sighed heavily, “If it helps, the experience of being inside her was thoroughly disturbing. Not unlike stepping into a bear trap.”

Toofy’s mouth split into a wide grin and she giggled, “Clamp down! Kitsune’s little cunts are big fat traps. Did the Sai know that if he wouldn’t make her spill, then Tammy’s bits would have held onto him? Up to half a day.”

“That is... Horrifying.”

She nodded, “Mmm. So he should only sleep with his kitty.”

His green eyes looked into hers, and she saw the loving mirth there. He was perfectly content to lie in her arms, without a thought to anything else.

Toofy’s eyes glittered as she felt loved, and spoke quietly, “Master still hasn’t learned the meaning of haste. Could be attacked by the emperor at any moment.”

“You deserve more than just haste, my dear neko.”

She kissed his nose, “Toofy doesn’t disagree. But she’s been wanting. So... Can the Sai do something for her? Have the others taught him how to... Clean a woman?”

“I... Have not done that.” He said nervously.

She grinned, rolling onto her back, and kicking her legs into the air momentarily so she could throw aside her underwear. She flinched as her arm ached, but managed to also reach across and unbutton the side of her skirt, to also throw that away.

Toofy turned her head and kissed him. Snaking her rough and grippy tongue into his mouth. Telling him that in all the world, she loved him the most.

With her sore arm lying between them, she couldn’t grab his hand and redirect its position. It was vaguely irritating how he was so content to just kiss her, even when she was half naked.

“Master.” She begged him.

Sai smiled at her, and pulled her closer to him, “I never want to let you go, again. I hate that I had to. Hate how little time we’ve had together.”

“Master!” Toofy snapped, “Can you stop romancing Toofy? She’s already romanced. Very romanced. And now, she wants him to stop talking, but his tongue to keep moving. Please.”

He ignored her, kissing her deeply. The cat found herself purring, despite herself. Giving in and kissing him back as he ignored her demands for him to move quicker.

She knew that he loved her, and she loved the way he was showing her.

She couldn’t resist him at all.

For all the sexual things the temple taught, love was only ever taught as a weakness to exploit. Another knife in the kit of the companion, a vulnerability.

She didn’t know how to live with it. She didn’t understand it. It filled her to overflowing, and made her know that her Sai was the only thing that mattered to her.

She might also love her Arina and Saia, but it wasn’t the same. The love was different with all three of them. An emotion she couldn’t fight, with any of them.

With Saia, her love was aggressive, possessive. She had disliked sharing the succubus with Tyre, but she had done it because she knew the woman liked that beastly thing.

On the reverse side, everything about her and Arina was tender. It was soft and quiet. Toofy would be more than content to sleep every night in her handmaiden’s arms.

Then... Then there was her love for Sai.

Anytime she even thought about her master, it felt like her heart was bursting. She knew that she was technically free. No more slave title, in the empire, or her own little colony that was springing up.

She wanted Sai to be her master.

She enjoyed the feeling of him being able to do anything with her, but refusing to. That his instinct was to protect her, and cherish her. He didn’t even know that he was doing it.

She ached for him in a way that made the others pale by comparison.

The catgirl pulled back from the kiss, “Master... If you don’t fuck Toofy soon, she’s going to end up crying. She’s missed you. Please... She wants to feel you.”

“You always say exactly what you want.” He grinned, “No politics. No lords and -”

“Toofy’s going to dry up if master keeps going.” She said flatly.

He brushed her cheek, “Did I ever tell you about my childhood?”

“Master!” She tried to insist.

He ignored her, “I was an orphan, Toofy. My parents were... Well, it was an orc raid. I was raised in the stronghold. It’s why Menes chose me to become... Something worse. Because I was already familiar with orc magic.”

She let out an exasperated sigh.

“Orcs always speak their mind. It’s one of the things I found most attractive about you, when I met you.” Sai smiled proudly at her. “I had already chosen you, because you infuriated Lady Efina and broke all the rules, but... Being talked back to, upon our first meeting... I adored it.”

She rolled onto her back and crossed her good arm under her breasts with a huff.

“That’s when I decided that I wanted to marry you.”

She tightened her jaw, “Master never listens to her.”

“Oh, he does. And he does intend to play with her, as well. You’ll get to tell me how poor I am at cunnilingus, momentarily.” He said, and sat up slowly, “But first, there is something I had the blacksmith create whilst I was away. Partly because I was feeling guilty and partly because I wanted a reminder of what I was fighting for.”

She glared at him. “You think Toofy is putting out, after this?”

He fished into his clothes, and pulled out something wrapped in a grubby handkerchief, and held it out to her. “Will you accept this gift, my ever-patient neko?”

“Not patient.” She growled.

“Please. Take a look.” Sai said softly.

She lurched upright, grinding her teeth in irritation. The catgirl took the package and tossed it open unceremoniously.

Toofy squealed and pounced on him.

She kissed all over his face, as she slipped the silver bracelet onto her left wrist. Then she grabbed at his chest and dragged in close against him, a deep and throbbing purr bursting out of her throat.

She’d been too distracted to realise what he’d been leading her towards.

That he had been about to propose to her properly.

Toofy pulled back momentarily, “Does master have one?”

“Gold for me.” He replied, and lifted it out of his cloak, and slipped it on. “I take it... That this is you accepting? You will be my wife?”

“Toofy’s going to be your fucking empress.” Her eyes glowed momentarily and she grinned happily, “You know that Saia and Arina are going to be jealous, right? Not to mention Mia. Sai is going to have keep his wits about him.”

He shrugged, “So long as I get to call you wife, I will take the challenge of a dragon. As long as I get to name you as my wife, I’ll put up with a succubus looking to put a knife through my spine. As long as you’re my wife, I can accept the handmaiden’s look of hatred.”

“Call me empress.” She pouted.

He reached up and cupped her face, “You’re more than my empress, Toofy. You’re my precious neko, whom I adore.”

“She hasn’t forgot you fucked the fox.” The catgirl said stubbornly, and then stared at her silver bracelet, cheeks flushing. The design carved into it was intricate and beautiful.

A neko pawprint stamped atop of a loveheart, with a cross through the middle of it.

Sai shifted beneath her, “You do realise that you’re wearing nothing, and sitting on me, don’t you?”

“Mmm.” She giggled, rubbing herself against him momentarily, “Tell her what it means. The symbols.”

“You. And me.” He said quietly, “The cross is the symbol for the House of Sai. It... We needed something. Pulled it out of a random old book on a shelf. Supposedly it is the eye of an immortal. The pawprint is you. The two of us, bound by love. Corny, I know.”

A tear slipped down her cheek, “Toofy... Was so focused on just making love to her Sai... But he’s so much sweeter than she deserves. Fills her heart with cavities, too sweet.”

“I adore you, my wife.” He spoke quietly, “Even if your mouth tastes like... I don’t want to actually know. I got a spider leg before.”

She giggled nervously, biting her lip, “Oops.”

“Still not going to call you empress, though.”

Her ears flattened and she glared at him, “Why not?”

“Not until I get to put the crown on your head, whilst you sit on the throne, and make every single one of those arrogant ministers bow down to you.” Sai replied with a smile, “I’ll call you empress, then.”

She glared at him, “Sai is sweeter than toffee apple. It’s annoying.”

“Have I told you how beautiful you look, when you’re pissed off?” He grinned at her.

The cat rolled her eyes, flicked a claw and sliced open his shirt. At this point, she’d had enough.

He laughed, pulling her down to kiss at her neck, as she tore open his belt and dragged out something that she’d been begging to get inside her.

She stiffened as she felt it at her entrance, and then let out a quiet moan as she slid down his length until he was filling her completely.

She flexed around him as she bottomed out, her golden eyes glowing with desire. Her bell sounded as she leaned down to peck a kiss at his face, as he ran his hands through her black hair.

“Oh, Toofy.” He moaned, “Oh, gods above.”

“She’s better, isn’t she?” The catgirl demanded, beginning to rock her hips, “Better than the fox.”

She blepped her tongue as she moved from just rotating her hips to rising and falling along him. Feeling him sluicing in and out of her chasm. Staring at him with her focused eyes.

He moaned, unable to speak as she concentrated, massaging his cock inside her, even as she began to pick up the pace. Demonstrating all the skill and knowledge of a true temple companion.

Sai grunted every time he bottomed out inside her, his animalistic sounds sending a thrill through her.

“Mmm, master.” Toofy moaned, “She loves him. Toofy loves her master.”

She jealously noted that he was matching her thrusts. That was something he hadn’t learned to do, last time she’d had him inside her.

He was holding onto her hips, instead of just lying there and letting her do the work. Shocking her with each joy as his dick entered into her.

She didn’t know whether to moan or purr, lost in the ecstasy of feeling him after so long apart.

Toofy leaned down, arms going behind him and giving him a better angle to continue to hammer into her. She moaned quietly into his ear, kissing at his neck.

She regretted not removing her dress as she tried to crush her chest into his, “Yes. Please. Oh, master. Oh, Sai. Fuck her! Fuck Toofy! Harder!”

He rolled the two of them over, pinning her good arm above her head with one hand, as the other pressed into the bed beside her head. Picking up the pace from the new position.

Pushing deeper inside her.

Toofy cried out, moaning desperately, “Yes, yes! Oh, fuck! Fuck! Oh, Sai. Oh... Oh, just like... That!”

She felt it building up, making her eyes roll back in her head. The first time she’d slept with him, he’d been premature inside her. She hadn’t come close to finishing.

Now, she felt like she was going to finish first.

There weren’t enough cursewords in human or nekan to describe how much she hated the kitsune, right at that moment.

“Yes, master.” She begged, “Yes. Please. Toofy’s... Toofy... Cum with her! Give her your seed! Please!”

She cried out loudly as her entire body rippled, muscles going taught before collapsing.

Sai thrust into her deeply, and let out a bellow right into her ear, before he fell against her.

The catgirl smirked as she felt the warmth filling her up.

She brushed a bead of sweat from her forehead, “That... Feels better. Mmm. Toofy loves her Sai.”

“Gods.” Sai breathed raggedly, as she began to practice her kegals on him. “Sensitive, woman.”

She nipped at his chin, “Toofy wants more of him. Until she can’t walk at all.”

“Fuck.”

She sighed, lifting her wrist to look at her new piece of jewellery with a grin. “But... We have things to do. A battle to coordinate. People to kill. Toofy will have to settle for just this.”

The two of them jerked in astonishment and looked down.

A small fist slowly receded from inside her stomach, and Toofy made a face, “Eugh! Did not like! Fuck, did not like!”

Sai rolled aside, “Apparently you have some jealous kittens.”

“Did not like.” She shivered.




Nineteen

The catgirl’s first fight.

— — —
Toofy felt terrified, as she gathered the key members of her ragtag army into the tavern. Pretending to be fine, as Orli’s father fried up some meat for her, and she pressed far too much silver into his hands.

Her entire life, from the moment she should have died as a kitten, had been leading up to this. Every glimpse of knowledge that she shouldn’t had, had been coordinating and guiding her towards this moment.

It wouldn’t be a mistake to say that her entire existence could be summarised in the next few days.

From yowling in the rain... To whatever happened next.

The catgirl slurped up a piece of meet, smiling happily even though she didn’t even want to eat in the first place.

Before she could launch into organising the assault on the palace, and the delicate magic that they would need to do before that happened to save Toofy’s son, and to protect all of them from Menes’ legacy, a heavy tail wrapped around her waist.

Toofy’s eyes widened as she was jerked from her feet, the salamander sprinting out of the tavern and leaping up onto the roof. Dragging the catgirl with her, as if she weighed nothing.

She held her breath as she once again found herself on her back, looking up into the salamander’s eyes. Seeing the barely contained lust there.

She could see dozens of new marks on their scales from the fighting. From where Mia had beaten down the hundreds who had gathered into a half-dozen she could respect.

“Want share.” Mia said at length, and sat up, lifting Toofy into her lap. The dragon put their arms around her waist, and the catgirl finally noticed the sunset.

She felt the tension fading from her shoulders, as she looked at the treasure that the dragon was willing to share with someone else. “It’s beautiful... Mia?”

“Mmm?”

Toofy bit her lip, “She doesn’t love her. Can’t. She’s sorry.”

“I am artist. I will record Twenty Four. Bring her image to life in the wood. Bend and shape, bring it out.” The dragon said stubbornly, “I convince you to share egg, one day.”

She leaned back into the solid lizard, noticing that even their breasts felt like stonework. Though that might be part of the transition. Toofy let them hug her, let them make her feel safe.

“Toofy might die, soon.” She whispered.

Mia flicked a tongue along her neck, “Want egg?”

“Fixated freaking lizard.” Toofy said with irritation, “She was sharing her heart, because Mia shared this with her. Toofy is... Toofy is scared. Has to be strong, especially for her Sai.”

The salamander kissed her neck again, “I know she is strong. Always know. Always know. I will follow, even if everything looks stolen.”

“Toofy’s son is sick. Bad magic.” She whispered, “Only one who could save him, is the motherfucking kitsune. Who would like to hurt Toofy. But if Toofy doesn’t try... Emperor could use him. Kill Toofy with her son. Use bad magic, inside her, to swallow her up.”

Meerakeilian sighed and leaned their head onto her shoulder, “Life difficult for the Devourer. I wish could help, but only kill things. Break things. Break things.”

“You help.” Toofy smiled sadly, and then frowned, “Mia... Back when we were young... And you attacked Toofy and made her angry enough to plot to become your Devourer... Were you trying to flirt?”

“Mmm.”

The catgirl gave a little chuckle, “It must have been hard. Being the only salamander at the temple. We were taught so many things, but never really taught how to be our own. A companion is a servant. That... Isn’t you.”

“Hated.” Mia agreed quietly, “Chose art, instead. To be left alone, and explore. Want to make art of you. Can’t have heart, but will still love. Want egg.”

Toofy closed her eyes, feeling the warmth behind her, and the warmth of the sun. She could laze here all day, given half a chance. Safe in the embrace of the strongest thing she knew.

Yet... Yet even Meerakeilian would barely be able to hold her own against the abomination that the orc warlord had turned the emperor into.

Power beyond power, and yet it still wasn’t enough for that man. He had ambition, just like Toofy. Both of them couldn’t be content with this empire.

The entire world was for the taking.

Though both of them saw the world as full of their playthings, the difference was that one of them wasn’t afraid to break all of their toys, and the other wanted their toys to feel free.

Toofy’s ears twitched as her mind flooded with knowledge, and she growled, “Oh, fuck off, Eratigan! How many times must Toofy say it!?”

“Oh, I’m not here.” Her mother replied lightly, “Because I’m not allowed to be here. So I’m not here. Can’t go breaking the rules.”

Toofy looked up sideways at the white-haired witch, and then understanding dawned and she leaped out of Meerakeilian’s grip with a bone-disjointing movement.

She landed on the edge of the roof and let out a bellow filled with rage, “To arms!”

— — —
“It isn’t much, but this is where I’m supposed to wait until she contacts me.” Saia said, waving around the deserted underground city.

She frowned, looking over, “Though... I was not expecting to find that. Looks like the Castelle family have been sorting out their problems.”

The half-cat girl clinging onto the elf peered around. Her golden eyes glowing like watchtower lights in the dark. The woman whispered nervously, “What is this place?”

“No idea.” Saia shrugged, “Toofy found it, when she was living on the estate. I had a feeling that she... Went looking for it. She reinforced the tunnel we took, but she used to spend hours down here. I don’t know where she went or what she did.”

Esmerelda sighed, “Well, I can’t see shit.”

The halfcat raised a hand and snapped her fingers. There was a spluttering of sparks, and then suddenly Saia was wincing as a globe of light winked into existence, high above them.

It may as well have been a sun.

Taudry took a deep breath, “I’ve never seen a dead body, before.”

“Lady of the aristocracy.” Saia said with disgust, and went and leaned against one of the walls, “Do you have even the slightest idea how many people the Domina had ordered killed off? Esme and I do. We did her dirty work. Your ladyship.”

“Leave her alone!” Esme yelled, wincing as her voice echoed out and into the dark. “It isn’t her fault, Saia. Don’t... Don’t be like that.”

The succubus shrugged, “I wasn’t, idiot. I was preparing her. You two are now part of something far worse. There has never been a peaceful transition of power in this empire. Not once. When our current bastard took the throne, he had his father’s entire household killed.”

Esme cringed, “I know.”

“I know, that you know.” Saia sneered, “You’re an elf. You are old enough that you were there. As one of Yu’s apprentices. Inexperienced, but good enough to hunt down a bunch of concubines. Frightened women. Killed because someone else owned them.”

The two looked down, feeling turmoil.

Saia rolled her jaw with irritation, “You’re still not getting it. People are going to die. But Toofy isn’t the same. She won’t do the same. The emperor will, out of spite. We will have to stop him.”

“What do you mean, she isn’t the same?”

The succubus touched her neck briefly, feeling the lack of weight there, and smiled slowly, “That’s why she taught me. Gods, I hate how she always seems to know.”

“Huh?” Esme asked.

Saia waved a hand, “Show me the markings that you’re a slave.”

“Gold bell, on a silver belt I can’t take off.” Esme pulled up the edge of her shirt. “It’s the same for Taudry. The preference of the Domina.”

The succubus took a deep breath, “Esme, we’re going to need a dome of silence. A strong one.”

The elf hesitated, but then cast the spell, surrounding them. “What the hell are you up to, now?”

“Block your ears.” Saia instructed, before she closed her eyes, and remembered the symbol that Toofy had drawn in the air. The cat didn’t need to cast like that, but she had.

She had drawn it, so that Saia would remember it.

For this.

The succubus cast the spell.

She cringed, patting at one of her ears as the dome shook with the thunder of it. Deafening all three of them. Thankfully, it didn’t look like the sound had escaped from Esme’s spell.

“What the fuck!?” The elf yelled, but as she stepped towards Saia to complain, the silver belt around her waist fell to the ground in a dozen pieces.

The succubus smiled at them both, “Toofy is a different kind of empress. No more slaves. You get doomed by your own choices. Not because someone paid for you.”

Taudry looked down at her own, and then slowly back up, “Th... She’s going to outlaw slavery?”

“She’s going to burn the temple to the ground.” Saia replied confidently, “The temple. The companions. The slave market. All of that crap pisses off my mistress. So... We’re going to wreck it all. You’re free. You’re not a lady of influence anymore, cat, but you’re free.”

Taudry bit her lip, “I have no idea how to... Serve.”

“We fight, first.” Esme whispered, pulling the halfcat into a deep hug, whilst she stared over them at the succubus. Eyes bright and moist. Thanking Saia.

She shrugged.

They were probably going to die, anyway.

May as well die free.

Saia sat down on the ground, her tail curling into her lap. She picked up a handful of stones absent-mindedly and began to juggle them. “I heard them announcing, as we left. Apparently you’re the new priestess, Esme. You okay with being a nothing, instead?”

“Yes.” The elf said firmly, “I can’t protect Taudry properly. Efina couldn’t even protect her favourite punching bag. Twenty Four ended up in front of the emperor. Used by him. None of us are safe.”

Taudry turned around, “She’s being polite. Which is odd. But... Anyway. What Esme really means is that I wouldn’t forgive her if she became the thing we all hate. Dying free... I prefer that. I don’t care if I’m totally useless. At least I’ll be me, and not just some... Thing. A toy for the politicians to manipulate.”

Saia shrugged, “I know the Domina’s victims. I don’t know what she was like as a person. Esme implied you got locked in until you were of age. Must have been rough, for a part-neko.”

“I hated it.” The girl burst into tears, hugging her elf even tighter. “I’m not some tame animal. A whip cracks, and I have to perform. That was my life. Pretending to be sweet and innocent...”

Saia paused, “That’s not a metaphorical whip, is it?”

“You don’t want to see her back.” Esme spoke quietly, her voice filled with venom and anger. “I’d kill the Domina, if I could.”

The succubus shrugged, “I’d ask if you want some help, but Toofy probably has plans for her. Best not to do anything until I ask her about it. She let me kill Yu, though. Probably let you deal with Florence.”

Saia suddenly sprang to her feet, tossing one of the stones in a sharp arc into the entrance of the tunnel. They heard a squeal followed by an angry and frustrated groan.

The succubus chuckled, “Xiv. Shouldn’t sneak up on people, like that.”

The half-elf handmaiden was holding her bleeding head as she emerged from the tunnel, glaring, “It’s you. Elia.”

“Saia. Toofy named me.” The succubus said tiredly, already sick of telling everyone. “Coming back to dispose of your handiwork?”

The handmaiden looked over at the other two, and then back, “I’m not surprised to see you, El... Saia. Lady Twenty Four did have a hand in that tunnel. However, may I ask what our new priestess is doing in this place?”

“Refusing the job.” Esme said firmly, “Who are you, and why should I care?”

“Introductions.” Saia stepped in smoothly, “This is Xivian. She’s Lady Castelle’s handmaiden, and regular bedtime comfort. She’s half the reason the Lord Castelle is now dead. And the whole reason the younger Lord Castelle, over there, is dead.”

The handmaiden hesitated, “He ran here. I didn’t know what to do with the body. Not an assassin, like you.”

“Eh.” Saia shrugged, “Toofy was expecting this. Told him where to run. You’re just doing what she wanted. But, digressing, how’s the guard looking in the city? Patrol build-ups, yet?”

“You’ve been down here, a while, then.” Xivian mused, “Uhm... Saia... You should stay down here. Hiding. The royal guard have been deployed. Apparently some dragon flew over the city, and the palace is quite distraught about it.”

“Dragon dropped me off.” Saia shrugged, “That’s Meerakeilian, Esme. The girl has... Well, she has balls, now. To start with. Toofy says that they’re Irrlichdan’s heir.”

Xivian sucked in her breath, “The dragon that burned down half the elven empire?”

“That’d be the one.” Saia laughed.

Taudry swallowed, “What was Meerakeilian doing, Saia? Is that the start of the war?”

“Yeah.” Saia nodded, stretching, “But nothing that big a deal. Mostly kidnapping Lord Sai from the orc front and delivering him back to Toofy. The two of them are probably breaking a bed.”

Xivian cringed, “I need to return to m’lady.”

“You’ve misread me. You’re not going anywhere.” Saia said, her tail snapping in the air. “You’re fine to talk and whatever. Feel free to be at peace. But... Try and leave, with the knowledge of us here, and I’ll tear out your throat.”

Esme glared, “You’ll have to beat me to it, first. Nobody gets to find out that Taudry is here.”

Xivian looked between them, and collapsed onto the ground in a pained huff. “Crap. Every single time... That cat always makes me feel like I’m a moment from dying.”

“Just means that you know the truth of things.” Saia laughed at her, and laid down on the ground. “Toofy will send word to us, when she’s good and ready. Though, I expect I’ll be fetching another member for this gang, Esme. So you’ll need to keep guard.”

Xivian stiffened, “Arina.”

Saia yawned, “Yeah. She still loafing around in bed?”

“She was taken. By one of Lord Westcolm’s men. He mentioned your name, and seemed quite angry.” Xivian said cautiously.

The succubus winced, “Aw, crap. John. Well... In that case... I can’t wait around. Esme... You know what to do. I’m off.”

She flicked onto her feet. Her bones cracked and popped painfully, and then she was standing there as a perfect mirror image of Xivian. She smiled at the handmaiden, “Don’t worry. I won’t hurt m’lady.”

— — —
The elf danced beside her, flowing and moving with a regal grace. Showing the skills that any ballerina would be jealous of, whilst Orli was dragged along by her tight grip to the woman’s hand.

Trician was as ruthless as she was flexible. A knife alone as her weapon of offence, yet somehow allowing the pair of them to face off against sword and spear.

The human’s eyes were a bright and terrified blue, as she was pulled through the maelstrom of the attack.

They were surrounded, they were outnumbered, and Orli had never even been in a fight before she met any of these people.

The enemy wasn’t some pushover. They cut through lines of the draug with a precision and skill that made it seem like they were more automaton than man.

The red bands across their armour marked them out, and even a country bumpkin like Orli knew what it meant.

These were royal guards.

The trained soldiers of the emperor, the elite of the elite. Trained in murder and mayhem. Warlocks and mages embedded into their ranks, unidentified by any marking - apart from the hell that they wrought.

Flames burned the village that had been her home. Dirt and rock shot through the air, cutting and bruising her in the explosions that had dulled her hearing.

Trician yanked her out of the way of a spear with a snarl, the elf’s ears pulling back viciously before the perpetrator found their throat opening and spilling a bright red fluid.

Orli reached into the heavens, feeling them open to her touch.

The torrent of light flowing down and into her, threatening to sweep her away into the undercurrents. She channelled the magic through her, handing it over to the woman by her side.

Lightning cracked and boomed as the storm sprang into existence above them, blotting out the sun.

Trician screamed and howled out her anger, as the guards continued their brutal assault.

Orli watching as fleeing friends were cut down.

Unable to save them.

Her head jerked as she saw the flash of a red fox’s tail, and she found herself looking away from her own eternal struggle and to the fight of two figures upon the burning tavern roof.

“Toofy!” Orli realised, “They’re targeting Toofy!”

Trician whipped her head around, “Fuck! She dies, we all die! Tomorrow doesn’t exist without her. Protect the neko! Protect the empress!”

The cry was taken up, and the flow of the battle changed. A half-dozen dragons taking flight to come crashing down around the golden-eyed woman, standing proudly over this scene of death and destruction.

“Protect the empress!”

Orli found herself in tears as Trician continued to drag her behind, continued to use the magic she supplied.

“Protect the neko!”

What mercies had the gods denied her?

What crimes had she committed to be forced to watch everyone she knew die?

— — —
“I be pissin’.” Tammy complained, kicking at a rock on the path.

The orc rolled her eyes and sneered, “You’re always pissed off, Tammy. Someone stole our master, and you didn’t do a fuckin’ thing. This is on you.”

“T’ch.” The fox made a sound of derision.

Khild looked back at the columns of orcs marching behind her. Shields in hand, feet thundering in unison. They were her family, and now she was their warlock.

She didn’t know if it was just chance that had let her win. Sai had never shown his thunderstep to Hammerhand. Had that really been enough for her to eliminate one of the most skilled of her kind?

She was an orc. She knew that the truth of the world was that anyone could die, at any time. Most deaths aren’t spectacular. They don’t even serve a purpose.

One moment you live, one moment you die, that’s all there is to it.

There were no second chances, no divine interventions. In the rare case that you managed to find a way back from death, things would have been better if you didn’t.

“Do you know why a dragon would take him?” Khild growled grumpily.

The foxgirl nodded, “Yeah. Bitchin’ neko sent the bitchin’ lizard. Didn’t realise it, or I woulda been pissin’ all o’er dem.”

“Neko?” Khild said in surprise, “What neko?”

Tammy chuckled, “His one. The bitch who had ’im first. My goddess downright be pissin’ dat I’m headed dis way. She didnae wanna me be near da neko. Dat’s why I be pissin’. I wanna be pissin’ on his bitchin’ neko, but da goddess is apparently gonna piss on me if I try.”

Gods and deities.

The thought of them made Khild roll her eyes. Divinity had no say in the lives of mortals, even when they actually gave a shit. Which was about as frequent as a stone striking the ground from the heavens.

All orcs knew the gods. The origin of her race was a little hard to forget, once you learned the stomach-turning tale. All the same, no orc was about to bow down to anybody claiming to be divine.

“So... Lord Sai is not in danger?”

The kitsune stretched her hands over her head, sticking out her chest. “Dunno about dat. His neko damn near attracts fuckin’ fuckshit. S’got a pissin’ empr’r, a bitchin’ lich, me, and a whole fuckload o’ da lords ’n ladies dat wanna be pissin’ on ’er.”

“You?”

The fox nodded, “Plannin’ be killin’ ’er.”

“Sai knew you meant to?” Khild reeled at the confession. Seeing the power of the woman in a whole new light.

Tammy shrugged, “I been sayin’ I wanna be pissin’ on ’er. What dya t’ink I be meanin’?”

“Irritation. Like a pup to the mother.” Khild replied.

The kitsune laughed, “I darn be older dan da empire. Ya t’ink I be wastin’ ma time by choosin’ ta poke at a cat?”

“... Why?”

Tammy’s bored demeanour evaporated, “Fuckin’ cat damn stole ma goddess. ’N she didnae gave ’er back.”

“Do I care to know of what that means?” Khild asked, half-frightened of her enigmatic companion.

The fox shrugged, “Being simple, ’nuf. I yasta be da chosen toy of da mischief god. She’s kitsune, lika ma. She used ma ta fuck wit da emper’r ’n all. But den one day, dis neko, she fuck wit death. Takes onna god of death, and fuck ma if she don’t win. So, ma goddess turns around ’n tells me it’s over. I gotta help da cat, or stay da fuck away from ’er. So I be bitchin’ ta be pissin’.”

It took the half-orc a few moments to translate the broken human in her head. More than a few. Followed by a few more as the ramifications sank in.

“You’re an avatar. A chosen prophetess.”

“Was.” The kitsune said sourly, “Noaw, I jus’ be pissin’.”

Khild considered the options before her carefully. She had seized control of the clan to attack a dragon, a threat. Said dragon might not be a threat to her at all.

She’d just marched an army into human territory.

There was not a single chance that the march of the orcs had not been reported on. She hadn’t put the last human fort to the sword. They will have sent messenger birds ahead of her.

Even now, soldiers would be gathering to expel the invasion, if they weren’t already. The salamander that had kidnapped her master would have caused a stir as they flew over the capital, as well.

Khild needed more time to think. For now, she was committed to this action.

— — —
The flames shifted towards him momentarily before the magic of the thunderstep propelled Sai through the battlefield. He didn’t bother with his blade against these flies.

The ripple of his passing was enough to burst eardrums, twist armour, and shatter limbs.

His thoughts were not on the royal guard. Those idiots hadn’t brought nearly enough to deal with the pissed off salamander that had a thing for his neko.

Others may die. Others could always die.

He searched for Toofy through the smoke and dust. Flashing through the ruins of this small village that had been destroyed, looking for golden eyes in the chaos.

The sound of his repeated passage tore through the air. Lost in the similar chaos of the real thunder as lightning burst from dark skies, and the ground turning into debris as the royal warlocks cast their magic.

He jerked to a stop as one of those bastards blocked his next thunderstep.

Sai rolled across the dirt to the side as a fireball struck, drawing his sword as he did. The lord blocking the spear looking to skewer him, redirecting it into the ground before casting his own spell and immolating the soldier.

The warlock behind them saw Sai, and vanished in a swirl of black smoke.

Before it reformed Sai had turned and his blade was coming down on the predictable moron. Teleporting directly behind someone was about as effective as begging for mercy on the battlefield.

The warlock’s head rolled, and Sai vanished in the ear-shattering boom as he returned to his hunt for Toofy.

— — —
Arina vomited violently, falling to her knees in tears.

The handmaiden leaned on the haft of her scythe, shaking her head and moaning, “I... I can’t. I can’t.”

Just touching the magic of the god made her feel all kinds of horror. It made her feel even worse than when she’d seen Isaac die. Gone was her inability to feel anything.

Arina pushed herself shakily to her feet, looking around to see where she was.

She’d tried to teleport straight to her mistress, but had felt something draw her off-course.

She frowned, looking at the mounds of dirt all around her. Half-circles of plates sticking up out of them. Some were silver-edged, others were gold, but the majority were simply painted in bright colours.

A graveyard.

There was a single mourner, but he didn’t seem to have noticed her arrival. He was kneeling at a grave. Dried tears on his cheeks, and blank eyes. A canteen was loosely fallen from one of his hands.

“A good learning opportunity.” Death whispered in her ear, “You could reunite them. Bring him peace.”

Arina was reviled at first.

She had no intention of killing anyone, if she could help it. Murdering someone just because they were hurting was beyond cruel. Everyone left someone behind, even if they didn’t know it.

However, another thought occurred to her.

She had the power of a god now, and that was the point. She needed to broaden her horizons if she was going to learn what was, and wasn’t possible.

Arina walked over to the mourner, using her scythe to steady her recovering legs. “Morning, old timer.”

He blinked, looking up at her confusion, “Oh. Hello miss. You’re young... Visiting family?”

“Passing by.” She replied, and waved to the grave, “Your wife?”

He looked down sadly, “My daughter. My precious Astren. Sorry. She was taken even younger than you.”

Arina put a reassuring hand on his shoulder, and then flared her stomach-churning magic into being. He was startled as her eyes sucked all the light out of the area, leaving the two of them in a dark and otherworldly place.

“Fuck!” He cursed, but she kept a hand firmly on him.

“Papa? Papa!”

He turned his head in shock as a young woman ran towards them. His Astren diving into him, and hugging him. The two whispered apologies to each other in the mingle of tears.

Astren stroked her father’s cheek, “I had a good life, Papa. You did right by me. You need to stop blaming yourself, or you won’t be able to join me in paradise. Just because I didn’t marry, doesn’t mean I didn’t enjoy my life. The plague killed me, not you.”

He nodded, dumbfounded.

The girl looked up at Arina, “I have to go back, don’t I?”

“Yes.” A voice like gravel crunching emerged from her own mouth, surprising her.

Astren gave a deep sigh. “I’ll wait for you, Papa. I’ll wait, and I want to be kept waiting. Give me long enough to build us a home. Okay?”

With that, the girl turned into a mist, whilst the man grabbed for her.

Arina released his shoulder, dropping the two of them back into the graveyard. As she did, she heard the spirit calling out to her father, “Live, Papa! Live!”

She felt a wave of exhaustion briefly roll over her, and slid down to sit on the ground. The scythe disappeared as she let go of it, yawning.

The man looked at her in fright, “Goddess. I...”

“Nope. I am just a servant, sir. As human as you are.” Arina shook her head, and then winced and glanced at the grave. “Do you think your daughter would mind if I had one of her rolls? I’m famished.”

He quickly grabbed the offering, handing it to her. “She would insist. My Astren. She was all heart, staying to help me work the farm instead of finding her own family.”

Arina guiltily bit into the roll, “Sorry. I’m still new at this. I would have given you longer if I could. But piercing the Void, even as Death’s servant, is... Difficult. I’m not sure how to do it. Just happens.”

“May I... Ask? How you became their servant? Why you shared such a powerful gift with me?” He was wide-eyed.

She shrugged, “I impressed Death. Somehow. Not sure about the details. Mostly to do with my mistress. Her name is Lady Twenty Four de Sai. And I... I love her. Completely. I was on my way to rejoin her, when I sort of just... Ended up here.”

“Lady Sai.” He repeated, “I will remember her name. I have little to offer, but I will sing her praises. I can’t say that I comprehend, but you have blessed me.”

Arina smiled, “If you want to repay me, then do what Astren asked. Live. Make her proud of you.”

She held out a hand, the scythe reappearing, and pushed tiredly to her feet. “Unfortunately, sir, I need to keep going. Lady Twenty Four needs me. May the rest of your day be blessed, and the gods look favourably to you.”

“And you.” He replied earnestly.

With her energy partially restored by the roll, Arina reached back into the Void, dragging herself back into the spirit world.

— — —
A wordless screech of rage burned her throat as Astadia’s ears pulled back. She ripped the spear out of her dead chest before grabbing the mortal by the throat. Lifting them into the air, snapping their neck.

She tossed aside the corpse, screaming to the army bound to her will, “Kill them! Kill them all! Fucking kill them!”

The knot of anger in her chest binding her to this world tightened further. Stripping away a little more of her sanity, as her tired soul fragmented even further.

It didn’t matter.

All that mattered to Astadia was protecting her foolish younger sister. The misguided elf who had sworn her life to one of the betrayer gods, with not a clue that she would be used and then discarded.

None of the gods gave a fucking damn.

Astadia had been granted the ability to turn and raise any dead elf as a draug. A promise given to her royal ancestors by Death in years long since passed. Yet, she’d still had to fight for that right.

Had to be punished, for the crime of demanding her due.

At the end of this, Astadia would die for good. She wouldn’t be granted passage back to the Void. No paradise awaited her. Her soul would crumble and she would simply cease to exist.

Before that, long before, the madness would take her.

Fuck the gods.

The elf screamed in frustration, grabbing the head of an enemy. Her hands crushed the helmet in on the woman before Astadia tore them apart into two bloody hunks.

She felt something sharp pierce her, looking down in insult to see a sword there. She snapped the blade off with a yell, spinning around before ramming it through the skull of the soldier.

As they fell, she continued to lift and stab the weapon fragment into the dead soldier. Roars of anger tearing violently through her with each blow, until there was nothing but pulp left in the dirt.

She staggered back to her feet, “Protect Trician! Protect the stupid cunt!”

— — —
“I am glad that you could receive me.” Lord Han bowed his head, lazing on the couch in the sunlit tearoom. Green plants dotting almost every single surface around them.

Lady Castelle gave a quiet smile, “I could hardly refuse you, minister. Though I confess to some confusion. If you wished to speak with me, you had only to request it. Why did I have to send the servants away?”

He lifted a small green bead from a pocket and placed it on Elizabeth’s saucer. He smiled at her, “I have a few questions about your recent guest, that I was hoping you could answer. Questions it would not do to gossip about.”

“Lady Twenty Four.” She said, wondering about the significance of the jewel. She had never seen it before, and yet it felt familiar to her. Familiar and uncomfortable. Anxiety inducing.

Han nodded, “My official report into the events leading up to your husband’s death will be incomplete, I am afraid. An unknown person seeded a path with caltrops. A person with magic. Which obviously clears your name.”

“I am saddened to hear it.” She said without a hint of sadness.

He shrugged, “I expect it will be of little import. All those connected with Lady Twenty Four will soon be... Either put to the sword, or elevated, I suspect. Though my proposing it... Could be construed as treason.”

“A careful tongue is needed around the subject of our fascinating neko ladyship.” Elizabeth acknowledged.

He nodded sadly, “I believe she has dreamed of life within the palace since she was but a kitten. Something that I must, unfortunately, report. I can only delay so much.”

“You would be a powerful ally to her.” Elizabeth prompted.

He shook his head, “I am the minister of justice. I must remain impartial, lest I end up as Lady Efina. If I were to see Lady Twenty Four, I would be required to arrest her. A most unfortunate possibility. No, a cloak of neutrality would be best.”

She glanced at the jewel again, “Disappointing. I am sure she would have liked to tour your estates. She quite likes shiny things, and you have many riches upon display.”

“Lady Efina kept many such things. I am certain that Lady Twenty Four would be familiar with them. In fact, I believe she would even know them better than the priestess herself.” He replied guardedly.

Elizabeth tucked the gemstone away, “It must be frustrating for your investigations that she was sent so far from this city.”

“Her return is but a matter of time.” Lord Han said softly, “Though if she were to return on her own, I would find it beyond shocking, m’lady.”

“Indeed?”

He stood up, “I have indulged myself, taking up so much of your time, m’lady. I hope I have no need to return to you in an official capacity. It would be nice to walk your beautiful estates simply for the enjoyment, one day.”

She stood and curtsied, “It would be an honour, sir.”

— — —
Tyre sorely missed the ability to transform his body as he fought. Having to rely so much on his sword skills after years of becoming a bear or lion left him at a significant disadvantage.

His instincts would fail him, reaching for a magic that was no longer there.

He had started the battle by Trician’s side, but had long since been separated from the elven princess. He was almost glad of it. Orli was as much a liability as she was a benefit.

Tyre put his hand to a guard’s chest, before making it disappear with a blast of wind. He turned aside from them, blocking a spear. He slammed his head into another, regretting striking bone to metal instantly.

One mistake became two. As his head rang, a sword pierced his spine and he collapsed to the ground, completely immobilised.

His mind drifted as the darkness gathered in at the edges.

“A farmer.” The black-skinned orc sneered, looking down at him. “These are the perfect specimens you promised me, Kaden?”

A sword appeared at the orc’s throat, and a fierce looking man with intense blue eyes glared at him, “You are not so important that all impropriety will be excused, orc. He is your emperor.”

The orc tried to knock aside the blade casually, but it went nowhere. “I am an orc, human. Propriety means nothing to -”

“Bullshit waar’lok!” The man shouted, “Los no da, kri!”

The orc blinked their green eyes in surprise, “This one speaks my language well. Is that why you selected him... Emperor?”

“Slag came to us after he was exiled. He’s the son of Hammerhand. I thought you might find him entertaining.” The man lazing nearby said tiredly. “The heir of your old rival.”

Slag didn’t take his eye off the orc, “Respectfully, I am the heir of no one, your grace. As an exile, my only way to inherit would be to kill my father in single combat. His physical strength, let alone his mastery of magic, makes that an impossibility.”

“These two will do.” The orc said grudgingly, “Farmer. Stand up. I need to take a good look at you.”

Tyre forced himself up, and whispered with his eyes aimed at the ground. “I’m a hunter, sir. Wouldn’t know wheat from cabbage. Sir.”

“An animal side to you.” The orc agreed, grabbing his head in an oversized hand and tilting it back and forth. “What’s your name, boy?”

“Tyre, sir.”

The orc nodded, “This one will be for Baa’lam. If the demon doesn’t eat him, then that animal side... Well, it will be interesting to see what happens.”

Slag sheathed his sword, “Demons. An orc willing to make deals with demonkind.”

The blue-eyed man barely flinched as he took a full swing to the face from orc. He didn’t even stumble.

“Tra’arsk.” The orc said, impressed, “The demon of storms. If he proves worthy, this Slag will be stronger than any forged iron.”

The emperor yawned, “Get on with it, Menes. These two are just the experiments to prove it will work. Westcolm and I are the goal. You promised to make me a god, don’t forget that. It is the only reason you weren’t executed.”

Tyre’s vision swam as a howl screamed in his ears.

He stood there in agony, looking at his blood-soaked claws in horror. Begging himself to wake up from this nightmare. Begging the ragged bundle of clothes to stand up.

He heard thunder crack on the horizon, head jerking around to see Slag arriving, his eyes glowing green. Any hint of youth long since expunged from his face with what they had done.

Tyre tried to speak, but all that emerged was a territorial growl.

“May the gods torment Menes for all of eternity.” Slag stated, crouching beside the body. He was silent, his face blank. Yet, to Tyre, the man might as well be lying on the ground and screaming in grief.

Tra’arsk’s ever-present voice whispered in Tyre’s ear. The words passing without comprehension, but he could feel his control slipping away, again. Feel the bloodlust trying to take him.

“Helen. I’m sorry. I was too late.” Slag brushed the forehead of the dead woman affectionately.

Tyre felt himself lunging.

Slag’s eyes flashed to green, and Tyre was deafened. As the world spun around him, and the darkness closed in around his vision, he found himself hoping that this was his death.

Tyre winced, sitting up in a place that was dark.

He stared in surprise as he saw a brook bubbling peacefully nearby. A beautiful woman kneeling at the edge of it. She was humming as she washed blood-soaked clothes in the water.

The song was a happy one, reminding him of birds tweeting at the sunrise.

“Helen.” Tyre gasped as the tears began to fall, and reached out towards her.

There was a burst of lightning and he fell back, his muscles cramping and forcing him into a shuddering ball on the ground.

A comforting hand touched his shoulder, and the pain eased slightly. The hooded woman it was attached spoke sadly, “I’m sorry. I tried to argue with them on your behalf, but they... Can be stubborn. Seeing paradise, just this once, is all I could win for you.”

“Paradise...” Tyre whispered, “I really am dead, then. She’s waiting for me... But I will never get to see her, again.”

The figure nodded, “I’m sorry. Your soul belongs to the demon. He’ll claim you, soon. I... I’d fight him, for Twenty Four’s sake... But even as an avatar, I’m not an equal. I don’t stand a chance.”

“Arina?” Tyre realised, not comprehending.

He saw her mouth twitch into a small smile, “You remembered me, sir. I’m honoured.”

“How... Are you here?” He asked, “Are you dead?”

“Something... Else.” She shook her head and stood, “Forget me. Forget Lady Twenty Four. Spend your final moments with your love, even if she cannot know it. Helen loved you, Tyre. Even as she fell.”

— — —
Saia slipped quietly back into the underground city, trying to forget the horrors that she had found. Hoping that whatever fucking evil thing that had happened to those that held Arina... Hadn’t happened to the innocent handmaiden.

Even the assassin had found herself beyond her experience when she’d entered that house, just outside the city.

The ceiling had been covered in congealed fat, blood, and shattered bone. Like someone had been turned inside out and thrown outwards against every surface. Like a pig’s bladder bursting, but not filled with air.

The only surface not covered had been a shadow of someone who had been standing in the middle of all of it.

After that, it was a pleasant surprise to see the elf and halfcat had found a way to occupy themselves.

The succubus’ tail twitched excitedly as she crept her way closer. Her red eyes dull in the dark. She peaked around a pillar, watching as the halfcat flipped the elf onto her back, kissing at Esme’s neck.

Taudry might not be temple-trained, but she clearly seemed to know the things that Esme liked.

Deft little hands moving through the elf’s hair, kisses alternating between her neck, mouth, and the tops of her exposed breasts. An almost feverish desire moving through the once-timid woman.

Saia had guessed that Esme would dominate in the bedroom.

She was very wrong.

“Please.” The elf begged, “More. Please.”

A finger touched her lips, silencing her, and Taudry let out a deep purr, “Patience.”

“Saia will be back, soon.” Esme said timidly, “Please.”

The cat began to slowly unbutton the shirt, pausing after each button to kiss the elf’s impressive rack. “Keep that up, and Taudry will stop.”

Saia struggled to keep her desire in check, not wanting to get caught in the act. Not because getting caught would be embarrassing, but because they might stop.

She had missed this. Last time she’d had this feeling was when Toofy had interrupted her with the cook, when she had been ordered to kill the neko. It was always so exciting, just to watch.

Esme shivered and shuddered, the ends of her ears an angry red, as her girlfriend slowly opened up her top. The bra beneath was a simple and boring brown one. A temple design meant to make it easier to run.

The elf quickly unhooked that, and tossed it aside.

She pleaded silently, and the halfcat smirked before a tiny and rough tongue flicked at one of Esme’s nipples.

The elf reacted like she’d been shocked, gasping and arching under the tiny ministrations. Saia wondered how long Taudry must have been teasing the elf for.

“She ate the Esme, last time. It’s her turn.” Taudry suddenly announced, falling back onto the ground to a hiss of frustration from her girlfriend.

Esme sat up, “I hate it when you do that! I get so close, and then you... You better be planning to return the favour!”

“Mm. If we have the time.” Taudry purred teasingly.

Esme lifted the halfcat’s skirt angrily, whipping off the underwear with a smooth movement. Saia risked catching them, impressed at the black silk. These were the sexy underthings of a lady looking to attract a lord.

Taudry’s scent on them was intense, and the coin-sized wet spot was heavy.

“Sh-shit!” The halfcat gasped as Esme quickly shoved her tongue into action. “Gods above, Ezy! She’s sensitive!”

“Shouldn’t tease.” The muffled voice of the elf came, “Got hungry.”

Taudry’s golden eyes went sightless, and she spoke at room volume, “Fuck.”

Saia could hear the elf’s tongue in the wet snatch and she shuddered. Her tail crept into the edge of her mouth, and she suckled it gently as she continued to watch them.

“Fuck.” Taudry said again, in her shocked voice as Esme’s head bobbed up and down between her legs. Alternating between long licks at the entrance, and gentle sucks at the clit.

Saia felt herself beginning to drip, her nose filled with the scents of the three horny women.

Esme reached behind to the base of Taudry’s tail, taking it between thumb and forefinger. The reaction was so immediate Saia nearly bit her own tail in surprise.

Taudry went from quiet, to an immediate wail, her entire body arching up as the entire city was filled with the cries of the woman as she had her moment arrive in full.

Saia emerged from the shadows, tossing over the underwear, “Can’t you keep it down, you two? Xivian’s right over there.”

She shivered at the glare of anger and frustration from the elf.

— — —
Toofy felt her rage boil over. Felt the voice screaming in her head as she dipped down deep into the darkness. The golden light of her eyes swallowed up into blackness before the red began to try and rise up and break free.

She let out a screech and plucked the sun out of the sky, drowning it in sorrow.

She clenched a fist and all the royal guard were forced down onto their knees as she began to slowly rise up into the air. Her voice reverberated, as the words emerged from her mouth. “We... We... We...”

Toofy struggled to fight against it, trying to retake control. Feeling it worming free of her grasp to shove her into a neglected corner of her mind.

“We are more than any of you! How dare you try and raise a hand against us?!” She spoke with a barely contained wrath. Raising the fist into the air above the quiet battlefield.

Toofy’s mind battered at the other, repeatedly slamming into it. She could not allow it to take her.

Not now.

Not with the kittens.

“We will -”

The sound of a wooden staff lightly tapping the ground somehow was heard not just by Toofy, but by everyone.

“That’s enough of that.”

The royal guards fell over. Some of them blankly staring off into the distance. Others of them bursting into tears and curling tightly into balls. Not wailing, just lost in a terrified silence.

White hair streaked through the air and Eratigan hugged the newcomer, knocking back their hood, “Arina! You made it, sweetie!”

Toofy’s eyes sprang back to gold, and her booted feet stung as she fell onto the ground. She stared in surprise at her little handmaiden, a tear crawling down Toofy’s cheek.

Arina smiled nervously in her direction.

“Ar -” Toofy’s whisper was cut off as she felt a vicious spike of pain hit her stomach. Her eyes rolled back and she shrieked in a high-pitched scream before collapsing into a ball.

She felt the roiling turmoil, clutching and panicked hands inside her womb, as the pain tore through her.

“Toofy!” She heard her master’s distant voice.




Twenty

The catgirl’s rage.

— — —
Trigger Warning: Child loss is painful. Toofy’s pregnancy has not been going that well.

— — —
Toofy lay weakly on her side atop the bed, staring blearily at people around her. Not hearing them, not understanding them. Not feeling... A single damned thing.

She knew what had happened.

Toofy knew exactly what had happened, she didn’t want to hear it put into words.

Didn’t want anyone to tell her that because she had lost control, because the elf hurt her and left behind the attentions of a monster, Toofy’s son was dead.

Before he was even born.

Tears rolled out of her dull eyes, and she fell off the edge of the bed with a thunk. The cat crawled in under it, and curl into a ball. She bit into the back of her hand as her chest began to heave in pain.

A pain that would never leave her.

She had been willing to let the kitsune violate her, if it would save her son, and now... Now there was no point.

No point to anything.

Her flopped against the hard ground and she closed her eyes... And stopped breathing.

— — —
Trician looked around the table of allies in concern, “The... The future has changed. As things are, we are all doomed to die. Soon. And when we die, so shall the world.”

“Because of Toofy.” Sai said darkly, “I... Can’t you do something, Astadia? Arina?”

Astadia sneered, “I fuck with dead elves. A dead cat’s kid is asking a bit much. Besides, a draug baby sounds like a fucking terrible idea.”

“The goddess was difficult to convince to allow me to save Twenty Four’s life, m’lord.” Arina said, tears welling up in the handmaiden’s eyes.

Trician didn’t know what the fuck to think of the newcomer.

The human was soft-spoken, and gentle. She always seemed to speak formally, and showed an incredible amount of deference towards Sai. She seemed, on the surface, to be such a fragile thing.

On the other hand, she was the avatar of the god of Death.

When Trician had given up, and Toofy’s life had been slipping away, Arina had stood between Death and the neko, and brought her back. The woman had been fearless as she denied nature, and denied what was arguably one of the most powerful gods.

A deity... Had acquiesced... To this fragile little human.

Trician only became more confused when she had tried to read Arina’s fate.

All of them were bound to Toofy. That, she had got used to.

Toofy didn’t have a fate, that she found disturbing.

When Trician had read the fate of the handmaiden, she saw that she wasn’t just an avatar of Death. One day, not soon, Arina was fated to become Death.

She had been chosen to become the next incarnation of a deity.

Trician hadn’t even known such a thing was possible, hadn’t dreamed that it could be, and was finding it incredibly fucking disturbing. Especially with how soft and gentle the human was.

Or, that had been Arina’s fate until Toofy had woken up.

When that happened, the future had simply disappeared, like last time.

The elf felt a pang of guilt. She was worried about the future, and the neko, but she hadn’t even had a chance to mourn for her companion.

She had lost control when Kaleid had died, but Tyre wasn’t even buried, yet, and she was moving on. Granted, their relationship had been vastly different, but he had still fought by her side.

She glared at the neko’s lord.

Tyre had served with him, under him. Trician couldn’t see a single hint of anything approaching grief on his face. He seemed to not be feeling much of anything.

His companion was dead.

His son had just died.

His mistress had nearly died.

He leaned on his elbows, green eyes burning magic, as he seemed to be plotting something.

Trician sneered, “You treated this heartless bastard as a friend, sister?”

“Slag’s a fucking bastard, alright.” Astadia chuckled, “Don’t get on his wrong side, Tric. It wouldn’t matter if I was damned or blessed, there’d be no way for me to save you.”

“I’m not heartless. I’m angry.” Sai whispered.

The salamander curled up under the table suddenly sprinted for the door with a puff of white smoke. She leaned against the wall, staring in horror, “Not hurt. Not hurt. Not hurt.”

Trician raised an eyebrow.

Orli’s hand closed around her own, “Mia... Smelled Lord Sai’s anger. She is afraid of him... And... So am I.”

“My magic. It was my magic, that infected our son. Hurt our son.” Sai slammed a fist onto the table, “Toofy blames herself, for my sins. No one should... Ever have... Died for me... And... And...”

He broke off, hanging his head as he began to weep.

That seemed to upset the salamander even more, who disappeared completely out of the room, trailing white smoke in her wake.

Trician gently looked into Sai, staring at the crystals embedded into her hand.

She nearly wet herself in terror when a demon stared back at her.

Not the image of a demon, a vision or a prediction.

She stared into the soul of a living dark god, and it stared into her. Snarling from behind the great gate, trying to break free. Demanding rage and destruction.

She felt herself swallowed up by the storm of its wrath, drawn in.

A hand touched her forehead, and Trician let out a small and ragged gasp. She looked up, seeing Sai’s fierce gaze, and again felt the need to empty her bladder. “What... What are you?”

“Don’t read me, prophetess. It isn’t safe.” He ignored her and began walking down the hall, “I will be with my mistress. Trying to convince her to live. You should be planning a counterattack.”

Trician had to admit he was right.

Arina had permanently disabled the royal guards that had attacked, that was true. All of them were too traumatised to continue.

But the town lay in ruins, most of the civilians lay dead.

This was not a safe place to be.

They had to strike first, before the emperor realised how truly vulnerable they were, and who they were. Before it became known that there was a neko here, who was being called empress.

“We need to get word to the orcs. Convince them to fight.” Trician said grimly, “Loyalty or freedom won’t be enough. We have to offer them something more. A piece of the empire.”

“Not a total dumb cunt!” Astadia said with angry sarcasm, “Of course you do. Their own kingdom, and positions in the ministry. They’ll demand half the seats. Enough to depose the new empress. Nothing less will be accepted.”

Orli swallowed, clutching her hand, “There’s... Something else. That we could... Offer them.”

“I didn’t know it was intelligent enough to speak.” Astadia sneered.

Trician squeezed the girl’s hand, “Ignore her. Cursed to be a wrathful bitch. What’s the idea?”

“Demons.” Orli whispered in fright, “They... Orcs were... It happened.”

The elf frowned, “Demons are gone. Sealed away with the rest of the betrayer gods. What exactly are you thinking?”

“Mum says they’re not gone. Just patient.” Orli whispered, “A holy order of orcs. To hunt them down.”

Trician frowned, “Special treatment. It might be the cherry on the cake that we need to push it through. But the dragon is a shit diplomat and Lord Sai is... Occupied. Arina?”

The handmaiden looked up tiredly and nodded, “As you wish. I’ll take the maps to the secret city, as well. When will the invasion begin?”

“Two days.” Trician declared, “We’ll give the stupid neko two days to mourn, before the siege begins. Once you have the orcs on side, find Saia. Send the succubus to find the last piece of Menes’ magic. I’ll try and purify Sai.”

“The dragons should hit first.” Astadia began to plan the actual siege. “We need the watchtowers to burn, or we won’t have our air support.”

— — —
Esme’s head jerked as a claw raked across it, Taudry scrambling out of her arms with a pained scream. The elf touched the mark, feeling blood, and glared over at her girlfriend.

Taudry was howling, rolling around on the ground and ripping tufts of fur out of her ears. She scratched at her face and her chest, turning her shirt into loose tatters.

The succubus landed beside her, “The fuck is wrong with her?”

“I have no idea.” Esme hissed and shoved passed Saia. She grabbed both of Taudry’s hands, but the halfcat’s eyes were unfocused, unseeing. She was practically frothing at the mouth.

The elf winced, “This is nekan diaspora.”

“One of her sisters.” Saia said grimly, “She’s feeling what her kin is, but she doesn’t know how to process it. She doesn’t have any other kin, does she? Just the two of them.”

Esme’s head rang as a wild claw broke free and slapped her, the elf spoke tightly as she tried to wrestle it back under control, “She’s from the Falling Sands. They were all killed in the war. What are you going to do?”

“Save them.” Saia shrugged, “It’s either that or killing her. She’ll give away where we are. Xivi. Help us out. You’re in danger, too.”

The halfelf nodded, “Fine. There’s a calming herb in the garden. I will come back.”

“If Lady Castelle learns we’re here, she’ll be in danger.” Saia reminded the handmaiden. Then her bones popped and wrenched, and she appeared as a human version of herself, running up to the tunnel.

Esme pinned the wailing cat to the ground. Tears forming in her eyes as she saw the pain and fear in Taudry’s eyes. She crushed down her own emotions into a small ball, and whispered, “Come back. Come back to me.”

“Dead!” Taudry yelled, “He’s dead! All her fault. She should die. Needs to die! Let her -”

— — —
“- die!” Toofy wailed, trying to pull her hands free of Sai. “Just let her die!”

“You didn’t kill him.” Sai snapped angrily, and grabbed her roughly by one of her ears, causing her to shriek in pain, “Do you hear me, neko? You are not to blame for this! It was my fucking taint! Not yours.”

“Taint.” Toofy went very still, breathing heavily. She peered up at her master and his glistening eyes. The catgirl wiped a tear from his cheek with her thumb and then licked it.

Sai released his heavy grip on her, “Enough of this talk about ending things. We will face things, together.”

“No...” She said hesitantly as a plan fell together in her head and she smirked lopsidedly, “No, it’s time that Toofy ended things. Ended the Sai’s pain. Ended Toofy’s fear. Ended the slave collar around her master’s throat.”

He cupped one of her cheeks in his hand, “What are you planning, now, my rascal?”

“She’s going to get her revenge.” The neko snarled, all her fur lifting as she bristled. Her golden eyes glowed intensely and she looked up at him, “Toofy needs to steal master’s magic.”

“What?”

She knocked him onto the floor, and purred in anticipation. “Don’t worry, master. He will like it, she promises.”

Sai tried to protest, but the little catgirl wasn’t paying attention to anything he was saying right now. She was beyond upset. Boiling over with rage, and dying inside from loss.

This wasn’t a moment she would look back fondly on, with her master.

Not one of those beautiful scenes that they would remember whilst cuddled together on a bed, some years from now when no one was trying to cut off her head.

They’d both enjoy it, but they wouldn’t be enjoying each other.

Toofy felt dismally shallow as she scooted down, dragging her master’s pants out of the way. She felt guilty, as she began to draw her bristled tongue across his member.

She couldn’t even smile as it began to twitch for her, coming to life like she was a necromancer.

She was trained as a temple girl, but she had never... Not once... Accepted that as her lot in life. She was not some high class whore.

Yet, here she was, just trying to get her master to fuck her.

If she survived her insane plan, than she was going to have to tell him. Confess, and accept his anger at her using him for something so... Terrible.

This was bad magic.

Evil fucking magic.

Evil magic from fucking.

The bad kitty slipped his cock into her mouth, feeling her cheeks bulge as she tried to work her master into her throat. Giving him no chance to reject her.

Sai didn’t say anything, lying on the ground where she’d knocked him. Her master willingly accepting this, whatever it was, without a single complaint.

Not that many men could complain with your dick in their mouth.

It wasn’t that they couldn’t. It’s was that mouths are full of teeth, and nobody wants to be the one to get bitten.

Toofy pulled off him with a breathless gasp, and slid all the way up his body, nuzzling her face into his chest momentarily. She smiled down at her Sai, and saw her master’s wrath.

The neko felt her downstairs get excited as she realised her master wasn’t protesting this.

“Master...”

Sai reached up and touched her cheek, “I feel I’m getting the better deal, here. You’re the one who has to get our vengeance for us.”

“Master knew Toofy would do this.” She pouted.

He shrugged, “Madness trails in your wake... I cannot know what it is that you are feeling, my love. I will never carry a child. But I would try, and fail, to kill a god if it could ease your pain.”

She slipped him into her narrow channel, purring contentedly. “Master is too good for her.”

“Gods, Toofy.” Sai groaned, “How are you still this tight?”

“Because Master was fucking around with a kitsune instead of her.” She snarled at him, planting her hands on his chest and lifting her hips.

“You’re... Never... Going to... Forgive... Me... Are you?” Sai spoke between her downward thrusts, staring up at her like she was his whole world.

Toofy’s eyes flashed a bright gold, leaning down to kiss him as she continued the rocking of her hips without a shift in pace. He always knew just what to say to her.

She been planning to hurt him, use him.

He had come to her because he was surrendering to whatever she would do.

Toofy sniffled as the happy tears began running down her cheeks. There was nobody in the world that she would rather call her master. There was no one else she was willing to.

Only him, only her Sai.

“Toofy?”

“She loves you.” She purred quietly, reaching down and pushing her hands behind his back. Holding onto him tightly, “Deeper, Master. Please. Fuck your Toofy.”

Even as he began to thrust deeply into her, she couldn’t help but feel amused that her master had yet to learn the meaning of haste. Not even when performing evil sex magic.

He just enjoyed her too much.

Feeling him thrusting up into her, filling her with each stroke, was as close to touching the heavens as Toofy could get. Yet, it wasn’t enough to shake her concentration.

Not enough to cool the embers of her hating heart.

Toofy began to dip down into that rage. Pushing down and through all of the surface magic and into the parts that were her own soul. Her own bitter existence.

The room darkened, as she moaned into her master’s shoulder, begging him to push her towards her climax. Begging him to flood her insides.

Green and gold lights shone in the dark, as the two of them thrust against each other. Hips bruising in the throes of their... It wasn’t lovemaking. But it was passionate.

The vengeance of two supremely pissed off parents.

Toofy’s eyes burst to overfilling with light as she felt him filling her up. Her soul caught up in the sensation, lifting up into the air. Twisting back and forth as her body was overcome with ecstasy.

The catgirl’s spirit touched down gently onto cobblestone. She was standing in a place that the sun had never touched. A place surrounded by a lingering smell of blood and death from the slaves that had built it.

She gagged and grabbed at her nose as she smelled the lone occupant of the fortress. She’d thought the stench was bad when it had just been lingering around Tyre.

“She comes to me. Willingly.” A voice offensive to all her senses spoke hollowly.

Toofy sneered, looking at the shadow filling the doorway, “She hates everything that you are. She isn’t here willingly. She didn’t want to acknowledge you exist, but you forced Toofy’s hand.”

“I granted you power untold! I will make you the empress, not the holy kitsune!” He roared, “So what if something frail and unborn died? I allowed you to bend Death itself to your will!”

She trembled with rage and took a step towards them, “You hurt her kittens!”

“You can’t hurt me, cat. I’ve been inside your head, your soul. You exist to serve me.” The thing sneered and snapped their fingers.

Toofy blinked innocently.

The thing looked at their hand in confusion and snapped their fingers again, “What? That should work.”

She purred alluringly, “This is common. Beginners and men of a certain age struggle with it. Don’t worry, Toofy can fix it. Just a little tongue play.”

The thing glared up at her, red eyes looking at her in rage, “What have you done to me?”

“Toofy hasn’t done anything.” She giggled, “He says he has been inside her head. Seems like he must be stupid, then. It hasn’t taught him anything.”

The figure glared at her, “No... No, our contract is being interfered with. You have some other demon’s taint on you. No matter. Our pact is the first, it will be the stronger. I’ll burn your soul for this insult.”

“You’re right.” She nodded glumly, “Toofy’s pact is the bastard elf’s. It was inherited when she had to survive. She would have to make a pact before then, before the elf did, for it to protect her from his anger.”

He snapped his fingers at her, but nothing happened.

The catgirl’s eyes sparkled, “Though... If she maybe stole someone else’s pact... And it was older... Then he would have no right to her soul. The older pact would triumph.”

The thing stared at her, “What?”

“You hurt her kittens!” She snarled angrily, her eyes flashing brightly in the darkness. “So, now, she’s going to hurt you! If any trace or fragment of your fucking soul survives, then you tell the others. Tell the demons! Tell the gods! Don’t. Fuck. With. Toofy!”

He reared up and tried to punch her, but she easily stepped to the side faster than the demon was moving. He glared at her, incensed, but seemed to realise that whatever power she had stolen was now protecting her.

The thing took a half step backwards, “Who do you think you are, mortal?”

“Slave to the temple. Toy to an elven noble. Diversion for the emperor. Target for a dragon. Obsession for a goddess. Last neko to a tribe. Mother to a murdered child.” She snarled, “Toofy... Is fucking Toofy.”

With that, she pounced.

The demon, dark god of the realm, screamed powerlessly as he found claws cutting into his soul.

He screamed as he reached repeatedly for his corrupting magic and found it absent.

Two figures watched the sight impassively.

“I’m surprised you lent her the power, Tra’arsk.” The fox said, their tail flicking back and forth excitedly.

The demon shrugged, “I have seen the carnage of your favoured neko, even from here, in the Hall of Hells, Mischief. I have no intention of laying any claim to her, nor am I interested in coming to her attention. Dearst lacked a sense of self-preservation.”

“She’s so deliciously sexy.” The kitsune shivered, “Gods or men, my dear little kitten will kill or fuck them all, until they bend the knee.”

Tra’arsk sighed, “I’ve relinquished my claim to her master’s soul. She’ll probably assume it was this, or you. I simply wish to be left alone. What will you do?”

“Nothing.” The goddess said innocently, and then giggled, “Oh look, she’s eating his heart. That’s a dark magic, isn’t it? An evil and lingering magic.”

The demon shivered, “Stay the fuck away from me, Mischief.”

“Toofy’s still going to kill you, one day.” The kitsune said with a bright smile, “In this life or the next... She will have her revenge. You hurt her master.”

He faded away, as the goddess stayed, excitedly watching as Toofy’s blood-smeared face came up from the corpse.

The cat coughed painfully, and blinked her eyes as she hacked up a black and oozing furball. As it hit the ground with a splat the woman’s golden eyes flashed and became a deep and brilliant red.

— — —
Khild blocked the strike with the haft of her axe, the wood thunking and jerking at her shoulders. She turned her weapon to the side, transforming the block into a swing, her blade catching at their armour and ripping a pauldron free before sending the guard stumbling.

They were human guards from the capital. Just regular grunts, not royals. They had been sent to scout out the advancing orcs. Get their numbers and possibly do some damage.

Information was paramount.

The orcs couldn’t afford for anything to get back to the palace. Khild had assigned the archers to look for messengers, and then charged in on foot to kill the poor bastards who had the shit luck to be on duty when the march began.

Her own armour didn’t offer much in the way of protection. Leather that could turn a blade, but wasn’t about to stop her from getting disabled or dead. She had to keep her wits about her.

“Bored noaw.” Tammy suddenly announced.

The fox’s nine tails fanned out behind her, and the sunlight seemed to intensify, as if concentrating on the woman. She floated up gently into the air, and Khild felt a peace forcibly descend.

Her hands dropped her axe to the ground, muscles relaxing as her head screamed to keep on fighting, to take advantage of this lull that seemed to have stopped the entire battle in an instant.

Tammy’s usually deep and orange eyes seemed to be dancing with flecks of gold, as she hung in the air like some kind of sainted warrior. A divinely acknowledged creature of grace and beauty.

The fox gave a small sigh, which was copied by the entirety of her rapt audience. Her sense of peace drowning over all of them.

Tammy held up one of her hands in a flowing and graceful movement. As she reached the end of her arm’s length she lowered it slowly. The image wrecked as she spoke, “Noaw ya done be fucked.”

Khild could only stare, still feeling her head swarming with the supernatural calm, as the attackers started lying down on the ground. Some taking off their armour. All of them just lying down and going to sleep.

Tammy lowered slowly out of the air and touched gently onto the dirt. Her tail wagging excitedly, the others suddenly gone. The woman skittered over to Khild, grinning ear-to-ear, “Beat dat, fuckin’ neko. I done made ’em fuck ’emselves.”

The orc swallowed, feeling the peace weakening, but not enough that she could pick up her axe to finish the job. “What happens when they wake up?”

“No be happenin’.” Tammy laughed, orange eyes sparkling, “Dey done be dreamin’ till they’re dead. Just can’t be fucked ta keep on livin’.”

This might be the most terrifying use of calming magic that Khild had ever witnessed.

Khild swallowed, “Is there a way to break free?”

“Of ma magic?” The kitsune shrugged, “Mebe if ya be pissin’. Pissin’ like a fuckin’ god o’ dem bad ol’ days. Gots ta be right beyond da edge o’ da crazy. Stupid cat don’t be knowin’ what be comin’ fer her. I’ll be takin’ Sai all fer meself, and gets ma goddess back ta boot.”

The orc tried to flex her will, but couldn’t even ignite a spark of anger.

No wonder the emperor had done his best to kill off the entire species. He’d been trying to kill this one kitsune, trying to make sure she didn’t get a chance to fight back.

Despite all of those efforts, he had completely failed.

Khild got the feeling that the foxgirl could probably invade and attack the palace all on her own. She was an army to be reckoned with. Seemed the only reason she hadn’t attacked the emperor was that she wasn’t interested in it.

Tammy had attacked last time, because her goddess had asked her to cause some chaos. She wasn’t much interested in killing anyone. Wasn’t opposed, either. She just liked fucking with people.

A black fog suddenly roiled up from the ground in front of the two women.

“Dat’s new.” Tammy said without concern.

Khild still couldn’t convince her body that there might be a danger.

The fog became a woman dressed in a simple maid’s outfit, and sporting a grey cloak. They were holding a scythe lightly, and seemed on the verge of throwing up.

Tammy’s face changed instantly, “Da fuck! Are ya kiddin’ ma? I nearly done fucked ya right up, and let ya go, and ya become da fuckin’ avatar of Death!?”

The woman curtsied, her farming equipment disappearing, “Your mercy was much appreciated, miss.”

“Fuck ya.”

Khild grunted, “You two know each other?”

“I am but a servant.” The woman curtsied again, “But who I serve, is the Lady Twenty Four, mistress to Lord Sai. It is they who have asked that I speak to the leader of this military force.”

“I’m waar’lok.” Khild stated, “Mistress to Lord Sai, also. He would call me Khild. You speak to me.”

“I done fuck’d Sai, but I ain’t his mistress or no shit.” Tammy crossed her arms, resentment in her voice, “What does da fuckin’ kitty be wantin’?”

The maid gave a small smile, “Lady de Mae. Lord Sai requests that you divert these forces towards a hidden entrance to an abandoned city beneath the capital. He plans to besiege it, in two days. To depose the current emperor, and install Lady Twenty Four as the next empress.”

Khild whistled, impressed. “It’s war, then?”

“Yes, m’lady.”

The orc grinned, “Now that... Will raise morale.”

“I confess, I expected more resistance to the idea, m’lady.” The woman said in surprise.

Khild shrugged, “Hammerhand woulda told you to fuck off. Probably try and kill you. But I buried him when he refused to help Sai. I lead. The orcs will follow. There is nothing we enjoy more than a bit of bloodshed. Tell Sai he owes me a fuck, though.”

“Ma too.” Tammy said, still clearly angered that a servant of the enigmatic neko had been sent to greet them.

The woman smiled softly, “As you wish. And if that is your desire, then I believe I would be willing to distract my mistress, so she doesn’t... Interfere.”

Khild grinned, “I know that look. You fuck the cat, don’t you? You one of her concubines?”

“I love my mistress, but I am not a slave, m’lady.”

Khild shrugged, “Nor am I. But before I was Sai’s mistress, I was one of Hammerhand’s concubines. It’s... A similar position to a mistress, I guess. Orcs fuck when they talk. So I fucked my master and his guests. Doesn’t much translate to human, does it?”

“Humans... Are both crueller and kinder.” The woman said hesitantly, “A vastly different culture, but I am attempting to learn the differences. Humans want comfort when they enter the Void. Orcs want to fight me. I find it... Confusing. M’lady.”

Khild stared, “Void? You greet souls looking for paradise?”

“My god is attempting to train me, m’lady.” The woman curtsied, “I do the best that I am able.”

Tammy sneered, “Fuckin’ Death. Choosin’ some shitfuck li’l bitch like ya.”

“I am much honoured, m’lady.” The woman was unmoved, despite her surface frailty.

Khild slowly smiled, as she saw why this tiny little human had been chosen by a deity. Orcs might not care for the divine, but they valued an unbreakable will.

This little shit wouldn’t be able to be broken by pain, or horror. She had the kind of will that a beserker could only dream of.

The neko would have to be careful, or Sai would end up sleeping with this servant, too.

— — —
She had heard that her son could not be found, and this piece of information pleased her greatly. She finally appeared to have no one but the emperor looking over her shoulder.

However, no one seemed to be able to locate Xivian on the grounds, either.

The missing handmaiden, her love, was the entire purpose that Lady Castelle had undertaken to remove her husband and her son from the picture.

If either of them had been willing to do as she wanted, then they would have likely remained where they were. She had already governed most of the estate.

She felt disquieted by the thought her son had caused her mistress real harm.

Unfortunately, Lady Castelle was not able to devote the full extent of her attentions to a missing servant, no matter how important they were to her.

She clipped another dead leaf off her garden, placing it carefully into a nearby burlap sack and trying to ensure it did not so much as brush her skin.

The plague had arrived.

If it was allowed to spread rampant in her garden, she would soon fine her lands dying like Lord Sai’s, and Lord Westcolm’s. Servants soon beginning to get ill.

The capital could no longer pretend that this was merely the problem of the countryside. It was only a matter of time before important people began to die.

A matter of time before the ministers would attempt to depose the emperor, and put their own choice up for the job.

Lord Vanhern and Lord Han were probably the top contenders.

Knowing their current emperor and his temperament, he would see this coming. He would either attempt to blackmail Lord Vanhern, or simply step on enough of the lower ministers that everyone remembered their place.

With the temple leaderless and in disarray, the capital was weak.

Weaker than it had been in no small consideration of time.

Elizabeth found her thoughts turning to the neko. The terrible rascal who always seemed to find the opening that she was looking to drive a wedge through.

She did not know if Lady Twenty Four intended to take the empire, she didn’t really know her motivations at all.

Yet... Something was going to happen, and soon.

— — —
“My dear lady, rise.” Lord Han addressed the Domina from where he was standing behind the desk. He was facing away from her, watching the ebb and flow of the street with concern.

Florence’s voice was unsteady, “I am afraid, m’lord. I am afraid.”

Han turned away the outside sights, “There is much to be afraid of. Much upon my own mind. Speak plainly, and I will do what I am able.”

“My daughter, my Esme, was appointed to be the interim priestess.” Florence said quickly, “However, none can find her. She has disappeared. I fear her life is now in the hands of a political rival. Another who sought the position, or benefits by the role being left empty.”

“Lord Yu is dead.” Han stated flatly, “You had no way to know, of course, when you proposed your daughter to become the priestess. However, Lord Yu has been found dead. It would seem logical that the two events are at least somewhat connected.”

“Esme... Is dead?” Florence’s usually haughty demeanour cracked. She truly did seem to care for the halfcat she had adopted.

Han tapped his fingers on the desk, “Things are... More complicated. I understand that in the days before you were invited to Lord Sai’s estate, you were often seen in the company of Lord Elatham.”

The Domina spread her hands, “I have made no secret of it.”

“You assisted him, politically.” Han stated confidently, “Unfortunately, a lack of political power was not solely the cause for the elf’s downfall. His thirst for magic was beginning to disturb the throne. The emperor was intentionally sidelining him, as I endeavoured to discover how deeply into black magic he was delving.”

The Domina inclined her head, “I see.”

“Hardly.” He disagreed, “Elatham was attempting to recreate the magic of a warlock by the name of Menes. Horrible man. To put it... Mildly... Domina... Menes’ book is where Lady Efina sourced her evils.”

Florence winced, “Oh my.”

“It gets far worse. I do believe that Lord Elatham was the one who imparted that book of evils to Lady Efina.” Han stated, watching for a response.

Watching to see if Florence had realised just how deep into things she was getting herself.

“Why would he have done such a thing?” The Domina asked fearfully.

Han shrugged, “I am not certain, entirely, of anything. It is not easy to reveal truths, when all concerned believed strongly in concealment... It is possible, that Lord Elatham was the apprentice of Menes. I know an elf was, but little else. Motivation may lie in the truth hidden there.”

“So much black magic, so much loss...” The Domina said fearfully, “Is... Is this why our countryside is beset by the plague? Is it magical in origin, m’lord?”

Han winced, “I wish I had the answers... But it will not be long before we see riots. I have heard that the plague may have begun to infect the wheat fields. Men can tolerate much, but they cannot tolerate a lasting hunger.”

The Domina nodded grimly, “This, too, I have heard... I fear even more for my daughter, now. She has fallen victim to some unknown enemy that seeks to tear us all down.”

“It is yet to be seen.” Han tried to smooth things over a little, “Whilst this invisible foe may seek to destroy the temple, or even our glorious empire, they are unlikely to wish to bring harm to your daughter.”

— — —
Meerakeilian grabbed the wrist of the dragon sparring with her, effortlessly. She turned her head, looking over her shoulder jealously as she saw the two leaving the building.

Her bouncing little cat, that had proved her conqueror at ever single turn. Impossible to strike down, impossible to break the will of. The salamander felt her hips ache for the weight of an egg.

Every thought of the laughing neko now moving towards her, filled Meerakeilian with an intense desire to mate. It was overpowering, and since she had begun her transition, impossible to hide.

How did males deal with becoming erect at all the worst moments?

When the salamander saw her neko, hand-in-hand with the human lord, she found herself wishing for the days when she could count on her cloaca getting slick.

Rather than the far more obvious raising of a firm rod in the middle of a crowd.

Yet, she couldn’t help it when she saw her Devourer.

The human lord beside the neko stared so proudly at her. Holding the hand of one so much greater than he was, smiling as if he were allowed to gaze on her without fear.

The eyes that shone down from his face were no longer green. They were not the fierce and piercing brightness that had chilled Meerakeilian to her core every time she had seen them.

They were a soft and light blue, a reflection of a gentle soul.

The neko had purified him of the taint that had taken their son from them. She had turned her angry gaze from those standing in front of her, to those looking down from above.

This result... This was one that made her ache all the more for an egg.

Twenty Four’s eyes were no longer golden.

There were some nekos who did not have the more typical golden eyes. Some with white, some with blue. Even a handful with a more natural green than the human’s old ones.

No other neko alive had the eyes that Toofy now had.

Meerakeilian could feel her crushing the wrist of the dragon she had been fighting with, as she fought the feeling of the ache. Fought the desire to cross to the little neko and offer her everything.

She knew that she was not desired.

Yet, seeing the eyes that were so deep and red in the face of that angry neko was nearly more than she could resist.

They were not the bright and playful red of a succubus, that would rip your soul out through your face when they were done fucking you.

They were not the dark and dull red of an arachne, or even a sick bunneko.

These eyes could only belong to something ancient, something powerful. The salamander knew them instinctively, knew the power that the neko had stolen.

She felt as rigid as stone, as she gazed at the approaching cat.

Her Devourer, was now not only a mind to be reckoned with, but a force of unnatural order that even the greatest dragon wouldn’t be stupid enough to fuck with.

She let out a deep growl and bowed her head, puffing white smoke in deference.

Toofy giggled, “Mia... I think you’re hurting him. Don’t we need him, for the war?”

Meerakeilian released her sparring partner, looking him up and down before letting out a snort of derision and nodding towards the bed of coals for him to go lie and rejuvenate.

She turned back, groaning as she felt the need for an egg trying to overpower her senses. The salamander gave a small smile at the neko, “Devourer.”

“Toofy is ready. She, her Sai, and her Mia, will arrive in the capital before the attack.” The neko spoke firmly, “We three. Keep hands to themselves, Mia. No egg.”

She whined in complaint, but puffed her deference again.

Toofy smiled excitedly, “Will you help her kill the emperor, Mia? The one who attacked your ancestor, the Irrlichdan?”

“Kill.” Meerakeilian’s ears flung backwards, and her every scale began to vibrate angrily.




Twenty One

The catgirl’s family.

— — —
Toofy felt extremely sick as she stepped off runic circle out the front of the capital. She wasn’t just feeling gatesick, either. She could feel her two kittens tussling in the womb, the two girls not holding back from punching each other now that their brother was gone.

So when a guard stepped towards her already drawing his sword, she lost her temper.

Her eyes only flashed for a moment, but that moment was all it took to turn him into a gibbering mess on the ground, begging forgiveness for every crime or perceived slight he had given in his life.

Toofy dropped back her hood as others rushed up and flicked her golden bell, “Toofy is the Emperor’s Ambassador, Lady Twenty Four de Sai. She is returning from her mission. Who impedes her way?”

One of the guards signalled to the others to lower their weapons, and stepped forward. “Captain Arantir. My most humble apologies. A Crown’s Ambassador is, of course, free to go wherever she pleases. May we record your companions, as well, m’lady?”

“Ambassador Meerakeilian.” The salamander growled, puffing black smoke threateningly from within her hood, “Concubine to Emperor.”

The captain clearly felt out of his depth, faced not just with one ambassador, but two. He was also probably imagining what might have happened if his men so much as scratched a concubine to the emperor.

Toofy waved to her master, “Bodyguard. Name not relevant to the Arantir.”

The captain hesitated, his orders probably required him to get the names of all of them. However, Sai’s presence would change their return from innocent, to clear conspiracy.

Thankfully, questioning the judgement of someone carrying the emperor’s authority seemed beyond this human.

He bowed, “Welcome back to the capital, my dear ambassadors.”

Twin fists momentarily poked out of Toofy’s stomach, and she grabbed Sai’s shoulder as she leaned forward and vomited. The cat shook her head, groaned, and coughed up a bloodied furball.

“Madame Ambassador?” The captain asked in concern.

Toofy winced, “Pregnancy... She needs to see a nekan midwife. We should go to temple, first.”

Sai nodded his head silently, acknowledging her. The salamander looked at her with concern from inside their hood. A tiny wisp of white smoke asking the question that Toofy had for herself.

She didn’t know if the blood was just her miscarriage, or a sign she was going to lose the rest of her kittens. All she knew for certain was that bad magic had upset her pregnancy, and the kittens had gone from silent a few days prior, to extremely violent.

“Drans, Frin!” The captain barked, “Escort the ambassadors. Allow no one to impede their progress. Apologies, ambassadors. The capital is under lockdown. All citizens and slaves are confined.”

Toofy followed the two humans, still leaning on her master, into the empty streets of the capital. She felt her stomach continuing to churn violently as her daughters attacked each other.

“Peace.” An annoyingly familiar voice spoke, stilling the kittens and putting their hand on her shoulder with a reassuring squeeze.

Toofy let out an irritated growl at Eratigan, but anger was one of those things that the witch was completely and utterly incapable of recognising. She wouldn’t understand the danger she was creating by appearing out of nowhere.

Sai glanced sideways, his new blue eyes glittering, and he whispered, “Banish.”

Toofy shook her head, feeling confused for a moment. Like a hole had opened up in her memories. She couldn’t remember entering the city, despite paying attention. Was this one of the emperor’s new defences?

And why was the city under lockdown?

No explanation had been offered.

An elven girl greeted them at the temple, curtsying with a rattle of a silver bell around her wrist. “How may we assist you?”

“Nekan midwife.” Toofy said with exhaustion, pulling at one of her ears, “Where is the priestess? Toofy might need to speak to Lord Yu, as well. Teach him a lesson.”

The elf gestured for them to follow, and the human guards went back to their duties. “I am afraid that you find the temple in chaos, m’lady. High Priestess Esmerelda cannot be found, and Lord Yu was recently assassinated.”

It was difficult not to smirk.

Seemed that Saia had accomplished her task, and might have even caused greater chaos along the way. She hoped her succugirl had managed to enjoy ending her torturer.

The girl frowned, “Apologies if I am out of line, but... Are you Lady Twenty Four? Have you come to replace Lady Esmerelda?”

“She is, but she hasn’t. Her kittens are upset.” She managed, before stopping to hack up another bloody ball of what did not look like just fur and the usual junk. There might be skin and flesh in it, too.

Sai’s hand tightened on her, his concern plain. She gave him a weak smile, and then decided that this uncertainty in the temple needed to be taken advantage of.

They were looking for strong leadership.

“Mia, gather the girls for talk.” Toofy instructed the salamander. “In front of the statues, where prayers happen.”

The dragon tossed back her hood, smiling toothily as lazy black smoke emerged from her mouth. Her eyes were bright as she got an inkling of what Toofy was beginning to plan. “Yes, mistress.”

“Lady Mia!” The elf said in shock, and curtsied frantically.

The neko patted the elf tiredly, “We were both temple trained. We will help our own in this time of crisis... But Toofy really fucking needs the midwife!”

Sai helped her sit, as the elf sprinted off. He squatted in front of her, one hand cupping her cheek, “We should have avoided using the gate.”

“Needed to.” Toofy purred into his rough hand, planting little kisses against the palm. “Needed to announce to emperor that she was back, dragon in toe. He will be told, and will know that Mia was beaten. Make him scared, irrational.”

Sai pulled back his hood, “Kaden? Irrational? That’ll be the day. He is calculating, Toofy, even when he’s pissed to the high heavens.”

“Irrational for emperor to waste time and effort on Toofy.” She disagreed, “Make the ministers grumble. She’s just a neko. Just your mistress. Not worth fretting over.”

He nodded slowly, “That is largely true... Lords Vanhern and Han probably wouldn’t agree. But without Westcolm’s vote, they probably won’t be heard. You are driving dissent among the ministers... And with Astadia’s forces approaching, the dissent will grow among the ministers’ own estates.”

“Mmm.” She grunted tiredly.

The nekan midwife was human, but her face was a picture of concern even as she arrived, “M’lady. Can you tell her what has happened?”

Toofy had only met with the human with a neko speech pattern once before, when she had been taught what to expect in her pregnancy. She’d not liked them then, either.

“Toofy lost a kitten. Bad magic.” She whispered, “Two kittens are grumpy. Different fathers. One is human, other was bastard elf who hurt Toofy. Both girls. She lost a boy.”

The midwife produced a religious charm and held it over the neko’s head, “Oh my. That must be difficult for her. What symptoms?”

“Throw up. Might be gatesick. Furballs bloody, might just be son’s.” Toofy whispered, feeling a lancing pain to her heart every time she mentioned her lost child. “Kittens shouldn’t be awake. Too young. Only just entering second trimester.”

“She has bad news.” The midwife put away the charm and rolled up her sleeves, “Elf, fetch hot water and two of the girls. The kittens are coming.”

“No!” Toofy exclaimed, her ears flattening, “It’s too soon!”

The midwife turned, “Are you the father? One of them?”

“I am. I am also a warrior mage, if you need to tap my magic.” Sai replied to her seriously, “You might also need to know that one of Toofy’s ancestors was a hooktooth.”

“A magic-infused premature birth. Wonderful.” The midwife said with heavy sarcasm, “What do we know of the other father?”

“Lord Elatham.” Sai stated.

The midwife closed her eyes briefly, “Gods be with us. M’lady... The kittens may be born casting. It is unlikely both will survive. During the birth -”

“Toofy remembers!” She snarled, “Toofy will lose her magic until after first feed, but she doesn’t even have her fucking milk, yet! Her kittens will probably hurt her.”

The midwife gave a small smile, “That is correct, Twenty Four. Surprised you remember my lessons, considering how often you tried to avoid them. We will need some of the girls to ward your kittens. Cut off their magic. It is... A dangerous procedure.”

“There’s no nekan wetnurse. No milk.” Toofy whispered, “What substitute for her kittens?”

“Tauran is the closest.” The midwife said with concern, “We have contact with a wetnurse, but they are in the preserve. It may take half a day, and Twenty Four’s kittens are already fighting for firstborn.”

Toofy’s eyes snapped to her master, “Find Saia. She can flash dance. Send her.”

Sai hesitated, “Am I more useful here, or do we need the wetnurse?”

“The nurse.” The midwife answered him, “Each kitten has a coin flip chance of survival with the Tauran, one in ten flips, without. Hurry.”

Her master sprinted from the room, a moment later a concussive boom was heard from outside the temple as Sai ignored Toofy’s unspoken warnings, and chanced revealing that the Thunderstep had returned.

Toofy clenched her fists, “You’re hiding things. How bad is it?”

“One of the kittens is bleeding.” The midwife answered her, “She cannot tell if it is just their sister’s claws, or if it is internal. Twenty Four said it was bad magic... And Twenty Four’s eyes are... Different.”

She winced, “Different things. Her son... Her son was... Infected by orc magic. Evil magic from war. Emperor’s secret. Evil magic that drew power from a dark god. From Dearst.”

The midwife flinched, “Lord Yu was the demonic expert... Gods preserve us.”

“Toofy’s eyes are because she stole from Dearst. Her kittens were protected from it, as it became her magic. Still fucking evil, but Toofy is in control.”

The woman stared at her in horror, “Twenty Four met a dark god?”

“He killed her son.” She snarled, hot tears rolling unbidden down her cheeks, “So she ate his fucking heart!”

The woman swayed, terrified and nervous, “She will do all that can be done to save the kittens.”

Before Toofy could assure the midwife she wasn’t a total psychopath, and wouldn’t be attempting to kill the people helping her, she felt the change.

Her eyes went wide and her claws sank into the chair she was sitting on.

The midwife frowned, “Did you just feel the urge to push?”

Toofy nodded frantically.

“Where is her fucking water!?” The midwife screamed.

— — —
The cave resounded with a deafening boom as a blue-eyed mage sprang into existence in front of them. Xivian jumped to her feet, hesitantly pulling her knife with a shaking grip.

The man glared at her, “Sit down before you hurt yourself... Esmerelda. Where’s Saia?”

Xivian felt a cold chill pass over her as she recognised the man she had just threatened as a lord. A minor lord who had earned his title in war, and was the same minor lord who had purchased the neko.

Lord Sai.

“M’lord.” The succubus dropped from the ceiling, tail whipping as she rubbed at one of her ears, “Really wish you’d been more quiet. There’s something in the city. I think it might be an arachne, but I’m not certain.”

“No time.” He ignored her, “Toofy is giving birth. She needs the Tauran wetnurse, yesterday. She’s at the temple.”

The succubus froze up, “Oh, shit.”

Then, they disappeared.

Sai turned his attention back to the three of them, “The missing priestess, one of the Domina’s daughters, and... I assume you’re Lady Castelle’s forbidden romance? And you’re responsible for that?”

Xivian flinched as he indicated the dead body, bowing her head, “Yes, m’lord.”

“Instruct your mistress to purge her guard.” Lord Sai ordered her, “You two, why don’t you explain to me why my wife should be interested in providing you with sanctuary?”

He was absolutely a lord, no matter how he had earned his title. He walked in and owned the place.

Xivian gratefully crawled up and through the tiny tunnel to the outside world, sprinting into the house and spreading dirt everywhere.

She found her mistress fretting beside a cold cup of tea and an unread book. Falling at her knees and bowing her head, “M’lady!”

“Xivian! Where have you been?” Elizabeth snapped, “I have had people searching the grounds for you!”

She swallowed nervously, “I am uninjured, m’lady, but was detained. I... It doesn’t matter. Lord Sai is here. He ordered me.”

Elizabeth sucked in her breath, “Lord Sai? Here? Then... Lady Twenty Four has returned? What we did to Arina...”

“Lord Sai orders you to purge your guard, mistress.” Xivian stated grimly.

The lady’s hands shook visibly, “Purge...? If I am to remove all I am not positively confident in... Then...”

A rebellion.

It was the only answer. The capital was about to erupt into a civil war. Regardless of the side that Lady Elizabeth would choose, she had to ensure that only the most loyal of her servants were alive.

Everyone else presented a risk, even if not an immediate one.

“Fetch the captain, Xivi.” Elizabeth said hoarsely.

— — —
Khild sharpened her axe absent-mindedly as she sat beside the flames. Her green eyes were turned outward, into the dust and dark of the underground and abandoned city they now found themselves within.

She frowned and tapped the shoulder of an orc screwing beside her, “Double the guard.”

The lieutenant barely slowed his stroke into Khild’s concubine, “We already have, waa’rlock.”

“Double it, again!” She roared, eyes flashing, as spittle flew from between her tusks.

The man grunted, but pulled away from his disappointed companion and went to ensure that the orders were followed.

Khild rubbed at her face grimly, “Deathful thing, what do you sense?”

“... Death.” Arina shrugged, the timid handmaiden shaking her head, “I am sorry, m’lady. I am of little assistance here. The city is sizeable, and though it has been abandoned for some time, the grief that weighs upon this land is... Immeasurable. Some great battle was lost here... Something... Evil. Offensive to my god. It isn’t clear, m’lady.”

“Coulda jus’ ask.” The fox lazing nearby stretched and sat up, “I didnae ’spect dis place to still be ’ere, but be it be.”

Khild frowned, “You know this city, Tammy?”

“S’posed ta be gone.” The kitsune nodded, “I musta jus’ been a cub when it all wrecked. Buried ’neath da sands. Whole place round ’ere were dunes. Noaw forest. Noaw green. Long time backs.”

The orc nodded slowly, “Buried... Is this place cursed?”

“Somet’in’.” Tammy nodded, a tail flicking behind her, “Let be ’memberin’... I musta been seventeen. Too young ta even know a man. Not that I known a man ’til Sai. Dis is da place where I chose ta follow ma goddess. Da kitsune.”

“The goddess of mischief is associated with this place?” Khild asked grimly.

The foxgirl laughed, “Ya could be sayin’ dat. Dis is where it happened. Where she done betrayed da other gods.”

The orc felt the ball of fear that had been weighing down her stomach twist violently and sink even further. This place probably couldn’t get more cursed. No place could get more cursed.

This was the city where the gods had fought.

Where magic became the reserved right of the few, and demonkind had been born. The dark gods, forged to be weapons in the war between the different divine factions.

For an orc to have strayed into this place unawares was... Unforgivable.

Tammy looked around in the firelight, orange eyes glowing, “Been damn long while, but if ya be wantin’ ta seein’ da Crucible, den I do be t’inkin’ it be dat way. Dey made it out in da open, in one of da town squares.”

“How... Far?” Khild spoke hoarsely, throat dry.

The foxgirl shrugged, “Hard ta say. Distance ain’t be distance here. Ground ’n air gots da magic in ’em. Gods fought like men, ’ere. Noaw be findin’ like da logic in dis world, noaw ’round dis place.”

Khild stood up slowly, “Maps.”

Arina unrolled the incomplete maps of the city by the edge of the firelight, and indicated where they had made camp, “I think we are here, m’lady... But if Lady de Mae is correct, we cannot be certain of it.”

The kitsune shrugged, “Eh. Ya be where ya wanna be, ya l’il shit. Ya gots da blessin’ o’ a god. Magic ain’t be messin’ wit ya. Jus’ be wit us poor mortal sods.”

The orc tightened a grip on her axe, “Then I will require both of you to accompany me. It is selfish, but I will not move my army whilst... That... Continues to exist.”

“We gunna go fuck up da Crucible, den?” Tammy raised an eyebrow. The foxgirl’s ears moved back and forth for a moment, “Gimme da fuck Sai be owin’ ya, ’n ya got ma help.”

“Done.” Khild didn’t hesitate.

Her own personal desires simply could not compare.

She kicked one of her other lieutenants, “The army stays put. One week. If I don’t return, leave. Do not question the order. Go back to the stronghold.”

The orc acknowledged her with a tired boredom.

She hefted her axe onto her shoulder, and switched back to the human tongue, “Lead on, kitsune.”

— — —
“You said you... Needed my help?” Orli asked nervously, looking around the bedroom as she continued her habitual clinging to the elf’s hand.

Trician winced, “We’re about to go to war. A war that will redefine the empire, and probably reshape this entire world... The future is uncertain, changing and changing every time I look to it.”

The girl nodded slowly, “I know. I... I’m scared... But you were the reason I was born with my odd magic. I am sure of it. The gods want me by your side.”

“I’m certain, as well.” Trician sighed heavily, “But I would be more comfortable of our chances if I could contact my goddess. Get any last advice before this war begins in earnest.”

Orli’s bright blue eyes looked into hers, so innocent. “That... Makes sense. What... What do you need me to do? Are you going to cast a spell?”

“Kinda.” Trician screwed up her face, “I don’t... Need you to use your magic. Uh... My last companion, the one I loved, he used to open the way for me to touch the divine.”

The human’s eyes went wide, “Wait... You mean... Sex?”

“Yup.” Trician said drily and shrugged.

Orli looked around nervously, “You know who my boyfriend is, right? He’s... Already jealous of you. Really jealous. I... I can’t cheat on him!”

“Yeah. Wouldn’t be shocked if the god of war interrupted, but I don’t have a whole heap of options, here.” Trician shrugged, “I need someone I trust. And they need to be willing to keep going after I seem to faint. It’s either you or my fucking sister. And that’s gross. Even before you add in that she’s dead.”

Orli looked extremely conflicted, her grip on Trician’s hand tightening, and she looked down at the ground. The girl let out a long sigh, “I’m eighteen. I’m a grown woman, now. Have to make my own decisions... For the service of the divines.”

“That a, yes?”

Orli winced, “What do I need to do?”

“Give me... An orgasm.” Trician winced, “It’s okay. It’s easy with a touch of passion, so we’ll start slow. Start with a kiss, if you’re willing.”

“It isn’t like I don’t like you.” Orli said shyly, “You’re so... Well, sexy. Confident and brave. Fierce like a warrior, and you’re a literal princess.”

Trician took the girl’s face in her hands, smiling as the diamonds embedded in her skin each began to light up at the proximity to the coming moment. She leaned in and touched their noses together, “Your eyes are one of a kind, human.”

“You’ve... Never said my name.” The girl said hesitantly.

The elf smiled lopsidedly and shrugged, “Easier to keep my distance from you, preserve Kal’s memory. I ain’t interested in falling in love again, so soon. Even if it is what the goddess desires.”

“She made me for you, didn’t she?” Orli asked nervously, “The Golden Kitsune.”

“I reckon it.” Trician leaned their foreheads together, feeling her ears beginning to blush. “Our destinies are tighter intertwined than everyone else and the damn cat, and that’s saying something. The cat gets upset, and tomorrow disappears.”

The girl planted the kiss on Trician first, surprising her by taking the lead. Orli was clumsy, inexperienced, but she more than made up for it with enthusiasm. Her stiff tongue quickly discovering the sharpness of the elf’s fangs.

Trician soothed the cuts with her own saliva, and pushed the girl down onto the bed. Her agile fingers tracing the neckline of Orli’s dress and making the girl shiver before the hands went behind to pluck at the cords.

The light vanished, and Trician found herself alone.

A deep and rumbling voice spoke from behind her, “I believe that’s mine.”

“Apologies, my god.” The elf cringed, “I dare to only do what must be done. I am the loyal servant of my goddess. I dare not be anything more.”

“Mischief is waiting for you.” He replied, “She intended this. Reminding me that Orli is hers, she was only letting me... Borrow... The girl. I don’t agree.”

“I am sorry, m’lord.” Trician awaited his judgement.

Not like she could do anything else.

“You seem to be under the mistaken impression that all the gods oppose the ascension of Kaden.” The god continued, “Mischief does. Been working to stop it for decades. Me? I’d welcome it. He could finish what I began at the Crucible. Finish the war.”

Trician didn’t know what the Crucible was. She didn’t want to know, either. It sounded like the war of the gods wasn’t over, yet. That they were the pawns being used to bring it back.

“Oh, it never ended, little elf.” The deity laughed, “The betrayer gods, exiled beyond the Gateway into the Void? That wasn’t a victory. That was a compromise. What’s a thousand years to a god? We’ve just been waiting. The war has been waging for the last two thousand years. It has barely begun.”

She felt her blood running cold, “Toofy is my goddess’ latest weapon... Is the emperor, yours?”

“One of them. There’s also Khild, Slag, and Tamamo. Others, that you don’t know. Suleos is particularly fun to manipulate.” He chuckled, “Even you’ve been convenient now and then. There’s no reason a weapon need know who they fight for. Kaden will be useful to me.”

“Why are you telling me this? Has my usefulness run out?” She asked with quivering voice.

He laughed loudly, “I tell you, because I feel like it. There’s nothing you can do about it, one way or another. I like Orli, but Mischief has reclaimed her. Keep her safe, elf. Or know my wrath. Feel free to let the kitsune know she’s pissed me off. Probably give her a thrill.”

With that, Trician found herself on hands and knees over the human girl, again.

Orli didn’t seem to have noticed anything, and her fingers were dragging excitedly at the back of Trician’s head. The girl’s tongue frantic as it ran around the inside of the elf’s mouth.

Trician continued undoing the back of the dress, it wasn’t the right time to let Orli know she was nothing but a playing piece between two of the betrayer gods.

The elf drew the dress forward, helping Orli to slip her chest and arms free of the encumbering garment. Trician became quite distracted by the silken softness of said chest, amazed at how firm they were compared to her own.

She felt more than a little jealousy as she gave them a few teasing pinches. How could a human girl be born with such perfect breasts? It wasn’t fair, but she supposed her goddess did have a hand in the girl’s birth.

Trician stopped toying, standing up and grabbed the bottom of her shirt with crossed arms, drawing it up and over her head. The goal was for the elf to touch divinity, not necessarily the other way around.

She could get away with punishing Orli a little, for being more desirable than she was.

Those blue eyes looked into her, and the elf felt guilt like a kick to the stomach. She winced, “Okay, I’m jealous. Your breasts are better than mine. I won’t be admitting it again.”

Orli smiled shyly, “You really think so? I... I like yours. I wanted to play with them, but I’m just feeling like we’re running out of time... And I’ve never been between a woman’s legs.”

“Ever played with yourself?” Trician dropped her pants, before sitting back on the edge of the bed.

“... No?”

The elf blinked, staring, “Wait. Seriously? You’ve never once just put a finger along your slit? Not even to see what the excitement is all about?”

“No.” Orli shook her head.

Trician stared, “Motherfucker. I think I just got the most innocent human alive. Time to teach you a few things. Get over here, and kiss my neck.”

Orli did as asked, making Trician give a little moan. “You’re good at that. Okay, one hand, move it down. Rest it just above everything.”

“I know how to kiss.” The girl gave a small laugh.

The confidence was probably a bit more than was asked for. The girl was not the best kiss that Trician had ever experienced. But then, Kal hadn’t been either, and at least she wasn’t about to be ripped in half.

“Mmm.” Trician tried to simply enjoying being the centre of attention. “Now, one finger down. Run it along the edge, try and get everything... Wet.”

Orli’s finger was soft and delicate when it came into contact with her. The motions were surprisingly gentle, considering how the woman kissed. She barely dipped inside at all.

Trician flinched and groaned, “Sensitive! That thing, at the top, that’s the moneymaker. Shit. Barely touch it, and only when you want to hear me -”

She moaned loudly as Orli flicked her thumb over the top of the clit, at the same time as the woman actually bit her. Slowly and gently sinking her teeth into the side of Trician’s neck.

There was no way Orli was as inexperienced as she was making out.

“Tashin.” Trician cursed as the human’s finger slipped inside her, and immediately made a beckoning motion. The elf was supposed to believe she’d never slept with a woman, and never masturbated?

Bullshit.

Orli bit her harder, responding to her just the way that Trician liked it, without even having to be told to be rough. All the elf needed right now was the human to start growling.

“Shtia... How do you... Know what I like?” Trician said with a strong hint of accusation.

Orli growled into her, before pinching her pearl between thumb and forefinger. Something that would send a human squealing, but only served to make the elf whine in joy.

How the fuck did she know what the elf wanted?

She saw stars as Orli continued to growl and rolled the pearl between her fingers, whilst inserting a second finger into Trician’s channel. Playing the fingers in an alternating pattern along her insides.

“Betrayer... Of the Silent Winds.” Trician began to gasp, “Hear me, now.”

The human’s growls became more excited, probing deeper and more aggressively into Trician’s snatch. Making the elf moan louder and struggle to get the words of the prayer out. “Hear... Yashu... Your servant’s cry.”

Orli’s spare hand slipped behind Trician, and the elf squeezed her cheeks together. Trying to get a knuckle inside that... Would be going too far.

Not something she was interested in.

Orli giggled, still sinking her teeth into Trician’s neck. Leaving her with a bruise from a love bite that she was both creaming herself over, and would again when she would see it in the looking glass in the morning. “Oh goddess, hear my voice. Shtia. Straining against... Mmm... Mortality.”

The human stopped biting her, slipping further down her and then sucking her pearl directly into the woman’s mouth. Her tongue playing all over the hard stone.

“Open! Na ktia ni Orli! The gate.” Trician cried out, unable to stop herself from confessing to the human. At least she’d only screamed out her love in elven.

She began to feel herself rising towards it. Like a light beginning to dawn somewhere behind her eyes, as her groin growled for more from the human.

From... Orli.

“Grant your servant your guidance,” Trician prayed, wanting more than one kind, “As she offers you this act of worship.”

The elf’s eyes rolled back as she felt herself cum into Orli’s little mouth. Saw the surprise in those deep blue eyes as she flushed herself into the adorable woman’s face.

Trician felt disappointment as she fell away from the moment, unable to share it with Orli as her body went limp, and her spirit went sailing.

She could still feel the tongue tickling at her twat, albeit with less enthusiasm, as she arrived in the strange place. She uncurled from the ball, standing up in the palace.

Soft hands immediately groped her breasts, and she felt someone behind her. The person giggled, “So, so? You like her, don’t you? You totally like her!”

Trician tried to smile in amusement, despite the fingers now playing happily with her nipples that weren’t appreciated. “You created Orli for me.”

“I did. I did.” The kitsune laughed, “She’s so fun! I made her all naive and cute, and then gave her the sexual appetites of a fucking arachne. It’s such a fun combination!”

That explained the roughness.

“This... War. I have concerns.” Trician whispered, “Am I... Am I doing the right thing? This is a war between your kind. I am lost. My sight of the future is... Unclear.”

A furry tail brushed between her legs, tickling at her still active pussy. The golden kitsune sighed, leaning their head into her back, “That’s... Hard to answer. The war, is the war. It will always be the war. The war will never end, it was never supposed to end. The gods... Don’t care for mortals. You exist... All of you exist... So we can fight the war. It is the reason that mortals were created for. To be playthings, for our play fighting.”

The elf flinched at a truth she had long suspected. She tried to breathe through the existential dread, “What about Toofy? Will she survive? Will I? Orli?”

“I have no idea.”

She nodded quietly, “I am scared we can’t do this... Orli’s ex says hi. He’s angry at you, for reclaiming her.”

“Mmm. Saw him bully you.” The goddess replied lightly, “I’ll try and answer what I can, because you’re one of my favourites. Toofy is my favourite. I want her, and I want to bed her. So, her survival... I will bend the rules to achieve. The rest of you? Stay close to the neko, and you might live. I can’t offer much more than that.”

The elf nodded silently, accepting that destiny was cruel.

“Oh!” The kitsune said and danced in front of her, scampering up some stairs and disappearing for a moment. Only a moment.

She came running back on all fours, a staff clenched between her teeth. The goddess skidded to a stop in front of her and dropped it, “This is for Orli! Because she’s so darn cute, and so darn useless in a fight. Made it myself, from unigrad hair and the bones of a male neko who annoyed me.”

Trician bent down and picked up the staff, smiling, “We are honoured to be considered in such a way, my goddess.”

“Daen. Daen’s bones.” The kitsune spelled it out, “I really hated that fucking cat. He tried to touch my Toofy. Too bad that the salamander ate him before I got a chance to torture the bastard.”

The goddess cocked her head, smiling at Trician with innocent orange eyes, “You will tell Toofy, if you see her, won’t you? That I’m looking forward to the day that I can bed her. She had better know that I’m coming for her.”

Trician felt sick as she was suddenly jerked backwards, crashing into her body and wincing, as her orgasm ended. Almost as soon as she hit the bed, something else hit her in the face and she swore as it cracked her skull.

She rolled over, and found herself falling off the bed and onto the floor with a clatter. She swore, holding her skull, “Shtia!”

“Trician?” Orli’s quiet voice whispered.

The elf grabbed the staff that had hit her, and used it to pull herself to her feet with one hand as she rubbed at her forehead with the other. “Present from the goddess, for you. She is Mischief though, so... Be careful.”

Orli’s eyes widened, “A... Staff? A magic staff! From... A goddess? I am so fucking unworthy.”

Trician smiled lopsidedly and rolled her eyes.

— — —
“Goddess bitchin’ fuck!” Taudry suddenly squealed, falling backwards and tossing her legs wide open. “Fuck you, Esme! Fuck you!”

Sai, impatient to return to his wife, crossed his arms.

Esme winced, “Uhm... Nekan diaspora. Saia checked her two sisters, but it isn’t them. They’re enduring the same connection. We have no idea what is happening.”

Taudry hissed, ears pulled back, “Like you’d ever fucking know! Useless shit!”

“Nekan diaspora?” He replied, sounding curious, “I’m afraid I do not know it.”

The halfcat suddenly looked extremely apologetic and whined, “Don’t hate me, Esme. I’m sorry, I’m sorry. I won’t do it again. Please don’t abandon me.”

Esme winced, “Close siblings, when put through extreme emotions, and when they have a very strong magical heritage, can feel what each other are feeling. The problem is, Taudry is Falling Sands. Her clan is dead.”

“Go to the fucking Void you cocksucking whore!” Taudry squealed, falling over and rolling around in pain.

“No, it isn’t.” He gave a small laugh.

The elf looked at him excitedly, “Do you know what is happening to my girlfriend?”

“Yes. My wife is giving birth.” Sai nodded, “Lady Twenty Four, was born into the Falling Sands. I had no idea she had any family still left alive. Even half-siblings, like Taudry and her sisters, wasn’t really a strong possibility.”

Esme stared, “Oh shit. Phantom birth.”

“Which is my cue to return to my wife.” He stated firmly, “I am not altogether convinced that you have anything to offer, but I’ll leave the final judgement to Saia.”

“Cocksucking bastard!” Taudry squealed.

“Wait!” Esme threw herself at his feet, “Her sisters. They’re your wife’s sisters. Please. They won’t survive this rebellion. Not if the emperor realises the connection. He’ll hurt them, to get at Lady Sai. Please. Save them.”

He sighed heavily, “I’m the one who killed off the Falling Sands to begin with. Expecting me to show mercy is ludicrous. Toofy doesn’t have this... Diaspora. There’s no benefit, infinite risk, and I might miss the birth of my own fucking children. Get out of my way.”

Esme wrapped a hand timidly around the hem of his pants, “Please. I can’t save them. None of them deserve this. I... I have nothing to offer, you’re right. Only myself. Please.”

She half-expected him to kick her in the head.

“She’s sorry! She’s sorry!” Taudry bawled, curling up tightly, “She knows that she is pathetic and useless. No strong magic. No training. Just a stupid kitten. She doesn’t mean to be useless.”

Sai growled in irritation, “Toofy’s going to kill me if I miss it. But she’d also kill me if I didn’t protect her family. Fuck’s sake. Fine, elf. I will kidnap the sisters. You will have to keep them here, and ensure their loyalty. If they betray us, for their Domina, I will ensure you die slowly.”

He vanished with a deafening noise, and Esme looked up grimly.

She knew why he was hesitant. No conspiracy would last longer than its weakest link, and that was currently her and Taudry. They had no strong reason to be loyal to the new empress.

The smart move would be to kill them.

“Taudry fucking hates Esme!” The halfcat howled, “Gods fuck! This is what fucking birth fucking feels like? I’m never having fucking kittens! Fuck you!”

The elf rolled her eyes, “I can’t get you pregnant. So you would have to cheat on me. Just... Try and keep quiet. There’s seriously something down here, with us.”

“Fuck you! I hate you!” Taudry was lost to her phantom labour pains.

Esme pulled at her hair, staring into the city.

The only way she could currently prove her loyalty to the empress was to ensure that this vital tactical position was not lost. The entrance had to be preserved, for the coming military might.

She couldn’t be certain that there was something in the dark. She hadn’t seen anything. Yet, stones don’t tend to fall that frequently on their own, even in an ageing ruin like this one.

“Taud, I can’t remember Yu ever teaching me about a city that pre-existed the capital.” Esme said slowly, “You were taught by those boring scholars and crap. Any vague memories?”

The halfcat sniffled, “She’s sorry. She’s sorry.”

“Right. You’re not much help, right now.” Esme sighed, looking at the architecture, “That lettering... It’s not proper draconic. More like...”

“Gateways.” Taudry crawled up beside her, “No one can read the gateways, but we still call it draconic. Emperor claims he made gateways, but he’s a goddamn motherfucking prat!”

Esme laughed at the transition, tempted to pat the halfcat’s head, and then her smile dropped. “As old as the gateways... A... City... As old as the gateways... That’s... Not possible...”

Taudry whined fearfully.

The elf swallowed, and raised a ward around them, “Don’t touch the barrier, Taud. It’ll kill.”

The blue wall glowing in the dark, surrounding the two of them... Cracked.

Esme grunted and fell to one knee as she felt the other caster immediately begin to blow their way through her defences, like they weren’t even there. This wasn’t just a trained mage.

The elf flicked out her knives, staggering upright and glaring around, “Taud... I’m going to need you to stay behind me, stay out of the way. When this comes it’s going to be -”

“Holy fuck.” The halfcat spoke in disbelief, her eyes piercing the dark better than the elf’s. “How many of them are there?”

“We hold.” Esme said determinedly.

Taudry grunted in pain, holding just above her privates, “Hold? Shit. She didn’t want to die. Does it really have to be a suicide mission, Esme?”

“We hold.”

— — —
“Your grace.” Han bowed low, touching his head to the ground.

The man lounging in front of him tossed a grape into his mouth, before spitting it out. “Gross. Sour. Though, I suppose that’s to be expected, now. The plague has infected most of the vines in the entirety of the empire.”

Han continued to bow.

The emperor waved a hand tiredly, “You may rise. You wished to speak to me about the plague, did you not?”

“The people are beginning to move beyond fear of it, m’lord.” Han stayed bowing, “There is even whispers of removing some of the governors that you placed in position.”

The emperor sighed, “Yes. I have heard the growing unrest. The people are not satisfied if they cannot have their wine. They begin to blame me, for this disturbing shift of events. Say the gods are punishing me.”

Han winced, “I have come only to ask what course of action you would wish to see.”

“It is true that the growing unrest is a problem.” The emperor sighed heavily, “But it is one a foresaw, when I deployed the plague.”

“M’lord?” Han felt a bolt of shock. He hadn’t considered the possibility that the emperor had actually been behind this. Ruining the lives of his own people, threatening a rebellion.

The man shrugged guiltlessly, “It was the only guaranteed way to ensure the awakening of a certain warlock. The apprentice of Menes, who has something, that I want.”

“M’lord?”

“Oh, shut up.” The emperor sighed, leaning back, “If I have to spell it out to you. I intend, shortly, to become more than I am. I became a demigod, when I was crowned.”

“Yes, m’lord.” Han bowed his head, remembering it.

The man shrugged, “To ascend, to truly ascend, I need more of Menes’ magic. More sacrifices. The orcs come to their deaths, to assist me. The dead warlock, awakened by the plague, brings her dead army, which I will seize from her.”

Han swallowed nervously.

The emperor shrugged, “The gods... Are not entirely pleased about this, of course. They sent someone to stop me. A stupid little cat. She’s rallying her forces in a place she thinks no one knows about. A city, beneath our city.”

The minister blinked in surprise, “There is a city beneath us? Such a thing would... Allow free movement. Unrestrained attacks to any of the vital points of the city, m’lord.”

“I’ve known it existed since my partial ascension.” The man was unconcerned, “And I recently deployed two columns of royal guards to ambush and destroy the cat and her forces, from inside it.”

“That is a sizeable number of elite soldiers, m’lord.” Han acknowledged.

The emperor nodded, “I also recently obtained a lock of hair from Empress Tresian. Astadia’s hair. She is the dead warlock. So... I will bind her. I will have the ancestral army of the elves, the draug, and I will become a god when they slaughter the coming orcs.”

Han had underestimated the emperor’s lust for power.

The man shrugged, “As you can see, things are quite in hand. The people cannot oppose me, if I truly become a god. And it is inevitable that it will happen.”

“Yes, m’lord.” Han agreed.

He knew the cat of which the man had spoken. The disturbing luck of the neko was beginning to make sense, if she was the weapon deployed by gods to stop a power-mad bastard from joining them.

“When you became a minister, you had to make an oath, didn’t you?” The emperor asked casually.

Han nodded his head, “Yes, m’lord. I swore to serve the empire, and those that lead it. To tolerate no corruption, and to ever protect the citizens who live within it. To serve, to the best of my abilities, and to surrender my life for this cause.”

“I am aware of the oath. I wrote it.” The emperor gave a small laugh, “But... I think it’s time we changed it a little. I want to prove your loyalty, Lord Han. To prove you still deserve the title I bestowed upon you. Swear your loyalty, not to the empire, not to your emperor, but to me.”

The emperor was looking to consolidate his power. He would be speaking to all of the ministers, trying to ensure he could not be deposed. Chaos and infighting would be coming, regardless of the outcome.

Now was the time to curry favour, to prove loyalty to the emperor so that when your rivals failed to do the same, you could seize power, wealth, and property from them.

Han could not maintain a position of neutrality between Lady Twenty Four, and the emperor.

He was still unconvinced that the neko could be a threat, but he knew that if she was successful, that he could not afford to have sworn such an oath of loyalty to her enemy.

Becoming the enemy of that cat was suicide.

Becoming a threat to the emperor was also suicide.

Han raised his head a little, trying to come up with any reasonable excuse not to swear the oath... But the emperor was no longer lying on the cushions.

The minister blinked, “M’lord?”

He didn’t feel it.

He just sort of saw the world tumbling around him in confusion, as darkness closed in at the edge of his vision. Yet, even in that state, he managed to see, if not comprehend, the headless body he saw falling flat to the ground.

— — —
“You are almost fully dilated.” The human nurse said with concern, “It won’t be long, and the kittens will come on their own. Trust your body, it knows what to do.”

“No.” Toofy tried to snap, but it came out almost as a whisper. “Not... Until her Sai... Comes back.”

The nurse leaned on the edge of the hot bath, looking at her in concern, “We do not know when the father will return. It may be some time. You cannot force the kittens to stay. It isn’t a choice.”

One of her eyes bugged out so much that Toofy thought it was going to pop out of her skull. She could feel it. Feel the kitten being pushed down lower by her body, against her will. “Toofy... Disagrees.”

“It will hurt you, and the children!” The nurse growled at her.

Toofy reached for her magic to bitch slap the woman across the room, but found nothing at all.

Nothing but shadows.

Her ears pulled back and she hissed.

Even in the hot water, she could feel the pain of her hips trying to dislocate, spreading wider and wider for the little unborn children who had decided their mother was going to welcome them into the world, even if she wasn’t ready for it.

“The next time you feel the urge, she wants you to push.” The midwife said seriously.

Toofy stuck up her rude fingers at her, before crying out in pain and grabbing onto the edge of the tin bucket, her claws ripping through the weak metal like it was paper.

The water in front of her bubbled and frothed for a moment, and then she stared as a splatter of red spread out into the bath. She felt her heart accelerate as she panicked in terror, before the scent hit her.

The midwife swung her charm, trying to examine her, and Toofy gave a small laugh. “It’s fish. It’s fish... Ooh... Her kitten did a bad summon. Tried to summon fish... Came... Inside out.”

“Oh, shit.” The midwife cursed and glared sideways at one of her helpers, “Ward the kittens. She told you to ward the kittens!”

The girl didn’t move, or acknowledge being spoken to. Toofy laughed, recognising the sightless response. “Kitten broke the ward. Takes after her mummy. Ooh... Kitten...”

She turned her head completely sideways, scrambling and ripping at the metal, and then gave a grunt.

The midwife’s arms dove forwards and cleanly lifted the child up and out of the water. Little nekomimi poked up through black and fuzzy fur on the child’s head.

The kitten spluttered for a moment, and then let out an ear-splitting warbling scream.

The midwife fell backwards, as the kitten continued to float in the air. Screaming and shattering all the windows with a percussive and angry splutter.

Toofy would have laughed, if she didn’t feel the next kitten coming. Practically trying to claw their way out of their mother’s vagina.

Two hands gripped Toofy’s entrance from inside, and then a shadow shot forward in the water. There was a brief moment of nothing, and then another kitten leaped up and out of the water, and into their screaming sister.

The two fell to the ground, tussling and scratching at each other. Hissing loudly.

Toofy gave a final little grunt, and felt the afterbirth slip free.

One of her daughter’s flicked her hair backwards, glaring down at her sister with one blue, and one golden, eye. They then proceeded to give a full blown haymaker into her sister’s face, knocking her out cold on the tiled floor.

The victor purred happily and flopped onto their butt, sitting and licking calmly at the back of their hands.

The unconscious kitten’s eyes were both blue, but they weren’t human. The halfelf was the one that had lost this fight, and Toofy felt more pain than she’d expected when she saw Elatham’s jawline on her daughter’s face.

Toofy would kill anyone if they tried to hurt either of her daughters. She would give the literal world for these two. She loved them, adored them... But she really did look like her father.

She sniffled, as she began to cry.

Her halfcat kitten turned, looking at her in confusion, and then threw back her head and began to howl as well.

Toofy’s nose curled up and she grunted as she felt a stabbing pain inside her chest. Not her heart, her breasts. She muttered angrily, “No milk yet, you little shit.”

She wanted to wait for Sai to name them. Which didn’t seem to be an issue as the kittens had knocked everyone else out, and Toofy wasn’t going to be walking anytime soon.

She blinked tiredly as the sun was blocked out by a truly massive something standing tall above her. The neko smiled tiredly, “Milk is here. Saia...?”

The succubus looked around, and then down at the two kittens, “Gods above, Toofy. They’re just like you, aren’t they?”

She gave a tired giggle, “They are... They are...”

The succubus walked over and went to pick up one of the kittens, and immediately ended up thrown into a wall with a loud crash and crack of bone and stone.

Toofy winced, “Eh... Not recommend touch. Offer milk.”

Saia coughed blood.

The Tauran wetnurse knelt down, reached up, and got the attention of the kittens. Toofy smiled, and slipped off into sleep.

She’d get Saia to take the kittens somewhere safe, after she and her Sai had a chance to name them. Somewhere far from all of this. The succubus would be able to heal, now that she could shapeshift.

It wouldn’t be the same as when Toofy messed her up.

— — —
He appeared with a concussive boom, tossing the two unconscious halfcat sisters to the ground. The two women had been less than cooperative, and he was fretting about how far away he was whilst his wife was giving birth.

Sai’s face dropped and he shot forwards, blasting the soldiers back from the fallen elf and drawing his sword.

Esmerelda was heavily bleeding, down on one knee. Her eyes were glowing, but flickering, as she struggled to maintain her grip on her magic.

Behind her, the halfcat looked unlikely to survive. Her hair was matted with her own blood, and her eyes were closed. It was a miracle that either of them were alive.

Sai looked around, balancing his grip on his blade carefully as he eyed off the chances of surviving long enough to evacuate.

“Elf, can you move?” He demanded.

She coughed weakly, “I can’t stand.”

Of course, she couldn’t. He would have to fight here, or risk losing all five. Risk losing all three of his wife’s half-sisters, and a political piece that could be played against the temple.

Yet, these were royal guards.

“Fuck.” Sai swore.

— — —
The salamander lazed in the brazier near the front of the prayer room, batting her double eyelids in the steam and ash, and observing the temple girls filling into the room.

Most of them were gossiping among themselves. The companions had separated themselves out from the others, haughtily looking down on those who would not be sold to the lords and ladies.

Meerakeilian flicked a piece of hot charcoal into her mouth and crunched it, smirking to herself.

Most of the girls recognised her, remembered how she had been a favourite of Efina, and how she had been in charge until the neko had eaten her tail.

Her loins ached for an egg.

She wasn’t entirely sure she should be thinking of herself as a girl, anymore. She still, most definitely, had a penis. A very large one that she would have balked at having inside herself, so that seemed a bit like a curse.

On the other hand, she also still had a cloaca, just beneath it. Between the penis and her... Testicles. Those, she truly hated having. Balls were so easy to sit on. And they hurt.

It was hilarious to roll onto her side, every now and then. Confuse the girls glancing in her direction as they realised that the salamander had been through some kind of sex change.

She wanted Toofy’s egg.

She was hoping that she was right about the reason that Toofy had ordered her to gather all the temple girls in together. It was going to be something exciting, either way.

The temple brats would be thinking they were going to get a new leader, and they would stop panicking. They thought they’d get some sort of safety in the uncertainty gripping the city.

Yet, if the salamander knew anything about her neko Devourer, it was that the neko fucking hated slavery. She had despised every moment of her training at the temple.

She had plotted to kill Efina and Yu.

If Meerakeilian didn’t miss her guess, then Toofy was going to destroy what bells that she could, and then the rascal was going to burn this fucking building to the ground.

The salamander would be able to revel in the destruction of this symbol of inequality. A building where they had raised the heir to all dragonkind as nothing but a bitch pet to be sold off to the highest bidder.

She would lie in the burning ashes, with two fingers inside her cloaca, moaning at such glorious destruction.

It only added to the excitement that the imminent flames would also serve to further upset the balance of power in the city. Making the ministers who served the emperor fear the populace, fear an uprising.

Except... There was no uprising.

Toofy’s rebellion didn’t come from among the people. The sexy little catgirl hadn’t sought out assistance from anyone. She had found a way to fight all of this with just a handful of people.

She really fucking wanted an egg.

It wasn’t fair that her mistress had managed to get pregnant, not once, but twice, and she wasn’t allowed to even carry an egg for her. What was wrong with acknowledging that her mistress was the stronger of the two of them?

She didn’t want to put her new dick inside the neko. That... That felt wrong. Like she should reserve the cock for when she was tussling with her dragon underthings.

Toofy deserved to have Meerakeilian’s jaw tied to her lower parts, ministering gently to her like the deferent little lizard that she was. Acting in service to the warrior empress.

Meerakeilian puffed black smoke in annoyance as the ache in her empty uterus just seemed to get worse.




Twenty Two

The catgirl’s declaration.

— — —
“Her master is taking too long.” Toofy said angrily, shifting uncomfortable where she was lying on the ground. She still felt all kinds of odd. Both empty and fat, with her stomach flopping like a skinsack. Her hips still screaming.

Saia stood nearby, the two kittens on her shoulders and gnawing angrily on her horns as they swatted at each other. Tails straight up in the air as they play fought.

The succubus smiled tightly, “So... What now?”

“You will take them away. The kittens will be kept safe, somewhere else, with the Saia, until the story is done.” Toofy stated emphatically. “She just... Needs to name them, first.”

The succubus groaned loudly, “Seriously? I have to take care of your brats? I’d... Rather fight the emperor, Toofy.”

She shrugged, “She doesn’t care. Kittens get hurt, Saia will wish that emperor was the one she’d end up fighting.”

“Yes, mistress.” Saia muttered in irritation.

The catgirl looked at her two children proudly. She really did not want to send them away, but they were too young to face any of what was coming. They were hers, both of them, but their own stories would have to wait.

The half-human was the more skilled of the two. She had already got used to her magic. Already beginning to discover the strength of her spells, and the usefulness of skipping magic to go straight in to slug your enemy with a fist.

She might have been born second, but she was dominating her sister.

“Artema.” Toofy named her, smiling at the little halfcat. The kitten turned her head, blinking her hold and blue eyes, as she heard the name, and felt it inside her.

Toofy could remember the wonder at that. When she’d first heard Efina call her Twenty Four, she’d felt the name burning directly into her. It wasn’t something nekos spoke about.

The power of a name.

She turned her attention to the other kitten. The half-elf was more frail than her sister, at first glance. It was misleading. She was elven, which meant that she would be more graceful, more flexible, than her sister.

As a kitten, those things weren’t easy to come by.

On the other hand, whilst she didn’t have a good grasp of her magic yet... She put her mother’s power to shame. Even with the blood of a dark god running in her veins, Toofy felt outclassed by the sheer strength of the cat’s magic.

When the girl learned to control what was hers, by birthright, she wouldn’t be treated like a halfcat or halfelf. Treating her as an exotic at all would be considered a hazard to your own health.

The kitten... She might well be on-class to becoming a demigoddess, even just hours after her premature birth.

“Ink.” The mother cat declared, smiling at the kitten as she started to chew on her long and flowing hair. The little cat blinked in surprise, shook its head and then scruffed at its neck with a foot.

Toofy nodded tiredly, “It’s time, Saia. Keep them safe... Master is in trouble. He would have come back. Toofy might not survive, either. Keep her daughters safe, no matter what happens, precious. What comes next.”

“They will be safe with me.” Saia stated firmly and then winced, “Me, safe with them, on the other hand... Probably not.”

Toofy giggled and smiled tiredly, “Probably not... Because the Saia also needs to surrender her piece of Menes, before she leaves.”

“Aw fuck.”

The catgirl nodded, eyes beginning to close.

— — —
The emperor had been intending to simply work off all the frustration that had been building inside him over the last few days and weeks. All the irritations that had been plucking at him since he had let the neko survive.

Choosing to let Twenty Four live, to play with her, and to groom her towards becoming his concubine, had been one of the stupidest mistakes of his life.

He had made the assumption, when he had slept with her, that she was just some little cute thing. Too scared to know what to do. Terrified that he might kill her, terrified enough she’d do anything to please him.

He’d changed his mind on the matter, sending her off to die.

He had sent soldiers, and guards, and they had been utterly slaughtered. Speaking of the neko like she wasn’t some timid little thing, but a screaming tomcat reminiscent of bucktooth.

Then, he had found her natural enemy. A salamander of considerable physical prowess, and a decent amount of magic as well. A dragon that, unknown to themselves, had been born of a royal line.

If you wanted something overwhelming in both physical and magical prowess, then that creature was difficult to overlook.

The only child of Irrlichdan.

He’d tested their physical strength for himself, repeatedly fucking them, and feeling out each of their muscles. Testing their balance, and ability to keep moving even under duress.

The salamander was everything he had hoped them to be, and their hatred of the catgirl ran so deep he had found it surprising. They had truly hated Twenty Four with every fibre of their spirit.

He couldn’t have designed for a better assassin.

So, the emperor had sent that one out to kill the bitch, as well. Days ago.

Now, balls deep in one of his favoured concubines, a woman who was as loud as she was determined to have his child, one of his eunuchs came to him, and told him that the dragon had returned.

Returned, arm-in-arm with her mortal enemy. An enemy she wasn’t meant to return with, alive.

The catgirl was flaunting herself.

He pulled himself out of the concubine was a slushy plop, and sat on the edge of his chair. His hands tightened onto the arms, making the wood creak and groan.

The eunuch flinched and fell to their knees, bending their head and awaiting his judgement.

Kaden signalled to his concubine. The woman smirked at him, flicked her hair over one shoulder, and then took his cock effortlessly into her mouth, and down her throat.

He groaned contentedly, loving that her gag reflex was so weak.

The emperor felt his stress fading as he enjoyed the tongue so expertly slathering over him. Tasting her own pussy all over his dick, with such enthusiasm.

Not as good as the cat, when she’d paralysed him.

All the stress and anger came back, instantly.

This was not why he had come to the House of the Falling Leaves. He had come here to relax and be free, to enjoy his women, and the luxuries of his station.

Instead of dealing with a collapsing empire, spread too far and too thin. Subjugating the elves, the nekos, and now the orcs, was too much for any empire.

However, it would serve the purpose that he had meant for it since the first day he had taken the crown.

All of this, was aimed only at his ascension.

With the crown, and the deaths of the nekos, he had managed to touch divinity. To become acknowledged by the gods as a demigod. Someone worthy of being their brethren, but not worthy enough to join them.

It had been painful, and confusing. The gods had tested him, over and over. He had lived and died thousands of times. Hundreds of thousands of lives, growing old over hundreds of years. All of it experienced in a single moment.

Eventually, one of the gods had come to him, and acknowledged him as a son. Giving to him a blessing, and a single drop of their blood.

That was when the Emperor had realised that the blood of a demon, and the blood of a deity, were of the same source. That the term, dark god, was not merely sourced from fear, but the etymology was rooted in truth.

The concubine was extremely enthusiastic, despite his distraction. She was determined to serve her purpose.

The emperor pulled her head back, and rewarded her by planting a kiss on her before he pushed her away.

He was no longer in the mood.

The catgirl had returned to this city, flaunting that she had survived the assassination attempts of her emperor. She came back to the very seat of his power.

She could only have returned to attempt to challenge him, to serve as a pawn for the gods who did not wish for him to join their number.

“Issue an edict.” Kaden growled, “All exotics of the species commonly referred to as neko, within the capital city and its surrounds, are to be summarily executed. No delays. No trials. No time for evacuation.”

The eunuch touched his head to the ground, “As you wish, your grace.”

“Any neko found within two days travel of the capital city, will have their citizenship revoked, and if they are enslaved, any property rights revoked, as well.” Kaden replied, “The ministers will have to approve that one.”

The result would be that being born a neko would now make you an outlaw. If you came within the distance of the capital, you could be beaten, robbed, killed or used without the law giving a flying shit.

If this catgirl thought that she could hide from him, plot her revenge on him, then she would have another thing coming.

This was exactly what he had done when Tamamo de Mae thought she could hide from him. He had wiped out nearly all kitsune within the empire in return.

If your enemy goes to ground, leave no ground to go to.

He blinked in surprise, “You’re still here. You have something further to add?”

“We have received a number of... Concerning reports, from the Golden Mountain, your grace.”

The emperor rubbed his face tiredly, “Of course the fucking elves have problems. What is it, now?”

“There are... Suggestions... That those of an... Exotic nature... Have grown unhappy with their treatment at the hands of their elven masters. Our own analysts of the situation suggest that a major insurrection is inevitable at this point, your grace.” The man stated.

The ministers would be expected the emperor to pre-emptively dispatch forces to the elves, to help them keep the peace.

Empress Tresian would probably be expecting him to take an interest in her affairs. He could probably expect an official envoy from her in the coming days, someone who would be expecting to return to the Golden Mountain with a large military force.

Humans with the skills, and the lack of sympathy, required to utterly and brutally crush the spirits of the demoralised creatures now attempting to raise their heads.

However, the empire had their own problems. An insurrection among humankind was also inevitable, at this point. They were about to be attacked on a large scale by orcs and the undead. They were starving, and poor.

The ministers would be calling to depose the emperor, any day now.

He would sacrifice them all, to get what he wanted.

The Golden Mountain would have to take care of themselves.

— — —
Magic burned through his veins, stretching his muscles to breaking point, tearing into his organs. His body was self-destructing as it tried to maintain an impossible level of prowess.

It was simply not within the realm of realistic expectations for Sai to win this battle.

He was one man, fighting to defend four injured, or dying, idiots who could not be expected to hold their own in a one-on-one fight. He was up against what he estimated to be two columns of forces.

Two hundred men and women. Some trained in combat magic, others simply in warfare. All of them armoured, coordinated, and seeking only to kill or disable him - an easier goal that eliminating both columns.

He could be outmanoeuvred and ended, even if he didn’t make a single fucking mistake.

This battle reminded him too much of fighting the hooktooths in the north. They had survived that more by chance than by skill. He and Westcolm should have fallen, there.

Yet, in this battle, Sai had nobody by his side.

The smell of blood, bile and faeces filled the poorly ventilated city. The sound was an echoing roar of flames, explosions, and the clashing of weaponry. The dull thunk as leather turned steel, the sharp clank of steel-on-steel, ever accompanied by the grunting and cries of fighting.

Sai’s palms sweated as soaked leather ribbons dragged at them from his hilt. His shoulders ached from the repeated blows that had added a half dozen notches to his blade.

Sweat ran in rivulets down his back as he dived to block and turn another spell sent towards the terrified and bleeding women under his protection. Stone exploded, shards embedding themselves into his face.

He tried to wipe the blood dripping down into one of his eyes away with his elbow, but that was a battle already lost.

Esmerelda was somehow still on her knees, still intermittently casting a barrier. Though, the barrier was now infrequent, and barely covering Taudry, and no one else.

The elf’s distinct lack of self-preservation, devoting all of her efforts to the halfcat, had already become a problem.

He didn’t know how she was still casting, but it wouldn’t last.

Esme was missing one of her ears, the eye beside it, and most of the skin. She’d taken a fireball directly to the face, and the result had chargrilled her.

Her hair was still smouldering.

Sai spun as he saw a reflection in the elf’s eye, grabbing the forehead of the guard who had rushed in. The man’s helmet disintegrated as the magic of the thunderstep was channelled directly through his skull, turning his brain to mush.

He missed the caster who had ordered the charge. An icicle exploding a moment before it struck and ended him.

Sai followed up with a fireball, whilst trying to place whoever had just saved his life. It wasn’t Esme, she was practically down for the count. It wasn’t the cats, they were completely out of the game.

Taudry was bleeding out her nose and ears. She was probably already dead, or close to it, despite the elf who was so desperate to keep her alive.

He was still distracted when the spear went through his right shoulder blade, blowing the bone apart before sinking into the ground in front of him and pinning him in place.

Sai closed his eyes and whispered, “I’m sorry, Toofy.”

— — —
Trician yawned and waved a hand at the timid girl, “Go ahead. We’re waiting.”

The elf was sitting, surrounded by a bunch of bored dragons, all of them looking expectantly towards the human with the bright eyes, as she hesitantly lifted the staff that was taller than her.

Orli put both hands on the twisted bone, took a deep breath, and then her eyes flashed as she reached into her magic. Those eyes, already so bright and deep, glowing, was enough to make Trician feel uncomfortable.

The blue stone on the end of the staff lit up with the same colour as those incredible orbs, and Trician raised an eyebrow, waiting for the display of power.

She wasn’t sure what she expected. Up until this point, the only spell that Orli had managed to demonstrate was a transference of magic. Did she even know any spells?

Trician sighed heavily, “What do you think you’re doing?”

“Wait for it.” Orli said through gritted teeth, “It’s like an orgasm. Got to let it build up, first.”

The elf really regretted sleeping with the human. She’d been making overt sexual references ever since. As if her timidity towards Trician had evaporated.

Trician found it to be... Infuriating.

She jerked her head back and shielded her face as she suddenly found herself dazzled by a light that was so bright it hurt at the backs of her eyes.

She felt like the scene in front of her had been physically burned into the lenses of her eyes.

All around her, she heard the dragons making a fuss. Most were roaring in defiance, a lot of them were sounding like they were blindly trying to hit something, and a tiny few were yelling in pain.

The last were probably the stubborn ones that had refused to close their eyes.

Even if the light was the only effect of the spell, Trician could see a variety of uses for it. Especially if Orli could deploy it during night combat.

Trician snapped her hands together, creating a small sphere of darkness, before she stretched it to surround herself. She glared out from the shadow, but the mage was no longer where they had been.

There was a small crater in the ground, and nothing else.

A voice whispered in her ear, husky and low, “No one could see it if you kissed me, right now.”

Did the human know what Trician had said, in the throes of passion? Did she understand that the elf had confessed that she truly did love them?

She struck an elbow backwards, and heard the human gasp and wheeze as Orli completely failed to see it coming. Trician turned, looking at her haughtily, “A long wait for such little effect. Is that really the best you can do with a godforged staff of power? Kinda sucks.”

The human leaned on the staff, “You’re being mean. I... I don’t... Like it.”

“This is war!” Trician yelled angrily, “Do you think we have the time for your bullshit games, Orli? If the fucking cat dies, so do we! If she dies, the gods themselves disappear from the future! If you fuck up, then there will be no tomorrow!”

The girl stared at the ground, tears beginning to well up in her eyes.

Trician refused to be baited, to give in just because she had fallen for them, and she crossed her arms. “You are young, anomaly. But the gods chose you for this. The gods armed you for this. So grow up, and take it seriously. I may be willing to die for the gods, but not if that death is without meaning!”

Orli looked up at her, hurt, “I just... I’m trying, Trick. I just don’t know what I’m doing! Two days ago, I was dating a god and knew nothing could hurt me. Now... Now I’m dumped, and expected to fight in a war when I’ve never even punched anyone. I... I hate violence.”

“Then use peace.” Trician growled, “Stop trying to force something that isn’t there.”

“Huh?”

The elf sighed, “Anything can be a weapon, human. Magic is a thing of extremes. Make someone feel at peace, they stop fighting, even if their enemies don’t. They can be cut down. But magic is more. Keep pushing, and they won’t just stop fighting. They’ll sit down, lie down, go to sleep. Push it even further and they’ll stop thinking. Stop perceiving. Stop breathing. Heart stop beating. Push it far enough, you don’t need the army.”

Orli stared at her in horror.

Trician shrugged, “Unlike the rest of us, human, you don’t seem to actually have a limit to how much magic you can channel. You’re weak as shit. Can’t fight for shit. But, with the right opportunity, the right creativity, not even this draconic army could stop you. And that is what the gods chose you for. So, again, grow the fuck up. I don’t want to die, and I need you to be the powerful sorceress you are. A sorceress who dwarfs my abilities in every way.”

There was some grumbling from a few who overheard her.

Orli swallowed weakly, “I... I’m trying.”

“Trying gets you dead. Do or don’t. Hesitate, and you’re fucked.” Trician sneered at her, “Nobody else can do it for you.”

The girl ran away, crying.

Trician shook her head angrily, and then froze up as she felt a furry tail brush her cheek. A voice speaking in amusement, “Do you really think if you make her hate you, that you’ll escape the pain of her death? That it would have saved you if you’d hated Kaleid?”

She swallowed nervously, “I do not know, my goddess.”

“I gave you Orli so that you would fall in love with her.” Mischief continued, “At least she doesn’t reject my presents. An eighteen year old, peace-loving, human girl who was raised in a town without war and famine, picked up a magic staff and tried to cast a weapon. She did that, for you, ungrateful elf. She doesn’t even realise you love her, yet. Unrequited. Who is really the one who has fucked up?”

With that, the goddess was gone.

Leaving Trician alone and guilty in a sea of warriors preparing for battle.

— — —
“Oh, Xiv.” Elizabeth groaned, feeling all of her stress disappearing as the gentle finger probed into her slit. Her hand maiden kissed her cheek, as she slowly slid it inside.

The woman smiled and kissed her again, “M’lady has had a very stressful day.”

“I have. Don’t bring anything up.” Elizabeth cut off that particular line of flirting, “All I want, right now, is the woman that I love, adore, and can finally name as my mistress.”

Xivian hinted at her to spread her legs a little, to gain better access. “Mmm. Shall I become Madame Castelle?”

“Mmm.” Elizabeth closed her eyes, feeling herself becoming more slick and the intrusion getting easier. She shifted her hips a little, so that it could go deeper. “Still my Xiv.”

The handmaiden lowered her head so that she could suckle on a nipple. Toying with it briefly as she took a slow and deep approach to Elizabeth’s disappointment. “Always, m’lady.”

“Liz. And deeper, you tease.” She commented, and was immediately rewarded as Xivian buried her finger all the way inside her and began to properly drive it in and out.

When Toofy had first called her Liz, she had hated the pet name. Now... Now hearing it was a craving. A desire that she needed almost as much as she needed Xivian to fuck her harder.

Curling up her finger each time as she withdrew, running it along the insides of Elizabeth’s vagina and making her walls quake with pleasure. She moaned quietly, breathlessly.

Xivian stopped playing with her breasts, leaning so she was at least somewhat on top of Elizabeth, pressing down with her own chest. “I love you, Liz.”

Then, she pushed her tongue inside her mouth.

Elizabeth would gladly spend eternity with Xivian both inside her mouth and her snatch. The woman was a godsdamned genius, and now that the neko was gone, was all hers.

Knowing that she loved Xivian, and that she was finally free to do whatever she liked with her, let her passions fly. She grabbed the handmaiden by the head with one hand, as the other ran down her bare skin to the small of her back, pulling them firmly together.

She stiffened as Xivian did what she had never before done, and added a second finger. As she was about to complain about feeling stretched tight, she felt the thumb beginning to flick gently over her hood.

Elizabeth let out a nearly pained sounding moan, and felt herself tighten, and then loosen in the following flood. Xivian just kept working on her, as the lady came all over her.

She had no arguments about the second finger fitting, now. She was struggling to see straight, as one was always moving, the two continuously swapping places as Xivian gave little thrusts inside her.

The halfelf suddenly screamed in pain, grabbing at her back with both hands.

Elizabeth stared in shock, “My love?”

Then she heard a clicking and saw a shiny black carapaced scorpion scuttle over the bed and out of sight. She felt her every instinct scream in absolute terror at the sight.

Xivian groaned, “Sorry, m’lady. It stung me. I was not expecting... Such an interruption.”

Elizabeth fell off the bed in a flurry of twisted sheets, grabbing at her clothes until she found a small box. She thrust it into Xivian’s hands and pointed to the window, “I order you to run! Get that to Twenty Four, by any means possible!”

The two flinched as they heard a crash of heavy wood elsewhere in the building. Elizabeth glared, “Run, Xiv! Run!”

Without a stitch of clothing, and only the little box, the woman leapt gracefully out the window, rolling as she hit the ground and heading into the gardens, sprinting as fast as she could.

Liz bent down and began to don her clothing, or what she could without assistance. The bustle was out of the question, but at least she would be wearing some sort of covering.

They didn’t bother to knock, breaking her bedroom door in two.

The leader royal guard, a captain, drew his sword as he approached her and placed it at her throat, “Lady Castelle?”

“I am she.” Liz refused to show a hint of fear or weakness. She was a lady of the court, the head of an estate. She had the standing to speak with the emperor, and was deserving of more respect than this.

The captain struck the back of her head with the hilt of his blade, knocking her flat with a hiss between clenched teeth. His booted feet cracked her ribs, and left her wheezing.

He ordered, “Take her. Begin the interrogation. I will begin the search, here.”

— — —
Toofy walked into the noisy gathering at the front of the temple. The dull roar of acolytes gossiping with each other about everything that was happening.

The execution of Efina. Had she really been practising black magic? She had seemed like a witch. Did that mean she ate some of the young who came to the temple? She was a dragon in disguise! She wasn’t dead, not really. She was a necromancer. Actually, it was all just an excuse. She was now the emperor’s concubine.

The murder of Yu. He’d been killed by an arachne! No, it was a scorpion bigger than a house. Nah, he’d just drunk himself to death and the temple was too embarrassed to admit it.

The city had gone into lockdown. It was the plague. Carriers had been seen in the city! The plague rotted your brain out through your eyes! There was no plague. The emperor just wanted to normalise being in control. It was a conspiracy, the lords preparing to depose the emperor.

Her ears twitched back and forth as she felt a deep disappointment at how few seemed to be able to grasp the most logical arguments. Irritation and just how stupid most of these people were being.

Not that it would matter.

The catgirl tired reached up and dropped her hood back.

Silence spread out in a wave until she could hear her own boots shuffling across the wooden floors as the neko made her way to the front of the room. One or two whispers named her, but they sounded confused.

She smiled to herself in amusement, her red eyes glittering and making every acolyte who saw them feel intensely uncomfortable. Even among the morons, some of them would guess the meaning.

She arrived at the front of the room, and the dragongirl nearby stretched and stood up out of her coals. Mia yawned with an unhinged jaw and massive tongue stretch, before taking her place next to her, sniffing her shoulders. “Kittens?”

“Safe.” Toofy whispered, aching as she felt the distance to her children. She pulled out the green marble she yanked out of Saia’s soul and held it out, “Keep this. Need to break it, soon.”

Meerakeilian took it from her and glared at it, snorting black smoke. “Bad magic.”

“Mm.” Toofy said tiredly, “But, that’s for later... For now... Get the girls’ attention.”

She quickly grabbed at the ears on top of her head as the salamander let out an earth-shattering below. Windows cracked and broke. Planks curled and sprang up out of the floor. Dust fell as the foundations shifted.

Toofy rubbed one of her ears, then took a deep breath and reached into her magic. Her eyes glowed a deep and dark red and she projected her voice. “She is Lady Twenty Four de Sai, of the House of Sai!”

The acolytes stared at her in fear, and silence.

She smiled lopsidedly, “Many of you are afraid and uncertain. You have no priestess or priest to guide you. There are rumours of political unrest, plague, and war. Toofy comes to you, now... Not to assuage your fears. But to fan them.”

It was all the cat could do not to burst out laughing as the crowd began to speak hurriedly. Voicing complaints, anxieties. Terrified or angered by such a simple statement.

“Toofy was once a temple girl! She was once a companion. She is now the wife of Sai, but she was once like you.” She declared, and then reached up behind herself and unclasped her collar. Holding out the golden bell that her master so liked.

She’d have to get another one made.

The catgirl lifted it as high as she could, seeing the confusion in the crowd. How had she removed it? If she broke the enchantment, then the collar should have turned to dust. If she hadn’t, she shouldn’t have been able to unclasp it.

That was simple deceit. Not entirely intentional. She’d already been freed, it was just that she liked wearing a collar, and so, had one that looked like a slave collar.

Toofy growled, “This is the symbol that the emperor forces on us. That fucks us. That tells the rest of the world that we are beastkind and nothing more! That from the highest lady, to lowest beggar, we are nothing but fucking animals!”

Her anger began to boil over, and she felt the power waiting. No more voices. She’d eaten the voice. All that was left behind now was the power. Magic that had given Elatham power to call on Death.

Stupid, uncreative, weak little elf.

Toofy had mastered that magic, now. She had taken the power of a demon, and become what Kaden had, with the assistance of Menes. She had become a demigod, and without butchering an entire nation to do it.

The neko threw the bell to the ground, snarled, and stomped on it. “No. More. Bells.”

Consternation erupted as every single silver collar, marking each slave, became nothing but dust.

The collars of those with golden bells, citizens free to go about as they pleased, but still enslaved in technicality, became nothing but dust.

Silver bells, marking those who could go nowhere at all unaccompanied, fell to the ground with a clatter and ringing as the collars became nothing but dust.

Bell-less collars, marking out those slaves too young to yet be ordered or expected to obey, became nothing but dust.

The neko stood proudly and angrily at the front of the temple she had been raised in as she abolished the magic keeping every slave trapped. Most of them would be afraid that they would be punished, but a few... A few would be like her.

A few of them would be getting angry.

Her declaration was more than just a spell. It carried out into the world, caught up on the wind, shaking in the ground. It spread out from the temple in a wave that went right around the world.

Everywhere that the enslavement charm was used, from the far borders of the human empire, to the orcish strongholds, to even more distant lands never yet heard of, Toofy’s voice carried.

The spell broke, right the world over.

Toofy growled excitedly, and looked sideways at the salamander, “Mia?”

“Mmm?” The salamander’s black eyes were dancing in excitement, her scales flaring and her nostrils pouring with white smoke as they saw what she had done.

The neko turned around and pointed up at the statues of the gods, looking down at them, at their enslaved little servants. “Burn the motherfucker down. Tear it down. Destroy it!”

Meerakeilian didn’t hesitate.

Blue and black flames spilled from her mouth in a wave of heat that singed Toofy’s fur as the entire back wall of the temple completely disappeared. Molten gold and silver flung backwards as bricks cracked and exploded.

Acolytes screamed and started running.

The salamander waited a moment to give them a chance to get out, and then directed another blast up and into the trusses, lighting the roof aflame with a triumphant roar that would be heard across the city.

Toofy fell onto her butt, exhausted.

Immediately, she sucked in her breath as the salamander landed atop her. One hand either side of her head as Mia kissed her cheeks and knocked her flat. Sniffing her deeply and growling a deep and guttural sound of desire.

Toofy’s mouth went dry as she looked up at the overwhelming creature, “M-Mia...”

“Want. Egg.” Meerakeilian groaned like she was in physical pain. She rubbed her face into Toofy’s, the edges of her scales scratching at the catgirl. Her heavy tail thumping the ground like a falling tree. “N-need... Need egg.”

Toofy whined, pinned as the salamander’s naked chest pushed down onto her. The neko’s eyes went wide as she felt the sensitivity of her breasts and she glared down, “Oh, now you start leaking! Where was milk when kittens needed it!?”

The salamander’s tongue flicked down to taste her, “Need Devourer. Need. Need. Need.”

Toofy kept her legs closed, whining in even greater fright. She didn’t know if the Rite would work, now. Meerakeilian was so far gone that the pain would probably serve as an aphrodisiac.

“Toofy just had kittens!” She said quickly, “No touch! Bad dragon!”

Teeth traced her cheek, carving into her effortlessly. The heavy and hot breath stinking of sulphur washing over her. “Want. Want. Want.”

She gagged at the smell, which smelled even worse than the poultices they had used on Arina’s back.

She tried to push upwards against the dragon, but she may as well have been trying to shift a mountain. This was the queen of all dragonkind, calling her a lump of muscle would be an era-defining understatement.

Toofy resorted to the final method of attack against any overzealous male, taught by the temple to all their girls.

The catgirl planted her strongest and biggest kick directly into Meerakeilian’s dick.

The salamander squealed, rolling over and curling into a tight and locked ball of armour. A sobbing, groaning and retching sound coming from inside it, as Toofy put a hand to her frantic chest and breathed a sigh of relief.

Though, she wasn’t safe yet. They were still in a burning building.

She staggered upright and began dragging the salamander towards the hole in the back wall, “Come on, Mia. Still has empire to steal.”

— — —
Trician stared at the golden bell that had fallen from her wrist, and laughed nervously. She’d heard Toofy’s voice, but that was one hell of a way to kickstart this civil war.

She crouched and picked up the elaborate little item. She had been royalty, and so the bell had reflected that. It had still been a sign of the human subjugation of the Golden Mountain.

Now... Now, Toofy had turned it into a call to arms.

Every single exotic, right across the world, hearing an angry voice utter three words, and then feeling true freedom for the first time. It was a hell of a banner to wave.

Orli swallowed from where she was curled up in the corner of the room, “What happened?”

“You didn’t hear her?” Trician asked, and the human shook their head. Still hurt and hesitant about talking to the elf at all.

She smiled and grabbed Orli’s wrist, dragging her outside where the dragons were beginning to celebrate. Stomping and flattening bells. Not all of them had them, but most did.

Trician tossed her bell in her hand a couple times, and then tossed it hard and fast into the air. One of the dragons immediately swooped it, shattering it in their jaws.

The elf squeezed Orli’s hand, “Twenty Four freed us. All of us. It was her voice... Her first act as our empress.”

The human shivered, and pulled in closer to her.

Before Trician could find some kind of reassuring word for the woman, both of them were knocked sideways as Astadia stormed out of the tavern. The undead elf’s hands were locked in fists, “Enough of this shit!”

“Astadia!” Trician called, “The cat gave us a timeline! We can’t just -”

A cold hand locked around her throat and lifted her off the ground, “Shut up, sister. I might love you, I might be bound to you, but shut the fuck up. I’m done waiting around!”

Orli’s eyes flashed into a stunning blue and she raised her staff. The crystal gave a single flash and launched the undead elf backwards. Astadia flipped and landed lightly on her feet. The elf sneered, “Keep your mage under control, Trick, or I’ll shove that fucking staff through her ass and out her mouth!”

Trician stepped in front of the human quickly, “Fine! You win, Astadia. Launch the fucking siege. You!”

A nearby blue salamander, with more than one or two scratches from a neko on her chest, growled an acknowledgement, “What want?”

“We’re starting.” Trician said with irritation, “You and yours can go bomb the shit out of the capital.”

Their black eyes took on a look of excitement, and they turned to relay the order with a roar.

Trician spread her hands, “Happy now, bitch?”

“I’ll be happy when I can fucking die.” Astadia sneered, “Don’t get dead, sister. Or I will drag you back to this world as a godsdamned draug. And spend the next hundred years berating you!”

With that, Astadia stormed off.

Trician breathed a sigh of relief and looked at Orli, “You okay?”

The human gave a nervous giggle, “Your sister really does love you, doesn’t she?”

She rolled her eyes. “Sure. As much as any shard of a soul can feel love. She’s mostly just made up of hate at how much of a failure I am.”

“No. She loves you.” Orli shook her head, fingers interlacing with Trician’s.

She saw the human about to speak, the nervousness of the confession about to come. Trician turned and yanked her, pulling them into the march. The dragons might be flying, but the draug would be marching.

“Hope you said your goodbyes.” Trician snapped, “We probably won’t be coming back here. Ever. If you survive, you’ll be part of the empress’ court.”

Orli released her, “Oh! Dad!”

As the girl ran backwards to say her final goodbyes, Trician felt her stomach twist in overwhelming guilt.

Astadia walked up to her, following her gaze, “So... She’s fucked?”

Trician silently nodded, hating the fate she saw. It was so clear and imminent that she was even seeing flashes of the coming battle. Saw Orli’s head hanging, blood falling from her mouth as she leaned on her broken staff, but refused to give in.

The undead elf sighed, “Me, too, I guess. Do you survive?”

“No.” Trician whispered, tucking her arms inside her cloak and began to walk. “It’s fate. Either we all die, or everyone and the gods do. What’s a few hundred weighed against all of the future?”

Astadia winced, “Don’t suppose that Twenty Four survives?”

“No idea.” Trician laughed bitterly, “That fucking cat has no fate.”

Her elder sister took clasped her hand and squeezed it, “I suppose doing all of this to protect you isn’t a waste if you’re content with your coming death. But seriously... You don’t survive?”

“It’s... Not that clear.” Trician shook her head. “It’s... I can see the intent of the gods... But...”

Astadia snorted, “Of, fucking, course. Some of them wanna fuck us, and others want to fuck us harder. You can’t tell which of them is going to have their way with us. We’re all just fucking playing pieces to them.”

She nodded, “I... I don’t regret choosing the golden kitsune, sister. Even if it meant I had to try and kill you. The goddess is right. We need less order. A little more chaos. Otherwise... We’re not free. Freedom is chaos.”

“The bells. Without Mischief, Toofy would not be able to fuck up the order of the world. Remind the bastards in charge that no one has a right to look down on any of us.” Astadia growled.

Trician chuckled, “I doubt the cat would agree with you. She hates the gods.”

“She’s right, too.” Astadia sneered, “You’re a willing slave, still. Slavery is a fucking cult, Trick. Anytime you get to say us and them, you done fucked someone. If you think you’re better than anyone, if you think someone’s blind, then you’ve embraced it. Slavery to an ideal still fucks everyone.”

She winced, “Better this, than another.”

“The gods deserve to die, too.” Astadia shook her head, “Burn ’em all. Dividing us by scales, fur or skin. Pointed ears or green eyes. The cure for hate ain’t more of the same. Anger gets shit done... But the hard part is knowing when to stop. I’ll fight for you, but I have no illusions. I need to go and die, too.”

Trician smiled sadly, “Ain’t nothing like evil, in the real world. Just people. And that’s worse.”

“Love makes it tolerable.” Astadia smiled and kissed her cheek, “Whether for a dumbass sister, or a fucking naive human girl.”

Trician glared, “I’m not planning to tell her.”

“You told all of us!” Astadia laughed, “At the top of your fucking lungs, no less!”

Her ears went pink and she muttered, “Orli doesn’t speak elf.”

“You’re such a bitch.” Astadia laughed, “You should tell her. Especially since we’re all about to die.”

“It... Isn’t clear.”

The undead groaned, “Oh. Of course. You’ve seen some slim fate where she survives, haven’t you? And that only fucking happens if you never tell her. You’re trying to be selfless.”

“Aha.” She rolled her jaw, “I’m not having her sacrifice herself for me. I won’t. I don’t care what you or the gods have to say. If she has a chance, then I’m taking it.”

Astadia sighed, “You’re still a bitch. But a loving one.”

— — —
Arina felt her head swim as they stepped into the courtyard. Time didn’t make sense here. Her fragile grip on the powers that had been thrust on her didn’t feel enough to deal with this.

“Steady, steady.” He whispered to her. Taking both her hands and wrapping them around the scythe. “Just like I showed you. Forget how to yield, forget how to fear. Now, remind the world.”

She ever so slightly tapped the scythe’s stave to the ground. Reality fell away, like she was peeling back layers of corruption and rotted skin. Peeling open the fruit to reveal the good flesh beneath the plagued. Dragging out the core and discarding the rest.

The three of them stood in a town square.

A circle had been drawn around most if it. The lines framed on either side by words in a language that wasn’t draconic or any language that should be recognisable, but Arina could read it.

She passed her eyes over the ancient spell, feeling the power still locked inside them, and swallowed nervously. “By the gods...”

“Weren’t bein’ gods dat done dis.” Tammy said grimly, crouching by the edge of the blood that still stained all the ground within the circle. The last marks of the sacrifices that had been made here.

Arina winced, “Oh no. No, no, no... This is why you brought us here! You did this to stop my mistress!”

“No shit.” The kitsune smirked at her, standing up, “Ya be knowin’ what dis is, Khild?”

“This is the birthplace of orckind.” The green-skinned woman spoke, her voice trembling. “A place of evil, where we were twisted into being.”

Arina grabbed her wrist, “We need to leave. Now.”

“It’s so much worse den dat.” Tammy laughed, “Why don’t you be tellin’ her, Arina? Ya can read de writin’. I saw ya do it. Tell her what it says. How were de orcs made, bitch?”

Khild shook her off, glaring at her with green eyes, “What does she mean... It’s worse? Elf and demon were twisted together! An abomination! Demon blood flows through all our veins, because of this! It has to be destroyed!”

“Oh, shit, shit.” Arina said in fright, “You need to leave, Khild. Right now. Leave and forget. I am begging you, for your own sake. Don’t listen to her.”

Tammy laughed, “Mebe I be tellin’ her, den? Someone gotsa tell someone. orcs ain’t bein’ elf and demon. Dat’s just pissin’ in da wind. Some shit said to make ya all be feelin’ better ’bout yourselves.”

The handmaiden spun around and swung the weapon in her hands. The nine tails flared out from behind the kitsune and the scythe’s blade bounced away with a flash of gold.

Khild growled, lifting her hammer, “Someone tell me! What happened here!?”

“orcs already existed.” Tammy laughed, “Dey weren’t created at da Crucible. Dat’s just a lie dat they like ta tell ’emselves. So they can be all pissin’ at da gods.”

The woman blinked, “Then... What happened?”

Arina firmed her grip and focused, trying to at least cut the fox. As she swung, this time, the kitsune vanished altogether, reappearing nearby. Sitting on a roof and idly swinging her legs with her tails wagging behind her.

“Dis is da place where da orcs took der children. Where they killed all der li’l kids.” Tammy declared, “Ya done murdered an entire generation! Sacrificed ’em all and shit. All so dat the demons couldsa be summoned.”

Khild went still and quiet, whispering, “Arina. Please. Just tell me.”

“It’s a summoning circle.” She winced, “Your ancestors summoned the demons into this world. The taint of demonblood in your kind, was voluntary. And the cost, was ten thousand children.”

“We... We did this... To ourselves?” The orc blinked back tears.

Tammy laughed from her perch, “Ya.”

Khild fell to her knees, “We betrayed the gods. Ourselves. All in the pursuit of power? We were the monsters who sought to conquer the world, not the demons?”

“Yup.” Tammy giggled, jumping up and beginning to walk around the edge of the building, “Tis still here, too. All ya gotsa do, to get rid of ya taint, is break the fuckin’ Crucible.”

The orc’s grip on her hammer firmed.

“’Course, once ya done dat, no magic for no orc.” Tammy shrugged, “Fact, every orc who done gotsa evil magic in ’em, dey die.”

That was the horrible truth.

Orckind had spent so many generations, breeding themselves into a race of magic users, hating the gods and demonkind for corrupting them, and it was a self-fulfilling lie.

orcs could be free of the taint on their souls. Free to pass beyond into the next world, if they gave up their magic. But to do so, they would have to kill off their green-eyed heritage.

A heritage that had spread to every orc by the cruelty of eugenics.

They had sacrificed their children to gain their power.

And they had sacrificed their children ever since, to keep it.

Khild’s name was her role. She was born to give birth to children. Taught from her earliest days what she would have to do, to maintain the tainted blood of demonkind in her race.

She had been taught to murder the hope of her people, all in the pursuit of making them stronger.

Now... Now she was forced with a choice.

Allow evil to continue, and try to change a race that had been brainwashed and indoctrinated over generation after generation.

Or act impulsively, and like an orc, and commit one final sin. Free her race by ending all of them. A few halfbreeds, hiding away, would survive. A few loved but forbidden children, born without magic, would survive.

Arina glared at Tammy, “You utter bitch. You did this just to make sure that Sai wouldn’t have his army. So that Toofy would get hurt.”

“’Course I did.” The kitsune laughed, “I gonna be pissin’ on dat neko if da last t’ing I ever done! She stole ma goddess. I gonna steal her everyt’ing.”

Khild pushed herself slowly to her feet, breathing hard, “I can purify us. Here and now. Write a new future.”

“Thousands will die!” Arina yelled, “You can’t! You’ll be killing off an entire race!”

“No!” The orc snarled, “Not an entire race. The ones we need to live, will live! I will free us! No more tyranny of magic! No more bloodlust! The time of the waa’rlok is over!”

Arina felt the pain in her chest as Khild brought her hammer down on one of the runes, shattering stone and breaking the circle. Shattering magic that had been humming for so long, binding an entire race, powered by the endless flow of child sacrifice.

Khild tumbled to the ground.

Arina leaned on her scythe as hot and angry tears fell from her eyes.

Somewhere nearby the kitsune chuckled, “Ya know da worst part, Arina? Da emperor be feelin’ dat. He wassa be wantin’ ta sacrifice da orcs. And now it be done. He got ’em all. One big fuckin’ sacrifice of blood. Ya neko done be fucked.”

“You... Bitch.” She snarled, but before she could do anything a gentle hand took her wrist, and she found herself standing in the darkness.

Death shook his head gently, “We cannot interfere. And you needed elsewhere.”

“It isn’t fair!” She yelled, “Thousands!”

“Hundreds of thousands.” Death whispered with a similar pain, “I will guide them, all that I can, to paradise. But what is done, is done. It is not our place to reverse it.”

Arina sobbed, leaning on her scythe.

“You have another duty, another calling.” He said quietly, rubbing her back, “This duty, will be even harder than that witness. One close to your mistress has passed, and must be led beyond.”

Arina looked up at him, feeling her stomach twist, “My mistress?”

— — —
“You know... Everyone says that I’m stupid.” Eratigan began, springing out of nowhere and nearly causing Trician to plunge a dagger into the witch.

She sighed, “You are insufferable.”

“Mmm. Heard that word, too. Not entirely sure what it means.” Eratigan shrugged, “But stupid... I think it means making mistakes when you shouldn’t. I’m also not entirely sure what a mistake is, but I sorta get it, sometimes. When you do stuff you didn’t expect to do.”

Trician sighed heavily, “Are you here for a reason, witch?”

“You’re stupid.”

The elf glared at her, “You think I’m doing something I didn’t expect? I guess. Marching with a bunch of my dead ancestors to fight to protect someone I hate fits.”

“Not that kind of mistake. The other kind.” Eratigan shook her head, “You’re stupid because you think Tai is going to let a timeline happen if you don’t tell Orli.”

The human holding her hand jerked in surprise, “Tell me what?”

“I’m not saying. Obviously.” Trician rolled her eyes.

Eratigan blinked a couple times, “Mmm... I think I agree with Tai. You’re stupid. And if the god of time and his girlfriend are both calling you stupid, then you’re probably stupid.”

“Are you actually trying to annoy me?” Trician laughed.

The witch looked sad, “Aw. It isn’t working. What was the other insult my boyfriend said I should use? Mmm... Oh, yeah! You’re a cocksucking whore!”

“Uhm, what?”

Eratigan shrugged, “He said you were a stupid cocksucking whore because you were willing to enslave your first boyfriend, just to keep him, but you’re too much of a stupid coward to tell Orli anything.”

That time the witch got to the elf. She was still hurting from Kaleid’s death and her role in it. Hurting because she knew her goddess had killed him, just to make room in her heart for Orli.

“I may have asked him how to make you angry.” Eratigan smiled innocently. “I don’t really... Get, anger. It’s a weird thing.”

The elf sighed heavily, glaring at her, “If I tell her, will you piss off?”

“Mmm... Only if the two of you end up in a ditch.” Eratigan grinned cheekily.

“Fuck off, witch.” Trician stopped walking, and pulled Orli out of sight of the road and the undead marching. Watching a bunch of zombie elves wasn’t exactly fitting for the mood she was about to try and set.

The witch hadn’t had to push very hard.

Trician knew the chances of any of them surviving was nearer to nothing than something. She also knew that she utterly adored the woman who clung to her hand wherever they went.

Orli glared at her, “You’ve been keeping secrets. I... Don’t like that. You looked into my destiny, didn’t you? Just because it’s bad doesn’t mean that -”

“You and I are both about to die.”

The blue eyes widened, and her throat bobbed as she swallowed, “Oh.”

“That wasn’t the secret.” Trician sighed, “There’s... I’ll let it be your choice. Not mine. There’s a small chance, that if I don’t tell you... You survive. A very small chance.”

Orli bit her lip, considering, “And... You?”

“I’m fucked.” The elf shook her head.

The woman looked heavily conflicted, and shuffled her feet, “I... I don’t like that... You’re keeping something from me. But... I suppose I get it. And I don’t know that I want to know, if it means I have to die. But... I’m probably going to die, aren’t I?”

“It seems that way.” Trician sighed and shrugged, “But... Nothing is fixed, when it comes to Twenty Four. The cat... Screws with things. She has no fate. So every time she touches any of our lives, she changes the whole future. There was no future in which I was not bound by a bell. And now there is no future where I will ever wear one again.”

Orli blinked, “You want to tell me.”

Trician shrugged, “No. Not really. And I already have, you just didn’t realise it.”

“Elvish...” Orli said slowly, glaring at her, “You said a lot of elven words when we... You know. You weren’t just swearing?”

“So many swear words.” Trician grinned, “But... No. Not all swear words. And it is annoying how quickly you realised that.”

The blue-eyed girl smiled nervously, “Because it means I might have guessed it? If I do guess, does that count?”

Trician held out her hand and looked at the diamonds, and felt her stomach drop. “Oh, fuck’s sake. The future has disappeared again. Oh, shit. What’s happened, this time?”

“W-what was the secret?” Orli begged her.

The elf took a deep breath, “I really hope it wasn’t Astadia’s overreaction... Shit... Um... Nothing I can do, is there? So... I guess... This will be a distraction from the impending fucking of us all. Na ktia ni Orli.”

The blue eyes stared into her soul, “I didn’t understand that.”

“Ni Orli, means the sentence is about you.” Trician said nervously, “Na ktia... I suppose the best translation is that... My soul belongs.”

The human stared at her, “That... That was more... Than I expected... Your soul belongs to me?”

“You are my soulmate, the one that I love.” Trician half-whispered, lifting up the hand with intertwined fingers, “Do you think I’d put up with this, from just anyone? The goddess forged us for each other. I love you, whether or not I ever wanted to. Your pain, is my pain. Your desire, is my desire. I am not whole... Without you.”

Orli slapped her, “You were going to let me die without saying that!?”

Trician rubbed at her cheek, glaring at her, “Ow. You can actually hit.”

“You utterly...” Orli growled and then grabbed her head and kissed her. Then, the human shoved her backwards. “I hate how romantic you were, just now. And how you nearly didn’t give me that. I want an apology.”

Trician smiled at her sadly, “It should have been your choice to begin with. I was arrogant. I hope you forgive me that, because I am. All the way through. In my defence, I am a princess.”

“Worst. Apology. Ever.” Orli rolled her eyes.

The elf shook her head, “That wasn’t the apology. This is.”

She stepped closer to them, pulling them into her embrace. The elf leaned down and planted a soft and gentle kiss against her soft lips. Savouring how soft and timid Orli was.

Orli gave a small laugh, “Eratigan was totally telling you to... Do this... Wasn’t she?”

“Mmm. The witch doesn’t seem to have a concept of a filter.” Trician laughed softly, “Now, then... This is probably the last time we can be together. Any last requests?”

The human swallowed, “Not... That. Don’t remind me about that. It... Well... Um... I’m... Dry?”

“Fear is the lust killer.” Trician replied and slid down to her knees, looking up at her, “However... Why don’t you lean against a tree? I did bad. I should at least pretend to act like I am less than you, for a moment. I’ll stay on my knees.”

Orli bit her lip and jumped over to a tree and leaned back onto it, “I kinda like that.”

The elf shuffled over, making a show of staying on her knees, before reaching up and under the skirt. She smiled at her, and rubbed the centre of her underwear, “This doesn’t feel so dry, to me.”

“I like you... Down there.” Orli said nervously. “Sorry.”

Trician rolled her eyes, still rubbing at Orli’s mound, “Don’t be apologising to me for wanting to fuck me. That’s what I want you to do, girl. Kinda sucks I got exiled from my home. Would have been fun to one day make you scream loud and hard in a palace. It echoes.”

“Are you trying to make me jealous of... How many girlfriends have you had?” Orli said accusingly.

The elf looked up at her innocently, “None, actually. I’ve always chosen men, in the past. You’re my first woman. Not something I expected, but the goddess does enjoy chaos.”

“Oh gods. You’ve never had a girlfriend, and you know how to... You know... Me, that well?” Orli said, shifting her hips uncomfortably.

“Well, I have one of my own.” Trician pointed out and finally pulled down the underwear she had continued to play with the entire time.

She used her hands to grab Orli’s knees and force them apart quickly, and leaned up and kissed at her, just the once, before she sucked briefly at Orli’s clit.

“Sh-shit!” The woman gasped.

The human clit was overly sensitive, barely able to be touched, compared to the rock-hard elven pearl. So Trician slipped further down, braced herself and then lifted Orli’s legs up and over her shoulders to make access easier.

She leaned them both away from the tree a little before diving her tongue inside. Running it along the soft and silky insides of this little woman that she loved.

Orli seemed so timid, so hesitant, but she had gone to war with people she barely knew. Accepted her likely death as merely being a part of the greater good. She had more courage than most elves that Trician had known.

The woman grabbed Trician’s head with both hands, shoving her into her crotch, “M-more. I need more.”

Born with the sexual appetites of an arachne.

Orli’s legs trembled beside her ears as Trician did her best to lap away at the wet little thing, using her nose to press against the clit every so often. She could feel the human tightening up, desire increasing.

“Please. More.” She begged.

Trician grabbed Orli’s legs and flipped the woman so she was standing and leaning into the tree at an obscene angle. She slammed two fingers into her, and began rubbing her thumb at the other hole.

The elf leaned around her and kissed at her neck, as Orli groaned into her, “Y-yess. Just like that. J-just like that.”

Trician pulled Orli’s hair out if the way and gave her a gentle little love bite. Elven teeth prickling the delicate skin as she frantically slid in and out of the channel that was now so slick that it was dripping.

“Oh. Ooh. Aha.” Orli’s voice took on a higher pitch and she nodded excitedly.

The elf felt her stomach leap as soft fur brushed around her ankles before travelling up and flicking at her cloth covered womanhood. A voice whispered in her ear. “Good girl. Fuck your present... Speaking of... Use the staff. She’ll love it.”

Never once had Trician thought mounting a magical item would result in something other than disaster and doom. Yet, with Orli spilling over her hand, and the goddess teasing her, she was tempted to try it herself.

She grabbed the object from where it had fallen, feeling a burst of strength the moment her fingers touched the bone. She flicked it and cast a quick purifying spell before placing the lower tip at Orli’s entrance.

Blue eyes stared back in shock, “What is that!?”

“Divine inspiration.” Trician murmured and slid it in a half-finger’s worth. Orli groaned loudly, and spread her legs out a little more.

The elf gently fucked her girlfriend with the item, before sliding it in a little more. Orli’s voice became frantic and desperate little gasps, unable to speak.

With each clench and tremor of her legs the exposed blue gem at the top of the staff gave a tiny burst of light, and sent a thrill through Trician’s own nervous system.

As she continued she slowly realised she could feel it. The object softened by the unigrad hair coating, piercing into Orli’s depths. Trician could, dully, feel it as if it were inside herself.

She adjusted her grip, and angle, changing the placement for how she would more enjoy it. Orli’s reaction was immediate. The woman clamped down and came all over the staff inside her.

“Tashin!” Trician cried out as she felt herself do the same in perfect synchronicity. Her own channel pulsing in perfect time and rhythm with Orli, flooding and ruining her underwear as she came.

The staff dropped out with a slick pop and fell to the ground as Trician’s legs gave way. Orli fell onto her, breathing hard and staring at her in wonder.

It took a few minutes before either of them could speak.

Orli gasped out a sentence first, “What... The fuck... Was that?”

— — —
Toofy pulled some gristle out of her hair and flicked it into the garden as they waited to be greeted. She glared sideways at her companion, “The Mia is a messy eater.”

The salamander snorted black smoke and let out a large belch, still upset from the kick to the groin she had received earlier.

The neko dragged her fingers through her hair, looking at it for other unsightly residents, “Toofy wasn’t sure if rude to ask... But... Does the Mia prefer he, she, or they, now?”

“Not have any in dragon tongue.” The salamander shrugged, “Used to she. But I was not only raised by temple. Had salamander teachers when too young to slave.”

She nodded and dislodged a bone fragment, “Hmm. Toofy thinks she likes she on Meerakeilian. But... Dos rakna kora.”

The salamander’s head jerked at the draconic idiom, which roughly translated to going with the flow. They smiled slowly at her, “I forgot. You speak dragon tongue.”

“And lord inside doesn’t.” Toofy smiled back at her, letting the implication hang.

They didn’t have too much longer to wait, the butler returning. He bowed and waved an arm inside, “Lord Vanhern has acquiesced to provide you shelter so that you may explain your request, and will see you in his receiving lounge, now.”




Twenty Three

The catgirl breaks the city.

— — —
Sai stared in confusion at the light surrounding him and the others. It didn’t look like a barrier. It was subtle, tiny little flakes of gold floating down gently from an unknown source.

Soft arms wrapped around him, a calming voice hushing him. He felt a tiredness in his aching muscles, but also an eerie shrivelling sensation as the myriad of splits and cuts to his skin reversed themselves. The flesh stitching itself back together.

The backs of the hands holding his chest showed an incredibly fine blonde fur. It was like Tammy’s, but made that kitsune’s silky fur seem like a wire brush by comparison.

A chin leaned gently on his shoulder, “You know, I’m not supposed to do this. The other’s are going to be freaking pissed.”

“Thank you. I am indebted to you, whoever you are.”

“Mmm.” She agreed and kissed his cheek, “That you are. Feel free to call me whatever. Worn lots of names. Mischief. Chaos. The Golden Kitsune. But you get the point, don’t you, Sai?”

He felt himself wake up, and feel real fear. Dying was one thing... Being indebted to one of the betrayer gods was another thing entirely.

“Hush.” She giggled, pulling him tighter into the strangely comforting hug, “I didn’t save you, for your sake. I did it because I have a thing for Toofy. I adore that little cat, but she’s going to need a helping hand, soon.”

“The kittens?” He breathed in.

The woman laughed, “Safe. The succubus got them out of the city before Kaden issued his order to kill all nekos on sight. Those two rascals are going to grow up to be fine women. It is fated.”

Sai winced, “I missed their birth.”

“And naming ceremonies. Artema and Ink.” The kitsune rubbed her face into his cheek, “But forget about them. Someone is going to fight Kaden soon. As it is, that will be Toofy. We can’t let it happen.”

Sai eyed the royal mages still trying to break through the barrier. A guard approached and poked it with a sword, before screaming as their skin peeled off them and floated away.

The woman turned Sai around so he was looking directly into her orange eyes. She smiled and cupped his cheek, “These deep blue eyes. They suit you better than the demonic ones.”

He swallowed nervously, “What would you have of me?”

“I’ll be your patron. Give you my magic. An edge to put you back on level with Kaden, instead of this pathetic display.” The goddess smiled, and pulled his hips closer to her. “In return, you will hunt down and kill him before he can lay a hand on my Twenty Four.”

“The one who fights the emperor, their fate is to die?” Sai asked.

She smirked, “The one who kills Kaden is fated to die. He might not be well liked, but he is a demigod. We can’t go and let the mortals think that they can touch the divine, can we?”

“You don’t agree.” Sai realised, “Is... Is that what it means to be a betrayer god?”

“No. It is what it means to be me. If it wasn’t Toofy, I wouldn’t give a shit.” She laughed, and sigh felt a tail brushing up between his legs. “Of course, I’m still not going to help you for free, mortal. Yet, I think you remember the dangers of fucking a kitsune, don’t you? You must cause us both to finish.”

Sai swallowed nervously, “Is that even possible?”

She laughed, and squeezed herself against him. Kissing his cheek, “Willing to die for Toofy. No hesitation. No wonder she loves you, Sai. I like that. Yes. Yes, a mortal can get me off. I often played with Efina, when she was still alive. There was a woman who understood how to... Fuck.”

She emphasised the last word as she began to unknot his belt.

He caught her hand, “The others? The army?”

Orange eyes rolled and she gave a small pout. However, he heard the guards collapsing to the ground. Saw Esme lying nearby beginning to breathe deeply and slowly.

The kitsune pulled on his chin, and then she stood up on her tippy toes and kissed him. Her lips drifted to his cheek and she whispered to him, “I’ll borrow Tammy’s word. I’ll say... Quest... If there’s something that I don’t like.”

She flung him effortlessly to the ground, and moved down and pulled off his pants. The goddess laughed at his extremely mild semi, and then flicked at it. He immediately felt a pulse run through his body and he was as hard as he had ever been.

The woman pounced onto his shoulders, displaying her tails. Her many, many tails that were practically innumerable. They spread out in a confusing and overlapping fashion, as the goddess showed off for him.

She chuckled softly and shrugged, her clothes dissolving to ash and falling away. The soft white and grey flakes slipped from her buxom form with a tantalising slowness, leaving no streaks behind.

She positioned herself over him, and then slowly lowered herself. She used one hand to guide him into her entrance, her warmth.

Sai tried to bury any feeling of self-hatred as he committed a sin against his bride... Again. He flinched as he felt her tighten around him, and then the firm and hard lock seized onto the head of his member.

The goddess let out a long and drawn out sigh, “Ooooh... I’ve been missing that. Oh, yes. Why is it only ever women who worship me? A girl needs a dick, every now and then. Fuck.”

She grinned down at him with her orange eyes as she began to ride him, “Too bad Saia isn’t here. That’d drive Toofy wild. You sucking on her plaything’s tail, whilst I fuck you. She’s never going to forgive you for this, Sai.”

“So... Long as... She survives.” He said seriously.

The goddess rolled her eyes, “Oh don’t pretend you’re not enjoying this. I know exactly what kind of cunt I have. No mortal is as good as I am, boy.”

He took a different tactic, and started to meet her thrusts. “You love... My... Wife.”

“Ooh.” The goddess cooed, “I do, I do. And without you in the picture, I’m going to fuck her brains out. Why do you think I’m doing this? I want her all to myself.”

It took him all his strength not to groan. She was tight, she was active, and even the tie binding him into her was sensuous in the way it moved against him.

If he wasn’t so worried about what came next, he would be enjoying the hell out of this. As far from guilt-free as could be, and he was certain that Toofy would be hissing at him, but the woman on top of him was right.

She was no mere mortal.

— — —
Vanhern looked at Toofy as she continued picking bone fragments out of her hair, and he coughed, “I presume the ordinance to eradicate all nekos is in effect?”

“Mm.” She nodded, and forced herself to stop. She lowered her hands into her lap and smiled sweetly, “This is her first time meeting him. She is sorry for her state, and the graveness of the situation.”

He shrugged, “I could hardly refuse two ambassadors, even if I suspect your titles will soon be revoked. How may I assist you, Lady Sai?”

Toofy touched the wedding bracelet on her wrist instinctively, feeling a little burst of happiness, despite the way her future now hinged on this moment. “First, allow the Lady Sai to offer the customary greeting gift. For some time, the temple has hidden who it was who assaulted the Vanhern’s daughter.”

His knuckles went white, gripping his chair, “Yes.”

“Temple is destroyed. Mia burned it down.” Toofy waved casually at her companion, “But the Vanhern shouldn’t fret. Lady Sai discovered the identity of the lordling in question, some time ago. Knows how to prove it.”

Vanhern nodded slowly, “I... Heard the temple was burning. Honestly, I thought that was related to the... Slave uprising. A sudden failure of our enchantments.”

“It was. That was where Lady Sai broke the magic.” Her red eyes flashed, daring him to antagonise her. However, it seemed to only be confirming something for him.

Didn’t ease his stench of fear, though.

“However, back to gift.” She smirked, “The one who hurt Lady Vanhern was Lord Castelle the Third, the younger. And unless Lady Sai is very wrong, he has already been murdered by his mother. At Lady Sai’s suggestion.”

Vanhern shifted uncomfortably, “What you speak of are criminal acts.”

“Perhaps. But easily forgotten in chaos.” Toofy shrugged, “Plagues, no more slaves, destroyed temple, and city about to burn. She would say that the emperor has lost control of the situation, wouldn’t he agree?”

“The fire at the temple is under control.” Vanhern avoided directly matching her gaze, “I presume then, you have some further act of treason you will commit, Lady Sai? And you wish my protection from it?”

She giggled, “Beside her, is the Meerakeilian. Last Hatchling of the Irrlichdan, and his heir. She has been acknowledged by her kind as queen. All of dragonkind has heard her cry, and knelt to her.”

“Oh my.” Vanhern stared at the salamander, at her black and red scales. “The roar I heard, the other day. That was... You?”

She bared her fangs and growled quietly.

Toofy switched to draconic, “Play nice! He’s already about to shit himself.”

Mia laughed, a deep and guttural sound, before she replied in her native tongue, “I want to eat him.”

The catgirl smoothed her clothing, and smiled sweetly again, “As she was saying, all of dragonkind is united. United and free of bells. They are coming here, to the seat of power that tried to enslave them. The city will burn. Irrlichdan alone nearly destroyed the Golden Mountain.”

“That city is still rebuilding, true.” Vanhern acknowledged, “However, the God-Emperor of Mankind fought then, as he will, now. If the Queen of Dragonkind wishes only to cause harm to innocents, then this path is well chosen.”

Mia snarled at him, “I fight. I fight.”

“We don’t have to fight.” Toofy snapped at her, and grinned, “However, if it is insisted upon, along with dragons will come draug. Big, undead army.”

Vanhern winced, “The plague proceeded them. I suppose you also hold sway over these abominations, Lady Sai?”

“Mmm. But they didn’t summon the plague. The emperor did.” Toofy blinked her red eyes innocently. “The Astadia leads the draug. She will be the Lady Sai’s witness.”

The lord nodded slowly, “Enslaving dragonkind. Raising a plague. You are attempting to prove that the current crisis was directly caused by our honoured emperor. As such, he has proven to be unfit for the throne.”

She nodded slowly, “No need for fight. The Vanhern can speak to ministers. Speak to emperor. Issue the command, step down or be deposed.”

“Your arrogance is astonishing, m’lady.” The lord laughed, “You threaten the city, and expect the ministers will bow to your will? That they will take a low level lord as the next emperor? You are too ambitious.”

Toofy’s face fell. She spoke with irritation, “Her Sai will not be next emperor. The next on the throne will be exotic. They will be neko. The twenty fourth ruler of empire will be Lady Twenty Four de Sai.”

Vanhern burst out laughing, trying to cover his mouth and regain his composure, but failing.

The neko glared at him, her red eyes glittering. She spoke quietly, “I, alone, destroyed every slaving enchantment in the entire empire, human. I ate the heart of a dark god, because he took my son from me. I have the queen of dragons subjugated to my will. I have the ancient undead army of the elves bound to my will. Should humanity really push me, and see what I will do to conquer them?”

That sobered him up.

She sneered, “What makes you think that I would allow anyone opposing me to keep breathing, human?”

“Point well taken.” He agreed, “That, I suppose, is the stick. The carrot being the just execution of one that hurt what was most precious to me.”

As if to underscore the moment, the ground rumbled and the building shook. Toofy tried not to growl in irritation that Mia’s army had already arrived. However, she hadn’t expected Astadia’s patience would last.

Meerakeilian chuckled, “Skies burn. City falls. Who will die, human? Devourer is empress. You just too stupid to know it.”

Lord Vanhern stood up, staggering as the ground rolled again, “I will call an emergency meeting of the ministers, and present your case, Lady Sai.”

— — —
It was gone. The magic... All of that magic... Everything he had been preparing to capture, was gone.

The Crucible had been destroyed. Killing off every single orc that had a shred of magic in them. Killing them, and ripping that magic forever outside of his grasp.

He could have caught it, if he were prepared, but his preparations had still been weeks away from completion. He hadn’t even finished the tether, let alone the siphon.

The only remnants of orcish magic now lay in him, and the other Sons of Menes. That was all that was left. And if that went, not only would he not become a god, he would become mortal, again.

“Seal the doors.” Kaden declared, evicting his servants and locking himself away in his room.

It only took a moment, but he felt the arrival of an army on his doorstep. The attacks that were familiar. The screams that ripped through the air and sent a shiver down his spine.

The roar of dragonkind.

He had hoped, after he had finally killed Irrlichdan, to never hear that sound again. He had hoped that after he slew their king, that the dragons would never again unite against any enemy.

Someone had stolen his magic from him.

Then, they had come for him.

The cat was coming for him.

He should have realised it, when he was toying with her. She may not have been a physical threat to him at the time, she may have been terrified of him, at the time, but he should never have dismissed her as a threat.

Sai’s bitching little neko had a talent for survival that was rivalled only by his own, and hers was not reliant on magic stolen by ritual and demon blood.

He should have killed Slag, instead of giving him a name and a title. He had allowed the man to become something he admired, instead of a vulnerability to be destroyed.

He had made too many mistakes.

If Kaden survived this, he needed to treat these mistakes as he had after Tamamo de Mae had tried to execute him. No kitsune dared to cross into his territory. Not anymore.

Perhaps he was too lenient with them, as well.

When Kaden had found the wastes at the edge of his empire, he had stopped. The mud that could barely feed the rabble that barely survived there had made him halt. Made him decide that not everything was worth owning.

It wouldn’t take hundreds of soldiers to seize control of the wastes. It would take thousands. You would have to spill as much blood as there is mud, just to get it. Keeping it would take even more.

You would be forced to transform it, piece by bloody piece, until the wastes didn’t exist anymore.

Yet, if you did that, there was no more ground for the enemy to hide in.

Allowing his enemy to live, even if it was a half-life, was a mercy that he should not have allowed. His kindness had once again endangered him, and so Kaden would become the enemy. He would embrace every avenue of evil, until no one could threaten him and his goal.

He would bathe the world in blood, make the entire world into his sacrifice.

He would become their god.

First, he would have to survive them. Survive all the scheming little bastards who took a piece of his empire. The ministers. The lords. The ladies. The slaves and eunuchs.

He would kill them.

He would kill them all.

Kaden would sacrifice the entire population of the capital, getting rid of all the bastards. That is what it would take to ease his mind. He couldn’t allow himself to become mortal. Not when he was so close.

“By blood begun, by blood undone.” He muttered to himself.

How much was the fucking neko willing to sacrifice, so that she could steal what belonged to him? Kaden wondered just how far she would go to get what she wanted.

Whatever it was, it wouldn’t be enough. He would always go further. Always do what was necessary. He would make her beg to die, just so that she wouldn’t have to see the world that she had helped to create by making him take her seriously as a threat.

She would wish all he had done was fuck her.

It had to be connected to her.

The destruction of the Crucible wasn’t the only surge of magic that Kaden had picked up. That had come from below the city, far below. Another surge, larger and far more wide reaching, had come from his city.

He’d recognised the spell instantly.

He was the one who had created it.

The spell of disenchantment, that could break any bond.

The true power behind a slave collar wasn’t that the slaving spell was somehow fixed into the object with some powerful magic that made it so only one single spell could break it.

It was that no spell could break it.

No spell, except the spell that could break all enchantments. A spell that could block, reverse, and shred any other spell. The spell that could undo all others.

He had been the one to discover it, craft it. Using the knowledge of the spell as a way to expand his influence beyond the borders of his empire. Selling off mages who he taught the spell to as a means of enticing other distant rulers into trade relationships.

He had built the world on the backs of a new kind of slavery. It didn’t matter if it was his empire, or someone else’s. They all had to pay a royalty to him, or lose their ability to control their slaves.

Kaden was struggling to imagine the kind of mage who could discover his fucking spell, on their own, and then somehow deploy it with enough power that it could spread out beyond the borders of his fucking empire.

The only one who came close, was Menes, and Kaden had made certain that the orcs had ensured that fucker was never coming back.

Yet, if one fucked up orc could find a way to summon and bind a demon, then it could be done again. Someone else, who may have been trying to sacrifice the orcs with the destruction of the Crucible, might have siphoned off some of that power.

The creativity to imagine stealing the power of a dark god, and then succeeding, put this threat higher than any that had ever stood at Kaden.

It... It couldn’t be the cat.

He could see her doing the Crucible. She might be able to guess enough from her relationship with Slag. She had managed to find the city beneath the city.

She had grasped Elatham’s death magic incredibly quickly, as well. Magic that was demonic in nature, but was barely touching onto what Kaden had. It had power, but nothing compared to what was required.

Yet, the experience of wielding a little, may have created a craving for more.

How would she have gained more?

He felt his breathing increase. The cat must have been pursuing the piece of Menes.

Slag. Westcolm. Elatham.

All were missing or dead. All were connected with the cat shortly beforehand. All of them had a grudge or six against the emperor. If she had somehow stolen their magic, she might be able to get enough of an understanding to summon a demon.

If she made a deal with that demon... She might have the power required to cast that spell.

Gods he regretted not cutting her head off.

She had proved, as far as the idiots were concerned, her own personal prowess by destroying decades of industry in a single moment. Now, the walls of his city were shaking as she attempted to prove the power of her allies and army.

She was trying to convince the ministers to out him.

— — —
“What... What is this?” Arina asked quietly, looking to her master in horror as he proffered the small bundle to her.

“One who was lost. Who who needs help, your guidance.” He spoke quietly, gently. “It hurts, Arina. I know it does. I know just how much you love his mother, but his time is at an end. All you can do is provide comfort as you guide him to the next world.”

“What god would take him? His life was over before it began!” She said desperately.

“I would. All who are lost, who have nowhere else to go, they come to me.” Death replied and turned, waving a hand to change the landscape into rolling hills filled with wheat stalks.

On a distant hill, she saw a long loghouse. Heard the laughter coming from it. Arina sniffled, a tear rolling down her cheek. She bent down and the small bundle climbed weakly out of her arms.

She smiled and brushed his cheek, “Your mother hates anyone touching her head, so I won’t pet you. You’ll find a home here. A good home. A life, to replace the one that you lost.”

He cocked his head, two black eyes staring up at her in confusion.

She breathed in weakly, stiffly, and forced herself to smile, “The taint won’t hurt you here. It’ll never hurt you, again.”

The kitten blinked again, and then turned and scampered away. He tripped over his own feet, flipping head over heels. He shook his head, and then continued off on his run.

She leaned on her scythe as she stood up shakily, “M’lord?”

“Yes, Arina?”

“I... I know it isn’t my place... But I will fight you if you don’t help me. This isn’t a request. Help me hurt the person responsible for this.”

Death considered her, “And who is responsible for this?”

“The gods. The demons. Tammy. The emperor. Everyone who thinks they can just take a piece of my mistress. Everyone who keeps fucking with her just because they think they can.” Arina growled as the tears rolled down both her cheeks.

The god put a reassuring hand on her shoulder and squeezed, “I won’t, with Tammy. I’m afraid that the fate of the kitsune is far worse than anything you could possibly do, even with my assistance. As for the rest... I cannot give it to you for free. There is a cost.”

“I will pay it, your grace.” Arina said stiffly.

He chuckled and put both his arms around her waist and leaned onto her shoulder, “Oh, this side of you, I love, Arina. The unyielding soul, now preparing for a march to war. To join the war of the gods, and make them regret ever letting you survive this long.”

“I will pay the price.” She said firmly, “For Toofy... For her son... I will pay whatever blood that they demand of me.”

“Tis not blood.” He whispered quietly, “No... No, if you step into this war, my beautiful Arina, you will never step out of it again. You will fight in the war of the gods. Not until your dying breath, but forever. Always. An eternity. So long as the gods exist, so shall you. Wielding my scythe, in my name.”

She swallowed nervously, and hardened her heart, “I have to give up my humanity.”

“No, but you must give up your mortality.” He replied, “You will... Only rarely... Be allowed to see those that you love. Their concerns will no longer be your concerns. I will help you, against the enemies of Toofy, but once she has the throne, you will no longer be allowed to touch her world. You will be joining mine.”

Arina examined the cost. An eternity of hardship and pain, to carve true agony into the heart of whoever had fucked with her mistress.

“I will pay the cost.”

He chuckled, “The cost, my dear Arina, is that you will... Become me. I will take you as my apprentice, my heir, and... My bride. You will know nothing but the pain of loss, as you patrol the borders between this life, and the next.”

“I will pay the cost.” She replied and turned to look at him, “I love Toofy. You cannot have my heart, not truly. But I do not find you repugnant. I do not find you offensive. I am not afraid to become your wife, nor your lover. But my heart will always belong to Lady Twenty Four.”

Death nodded gently and kissed her cheek again, “Who could ask for more? The demands placed upon you are all that you have. Now, before I assist you, there are others. Many have died, it is for us to guide them forth. Until the right moment.”

— — —
The kitsune happily skipped along, still chuckling to herself. It had been so damned easy to manipulate the dumb orc. Ever since she convinced them to screw around with Sai, she had been looking for a nice and easy lever to use to drive a wedge between Sai and his neko.

Khild and the Crucible had been an opportunity too good to waste.

It had taken her nine hundred years to earn her tails. A thousand years spent in this stinking world. She wasn’t about to let a thousand years of trying to impress the goddess be ruined by one monstrous little catgirl.

She was going to end up pissing on everything that catgirl had ever held dear. Make her regret ever having lived. All because it had taken her only a couple of decades to grab Mischief’s attention.

Tammy was even kitsune. How could the goddess choose a fucking cat over something that shared the same form as her? It was like getting pissed on from on high.

The fox’s ears twitched as she heard moaning up ahead. She had been hearing it for a while, but now it wasn’t just sex. She knew that voice. Gods above, she knew them both.

Her orange eyes stared in horror and betrayal as she emerged from between the roofs, and found herself looking down at her gorgeous, beautiful, and brilliant goddess bouncing up and down firmly on the bastard of a lord that she hated.

She hadn’t hated him, up until that moment.

Tammy had even been trying to think of ways to steal him out from under the cat’s nose, permanently. She had chosen him as her mate, and now he was... Fucking her goddess?

“Da fuck ya bas’ard!” She roared, flashing her fangs, before flicking herself across the space. Reappearing next to the goddess and trying to punch Sai in the face.

A hand like steel grabbed her wrist, and Mischief gave a small moan, “Oh, go annoy someone else, Tammy. Oh. I don’t want interruptions. Shit. Fuck me. Fuck me all day long. Oh, that’s good.”

Her tails flared out and golden flakes filled the air as she channelled her magic. Tammy glared down at Sai and his... Blue eyes? What the hell happened to those intense green orbs?

There was a loud crack as the goddess snapped Tammy’s wrist, every bone, like it was a twig. As she let out an ear-piercing screech, the goddess launched her flying.

She could see the woman still fucking the human, still locked down on his dick, as Tammy flew. Her back shattered as she pulverised not one but several stone columns, before the overhanging roof of a building collapsed down and tried to finish the job.

Tammy coughed weakly, crawling out of the rubble with her one uninjured arm. Gritting her teeth as she felt the lancing pain through her spine that felt like it wasn’t exactly straight or even in one piece anymore.

It was difficult to breathe, but it was harder to watch her goddess screwing around with her mate.

Sai wasn’t quiet, either. He was giving his low grunts, verging on growling, as the woman rode him. Tammy could hear each thrust into the sloppy warmth of her goddess by her chosen mate.

Her orange eyes weren’t only watering from the incredible pain that she was in. Her body had been completely fucked over by the goddess, but there was a worse fate than being crippled.

Having to watch this.

“Be a doll, and heal the kitties, would you?” Mischief said breathlessly, “Oh... Oh, I think... I think I’m gonna... I’m gonna cum!”

Sai grabbed her more firmly, not increasing the speed of his thrusts, but making them just that tiny bit deeper. Pushing the goddess towards the ecstasy of her orgasm.

Tammy missed the feeling of that. Him bearing down on top of her, determined to make her scream as he filled her up. The goddess was weird like that, quiet for a kitsune. She didn’t tend to scream.

Her jealousy towards him was conflicted by the flushed woman riding him with both hands on his chest. Tammy had tried for nearly a millennium to be the one that Mischief would shower with affection. A thousand years, and nothing to show for it.

The goddess planted herself firmly and let out a long and high-pitched squeal. Tammy glaring as the woman’s thighs quaked, muscles twanging as Mischief stared down at Sai in what looked a lot like shock.

“Fuuuck.” Sai grunted and Tammy couldn’t help but snarl as her mate unloaded himself into the tight confines of another fox. Breaking the tie and her heart all at once.

The goddess glared over at her, still firmly mounted, “I thought I told you to heal the women. It’s not like I’m about to grant you death as an escape, idiot. You know I’ll hurt you worse than that.”

“Ya gotsa be shittin’ ma.” She replied coldly, “I ain’t be walkin’, and ya t’ink I be castin’? Ya done fucked me over! Ya done be fuckin’ wit ma ’n ya -”

“Shut up.” The goddess replied coldly, and Tammy tried to squeal as her mouth entirely disappeared. The orange eyes she had craved bored into her with hatred, “I am not a fool, kit. I am quite aware that you have been working against me for some considerable time. Placing your interests above mine. Trying to hurt what I have laid claim to. If you did not still have a use to me, I would have handed you over to the demons to tear apart, long ago.”

A muffled whine emitted from her throat, as she panted through her nose. Staring at the rage of the one she loved, who was still impaled on the other one she loved. Sai, for his part, was watching them silently. Judging and calculating, like he always did.

The goddess waved at her, and then to the fallen women. Her stare impassive, as Tammy felt the rage from the goddess building. If she didn’t do what she wanted, then she was going to suffer a lot more than merely humiliation.

Tammy dragged herself painfully by one arm, and tried to cast. As she expected, the spell failed. Hard to channel any magic with her body so royally fucked to the bone. The spell rebounded, shattering the fingers and twisting them into a crippled hook.

The kitsune tried to wail, despite her lack of a mouth.

“She still hasn’t learned her lesson.” Mischief said with a voice like the heart of winter, standing up and spilling Sai’s seed down one leg. The goddess shrugged at her hair, and by the time it landed again she was clothed.

The woman crossed her arms and shook her head, “I don’t quite know what to do with this one, human. I tell her to leave your neko alone, and she tries to steal you. I tell her to get the fuck out of my way, and she practically commits genocide. Toofy is going to get blamed for the death of the orcs. The few survivors are going to truly hate my cat, and think that they became the sacrifice for the slaving spell.”

“Slaving spell?” Sai asked cautiously, leaning up.

Mischief rolled her eyes, “No more bells. Toofy really is dramatic, isn’t she? From the ten thousand ratata beneath Finhalla to the bitching little elves in the vineyards, they all heard her. But... Tammy convinced Khild to commit suicide, right about the same time. Destroyed my fucking Crucible.”

“The Crucible was destroyed?” Sai asked urgently, sitting up all the way, “Then everyone who was bound -”

“Fuckin’ dead.” The goddess sneered, still looking coldly at Tammy. “Burned to fucking ash. Blown away in the wind. No burials, no remarks. An entire species just wiped out because she’s a jealous little whore. She broke my fucking toy, all to piss off Toofy.”

The man staggered upright, tying his belt and staring at Tammy in pain, “She killed... Everyone. My family. My friends.”

“Shut up, Slag. You’re missing the point.” The goddess rolled her eyes, “I designed the fucking Crucible! Every fucking thing any orc ever claimed as their own achievement, they got from me!”

Mischief’s voice dropped, becoming more of a roar then a woman’s tone, shaking the ground. “I created the orcish race! I gave Menes the way to speak with the dark gods! I taught him to crack the gateway and drag forth the power to corrupt! Bleeding the fucking gateway with every birth, and every life and every death of every orc throughout all of fucking history! They were my fucking battering ram to bring back the betrayer gods, you... Fucking... Stupid... Little... Shit!”

With the last word, the ground burst up around her. Giant fingers forming out of the dirt and grabbing Tammy. They hauled her into the air as the bristling goddess strode towards her, cracking and breaking the tiles of the city with each pace.

The building behind her, already damaged, descended into a cloud of rubble as it disappeared. Tammy felt her heart beating frantically, as she looked into a rage that she had never seen before. That she doubted that any mortal had ever witnessed and survived, before.

The goddess paused in front of her, and grabbed her by her chin, leaning in and whispering into her ear, “You have fucked me over for the last time, kit. I don’t intend to forgive you.”

The woman leaned back and smiled, “She’ll be your guide, human. She will use her magic to body jump, and she will lead you through the defences of the palace, to the House of the Falling Leaves, where the emperor is currently hiding with his concubines. There, you will fulfil your side of the bargain.”

“Yes, your grace.” Sai bowed his head, as guilt hit Tammy like a truck. Of course Sai had a reason to sleep with the goddess. He was as calculating as they came. He wouldn’t cheat on his neko without gaining some kind of benefit.

The goddess brushed Tammy’s face delicately with her fingers, running them over and restoring her lips. The touch was fleeting, regretful, and pained.

The kitsune hung her head, “Done it be. Done it be.”

“I suppose I should heal you. Don’t forget to heal the others.” Mischief sighed and leaned in and kissed her cheek, before whispering again so that only the two of them could hear. “This will be your choice, kit, between suffering for eternity, or suffering for the rest of your very long life.”

The golden-haired kitsune vanished.

Tammy broke down, sobbing.

She wailed loudly, her top lip pulling back in an ugly fashion as she felt her world imploding in on her head. Her mate would hate her now. Her goddess, her reason for living for nearly a millennium, hated her very existence.

She had to help Sai, just to maybe one day be able to stop suffering. Had to help him, help the cat that she had so hated. Tammy had never met Toofy, and yet the woman had already won in this fight. Never lifting a finger. Probably not even aware that she existed.

“M’lord! Help me!” A voice cried out, and Sai’s attention was jerked by something that Tammy couldn’t see from this trapped position. He disappeared with a roar of sound that hurt her ears.

It didn’t matter to her.

Nothing mattered, anymore. Everything she had ever known had been taken from her because she had been dumb enough to be a jealous bitch. To try and compete with someone else for the goddess’ affection.

The gods didn’t care.

The gods had never fucking cared.

Everything that they did, all of it, was just another stepping stone in their stupid war. Tammy was just a tool, and like a broken tool, she was now being discarded. She would be left to rot, not reforged into something useful.

The sound of two people dying somewhere behind her went unacknowledged as Tammy continued to wail and sob. She’d thought she was above mortals, beyond them, because she just happened to be older than them. She’d been wrong.

She’d been blinded by her own arrogance, and an entire species now lay dead by her hands.

She’d felt so giddy and happy when she’d destroyed the Crucible. It had never once occurred to her to ask where the dark gods had got the idea to create it from. It had to be a god who designed it. Yet, the demons had been behind it, which meant that it was inherently connected to the betrayer gods.

The only betrayer god not trapped behind the gateway was the Golden Kitsune.

“Stop sulking.” Sai instructed her, and snapped his fingers. The kitsune hit the ground as the hand holding her was blasted to pieces by his magic.

She looked up and stared in surprise at the figure he was standing beside. “’Nother fuckin’ nekked woman, ya fucked bastard?”

— — —
The elf stood, looking down from the hill. Flames detonated moments before they hit Trician, blocked by the barriers created by her magic. Reinforced by the incredible magic of the woman whose arm was threaded through hers.

Orli held tight to her, lifting up her staff as those fiercely blue eyes looked down at the capital city. The human was terrified, forcing herself to look brave as she channelled enough power for her to be called a god.

Her magic had been astonishing before she got the staff.

Now... Now with Orli by her side, Trician was casting a ward large enough to protect an entire army. An army now battering their undead corpses against the gates to the city.

The elf had never felt anything like this. She had thought she was touching the divine with less than a tenth of what she was now wielding. She was fighting a thousand mages on equal terms, because she had one human by her side.

That wasn’t to say there wasn’t effort involved. A fuckload of effort. She was fighting on equal terms, she wasn’t trouncing them. Which meant the enemy had an equal chance of killing the pair of them.

Far easier to wipe out two small people than to fuck over an entire city that thought you must be some kind of fucked up evil. It was fair enough, really. Astadia and her army were undead. Trician would assume the dead were evil was on the wrong side, in their shoes.

In point of fact, she had, when she’d first seen the draug.

The elf was at the centre of a storm of magic. Flames pouring down out of the heavens as lightning flew from clear skies. She was holding literally hundreds of spells in place all at once, dividing up her mind into smaller and smaller slices just to maintain it all.

She caught and turned back bolts of fire. Twisted balls of light inside out and into shadow. Turned back screaming waves of sound. Every attack that came from the walls, she siphoned off a piece of herself to deal with directly.

Sweat poured down her. Sticking her pony tail to the back of her neck. Her eyes felt like the blood vessels were about to explode, all of them at once. Her arm pits itched, and she was beginning to forget how to breathe.

She was lost in the magic. The rising and falling crescendo. The plucking of the strings of reality. This quiet and melancholy music that moved through all things revealing all things.

Magic was not the art of creation or destruction. All it could do was reveal the layering of reality. The bindings from all the endings that created the beginnings. Every note sung showed the song that had already been played.

Infinite worlds, revelling in infinite music.

“Not bad. You play the weave well.” A voice spoke from behind her, in the flowing colours of the storm, “But... You shouldn’t be here. Easy to get lost.”

Trician turned, and screamed when she came face-to-face with eight black eyes.

The figure clacked their fangs together with irritation, crossing both sets of their arms. “Gods. I am never going to learn to deal with that! I’m not some freaking monster. You’ve got pointed ears, should I fucking scream when I see you, bitch?”

Trician laughed nervously, “Arachne. Goddess preserve me. Mother always used to say there was no greater threat to my family, than an arachne.”

“I am a threat, true.” The fangs clacked again in irritation, “But more to Tresian, than to you. You are her, right, Princess Trician?”

The elf smiled tightly, “I’m not a princess. I’m a failed prophetess. Granted one last chance by the goddess, and... I think I’ve gone insane.”

“Insanity. Clarity.” The arachne’s head swayed back and forth as her abdomen pulsed, “Two sides of the same coin. You pulled back the layers, elf. You dove deeply into magic, and it dove deeply into you. You aren’t nowhere, or somewhere, you are now... Everywhere. You are seeing the world, as it is, rather than as it is experienced.”

“Aha. So why am I seeing you?”

“This is my home. My web.” The arachne replied with a shrug, “Every thread is the end of warp, it is my woof drawn through them. The world lies in knots before us, and I maintain it.”

Trician swallowed nervously, “You feel like a goddess.”

“Maybe I am. Maybe the gods don’t really exist. Projected by the weave, as it rearranges itself.” The arachne shrugged, “But I’ve confused you enough. Your time is ending. It is time you returned.”

The elf winced, “My time... Does Orli really have to die?”

The fangs clacked again, sending shivers down her spine, and the arachne plucked at the music. They frowned, and then turned one of their eyes towards her, “You’re an odd one, Trician. I suppose that’s what happens when you worship chaos. It finds you. You already know that you and she are doomed. So why ask?”

“I’ve been wrong before.” She shrugged, “Do I die in all worlds? Or do I always head towards this one moment. The siege of this city, with Orli by my side?”

“This would always have happened. It shouldn’t, but it did.” The woman said with regret.

Trician sighed peacefully, “Had to ask. Now how do I go back to her?”

“You never left her. Just... Close your eyes.” The spiderwoman replied with a voice that filled the elf with a deep calmness. An alluring charm that she... Couldn’t quite resist.

Trician’s eyes slowly closed, all on their own.

Her ears filled with a loud buzzing, before slowly fading back in to the roar of the battle. She could feel her spells, still. None of them had collapsed in whatever the hell she had just experienced.

Trician opened her eyes tiredly. Orli still clung to her arm, still driving that force of magic, but it was no longer feeling insurmountable. It felt comfortable, as if it belonged in her hands.

The elf felt exhausted, but she was no longer struggling to maintain any of it. She stripped apart the magical attacks as they flew towards them, turning them into repairs for her barriers against the physical.

Orli wavered, her knees weakening. The girl might be astonishing, but everyone always has their limits.

The moment was approaching.

Their end.

A concussive boom rolled across the battlefield, and Trician caught the woman as she went to fall. Looking down into those blue eyes, she couldn’t help herself. Planting a soft and quick kiss to her lips, before righting her and turning back to the war.

Orli stared, “Astadia’s done it. The gate is down.”

“Then the easy part is over.” Trician said stiffly, “Now... Now the fight for the city begins.”

“This was the easy part?” Orli squeaked.

Trician gave a grim laugh, “Now... Now we’re in their homes, threatening their wives, their husbands, their children. We won’t just be fighting guards once we step through those gates. Everyone hates war. Because everyone dies.”

“Oh.”

The elf squeezed her arm, “Sorry. There’s no real way to sugarcoat it.”

“We just sent an army of undead and dragons into peoples homes.” Orli said with pain, “I... I guess that cities are made of homes. This is the cost of... All of this. I hate it. If there was another way...”

Trician smiled and kissed the top of her head, “Why do you think the damn cat went first? She’s trying to negotiate peace. My sister was just too spiteful to give her the time, so we’re forced to follow through.”

“Then we buy Toofy the time.” Orli nodded, trying to harden herself.

The elf smiled and squeezed her, “Exactly. We’re not pushing through this as hard and fast as we can. Who cares if a few undead die again, just because we’re taking our time?”

“I love you.” Orli whispered.

— — —
“Done be fuckin’ ya.” Tammy’s orange eyes flashed as she glared at the man she now hated. He might be her mate, but she had no intention of ever letting him inside her again. Not after what he had done.

Sai held out the smooth green stone again, “Can you destroy it, or not?”

“Done be hatin’ ya.” She snarled.

He grabbed her chin, “I’m trying to be patient, because I know that I’m your mate, kitsune... But you killed my fucking clan. My mistress. The people I grew up with. I was raised by orcs. To try and hurt my wife. Don’t. Push. Me.”

Tammy burst into tears and yanked her head away, “Gimme da fuckin’ stone.”

He thrust it into her hand and she held it up, glaring at it through the blur of her tears. She turned the demonic artefact over slowly, and growled, “No a fuckin’ flaw. Dis be perfect. Gods above... What kind a fucker managed ta makin’ dis? Breakin’ it ain’t bein’ easy.”

“No shit.”

She winced at the anger in his voice, at the hatred she heard there. He really did despise her. She might be hurt by him, even traumatised by the fact she’d seen him spill his seed into her goddess, but she didn’t hate him. Couldn’t.

Tammy held the sphere aloft, gather flecks of light beneath it and lifting it into the air. “Tis perfect. Ain’t be breakin’ perfect les’ ya can breakin’ anyt’ing. I dunno da spell, but I know what one be workin’.”

“Disenchantment.” Sai replied quietly and took the sphere back, “Kaden’s fucking spell. Well... His and Westcolm’s. It wasn’t our great emperor who came up with it, he just perfected it. Oh, shit. I don’t know it, nor do I know anyone who does... Except... The goddess said Toofy used it. Freed all the slaves.”

The woman who had brought it, hugged the cloak that Sai had put around her naked shoulders, “I think... I think m’lady is dead. That bringing this to you was the last act she could do. Was it really in vain, sir?”

“Orli.” Sai said stiffly, “If we can’t find the spell, we can inflame a weaker one. Orli has access to... I don’t know if she even has a limit to her magic. That burning irritation you can feel, at the edge of your vision? That’s her. Channelling so much magic it can’t be ignored.”

Tammy curled one of her tails around and hugged it, barely resisting from biting through the fluffy and onto herself. She glared at her mate, “So, dat be ya plan? Running da sphere t’rou emperor bas’ard’s backyard ’n be hopin’ she still be alive when ya gettin’ der?”

“Not me.” He turned and looked at the ones that Tammy had healed. “This one is on you Esmerelda. An opportunity to prove you and Taudry deserve to live under Toofy’s protection. Get the piece to Orli, and have it destroyed. If you don’t... Kaden will be turning me inside out. And hanging me by my own intestines... If I’m lucky. That man is... Spiteful.”

“We’ll do it.” Taudry launched to her feet and snatched the small sphere, looking frightened and determined. “It will be done.”

Sai nodded and glared back at Tammy, “And now... You and I have a palace to infiltrate.”

“I pissin’ on ya grave.” She snarled at him, “Ya know dat, right? I goin’ ta outlive ya, human. And I will be piss all over it and nada t’ing ever be growin’ der.”

He shrugged, “My father would have hung my skull from his tent and let the birds pick it clean. Either way is fine with me. Now, do I have to remind you that you murdered everyone I knew, or will you do as you were told?”

The kitsune rolled her eyes, but signalled for him to follow her.

She crawled through the tunnel and out into the garden. Stretching her back tiredly before skipping over and sniffing at some poisonous purple flowers.

Half the garden, as far as she could tell, was poisonous. Whoever planted this had a serious hard-on for all things death. Must have had someone they urgently wanted to kill. ’Course they did. They were connected with the neko.

“Tammy.”

She glared at him, “What?”

“I hate you.” Sai replied and smiled stiffly, “Everything about you. I told you, that Toofy is my everything. And you killed my family to hurt her. So... When are you planning on ending me? Once you’ve fulfilled the letter of your goddess’ request to guide me into the palace?”

“Nah need.” She turned up her nose, “Ya kill emper’r, ya gots da die. Da gods will be demandin’ it.”

Sai nodded slowly, “Why do you sound regretful?”

“Fuck ya! Fuck ya wit’ an iron poker ’n a whole fuckin’ swarm o’ ants!” She screeched at him for managing to understand her emotions. The bastard was better at reading her than any human ever had been, and she hated it. She didn’t want his sympathy, right now.

She wanted to be able to hate him.

This is why she’d wanted to steal him from the cat. Not just to break her heart, but because he really was the best of humanity. She’d murdered an entire race of people, giggling about it, and he was asking if she was coping with her regret.

She’d give her left tail to take it back.

She hadn’t changed, not really. The lives of other people still didn’t matter a shit to her. She didn’t regret killing Khild or any of the others. She was too old to think of them as anything but scurrying little insects all around her.

However, she did regret hurting Sai and the goddess. She regretted making the cat her target. She felt guilty about tracking down Sai to begin with, just to mess with the plans of her goddess.

Those orange eyes, staring at her with hate.

“I still hate you. I also pity you.” Sai said tiredly, as they left the estate and began walking along the road. In the distance she could see soldiers trying to barricade it.

Smoke fell like smog all around them, coating the entire city in a thick blanket of haze. Sai tied a handkerchief over his mouth, not perturbed by the sudden outbreak of war all around them. His eyes were as cold and focused as they ever were.

“Don’t.” She snarled, “Don’t be pityin’ ma. Ya may as well be pissin’ on ma.”

He shrugged, saying nothing.

— — —
“Mia should be talking to the others. They’re breaking Toofy’s city.” The catgirl complained, looking at the salamander who was determined not to leave her side. It wasn’t like a bunch of politicians was something that Toofy actually feared.

She had, once. There had been Han and there had been Westcolm. Push come to shove, Vanhern could become a physical threat to her health. However, none of them would be stupid enough to lay a hand on her whilst her army overran their city.

She’d heard the gates fall, they all had.

So now, for the first time in recorded history, a neko stood before the Council of Ministers, not as a victim or accused of some heinous crime, but finally as an equal. She was here to speak, and they were here to listen.

An exotic, standing among humans, as one who was equal to all of them. This moment would be remembered, whether she fucked it up or not. She was standing here, and that was all that mattered. History had changed, in this moment.

The salamander puffed black smoke, “Not leave. Not leave.”

Toofy rolled her red eyes and pointed to the corner of the room, “Then go stand over there. She has some business to discuss. And doesn’t need dragongirl making everyone shit themselves.”

White smoke emerged from Meerakeilian’s mouth as she grinned and walked over slowly and deliberately. Dragging her heavy tail and leaving a trail of destruction as she broke the tiles on her way.

The catgirl smiled at the men in their suits, and sat down in front of them, crossing her legs slowly. She looked at them pointedly, and waved. As if granting them permission to sit.

One of the ministers glared at her, “We agreed to hear your petition, not to grant it, cat.”

“Lady Twenty Four de Sai.” She replied, eyes glittering, “Introductions are a wise idea, she thinks. So she will introduce herself, again. M’lords, of the Council who so wisely lead this nation... She is called Twenty Four, named by the temple priestess so recently executed.”

Toofy flipped which leg was over the other, keeping them crossed. Giving them a tiny taste of that temple association that all of them loved so much. “Her friend, over there, is the Heir of Irrlichdan. Meerakeilian, acknowledged Queen of Dragonkind, and... Well, the one who feasted on the flesh of Lord Westcolm, quite recently. He made himself a threat to me. So... Meerakeilian ate him.”

She chuckled softly as they looked around, “Yes. This neko does intend to confess to a long string of crimes. You will find that both Lord Castelles are now dead. Whilst she did not participate directly, she did arrange for it. Lord Han is also conspicuously absent. Toofy cannot say she did anything to him, but she expects he is also dead. That your great emperor asked him a question that she will soon be asking all of you.”

Twenty Four’s ears flipped back and forth for a moment as she examined the room. All of them were paying an indecent amount of attention to her. Quite a few were still fixated on her legs, irritatingly enough. Fucking her way to the top was apparently another option she could have taken.

This was the gathered political force of the empire? No wonder it had begun to fail. No kingdom could be maintained by the sheer force of will of a singular individual. If she succeeded, she would need to train or replace every single one of these morons.

“The emperor attempted to have Twenty Four assassinated. Thrice, that she knows of.” She continued with a light tone, “Meerakeilian was one of those who attempted to end her, and can testify to it. As she is also a queen, her diplomatic status with this empire will depend on how you treat her testimony.”

Lord Vanhern bowed towards her, “Lady Twenty Four, whilst such a thing may come to pass, the city currently burns. Should we not skip the pleasantries?”

“Ah. Yes.” She smiled knowingly at him, “She supposes she should get to the point. She has screwed you all over. You should probably hate her. Yet, there is one who is more a threat to all of you. As Toofy said, she didn’t touch Lord Han.”

She waited until the ministers became uncomfortable, until all that they could hear was the roar of flames and destruction outside. The cries of men dying so that they could ensure this stupid little discussion. As if they were above it all.

“We start with disease.” She said firmly, “A plague besets this land. Slaves begin to starve. Soon, the citizens. All of you have received the complaints, all of you have been researching for ways to stop it, and yet the grain is now infected.”

She saw them shifting uncomfortably, and she shrugged, “Toofy had nothing to do with that. She was still a temple girl when it began. It was a weapon, deployed to awaken the draug of the Golden Mountain. Would you agree that this seems the work of an enemy of this empire? Determined to cause an uprising?”

There was a tiny murmur of reluctant agreement.

“The plague had one purpose. To awaken the draug army of the Golden Mountain. Which is currently in this city, under their undead commander, the Princess Astadia.” Toofy continued and gave a small smile, “Astadia... She’s not exactly beneath her, but she is doing what the Twenty Four says. An ally, if an uncomfortable one. She can testify as to who awakened her, and she is of royal blood.”

Vanhern, again intervened. “We can review that claim at a later time. Once peace has been re-established. Who is it that this elf will claim is responsible?”

“The God-Emperor of Mankind, of course.” She laughed, “Who else has the capability of such a thing? Elatham is dead, the plague has not stopped.”

“My mages tell me that the plague is not magical in nature.” One of the other ministers interrupted, “You claim otherwise, beast?”

Meerakeilian turned slowly, growling deeply at the insult. Her tail thwacking angrily on the ground as she barely restrained herself from launching at the man and making him into an entree.

Toofy held up a hand, “You will do well not to insult me whilst I ravage your city... Human.”

The man winced, looking at the dragon, “I see. This is why you didn’t care if we kept the guards. They can’t fight a queen.”

“Toofy could kill you, herself, and the guards couldn’t stop her.” She sneered, “But, in answer to your question, you little shit, it isn’t just magical. You should have asked an orc and saved the effort. The plague is demonic, derived from the magic that allowed the ascension of the Immortal of the Menes. Confirming that, took about five seconds.”

She blew at her fringe in irritation, flashing a fang before she smoothed her hair back into position. “The Westcolm suspected. But he was the only one among you with the guts to ask so much as an enslaved orc. Because the rest of you see only beasts. Thus, we will be beasts to you. I freed the slaves. Because the only monsters in this world, are you and yours. Failed politicians, ruling by slaving magic, threats, and corruption. Allowing a demon-cursed king to unleash a plague upon your people, to push into a war you were never going to win, and summoning the undead as his personal bodyguards, just so he could try and become a god. A child could have seen it coming. You’re useless. He’s your enemy.”

Toofy stood up, her red eyes glowing, “You failed to protect this empire. So I will. I am not here to have you vote to remove Kaden. You should have done that a long time ago. Instead you killed Efina for working against him. Your choice is between that gutless trash, and me. You don’t have my respect. Not when you stand there, looking down at me as I kill your city! Fuck all of you gutless little shits! I will take your lands from you and give them to your slaves. I will take your wives from you, and give them to my temple, reborn. I burned the old one. I freed your slaves. I burn your skies. I broke your walls. And I... I am now going to go and kill your fucking emperor.”

A royal guard stepped towards her and Toofy waved a hand tiredly, shredding his armour and shattering his ribs. The man hit the wall bleeding, but not quite dying. He had a chance, anyway.

She clenched her fists, “I ate the heart of a dark god. Stole his power. Because he dared to take something I cared about from me. That’s what I did, because someone became a threat to me. The emperor is a threat to all of you, and you sat there and let him fuck you.”

She curled up her lip and strode away from them.

She hadn’t meant to say any of that. She really had meant to let them vote, but they had just stood there and thought about her pussy. She was just a sex object to them, even when she had two armies razing the godsdamned city.

Meerakeilian joined her, “Want eat them.”

“Might let you.” Toofy sneered.

“True?”

She rolled her eyes, “One enemy at a time! First, we put down the Immortal. Fuck if Toofy knows how she’s going to. He’s the one who killed Irrlichdan. Barely hurt, for it. Toofy has seen him naked. She saw his scars. Only one by dragonkind.”

“I’m stronger than ancestor.” Meerakeilian declared firmly, her scales flaring for a moment, “I be by side. I fight. I fight.”

Toofy rolled her jaw, “She never wanted this to be a fight. She wanted to end this peacefully. Imprison him, maybe. Execute him, if she had to. But she never wanted a war. Gods impatient. Humans incompetent. Toofy is forced. And Toofy has to pay the price. Be the villain. No heroes in war. Only villains.”

The salamander didn’t say anything. It was unfair of Toofy to word it the way that she had, considering that the salamander had lived her entire life as a villain. Stronger than everyone, angry and snapping, because she had no other choice.

Hiding away as an artist, because she couldn’t be who she was raised to be. Not that Toofy thought that Meerakeilian would have been happy as a lord’s companion. Yet, it hadn’t been a choice that the woman had made.

Toofy followed the scent of the emperor, stepping angrily as she moved towards her final goal... And her likely death.

Fighting someone who had been titled as both a demigod and the Immortal wasn’t exactly a guarantee of anyone surviving anything. Despite having taken the power of a demon, she was nothing more than his equal at best.

Except she wasn’t at her best.

She’d just given birth. She was exhausted, weak, and tired. She felt like she probably needed a little reconstructive surgery after what Artema had done with her claws on the way out. All that Toofy wanted to do was curl up in her master’s arms and cry herself to sleep.

If she wasn’t in such a bad state, she would have refused to let Meerakeilian accompany her. The dragon really should be controlling her people. They had moved beyond trying to conquer, and were now doing what dragons did best. Feasting on a city of innocent people, whilst the lords sat safely and debated among themselves about who to blame.

The neko bristled at their inaction.

— — —
Taking a moment to grieve would be taking a lifetime. Sai had never felt the profound loss that he was now currently feeling. Not just the death of a village, but the death of a people. How do you... Deal with that? Cope with that?

He didn’t have a moment to take.

Before the soldiers at the end of the road had even finished preparing their defences, a dragon had swooped out of the sky, stomped them flat, and moved on. The air above the smoke was filled with them, these violent and incredibly powerful people.

Sai could remember fighting dragonkind, when the empire had taken the Golden Mountain. He hadn’t been there when Irrlichdan had fallen, but he had been there in the fight. He remembered the effort of having to reinforce himself against every single strike.

The risk of being torn apart had always been there, always been real. Now... Now his wife had brought that same destruction home to the city that Sai had claimed as his own. The innocent people of this place were now faced with the same nightmares he had.

It was only lucky that Kaden’s rampage against the nekos had already made the streets clear, when this siege began. Sai couldn’t say that he approved of the way that Toofy was handling things. He had hoped when she first made it clear what she wanted that it would be a peaceful path.

Yet... There were people like Tammy standing in her way. This violence, as much as his wife embraced it, Sai knew that she wasn’t the root cause of it. She was take responsibility for it. She would proudly declare the actions as her own.

Because whatever mistakes may come, she was the one who had started to walk this path. She already saw herself as empress. The sins of her subordinates were her sins. Their victories, her victories. She would take the good with the bad.

“Waitin’ be here.” Tammy touched his arm, nodding towards the guards to the road to the palace. The kitsune rolled her neck and walked forward towards them with a sway of her hips and a smirk on her face.

One of the guards approached her, drawing a weapon. He swayed for a moment, and then Sai’s eyes widened as the fox jumped up and somehow down the man’s throat. There was a rolling of skin, as if she was now wearing him like a suit.

The guard turned around smoothly, walking back to the other, before pushing the blade through their throat. The weapon yanked out smoothly to the side, dropping the surprised guard to the ground with a very bloody motion.

The man waved to Sai to hurry up.

He swallowed and moved towards the kitsune wearing her human suit. He couldn’t see that she was in there. Simply couldn’t tell at all. No wonder Kaden had been afraid of the kitsune, when he saw this body jumping act first-hand.

The man rolled his eyes at Sai, “Don’t be judgin’ o’ me.”

“Just reconsidering just how frightened of you that I should be.” Sai said lightly, “You are quite the assassin, and have exactly no qualms about ending anybody, do you?”

“I said, don’t be judgin’ o’ me.” The man scoffed. It was quite disturbing to hear Tammy’s unique speech patterns coming out of someone else’s mouth with someone else’s voice. Even the eyes were the man’s. There wasn’t even a sense of magic.

As they stepped through the gates, another guard approached them holding up a hand, “Hey Gil. Things are a bit locked down, apparently the emperor is having a tantrum. No visitors.”

There was a flash of gold light streaking out of one guard, blowing out their stomach in a red spray. The gold light shot down the throat of the other and he shook his head.

The first dropped to the ground, dead, and the second put their hands behind their head and stretched. “Eugh. Dis bas’ard could do wit’ a shit. He’s damn near pissin’. Can we hurry up ’n findin’ ’nother?”

Sai swallowed nervously.

The man shrugged and turned, walking with a swaying of his hips as they moved into the outer court of the palace. There were other guards around, but most of them were paying them no mind. There seemed to be a clustering of them by the main hall. Probably the ministers meeting about dragons burning down the city. Or undead swarming over the walls.

The lord followed the possessed guard cautiously, eyes moving around as he walked with confidence. Towards his doom, and the hardest fight of his entire life, bar none.

He had sparred with Kaden several times over the years.

He could remember the man insisting that Sai pick up a real blade against him, whilst Kaden defended himself with a wooden practice sword. Even with the thunderstep he had never come even close to laying a scratch on him, and yet had been beaten black and blue for his efforts.

Everything was being bet on the goddess most known for her trickery and unpredictable nature. If she was his patron, granting him a portion of her power, what exactly would she be giving to him? Would it suddenly be withdrawn at the last moment? Or would Sai even notice that she had given him anything at all?

He breathed in sharply as he spotted a familiar cat from across the way. “Tammy.”

“I be seein’ her.” The guard replied, before his chest exploded outwards as a gold streak shot across the space. Reforming into the kitsune as she arrived to distract Toofy. Whoever fought Kaden had to die.

Sai took a deep breath, and reached for his magic.

It didn’t feel any different as he took a hold of it, and used his more limited thunderstep. Bursting his body across and into the building with a hurl of sound, tearing through the paper wall to land with a tumble at Kaden’s feet.

Sai rose upwards, swinging.

The sword in his hands lodged in the air like it was in stone. The emperor’s green eyes looked down at him tiredly and Kaden turned back to what he was doing.

The man held up a hair, “Happy you’re here for this. I had this stolen, the last time we three had the opportunity to enjoy each other’s company. Do you remember it, Slag? The nervous boy who was learning to kill, recently tainted by demonic energy. The foreign princess, so sick of all of our ways. Myself, tired of... Everything. The three of us, drinking by the fire.”

He looked at the blonde strands and winced, “Astadia.”

“Taking my army was clever of you. Or the cat.” Kaden said angrily, “But, do you really think it was going to be that easy, Slag? I’ve been dabbling in necromancy since before you could walk. Astadia was a friend of mine, a lover as well, before her assassination. Her soul... Belongs to me.”

As he said it, the strands of her vanished, burning a bright blue light before they were gone.

Sai focused himself, reshaping the magic within himself into a harder reinforcement, a more complex one. Instead of trying to force the sword through the barrier, he punched it. As he did, he saw the flick of an orange tail out of the corner of his eye.

The barrier remained intact.

Kaden looked at him tiredly, “Even your salamander won’t be breaking through that, Slag. Give up. I’m ready for you.”

As the emperor declared those words, Sai saw a black scorpion walking up the man’s shoulder. The tail lifted, and suddenly the stinger stabbed into the side of his neck.

Sai slammed forward in that instant and landed his knee into Kaden’s crotch. War is not a time for honour, or for gentlemanly behaviour. Anyone can die, at any time. He would take any advantage that he could.

The emperor slapped at the scorpion, wincing as he tossed it aside, “Well. That hurt. Not your knee, that was pathetic. You shouldn’t have given up Menes’ magic to the cat.”

“I didn’t.” Sai replied firmly. “We haven’t been stealing the power or consolidating it. That is what you would do, Kaden.”

The man glared at him, “Is that so, Slag?”

“We’ve been destroying it.”

The confidence of the emperor vanished, and Sai felt warm arms wrap around him from behind. Soft hands taking his in hers as the goddess puppetted him, blocking the sudden punches as Kaden went on the offensive. Breaking Sai’s arms with every single strike, but that didn’t matter when it was Mischief using him to block.

She stepped in behind him, twisting her ankles around his as she moved his knee up to block a kick that shattered his kneecap. She flicked his leg around with enough speed to break through the barrier in the air, sending out a concussive boom the ripped apart the paper walls behind Kaden, who easily blocked the body shot with his elbow.

Sai was nothing but a broken ragdoll now. Held together with magic, hope, and the invisible woman manipulating his body. Once Mischief let go of him, he would be crumpling into a pile, defeated.

Mischief ducked and weaved him, holding him like a pugilist. His hand shot forward, twisting at the wrist and extending at the elbow, every bone between shattered into pieces. Sai felt his knuckles torn apart as they struck Kaden’s face, yet he was rewarded by seeing the man’s head actually jerk backwards at the blow.

— — —
Trician grabbed the wrist of the elf as they landed in front of her, hissing and drawing back her ears. Showing off her teeth as she glared at the blonde-haired woman.

“Shit, calm down!” The elf said quickly, “Sai sent me. Gods above.”

She let go of her and shoved her half a step backwards, her other hand tightening the grip she had on Orli’s hand. “Sent you to do what?”

“This.” The elf said and held up a small green sphere. “He needs it destroyed said someone called Orli could do it, and that I just needed to follow the magic.”

Trician snatched it, “Oh fuck. Another piece. If we don’t break this... The cat can’t kill the emperor.”

“I can do it.” The girl beside her said, voice wavering. “I can do it, Trician. I have to. It’s just... To do it...”

“Aw fuck.” She cursed and winced, “Astadia! Get the fuck over here, bitch!”

“Fuck yourself, bitch!” She screamed back, spinning and storming over, surrounded by her honour guard of undead. “If you haven’t noticed, sister, this is a warzone! What the hell are you distracting me, for?”

Orli swallowed nervously, “I need to focus on something else. It’s going to take all my effort. But if I don’t, then Toofy dies.”

Astadia growled and rolled her eyes, “Gods damn it! Eugh... Fine. I’ll protect you two. Morons. Draug! Pile up!”

All four of them were immediately surrounded by screaming, writhing, undead animals. The beasts layering themselves up and into a pile that blocked out the sunlight, surrounding them.

Orli took the piece, and a soft blue light appeared from her staff. She knelt down, dragging Trician with her, and closed her eyes. The human took several deep breaths, the light from her staff wavering with each, and then her eyes shot open.

The other elf crouched down low, eyeing the wall around them. “Eh... She’s got those under control, right?”

“They live because I live. They go back to sleep, when I go back to sleep.” Astadia scoffed, “The only ones who can pinch my draug, idiot, is the gods. Don’t you know your own fucking histories? Only an elf of royal blood can control them, and there’s only three of those. Me, my bitch sister, and my other bitch sister who is all the way back at Golden Mountain.”

“I was raised in the temple.” The elf muttered under her breath, “Never even been to the fucking Mountain.”

“Shut. Up.” Trician snapped, eyeing them, “Both of you. This... Takes effort that you can’t imagine.”

Orli grunted painfully, “Slipping... I need... I need...”

Trician took control of their bond, passing the matrix of the spell back over to herself. She saw it, and understood it instantly. Saw that Orli was attempting to map the entirety of the core of magic in front of them, so that she could channel magic into it without bonding with it.

The easiest option would be to bind it to some poor soul, and then murder them. But Orli never did anything easy, and she never did anything to bring harm. She was sweetness personified, and Trician wasn’t going to take that from her in their last few moments.

She plucked at the strings of the spell, seeing the web clearly. Whatever she had seen before had permanently altered how she saw all magic, understood all magic. She knew that it needed a harmony, something to help it gently rise to a crescendo by itself.

She twisted threads together, laying and overlaying onto the spell until it was singing just from the stresses of the strings sitting still. She felt the diamonds embedded in her arm beginning to light up, one by one. Drifting up from her hands towards the few in her face, as she gazed into the abyss of all things.

All things future, all things past, they belonged to this moment.

“Do you hear the song? The voices of the world.” Trician whispered as she began to truly cast, “The future falls in silence, tomorrow grieves for today. Lost in the shadows, vanishes the mortal heart. Hear our hope, hear our cry, rise up and deliver us. Save us, your useless servants.”

“I’m real fucking busy right now.” The goddess’ voice snapped in her ear. “Do it yourself.”

Orli squeezed her hand, “A taste of death, a taste of violence, the future is lost in war. I am lost to you, but may be found. Fulfil your promise. Come to me. Save me, one last time.”

Trician’s heart moved into her throat as solid hands landed on either of their shoulders as Orli’s ex-boyfriend leaned over them. He looked down at the sphere and gave an irritated sigh, “Really? No. I’m not on Mischief’s side, Orl. I do want you back, but I’d rather you die fighting against me, than I betray myself. I am not one of the betrayer gods. Not this time.”

“Mischief. War.” Orli rolled her jaw, suddenly looking angry, “The gods won’t help... So fuck them! Fuck ’em all!”

She launched to her feet and lifted the staff over her head, “You hear me!? I stand against you! Break the heavens, kill the gods! You didn’t save my family, you didn’t save my home, and you won’t save us now! Fuck all of you!”

The glowing staff in her hand began to crack as Trician felt the woman channelling way too much magic through it. A storm of magic that if it rebounded... Well, Kaden might be the only survivor within a day’s travel.

The bone creaked loudly, and Trician felt as if a thousand visions were all springing into clarity at once. A thousand, thousand futures all coalescing into a single fixed point. A single future, a mere breath of a moment away.

She didn’t even have the time to change it.

The staff exploded, every fragment drifting along the course that Trician had already seen. Drifting courses through the air, propelled by the magic, the rebound.

Trician felt each piece pushing through her skin, driving into flesh and muscle, but she was listening to the thrum of the music. Hearing the twang as all of that magic began to fluctuate, turning around before it would spread out and kill them all.

She reached into it, somehow, as if time had slower to a crawl. Feeling as if she were playing a harp. Touching the magic and taking control of it... Before driving it into the sphere.

Trician fell to her hands and knees, coughing and spitting up black blood with a sickening splatter. Orli hit the ground on her side, knocked backwards by the explosion of the staff with a loud groan. The newcomer had managed to hold up their arms in time, and were only showing scratches. Astadia hadn’t bother to block it. Not like she could bleed.

The green sphere in Orli’s hand crumbled.

The undead princess sighed heavily, “Well. You never fail to entertain, I guess. Back to killing folks.”

She didn’t turn around, however. Instead she gave a little gasp and her eyes seemed to take on a different sheen, as if they were trying to cry, but couldn’t quite do it.

Trician groaned, wanting to collapse, “What is it, this time?”

“Run.” Astadia whispered, sounding more depressed, more upset, than the first time she and Trician had argued as kids. The first time that Trician had screamed at her that she hated her.

Her eyes widened and she fumbled as she tried to stand, “You have got to be shitting me.”

“Run!” Astadia wailed as she lifted up a hand and pointed at her sister.

Trician looked up at the undead surrounding them.

“Fuck me.”

Orli cringed, “Oh.”

— — —
The salamander jerked and shook her head as a light slammed into her face like a physical weight. She puffed black smoke and then headbutted it angrily.

A woman appeared, stumbling backwards and holding her own forehead, “Da fuck? How ya be doin’ o’ dat?”

She pulled back her lip, revealing a mouthful of razor-sharp teeth and let out a ground shaking growl. She didn’t recognise the smell, not quite, but she knew what this woman was.

It was a kitsune.

Toofy’s ears went flat, her shoulders up, and she let out a loud hiss as her red eyes fixed onto them. To be expected, really. There wasn’t a single kitsune and neko who had ever got along in the history of the world. It just didn’t happen.

“Dat was fuckin’ o’ me.” The fox shook her head again, looking at Meerakeilian strangely, and then turned and smirked at Toofy, “Oi. Kitty. Ya da dumb little bitch dat Sai was messin’ wit, right?”

Meerakeilian’s claws went around the back of the kitsune’s neck, but before they could close, the creature had vanished. Reappearing behind Toofy and rubbing their face into the neko’s cheek, and letting out a keening purr.

Toofy snarled and tried to slap at her, but the creature did the same disappearing trick. This time reappearing sitting on Meerakeilian’s shoulders, hands beating out a drumbeat on her thick skull. “Ya. S’got ta bein’ ya. I messed around wit’ ya Arina too. Just so ya know. Been wonderin’ where ya succubus gots ta. That’d be real fun. At least dat one be knowin’ how ta fuck. Ya man is fun ’n all, but he ain’t much for da knowin’.”

“I was going to try and ignore you.” Toofy snapped, looking at the kitsune, “You are obviously trying to get in my way. Probably Sai being a hero, right? But... You don’t get to insult my master, fox. I’m going to kill you.”

The kitsune appeared with a giggle behind her, patting Toofy on the head, “S’gotsa be catchin’ o’ me, firstly.”

Tendrils of shadow started rising up off Toofy’s body. Like smoke above a bushfire. Signalling to every creature with an ounce of self-preservation to run like hell because what was coming would have no mercy. There would be no reasoning with it. Some things... Somethings even dragons knew to run from.

The kitsune giggled and ran a hand along Toofy’s tail, “Mmm... Ma be seein’ why Sai be fuckin’ o’ ya. Nice ’n flexible, ain’t ya? Not like da orc he been bedding. Dough, ya not need be worryin’ o’ her. Khild done gone and killed ’erself.”

“We should not be taken likely.” Toofy spoke hollowly, her voice echoing.

Meerakeilian found herself dropping to the ground and curling into a protective ball. Spilling with smoke into the air as every single one of her senses screamed that it was too late to try and run.

“I’m mated ta Sai.” The kitsune continued fearlessly, “Did ya know dat ’bout ma kind? We don’t be fuckin’ o’ anyone else once we done be fuck’d. He spilled his seed right inside my pussy. Filled ma right on up.”

The salamander knew that the fox was intentionally trying to antagonise Toofy. Her Devourer knew it as well. But in what world would any woman be able to deal with that kind of provocation? In what world could anyone do nothing when hearing something like that?

Toofy screamed out her anger, and then it choked off with an odd sound like the neko had thrown up and then swallowed it in surprise. Meerakeilian cracked open a little and peered out.

She saw her mistress stumbling, looking confused. The red in her eyes was dull, and the black was faded. The salamander unfurled and flipped onto her feet with a thud that shattered the ground. She grabbed her Devourer by the throat and picked her up, letting out a warning growl.

The neko giggled, “What? Ya be doin’ somet’ing useful, noaw? Pissin’ off.”

Meerakeilian growled, “Last chance. Last chance.”

“Pff. Wantin’ ma ta piss on ya?” The creature possessing her mistress laughed, lifting her skirt in a threat.

The salamander slammed her fist forward. Toofy screamed as the claw reached inside her chest. The kitsune screamed as well, both voices ripping out of the same throat. The dragon’s eyes flickered for a moment and then her hand closed around the soft fur of the elusive thing.

There was a sound like overstretched piano wire snapping, and then Meerakeilian drew a ball of golden light out of Toofy’s chest. It squirmed and fought, looking like it was sticking and stretching as it tried to stay attached to the neko.

Meerakeilian tossed the kitsune to the ground where she became a woman again, rolling before falling prone. The dragon dropped her mistress, before puffing white smoke, whining, and licking at the fist-sized hole she had just put in Toofy where her breast used to be.

The neko groaned and pushed her head aside. Black shadows boiling up like oil and reforming the flesh before it slowly brightened until it was Toofy’s tit on full display to the whole world through the hole in her dress.

The salamander smiled nervously, fighting the urge to lick at it. To, yet again, pronounce her undying love towards her mistress. Downstairs she could feel her strange new organ pulsing and changing shape. Rising upwards with an exciting hardness.

Toofy stalked over, putting one foot on the kitsune’s head, before letting out a scream of rage and turning around. She grabbed Meerakeilian’s wrist and dragged her away, “I’ll fucking deal with you, fucking later, you fucking vixen!”

The salamander saw what had made Toofy hesitate.

The torn out walls of the emperor’s current place of residence. The magic flickering inside. She couldn’t hear anything but scuffling inside, so the fight was probably going one-sided, but they couldn’t afford to waste any more time.

If Sai had sent the kitsune to slow down Toofy, he had certainly succeeded. However, if he was intending to die for the neko, that might also have been a success. Killing the emperor, on the other hand, didn’t seem to be.

Lord Sai was everything to Toofy.

Meerakeilian let out an angry bellow, bracing her body against the force of her own roar. Pulling Toofy behind her as she spat out flames and oil into the challenge towards the one that dared to try and make her Devourer sad.

The blue and black flames engulfed the building immediately. A single spark would have been enough to turn it to ash, but a spark wasn’t what was pouring out of her throat.

The timbers creaked before they began to collapse. Two men came bursting through the flames, rolling as they hit the cobblestone. Both came up, still fighting. One was bleeding and broken, barely keeping up with the attacks.

The other was sporting a few bruises, here and there, and that... That was all.

Meerakeilian could remember him standing behind her. That solid man, sharing precious moments with her before he entered into her. She remembered considering him fertilising her egg.

Her only egg.

The dragon sighed as she realised what had to be done.

Neither human nor neko were strong enough to fight on equal terms with a man like that. He wasn’t a man, not anymore. His contemporaries belonged to an older, crueller world. A world where all the weak would die.

She shoved Toofy backwards, sweeping her feet out from under her with her tail before using it to propel her with all her strength. She shot forward and shouldered Sai out of the way.

Kaden’s fist struck her mouth, and Meerakeilian felt one of her teeth loosen a little. She punched him in the gut, as he stared at her in shock. The man coughed and wheezed, falling forwards.

She grabbed his head between both her hands and wrenched.

“No!” Kaden cried, and she felt the surge of magic flow out of him as he attempted to avoid his fate, and fulfilled her own. The dragon grunted painfully as the stone pierced through her back and out through her chest.

She dropped the man to the ground, and then looked down at the spike that hadn’t missed her heart. She only had a few moments left. Her vision was already dimming, but she had managed to hurt the emperor.

He staggered to his feet, and a second spike of stone impaled her. Kaden’s green eyes flickered, and then faded to a bullshit brown. Just like the rest of him.

Meerakeilian smiled at him proudly, knowing she had forced him to burn out the last of the demon magic just to stay alive. A third spike ripped through her.

Sai flew upright with a burst of magic, delivering a kick to Kaden’s chest that sent him backwards. The lord looked at her curiously, and Meerakeilian smiled gently as her eyes began to close.

“Only... Wish...” She whispered to nobody in particular, “... Egg.”

— — —
“Mia!” Toofy squealed as her heart broke into pieces as her salamander died.

Everything that she had been doing to try and stay in control of the taint now corrupting her soul vanished. She gave in to the hate threatening to burn away all that was left of her mind.

She disappeared into the shadows and darkness. She embraced the pain, and what it made her feel. Her fur disappeared, burned away by the magic as it stopped leaching into her and spread through her with an untold vengeance.

Her nails cracked, flattened, and expanded. Turning into a black and polished granite. Skin flaked off her in chunks, revealing a splotchy green stain to the tendon and muscle underneath. Her tail fell away altogether.

Przekleta bestia the rattan called it.

When a magical curse so overwhelmed a creature that there was nothing of the underlying thing left. Demonkind were never meant to be in the first place, and where their blood touched mortalkind, a special kind of evil was born. An evil she had been trying to keep at bay, but not anymore.

Toofy was gone.

There was no longer a neko who smiled at politicians as she threatened them. No longer a catgirl who would play with a woman’s clit with her toes under the table. There was no more a woman who would stand and claim what she wanted.

That thing was dead, and in its place was nothing but a screaming monster of rage and magic.

It pounced on the one that had stolen from her, savaging him with a mindless fury. Body parts disappeared. Some torn free, others consumed, and yet more seemed to be pulled in by the black fog surrounding the thing that had once been Toofy. Absorbed into the thing.

She didn’t look like a neko anymore. She didn’t look like she belonged on two legs anymore. She didn’t look like she could speak or make an intelligent conversation at all. This wasn’t the same woman who had teased and negotiated with the emperor of her home.

One of her front paws now seemed to have nine claws, and the other four. Teeth were beginning to emerge out of the creature in all kinds of places. Not symmetrically, and randomly. They weren’t horns, but teeth. Pushing out of her face, her spine, her arms and hips.

Nothing but a bloody smear remained on the ground, and the thing screamed in frustration that it didn’t have something to attack anymore. It spun around, fixing on the first moving thing that it saw.

The blue eyed man weakly lifted an arm, speaking calmly. He may as well not have been. The thing in front of him didn’t recognise him. It didn’t understand him. All it knew was hate and pain. The taint had reshaped internal organs. There were no memories of him to be awakened.

The thing pounced, flinching as it was knocked back by a blast of noise in the air. It flipped and landed with enough mass to knock the burning building nearby flat. It charged forward, tearing up cobblestone like flecks of dirt, and drove what could only forgivingly be described as a shoulder into the man.

He flew backwards and fell prone.

The thing growled, annoyed that it couldn’t have a fight.

“Honestly, Toofy!” A voice somehow pierced the fog, and was somehow understood even though it shouldn’t be. “How many times do I have to help you out? I wasn’t allowed to see Tai for so long after the first time! I mean, I love you, kitten, but there are limits.”

The thing whirled and pounced.

A hand slapped its face lightly, and two arms crossed in front of the woman. “It’s time to wake up, Toofy. Time to be cute, again.”

The thing screamed.




Twenty Four

The catgirl takes the throne.

— — —
Saia’s tail whipped back and forth with irritation as the guard stopped her outside the large and elaborate doors. She rolled her eyes as he checked over his list of invited guests, and wondered briefly if Toofy was going to keep the doors.

They depicted the previous emperor’s rise to power. His heroic and lonely ascent, which was all a bunch of bullocks. How he single-handily fought and killed Irrlichdan. How he created the slaving spell and forced all other nations to bow to him to get it. How he crushed the orcs through his military genius.

“I don’t think you’re Lord Sai, miss. Move along.” The guard growled.

Her tail cracked the air and she ground her teeth together, “Not Sai, you fuckwit! Saia. Little Saia, the succubus, and her fucking mistress. I just put her fucking kittens to bed. Learn my name, idiot. Before I eat your soul.”

The man blinked and rescanned the list, swallowing. He’d stopped at the first thing that had sounded kind of right and hadn’t bothered to keep reading. He looked back up at her, “Oh. You’re in the empress’ private party. Front row.”

“No shit.”

He gestured, and someone hidden opened the doors. Saia shoved by him bristling at it. Still... The last time she had been in the palace, had been when Toofy had gone to get fucked over, and Saia had to hang out with the jealous concubines.

That had been... Unpleasant, even if she had feasted on the sexual energy.

It felt good to be able to stride around the various houses of the palace, now. Locating all the small nooks and crannies where she’d be able to sneak in a quick fuck with Toofy, if the cat ever found the time. She’d even delayed her own coronation, because she’d been too busy.

It had been a week since Toofy put Kaden into the ground. Or what was left of the man.

Even if this event had been put off, there wasn’t really anyone who didn’t know that she was empress. One or two of the ministers had resisted. They quickly found themselves without any property or title, and the people they had kept as slaves now ruling their estates in their stead.

Beggar lords were something new and strange. People with no home, not enough to eat, and yet had servants with multi-generational loyalty. Saia wasn’t sure if that would last, but a new class of people might have been formed from Toofy’s lack of patience.

A few of the peasant groups were still resisting, which might be taken advantage of by an enterprising beggar lord. The peasants were refusing to believe that an exotic could possibly take over the empire. How could something that wasn’t human possibly rise above them? That was going to last about as long as it took for the stories of what Toofy had done to circulate. For good or bad.

Some of the temples were resisting as well, because Toofy had demon blood. They were having a religious crisis, at the possible return to worship of the betrayer gods. That was going to last forever, probably. Divide them all. But it was Esme’s problem.

Saia slipped into the front row of the building and sat down tiredly. She glanced sideways at Arina who seemed almost asleep, leaning on her scythe. Must have been fun convincing the guards that they couldn’t take that from her.

The handmaiden yawned, “Here we all are, again. United at last. Have you heard how the mistress is doing, Saia?”

“Busy.” She shrugged, “The kittens have been keeping me on my toes, as well. So how is the fiance of Death, itself?”

The woman winced, “Still dealing with Tammy’s shit. Do you have any clue how hard it is to individually escort fifty thousand orcs to the next world? Especially when they all want to fight you to prove their worth?”

“Holy shit.” Saia shivered, “Fifty thousand. She really killed that many?”

“Fifty thousand so far. There’s more.” Arina shook her head, “Death better hold up his side of the bargain. Tammy is supposed to suffer worse than I could ever hurt her.”

Saia shrugged, “Oh, she is. Toofy tossed her in a cell and then forgot she existed. That attention craving kitsune is going to be ignored for the rest of her nigh-immortal life.”

“All rise!” Lord Vanhern announced, striding forward and standing beside the throne that was elevated in front of all of them.

There were only the two of them sitting in the row reserved for the empress’ personal guests. There were so many people who had come into Toofy’s sphere of influence, and so few survivors who had made it through to see this day.

Saia should have been excited to finally see her mistress crowned. Instead, she just found it depressing. The list of names rolling through her head. Their faces and her memories. Both the good, and the bad.

Vanhern turned and bowed stiffly, indicating the direction that everyone else should bow. Saia ignored the instruction, as did Arina beside her. The two of them exchanging a glance and rolling of eyes.

Toofy emerged slowly, looking as if Sai was helping her to walk. Saia could see a wobble in her step, but she wasn’t fooled. Toofy was holding the lord up, not the other way around. After what had happened, she was surprised that Sai could move at all, even with the help of magic, after only a week.

The empress crossed to in front of the throne, and then sat down stiffly. As she did, Saia saw her transform. She went from an awkwardly moving woman, to the grace of a goddess. As Toofy’s arms laid down on the throne it became instantly apparent that she belonged right there. The throne was an extension of her, not just a piece of furniture.

“Lady Twenty Four de Sai, you have been nominated by the Council of Ministers to not just be elevated, but to take on responsibility fit for no mortal.” Vanhern spoke loudly, “To this duty, you will be bound. Of this cost, you must pay. Do you accept this weight, under punishment from heaven if you so fail?”

“I do.” Toofy’s voice was quiet, but it rang out across the entire room with a surety that felt like she was making a threat, not accepting an honour.

“The empire will require your life of you. It will require your love and your desire. None shall come first in your heart, but your people. What say you, of this punishment?” Vanhern continued, voice loud and strong.

Toofy smiled sweetly, “This empire is Toofy’s, as Toofy is of this empire. She will never let it leave her, nor forsake her. She will not coddle it, but it is hers, and she will fuck anyone who tries to take it or harm it. She will cut them down, as she has cut down all enemies who threatened her people.”

Saia couldn’t help but grin as she realised that someone would be writing down her mistress’ words, word-for-word, and someone else would be distributing it among the populace. Town criers would repeat it. An empress, swearing at her swearing-in. That was Toofy, all over.

Vanhern fumbled for a moment and then continued, “Then by the grace of the gods, and by the fear of those who betrayed them, may you serve this people faithfully, and without question, as you become our Twenty Fourth Empress.”

He stood up and saluted, “Long live the Empire! Long live the Empress!”

“Long live the Empress!” The crowd of politicians and guards repeated at the tops of their voices. The cry continuing onwards as people outside the doors echoed it, the phrase travelling through the entire city in one voice, as an exotic took the throne.

A guard approached, balancing a tiara on a red cushion embroided with golden threads. Vanhern took it and presented it to Sai, who then slid the object into place on Toofy’s head.

The tiara was silver, studded with green gemstones, but there were four large salamander’s teeth embedded in it. As the object slid into place on Toofy’s head, Saia saw red specks and then the running streaks, as the teeth bit down into the catgirl’s head.

Every emperor had designed their own crown. Most had used it to show off their wealth, but Toofy had taken a different tactic. She had used hers to show both the sacrifice that it had cost to get it, and to remind the people that she was undertaking a duty, not becoming some luxury-indulgent creature.

Arina whispered, “Those are Meerakeilian’s teeth.”

“Of course they are.” Saia smirked, “As if Toofy would ever let any of the ministers forget that her dragon died to bring them freedom. She’d be wearing my horns if I died. Not sure what she’d take from you.”

Arina smiled grimly, “No one is ever going to forget her, Saia. Either of them, Toofy or Mia. They are burned into the pages of history more intensely than anything that has ever happened before.”

“Is that coming from you, or the trainee god in you?”

“Both.”

Saia nodded slowly, “Good.”

— — —
“Arina?” Toofy whispered from where she was sitting on the bed, calling to her. Calling for her.

The handmaiden leaned against the cold window, eyes closed. She didn’t want to acknowledge it. She knew that if she spoke to Toofy, she would have to say goodbye. Have to say it for the both of them - that this was the last time that they were ever going to be together.

“She’s trying to be patient. But if she waits much longer, her titties are going to be so cold that the milk inside will freeze.” Toofy said with a hint of irritation.

Arina turned around and laughed, shaking her head. “You always were one for saying inappropriate things, mistress.”

Toofy glowered, “Annoyed at only mistress. She thought that once she became empress that she could marry the Arina.”

“I am already married, mistress.” Arina said sadly, crossing the space to the naked catgirl. She lay down on the bed beside her, snuggling into her arms, “To a god, no less. He is not exactly the jealous kind... But the others are.”

“Toofy knows. She knows the Arina is going away.” The catgirl said with irritation, running a hand through her hair and pulling her in even tighter. The neko kissed her cheek and then nuzzled into her neck. “The Arina has bitches to hurt, still.”

Arina laughed and kissed her forehead, “If you had told me that I, of all the people, would be getting involved in the affairs of deities, back when we first met... I think I would have wet myself in fear at the mere accusation. I never would have believed you.”

“The Arina was stronger than she ever did know.” Toofy purred, “That’s why she likes her so much. She’s even stronger than Toofy is. So pretty and sweet. So brave and strong.”

She rolled her eyes, “You want me between your legs that badly?”

“No.” Toofy said with a little insult, and then grinned, “She just had kittens. She’s a little bit like throwing a tree into a mineshaft at the moment. So she’ll save that just for her Sai, and disappoint him. No, Toofy really, really, wants to taste her Arina one last time.”

“Do you remember the first time you tasted me?”

Toofy shuffled down the bed, lifting her black dress before whistling loudly. “The Arina wasn’t wearing pretties like this, then!”

The tailor-made underwear snuggled in tightly enough that you could see the general shape of Arina’s privates through them. They were made of a soft cotton, dyed black with red lace embroidery lining the edges of the design, vaguely reminiscent of fire.

“Just for you.” She said, turning pink.

Red eyes glared up at her, “They better be just for Toofy. No going to try and impress god-husband. He’s a jerk for stealing her Arina.”

“It’s embarrassing enough wearing them for you! I’m not scared of armies or thugs, not anymore. But asking the tailor to make these? I died inside.” Arina complained.

Toofy purred contentedly, her soft hands running along Arina’s thighs. “And she loves them.”

It wasn’t quite as sexy a reassurance as her mistress was hoping for. She could feel the scars from where the woman had shed teeth from her palms, and the distinct lack of feeling of the missing thumb was extremely conspicuous.

The catgirl felt her tensing up, “Mmm... Toofy should get some for her Sai. Which tailor did the Arina use?”

When she opened her mouth to answer, Arina felt the rough tongue suddenly invade her. She hadn’t realised Toofy had even removed her underwear. She gasped breathlessly, and then whimpered as the tongue licked all the way up her, both prickling and teasing her all at once, just like the first time. Dancing stars inside her head.

Arina smiled in the bliss, “Mistress... Gods... Do you remember the first time you did that?”

“She still tastes as sweet.” Toofy grinned at her, “Still fights it when Toofy tries to make her moan.”

The handmaiden smiled at her, “You said you only wanted a friend. And then you fulfilled a long-held fantasy of having sex with an exotic. Even if I had only ever desired a man before that point in time.”

“Toofy freed her Arina from her stiff ways.” The catgirl giggled and licked her again, deeper this time. Arina gladly moaned at the touch, reaching for her mistress’ head to push it in deeper.

“No.” Toofy’s ears flicked back and forth, “No touch. Bad girl.”

“More...? Please?” Arina settled for begging, trying not to completely embarrass herself. She had already worn underwear designed for arousal. She didn’t need to yell for more.

Toofy shimmied up the bed and settled by her side, nuzzling into her cheek, “Want a taste?”

Arina rolled her eyes but kissed the woman. She didn’t exactly want to taste herself on her mistress’ tongue, but she did want to be inside her mouth. Letting Toofy’s skills shine as she showed off all that training she had been given.

Almost as soon as their lips met, Toofy began to purr. The rumbling sound coming from deep in her throat as her pussy-coated tongue played around with her handmaiden’s. Gold eyes or red, they were just as passionate, just as filled with desire.

They had spent so many nights together on the Castelle property. So much time and effort put in by her mistress to protect her, and to make to love to her. Toofy had never stopped trying to do either of those things.

When first they slept together, Toofy had said it wasn’t love. That she could only ever love her master. Yet all of Arina’s protests about propriety had fallen on deaf ears. The cat had seen something that she had wanted, and so she had done what she wanted.

Arina didn’t know exactly when it was that she fell for Toofy, but she did know it had happened around the time when she realised that she had never been just a toy for Toofy to fool around with. That even during that first time, the neko had feelings for her that weren’t platonic.

“Oh, mistress!” She gasped out as the catgirl slipped a finger inside her womanly embrace, and showed about as much patience as she did with the Council of Ministers. “Sensitive!”

Toofy purred deeper, kissing her fiercer, and moved her hand at an even greater pace. Unfairly knowing exactly where to touch her handmaiden to blast her over that wondrous cliff into a full blown orgasm without ceremony of time enough to even get used to it.

Arina’s toes cracked as they curled up, and she bit her lip as her throat tried to cry out to the heavens and her head tried to maintain what little dignity that she could as the aggressive neko made it damn obvious who it was that Arina’s heart belonged to.

“Say her name.” Toofy growled, moving to kiss at her neck and keeping up the pace as Arina became so wet as to be heard as the hand lithely played with her. “Say her name.”

Arina whimpered, “T-twenty Four. Fu-uck. Fuck! Oh, mistress. Oh shit.”

“Toofy.” The cat purred, licking at her neck with her rough tongue. “Call her Toofy.”

Her eyes rolled back in her head, as she felt a second wave hit her, “Peace, m’lady! My body... Fuck! Is still mortal!”

“Say her name!” Toofy practically snarled.

Arina whimpered, “Gods, Toofy.”

Immediately the woman relaxed her pace, letting Arina breathe and relax, though the hand was still playing inside her. Gently fingering her insides and making her walls quake as the cat purred contentedly.

Her eyes widened as Toofy’s head dropped down, one hand yanking at her shirt so that Toofy could pull a nipple into her mouth for a gentle suckle and slathering of her miraculous tongue all over it.

It was over as soon as it began, Toofy releasing her with an audible pop.

Arina quickly unbuttoned the shirt and revealing the bra that matched her underwear. She let Toofy take a moment to admire it before grabbing the clasp at the front and releasing her breasts. The handmaiden grabbed the back of Toofy’s neck and pulled.

“Hungry.” Toofy grinned before obliging her and suckling at her breast.

Arina moaned deeply, “Gods above. I will miss this. Fuck.”

The neko switched breast, looking up at her with her adorable red eyes as she did. Toofy’s spare hand moved in under them, cradling the small of her back. Softly touching the mostly numb mess of scar tissue that lay there.

“Mmm. More.” Arina begged, not wanting to get distracted by thoughts of Isaac.

The catgirl arched, pushing her butt up and into the air before jiggling it. Arina smiled, and grabbed it with one hand gladly. It felt strange to see it without Toofy’s excitable tail flicking around. Still, it was both firm and soft, nestling into Arina’s hand.

“Toofy loves her Arina.” The neko broke off from the breast to purr, before deepening the strokes of her hand. “Gods, demons or stupid bastards. No one will be able to keep Toofy from her Arina. She will always make her moan.”

Arina swallowed and tried to speak, “I... I believe... You. Mmm. Oh, right there! No fair. I... They’re... Afraid of... You.”

“Good.” Toofy purred and kissed her cheek, “Now, cum. Cum for Toofy. All day long.”

“You’re... Going to... That... All day long?” Arina moaned.

“Toofy is going to fuck her Arina. All day.”

Arina felt another orgasm building, “Oh gods... Oh... Do it. Fuck me. All day.”

— — —
“Can I ask, sir, what the concern is about this particular prisoner?” The jailer asked cautiously.

Sai approached the cell, frowning as he looked at the woman lying in a bloodied lump in the middle of the floor. He rubbed his jaw, “Imprisoned without a name. She’s been ill-treated for it. Open the door.”

The jailer unlocked and opened the door. Sai signalled to the healer who walked in and knelt beside the woman. Eyes glowing a soft brown as they closed the open wounds, stopping the bleeding. They frowned, “M’lord. It looks worse than it is. A few cracked ribs. The injuries were mostly superficial.”

Sai nodded and entered the cell.

He crouched by the woman and patted her comfortingly on the head, “Doubt you ever expected to see me again, m’lady. Well, your title hasn’t been restored. The estate has been given to the orcs. However, you are free, Elizabeth. I’m here to bring you to Xivian.”

“L-l-lord Sa-Sai?” A pained and disbelieving voice croaked, and the woman looked up at him extremely hesitantly. He brushed her blood-soaked hair back behind her ears, using what little healing magic he knew to reduce the swelling of her cheeks. He smiled at her reassuringly.

She coughed weakly, “What d-d-did my f-f-freedom cost?”

“Nothing.” He replied and helped her sit up slowly. “I am the Consort Prince of our new Empress, her grace, Slayer of Dearst, Child of the Temple, the Red-Eyed Demon Neko, Lady Twenty Four. She desired that you be free. It just took some time to find where Kaden stashed you.”

Elizabeth smiled tiredly through the grime, “She did it.”

“With no small thanks to you.” Sai said, “If you hadn’t sent Xivian with the piece, we would have failed. Where did you even find a piece of Menes’ magic?”

“L-l-lord Han.” Elizabeth croaked, “He s-s-saw his own e-e-end coming.”

Sai unclipped his purple cloak and swung it over the woman’s shoulders. “Ah. Of course. Well, enough of that. We can talk again, later. Xivian has been beside herself. We should relieve her fears. We have a room for you set aside in the Wintertide House.”

He helped her stand, despite his own injuries, and the three shuffled out of the cell. Sai’s honour guard quickly formed a protective circle, and he guided the exhausted woman out and into the sunlight.

— — —
Xivian looked up as the prince entered, with her lady by his side. Walking on her own, and looking rough, but not nearly as poorly as she had been expecting her lady to be after so long in the emperor’s dungeons. No doubt it would have been worse if the traitor emperor had a chance to torture her.

Elizabeth smiled in exhaustion, reaching for the cloak on her otherwise naked body. Sai squeezed her shoulder, “Keep it. I have a dozen. Feel free to call for the tailor, once the two of you have been reacquainted. Is there anything else you require, before I take my leave?”

Xivian could barely resist, struggling to stay proper. She wasn’t sure if she wanted to dive into Liz’s arms or burst into tears. All she could do was stay seated on the couch, turning her knuckles white as she dug her fingernails into the furniture.

“Not that I can think of, m’lord.” She spoke, voice heart-shatteringly rough.

Sai bowed to them both, “Then I shall take my leave.”

Xivian’s bottom lip wouldn’t stop trembling, no matter how much she tried to crush down the cold feelings of fear and pain that had wrapped their tentacles around her heart. She needed to be brave, to be the strong one. She hadn’t been thrown into a dungeon to rot.

Elizabeth’s mouth curved upwards into a small smile as she looked at her, “There is no need to stand on ceremony, Xiv. I have been informed that I am no longer Lady Castelle. Not a lady at all. Which means that you and I are free to say fuck off to propriety.”

She burst into tears as she jumped up from where she was sitting. Her arms grabbed the woman into a fierce and possessive hug. She whispered, her voice unsteady in pitch, “M’lady.”

Liz brushed at her hair, “Hush now. We are safe. Friends to the empress, no less.”

“Not friends.” Xivian choked out, “The empress knows that we considered... Ending... Lady Arina.”

Liz chuckled, “Lady Arina? Her grace hardly took the time before promoting that one. Whose estate did she get?”

Xivian leaned back, sniffling and trying to dry her tears. “No one’s. The empress married her. She intimidated her Council into letting her have both a wife and husband. Consort Princess Arina de Twenty Four.”

“My, my. She does enjoy being a cat among pigeons. What about you, Xiv? How have you been treated?” Liz sat them both down, brushing her hair.

The handmaiden took a ragged breath, “Mixed. The empress outed me. Everyone knows I’m half-elf now. She’s trying to rigidly enforce equality for all, but it won’t happen overnight. Won’t come easily. For the most part, it’s a kind of benign neglect. But there is gossip, as always. But... M’lady.”

“I am okay.” Elizabeth reassured her, and kissed her cheek, “I could do with a bath, but the bleeding has stopped, and my injuries were mostly superficial. Some grooming, and good rest, and the two of us will be able to undertake our new lives. I intend to divorce politics. You are all that matters to me, Xiv. Everything.”

Xivian sniffled, “We have already received a request from her grace, the empress.”

“Oh?”

“She has need of an alchemist. She killed the last one when he served her a poisoned tea.” Xivian shivered. “She suggested it was a choice, but I don’t know what choice we do have.”

“That sounds quite enjoyable.” Elizabeth surprised her, “If for but a time. Long enough to save for our own little shop, at the least.”

Xivian leaned on her shoulder, “You always were strong, m’lady.”

“None of that, now. I am untitled. I am, finally, Liz. To one and all, but especially to the beautiful and brave half-elf woman that I intend to make my bride, just as soon as I can afford to parade her before the city in splendour.” The woman said calmly, and then slid into Xivian’s lap, looking her in the eye seriously, “If, that is, you are still mine?”

“I have not wept without reason!” Xivian protested with insult, “How could you possibly believe that I would ever leave your side?”

Liz smiled and leaned in and kissed her hungrily.

Xivian found herself on her back on the couch, with Elizabeth’s hands underneath her shirt and exploring her passionately. Running up and down her sides, roughly grasping at her breasts, as the woman’s tongue tried to discover how deeply into Xivian’s mouth it could move.

The passion of someone who thought that they were dead, but discovered tomorrow was still waiting for them. Elizabeth said nothing as she flipped up Xivian’s skirt and began kneading at her womanly parts through her underwear. Just going right in for what she wanted.

She moaned quietly, unable to resist anymore. Pushing herself up by the hips, wanting more of her lady.

“I love you, Xivian.” Liz panted, looking at her as if she was about to cry. “I love you, and that is the only thing in this world worthy of angst. That you love me back.”

“Of course I love you. I would, and have, done anything for you.”

“That was stupid.” Liz shook her head, “Never again. Never put yourself in harm’s way for me. I won’t forgive it.”

“I will take your hatred, if it keeps you safe.” Xivian replied without hesitation. “I love you too much, m’lady.”

“I will refuse to marry you, if you repeat that sentiment.” Liz said crossly.

Xivian’s jaw set stubbornly, “That too, I will take as a cost. I love you, heart and soul. It is not in me, to allow you to come to harm by my inaction.”

“Could you not be a stuck up brat for five minutes? I was about to make you make all kinds of inappropriate noises.” Liz said, looking down at her with vexation.

“I love you. I’m not changing what I will do for you. You must learn to deal with that, if I am to be yours.”

The lady sighed heavily, “I expect that will be an ongoing point of contention between us. Can we not fight? I was just saved from hell. I just... I want to make you moan my name. Forget how much body hurts. Forget how much I thought I was going to die.”

Elizabeth choked up, beginning to cry.

Xivian reached for her, and pulled her down into a hug, letting her sob between her breasts. “Yesterday, today, tomorrow, the same. I would have done whatever to save you, and I still will. Because I cannot bear it, to see you in pain. Your loss is mine, m’lady.”

“I love you.” Liz mumbled.

— — —
Toofy knelt down in front of the grave stiffly, holding her side as she presented the small wreath of black and red flowers. Placing it among the many bones and skulls that covered the mound of stones already.

Tears fell slowly from her red eyes, and she felt her chest beginning to heave as she searched for the words to describe the loss. She didn’t know what to say, not really. Not to her Meerakeilian.

The salamander had always been so proud, so strong.

The one thing she had demanded of Toofy was the one thing that she had refused to give her. Yet, despite it all, the woman had stayed by her side. Serving her faithfully, thanklessly.

Toofy had kept her at arm’s length, because for so very long she had considered Meerakeilian to be nothing but an enemy. Her nemesis, to be put in her place and watched carefully lest she become a threat again.

Mia hadn’t hesitated before saving Sai’s life. The salamander had to have known that she would die. There was no other outcome. She had given everything, down to the last inch of her life, to ensure that Kaden burned out his magic and Toofy had a chance at winning.

The cat’s bottom lip trembled as she remembered her prickly friend. That was what Meerakeilian had been to her in the end. Everyone expected something from her, asked for something from her, but though Mia had her own desires, she kept them restrained.

Mia had been her friend.

The howl started at the back of Toofy’s throat, slowly drawing itself upwards and forwards. A high pitched and warbling sound that screamed out the pain of having lost so much.

Immediately, those others clustered around the grave stood up and joined in. A chorus of voices where Toofy’s high pitched cry was lost to the deep and thundering roar of a thousand dragons speaking of their own personal agony at losing their queen.

The last of the royal bloodline.

Another king would rise, it was inevitable. But until he sent out his challenge, as Meerakeilian had in the days before her death, then these people were all lost, all grieving. They would not eat, nor drink, but more than that, they would not leave the grave.

All of them had come bearing gifts for the fallen queen. Bones of their enemies, for the most part.

Toofy punched the ground, her voice changing from merely pain to one of rage. She could feel her corruption, struggling to break free again. Yet it never would, not again. She was the empress now, no longer just a mortal. A demigod, as she had always wanted to be.

She had set herself on this path, so that she could remember her adoptive mother. She just hadn’t expected to adopt and lose a family along the way. To lose... So many.

What little fur she had grown back bristled as her anger grew. Mia had died because of Kaden, but he was a symptom, not the disease. It was the meddling of the gods. They had created the opportunity for Kaden to ascend, and they had demanded that he didn’t. They had also demanded that someone pay the price for his demise.

“She was a close friend?”

Toofy turned her head with a glare as a neko knelt beside her, placing a glass bottle of milk onto the stones as an offering. A small and blue-scaled salamander leaned over them and put down a skull that still had flesh hanging off it with a solid thud.

“Who the fuck is kitty?” Toofy snarled.

The salamander gave a soft growl, dripping a cold mist from her jaws, but the neko smiled and bowed her head, “Apologies, empress. The Salmon did not mean to interrupt.”

“Who the fuck is Salmon?” She snarled, “What does she want with my dragon?”

The neko bent her head further and then kicked the leg of the salamander. Who grunted but gave a stiff sort of bow. The catgirl spoke timidly, “Here because Meerakeilian meant much to her Reeni. Her Reeni fought for the Meerakeilian. Salmon didn’t fight, Reeni left her behind. Salmon feels guilty for that.”

Toofy softened, and looked at the blue salamander, “The Reeni?”

“Reenhalla.” The salamander snapped angrily, and then sighed, “Salmon always messes with name. Couldn’t teach her not to. Empress.”

Toofy smiled sadly, “Reenhalla. You and Salmon are... Couple?”

“Mmm.” Salmon nodded.

Reenhalla shrugged, “Salmon broke her bell. Also slept with her. We are... Something.”

“No more bells. Never again.” Toofy said stiffly and then smiled knowingly, “Street kitty, aren’t you, Salmon? Runaway.”

The neko, who was bowing, nodded again, “Mmm.”

Toofy grinned and patted her on the top of her head, frisking at the fur with a quick movement. The catgirl whined, but let her do it. Toofy could understand why humans wanted to do this. It was fun.

She pulled Salmon’s head up, looking at her golden eyes and gave her a quick peck to the lips. She giggled as the blue salamander snarled, and then smirked at them, “The Reenhalla should know that the Salmon is in heat. She smells so pretty. So inviting. Take her away, please. Toofy wants to feel sad, not horny.”

“Always in fucking heat.” Reenhalla grabbed Salmon by the back of the neck and stalked away, dragging the kitten behind her. The catgirl giggled and waved to Toofy, before cooing and looking up at her partner, “Reeni feeling frisky?”

“No.”

“Are too! Wanna go hunt!”

Toofy smiled and wiped a tear from her eye. She’d needed that interruption. Everything about those two was adorable. They were a breath of fresh air among all the signs of death and destruction. These were pieces of the future that Meerakeilian had guaranteed by her sacrifice.

The brightness of the future was found in the depths of today’s despair.

Toofy closed her eyes, humming, and then began to sing. “Sober and grave grows merry in time.”

“Tell her to dry her tears, young knight.” The chorus of dragons thundered around her, continuing the folk song.

The neko empress smiled sadly, dreaming of her proud salamander. Her voice was soft and sweet, everything that Meerakeilian had been once you punched through her rough exterior. “And we’ll be true lovers again.”

The cry of dragonkind shook the ground, rattling the skulls, thighs and other bones that they had laid upon the grave of their queen. Speaking with one pained voice, never hesitating.

“Did you ever travel mundane t’rou Void?”

“That ne’er did sin upon the gods be had.”

“Sober and grave, merry in time.”

“There we’ll be true lovers again.”

— — —
Sai poured some of the ale from his flask over the small mound of dirt lying in front of the silver engraved plate. The name embossed into the surface was simple, unadorned by anything but a date. As simple and unassuming as the man himself.

He hadn’t actually been close to the lord in question, and in fact had seen him as a political threat right up until his death. Yet, there was not a single question that without his intervention, Toofy would now be dead, as would the rest of them.

“Thank you.” Sai whispered to the grave, sitting down beside it. “I know you never had much of a family, so I’ll remember you in my prayers as best I can... I can’t help but think that we’re going to miss you in the coming days.”

A lord, specialising in justice, who owed his loyalty to the empire with no regard to who was in charge. Someone for whom politics was a means to finding the truth, not a means for self-advancement.

Replacing Han was going to be a hell of a thing.

“I wonder how you would approach it... There are rumours already... That the death of the orcs was caused by the slave spell breaking.” Sai said tiredly, “The Crucible was such a closely held secret by the race... No one is going to believe that Toofy didn’t have a hand in it. They think she sacrificed an entire species just to seize power. It frightens some into behaving, with is helpful, but in the long run... The resentment it will breed... Especially among those who refuse to believe an exotic is a person.”

The path to reconciliation wasn’t just going to be long. There was no species that did not have a damned good reason for hating humanity. Just because the empire now had an exotic as empress was no reason to set aside that kind of deep-seated rage and hatred.

Even before Kaden perfected the slaving collar, slavery had been how humans lived. Most free servants had still been treated like cattle by the lords and ladies above them. Hell, the mistresses of the lords were treated as little more than baby farms in most cases.

How did you go from breeding rattan specifically for the worst jobs, breeding them to be put into unlit mines that were always on the verge of collapse to hunt for coal and iron, to allowing rattan to purchase property? To have a voice on the Council? It couldn’t be done.

Not without more bloodshed.

What would Han’s advice have been?

Toofy was handling things as best she could. But his wife was still neko, despite the changes. She was also still a hothead with a bad habit of saying exactly what she was thinking. It wasn’t only humans who were easily offended by her brutally truthful attitude.

The royal guards had to restrain the Tauran ambassador after Toofy told him she didn’t think he actually deserved to keep the preserves. That she thought he was complicit and had assisted Kaden in suppressing his own people just because the emperor had been afraid of their physical strength.

She was right, of course.

Kaden had been paying the taurans for compliance. If a leader ever rose up who was anything less than corrupt, then the temple had received a contract for assassination. Not a quiet accidental death, either. The kind f assassination where you left a head on a pike.

Saia and Esme had been vital in reconstructing the deaths that Kaden had been responsible for. As decent a symbol as burning down the temple had been, the vast treasure trove of archives had been lost. Who knew how many other political assassinations would now be forgotten?

“I miss you, even if I was no one to you.” Sai sighed heavily and stood up, taking another swig from his flask.

A nearby guard held out his walking stick, a blackwood staff with a silver cat’s head on it, and Sai gratefully took the object. Limping with his escort as he made his way towards the next destination.

Not a grave this time, but a monument, still under construction.

It would have been a graveyard of ridiculous proportions. A mass grave to bury all of the dead. Except... There were no bodies. Everyone who had died had simply ceased to exist. Not even becoming dust on the wind. Just... Gone.

Forcing the ministers to agree to the costs of constructing the monument had been difficult, right up until Toofy offered to lock them in the same cell as the cause. That had shifted opinions just enough they had agreed to pay for a slightly smaller monument.

Sai limped over to the new object, dominating the first courtyard as you entered the city from the west. It was gruesome to human standards. Constructed from silver-plated bone, with ash from the orcish homelands mixed into the mortar.

The thing was still being made, but it would be a pyramid several times the height of a man, dominated by real human skulls adorned with smithed and artificial fangs to make them seem somewhat like an orc.

It was a homage to the kind of victory monuments that orcs would build on the battlefields out of the corpses of their enemies. Twisting and mangling human bodies to give worship to the supremacy of orckind.

It made Sai feel like he was home.

Standing atop the pyramid would be a shadow of a kitsune, marked with the orcish word for evil. A memory of the one who had manipulated them into ending almost all of their kind.

Sai could understand why Khild had done it.

The orcish survivors were free of the demon curse, their heritage, for the first time since they had been created. Every orc was taught to hate demons from birth. Taught that their magic was a taint that they had twisted for good, but had been intended for evil.

All the same... He wished that he had been there to stay her hand. To temper her wrath and show her just how much damage she was going to do. Without significant aid and shelter from the empire, her race was going to cease to exist.

Hunted down for the crime of being different.

There was nothing that humans liked more than a rare beast to hunt, kill, and hang on their wall.

Sai turned to his guards, and one of them brought forward an object. It was small and silver, a bracelet engraved with Khild’s title in ancient orcish on the outside, and on the inside Slag in the same tongue.

A wedding band, for the one who would never be able to wear it.

Sai hung it from a thigh bone, and walked away. A few others had already begun to leave treasured items behind, but he doubted that any of those would be grateful of his presence. He might be orc-raised, but he had never truly been one of them.

It was time to return to his birth people, and try to continue cleaning up hundreds of years of suppression, violence, and discrimination.

— — —
It had taken Esme three days to make it through the Tangles and back to the Golden Mountain. Whatever was happening in that forest, she really didn’t want to know a thing about it.

She especially didn’t want to know a fucking thing about the pregnant tanukiki who had confronted them on the road and demanded a toll before allowing Esme’s party and honour guard through.

Since when had one of those ever done anything but run away?

Arriving in the elven capital city wasn’t what Esme had expected. She wasn’t quite sure what exactly she had expected, but she was arriving back with the bodies of two of their princesses in caskets. She’d expected... Something.

There wasn’t even anyone to greet them.

She knew that the empress had sent word on ahead. Toofy had been exchanging regular messages by hawk since she had taken the throne. Esme wasn’t just here as a sign of respect to the fallen women. She was here as the newly appointed High Priestess of the Temple, and ambassador for the Empire.

Having no one at all show up to greet her was an incredibly offensive slight, or a sign that the elven empress wasn’t exactly in charge of the Golden Mountain anymore. Either one set Esme on edge, and made her wish for simpler times.

The halfneko on the chair beside her stuck their head out the window of the carriage and squealed excitedly, “Smell that, Esme! She can smell the sea air from here! Salt and bird shit and men who forgot how to shower!”

The elf laughed and smiled at her girlfriend, before it faltered. “Can you still feel the empress?”

The woman dropped back inside, “Kinda. Distantly. I can feel her fretting... And fucking. A lot of fucking.”

Since Taudry had been released from the Domina’s household she had come to life. No longer meek and afraid. Beginning to proudly display her neko heritage. The forwardness, and the stereotypical obsession with sex. Esme might be temple trained, but she struggled to sate her girlfriend’s desires most days.

“Well, we will bury these three at the palace, and then we might take a day or two to explore the city.” Esme offered. “See some sailors, drink with some elves. Then we can deal with burning down the temple.”

“Someone beat us to that.” Taudry shook her head, “Still smell the molten gold and ash. The city smells... Afraid. Very afraid.”

— — —
“Why did you summon us?”

The kitsune lounging over the chair, dangling halfway upside down, looked up with boredom at the gathered things. She couldn’t say people because not all of them had distinct personalities, let alone physical forms to take on.

Mischief smiled brightly, her orange eyes aglow, “Oh, isn’t it obvious by this point? I thought I was making such a good argument of it all... But none of you have even been paying attention, have you?”

“You removed the upstart.” The Green Goddess said from nearby, crossing her arms under her vine-covered breasts, “Do you expect us to thank you? Perhaps welcome you back into the fold? You should be thankful than we aren’t banishing you beyond the gate, with the rest. You’re a traitor.”

“No, I’m cute. There is a difference.” Mischief giggled and swung herself upright, “Honestly, I could give a flying fuck if Kaden ascended. He would have brought chaos, and I fucking orgasm to chaos.”

“Uncouth little shit.” Tai snapped from nearby, tapping at a small pocket watch and looking at it in confusion. Not quite understanding why the ticking didn’t sound quite in sync.

The kitsune briefly hugged one of her own tails, and then smirked at the gathering of deities. “All of you think you’re so clever, don’t you? Playing with my little toys. Too bad all of you missed the fact that Toofy cracked your fucking gate when she went over to the other side and ate Dearst. You let it pass, because you needed Kaden gone. You’re a bunch of idiots.”

“You’ve been trying to crack the gate since you created the orcs.” Ouruk sneered, sharpening his axe. The god of destruction and rage, glaring over at her. Such a bastard. He’d killed his ex-girlfriend rather than let Orli find a piece of happiness with somebody else.

Arina would deal with him, shortly, by the look the little demi-goddess was giving him.

Mischief yawned, “Indeed. Which is why it’s so fucking cute that you’re not worried that Toofy actually did it. Did you think I wasn’t ready to take advantage? That I was shocked that fucking avatar did what I fucking wanted her to? The war for the human empire is irrelevant. It served a purpose. Mine.”

The Green Goddess frowned, dropping her arms, “Why... Why did you summon us? To declare war upon us?”

“Oh sweetie.” The fox chuckled, “I never declared peace on you. I summoned you all, so you could see it. Actually notice it, because you’re all thicker than a tauran’s skull. Look around you.”

Where they were was less of a where and more of a someplace. It was about a solid a piece of reality as a wet piece of papyrus. All the same, it was easy to see it curling up around the edges.

The kitsune smirked over at the god of time, “Clock ticking backwards, yet?”

“What the fuck... Did you do...?” Tai looked at her in grave concern.

Mischief clapped and then threw her hands open widely, “The war’s back motherfuckers!”

As she yelled it, the gateway keeping the betrayer gods at bay, sealing away most of demonkind, and all other assortments of weapons that had been designed since both had been trapped away... Dissolved.

The heavens were filled with a cacophony of sounds that would make any mortal piss themselves in terror. The sound of angry deities finally freed to do what they wanted to do.

The sound of weapons that had been perfected out of sight and mind of the gods, behind the gateway, being unleashed to reap chaos upon the world in all its shapes and kinds. Things that had yet to be imagined as possible by the fools who had thought they ruled over reality.

Mischief fell back into her chair, one hand going between her legs as she flooded herself. “Now it really begins... This... Ooh... This is the era of chaos. This is not beginning of the war. This is the ending.”

She burst out giggling.

— — —
“Whilst the preservation of many species is, in itself, a goal worthy of attention and action, we must temper our impulses by regarding what may be the dreadful consequences if we were to falter or fail.” The minister droned in a monotone.

Toofy’s head nearly slipped from her hand as she struggled to stay awake. She could swear he was being as boring a shit as possible on purpose. So that people wouldn’t realise that he was advocating for actual genocide over maybe trying to preserve the mongrel orcs left behind.

The catgirl yawned tiredly and sat up a little. She saw a guard by the door waving at her. She smiled and gave a stiff nod, causing them to admit someone into the little gaggle of stupid and very human politicians.

Silence descended on the room like a hammer upon an anvil.

She stood up and shrugged, “Toofy would counter his lordship’s most... Intriguing... Of arguments, with one most simple. How is that we can know of the merits of our actions, if we cannot see the world from their eyes? Understand from their hearts?”

She crossed the threshold to the extremely tattooed man standing there with bright red skin, and no top. She touched his solid chest and smiled up at the half orc, “If this Council must decide the fate of the orcs, then it should be an orc who has the casting vote. So, Toofy names him lord. She gifts him half the estate of moron over there who blathered in Toofy’s ear. She names this one as Minister of Orcish Affairs.”

The man grunted at her. She grinned and turned on her heel, walking back over to her throne and sitting down. She waved to the men, “Toofy interrupted you. Please, continue. It would do well for the new minister to be brought up to speed on why the humans think they should just let the orcs die off.”

The red-skinned man let out a soft and chilling growl. Lips pulling back around his tusks as he looked at humans who now suddenly found themselves as only his equal in political power, and who knew the rage and physical strength that was inherent to the species.

Toofy smiled, barely burying her laughter at their faces.

Any old idiot should have seen this coming. Of course she was going to invite exotics into the Council, and of course she was going to make damn sure that one of them was a representative for the orcs that had been made all but extinct.

These fools needed to up their game if they wanted to play with Toofy.

— — —
The kitsune tensed up as she felt a soft tail run up the inside of her thigh. She couldn’t speak, couldn’t ask who was there. Before the cat had condemned her to the cold and the dark, she had taken some time to hurt Tammy for indirectly causing the death of Meerakeilian. For directly slaughtering the orcs.

Her tongue was the last thing the neko had taken from her. Preserved until the last because she’d wanted to hear the fox scream in pain.

Tammy had been powerless against the neko, even despite their injuries. Her golden magic had been snuffed with an angry flash of red eyes. Then Toofy had taken her time with her. Removing each of Tammy’s nine tails, each earned over a hundred years.

She’d personally sewn Tammy’s privates shut, informing her that the kitsune would never again feel the pleasure of her mate between her legs, because he belonged to the cat.

“She did a number on you.” The goddess whispered in her ear, kissing at the side of her neck, as hands went around her waist to hold her comfortingly, “But I did try and warn you vixen. You were supposed to stay the fuck away from her.”

Tammy nodded silently.

She wasn’t crying. There were no more tears. Everything that she was... Was spent. She barely even felt alive anymore. A burned out husk, just waiting to die in this place.

“Arina hates you.” The goddess continued, “If I help you, well, the gods are already at war. I don’t need the next goddess of death breathing down my neck. It was quite stupid of you.”

She nodded again.

Tammy breathed in, surprised, as she felt the goddess kiss her. As shocking as it was, the sensation came with more. She could feel Mischief’s tongue playing with her own. Restored, however briefly it might be, so that she could kiss the goddess that she loved.

A high pitched keening burst from her throat as she kissed forcefully back at the goddess.

“Gentle, kit, gentle.” The goddess admonished her, slipping a finger inside her and causing Tammy to let out a deafening scream that echoed loudly in her private cell.

The goddess kissed at her neck, “Are you mine, vixen?”

“Always.”

A hard slap hit her cheek, jerking her neck with enough force that Tammy thought she might have sprained it. The touch of the goddess vanished, and she spoke angrily from somewhere in the pitch black, “Don’t lie to me, bitch! You betrayed me! You will betray me, again. You are as untrustworthy as you are useless!”

Tammy hung her head and nodded with resignation, “It do be.”

“What am I going to do with you?” The voice of the goddess became playful, “It would be fun to curse you. Also fun to see how long I can keep you sane until my torture takes your mind from you. So many possibilities.”

The kitsune resigned herself to her fate.

“But... That’s not... Creative enough for me.” The goddess snarled angrily, “I’m the fucking goddess of motherfucking chaos. I can’t just torture someone who betrayed me. That’s stupid and boring and stinks of sanity. It’s downright offensive.”

Tammy felt a chill run down her spine.

“Bones and sinew and blood. That’s not a bad idea.” Mischief said deviously, “Well, seems like you might still serve a purpose to me. I have absolutely no idea if it is even possible... Let me see, now...”

The kitsune screamed again, but this time in pain rather than pleasure.

As her voice filled the space, she found herself suddenly able to perceive the space around her. Dull at first, just the outlines of shapes, before the world swam into full vision and colour. The pain wracked her head to toe, and she felt like her bones were bending, but she could see for the first time since she was abandoned.

See the Golden Kitsune in all her glory, standing in front of her with one hand on a naked hip, and the other on her chin as she looked at Tammy with a devious smirk and a twinkle in her orange eyes.

“There we are... Yes, I think that suits you.” The foxgod nodded, “So... What do you think, Tammy?”

She looked down as the pain faded to a dull roar. Her breasts had somewhat shrank, but her claws had doubled in size. No longer those of a fox, but... They looked like cat claws. Her arms looked more slender, more flexible.

“Did... Did you remake me into a neko?” She asked fearfully.

Mischief chuckled, “Of course not. That would be too boring, too easy. Check your tails, woman.”

Tammy grabbed, and found a familiar and comforting fluff of her fox tail. Only one, but it soothed her heart like nothing had. She almost felt alive, again. Just as she was thinking that, she felt a second tail stand up stiffly.

She sucked in her breath and felt for the base blindly, right above her ass. “Oh gods.”

“Half kitsune. Half neko.” The goddess burst out laughing, “It’s never happened before. And not just because your peoples hate each other. Plenty of hate fucks have happened over the years. You’re not supposed to be sexually compatible... But I’m a motherfucking god.”

“They’ll both hate me.” Tammy realised.

Mischief chuckled, “Oh yes, they will. Want you dead. Can’t let anyone think that a kitsune and a neko actually loved each other enough to have a child, raise a child. They’ll despise you, hunt you. If you ever leave this cell.”

Tammy winced, lowering her gaze, “I be deservin’ o’ it.”

“Oh, there is nothing as boring as fucking self pity!” The goddess snarled, “I didn’t remake you so that you can be a bitch in your second life! I want... Chaos. I need it, crave it. Give me that, and I’ll protect you. Give me that, and I will fuck you. Give me that, and I will love you.”

She looked up, “... Love... Me?”

“Your jealousy of Toofy was so very boring. I’ve never even touched the kitten.” Mischief yawned, “I’ve kissed you. Touched you. I don’t know why you ever thought that she was more to me than you were. You made Kaden paranoid. Laid the groundwork for my cat to remove that annoying flea.”

Tammy blinked back tears.

The goddess cupped her cheek, and pressed their foreheads together, “I’m giving you another chance, vixikitty, because I love you. I’m angry with you, because you hurt me and I love you. You treated me like shit. Don’t do it again. I can’t protect you from all the gods, forever.”

“Ya remade me.” Her voice quaked.

The goddess kissed her nose, “And now you’re something new and fascinating. The gods will sit back and watch, reserve judgement, instead of tweaking reality to make sure that you die. A new name, a new life. New abilities and new magic. This is my gift for you, dressed up like a punishment so no one else will interfere.”

“Wat ya want o’ me?”

Mischief put her arms around her waist, “Well, first, I’m going to fuck you stupid so you know I mean it. Then... Well, I’m not allowed to help. But I want you to escape. You’ve got five years to sail south. The continent down there isn’t a myth. Ripe for your kind of fun.”

“Be meanin’ a new world? Jus’ for me ta be pissin’ on?”

The goddess grinned, “Yeah. A whole new world for you to play with. There, you won’t get in my neko’s way, and that means you’re less likely to piss me off... I do have a toy there, as well. A cute little axomander. Don’t hurt her, or fuck her, and I will have no reason to get mad.”

Tammy smiled and tears slipped down her cheeks, “Ya do be lovin’ ma. Tryin’ ta be savin’ me o’ maself.”

“Yes.” The goddess stated firmly, the space around them brightly lighting up with her gold aura, “Care to let me show you, just how much, my little failure? I’ll treat you, rather than the other way.”

The kitseko kissed her patron. Her tongue was both long and rough, now. Gripping at the goddess’ as it dove into her mouth. She felt Mischief grab both her ass cheeks, lifting her up easily. Tammy wrapped her legs around her waist and continued to kiss her, clawing lightly at the goddess’ back.

Tammy found herself on the floor of her cell on her stomach, the goddess lying on her back and kissing at her neck as a hand rubbed gently at the top of her vulva.

She whined loudly as she felt herself flowing at the touch. “How do you want me to fuck you, my dear kit? My tongue? My hand? Or shall this goddess transform herself for you? Do you want to lock down around a divine dick?”

“Love me.” Tammy begged, “All I be wan’in. Love me.”

The golden kitsune kissed her cheek, “Dick it is. So I can spill my holy seed into my gorgeous vessel. What greater act of love can I give you, than to bear my child?”

Tammy screamed as she felt her folds gently pushed apart, her voice announcing loudly that she was touching the divine, with a divine. She felt her cheeks flush in embarrassment but she still screamed again as the firm thing moved into her gently.

As it reached the peak, her walls clamped down violently, forming the tie around the head of the cock. Making it impossible to pull out until either both of them reached their limits of pleasure, or hours had passed.

The goddess slipped her deft hands underneath Tammy and tweaked at her breasts, “Do you believe me yet? I do love you, even when you hurt me so badly, vixikitty.”

A strange new yowl of pleasure emerged from her throat, a sound she’d never made before. She felt... Filled. The goddess fit her perfectly, stretched her perfectly. Tammy was trembling, almost ready to flood herself, and they hadn’t done anything at all.

“Do be it. Do be it. Fuckin’ o’ fucks.”

The goddess laughed and kissed at her neck, “Tell me that you love me, my beautiful thing.”

Tammy squealed, unable to speak at all as the goddess thrust into her and made her entire body light on fire. Made every nerve so bright with joy that they felt like they were about to burst.

“I love you, Tamamo.” Mischief whispered to her, the goddess’ voice growing huskier as she continued to move. Breasts sliding up and down Tammy’s back as a cock that made her forget all about Sai rammed into her.

She tightened her stomach, fighting back against the insane sensations so that she could gasp, “I... Be... Yours.”

“Ooh, fuck.” The kitsune breathed, “That’s it. Oh, I love you. I love my terrible little chaotic thing.”

Flakes of gold filled the light around them, beginning to fall more heavily as the goddess upped her pace. Taking Tammy as her own, taking this brand new and unique body as her own.

“Harder. Fuck ma harder.” She demanded.

The goddess chuckled at her enthusiasm, before obliging her with a womanly grunt of surprise as she plumbed Tammy’s depths. Her new eyes widened in shock at the intense feeling and a desperate keening sound burst free.

“That’s my kitseko. My precious thing.” The goddess purred, “Call for me, call for your divine to erupt inside you.”

“Fuckin’ be!” Tammy cursed, “Fuckin’ da shi’ outta me!”

She began with a scream as she felt her moment approached with the goddess on top of her. The loud wail slowly transitioned from piercing to a wail as her vocal chords began to tremble, before falling into a deep and hungry purr.

“Fuck, Tamamo.” The goddess responded to the cry, swelling up within before their head dropped between her shoulder blades and Tammy was left wailing again as she felt the seed flooding into her, making every nerve buzz in excitement as she joined her deity.

Tammy felt the goddess pull away and breathed heavily where she lay against the ground, “Dat... I ever get ya, again?”

Silence answered her, quiet apart from her panting and dripping on the stone floor as she found herself alone in her cell.

— — —
Looking at his extensive vineyards as the mages slowly moved through them, purifying them of the emperor’s taint, Vanhern couldn’t help but feel a little bit of shameful mirth that this was where it had begun for him.

When he had been called to judge Sai for Elatham’s death, and heard from Han that he suspected that the empress had tried to assassinate Lord Castelle, he had believed the plague to be an economic sabotage by the pair.

He had thought that Sai, in his inexperience, was attempting to seize power. That he was undercutting Vanhern, and removing the competition of Castelle, as a way to create an opening in the Council of Ministers.

As with the best of illusions, there was a small nugget of truth to be found in it, but Lord Sai had nought to do with Vanhern’s problems from that time. His wife was the cause of endless problems for the lord, today, but she hadn’t turned her attention to him yet, back then.

What would have happened if Vanhern had succeeded in positioning himself as an enemy to the neko? He had tried to have Lord Sai executed, and the empress sold off as a slave.

That was a future that sent chills down his spine at how close to oblivion he had strayed in his ignorance.

Since her rise to power, the empress had shown all the mercy of a typical neko. That is to say, none at all. If a minister opposed her plans for the future, she didn’t attempt to negotiate with them, as her predecessor had done. Instead she replaced them. Giving their lives into the hands of the former slaves that they had kept.

It was ruthlessly effective.

Those who had treated servant and slave alike found themselves suddenly having to work for a living. It was a difficult transition, but approached with the right attitude then you had a chance of not just surviving but rising back through the hierarchies to a semblance of power. You had a chance to make yourself invaluable to the lord that replaced you, with knowledge and experience that they lacked and needed.

If, however, you had treated your slaves as less than a person, then you would generally be dead by end of day. The empress had no need to order your execution, and kept her hands clean whilst removing someone who would surely have been a thorn in her paw.

She used human nature as a weapon, politics as a guillotine, to enforce her vision of the future. Creating an environment for change that was surprisingly stable. There was some general unrest, and many believed she had a hand in the death of orckind, but for the most part exotics were rising not just as equals, but taking actual power, and there had been little bloodshed for it.

Vanhern found himself treading more carefully than he had in some time, but making himself an advocate for the empress had given him a little breathing room.

The slaves that had cared for his family continued to do so, but now instead of providing them with only shelter and food, he paid them to continue to do so and charged them board and rent. He lost a little of his income, and in return his reputation among exotics was blossoming. A worthy investment into the future.

He had not a single doubt it aggravated some of his fellow lords, but if they wanted to set themselves against over half the population of the empire, and their demigod empress who had already demonstrated a mind for strategy, then that was their choice to commit suicide.

Whilst he couldn’t predict what the future held, he did know the empire had a strong chance for rapid expansion.

Magic casters had been rare under the emperor, because human magus were rare.

That had been an artificial restriction. Vanhern had gone from employing a dozen at great expense, to suddenly having two hundred apprentices in his employ. The innovation that was possible from having even inept casters in mass employ were astonishing. Recognising it early was vital to growing your power in this new world that the empress was carving out.

In a slave, magical skill was an annoyance, a cause of runaways and violent incidents.

With free men and women, it was an opportunity to tip the scales.

Vanhern might not like his empress. He might even despise the woman. He might be a racist who truly hated all exotics. However, what he was, most of all, was an opportunist. He had been blind when he opposed the empress and crown prince. His eyes were now open, and he couldn’t afford to make a mistake like that, again.

The empress was going to make him a very rich and powerful man, indeed.

— — —
“You screwed up.” Saia said stiffly to the pile of stones, her tail wrapped around one leg as she looked at the grave with tears in her red eyes. “Not only did you promise to fuck the shit out of me, you promised to survive, you bastard.”

Her hands clenched into fists, nails driving into her palms, the physical pain alleviating some of the grief that was threatening to bury her. “I know. We both said we were just screwing around. You were still hurting from Helen. I had no intention of being anyone’s but Toofy’s. But fuck you. She actually shared me with you.”

She had only even come to the grave because the empress had insisted on it. Saia was more than willing to walk around and never think about Tyre ever again. It was easier that way. She had lost too many people. Killed half of them herself, at Yu’s instruction as he tried to forge his perfect little assassin.

Ending him had felt good, and she didn’t regret it, but remembering it... She didn’t feel anything. Just a deep and hard to describe sort of hollowness.

“You’d understand.” She said bitterly, “Everyone else... Death and war were something that had to happen. Something they had to go through, so that they could return to their lives... But for me and you... Death is what our lives were. I don’t have anything to go back to. Just some uncertain future where I’m Toofy’s wife and plaything. I don’t see her using me that way. So what the fuck am I, now? Why did you have to leave me to do this on my own, you bastard?”

The tears struck the soft soil, vanishing soundlessly.

Saia wanted a fight, needed a fight. She needed something to kill. She didn’t know how to deal with the concept of peace, even if it was temporary. She had no one to stalk, no one to hunt. Toofy had intentionally isolated her from that, trying to give her a chance to heal but Saia just didn’t know... How.

“Yours was called Helen.” She whispered, sitting down. “I promised to tell you about mine. My first love, the one that Yu made me kill. Her name was Karnelia. Yeah, I know. Elia and Karnelia. Fucking pathetic. But she was as much a mentor to me as she was a lover.”

Saia idly wrote the name in the soil in front of her, “She died on the Day of the Dead. Couple years before I met Toofy. It was bad. She died slowly. I tried to do it fast and clean, the way she’d been teaching me to, but she saw me coming.”

The succubus took a deep breath, “I was never going to tell you, either. Lying is easier... Not her name, not that she was a she. Nothing. Her death is on me. My burden and fuck anyone who tries to take that from me. I still won’t even tell the cat, though I expect she bloody well knows. Efina couldn’t hide anything from Toofy. Doubt that Yu could.”

“She... She was different to me. Quiet. Still desperate for some rough, like all succubi. But if she was bored, or had some downtime, she wouldn’t seek it out like I do.” Saia winced, “That’s one lesson I could never grasp. Stillness. She’d sit down and read a book. Or lie down and stare at the sky. She could spend hours doing fuck all. I just... Can’t.”

Saia rubbed at her scalp, “I mean, being still, sure. You and I were both skilled at that. Sit somewhere and watch the prey. That’s second nature. But watching a kill is different, your mind is active. But actually letting your mind go blank? Fuck if I know how to do that. I... I can’t do... Nothing.”

She twisted the silver bracelet around her wrist and looked at her own reflection and the cadre of guards a respectful distance behind her. She looked at her own gaunt and sleepless face, “Maybe Toofy is right. Maybe I’ve forgotten how not to be a monster. I’ve just got no idea where to even start to try and recover a little bit of what it means to be a person. How did you do it, Tyre? Become Sai’s gamekeeper? Was helping a bunch of lords hunt really enough for you, Shifter?”

The succubus stood up, drying her eyes, “Fucking lot of good you are, bastard. You went and died.”

She turned around, and a chill ran down her spine as she thought, just for a moment, that she spied a bear of a man stepping into the treeline. It was just a shadow, she was sure. No alarms had gone off. It wasn’t him.

Saia walked away from the grave.

— — —
“She always wanted to be Empress.” Toofy said quietly, sitting cross-legged in the doorway and watching the sunset. Her ears flicked back and forth, as she gave a small yawn, “Do you know why she did? Why she decided it would happen, even when she was just a kitten?”

The kitsune dropped into a sitting position beside her, legs stretched out and leaning on their hands, “You bothered to summon me. You never talk to me, and now you summon me and want to reminisce? You’re just cute all over, Toofy.”

She leaned her head in her hands, elbows on her knees. Toofy looked glum, “It was because of her mother. The only one who really liked her just for being her. It was hard for Toofy, knowing every time that when her mummy left, she was going to forget all about her. Made her mad, knowing the curse was because mummy saved her.”

“Eratigan is a sweetheart, too.” The fox nodded, clicking their boots together, “Though, she can fuck like a crazy lady. Which, I suppose she is. Immortal because she can’t comprehend the fact that she died a thousand years ago. Can’t comprehend evil, even when she’s looking at it. I can understand Tai’s fascination.”

Toofy open and dropped her jaw in her hands a couple times glumly. “She’s a demigoddess now. Can always remember her mother. Not going to forget. Broke your stupid bitchy curse.”

“Of course, Eratigan being timeless would have a particular appeal to Tai. That and her utterly overwhelming magic. Being the oldest human magic user ever born comes with a few benefits.” The kitsune continued to ramble, “I’ve always wondered how much magic she brings to their sexlife. It isn’t like they get to fuck that often. Saving you when you were fated to die made a lot of deities angry. But if it can’t die, you need to get creative with the punishment.”

The neko closed her eyes tiredly, “Mummy’s been sent to the Void. Like a kitten sent to bed with no supper. For saving Toofy.”

“She doesn’t tend to cause much chaos. Tends to make things peaceful by scaring away the fun things.” The goddess continued, “So I don’t really tend to pay her much mind. Barely even realised that she was Orli’s mother before I sent you to find the girl, in my own subtle way. Did you have fun playing with Daen?”

“Toofy will bed the goddess if she lets her mother out of the naughty corner.”

That got Mischief’s attention. “Ooh. Are we striking a deal, kitten? I do so enjoy... Negotiating.”

“Toofy will eat your heart if you touch her without permission.” The neko said tiredly, without even opening her eyes. “Not negotiating. That right vanished when the gods took something that belonged to her. Now, it’s time for them to give it back.”

“Give back Eratigan? It’ll happen in about two hundred years time. Who knows? With demon in your veins, you might just live long enough to see it, kitten.” The goddess replied with mirth.

“You still think we’re negotiating.” Toofy opened her eyes slowly, “She admits it, she isn’t very skilled with her magic. Just a demigoddess, beside a goddess. But if the Kitsune doesn’t help Toofy, then she’ll kill the Tammy for real. Not just play with her and break her a bit.”

“You know.” The goddess’ voice suddenly had an edge to it.

Toofy gave a half-smile, “That you fucked her? Half the city knows. Foxgirls scream.”

“Don’t fuck with me, kitten.”

She turned her head to look fearlessly into those orange eyes, flecked with gold. She stared back, unblinking, and spoke sourly, “The goddess fucked with Toofy, first. Did she expect to come out without a scratch? Toofy let the goddess use her. It doesn’t mean that Toofy stopped paying attention. If Toofy wants the stupid vixen dead, she’ll die. Mischief gave Toofy the death magic, remember? Made the elf think of hurting her. Toofy used it to break the bells. Showed Mischief that the Tammy can run, but not hide. Toofy isn’t asking. You stole from her.”

“Last warning, kitten.” The kitsune admonished.

Toofy smiled lopsidedly, “Yes. It is.”

“Fuck.” The fox said, giving in. She turned away and kicked at the wooden floor boards. “Fine. I’ll find some way to get Eratigan back.”

She gave a happy purr, “She meant what she said. When Toofy gets her mother back, she’ll bed the goddess. Even if she is a piss-smelling kitsune.”

“I fucked Sai.” The kitsune stuck her nose in the air.

Toofy rolled her eyes, “He also fucked an orc. She loves her master, but his taste in women is deplorable. Not cute at all. He could have at least bedded the Efina. At least she was sexy.”

The goddess cracked up laughing, “You make it really hard to stay angry at you, kitten.”

“You need to stop calling her that.” Toofy blew at her fringe, “She actually had kittens, you manipulative whore. No calling kitten.”

Mischief grinned innocently, “There’s always a chance of pregnancy, even when you aren’t in heat.”

“Two pregnancies. At the same time. One of which was twins.” Toofy said blankly.

The goddess shrugged, “It was hardly impossible.”

“What were chances? More or less likely than sun spontaneously blowing up?” Toofy raised an eyebrow.

The goddess bounced to her feet, “Looking forward to fucking you. And fucking with you. Enjoy your empire, Toofy. You’ve earned it.”

— — —
Esme crossed her arms, looking at the ruins and the body on a pike. “Guessing someone had a beef with the temple.”

“Taudry has been listening.” Her girlfriends replied quietly, “They say it was a lamian. She didn’t know that they still existed, but she trusts the source. An elven girl, married to a unigrad.”

Esme whipped her head around, “A fucking unigrad!?”

“Mmm. Saint Somebody.” Taudry shrugged, “They can’t lie, if she remembers what she read about them. No reason to lie, either. Looks like elf empress pissed off a colony in the Tangles. Not colony of lamia, but of... Unusual things. Like the tanukiki we met.”

“Shit.” Esme shook her head, “Well, doesn’t matter. The new temple isn’t really a replacement. We’re setting it up for the betrayer gods. No bells or slaves, neither. Speaking of, have you heard anything about Empress Tresian? She still hasn’t granted our audience. Going to piss Toofy off.”

“Letter.” Taudry produced a message from down her bra, a scroll like sent by eagle.

Esme unrolled it, and laughed as her blue eyes sparkled. “Oh fun. Toofy has asked me to put my training to decent use.”

“Regicide?” Taudry asked, her face dropping.

“Seems like.”

The catelf stomped her foot, “No fair! You always get way too wrapped up in your godsdamned work and I’m in fucking heat!”

“You’re what now?”

Taudry blushed and looked down, mumbling, “Couple days back. Why do you think I was all over you on the way over?”

Esme put her arms around her and kissed her forehead, “No wonder you’ve been pissy with me since we got here. You could have told me, so I’d pay you enough attention. This might be a working getaway, but it’s still our getaway.”

“You have to work. It won’t be easy.” Taudry shrugged.

The elf rolled her eyes, “Honey, this is what I do. So, here’s the plan. You and I hire some people to rebuild the temple. Whilst they’re doing that, we’ll rent a hut and fuck like crazy. Then, I’ll sneak you into the palace and fuck you in the empress’ bed. Then you help me get rid of her. Six months of you, me, and a shitload of sex.”

Taudry pouted, “Not that easy.”

“It is when Toofy sent me the stuff to bind and raise Astadia. And the draug are intentionally buried beneath the palace. Think the elf would be interested in a little bit of vengeance?”

Her girlfriend looked up at her hesitantly, “Are you sure?”

“Absolutely. This is what I do.”

“Then can you fuck me here? Now?” Taudry’s eyes went big and round, begging.

Esme laughed, “We’re getting a room first.”

— — —
“You heard her?” Meeran said, shaking the sand off his cloak before stepping into the relative cool of the underground dwelling. It felt strange, not hearing the ringing of the bell around his neck as he did it. Strange and exciting.

The older neko looked up from where he was leaning over a book, a flattened golden bell lying by one of his hands. He smiled, “Of course. No more bells. The question is... Who was she?”

“She was neko.” Meeran said excitedly, “He is certain of it. Her accent, unmistakable. Firm and fierce, like one of ours. Like hooktooth.”

The greying neko nodded and tapped the book, “Child of hooktooth, he is sure. There were so many killed, unaccounted for, after war. Yet, the Biscuit thinks he may have found the name of one. Abandoned as a kitten, parents killed. A servant was entrusted with her care, but admitted she abandoned the kitten. Too scared to stay in human lands, but thought kitten’s cries would attract attention, ran away on her own and left the child behind.”

“Who?”

“Grandchild of Resic. Not yet old enough for the naming, when lost.” Biscuit stated, and smiled at him excitedly, golden eyes twinkling. “Minor lady, but was born of Falling Sands.”

Meeran stared at him, “A survivor? A fucked survivor of the cursed clan? How is that possible? They sent their green-eyed demons to destroy it!”

“Resic always favoured protecting children over his own life.” Biscuit shrugged and leaned back, “He expects we will hear more, soon. He has word that the exotic that has attacked the humans... Succeeded. That they became empress. And they are neko.”

The younger neko pounced onto a chair, crouching on it as it wobbled. Golden eyes filled with awe, “A kitten of the cursed clan... Just destroyed our greatest enemy. Freed all of us. Freed us to take back our people and our land!”

“Oh, too hurried.” Biscuit shook his head, “If she is empress, she will not want her people to make war on her. And if she is Resic’s grandchild, she has a blood claim to rule us. Even if she is Falling Sands.”

Meeran rocked his chair back and forth, “A neko empress! And one fitting the fucking prophecy!”

“Don’t pay attention to the words of a god, boy.” Biscuit said with derision, “They didn’t do us any good when the humans slaughtered our kind. They won’t do us any good if we are to make certain that our kind stay free.”

He shrugged, “I guess. Did you hear what happened to the tauran overseer in east mine?”

“Still picking his skin out of my teeth.” Biscuit replied with a smirk. “First place I went to, once my bell fell. Owed that bastard for what he did to my back. I wouldn’t be too excited for war, kitten. We might be good at it, but war is no friend to anyone.”

Meeran rolled his eyes, “When will the Biscuit acknowledge Meeran’s age? He’s been fighting the front for more than a decade. He’s an adult, and he knows what it is like to stand against the humans.”

“They are not our enemy, right now.” Biscuit chided him, “Those desperately trying to own their slaves, are. There is much we need to do that is less than fun, before our people will be free. If we do the right things... And not attack empire... Then empire may end up fighting for us.”

“Until we stab them in the back.” Meeran purred in anticipation.

Biscuit grinned, speaking around the two enormous fangs emerging out of the top of his jaw, “Of course.”

— — —
“Ink’s finally asleep.” Toofy said tiredly, dropping onto her incredibly soft bed. She considered just lying there, prone, but a hand moved on its own and found her master, dragging her over limply and pushing her head into his side until it moved up and onto his chest.

Sai’s arms circled her, pulling her up and into a ball, lying on top of him. He kissed the top of her head lightly, “Well done, empress.”

“Toofy.” She pouted, “Not allowed to call her that. Not in private.”

“Oh? I thought you might like the reminder that you’re my superior, now.”

“Sai is her master. Now and forever.” She snapped, and then winced, “Toofy’s had a long day. Sorry. She just... Wants her master. Misses when it was her and her master. Little games.”

“Like administering to me whilst Isaac tried to give me the daily schedule?” Sai said with amusement.

Toofy smiled at the memory, “Master struggled so valiantly not to moan. Toofy could have made him. But she was nice and gave him a chance.”

“I am certain of it, but rascally neko.”

Her face fell and she rubbed reassuringly into him, surrounding herself with his scent. “Toofy doesn’t feel like a neko. Not anymore. Eyes of demon, not kitty. No fucking tail. She’s even still finding fucking teeth! She pulled one out of her butt cheek, this morning.”

“You will always be my precious catgirl.” He ran a hand through her dark hair, “Always.”

“Master?”

“Mmm?”

She blinked innocently, looking at him. Sai chuckled and brushed her cheek, “What is it you want from me, now? Last time you pointed at the palace.”

Toofy giggled, “Mmm... She wants him inside her. Doing all the work. She wants to lie there as her master makes love to her. Buuut... It isn’t a good time for Toofy. She’s starting her cycle... And she really, really, really doesn’t want to fucking have kittens again. She loves them, but they’re more exhausting than human shitheads who think they own Toofy’s empire.”

“Artema punched me today. Cracked three ribs.” Sai shook his head.

“Stop talking!” Toofy put her hand over his mouth, “Not talking about kittens before sex. That’s gross.”

He nodded.

She released his mouth and sighed, “So... Um... Did the apothecary find the... Tea... That Toofy wanted?”

“Hibiscus and ephedra. Should taste like boiled piss.” Sai pointed to a small wooden box on the bedside table, “Oh, and Elizabeth has agreed to be your alchemist. So I shouldn’t need to go into town to pick this up, in future.”

Toofy giggled, “Yes, he will. She doesn’t want to announce to Liz every time that she’s fucking her master. Just let Toofy put this to steep. It helps to prevent kittens, she’ll drink it after.”

She felt her master’s eyes on her as she prepared the drink, glaring at the water in the ceramic jug until it boiled out of fear of her. She poured it into a simple clay mug and sprinkled some of the herbs into it, remembering how Efina had taught her about this emergency remedy.

She did almost miss that intolerant bitch.

Toofy yawned and dropped her dress in the same motion, grinning at the way it made Sai’s blue eyes light up. She did sort of miss his green ones, but these were kinder. Made it easier to forget that he still smelled of blood and guilt.

She looked over her shoulder, and indicated her black corset, “Would master mind helping her?”

Sai whipped the covers back, causing her to burst out laughing. He had been completely naked under there, waiting for her to discover it. Now, he was sticking up like a mast, as he confidently walked over to her. His arms went around her from behind, as he began unlacing the corset, and kissing at her neck.

She purred happily, “Mmm. Master is best. Always want her master.”

Sai gave a small nip to one of her nekomimi, causing her ear to flick back and forth. “Ow. Bad master. Toofy hated that.”

“Sorry.”

She rubbed herself backwards into him, “Nuh uh. Toofy is excited that master still wants to explore play with her. She’s his to play with. Loves his attitude. She’ll just tell him what she likes... So... Is there something master really wants to try?”

“Just a moment.”

She breathed a sigh of relief as the corset came off, and rubbed at her breasts. Sai dropped the heavy thing to the ground, and then kissed down her side. He paused halfway down to take her underwear into his teeth before dragging them down to her ankles.

Toofy stepped out of them, then squealed happily as he grabbed her by the ankles and hoisted her into the air. A flash of magic had her suspended by her feet, still upside down, and at eye level with her master’s cock as it dripped in anticipation.

She giggled, “Toofy likes.”

Then she quickly engulfed him in her mouth, cheeks puffing out for a moment. The platinum bell on the necklace around her neck clinked noisily as she bobbed her head back and forth. The blood rushed to her head, threatening to break her concentration as she covered every inch of him with her tongue, slathering all over it, letting him know it belonged completely to her.

Not that she expected the mutant fox to make a pass at him before she ran away. That one wasn’t about to risk crossing Toofy, again.

The bell dinged with each motion of her head. She squeezed her throat around him as she drew back, using her tongue to flick at the very end of his member, enjoying the void out of him refusing to moan for her.

Sai was setting her a challenge, and there was nothing that got her flowing like a challenge.

She could feel it, the moistness of her slit building up in this position, threatening to spill over and run up her tummy.

Toofy pulled off him with a gasp and sloppy pop, one hand continuing to rub back and forth, “She likes this. She’s also dizzy. What does master want next?”

He grabbed her by her wrists, throwing her as the barrier holding her up vanished. She landed on the bed with a bounce and grin, before suddenly finding Sai between her legs, nose nuzzling into her slippery twat.

“Ooh. Master is nice.” She purred, leaning up on her elbows to watch him as he began to play with her. She wasn’t quite sure where or when he had learned to give turnabout, but she wasn’t about to complain.

He couldn’t lap like a neko, but he was trying his best. The tongue flicking into her, running up her insides hungrily and as fast as she could expect from any human. Yet, after getting a tongue-fucking from Saia, it didn’t quite compare.

There was, however, something that her master could giver her that her wife couldn’t.

“Want it.”

Sai didn’t seem to hear her, still face deep in her crotch, nose poking gently into her clit and tongue licking at her fluids. She gave a frustrated moan and tugged on his hair, “She wants her master!”

He sucked briefly at her pearl, causing Toofy to cry out and fall backwards onto the bed. Not quite giving her what she needed, not at all giving her what she wanted, but still making her writhe under his ministrations.

“Toofy wants to fuck her Sai!” She shouted through the feelings, but even that didn’t do more than make him a little bit more intense. Her master was trying to make her spill first, trying to prove his love for her in the most adoring, and presently frustrating, way.

She knew his hardness was tantalisingly out of reach, that it wouldn’t grace her insides until she came. She glowered and considered putting her temple training to use and faking an orgasm. Yet, lying to her husband like that felt cheap.

It would have felt cheap as a companion, and it felt far beneath her as empress.

That really only left one option.

Toofy’s hand joined her master’s face in the assault between her legs. She rubbed at herself hurriedly as he continued to slather all over her. All she needed was to get off and then he’d finally fuck her, so she wasn’t taking her time to enjoy it.

She wasn’t as good at this as she used to be. She was still-righted handed, even after she lost that thumb, which meant she was a little clumsier, and couldn’t give little pinches as easily, but she wasn’t alone in her efforts to make her womanhood flower.

“Give it to me.” Sai whispered into her cunt, “Everything you have.”

Toofy grunted in effort, red-faced. If he just slid inside her, then he would get exactly what he wanted before he finished arriving home. But the bastard was determined to make her overflow before she was going to be graced by his most wonderful of magics.

Her toes curled up and cracked as every muscle in her body tensed up, all thought and focus on her rose and making it dribble down onto the tongue running along her insides with a confidence that was still bugging her. Someone else had taught her master those tricks.

There is nothing more frustrated than a jealous catgirl in the midst of mating.

Her patience snapped and her legs tossed him into the air like he weighed nothing at all. Toofy flipped him over midair, adjusted her hair a little, and then pounced onto his chest with a voracious growl.

Sai was still impacting the bed when he found his shaft driven upwards into Toofy’s willing and waiting snatch. Her red eyes rolled back in her head and she let out a sigh of relief as she found herself completely filled by her master.

She put a hand to her chest, breathing hard, “Master still teases her too much. Very mean of him.”

“Are you in heat, wife?”

“Toofy.” She pouted, “He still doesn’t use her name enough. The naming is important. It was when she chose to be his, forevermore. Dark gods and bad gods and would-be gods. None of them can keep her from his side. Because she’s his Toofy.”

Sai caressed her cheek and she squeezed it into her shoulder, rubbing into his hand with an affectionate whine, as she struggled not to burst into tears at how happy she was in this perfect moment.

“Is that why you insisted on the tea, you’re in heat?”

She glared at him, “He ruined the moment. Toofy really needs to teach him when to shut the fuck up and be content. She insisted on the tea because she still fucking hurts down there. No more kittens, master. Two is enough.”

Sai smiled at her shyly, embarrassed at his own ineptness. There he was, the man that she loved. Confident in politics, arrogant in battle, and a complete dolt in the bedroom. Smelling of shame, always, but when his eyes looked into hers, she smelled the overpowering sweetness of his adoration for her.

He only saw the woman he loved when he looked at her. Arrogant and angry golden-eyed cat, or exhausted demon-infected empress, he saw the same thing. He saw her, as he had when she refused to even curtsy to him when they met. The same woman.

Toofy leaned down and kissed him passionately, thanking him for being her fucking perfect master. For surviving when so few had. For giving her the empire on a silver platter. From slave to empress, he had treated her with nothing but the utmost love.

She massaged him inside her as her tongue dove playfully in and out of his mouth, still feeling like she was about to cry. The hormones of her recent pregnancy still fucking with her. She loved him so much that it burned her heart, made it hurt as she tried to use her entire body to tell him just how much he meant to her.

She had killed a dark god and ate his soul when she lost their unborn son.

If someone had dared to take her Sai from her, she really didn’t know what she would do. She might butcher the entire pantheon and use the combined bloody and dark magic to bring him back. Or she might unmake the world down to its roots.

There was nothing she was unwilling to do for her master, her husband, her lover, her prince, her everything.

“She loves him.” Toofy whispered, tears silently dripping down her face, “She loves him more than the sun adores the moon. She loves him more than kitsune hates neko. She loves him more than the gods love themselves.”

“Toofy.” Sai whispered in concern, brushing her cheek.

She turned her head quickly, suckling on one of the fingers with a giggle and a renewed effort at controlling the walls of her vagina, milking at her master in ways that nobody but a catgirl could.

She grinned at his surprised and confused reaction, before beginning to move her entire body. Rocking her hips before rolling the motion through her stomach and up to her breasts as she tried to convince him that nekos had no bones at all. Fucking her master as only she could.

She flushed as she felt him pushing and pulling at her tunnel as she fucked herself with her master’s best physical feature. She moaned, and she wasn’t quiet about it. One of the best things about being empress was she could be as loud as she wanted, and everyone else just had to pretend not to notice.

“She loves him!” Toofy said, bright eyed and excited, still picking up the pace, “Oh, master, my master. Fuck. She loves him! She loves him!”

Sai grunted weakly under her, struggling visibly with the sudden assault, “I’m not going to -”

“She loves him!” The neko growled, staring unblinkingly at him, “Everything for her master. She loves him!”

His blue eyes became unfocused, and Toofy let out a hungry whimper as she felt him letting loose inside her. She moaned with each splash of warmth inside her, her heart aching with each cascade of her master’s seed inside her velvety embrace.

The catgirl felt him overflowing out of her, their intermingling fluids running down his shaft as she continued to ride him through the orgasm, continuing to get more of him until he was too sensitive to continue, drawing back from her to pop free audibly.

Toofy fell onto his chest tiredly, sweating dripping from her forehead. She kissed lightly at his chest and purred, “She loves him.”

“I love you, too, Toofy.”

She smiled broadly, nearly curling up onto his chest and falling asleep then and there. Nearly.

Toofy stood up, sticky liquids running down both her legs, and dragged Sai upright. She drew him over to the door, sliding it open and stepping outside into the crisp cool air, the smell of autumn on the wind. The guards by the door about-faced and snapped to attention.

She pulled her master’s arms around her from behind. His messy bush and only partially firm dick settling into her butt. She turned her head and kissed his cheek briefly before raising a hand to the horizon and pointing. “Want it.”
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